A BATTLE STORY.

“A thousand thanks, my dear Henri,’
said the young German, as he turned the
precious railway pass over in his hand.

The Americau Minister 1s a splendid
fellow, wnd your acquaintance with him
has been worth something.  Now I shall
escape this hornible seige. Hurrah tor
the Rhine! How I wish you and Louis
were going with me.”

“Not we, Becker, my triend: our place
is here. I care very littie for that, since
Laurt and Mathilde and the eld people
are safe south ot the Loize.

“Give my love to Katrins, and tell her
that [ shali fight as hard as I can against
her darling King and these swarms ot her
destroying countrymen.”

“She will love you none the less *for
that, I think,” said Cari. *“Good-bye.”

.The two strong right hands were
wrang hard for a moment, but no othe:
word was spoken.

The De Rosats, though patriotic, had
been wise, and they had left in Paris
only those of the fumily who were able
to tight the Germans as well as help con-
sume the stores of provisions—the only
reliable garrison ot the beautifui city.

arl was safe, thanks to the American
, but the bitter seige dragged on
1wl week after week of the terribie
winter, until the enemy within began
slowly to wax even more menacing, in its
deadly silence, than the thundering foe
without.

The famme was likely to prove strong-
er than King William.

Henri De Rosat had seen little of his
brother Louis since the seige began, for
Louis was an officer of the engineers, and
his duty had kept him on the outer lines,
but one frosty morning they met in the
Place Vendome.

The brothers had really too much to
say to talk a great deal, but each, as he’
looked 1a the other's eyes, could discern

that deep and mournful shadow ot the
siege which will never be forgotten by

any of those whose lives were -larkened
under it.

“You keep your flesh marvelously,
Louis,” said Henri. “I am daily grow-
ing thin, both in soul and body.”

~Because you are penned in the city,”
said Louis, “while every day I can see
beyond the siege from the fortifications.”

“But the Germans, Louis, yousee them
also.”

*Yes, bat I am mining nowadays, and
I make myself merry by thinking that,
perhaps, I shall dig my way under them,
and coine out mto the bright world be-
yond. I believe L could do that or any-
thing clse to escape the siege. How I
envy those balloon men. They get out.”

“We, too, may get out,” smd Henri.
“My gay hussars and I are to have our
ehunce to-morrow 1n the sortie.”

“Your gav hussars?”

“Yes, indeed. We have eaten our
horses, but we shall charge inour hussar

uniform. Perhaps we shall capture a
mount. Icould charge a milliard of

Uhlans if [ saw any hope of cutting

through.”

“You will not. We shall none of us
- get out. The city is doomed.”

The last words came in a deep, solemn,
iiral voice, and the brothers turned
s they recognized it.

. I, broad, blue-cyed man, in a
dark blouse, stood near them.

“Pr. Spietburg?’ exclaimed Louis,
“why man alive, I thought you had been
kiilk“‘ 1.’

“They will not give me a chance. I
loo’c too much like a German, and so, be-
cause I am a physician as well, I am
forced to do hospital duty instead of
fighting these vandals that have burned
in Alsace.”

“Thisis & good duty for you, too
said Henri, “the best of duties.””

“But I learn things there, and I have
learned that Paris must fall.”

The brothers looked at their stern, sad-
faced friend, and at each other; and as
the shadow of the siege settled more and
more heavily over them, they muttered
only a few more sentences, and thea sepa-
rated to their duties.

That was o long day to Henri de Ros-
at, buc it would have been longer had it
not been spent in prepearations for the
grand sortie on the morrow.

He worked like all the rest, with a
fierce and feverish impatience, which
found relict in repeating over and over
the most trivial duty.

Then came the long hungry sleepless
night; but that, too, passed, and the
sharp, clear, frosty morning found the
young officer leading his dismounted hus-
sars rapidly across the frozen mud.

IMours went by, for the strugele was
extended over a wide area, and there
were many lierce fluctuations of success

»
-

and fulure, but as yet Henri and his hus-
sars were compellea to fight on foot.
Long hours they were, and  all  the

while tenri could hear or feel nothing
but the urging instinet within him  that
seemed to be continually—“Forward!” 4«

Then came a maddening turn of the
battle, a whirl of doubt and disorder,
aud with it a cloud of charging Uhlans
that scemed to be sweeping all Wefore
them.

