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“Rich man, poor man, beggar man,
thicf, doctor, lawyer-- there, Bertha, my
fate is decided ut last; the daisy has said
I am to be the wifc of a lawyer; so don’t
be hinting fo me zbout Seth Chambers’
attentions, and H'ill_'.r(t Marvin's g!u[:(:cs
into our pew atchurch,” and Sara Brady
looked up into her sister’s face and
laughed merrily.

*Iow foolish veu are, Sara,” said Mrs.
Maxbin, n-]'nruviu_::ly. “Every day you
get some new freak into your head ml-‘ll
persist in it with the obstinacy of---of---

*A mule, why don’t you say, Bertha?”
laughed pretty Sara.  “Well, as you puy,
I do cling to an idea when my mind is
once made up. And I always did believe
in tortupe telling by daisies; and since
this daisy, the first [ bave seen this June,

“I expect my lawyer," coolly interrupt-
ed Bara, kneading up the bread with arms
bared to the elbow, and listening with a
smile to her half-sister’s lecture.

“That is the craziest notion, Sara! I
do wish we had never taken that walk,
and you had never found that horried
little daisy. [t does seem too ridiculous
to talk about.” :

“Then don’t talk about it,” ~4id Sara,

“But vou can’t really mean, Sara, that
you will throw away good chances just
for the sake of such a silly notion.”

“I mean that I shall wait for my law-
yer,” said Sara, still smiling,

“You are just the one to cling to an
iden of that sort; but I think vou ought
to have more sense. If Seth had been a
lawver would you have had him?”

“I didn’t say that L'd have aay law-

declires [ am to marry & lawyer, I will
wait for that lawyer it I am gray before |
he comes along.”

“I don't know where you ever got such |
notions, Sara,” answered Bertha Maybin. |
“] am snre mother has tried to bring you
up just i 8 she brought me up, am} I was
a proper, studious, industrious girl, and
at twenty-two.married Franeis, who was
thought an exeellent mateh for me:and [
am sure [ have done my duty as a wile
and mother,”

*0Oh, nobody disputed that, Berdha,”
sald Sara, I am sure Frank could never
have found a hetter wife if he had
scarched evervwhere.”

“But here you are twenty-four years
old, Sara, and with no idea of settiing
yet. Do you know that you will very
soon be an eld maid’—with terrible
emphasis—*"*and thon where will be vour
chunces? Do be reasonable, Sara, and
treat Seth Chambers with some courtesy ;
and don't be so abrupt with “Squire
Marvin. You seem to forget that he is a
rich man, owns that Leautiful place, and
drives the handsomest horses in the
country.”

“[ wouldn’t marry a man for the sake
of his house and horses,” said Sara, set-
ting her lips firmly together.

“But yoir might learn te
Bara.

“Yes, I might, but T wouldn't. The old
searecrow hus six children, wears false
teeth and a wig, and inclines to sting-
ness.  As for Seth Chambers, T'll wait
until hie has an ounce of gense in his head
betore [ think ubout him.”

*But suppose mother would die, Sara?
You know the farm would o into the
possession of Seth at once.  You will be
left without a cent of money or a home.

love him.

Wiy not see things in a reasonable
light#"

“T could teach the distriet school,” said
Sara, quictly. “Tbe 'Squire is one of

the Trustees, and ['d let him make love
to e until I was installed, and then give
him his cange”

“Very well, SBara, persist in your obr
stinacy if you will; but reccolleet that
mother is sixty-five years old and can’t
last very long. The doctor said last
week that she was breaking up very fast.
You won't feel very comfortable when
you see Seth Chambers on our comfort-
farm, and fiad yourself tied down to
theaching the stupid red hended children
around here.”

“My lawyer may happen along,” said
Sarn, blithely.  “I shan’t borrow trouble,
and you needn’t croank yourself hoarse,
Berthe, for it won't do any good.”

The sisters had erossed the meadow by
this time and reached the door of the
corntortuble tarm-house they called home.
Sary went into the kitehen to put the ket-
tle on for tea, and Bertha Maybin went |
to her bed room. i

“We had a nice walk over the flelde,
mother,” said Sara, kissing tue old lady
who sat by the window, knitting.

“I am glad of it dear,” was the reply.

