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W h e n the S h i p Comes In . 

A sweet-faced woman and a sweet-
iaced child are wandering among the 
shipping docks of the great city. The 
•woman is plainly dressed, but evidently 
in her beet attire, and there is a touch of 
gentility in her finery, in the real lace 
eollar, relics ot better days, perhaps, the 
pearl ear-rings and the neat gloves. The 
child is neatly dressed, too, as she clasps 
the woman's hand, looks love at her guar
dian. But the woman's face is not at its 
best now; a careworn look, and a faint 
•wrinkle upon the pale forehead that ages 
her and lessens the charm of her features. 

She is inquiring of the lockmen, of the 
stevedores, of the loungers about the 
wharves, whether the brig Good Luck has 
come in She always receives the same 
reply to her eager question, for the brig 
Good Luck has been lost a, month ago, 
dashed on a lee shore, and giound to 
pieces by the sea, and will never come in 
—never—never more. 

If they told her, she wouldn't believe 
them, for the woman and her child have 
Buprcme faith that the biig Good Luck 
•will come in soon with cargo and crew, 
though they have been asking the same 
question and same piayer for many and 
many adiy . 

Then she goes acrobb the street and 
winds her way along the bales and boxes 
and passing carts, and through all the 
hubbub and bluster of the whaif, and 
climbs a flight of stairs to vsheie the brig 
owners have their office They are used 
to seeing her. They smile sadly when 
she enters with the child, and look signifi
cantly at one another, as much as to say • 
"Poor thing! she's mad. No wonder, no 
wonder'" 

Mad? Yes, she is mad with "hope de
ferred," with anxiety to meet her hus
band. Caleb Shelter, master of the biig 
Good Luck; to meet the master of the 
brig, her husband and the father of her 
child. Why does he stay away from her 
«o long? 

'•Is the Good Luck in yet?" she asks of 
• f a clerk. 

"Not yet ma'am " 
"She is expected, ot course, to-day?" 
"Of course." 
"There's a vessel coming in now. I see 

the tall masts. Look! Look!" pointing 
•u t of the office window to the river front. 

"Maybe that's it! Ellie, dear, look! 
there's father's vessel, with father on 
"board!" 

The child clasps her little hands at the 
sight. 

"Sorry to say that ain't it ma'am," says 
the clerk, relapsing into his calculations 
and paying no more attention to the wo
man. 

She stares out of the open window at 
the approaching vessel drawn by a tug, 
and then with a blank look upon her lace, 
and a moan that is heart-rendering, says. 

"No, Ellie, no! That is not the Good 
Luck I see the figure head. The figure 
head of Good Luck is an angel; a white 
and gold angel. No, no! that isn't." 

"But papa will soon come home, won't 
lie mamma!" whispered the child. 

Old Mr. Tawman, who is the head of 
the establishment, here gave her a kiss. 
"A bnght,pretty little dear,Mrs. Shelter." 

"She looks pale," said the mother. 
'She is tired; she has been walking too 
much " The old gentleman sits down I 
and lifts the little girl on his knee and 
kisses her. 

She winds her arms about his neck and 
exclaims • 

"You tell my papa to come soon,won't 
you?" 

"Yes, dear." 
It was the habit of this firm to pay a 

tort of pension monthly to the widows of 
captains who were lost in their service. 
I t was not much o'f a stipend, being only 
half-pay, but it was certainly the bless
ing in very many cases. Mrs. Shelter 
had always received her husband's money 
here, while he was at sea, or it was sent 
to her when she was sick or the Aveather 
•was bad. 

"Ah, Mr. Tawman, I'm sure the Good 
lAick will be in to-day." 

"Certainly it will. What's to hinder 
it?" he answers. 

He puts the child down and goes over 
to his desk, and unlocking his drawer he 
takes out an account book and begins 
"writing a Teceipt. Then goes over into kthe 
cashier's room. While he is there the 
telegraph clerk calls him over. 

Click, clickity click! goes the magic 
instrument repeating its dot and mes
sage. 

"Hear that? says the operator. "That's 
news for you!" The proprietor could 
read every word by its sound, 

"It's like a message from God," says 
Mr. Tawman, reverently. "I must not 
tell her." 

He comes back to where the woman is 
sitting, his face is flushed with emotion; 
some strange excitement. He throws in
to her lap a bundle of bank notes. 

"There, Mrs. Shelter, now go home. 
Take a car at the door." 

"Oh, I'm not tired. And I should like 
to be here when the brig comes in. But 
I thank you so much, BO much." 

"Here, little one," says the good-heart
ed Tawman, "here's something for you to 
buy candies with." He puts into her 
tiny outstretched hand a bright quarter 
of a dollar, and laughs at the wonder and 
delight of the little recipient. 

"I'll keep this for my papa." 
Poor little thing, she is weary unto 

sleep. She cuddles herself in the big 
chair and sinks into slumber in an instant. 

"Now, Mrs. Shelter, you've had no din
ner," says Tawniah. 

"Oh, yes, sir." 
"Yesterday, perhaps, but I mean to

day. Go down with Mr. Pelton, there, 
our young man, and get something to eat. 
You see we have arrangements for the 
comfort of our clerks. We give them a 
hot dinner, and a good dinner too. There's 
nobody there." 

"Go down there and ask the waiter, 
George,?' addressing Mr. Pelton, whom he 
had summoned, "to give this good lady 
a cup of tea and a piece of toast, some 
chicken, and all that" Tnen, pausing a 
moment, as if propriety and pliilanthro-
phy are struggling for mastery in his 
mind. 

"No, no, George. Tell Henderson to 
send the dinner up into the room here, 
that's better!" The young man leaves the 
room. Then Mr. Tawman enters the 
office again and consults the operator. 

