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WHO KENOWS.

Wiy must we, then, be sad,
' When Nature is so glad ?
Not half can utterance 211 her joy unfold,
Though she runs o'er and o'er
The strings tied long before,
The body forth the life that's never old.

Not for our sakes arrayed,
Though we would fain persuade
Our foolish hearts that she, in servant ruise,
Spreads all her varied show
Before usas we go,
To win approving glances from our eyes,

Ah,no! Thongh in broad glee
8he laughs where all can see,

In leagues of dandelions all dewy wet,
All to herself she smiles
in far-off veean isles,

And in dim nooks in sky blue viclet.

Aud thongh she dances still
Along the sheer brown hill
» In gearlet glow of swinging columbine,
In gentian she smiles slow,
As happy tnaid might go,
Who sings, “I['love him, and his heart is
mue!”

She wants no added bliss,
No praize for this, or this:
Simgply shie is 8o glad she can not rest,
But still must evermore
In every way outpour
The cxceeding bliss that stirs within her
breast.

No eare for us has she;
And we, alas!—and we

Can look but sadly at her innocent play;
Shut out from Paradise,
We see with other eyes:

The flami word has rent all veils away.

I there then for ustwo
No life forever new ¥
Or is that life new but in lyinge care,
Till on His far-ofl throne
Our God must hear alone
Ome ery of pain uprising everywhuwre?

Yot uad it better been
W still had staid within,

Nor tasted fruit that lets us not foreet?
God knows i it be so—
The days go on below,

And overhead the stars, they risc, they sot,

—Havper's Maguzie,
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THE FASHIONS,

As arule a Frenchman 1n the army
never thinks of spending a day in the
country without drawing on a pair of
light gaiters. Why he does this has never
been explained. It is a habit, and so gen-
eral that cavalry officers and gaiters were
until very recently synonymous. Un-
fortunately gentlemen not in the service,
theretore called pekiny, are also taking to

to distinguish a real dragoon from the
adulterate reproduction is to ascertain i
the gaitered party wenrs mouche smperiale
A mouche is military. It is a tuft of
parted hair below the under lip, whereas
«the dmperale1s a long commu of beared
thet denotes an accurate mind. A mowche
18 the emblem of a buzz, an Guperiale of
a tune. Pure Republicans efface the
word mmperiul on all facades, but do not
vet call their chin punctuation a nationale
hke all the rest, This is a curions fact,
but other loese topics are available—the
Niniche hat, for instance. It is high
straw shape, with not quite a pointed
crown on the top, and yet it is conieal.
There is not much rim and the front is a
a large butterfly bow. It is countrified

and very becoming when the hair is cut |
. close to the torehead in the style called

“brasse.” The other hats are Devonsnires,

with  velvet facings: pnlciaellas, and

lLionguevilles in honor of a skirmishing

princess who lived in the days of the

Fronde and knew all about turnings up
A GAY TIME ;

There is o little fun to tell concerning I
ladies whe make such subjects a special
study. The event cccured at Deanville.
It is a fashicnable place when we have no
expo:ition and no live duke to follow
down the Rue des Natiomrs. Iiven this |
year there have beena few celebrations |
at Deanville, such as the foundation of |
ot soup kitchen, races and the perform-
ance of an operctte. On the occasion of
a ball at the Casino, it was arranged that
the hall shonld be at the disposal of le
monde proper until one, and that after
one o’ clock {e monde improper should be
admifted for the sake of a change, never-
theless, a considerable number of most
improper couples gained admittance an
heur before their due and stcod up'in the
same quadrillesas blue-veined aristocrats.
Their presence were at first unobserved,
but our fewrs de bitume soon thawed and
apondoned their limbs, so to say, leaving
them to perform the most extraordinary
antics, twisfs, waves and gyratory incon-
gruitics. La noblesse looked on aghast
until a tremendous “cavalier seul,” u pas
tourelle part excited the voleanic fire with-
in, and the leader of the oichestra was
requested to stop the music. Down he
came, and his band, delighted to get to
Led early, walked ofl behind him, leaving
the aesk. Le monde improper fancied
propriety would soon be restored and
walked about, but there neverisa cath-
ering of demi-mondmines without a gool
musician among them. A lon civeur
rushed to the piano and a furious attack
on the chords was the signal for a no less
furious polka in the hall. The female
monde proper hid its fuce with its sereen

,fan and fingers while the male portion
walked out for the poiice. It could not
be found, but the manager was called in
ard two gendarmes anu two custom house
ofticers. These were all the cocked-hats
to be laid hold of. A curions scene
dwaited these rubicund functionaries, it
took them momentarily by surprise and
kept their hands down.