Mrs. Brady was 100 old and too much
crippled with rheumatism to help in worlk
of the farm-house at all, and all devolved
upon Sare, who was fond of housekeep-
ing and disry work, and sold the best
butier and cheese, and the finest honey
of anyone of lirr neighbors, The farm

yer,” answered Sara. I mean o pick
snd choose my lawysr. I pulled every
leaf  off the daisy and it left

the last one a lawyer. I shall wait for my
lawyer, until my lawyer comes.”

“Horrors!” cried Bertha, *“don’t use
that word again. I'm sick of it. I don’t
teel as if T ever cared to meet one of the
profession again.”

When on the last day of June Squire
Marvin drove up to the farm-house gate,
hicched his horses— they certainly were
handsome creatures- and asked to see
Miss Sara, Bertha knew what he had
come for. Surely that could be told easily,
for never had his wig been more careful-
ly brushed, or shoes of ashinier aspect.
Yes; the Squire had come a courting,
Ie told Sara his little story, wichout,
however, mentioning his six children
and his sixty years- such little unpleas-
ant facts are best kept ou! of mind—and
waited for ker answer.,

Sara politely thanked him for the hon-
or he had done her, but said she did not
care to marry at present.  Arguments
were of no avail, and the Squire left the
house, his dejected aspect telling the
peeping Bertha what fate his tale of love
had met.

Y Bo you've refused the Squire,” she
suid, entering the parlor before Sara had
had time to fly to a more secure nook,
where Bertha could not penetrate, “Well,
you have taken your own stubborn course,
Sara Brady, and you'll have only your-
self to thank when you are penniless and
an old maid, with your pretty looks all
gone."

“I won't spend much time thanking
myself;" replied Sara. I'll get a bottle
of ‘Bloom of Youth paiat my faded
cheeks, und go to work at the district
school.”

“It may bea laughing matter now,
Bara, but it won't be then,” said Bertha,
severely.

“It makes me almost hate you to have
you refuse that rich man, who owns those
lovely horses——"

“‘And those lovely, red-headed, freckled
children,” interrupted Sara.

“What of that? Do you expect a
prince? Are you waiting tor a King to
come by and sue for your hand?”

“Nojbut I am waiting for my law-
yer,"” answered Sara.

It was only a few days after the
Squire’s proposal that an old school friend
of Bara’s invited Ler to come ton town a
few miles off and pay = wisit. © Sara de-
cided to go, but only for a week, Bertha
declining to take charge of the house-
hold affwirs of Blossom Farm for a lon rer
period. The week was heartily enjoyed
L'y the girl, who returned home refreshed
and invigorated by the change.

“Sara,” said Bertha, at the tea-table on
the first evening of her return, “I have
some news for yow. Your lawyer has
actually come ut last.”

“I knew he would,™ said Sara, smiling.

“Yes, he is a Mr. Ellsworth Eljiott,
and is staying at the Crown-and-Shield,
in Stockwell. He came over here with
Seth Chambers the very night after you
lefty, and has been here four times since,
I zuess he fancies your honey, for T had
him stay totea.”

“He must be very intellectual, since he
has ehosen Seth for a companion,” said

wis two miles from the small town of |
Stockwell, and was to revert to Seth
Chumbers at the death of Mrs. Brady, to

whom it had been left by the young man's |
uncie, who had veen Mrs. Brady’s lover |
in her young daye, and dying, had re--
membered her in her poverty with her

two children to support, [t was a gener-
ous and u timely bequest, for Mrs. Brady
Ead just lost hier second husband. After his
funcral expenses had been paid, she found
herself without a dellar in the world, and

with two children leoking to her for sup-
port. Ble took in sewing and eked out
a =cauty living for them all, and then |
three months later Me. Chambers had |

dicd, and she found herself mistress of |
Blossom farm and the owner of a dozen
cows and several harses. There was also
a couple of huandred doliarsin the bhank
in her name, i
Mrs. Brady was possessed of sreat exec-
cutive ubility, and she made the farm

pay.” but never made more than a living
for herselt and two children.  Bertha had

been ten years old, and Sara only ene
yesr when they had moved to Blossom
Farm. Berths was the child of her first
husband, and Sara of her second. Bertha
had grown up and marricd and gone to
the city to live, but the first of every June
saw her installed at the Blossom Farm as
a bogrder, aud now she had two children
to bring with her.