But just then a flash of lightning seem-
ed to come down through the smoke and

out of the reverberating thunder of the
guns, and Henri felt himself so dazzled
ana olinded by 1ts sudden blaze that for
a few moments he lest the record of
events. :

He felt as if some shot had swept im
bodily iato space, and Henri knew that
he was falling.

Such a tall—so very long and far.

Could i be?

Yes, there was no shoek.

The terrible descent had been broken
by something soft, and Henr: heard voices
around him.

“Yes, Major Becker, your triend is all
right. It was a terrible cut, that, but he
will come to himself soon, now that the
fever 1s going down. e must have good
care to pay lfim for sending you out to
us. How is your shoulder?”

“Oh, Carl, he will get well?”

“Yes, Katrinadear; and he may be
thankful to have escaped from Pars even
by so hard a way as this.”

“Carl, Katrina!” taintly exclaimed
Henri. “Are you here? Where am I

Neither Carl nor Katrina could have
exactly related what was said or done in
the next few moments. Henri least of
all, but as his brain grew clearer the
yvoung Frenchman learned that for ten
days he had been living in a German field
hospital, delirious from a sabre cut in
the head, and that, by fair fortune, both
he and Carl, who had been wounded in
the same great sortie struggle, had been
nursed by Katrina herself, for she had
given her services to the wounded almost
since the beginning ot the war.

“Now I have my reward,” she seid.

“Biess you, Katrica!” said Henr1.

And then he added,

“Poor Louis! I have cut my way
through, but be is still in Pans, and the
American Minister cannot send him out.
Poor Lous! he does not comm:nd a hus-
sar company.”

Evidently Henri’s brain still suffered

from the sabre cut, but he was right about
poor Louis.

That morning he and Dr. Spielburg met
again in the Place Vendome.

“De Rosat, my dear feliow,” said the
surgeon, “you use tco much stimulant;
you are a ghost already.”

“But you don't know, Spiclburg; we
are working underground like moles in
the dark and cold, and T do not know at
what moment we may break in on their
counter-mines, or be blown higher than
this column here.”

“Mining? Ah! Well, you must be
careful; you cannot dig your way out,
you know.”

“Perhaps I shall,” said Louis, with a
weary, melancholy half smile; aud the
stern doctor shook his head doubtfully
as the cflicer of engineers turned on  his
heel and strode away toward those out-
ward lines, over which the shadow from
the city had already crept and settled.

Mine and countermine.

Each side felt sure that the other was
working at that; but the French did
more than the Germans, in very fear of
what might be, and Louis DeRosat had
become a very enthusiast in his subter-
ranean duties.

It was night when Louis DeRoset re-
turned to the mne; but, as he stood on
the rampart of the fort for a moment, it
scemed to him that he could see in spite
of the darkness, away over into that out-
er world beyond the German lines and

-the suffocating siege.

«Henri,” he muttered; “nobody knows
what became of him. T wonder if he got
through with his hussars. They sent
out three balloons yesterday.

“If they can fly over, why should not
we dig under? I must go down now.

“Spielburg is a fool; a man must take
a little brandy and absinthe before go-
ing down to dig 1n a hole hike that.

The men are tired to-night, and the
rations were short to-da y. T will take a
spade myself.”

In a few moments Louis found him-
seif in a long, narrow passage that was
being bored through the earth in the di-
rection of the nearest German works.

Not a human being did he see, though
the scanty lights were buraing blue and
dim in the foul air.

There lay the tools, however, for he
had made his way to the further termi-
nus.

“I at least will work,” said he to him-
sclf; T am szhead of time, and they will
soon be here.”

As he tore down the soft carth and
loose gravel with pick or spade, he cast
it hurriedly behind him, for the men to
take it away in their barrows; but 1t was
long before they arrived, and he had so
piled it up as almost to wall himself in.