THE BEAU OF THE BALL.

The demi-mondaines had barricaded
themselves belind the music desks. In
front of their forces stood a young man
wearing a “huissier’s” silver chan round
his throat; he was to act as speaker and
began to parley with the enemy. A
round of applause grected his first period,
and so humoristic, so absurd was his ora-
tion that la noblesse put down 1ts screens
and looked out between its fingers. Ir-
repressible laughter was the second mark
of approbation; meanwhile the officials
were getting red in the face, laugh they
dared not, burst they might, explode
they did, and no horn blowing was ever
like it. They made their exit, and a
gentleman with a little finding that an
honorable retreat was all that could ne
effected, responded to the humorons
speaker for the sake of responding, stip-
ulating that none of the property should
be injured, after which the noblesse re-
tired. The general impression among
the aristocracy is, however, that this was
the only ball they enjoyed, for if the no-
blesse retired it looked on from side pas-
sages and saw all the crockery smeshed
after supper.

BUTTONS,

Grelot buttons are quite a furore, and

t :
the newest over-tuniques are less flat on

the hips. A grave prophecy assures us
that panniers will be worn down the
sides. I rather think vertugadins are
meant, those hard bolsters worn by
Flemish ladies, which grew to such pro-
portions that Velasquez has painted la-
dies with their elbows rounded out to
leave room for the objects. It is certain
that somethingz in this line 13 being elab-
orated.
MISCELLANEOUS FASHIONS,

In neckwear the “fashion scarf” is the
newest, as it crosses very high 1n order to
show the handsome scarf pins with the
high cut coats and vests. These are in-
troduced in the plainlend figured satins in
the new shades of garnet. Garnet
background with white dots are effetive.
A very “nobby” style is to have the neck-
tie and handkerchief match the color of
the socks also. For instance, 2 cardinal
necktie, handkerchief and socks, with a
handsome “Coiumbia” guit, is considered
“high toned.” Plaid scarts are also
worn, and some of them are very effective.

In the matter of gloves, novelties in
dark shades for street wear and light
shades for evening are found in the Har-
ris’ seamless and Victoria glove. Heavy
embroidered stitchings, same shade as
the kid, are still popular; and although
theyare shown in one Lutton the two-
button is really considered the most ele-
gent.
~ The prejudice against American under-
wear is now overcome and the domestic
goods are sought after, and are far band-
somer than those ol English manufac
ture. The Hindurandum sets are the
newest style in underwear, the yarn be-
ing shaded in the dye, and in weaving
the colors fall at random. These are ex-
ceedingly pretty. Socks are made to
match. Handsome suits of a grayish
mixture, with scarler trimmings, are
known as Scotch wool underwear, bul are
domestic. These also wave hosiery to
mateh.

Standing collars take the lead in point
of fashion, hut in this matter gentlemen
should consult their own style. A person
with a short neck and high shoulders
looks awkward with bis head sunk into a
standing collar, and for such pretty
shapes in “turn-downs” are shown. Tall
gentlemen with long necks should always
wear the standing collar. The newest
and most stylish make in gentlemen's
umbrellas are finished with the “lock
tips,” which does away with the sewing
down of the covers.

I Worked and Earned I,

A few weeks 2go a judge in an Eastern
town was called out of his bed one morn-
ing by several vigorous raps upon his
door. Hastily dressing himself, he found
upon the steps an uncouth, roughly-clad
boy with an ax over his shoulder, who,
thrusting his hand into his pantaloons
pocket, drew out a small roll, and hand-
ing it to Judge H., said:

“There’s seventy-five dollars, which I
want you to put in the savings bank,”
and turned and started away.