"Send this message at once, Mr. Lind
say, if you please."l He writes something, 
and the operator clicks it off at once. It's 
a long message, a very long message, in
deed; but the President's message itself 
i s not half BO important, so interesting to 
those whom it concerns. 

Then by the time the message is sent, 
the dinner is ready in Mr. Tawman's pri-
Tate office, when Mrs. Shelter partakes of 
i t ,but does not think proper to waken the 
weary child that she may eat also. 

Then Mr. Tawman says: 'Now, you 
had better go. I'll see to the child; I'll 
bring the little girl uo with mc to
night." 

"No. no!" exclaimed the mother. I 
must have my Ellie with me always, sir. 
You are very good, though, sir; so very 

1 good! 
Luck?" 

And is there no news of the Good 

"Not a word, I am sorry to say." 
"It can't be possible. The bng must 

come in to-day." 
'•I'm sure I hope so, with all my heart 

and soul, Mrs. Shelter." 
"I know you do," she responded with 

a sigh. 
"Now* go. I'm sorry you have to 

waken the child, but Isuppose you can't 
help it." 

"Come, Ellie," says the mother, touch
ing her lightly on the shoulder. 

The child with a start awakens and 
cries, "Is it my papa? Dear, dear 
papa!" 

Then, seeing her disappointment, she 
burst into tears. 

"Don't cry, dear, don't cry. The brig 
will come in. "Don't cry!" The good 
old man speaks soothingly to the sobbing 
child; and the mother, catching her 
hand, walks slowly and sadly away, fol 
lowed by Mr. Tawman, who lifts the lit
tle girl down and helps both her and her 
mother into a car. 

The next morning the woman is again 
loitering about the wharves with the same 
agonized inquiry. She again puts the 
question to the wharfman, and again only 
reeives the same answer. Then, as be
fore she seeks the office of the brig own
ers, still accompanied by the little girl, 
and asks • 

"Has the bng Good Luck come in 
yet?" 

"Not yet, ma'am." 
She sighs and looks out of the window 

at the shipping She says she will wait 
for Mr. Tawman, and sits down. 

When Mr. Tawman conies in, as usual, 
he greets her very kindly, kisses the little 
girl and says. 

"I'm sorry the brig isn't in yet!" 
"Will it be in to-day?" 
"I hope so.*' And he goes behind his 

desk and looks over his letters. He has 
not long been engaged in his corespond-
ence when a scream from the woman 
startles him 

She has risen and is pointing excitedly 
out of the window. 

"Here is a ship coming in, look! look!"' 
"That's not it," says a clerk, "that's a 

schooner." 
"Oh no!" adds Mr. Tawman; "that's not 

the Good Luck." 
"It is! It is!" She darts from the of 

flee, dragging the child after her, runs 
across the bustling wharf out to the very 
edge of the water. 

"Mr. Tawman rushed to the window, 
opens it, and calls to her. To no pnr-
pose, however. All the clerks cluster 
about the window to catch her. 

"The woman is mad!" says one, "She 
is going to drown herself." 

Tawman says quietly to the telegraph 
operator • 

"It's the Mary." 
The schooner is being towed up the 

river by a tug. She is making prepara
tions to anchor in the stream opposite the 
wharf. All this time Mrs. Shelter is 
standing in the midst of a crowd of ex
cited people waving her handkerchief, 
and the little girl is waving hers. 

Look! look! there! There's a man over
board !" cried one of the cleiks. A cry 
of alarm goes up from the wharf. 

"Heavens!" exclaimed Mr. Tawman, 
thoroughly aroused. "What does that 
mean?" 

"He's swimming like a fish," says a 
clerk. > 

"He has landed. Hark at the cheers!" 
"Look!look!" shouted the operators. 

"She is hugging him; so is the little girl. 
It's Captain Shelter!" 

"Thank God!" exclaimed Tawman, 
"and pray heaven she may not sink under 
the shock. Poor woman. How she 
clings to the drenched man. Dear! 
dear!" 

Then he puts on his hat and runs 
down the steps like a boy, and darts over 
to where husband and wife and child are 
united and happy. 

"Ah!" he exclaimed, shaking the cap
tain by the hand, and not caring for the 
gaping and wondering crowd all around 
him; "this is good luck, isn't it, eh? Did 
you get my telegram?" 

When the man can speak he answers: 
"Yes." 
"I planned it all!" chatters old Taw

man. "You see I got a dispatch yester-
that the brig would come in, and come 
in it did. Over to the office, every one 
of you, and after dinner and dry clothes, 
cap, we'll have a talk about business. 
Come on. 

him in. But the boys mostly were too 
knowing, and kept away from the men 
when they got near the brook. 

There was a deal of waste land too, 
there, and the steward, he had an eye to 
it all sure enough, as they went along, to 
see that no poor man had nin up a bit of 
a place for his jackass or pig, or fenced 
round a rood of tatcrs or cabbages. Ho 
minded one time when they came across 
a bit of a sty as Isiael Willis, the char
coal burner, had put up, and how at the 
steward's bidding they had pulled it 
down and chased Isiael's sow and her 
litter on the common. No, he knew 
better now. Israel had gone to the bad, 
and ended in the\county jail all along of 
that business. 'Twas no business of 
their'n to help clear the lord's waste, and 
now 'twas all took in and fenced off these 
forty year, and no man the better but the 
lord, and no place left for poor folk to 
cut a bit of furze, or turn out a goose or a 
pig, or pick a few bits of stick for a fire. 