Then he heard veices, and knew by the
ring of the tools that the men were there,
and had begun their wark, but he never
paused.

“If we cwuld only make such headway
as this all the time, we would dig to the
Rhine in a week,” he said aloud.

And he plied his spade with more fran-
tic energy than ever.

The men, too, as 1f animated by the
example of their officer, toiled as Louis
had never known them to toil before.

But for all that they were compelled
to send for another and another squad of
helpers, to keep pace with the avalanche
of matter that kept pouring back into
the mine by the wonderful work of their
leader.

“More men!” shouted Louis. “I feel
as if I could make work fora regiment. I
am going deeper now under them all,
aprd 1f no water comes 1n, we shall be be-
yond their mines by daybreak.”

There was now no sound in the long
tunnel but the rattle of the barrows, the

Catching the S chool-master.

“Young and handsome?”

“Yes, just as nice as can be."

“Single?”

“Why, of course. He is too young to be
married.”

“Then let's sec who'll cateh  him,”
laughed the pert girl of the village.

“You wen’t.” said pretty Jessie War-
ner.

“And why not, I wonder?”

“Because I—I don’t think he’s
kind to be caught that way.”

(), you're going to try the coy and re-
tiring young weman, are you?” said
Frank. Her name was Frances.

“I'm not going to try anything,” was
the response. He has only been here a
few days.”

“We'll see,” said Frank, tossing her
black curls. They say he is studying
law, and I mean to marry a lawyer if I
zan.”

The “catching™ had hitberto been done
by the wiry, mugh-enduring schoolmas-
ters, made tyrantsby the idleness and in-
solence and insubordination of the larger
scholars. They had caught boys Ly the
collar; caught the older girls reading
novels under cover of well-thumbed
school-books; caught them writing love-
letters instead of compositions, and held
them up to the ridicule of the school.
One who 18 always on the watch for mis-
chief 1s sure to find it.

This regime had passed away. A young
and handsome man, a very Chesterfield
in manners, had met the scholars as
a genfleman meets young ladies and gen-
tlemen, and now some of the girls de-
clared, as no girl with self-respect would
declare, that he was to be caught himself,

So enthusiastic, so really imbued with
his work was he, that he easily inspired
the best spirits in the school, so that they
vied with each other in keeping up in
their studies and in general good behav-
10ur.

But, strangely enough, the master
seemed determined not to be “caught.”
In vain invitations poured upon him to
parties, to all the Baywood gayeties; in
vain the nets were spread m his sight;
in vain some or the young ladies dressed
for him, smiled for him—he was ap-
parently insensible to all ailurements.
He could be seen only 2t gchool, or in the
strest, or at church.

“fle is just a poke,” aaid Kate, pout-
ing, “and [ do hate a poke, young or
old.”

One pleasant evening several of the
girls met together in the sitting-room of
Deacon Tufts. Now the deacon was a
cripple, and as he had been chosen post-
master, and could not go out to the office,
the office came to him.

1t was a pleasant room, and generally
quite well filled for applicants for let-
ters. As was often the case in the in-
formal little meetings, the master was the
subject under discussion.

“Have you caught him yet?” asked one
of the girls of Frank, slyly.

%0, Jessie, here, seems to be the favor-
ite,” said Frank. He has eyes orly for
her. Hope she appreciates the atten-
tion. He ought to be good to her, or
maybe his supplies would be cut off.”

“Of course I appreciate his kindness,”
said Jessie with a laugh. “Why, only
think! He’s going to teach me French!™

“Indeed! The district doesn’t pay him
for giving you private lessons though!”
said Frank, almost angrily.

“Certainly not,” repiied Jessie, “but
his time is his own out ot school hours.
Of course I try to return his kindness.”

“I don’t doubt it; but pray tell us in
what way?” asked Frank, ironacally.

%0, I put flowers in his room to make
it look cheerful, and on the table, or I

the

click of the spades, and the loud, quick fmake a little bouquet for his coat—that

breathing of the diggers.

It was o long night, and sometimes,
Louis half wondered that no relief came.
But he was not at all fatigued yet, and
as for his men, be had never seen such
wiliing fellows.