The judge, slightly disconcerted at the
curious proccedings, scarcely knew what
to say: at length, recovering his wits, he
cried after the boy, “Stop! come back
here. How did you come by this
money "

*1 worked and earned it, sir. My time
was out lust night and 1 got my money.
I've got a job chopping wood, which I be-
gin this morning, and I thought I'd leave
the money here as I went to work, and
then it would not take up my time this
evening, when T want to study.”

“What is your name, my boy?”’ asked
the judgze.

“Iwrote it on the paper that T wrap-
ped the money up in!” shouted the littie
wood-chopper, as he passed on to his
work.

That boy’s note for a thousand dollars
due ten years bence would be as good as
gold. If he has his health, he will be
worth double that tnen. He is begining
in the right way.

Wise College Boys,

Young men, when entering college,
often think themselves wise. They
know what studies are needless, and
what will be helntul. A large part of
the preseribed course they would gladly
omit as dull and unprofitable. Twenty
years later they look back with remorse
on their youthful folly. Dr. James W.
Alexander, one of the most accomplished
scholars of our country, thus refers in a
lztter to his fancied wisdom:

“Like most brainless and self-conceited
boys, I undertook to determine that
such studies were of no importance, and
made this an excuse for neglecting them,
although the wise in every age have
united in declaring their utility. I was
foolish enough to suffer almost all my"
precious knowledge of classicel litera
ture to leak out, and consequently I
found myself a much greater dolt when I
was invested with the titles and immuni-
ties of an A. I. then when I entered as an
humble freshman,”

It required several years of hard study
to retrieve his neglect of the preseribed
gtudies. Yonng men need to have some
respect for the wisdom which has estab-
lished regular courses of study, and
which has been justified by the experi-
ence of centuries.

A Trie Story of a Horse.

A few years ago an officer ot our army
was statiored in Boston. He soon found
that his fine horse Charlie, of which he
was very fond, would be of no use to him
in the city.

S0 he sent him into the country. Inthe
pasture there were several horses; and
among them, one poor, forlorn old horse,
called Paddy, who was constantly teased
and worried by the other more frisky
harses.

When Charlie, who was a superb
animal, arrived, what do you suppose he
did? Did he join the others in torment-
ing poor, harmless old Peddy? No, very
far from that.

As soon as he saw how the old horse
was treated, Charlie lost no time in mak-
ing himself his protector. He euarded
the trough, and wovld not let the other
horses have a drop to drink until Paady
had had bis full share. They all leoked
up to Charli¢, and when they found that
old Paddy had such a powerful friend,
they gave up their ugly, teasing ways.

Bo you see it is with animals as it is
with men and boys; the truly brave ones

always protect the weak. Cowards are

only too fond of abusing those not
strong enough to defend themselves.—
Fouths' Companion.

A FAREWELL.

Farewell, days and months and years;
Farewell, thoughts and hopes and fears;
Farewell, old delight and woe;
Farewell, self of long ago!

In the old familiar place

Time sped on at slower pace—

Past recall indeed you lie,

Days and months and years gone by,
Now the old familiar door

Shuts us out forevermore!

Farewell, house—no more our home!
Others in the years to come,

Hither homeward will return—

On the hearth their fires will burn;
Children that we do not know
Gather round the plithesome glow;
Other feet will tread the stair,

Other guests be welcomed there.
We, whose home it was before,
8hall be strangers evermore!

May be, in the years to come,

Past the house our feet may ream—
Over all a subtle change

Will have stolen and made it gtrange,
And the house we leave to-day

Will have vanished quite away.

In this house’s joy and care

We shall have no lot nor share;

And our Iife herein will seem

Like a half forgoiten dream,

We shall be as ghosts, that come
Lingering round their ancient home,
1f our feet pass evermore

Near the old familiar door.

Farewell, days and months and years,
Furewell, buried hopes and fears!
Whereso'er our fuolsteps stray,
Whether long or brief our stay,
Whatsoever good we find,

Many graves we leave behind.

8o farewell, old joy and pain,

We shall never kuow again!
Farewell, all things that we leave!
Surely life and wurmth muet clzave
To the house when we are gone.