Then on Gang Mondays when they got 
back, there was bread and cheese and ale 
for all, and buns and a glass of ale for the 
boys, and the bells ringing all the after
noon, and two shillings apiece for the 
ringers. He had heard tell of a piece of 
land called Gang Monday's land, as was 
left in old times to pay for beating the 
paiish bounds What had come of that 
now? there was no holiday, nor bread and 
cheese and ale, nor buns nor bell-ringing. 

So old Giles crooned on, breaking a 
stone now and then with a whack of his 
whip to ease his feelings, and glad of such 
attentive listeners to his budget of old 
stories and grievances, as the boys were 
proving themselves to be. 

They sat about him all ears, till the 
church-clock in the distance stiuck five 
and warned them of teatime at the vicar
age. Then they jumped up and hurried 
off, leaving old Giles sitting on the stone-
heap and thwacking away with more than 
usual diligence, as the thoughts of van
ished holidays and the wrongs of the 
poor came thronging back once more 
across his awakened memory. 

As they trotted along toward the vi
carage, the boys bandied their chaff as 
usual backward and forward, agreeing in 
nothing but this one thing, that it would 
be great fun—or "real swagger," as 
Plump would call it—to have a "Gang 
Monday" next year in Moreton parish. 

Wit and Humor. 

Beating the Bounds. 
We extract the following from a story 

by Thomas Hughes (author of Tom 
Brown's "Schooldays at Rugby'"), print
ed in St. Nicholas. The story describes 
the curious English ceremony called 
"Beating the Parish Bounds," both in 
London and in the country. 

Peter, Plump and Pip, the author's 
three boy-characters, were three as active 
young scamps as ever trod shoe-leather. 
One day, they were having the liveliest 
kind of fun hunting rabbits with a ter
rier, when, in a dense copse, they came 
upon a curiously marked stone bedded in 
the earth. Meeting on the road an old 
fellow named Gaffer Giles, who was seat
ed on a heap of stones, his legs wide 
apart, engaged in breaking the bigger 
ones with a long hammer, the boys 
learned from him that their stone marked 
the parish bounds. The old man was 
easily persuaded to tell what he knew 
about it, which, as Mr. Hughes relates 
it, was much as follows: 

When he was a little chap at the parish 
school, they had a holiday every year on 
"Gang Monday." He didn't just mind 
when it came round, but somewhere 
about Whitsuntide. Well, on Gang Mon
day morning, all the boys went to the 
churchyard, and there was the lord's 
steward with a map, and the parish con
stable, and a smart few men and women, 
too, who had a mind to beat the bounds— 
"possessioning" (processioning) they 
called it, or some such name. He was 
no scholar, but minded the name for all 
that. 

So the "possessionem" started with the 
Bteward in front and the constable ring
ing a bell, and the rest following in a row. 
They marched all around the parish, and 
now and again the steward would stop, 
and sometimes they drove a stake or set 
up a stone like that one in the copse. 
That was in places where there was a dis
pute about the parish line. Then they'd 
use to catch a boy or two, and take him 
by the arms and legs and bump him up 
against the stone or a tree, so as he should 
remember the place afterward. 

At the brook, too, along that part of it 
where the parish line struck it, and ran 
down it for, might be, two or three fur
longs, there was a scramble to see who 
should be pushed in to wade down. It 
wasn't more than knee deep for any one 
as knew which side to keep and where 
to cross. But now and again some young 
chap as didn't know would be in, and 
they as knew called him wrong so as he 
should go plump into the holes above his 
middle, for all the folks to laugh at; and 
sometimes they caught a boy and chucked 

There was an old man in Montana, 
At one gulp tiied to gorge a banana, 

It stuck in his throat. 
And he straightway did float 

To the beautifufland of Hosanna. 
a Youth is the saucy-age of life. 

Did you ever have a pig invite you to 
his souse? 

'Tis butter step from the cream pan to 
the churn. 

Song of the dry goods clerk—"Swing
ing in delaine." 

The 'airs in an opera singer's head aie 
all numbered. 

Dressmakers and butchers are ever 
weltering in gore. 

A gambler would rather let you out 
than let you win. 

A chattle morgage is a lean and hungry 
"Cash-us." 

When you want to raise the wind, tlie 
million-air is pretty nice. 

Wine is the key which fits the padlock 
of a man's secrecy. So is beer. 

Always keep your boots clean, for 
cleanliness is a divine attri-boot. 

The man who was lost in slumber prob
ably found his way out on a nightmare. 

Landlords are loosing so much by their 
tenants that they ought to get up an in-
sure-rents company. 

The force of habit made a Scranton 
barber ask while shaving a corpse, 
"Does the razor hurt?" 

We know a fisherman who is said to be 
crazy, but we are prepared to prove that 
he is a seine man. 

They say a strong grasp of the hand 
betokens a strong heart. What a magni
ficent heart a lobster must have. 

Ten to one that the woman who says 
your children are not "half raised" raises 
her own youngsters by the ears. 

When a man does us a kindness we 
call him a brick, when he does us an 
unkindness we want to hit him with 
one. 

Speaking of generosity, you wouldn't 
call a man who had gouged a piece out 
of the bottom of his foot a whole soled 
fellow, would you? 

Man can do many thing, but there is 
one thing he cannot do; he can't button 
on a new collar, just after cutting his 
thumb-nails without looking up in the 
air. 

"The reason I got my ears boxed," 
said Johnny, "was 'cause when the mo
ther said a neighbor had borrowed a hen 
of her, I said the lent-hen season had ar
rived." 

Little Nephew—"What are fowls, 
auntie?" Auntie—"Creatures with wings, 
dear, such as hens and ducks, 
Little Nephew— 'Angels are fowls." too, 
aren't they, Auntie?" 