“All Parns could get out through this
mine, or We could let in all France by
it,” he muttered, “but it scems as if [
had been digging here for 2 week. There
is no such thing as knowing whea 1t is
day away down here in the mine. Ah!
what is that?”

His exclaimation seemed to bring its
answer, and Louis dropped his spade in
astonishment, for a dim, but fast increas-
ing ray of Iight came pouring through
thin and crumbling walls in front of him.

“I murt have dug out mto a valley of
some kind, and that may be had. But
whatis this? Iron? Little bars? How
came they here at the end of the mine?

He grasped the bars firmly in his
hands, and pressed his face against them,
for broad daylight was now pouring
through into the mine, and all his men
had swiftly fled and disappeared.

Poor Louis!

His was a bitter disappointment, for
right in front of ham, 1 long and serried
array, were slowly ghittering by the lan-
ces of German horsemen, and the spiked
helmets of German toot.

“I've missed my distance, aias! and
come out among them?@”

“Louis, my poor boy, I am giad you
have stopped digging, there is no use for
it now.”

A hand was on his shoulder, and Louis
replied, for he knew the voice. - .

*“Why not, Dr. Bpielberg? What does
all this mean!”

“Mean! Why, that the siege has end-
ed, and Pars is now within the German
lines. You are at the front window of
the old Maison de Sante, in the Rue de
Rivoli, and King William’s troops are
marching in. He is Emperer William
now."”

“And I What does it all mean?”

“It means that your digging and your
bare food and your brandy are ended, as
I told you they would, and you have
worked your way out of the siege for the
past three weeks under my own care.”

“You would have mined out of it if I
had lett any tools in your reach. I have
thought yesterday that your fit would
break it in a day or two.”

“Then the siege is over?"®

“Qver.”

“Doctor!” sharply exclaimed Louis,
“do you see that Uhlan Major en the
white horse? That is Carl Becker.”

“Yes, I have already had a letter from
him. Henri is safe and well, and may
soon be at liberty now.”

Louis loosed his hold on the grating,
and turned his eyes away from the glitter-
g column.

*Do,” be said, *tell me about 1t some
other time. I am tired out now. I'll go
back into the mine and lie down. Put
out the lights please.”

“Somewhat tco much at once,” said
Dr. Spielburg to himself; *but I think
there's no doubt that I can bring him
round, now that the siege is over.”

“To think that so many of our poor
fellows should have developed these
symptoms. I'm glad now that they put
me at hospital work.”

AN exchange says it is wrong to tella
man he lies. It depends, however, on

the size of the man.

is, I did make one, but he didn’t wear
1t,” she added.

“Quite sentimental! You have the
coast clear before you, haven’t you.

“Well, if you mean he boards at our
house, and must be treated kindly, yes.
The night you were all at the dance he
took mother and me to nde.”

““So that’s the reason he didn't come to
my varty!” cried Fiank, her eyes red as
well as her cheeks.

“Partly, and partly because he hates
dancing; he told me so.”

“How well you are matched !” retorted
Frank. “You don’t dance, and he don’t
like it. It you keep on with your flow-
ers «nd your rides you wiil catch him,
never fear!”

“0, but I neither wish nor intend to
catch bhim.”

“Maybe he is engaged to somebody al-
ready; he acts like 1t,” was the sugges-
tion of Frank’s cousin. “I told Frank
she ought to find out.”

“He has plenty of letters addressed in
a lady's handwriting,” said the deacon
holding one up for them to see, and he
turned away with a smile; but I'm pret-
ty sure none of them are from a sweet-
heart.”

“Mayke he’s got a sister.”

“He has, and a mother, too. His sis-
ter is married, and the mother is with
her.”

+Oh, but then what does he want to
hire the brown cottage for?” queried a
quuet little girl. “Father has it to let,
you know; it scems to me I heard him
say the schoolmaster wanted it for his
family.”

“Absurd!” exclaimed Frank.

At this the postmaster laughed aloud.

“If he’s engaged, he’s mean enough!”
said Frank, with warmth. “The idea of
his coming here under false pretenses.”