Barn Bindy's happy, pleasant disposi-
tion made her a general favorite in the
neighborhood, but in spite of much atten-
tion from the sterner sex she was still un-
married, much to Bertha’s dizcomfi ure-
who appeared to think that her half-sister
was disgracing the fumily by remaining
in & state of single blessedness,

The mounth of June was passing swiftly
away, ard Sara had had two chances to
change her condition. Seth Chambers
had been the first to bring matters to a
focus, and had made Sara & very bashful
proposal, to which she had said “no" very
decidedly

Bertha bad been angry, very angry,
and had, as she expressed it, “spoken her
mind,” to Sara. To throw away such a
chance of keeping Blossom Farm in the
family was, in her opinion, absolutely
criminal. Perhaps Bertha looked forward
to the time when she sheu'd have to take
board elsewhere for the summer, and
didn’t fancy the idea at all of baving no
Blossom Farm to go to, where she could
make herself thoroughly at home.

“You are crazy to refuse him, Sara.
Haven't | warned you how you will pe

left an old maid, penniless, homeless, and

sarcastic Sara.
*Oh, he only got

_ acquainted with
Seth by aceident.

He is a stranger here,

| you see.”

© “Ilike his name,” said Sara.

And she somn liked Mr. Ellsworth
Elliott, and he was worthy of her liking.
Tall, handsome, with pleasing manners,
and a thoroughbred gentleman, it was
small wonder thet he quickly won Sara’s
heart.  Nor was her love given unreturn-
ed, for E Isworth Eiliott was attracted
at once by her preity face and amiable
character, and the longer he knew her
the more he fonnd to admire in her.
Weeks passed by until the summer wus
over, and fall was throwing a brown
mantle over the earth, and all too quick-
ty had it gone 1o the lovers. Sara felt as
it she had never before known the beauty
and value of life, and when Ellsworth
told her how dearly he loved her, she
felt as if life were too sweet o last.

“I told you 1T would marry .a lawyer,
Bertha,” said she, when telling her moth-
er and sister of her engagement.

“Well, T am sure [ am pleased,” said
Bertha,  “I didn't believe you would
find iim, but since you have, I wish you
Jjoy and a speedy wedding,

“He must return to his law office next
week,” said Sara, *but he will return in
November and take me away. I shall
firmly adhere to daisy fortune telling
hereafter, and guide myselt in what my
first June daisy tells me. Never shall 1
forget to find one as the years roli by.”

In November Sara was married, and on
her breast she wore a knot of daisies and
Ellsworth smiled when he saw them, for
of course she had told him of her fortune
telling.

They went at once to the pretty house.
which the young husband had made
ready for his bride in the city. and the
quict elegunce of which sent Sara 1nto
ecstacies of delight.

After they were fairly settled to house-
keeping Sara said one morning to he-
husband : L]

*Ellsworth, I want to ¢o down-town
to-day and see your law oflice,”

“You won't find much law about it
Sara,” he answere l, “nothing but grain,
hay and bran.” : ;

“Why, Eilsworth, what do you mesn?”

“That 1 am not a lawyer, Sara, my
love, but a commission merchant. Let
me explain to you. I went to Stockwell
to pass the summer, fish, hunt anl enjoy
myself. T met your sister who {old ‘me
about you, told me your fancy about the
lawyer, and just for fun I proposed pass-
Ing for one.  After I learned to love you

do so. She was afraid you would back
out, I suppese. Do vou fezl sorry I
played the lioax, Sara?”’

“No; I don't care a* all. I love you
now, and it imnakes no difterence.”

“But you will never believe in daisies
again, will you?”

“‘Indeed I shall,” she cried with en-
ergy. “How could the poor little dai-
sies tell if it was a bogus or a genuine
lawyer I would get?”—C'onstance Sterling
D aub wry News.

The Legend of the Crowneda Skull,

Where the heavy-leaved grape-vine
clambered thickest about the quaintly-
carved balcony that overhung the Rhine on
the western side of Sperlingstein Castle,
the Princess Amalie and her lover, the
young Baron Anseim, laid their heads to-

ether ta talk over a weighty and pro-

ound matter.

This was no other than their approach-
ing marriage. The Princess had reached
her twentieth year, and her prospects pre-
gented no match more brilliant thao one
with the gay young Baron, whose wealth,
purity of blood, popularity, and furure
promise were stauding themes of conver-
sation throughout the whole Rhine coun-
try.