Remark of severe parent to blooming 
daughtet upon discovering the fact that 
one of the legs of the big chair in the 
parlor had been broken the Sunday even
ing previous: "I wish you to under
stand Susan, that this chair was con
structed with a view to the accommoda
tion of one person at a time, and has not 
the strength and scarcely the capacity 
for two 

A short time ago a little boy went with 
his father to see a colt. He patted the 
colt's head and made quite a fuss over it, 
until finally the stableman told him to be 
careful thut the colt did not turn round 
and kick him. When the little chap 
went home, his father asked him what he 
thought of the colt. "I like him pretty 
well,' was the reply. "He's real tame in 
front, but he's awful wild behind." 

"I should like to have you raise a club," 
said a 7x9 book-canvasser to a daughter 
of Erin, as he stood on the front step try
ing to talk her to death on the subject of 
the "Extinction of the Tribes of the 
Seventh Century." "I will," said Biddy, 
as she reached around behind the door, 
"but bad luck to your picture if you are 
lingering around here when I get it 
raised." 

Singularly, no one stood up when a 
wise man at a meeting in Williamston, 
N. Y., to adopt measures to find out who 
sets fire to buildings, suggested: "The 
shortest way to get at the root of the mat
ter would be for the man who set fire to 
the building to rise up in the audience 
and own the whole thins:." 

HOUSE, FARM AND GARDEN. 
Profitable Farming. 

The most vital question affecting the 
farmer is how to make farming profitable. 
Especially is this felt in the depressed 
condition of our markets at the present 
time, when produce of all kinds does not 
pay the cost of production. Below we 
give a condensed summary of the more 
prominent causes affecting the condition 
of the agricultural claw?. We do not 
propose to present to readers all the cause 
affecting the successful outcome of the 
farm, but rather to point out the more 
important and prominent ones. We call 
particular attention lothe following: 

1. The enormous loss which many 
farmers sustain from the neglected con
dition of the manure piles. 

2. 'From the exposure of farm machin
ery to the inclemencies of the weather. 

3. From the loss which is sustained 
keeping more animals than the owner 
can properly provide food and shelter 
for. 

4. From raising scrubby and indiffer 
ent animals, when good ones could be 
raised at the same cost and twice the 
profit. 

5. Tilling more land than can be prop
erly cultivated, thereby raising on two 
acres that which might be more profita
bly raised on one. 

6. Making specialties of certain crops, 
to the ultimate exhaustion of the soil. 

7. From disposing of the crops in the 
condition in which they are raised, in
stead of converting them into beef, pork 
or mutton. 

8. In neglecting properly to attend to 
the little details of the farm. 

9. In not keeping a strict account of 
the transactions of the farm. 

10. In not using proper judgment in 
disposing of the produce of the farm and 
the purchasing of machinery and other 
necessaries. 

11. Purchasing provisions which 
should be raised at home. 

12. In not having machinery enough 
to properly harvest and save the crop. 

We believe that failure to make farm
ing profitable may be traceable to one or 
several of the above causes, which a little 
study and forethought will successfully 
obviate. It will be apparent to every one 
who gives the above cause* due consider
ation that the remedy for unprofitable 
farming lies with the farmer.—Iowa, in 
Prairie Farmer. 
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Small Swindling. 94 could, when in comes a boy wittfa not© from 

If is. Sloan saying that Mrs. Gibbs,. the vioe-
Bpeaking of swindling,I think that New p ^ e n t of t£e invention, wanted her baby 
•rt* AMI hnli l har n u n oritfc •»«» <••*« *.•• t h a i . . . . . .. . ' . . _*V York can hold her own with any city on that 

score. It seems as though there was nothing 
too mean for men to resort to for the sake 
of gaining a dishonest livelihood. A lady 
told me, the other day, how near she had 
been to being swindled, and I will tell her 
story for the sake of other unfortunates. 
This lady, by the way, is one to whom pov
erty is something new, and she has not yet 
learned how to wrestle with it. Want stared 
her in the face, and she eagerly scanned the 
columns of a daily paper to see if there was 
anything to be had by which she could earn 
a little money. Her eyes alighted upon this 
advertisement: "Wanted—A lady to learn j 

out of the way while she was conferring with 
the select committee on ways and means, so 
in comes the sergeant-at-arms with Mrs. 
Gibbe' baby for me to take care of. That 
made four. Your Honor, if Mrs. Gibbs' 
baby grows up and becomes a missionary, 
be can preach to the heathen in Africa with
out leaving home. He has a voice like a 
fog-horn. So he tuned in and cried, and 
the other babies cried for sympathy." 

"It was hard," said the magistrate. 
"Hard! Well, I'm an accommodating 

man, so I pat one twm in one cradle and 
rocked it with my right foot, and I put the 
other in another oradle and rocked it with 

Gir ls ' Names . 

to color photographs. Lessons given and j m y i e f t foot; then I sat Gibbs* baby on one 
immediate work guaranteed. Wages, 9M knee and Johnny on the other, am/by a pe-
B L T S ; SSLm3 5? T ? h o m e - o a l i a r action of my legs kept all four in mo-
Then the address of the advertiser w a s ! t i o n . You understand? Well, sir, just as 

Unselfishness of Farmers. 
The Springfield (Mass.) Republican 

calls attention to a trait of farmers in 
which, it thinks, they differ, as regards 
each other, from the members of any 
other guild. "Each man is eager to 
show his neighbor any new discovery or 
acquisition which he has possessed him
self of that is likely to help on the busi
ness of fanning. If he thinks he has a 
'good thing' he wants others to know 
about it, whether it be the result of some 
successful experiment in raising a crop, 
an improved breed of cattle or variety of 
vegetable or a package of superior seed 
which has come from a distance. Ap
parently he does not for a moment enter
tain the idea that it would be to his profit 
to keep such knowledge or specimens to 
himself. And if another farmer cunes 
to see him, he is pleased to show all his 
possessions, and there is no corners o*f 
the place by which the visitor is hurried 
because some experiment is going on 
there which the owner does not care to 
have seen, as is often the case when a visi
tor makes the grand rounds of a factory. 
Contrast this habit of the farmers with 
the way that neighboring merchants and 
manufacturers do their business. Why, 
when it was first proposed to connect the 
paper mills in Holyoke with their offices 
in this city by telephone, objection was at 
once raised that the paper makers might 
possibly learn each other's secrets as a 
consequence." 