Can it empty seem, and lone,

When the echoes of the years,

Hopes and joys, and griefs and fears,
Scarce have died from roof and wall?,
Surely ghostly steps will fall

On the bare dismantied floors,
(Hiding in at open doors,

Flitting up and down the siair,

Will not shadows wander there—
Shades moare vague than shadows are,
Or than ghosts that break death’s bar ?
Sure our wraith’s, when we are gone,
Oft will haunt the chambers lone—
Come to seek (ah, ne’er to find)

All the years we leave benind.
Farewell, house, forevermore!
Farewell, old familiar door!
Furewell, hbome—ryet no, not so—
Home roes with us where we go!

A TREE AGENT TREED.

The July Seribner contains the conclud-
ing installments of Mr. F. R. Steckton’s
droll “Rudder Grange"” sketches, which
are to be published in book form in the
fall. One of the incidents of this last
sketch is quoted below. The pr:;_prietor
of Rudder Grange, returning from a
drive with Euphemia, his wife, finds a
tramp in one of his trees and a tree-agent
in another near by, with his savage dog,
Lord Edward, plying between. The fol-
lowing scene ensues:

“This one,” said Pomona, *‘is a tree-
man 4

“I should think 80,” said I, as I caught
sight of a person in gray trowsers stand-
ing among the branches of a cherry-tree
not very far from the kitchen door. The
tree was not a large one, and the branches
were not strong enough to allow him to
sit down on them, although they support-
ed him well enough, as she stood close to
the trunk, just out of reach of Lord Ed-
ward.

“This is a very unpleasant position, sir,”
said he, when I reached the tree. “I
simply came into your yard, on a matter
of Lusiness, and finding that raging beast
attacking a person in sstree, I had barely
time to get into this tree myself, before
he dashsd at me. Luckily I was outof
his reach; but I very much fearI have
lost some of my property.”

“No, he hasn’t,” said Pomona. “It wasa
big book he dropped. I picked it up and
took it into the house. It's full of pic-
tures of pears and peaches and flowers.
I've been lookin’ at it. That’s how I knew
what he was. And there was no call for
gittin’ up a tree. Lord Edward never
would have gone after him if he hadn’t
run as if he had gmlt on his soul.”

“I suppose, then,” said I, addressing the
individual in the cherrg-tree’ “that you
came here to sell me some trees.”

“Yes, sir,” said he quickly, “trees,
shrubs, vines, evergreens—everything
suitable for u gentleman’s country villa.
I can sell you something quite remarka-
ble, sir, in the way of cherry-trees—
French ones, just imported; bear fruit
three times the size of anything that
could be produced on a tree like this.
And pears -fruit of the finest flavor and
encrmous size——"'

“Yes,” said Pomona. “I seen them in
the book. But they must grow ona
ground-vine. No tree could hold such
pears as them.”

Here Euphemia reproved Pomona’s
forwardness, and [ invited the tree-agent
to get down out of the tree.

“Thank you,” said he; “but notwhile
that dog is loose. If you will kindly
chain him up, I will get my book, and
show you specimens of some of the finest
small fruit in the world, all imported
from the first nurseries of Europe—-the
Red-gold Amber Muscat grane—the”—

*Oh, please let him down!” said
Euphemis, her eyes beginning to sparkle.

I slowly walked toward the tramp-tree
revolving verious matters in my mind.
We had not spent much money on the
place during the winter, and we now had
asmall sum which we intended to use
for the advantage of the farm, but had
not yet decided what to do with it. It
behooved me to be careful.

I told Romona to run and get the dog
chain, and I stood under the tree, listen-
ing, eswell as I could to the tree-agent
taﬁ:iug to Euphemia, and paying no at-
tention to the impassioned entreaties of
the tramp in tne crotch above me. When
the chain was brought, I hooked one end
of it in Lord Edward’s collar, and then I
took a firm grasp of the other. Telling
Pomona to bring the tree-agent's book
from the house, I called fo that individu-
al to get down from his tree. He prompt-
ly obeyed, and, taking the puok from
Pomons, he began to show the pictures
to Euphemia.

“You had better hurry, sir,” I called
out. “I can't hold this dog very long.”
And, indeed, Lord Edward had made a
run toward the agent, which jerked me
very forcibly in his direction. Buta
movement bg the tramp had quickly
brought the dog back to his more desired
victim.

“If you wili just tie up the dog, sir,”
said the agent, *and come this way, I

would iike to show you the Meltinagua
—dissolves in the mouth like snow,
sir; trces will bear next year.” 3K 3g

“Ob, come look at the Royal Sparkling
Ruby grape!” cried Euopbemia. ¢t
glows in the sun like a gem.”