As was befitting one so beautiful and
beloved, the Princess Amalie had extraor-
dinary attentions shown her on her birth-
day. The ancient halls of the castle were
made gay with Danners and armer and
lights and music, and noble guests, who
guve themselves up to the epidemic hilar-
ity of the occasion. Every thing wore a
holiday aspect, and even the servants and
retainers were allowed to have their fill of
feasting and merriment in honor of their
tair mistress. Never, in the whole Duke-
dom, had there been a more successful or
mugnificent high'tide.

But after the great dinner, when the
festivities were at their maddest, merriest
height, the lovers, wearving of the noise
and glare within, stole out upon the vine-
embowered baleconv, to chat over their
:l;nu;‘ing happiness in the cool, soft twi-

ight.

The Princess Amalie had acceded to
the fashion of the day, at her father's re-
quest, and had arrayed herself in all the
cumbrous paraphernalia of her state robes.
The splendid crimson velvet and ermine
of her dress did not so well become her
gracious blonde beauty as the simple
style she ordinarily affected, nor was the
braided gold of her hair enhanced by the
coronet of jewels that sat regally upon her
fuir forehead. Still, her father had willed
it, and the etiquette of the court demanded
it, as a show of respect to the guests, so she
submitted,

But the, coronet was heavy—they did
good, massive jewelry work in those days
—and she wished to enjoy the pure even-
ing ar that whispered musicaily among
the vine-leaves and swayed the lindens
below. Baron Anselm gayly assisted
her to remove the flashing mass of gold
and gems that oppressed ber brow, and
laid it carefully upon the broad stone
balustrade tbat surrounded the balcony.

“It is good, Amalie,” said the young
man, “that our ancient and noble houses
should be allied. We thus regain our
ancient strength and dignity. Our fore-
fathers, vears and years ago, held bitter
feuds, which destroyed much of the
power of both families, but this happy
alliance restores ¢Il that their enmity
cost them.”’

She turncd her eyes upon him with a
fond and lingering gaze.

“Peace and happiness always bring

more strength than strife and sorrow,”
she said. »
i “That is true; yet the old knights and
warriors battled manfully. Sce yonder,
where the sun has set, beyond the Thran-
cuthal, leaving a golden glory in the sky
to mark kis path. All that broad coun-
try was once held by my sires, and was
wrested from them by yvoursina long
and unjust struggle.  On the other hand,
my ancestors took the Rosenbergen, with
the castle belonging to the estate.”

_ Ay, thete was doubtless much injus-
tice on both sides, and nany bleeding
hearts to atone for it.”

“Yet your forefathers seem to have
been the most vindictive, for they pur-
sucd us to the death every where that we
were found weak in numbers, and when
our castles were taken, they were pil-
laged and hurned.”

“The fortunes of war.”

“Worse than that, I think. Ab, Ama-
lie, the blood hus greatly changed since
those days of robbery and oufrage.”

“But I cannot think that my sires were
brigands and robbers. Ave these tradi-
tions verified ?” ‘

“They have bLeen handed down care-
fully in my family, from father to son,
though the feud died out long azo.”

“Av, but such ola-wives’ stories grow
with teliing. A mouse becomes an ele:
phant in the repetitions of ten genera-
tions,”

“No, Amalie.
faisify.”

“Nor would mine steal?”

“But the facts have been lkept in re-
membrance by all of us!”

“But the facis are untrue!”

“Amalie! do not let us quarrel ahout
so small a matter. What signifies it
if your great-great-great-grandfather’s
great-grandf.iier was nnjust?”

“What signifies it, my dear Anslem,
if vour great-great-great-grandtather’s
great-grandfather told untruths?”

“My race has ever been noted for honor
and truthfulness.”

*And mine for honesty and fairness.

“Not according to the record of my
family.”

“Which has become an exagerated fa-
ble.”

Nonsense! Your ancestors must have
seized the property of others to have
grown rich. They were poor at first.”

“l do not believe it; I will never be-
lieve I am the descendant of a pauper
race!”