advertiser was 
given. What could be more delightful? She 
immediately set out to answer it in person. 
In a mean little room on Broadway she 
found an unpleasant-looking man seated be
side a desk strewn with circulars and letters, 
enclosing postage stamps. She stated her 
business, and the man replied very cordially, 
and told her that she mast first buy a box 
of paints from him, which he would 
sell her for $4.90, much less than 
she could buy them elsewhere. She had 
no money with her, so he said that it would 
do another time, only he would keep the 
paints until he received the bills. "Who 
will teach me to color the photographs?" she 
said. "I know nothing about it." "Prac
tice will teach you all that is necessary," he 
replied. "Jnst you buy the paints, take 
them home, and go to work." The lady left 
somewhat mystified, and told Anthony Corn-
stock, the obscene literature fighter, who 
was her friend, all about it. "Don't you 
pay that rascal a penny," said Mr. Comstock. 
"Tell him that I will be responsible for the 
$4.90. I guess he knows who lam." Sure 
enough the lady went back next day and 
told the man that Anthony Gomstock had 
promised to be responsible for her. At first 
the man thought she was joking, bnt when 
he found out that she was really in earnest, 
and that Anthony Comstock had heard of 
his tricks, he got rid of the lady as quickly 
and politely as he could. So •she saved her 
$4.90, which she could have ill-afforded to 
throw away. I wonder, though, how many 
less-fortunate women this fiend has swindled. 

One of the most successful swindlers in 
New York is a girl not more than twenty-
three or twenty four years of age. She is 
humpbacked, bnt has a very sweet ladylike 
face, and works upon the sympathies of all 
with whom she comes in contact. She 
seems to be well educated and is certainly 
clever. Her dress is always in good taste, 
and she has not the appearance of a beggar. 
The way she manages is to find out the name 
of some one you know, and she makes a reg
ular call upon you, as any lady might do, 
representing herself as the friend of your 
friend, who has requested her to call. She 
comes several times, and there is that about 

calmness began to prevail, in comes the ser 
geant-at-arms again with the secretary's 
baby. Said Mrs. Sloan had sent it while the 
secretary wrote up her minutes, and wouldn't 
I look after it for a while." 

"Was it asleep?" 
"Well, no. Now I don't want to exagger

ate, your honor. I am under oath, and I 
shall try to state the fact mildly. Bat I am 
sadly mistaken if you couldn't blow a church 
organ with the secretary's baby's left lung ! 
It whooped and hallooed in such a manner 
as to alarm me. Then Gibbs' baby joined 
in, and they gave us a duet. Pretty soon 
our three turned up for a chorus, and—well, 
suppose a whole orphan asylum should sud
denly have a spasm of stomach-ache, and 
you can form some idea of the racket." 

"Couldn't you quiet them by singing to 
them?" 

"No, sir; you couldn't have heard a bass 
drum in that room." 

"What did you do?" 
"I gave the family Bible to one twin, and 

put Webster's Unabridged Dictionary on the 
lap of the other, merely to play with. I 
thought I'd go down stairs and get some 
milk for the whole crowd. I did. When I 
came up, as I had only two nursing bottles, 
I emptied a botcie of hair renovator, which 
Mrs. Sloan uses " 

"I don't!" exclaimed Mrs. Sloan. 
"And a castor-oil bottle. I put the milk 

in these and in an old paregoric bottle, 
punched holes through the corks, and handed 
them around. When I came to the twins, 
they had the Bible and the dictionary lying 
right on their bosoms, and they were blue in 
the face; too heavy, your Honor! So I had 
to pick them up and souse them a couple of 
times in the bath-tub to bring them to; and 
when I got back into the room with them, 1 
found Gibb's baby in spasms from the taste 
of the hair restorer, and the Secretary's 
baby had swallowed the cork, and the other 
chid looked as if the castor-oil bottle some
how had not agreed with it. A minute later 
in came Mrs. Sloan, and the Secretary, and 
Mrs. Gibbs, and they hustled me out. I 
don't know what happened after that, but I 
believe it was old Gibbs put Mrs. Sloan up to 

her that interests you at once. After you, charging me with murder." 
begin to know her quite well, she asks for, « T h e c a g e i s dismissed," said the Justice, 
money, but in the most delicate manner in a n d the Sloans withdrew. Mrs. Sloan has 
the world. She is raising funds for a mis-1 hired a nntBe.—Max Adder, in N. 7. 
sion sohool, or she has a check to be cashed, 
and the banks are closed. Indeed, she is so 
clever about it that you never suspect a thing 
until you find that her visits cease after the 
money has been advanced. She completely 
fooled Dr. Holland some time ago. The doc
tor is one of the most tender heart
ed of men, and he had the greatest 
pity for the poor deformed creature, 
and gave her quite a little sum 
of money. I am sure he felt a great deal 
worse at his disappointment in the girl than 
in the loss of his money, ~~ 

Weekly. 

Outwitting a Lion. 