“Yes,” said the agent, “and fills the air
with fragrance during the whole month
of September——"

I tell you,” I shouted, “I can’t hold
this dog another minute! The chain is
cutting the skin of my hands. Run, sir,
run! I’m going to let go!”

“Run!run!” cried Pomona. “Fly for
your life!"

The agent now began to be frightened,
and shut up his book.

“If you could only see the plates, ar,
I'm sure 3

“Are you ready?” [ cried, as the dog,
excited by Pomona's wild shouts, made a
bolt in his direction, :

“Good-day, if T must—" said the
agent, as he hurried to the gate. But
there stopped.

“There is nothing, sir,” he said, “that
would so improve your place as a row of
the Spitzenherg Sweet-scented Balsam fir
along this fence. I'll sell you three-year-
old trees——"

‘*He's loose!” I shouted, as I dropped
the chain.

In a second the agent was on the other
side of the gate. Lord Edward made a
dash toward himj; but, stopping suddenly,
flew back to the tree of the tramp.

“If you should conclude, sir,” said the
tree-azent, looking over the fence, “to
have & row of those firs along here—-"

“My good sir,” said I, “there is no row
of firs there now, and the fence isnot very
high. My dog, as you see, is very much
excited, end 1 cannot answer for the con-
sequencen if he takes it it into his liead to
jump over.”

The tree-agent turned and walked
slowly away. .

Mrs. Brown’s Husbhands.

Max Adeler in New Yark Weekly.

Mr. Mills, the winister, was a stranzer
in the town, and when he was calied up-
on to visit Mrs, Brown, who had just. lost
her husband, and to console her, he went
around to see Deacon Wilt, so that he
could post himself about the situation,

“I understand you tosay,” said Mr,
Mills, “that Mrs. Brown has been married
three times?—or was it four?”

“I say,” replied the deacon, “that she
was Mr. Brown's third wife, while he
was her fifth husband. But she was the
fourth wite of her second husband and
the second wife of her first, o that
she—"

“Let me see,” said the parson, “the
second wife of her first and the—wel),
then, three and five are eight, and four
are twelve, and twe are fourteen—if I
get the hang of the thing, Mrs. Brown
has been married fourieen times, and
Mr. Brown was her——"

“No vou don’t understand. Brown
was only her fifth husband.”

“Ah, her fifth. But you said she was
the fourth wife of her second husband,
and she had three more, so that--four
and three are seven—she must have had
seven husbands, and where are the other
two?"

“Why, don’t you see? Her second
hushand was married three times before
he met her. She had been married
once———"

“How could she be married only once
betore she met him, and wken she mar-
ried him she was his fourth wife, so that
while he had had four wives, she had
only——"

“Is this Brown you are speaking of "

“No, no! Brown wss her fifth. He had
been married twice before.

‘‘Her second husband had?”

*I mean Brown, of course. Let me ex-
plain. Mrs. Brown, eay, married John,
Thomas, Jacob, William, and Henry,
Thomas married Lulu, Mary Hannah and
Susan 32

“Before he married Mrs. Brown or
after?”

“Before. Well, then, Brown married
Emma and Matilda, and John married
Agnes. Agnes died and John married
Mrs. Brown. Then John died and Lula,
Mary, Hannah, and Susan died, and then
Thomas married Mrs. Brown. Then
Jacob died and William's wife died, and
William annexed Mrs. Brown. When
William died Emma and Matilda died,
and then Brown married Mrs. Brown,
Everybody came to Mrs, Brown, you
E:BG !“

“I see,” said Mrs. Mills. “I think I
grasp the facts. TI'll go right around to
see her.”

Mrs. Brown was at home. And after
alluding to the weather and one or two
other topics, Mr. Mills said:

“] deeply grieved, Mrs. Brown, to hear
of your bereavemnt. It must be very,
very terrible, even for a person who is so
used to it,”

“So used to it!
sir?”

“Wky, I merely meant to suggest that
experience cannot reconcile us to these
afflictions. But there is this consolation,
dzar madam—time dulls the edge of our
bitterest grief. You wept for John as if
you could not be comforted; but you see

ou__!|
5 “John! Ido not understand you, sir.”