Such is the truth, however The first
Duke of their present line had nothing
but his sword before he had captured my
fore-fathers’ fair lands and castles. Even
the Court jewels thal are now worn so
proudly by his descendants were made
from gems taken in warfare from my
people!™

The blood was boiling through Ama-
lie’s veins and crimsoning her cheeks at
this point of the discussion, which seem-
ed to have grown into a quarrel. She
took the coronet from the balustrade and
placed it upon her head. Then she
turned upon her lover a flashing and
scornful glance,

My ancestors would not

the courage to recover them by war; you
Liuve not the heart to to recover them by
marriage. Sec how the daughter of a
race of beggars despises the son of a race
of cowards! When you recover this
crown I will wed you. Not till then!”

And with a sudden movement she
plucked the diadem from her head and
whirled it far out over the black waters
of the Rhine that washed the base of the
lofty Sperlingstein on which the castle
stood.

A dull splash far below told that the
babble was gone, and the rushing ofa
heavy robe announced the departure of
its wearer. 2

A moment after the horses of Anselm
and his servants clattered over the bridge.
and away from the castie, followed, with-
in the hour, by a party of rough riders—
friends and admirers of Amalie, who had
takeu up arms on the instant to avenge
the ipsult she felt she had received.

Anselm was not overtaken before he
reached his home, and when bis pursuers
arrived there they were welcomed with
such a shower of cross-bow and arquebus
s-ots as left but one of them te tell the
story. He, dying of a terrible wound, at
Amalie’s feet, when he returned, gasped
out the news, and the stern old Duke maur-
shaled his forces at ouce to punish the
quondam lover of his daughter, now the
mortal foe of his house.

The Baron, on his part, fortified him-
self, and gathered all his retainers togeth-
cr under his banner to repulse the enemy.

The feud, thus hastily renewed, was
bitterer than of old. Battle after Lattle,
siege after sicge, sortie after sortie, fol-
lowed in fierce succession, and the gal-
lant young Baron almost always came off
victorious, The Duke’s estate was seized
upon,one after another ot his castles taken
and his people put to death, until, 1n a
grand final siege before Sperlingstein,th e
whole race was annihiwuted and the castle
left 4 ruin. Id its battered and smolder-
‘ing debris the lifeless forms of the Duke,
his once-lovely daughter and a few brave
men-at-arms who had clustered around
them till the last, were permitted to lie.
The wreck of their greatness was the
fittest sepulcher for them, perbaps.

Then Aaselm returned to his eastle, far
beyond the Thranenthal, and made a
great feast at high-tide to celebrate his
victory. But all noted his weary and
absent air. A melancholy fell upon him
in the midst of his triumph, and a ghost
seemed to haunt bim every-where, till he
was hike to lose his reason.

In vain he sought forgetfulness in the
affairs of his estates—in beautifying them
and overcoming the rudeness that nature
had stamped upon forest and hill. In
vain he visited other lands, traveling
abroad in luxurious state, and studying
how to amuse himself only. At the end
of a few years he settled down to a re-
signed and silent sorrow that ever preyed
upon him.

His friends observed that he spent
much of his time about the Sperlingstein
and its ruin, now overgrown with vines
and moss. Under pretense of shooting
and fishing, he rumgled over the almost
inaccessible crags, and loitered for hours
by the still, black waters beneath.

In truth, he was thinking only of the
jeweled crown that lay in the depths of
the stream, and of her whose fair fore-
head it cnee adorned.

And one bright morning,; as he sat
moodily in his boat gazing down into
the waves, a strange vision uprose from
an eddy that boiled between two half-
sunken rocks--a vision of a beautious
maiden, like to Amalie, with golden hair
and snowy arms, beckoning him to her.
Iis boat drifted slowly toward the danger-
ous current, but he heeded nothinz save
the exquisite song of the apparition- &
slow and dreamy chant of wonderful
cadances and weird modulations:

Where theslow and swirling waves

Wash and slap the sides of the hollow cave,

Aud shifting currents tremulously play

Upon its floors of many-.colored pebbles and
of tawny sand,

There let us dwell forever!

Down there beneath the tide,

Where fair, white-bosomed nymphs &0 cir-
eling hand-in-hand,

Their long hair floating zolden Zreen upon
the water,

With glimmer of pale lizht, like submerzed
sturs—

Down there, O handsome hontman!

0 true love, follow me!”