Captain Aylward tells a droll story of an 
encounter between a Bushman and a lion. 
The man, a long way from home, was met 
by a lion. The lion, assured that he had his 
victim completely in his power, began to 
sport and dally with him with a feline jocosi-

The lion would appear at a point in the _ - ty 
, . He expostulated road and then leap back again into the 

with her, and begged her to give up her jungle, to reappear again a little farther on. 
swindling ways; but she positively refused. J But the Bushman did not lose his presence 

of mind, and presently hit upon a device by 

Household Hints. 
To Keep Beds from Saving Bugs.—A 

hotel keeper says: My plan is at this 
season, to have all my beds taken to 
pieces, to scrub all the joints and ends 
with water and soap, and then to use any 
hard varnish for the ends, slats, etc. I 
know of no other method as easy or as 
thorough. I have used this in Georgia 
and Florida. 

Hair-Brushes.—A few drops of harts
horn put in a little water will clean a 
hair-brush better than anything else, 
and does the brush no harm. If very 
dirty rub a little soap on the brush. Af
ter cleaning, rinse in clear water, and 
hang the brush up by the window to dry, 
Do not let the bristles on any hard sub
stance while wet. It is better to tie a 
string round the handle and hang up. 

A Good-^"Greaser."—In baking buck
wheat and other griddle cakes, a piece of 
fat bacon as a "greaser" is by many 
thought to be almost indispensable. 
Those who are of this opinion will, on 
trial, soon learn that a turnip, divided in 
two, answers the same or a better purpose, 
as the odor—the most unpleasant pait of 
cake baking—comes from the greaser in 
contact witn the hot iron,whereas with the 
turnip very little of this is perceptible. 

lived with her mother in very comfortable 
style, and ail by the money she made by such 
nefarious means. During Mme. Modjeska's 
last visit to New York, this clever little ad
venturess called upon her, and said that she 
had just received a letter from some of 
Madame's friends in Cincinnati, whore 
quested her to call. She came several times, 
and Mme. Modjeska, like all the others, be
came very much interested in her. One day 
she asked the actress for $35, giving some 
good reason —I forget now just what it was. 
Madame did not have the amount in her 
pocket-book just then, so she told her to call 
in the afternoon, and she should have it with 
the greatest pleasure. I happened to call on 

which to outwit his foe. Aware that the 
brute was ahead of him, he dodged to the 
right. When the lion discovered that the 
man had suddenly disappeared he was a good 
deal perplexed. He roared with mortifica
tion ; then he espied the Bushman peeping 
at him over the grass. The Bushman at 
once changed his position, while the lion 
stood irresolute in the path, following with 
his eyes the shifting black man. In another 
moment the little man rustled the reeds, van
ished, and showed himself at another point. 
The great brute was at first confused, and 
then alarmed. It evidently began to dawn 
upon him that he had mistaken the position 
of matters, and that he was the hunted party, 

Mme. Modjeska in the meantime, and she The Bushman, who clearly recognized what 
told me about this poor child who was in . . . . . • _ . . _ 
such difficulties. "Is she humpbacked?" I 

Repelling Moths.—If fine cut tobacco 
be sprinkled under the edge of carpets, 
and under those places where bureaus, 
bookcases and the like make it dark, the 
moths will be prevented from laying 
their eggs in them, as it will drive them 
away. 

Two California sharps were playing a 
game of cards. "It is very singular," 
observed one, "that I haven't seen a king 
yet." "Not at all," replied the other; 
"you have one in your sleeve and I have 
the other three in my boot." * 

Introduction of Wheat into America. 
Prior to the discovery of this continent 

by Columbus, there was no cereal in 
America approaching in nature the wheat 
plant. It was not until 1530 that wheat 
found its way into Mexico, and then only 
by chance. A slave of Cortez found a 
few grains of wheat in a parcel of rice 
and showed them to his master, who or
dered them to be planted. TL~ result 
showed that wheat would thrive well on 
Mexican soil, and to-day one of the 
finest wheat valleys in the world is near 
the Mexican capital. J[Froni Mexico the 
cereal found its way to Peru. Maria 
D'Escobar, wife of Diego de Chauvres, 
carried a few graius to Lema, which were 
planted, the entire product being used 
for seed for several successful crops. At 
Quito, in Ecuador, a monk of the Order 
of St. Francis, by the name of Fray Iodosi 
Rixi, introduced the new cereal, and it is 
said that the jar which contained the 
seeds planted is still preserved by the 
monks of Quito. Wheat was introduced 
into the present limits of the United 
States contemporaneously with the settle
ment of the country by the English and 
the Dutch. 

Some old fraud writes that "in garden
ing every portion of the body is exercised, 
and the mind refreshed." The writer's 
experience in gardening has evidently 
been confined to sitting in the shade and 
bossing a hired man. If he were to dig 
garden until his body became nearly the 
shape of a croquet wicket, and it almost 
snapped his back-bone in half to assume 
an upright position, he would quickly 
acknowledge that there is such a thing 
as exercising the body too much; and 
when his old man wasn't looking, he 
would jump over the back fence, go down 
town, and refresh his mind by engaging 
in a game of base ball—and perchance 
get four fingers knocked out of joint, his 
nose mashed and a new bump erected on 
his head.—ExcJumge. 

inquired. "Yes, poor thing, she is," replied 
the kind-hearted lady. "Then beware," 
said I, "for she is the biggest little fraud 
in New York;" and I told Madame of 
her tricks. " I should rather have lost the 
thirty-five dollars, and been deceived," said 
she," than to know that that young girl was 
an adventuress." Indeed, I had great diffi
culty in persuading Mme. Modjeska of her 
unworthmess, and, even after she knew, she 
wanted to let her have the money. I do not 
suppose the girl was surprised when the 
money was not forthcoming. She probably 
supposed that she had been discovered, and 
started off for fresh fields. 