“Did he ever tell any body he was not
engaged?” asked the deacon.

“I don't know as he did, and I am sure
I don't care if he's engaged to a dozen
girls! If he’s conceited enough to think
1 do, I will soon undeceive him.”

It was always self with the foolish girl.
Her undue conscionsness had led her 1n-
to trouble more than once. g

“Hush, Frank, there’s Mr Evans! I
hope he didn’t hear us,” said Jessie, as
the tall figure of the clergyman entered.

“Who cares? If you suppose I am
atraid of the minister you are mistaken,”
she added, boldly walking up to him,
heated with temper and chagrin.

“Mr. Evans you are one of the school-
eommittee,” she said with the assurance
of a business matron of forty: “Will you
please tell us what is the mystery about
the teacher you have employed for the
winter.”

“Mystery—mystery!” said Mr. Evans
looking at her in surprise. ‘Really Miss
Frances, I have never heard that there
was any mystery about him.”

“Well, there 1s and I think it ought to
be cleared up. Tax-payers ought to
know what kind of men come into our
midst, especially when he has charge of
their daughters.

“He came vith the best recommenda-
tions,” and the minister, was more and
more surprised.

“Well, sir, the deacon declares he is
not engaged te be marriea, and yet he is
looking for a house 1n which te live, I
understand, and he is at the same’ time
playing the free young gentleman among
us.” .
“Has he showed any special attention

to you, or trified with any of my young
flock?,

“He is certainly trying to with Tessie,
sir.”

“(), Frank, how can you say so?” cried
Jessie, her face aflame, her eyes sparkling
indignantly. “He is a perfect gentle-
man,” she added turning to the minister,
“snd I know all about him, and mean to
tell Frank, after having a little fun.
Why, he has been married a year toa
most beautiful girl. He told mamma,
after we had become a lttle acquainted,
that he married ber just atter he gradu-
ated, because she was alone, and had no
friends or protector. He is now study-
ing day and night to get admutted to the
bar, and he is anxious to bring his wife
here; that is why he was looking at the
little cottage, as it has a few rooms fur-
nished. Now you have the whole mys-
tery.”

“You might have told us before!” cried
Frank, with a scarlet face. “You, too,
Deacon Tufts, ought to be ashamed of
your cenduct, for of course you knew it.”

“To be sure I did. Didn’t I answer
all your questions, young lady? I thought
I would let you run on awhile, and get
all the nonsense out of you. The master
has made no particular secret of his mar-
riage, thatI know of, neither has he pro-
claimed 1t from the house-tops. Maybe
he ought to—I don’t know. You knew
he was married, Jessie?”’

0, ves, I knew it. He showed mother
his wife’s photograph. and it seems she
can teach botany and conchology and
music. She can help him a great deal if
she comes here.”

Then the minister read Frank and the
girls a short lesson, ending with these
words:

“When you are old enough and wise
enough to have homes of your own, you
will wait till some worthy man throws
out the line and catches you. And I am
sure you will find in the young woman
coming a beautiful, discreet and lovable
companion; and although none of you
bave caught the schoolmaster, you ought
to catch many a wise lesson from his
manly, modest demeanor, as we'' as from
his instruction from the desk.’’

THE PARTING WORD.

BY OLIVER WENDELL IIOLMES.
I mnst leave thee, lady swect
Months shall waste before we meet;
Winds are fair. and sails are spread,
Anchors leave their ocean bed;
Ere this shining day grow dark,
Skies shall gird my shoreless bark;
Through thy tears, O, lady mire,
Read thy lover's parting line.

When the first sad sun shall set,
Thou shalt tear thy locks cf jet;
‘When the morning star shall rise,
Thou shalt wake with weeping eyes:
When the second sun goes down,
Thou more tranquil shall be grown,
Taught too well thy wild despair
Dims thine eyes and spoils thy hair.

All the first unquiet week

‘Thou shalt wear a smileleas cheek;
In the first montl’s second half
Thou shalt once attewnpt to laugh;
Then in Pickwick thou shalt dip,
Slightly puckering round the lip,
Till at last, in sorrow’s spite,
Samuel makes thee laugh outright.