The boat, or rather the wreck of it, was
found on the jagged rocks, 1bout which
the eddy boiled and fonmed. Anselm
Was seen no more,

A helf century atterward a fisherman
got his live entangled in the rocks below
the Sperlingstein, and brought up his
hook and lead only with much difficulty.
When drawn to the surfece he discovered
that the hook had caught in & human
skull, upon which was tightly fitted a
splendid coronet of gems.

The chance of the waves and currents
had placed the crown upon- the head of
the lover whom it had separated from
his love.

Discovery of North America.

A New York paper says: A Wall
street broker laid a wager the other day
that Christopher Columbus discovered the
continent of North America, and, of
course, lost it. Tt is surprising how
many intelligent persons entertain the
same error. Knowing that he discovered
a number of islands in the Western hem-
isphere, they think that he must of nee-
essity have discovered this continent alzo.
They forget that he died in ignorance of
the grandeur of his achievement, beliey-
ing Cuba, Terra Firma, and the other
lands he had found to be remote parts of
Asia. Amerigo Vespuecci, aiter whom
North and South America is named, did
not discover this continent proper either.
The land be discovered lay near the equa-
tor, and he. too, was delnded with the no-
tion that it was a portion ot Asia. John
Canot was the discoverer of North Amer-
ica (some time in May, 1497), which he
likewise supposed to belong tu the do-
minions of the Grand Cham. He sailed
along the coest for 300 leagues, and went
ashore, without finding any human being,
theugh he believed the country inhabited.
It is remarkable that the three great
discoverers of the Western world should
all have been Italians: Columbus having
been born in Genoa, Vespueci in Fier-
enge, and Cabot, presumably, in Venice.
The birth of Cabot is uncertuain, as are
his age and the place and time of his
death. But the fact that the licence
granted him by Henry VII. calls him
Kabotto, Venctian, would seem to de-
termine the question of his nativity. The
discoverers had a sorry fortune. Colum-

Spain. When officers of the vessel in
which he was carried a prisoner to Spain
offered to remove his chains, 1mposed
upon him by royal order, he replied, “I
will wear them as a reminder of the
gratitude of Princes.” He died, as every
body knows, neglected, in extreme pov-
erty, of a broken hesrt. Vespucci bad
many trials and died poor, and ‘Cabot
fell into such obscurity that no one can
tell where or when or how he died. Sure-
ly the auguries attendant on the birth of
the Western world were not favorable,
and in a superstitious age might have
led to the behef that its history would
never be marked by gnod fortune.

A Tired Woman’s Last Words.,

Here lies an old woman who always was tired,
For sheilived in a house where help wasn't
hired.

Her last words on earth were: “Dear friends,
I am going

Where washing ain’t done, nor churning, nor
sewing

And everything there will be just to my
wishes,

For where they don't eat there’s no washing
of dishes.

I'll be where loud snthems will always be
ringing,

But having no voice I'll et rid of the sing-

ing.

Don’t mourn for me now, and mourn for me
never.

For 'm. going to do nothing forever and
ever.”

A Noble Record,

In a notice of the death of the lae
Hon. Robert Parker Parrott a corre—
spondent of the Bedford (Pa.) Hnquirer
makes the following mention of the deal-
ings of Mr. Parrott with the U. 8. Goy-
ernment during the rebellion:

He was the inventor of the system of
rifled guns and projectiles bearing his
name. He invented these guns and mis-
siles while in charge of the West Point
Foundry, and they were first introduced
in actual service at the battle of Bull Run,
July 21,1861. They were exclusively
used by the Federal Army and Navy un-
til the end of the civil war. One of the
Parrott thirty pounders mounted at Cam-
mins Point was used against Charleston,
and withstood the extraordinasy test of
being fired 4,606 times before bursting.
In this connection we desire n illustra-
tion, which we believe has not vet been
published, of Mr. Parrott’s noble charac-
ter. During the war the rule was that
every body should pile up wealth as fast
as he could, regardless of business prin-
ciples or conscientions scruples, particu-
larly so long as the Government was the
debtor, and history painfully reminds us
of the fact that there were few cxceptions
to the rule. With the opportunitg before
him, the alluring bait of gold untold
within his power and grasp without the
aid of Congressmen and jobbers and
brokers, he overcume the Devil and main-
tained his honesty, integrity and patriot-
ism by adhering strictly te his princip-
les.