You would be perfectly surprised to see 
the begging letters that are received by 
people before the public who are supposed 
to be rich. I think that Miss Kellogg gets 
some of the funniest I have ever seen. Not 
long ago, some woman from the West sent 
her the photograph of triplets she had 
given birth to. The children were about 
two years old, and sat in a row, with their 
arms and legs bare. The mother wanted 
Miss Kellogg to adopt one, and sent her the 
photographs that she might take her choice. 
Another letter was from a man, also in the 
West, enclosing the photograph of a little 
girl six years old. He had named her after 
Miss Kellogg, and wanted to know if the 
prima donna would not set aside $20,000 
for her education in the English branches, 
and ultimately for the operatic stage.—Oor. 
Sat. Eve. Gas. 

The Tragedy at Sloan's. 

"Do I understand, Mrs. Sloan," said the 
Magistrate, "that you make a charge of 
attempted infanticide against your hus
band ?" 

"Well, not exactly that," replied Mr. 
Sloan. "Your Honor, the situation is this. 
We have one baby a year and a half old, 
and then we also have twins just two 
months old. Little cherubs, both of them. 
Their mother's turn-up nose, per
haps, but my eyes and my amiable expres
sion." 

"His hair, too, Your Honor," said Mrs. 
Sloan, "hishair—red" 

"Before we were married, may it please 
the Court," said Mr. Sloan, "she was fond 
of alluding to it as auburn. But no matter. 
She went yesterday to a Woman Suffrage 
Convention. I staid at home with the chil
dren, three of them, Your Honor! I 
only havo two arms. When two of the 
little folks cried, I would set down a 
silent one and carry those that 
screamed. Then the one I put down 
would begin, and I'd have to pick him 
up and lay down another and then it 
would scream. I tried to carry the odd 
one pig-a-back, but it was no use, he would 
slip down and bump his nose on the floor. 
Imagine the situation. It was hard. I was 
nearly wild. Only two nursing-bottles, too, 
and the third baby yelling like a Crow Indian 
while the twins were feeding." 

"Couldn't he suck his thumb?" asked the 
Magistrate. 

"Mrs. Sloan won't let him. She closed 
the gate-of joy, so to speak, against her own 
offspring! Absolutely prohibited the ohild 
from Bucking its own thumb! Nero, in his 
worst days, never went that far, I im
agine." 

"The historians forgot to mention it if he 
did," said the Justice. 

"Precisely, 

was passing in the enemy's mind, did not 
pause to let the lion recover his startled wits. 
He began to steal gradually towards the foe, 
who, now in a complete ptate of doubt and 
fear, fairly turned tail and decamped, leaving 
the plucky and ingenious little Bushman 
master of the situation. 

Patches and Heroes. 
"Three! four! five! How funny!" 

cried the girls. "Hurrah!" shouted the 
boys. What were they counting?" Yes^ 
the patches on poor little Constance's 
dress. She heard every word and the boys 
loud laugh. Poor little heart! At first 
she looked down, then the tears came 
with a great rush, and she tried to run 
home. 

"Cry-baby!" said the boys. 
"Don't* want her to sit next to me," 

said Ella Gray. 
What right has she to come to our 

sahool?" whispered proud Lily Gross. 
"There! don't mind a word they say," 

exclaimed Douglas Stewart, leaving the 
group ot rude boys and trying to comfort 
Constance. Let me carry your books," 
he continued. "Cheer up! It is only a 
little way to your home isn't itS" 

Constance looked up through her tears 
to see the bravest boy in school at her 
side. 

"I live in the little house under the 
hill," said Constance. "It isn't like your 
grand house." 

"No matter for that it has pretty vines 
and climbing roses, and it's a very nice 
house to live in," said Douglas. "I dare 
say you are happy there?" 

"Yes;Idont want to come to this 
school again," said Constance, softly. 

"Oh, things will be all right in a day 
or two," said the boy kindly. "Never 
mind them just now." 

They had been talking of heroes a little 
while before; they had been wishing to 
be like Alexander and Csesar and Napo
leon. There was not a hero among them 
except this same Douglas Stewart, who 
dared to stand out before all his school
mates and befriend this poor, forlorn lit
tle girl.—S. S. Visitor. 

4<iAn old farmer once said he would not 
have a hired man on his farm who did 
not habitually whistle. He always hired 
whistlers. He never knew a whistling 
laborer to find fault with his food, his bed, 
or complain of any extra work he was 
asked to perform. Such a man was gen
erally kind to children and animals in his 
care. He would whistle a chilled lamb 
into warmth and life, and would bring 
in his hat full of eggs from the barn with
out breaking one of them. He found 
such a man more careful about closing 
gates, putting up bars, and seeing that the 
nuts on his plow were all properly tight
ened before he took it out into the field. 
He never knew a whistling hired man to 
beat or kick a cow or drive her on a run 
into the stable. He had noticed that the 
sheep that he fed in the {yard or shed 
gathered around him as he whistled 

The following, which seems pertinent, 
has been culled for the Household from 
an old number of Scribner's Magazine. 