*You wept for John, nut Thomas came.
When Thomas was taken you thought
yourself utterly incoosolable; but there
was Jacob—he brought a new joy.
When Jacob was wafted to a better land
your heart was pearly broken, but Wil-
liam healed its wounds; and when Wil-
liam dritted off into the unknown, Henry
assuaged your grief. Perhaps there are
other Henrys, Williams, and Thomascs
to whom this blessed duty will fall again.
Perhaps 1 1

“You are talking very strangely, sir,”
said Mrs. Brown. T SE

“Oh, no; I merely say that now that
John, and Thomas, and Jacob, and Wil-
liam, and Henry have been called away
to join Susan, and Hannah, and Agnes,
and Matilda, and Emma, and Lulu, and
Mary, and the rest, there is some hope
that—that—Why. Mrs. Brown, what on
earth is the matter?”

Mrs. Brown flew out of the room with-
out replying, and Mr. Mills; filled with
amazement, went around to ask Deacon
Wilt to explain the mistery.

“I was merely telling her,” he said,
“that Brown had followed John, and
Thomas, and Matilda, and the others in-
to a better world, when she——"

“Good gracious!” shrieked the Deacon;
you didn’t allude to her dead husbands
and their wives by those names, did you?”

“Of course. You said that— "

*#Oh, thunder, man! Why, those were

What do you mean,

only imaginary names, that I used by‘

way of illustration. Brown's first name | dan

was Alcibadies. No wonder she was
mad.”

Mr. Mills groaned and went home in
dismay. And now Mrs. Brown has left
his church and gone over to the Episco-
palians. She is to be arried soon, they
say.

AT WEST POINT.

'Twas tE:clolmr.nencement eve, and the ball-room
elle

In her dazzling beauty was mine that night
As the music dreamily rose and fell,

And the waltzers whirled in a blaze of light
I can see them now in the moonbeam’s glance

Across the street on a billowy floor
That rises and falls with the merry dance

To & music that floats in my heart once

more.

A long half hour in the twilight leaves
Of the shrubbery—she, with coquettish face
And dainty arms in their lowing sleeves,
A dream of saints and lowau{i lace,
In the splendor there of her queenly smile,
Through her two bright eyes I could see the

glow
Of catnedral windows, as up the aisle
We marched to music’s ¢bb ana flow,

All in 2 dream of Commencement eve!
Iremember Tawlwardly buttoned a glove
On the duinty arm in its flowing sleeve,
With a broken sen‘ence of hope and love,
But the diamonds that flashed in her wavy

181T,
And the beauty thal shone in her faultless

ace
Arcall T recall as T strurgled there
A poor brown fly in a web of lace.

Yet a lanzhing, coquettish face T see,
As the moonlight falls on the pavement
gray,
I can hear her laugh in the melody
Of the waltz’s mhisic across the way,
And I kept the glove so dainty and smali,
That I atole as she sipped her lemonade,
Till I packed it away, 1 think, with all
Of thoze traps I lost in our Northern raid.

But I never can list to that waltz divine,
With its golden mBasure of joy and pain,
But it brings, like the flavor of some old wine

‘Lo my heart the warmth of the past again,
A short fiirtation—that's all, you know—
Some faded Howers, a gilken tress,
The letters 1 burned up, years ago,

1 suppose, could she see Tam maimed and old
8Le¢ would soften thescorn §.at was changed
{0 hate
When I chose the bars of the gray and gold,
And followed the South to its bitter fate.
But here's to the lads of the Northern blue!
And here’s to the boys of the Bouthern gray!
And I wonld that the Northern star but knew
Iow the Southern cross is borne to-duy.
What is Animal Magnetism?

———

I bad 2t one time & fine flock of white
turkeys, which were always shy, though
much petted by the family because of
their great beanty, There was a covered
gallery between the dinning-roomn and the
kitchen, with broad folding-doors at each
end, in which we were in the habbit of
sitting to read, sew, as women will, and
where was a cradie for the baby. Our
turkeys would sometimes stalk rapidly
through this gallery as a sort of short cut
on their way to the poultry yard,

One day I was gitting here, the baby in
the cradle asleep, when in strutted a tall
hen-turkey, and instead of hurrying
through as was the habit, she stopped in
front of the cradle, stretched out her long
neck and began a sort of guttural cry, |
and stcod motionless. Presently another |
and another entered, and were each trans-
fixed in the same way. Iarose and ap-
pronched them, but not one stirred aside,
as was their habit when any one came
near them. I noticed their ejes all had
a strained, unnatural look, their wings
drooped, s if relaxed; they all kept their
necks craned out in a stiff, constrained
manner.