The “Parrott " gun, of which he was
the inventor, and which to-day bears his
name, was tested in the first battles of
the war, and found so serviceable that it
was immediately adopted by the Govern-
ment, and they were ordcred for the
Army as fast as they could be manufac-
tured at Mr. Parrott’s works. A friend
who was familiar with his buisness re-
monstrated with him upon the prices he
had fized, sayiag that the U.S. wonld
have to procure an immense number of
these guns, and were ready to. pay what-
ever he chose to ask—that bere ‘was an
ooportunity which could never occur
again to acquire such fabulous wealth.
This friend reports that Mr. Parrott
smiled in his quiet way, as ke replied
that he had no desire to possess such ex-
treordinary riches, and it he had, would
ratlier not acquire them in that way.
Then, growing more serious, he added
that “if he were & younger man he should
return to the army and do what he could
to aid his country, but tha* at his age
ead in his position he was denied the
epportunity of helping the Government
in that way. Butin Tois way,” he said,
“Icax be of use, and I do not intend
these guons shall cost the United States
any more than is absolutely necessary.”

As labor and iron went up he was com-
pelled to aiter his price, but the friend
above referred to expressed lns belief that
they were atno time equal to those he
would have charged at the same time to
a private customer. Yetthe volume of
business was so great, amounting to many
mil'ions, that hissmall percentage of profit
necessarily increased his fortune very
largrely.

Just before Lee's surrender, a large
contract for these guns had et n conelud-
ed with Mr. Parrott. He knew that the
sudden termination of the war must ren-
der any udditional supply of his guns un-
called for, Ie had no wish to further en-
himself by making guns for which the
United States could have no possible nse,
and which would have no greater value to
them than old iron in times of peace, and
be accordingly wrote to the Department
at Washington that he was ready to fill
his contract if desired, but at the same
time, 1f the United States should believe
it to be for their interest to annul it they
were at liberty to do so. Tt was cancell-
ed forthwith.

The profiton the last contract would
have secured to most of us a modest for-
tone, but Mr. Parrott thought no more of
thus cancelling it by a stroke of his pen
then il it had been the simplest act of his
daly routine of business. That he did
not undervalue money wss, however,
evident from the strict attention which he
gave to economy in his works, and from
the simplicity of his personal habits. He
wore a patch on his boot whilst he was
spending one hundred thousand dollars
in building one of the most beautiful
churches on the banks of the Hudson, a
church so aristically designed and thor-
ougbly furnished that it seems to have
have been there for a gcentury.

In Lis visits to the Riddlesburg fur-
nace he took great pleasure in mingling
with the humble workmen, making
hims2lf one of their number, as 1t
were; so much so that his periodieal ad-
vent was hailed with joy by all the em-
ployes, and his sudden and unexpected
demise is mourned by them in sincerity.
In his death the Kemble Company lose a
leader and manager that connot casily
be replaced, and “Bedford County loses
the first pioneer in the development of
her vast iron resources. His name will
ever be held in fond remembrance, Peace
to his ashes.

AN ANECDOTE OF THE PRINCE OF HOMOR-
1STS.

Says the 8an Francisco Golden Era:
Those who knew John Pheenix (Lieuten-
ant Derby)—knew him as we did—will
be glad to read the fullowing striking
anecdote, 80 characteristic of his noble
nature. All who knew Derby will re-
member that there. was nothing about
him or his humor resembling those sour,
discontented, Eractical Jjokers so naturally
and justly tabooed in society. Good-
nature and good-fellowship he cherished ;
and beyond these, save in the way of
harmless mirth, he never swerved. It
wus not in him. His power of face was
something wonderful, and this is suf-
ficiently attested by the anecdote.

He was sitting one evening in the guests
lolling-room of the old Oriental Hotel,
when a little begear girl came in, and
with the keen discernment of lit*le peo-
ple in general, noticed his chiid-loving
benevolent countence, and approached
him, asking alms. She was Very voung,
innocent-lcoking, and had none of the
Jjuvenile whine of persistency of most
young medicants whom one meets in the
streets and in the halls of our public
hotels.

Pheenix at once assnmed a mournful
expression of face, and begun to talk, as
1t were, eonfidentially and affectionately
to her. He told her that his futher was
long since dead, and that he was now
left entirely alone in the world; that he
was then but a little boy, with nobody to
look to, and often had not known where
to sleep at night.