The tender but thoughtless habit, 
which has at length crystallized into gen
eral custom, of keeping up the nursery 
or pet name of little girls until 
they have passed through all the 
the eias of young womanhood, lias 
lately received some forcible criti
cism from one or two sources. It is a 
habit whjch has chiefly arisen within 
the past generation, but it has noticeably 
grown within a decade or two, until 
there is scarcely a feminine name to 
which a diminuendo will stick that is not 
speedily replaced by that fashionable 
substitution or adornment. In olden 
times Elizabeth was sometimes called 
Betsy for ease or brevity, but now Betsy 
glides away into the public Betty or Bes
sie. In fact, the stately and vigorous 
old nomenclature is now nearly all gone 
into a vapid and tasteless liquidity that 
seems utterly bereft of force. There are 
no Catherines any more; they are all 
Katies. The Harrietts have become H at-
ties. The Margarets (one of the strong
est names) are reduced to Maggies or 
Margies; Mary, if common, yet the ten-
derestofall, gets transformed into Ma-
tie, or Mamie, Chailotte into Lottie and 
so through the whoie diversified chaper. 
In any modem school catalogue or news
paper list of names which you may 
chance to meet you find an endiess itera
tion of the inflection, 1. e., as if the beau
ty or attractiveness, if not the respecta
bility of the young ladies in some 
way depended on their* liquid and en
dearing termination. In the short spacs 
of one page of the catalogue of a promi
nent young ladies' college—a school of 
much higher pretensions than the aver
age seminary students—one may find 
(as wTe have satisfied ourselves by trying) 
at least the following varieties, viz: Jen
nie, Nannie, Hattie, Minnie, Margie, 
Nettie, Allie, Addie, Lizzie. Lord Duf-
ferin, when the dignified governor-general 
of Canada, has lately chosen to bring this 
tendency into notice (and so we suppose 
it prevailed in Canada, too) by making it 
a special topic in his address at the com
mencement of a young ladies' school in 
Quebec. But he credits the habit, or 
its exaggeration, to the United States; 
and thinks the practice, when it becomes 
"a national characteristic is not without 
significance." Some future philologist, 
perhaps, may pick it up as a remnant of 
the period when the young women of our 
most cultivated circles bore the badge of 
belittlement and patronage, and infer 
therefrom that the Oriental type of in
fantile helplessness had certainly survived 
to this era even in Western lands. He will 
most likely conclude (and does not the 
evidence tend in that direction?) that in 
our Centennial time, the true idea of 

"A perfect woman, nobly planned, 
To warn, to comfort and command." 

was not so much suspected or sought 
after. We do not remember that any 
journal of "Woman's Rights" and enfran
chisement has ever thought it pertinent 
to speak of this subject; but surely it 
Dears a direct relation to the mental 
growth and capacity of the sex. The lit
erary nom de plume of a feminine author 
indicates to some extent the force of her 
mind; and we know just as well what to 
expect from Lettie Linwoods and Mattie 
Myrtles as we do from George Eliote. 
You can scarcely pen a more suggestive 
satire against the helpfulness and inde
pendence of woman than to wrap her up 
in such terms of daily coddling and child
ish endearment as the pet names agai nst 
which Lord Dufferin protests. For in
stance, persistently to call the two ch ief-
tains of women's advanced status, Lizzie 
Cady Stanton, and Susie B. Anthony, 
would crush at one stroke the revolution 
they have so much at heart. Under such 
sweet persiflage it would sink into languid 
imbecility, and furnish fresh food for 
laughter. Dufferin, in the address to which 
we have made reference, said that "the 
daughter of the occupant of the most au
gust position in the world, was, before her 
marriage, commonly referred to as 
'Nellie,' as though the paragraphists had 
been her playmates in "infancy;" and he 
even stated that his own wife, Lady Duff
erin, had been spoken of as "Kate" by 
the journals of the United States. These 
things were no doubt done with good 
feelings, and without so much as a 
thought of disparaging intent. The 
writers may have tbe kindest regard; but 
the familiarity their usage implies is none 
the less offensive and is a curious symp
tom of that lack of reverence which, in 
reaction from the early Puritan extreme 
of formality, has become very nearly a 
distinctive and to older civilizations, a 
disagreeable trait of our republicanism. 

The L o s t Harversack . 

as 
without fear. He had never employed a 
whistler who was not thoughtful and 

Well, I got along as well as I economical 

"The bravest are the tendcrest— 
The loving are the dai in<f." 

J Of all the men that served under the 
Stars and Stripes during the war of the 
Rebellion, none were more thoroughly in 
earnest or more truly loyal to the Union 
than those recruited in Western Virginia. 
The war was terribly real to them. Not 
one but had a brother, a friend or a neigh
bor on the other side, with whom he had 
fought out the question in words long be
fore arms were taken up. They felt that 
it was a personal quairel. They were 
terrible fellows to fight, although fright
fully lax in discipline. Their officers— 
those that were wise—teok them for 
what they were, appreciated their fight
ing qualities, and soon ceased to worry 
about their lack of discipline. What 
mattered it if they were not exact in mat
ters of salutes to their superiors? They 
were prompt to obey when duty called,as 
brave as lions in the face of the enemy, 
and kindness itself to those who under
stood and appreciated them. One day, a 
command made up mainly of rough 
but manly fellows of this sort had a fight 
with the enemy, and captured 
a large number of prisoners. 
That night captives and captors biv
ouacked on the battle-field, and the next 
day began their march to the rear, where 
the prisoners were to be handed over for 
shipment North. Towards nood a rebel 
offieer beckoned to his side the major 
commanding the escort. "Last night he 
said, "while I was asleep, my ha\ersack 
was stolen. I know what war is, and I 
accept its fortune, good or bad. That 
haversack contained several things that I 
value,—one that I prize as I do my lite 
—the portrait of a lady." And then, 
glancing back at the rough cavalrymen, 
he added, sorrowfully, "I suppose there is 
small chance of getting it again." "I'll 
see," said the major. The command was 
marching "by fours" In four lines word 
was passed from front to rear, each man 
communicating with the comrade next 
behmd him. Within ten minutes a ser-
gernt rode up to the major and handed 
him a package. The major took it to the 
prisoner. "Open this," he said. There 
was the portrait, uninjured, and with it a 
bundle of letters, upon which the owner 
had writien a request that it should be 
destroyed unopened in the event of his 
death. The seal was unbrpken •? 

.s 