At first I thought of the sleeping child,
but they were used to it and never took
notice of its presence. Looking in the
direction of their eyes I beheld a large
snake of the adder kind, with its body
partially coiled, head erect, and tongue
oscillating, while (o me its color, ordinar-
ily of a dirty black, with orange rosettes,
seemed remarkably brilliant. The crea-
ture was in high excitement of some
kind.

No sooner did I move the cradle than
its whole &spect changed, and it was a
common, sluggish adder which slunk
aside to escape. The turkeys all jumped
into the air with a ridiculous antic of
delight, and ran or rather flew out of the
place.

Now, leaving all but the first turkey
out of the question, what was it that ar-
rested her? It is possible that all but
the first were actuated by immitation
when they first paused on their way; but
the whole eight or ten turkeys fell at
onze into a semicircle arnund the reptile,
and the action of all was precisely alike,
and like the first.

Was it terror that caused them to halt?
Did the reptile magnetize the first one,
and was ita case of fascination? Are
fascination and magnetism identical, and
are they a paralysis of the nervous sys-
tem, for the time leine, from whatever
cause! A remarkable degree of mental
action, imagination, and observation were
evolved in this case.

I have before me a natural drum, the
withered vertebra of a rattlesnake, which
was killed by a neighbor of mine, a
woman of some skill in bandling a rifle,
which may further illustrate the subject.
Her house was built on the side of a hill,
meking it one story in the rear and two
in the front, where was an open area, free
for the poultry of tne farm-house, and
covered with low grass, plantain, etc.; a
sunny spot, sheltered from the cold of the
north winds by a woody hill, whose trees
quite embowered the cottage.

One day she was attracted to the win-
dow by & low plaint from her podtry,
which seemed to be all hurrying in one
direction. Looking down she saw them
ranging in a semi-circle, with all their
heads bent in one dircction. There were
at least twenty or thirty silly creatures
all looking the same way, and intent up-
on the same object. Leaning from the
window, she beheld a monstrous rattle-
snake coiled in a pile, with tail 1"i‘bmt~intgl
in a soft, gentle motion, which just stirre
the music of the rattles, and the head
keeping time; tongue red and quivering,
and the motion of the neck swaying from
side to side, sweeping in the whole array
of stupefied chickendom.

Watching all this some time, with no
change on the part of snake or poultry,
she went to the back of the house, took
down her husband’s nfle, and fired at
the head of the creature, killing him at
once. The spell was broken, and the
pouliry sprang away with the same ridic-
ulous kind of jump and fly I had observ-
ed in my turkeys, as if relieved from a
spell.

Now, what brought all these hens and
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chickens to range themseves in this
gerous companionship around this
uncannie monster! Was it sympathy?
Was 1t imitation? Was the magnetism
extended to a distance in its action?
Why should the snake so long continue
his insidious movment? It was evi-
dently not hunger that actuateq him,
or he would have seized his prey and
made his exit. Did he enioy his awe-
struck auditery, and was he fond of the
display of his power?—Elizabeth Oales
Smith.

A Boy’s Strugele With a Deer.

John Kenniff, the fourteen-year-old son
ot a keeper in Prospect park, Brooklyn,
scaled the fence around an inclosure in
which deer were kept. The arove of
deer was grouped near the keeper’s house,
and s the lad approached trey picked
up their ears, and the largest of the herd,
a fat buck, stepped out and star'ed for
Kenniff, watching the boy intently. The
boy picked up the thick end of a piece of
rope and threw it at the deer, startling
him a little. Then the boy turned, think-
ing no more of the animal, and went
along picking up some chestnuts. While
he was thus engaged, the deer came seft-
ly up behind him and goared him with
his antlers in the right leg, knocking him
down. Then the animal backed off and
started st him again, but young Kenniff
caught him by the antlers"'with both hards
and held him back. The deer struggled
te get free, but the boy maintained bis
grasp, although he was kept off his feet,
being pushed along by the animal.
When he came near a sapiing he quickly
threw out hisfhandjand steadied himself,so
aito get on his feet. Then lesa t:d on
4 run backward toward the keeper’s
lodge, still keeping the deer's antler's
in his hands. He ran slong crying for
help. The animal pushed him fast.