The little girl's blue eyes began to
moisten; the lolling guests, most of whom
knew Lieutenant Derby, gathered around,
when what was their surprise to see the
sympathetic beggar-child go close up to
him, and, in & quiet, confidential way
take out of the inside pocket of her soil-
ca and tattered frock all the money
which she had gathered through the day,
and place it in his hand. Tt is needless
to say that the tender-hearted and
courageous little donor of her hard day’s
carnings had not only her small yet great
benefuction restored, but went away with
great possessions, c¢duced from the
nockets of the sympathetic bystanders,

Cricket-Fighting in China.

In some parts of China crickets are as
regularly trained for combat as English
%ugilists, the method being as follows:

he crickets when captured are kept sing
gly in carthen pots, at the bottom of
which is a small quantity of fine mold,
and a very smull cup contsining a fow
drops of water for the insccts to drink out
of and bathe in, Their food consists of
two kinds of fish, called man-yu and
kut-yu. TInsects called too-kumchung,
and tun-tist-chung and pin-tam-chung
are occasionally given to them, They get
honcy to strengthen them, and other items
tor their diet ‘are boiled chestnuts and
boiled rice, Kor two houre every night
a female cricket is placed in the pot with
the male.

Bmoke is supposed to be injurious to
their health, and the room 1 which they
are kept must be perfectly free from it.
A charm or mystic scroll to avert influen-
ces is semetimes placed on the cricket's
pot. 1f they are sick from over-eating,
red insects called buechung are given
them. If the sickness arrises from cold,
they get mosquitoes; if from heat, shoots
of green tea-plant. Chuk-tip, or bamboo
butterflies, are giving for difliculty in
breathicg.

At the  ecricket-pit, which the Chinese
call Lip, the insects are matched accord-
ing to size, weight and color. The stakes
are in sonie cases very large. Itis, how-
cver, generally supposed by the govern-
ment that they consist of presents as
sweet cakes. A cricket which wins many
victories is ealled Shanlip, or conquering
cricket, and when it dies, is is placed in a
small silver coffin and buried. Crickets
which display great fizhting power are
not unfrequently sold for larze sums.

Mistaken Kindness,

Those amisble peop.c who are never
s0 happy as when doing a service to man
or beast, may soretimes err through
want of judgement. For instance, the
old man in this story:

There is an old getleman that comes
into tewn on foot every morning, who
appears to be a great friend to dumb an-
imals. Whenever he seesa dog scratch-
ing at the shop-door to be let in he
promptly opens it for the animel. The
other morning he made a mistake in the
dog business. e let one in, and soon
the same canine came rushing hetween
his legs, ncarly throwing him down, and
covering the lower part of his trousers
with paint.

A man with overalls on was chasing’
the dog, trying to get at him with a
paint-brush he had in hishand. The old
gentleman expostulated with the irate
painter—for such he proved to be—say-
ing:

“My good man, why do you wish to
hurt that dog?”

“Because he has tipped over my paint
and made an atviul mess of everything!
Some idot let him into tie siiop when we
were all trying to kecp him out while I
wus doing some painting. He jumped
through the door stuci his fore legs inio
the paint-pot, and tipped itover. Brown
paint on a marble floor looks well,
doesn’t it? I wish people would mind
their own busiress!”

The Civil Stranger,

A man shouted yesterday from sunrise
till dark, “O-ranges and le-mons—best in
market--have a dozen’ sir?”

About three o’clack he was approached
by a young man with a carpet-sack in
hand, and he ceased his gelling in re-
sponse to a gesture.

“I was passing this place at eleven
o'clock this forenoon,” began the stranger,
“and you asked me it I wouid havea
dozen lemons. I was with my mother,
who is feeble in health, and I could not
stop. In fact, I dido’t even 1epiy to your
kind inguiry. I have now returned to—"

“To buy a dozen—here they are, sir!?

“No, sir, not to buy lemons, for they
don’t act good on my liver, but to say to
vou that I won't take any You asked
me a civil question, and common courtesy
required me to return a civil answer. [
have walked four miles to be courteous
and civil, and to say to you, ‘No, thank
you, ma'am, I won't take any’-—not to-
day !) N

He was gone before any thing couid be

sard to make him unhappy.

e o

1