When they reached s little hillock, at
the foot of which was the house, the boy
fell and began to roll orer and over; but
he kept his hold on the antlers, fearing
the minute he let go the deer wonld run
the sharp prongs through him. The boy
rolled up against the house and there
managed o get on his fect again. With
one hand holding the deer and the other
against the house, he made his way along
until he came to the door. He tried to
lift the latch but could not, and there was
no one inside to answer his calls. Then
he let go his hold, made a dash for the
enclosure where the hens sre kept, and
tried to get over the fence; but the deer
ran upon him and knocked him down.
Then the animal struck him twice in the
face with his autlers, cutting a gash near
his right ¢ye and tearing open the flesh
of the cheek. The lad cried piteonsly
for help. A boy passing along Flatbush
avenue saw the deer bucking him, and
iniormed the driver of a passing horse
car. The driver and two passengers
scaled the fence and ran at full speed to
the boys aseistance, At the sight of
them the deer ran away. The boy was
taken to the city hospital, where his
wounds were dressed,

*She Hath Done What She Could,”

Men and woman standing in their
place, doing their work, trusting in God’s
love and help, grow deeper, soar tigher
spread more widely as the years pass.
They do not, perhaps pass for saints, for
they do no extraordinary things. They
do not retire into convents to pass days
in prayer. But ¢veryone comes to honer
and love them more and more; men come
to lean on their strength, take coun-
sel of their experience: they spread light
and peace around them, day by day, and
so cause the Kingdom of God to come
more and more, simply by doing what
they can. Whenever we do what we can
we immediately can Jo more. Like
those who are ascending a mountain,
each step, so insignificant in itself, carries
them on and up, till new scenes opens
before them. They have only to keep
walking on, taking one step at a time,
and presently they find themselves rising
above the region of forests, begin to get
glimpses of blue lakes lying below them,
of the great snow-covered fields .which
soar upward, pure and cold, into the glit-
tering air; they see the distant ocean,
spotted with white szils, the forest roll-
ing its sea of verdure far away up to the
pale horizon, Bo, as we keep doing what
we can, steadily, constantly, life opens
before us, Heaven opens above us, the
world comes around us, rich, varied,
beautiful, and we find ourselves on great
eminences of thought and love, hardly
knowing how we came there, for we have
been only doing what we could all the
time—no more, no less,—James Freeman
Clarke.
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Some Men'’s Wives,

“Itell you what it is,” said one of the
coterie of wealthy men who had met in
the ofiice of one of their number, “they
may say what they please about tl.e use-
lessness of modern women, but my wife
has dore her share in securing our suc-
cess in'life. Every body knows that her
family was aristocratic and exclusive and
all that, and when I married her she had
never done a day’s work in her life; but
when W. & Co., railed, and I liad to com- -
mence at the foot of the hill again, she
dischared the servants, and chose out a
neat little cottage, and did her own
housekeeping until I was better off
again.”

“And my wife,” said a2 sccond, “was an
only daughter, caressed and petted to
death; and everybody said, “Well, if he
will marry a doll like that, he’ll make
the greatest mistake of his life; but
when I came home the first year of our
marriage, sick with the fever, she nursed
me back to health, and I never knew her
to murmur because I thought we couldn’t
afford any better style or more luxuries.”

“Well, gentlemen,” chimed in a third,
I married a smart healthy, pretty girl,
but she was & regular blue-stocking.
She adored Tennyson, doated on Byron,
read Emerson, and named the first baby
Ralph Waldo, and the second Maud; but
I tell you what ’tis,” and the speaker's
eyes grew suspiciously moist, “ when we
laid little Maud 1n}her last bed at Auburn,
my poor wife had noremembrances of ne-
glect or sitinted motherly care, and the
little dresses that still lie in the locked
drawer were all made by her own hands.”
—dJournal of Commerce.
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