While the first seven mornings last.
Round thy chamber bolted fast,
Many a youth skall fume and pout,
“Hang the girl, she’s always out!l”
While the second week goes round,
Vainly shall they ring and pound;
‘When the third week shall begin,
“Martha, let the ereature in.”

' Now once more the flattering throng
Round thee flock with smile and song;
But thy lips unweaned as yet,

Ligp, “O how can I forget!”

Men and devils both contrive

Traps for catching girls alive;

Eve was duped, and Helen kissed.—
How. O, how can you resist?

First be careful of your fan;

Trust it not to youth or man;
Love has filled a pirate’s sail
Often with its perfamed gale.
Mind your kerchiefs all;

Fingers touch when kerchiefs fall;
Shorter ell than mercers clip

Is the space from hand to lip.

Trusl not such as talk in troops,

Full cf pistols, daggers. ropes,

All the hemp that Russia bears
Scarce would answer lovers’ prayers;
Never thread was spun so fine,

Never spider stretched the line,
Would not hold the lovers true

‘That would really swing for you.

Fiercely some shall storm and swear,
Beating breasts in black despair;
Others murmur with a sigh,

You must melt, or they will die;
Painted words on empty lies,

Grubs with wings like butterflies;
Let them die in welcome too;

Pray, what better could they do?

Fare thee well! If years eflace
From thy heart loye’s burning trace
Keep, O, keep thy hallowed seat
From the tread of vulgar feet.

If the blue lips of the sca

Wait with icy kiss for me,

Let not thine forget the vow,
Sealed Lhow often, love as now!

De Musset And The Dogs.

Alfred De Musset always declared that
he hated dogs, for the reason thdt twice
in his life an animal of the canine race
had come within an ace of wrecking his
fortunes.

The first time was at a royal huiting
party, when the poet, Louis Philippe’s
guest, when a bird was flushing, fired
hastily, and sent the Citizen-King’s fav-
orite pointer to meer Cerebus.

The second time was when, a candi-
date for the Academie, De Musset went
to pay the customary visit to an influen-
tial Immortal whose chateau was in the
environs at Paris.

At the moment that the poet rang at
the gate, an ignuble whelp of incredible
ugliness, covered with mud, rushed to
meet him with joyous barks, and fawned
upon him to the detriment of the peet's
new pantaloons.

Disgusted as De Musset was, 1t would
have been perilous to drive of the Im-
mortal’s faithful dog, so he was com-
pelled to let the frightful animal lick
his hands, cover him with caresses and
mud, and precede him to the drawing-
reom.

A moment later the Academician en-
tered. DeMusset noticed his embarass-
ment, at which he was not surprised con-
sidering the behavior of the animal.
They adjourned to the dining-room foi-
lowed by the dog, which, after giving
vent to his delight by various gambols
and cries, placed two muddy paws on
the table, seized the wing of acold chick-
en, and began contentedly to devour it.

“That’s the most abominable brute I
ever heard of,” thought DeMusset, and
continued aloud, “You are fond of dogs,
1 see.”

“Fond of dogs?” echoed the Immertal.
“I hate dogs."’

“But this animal here?”

“I have only tolerated the beast because
it is yours, sir!”

“Mine!” said DeMusset; “I thought
it was yours, which was all that prevent-
ed me from killiug him!”

The two men roared with laughter,
and DeMusset made a friend.

Late that day a yellow dog crossed the
frontier of she Rhine at Strasbury with

the air of an animal that had scored up-
on the tablets of its memory a decidedly
unpleasant recollection, and headed for
Constantinople with undimished celer-

ty.

WOMAN GOSSIP.

Wouldn’t You?
He told me my face was the faireat
And purest he ever had known;
The bobolink envied my singing,
The nightingale mimicked its tone;
My dimples they quarreled with cherries,
Just under eyes tender and blue;
My tresses they angered the sunbeam—
I half disbelieved—wouldn't you?

He told me my fiugers were dainty,
My lips only molded to kiss,
And “would I give one of the sweetest
For gnch a poor bauble as this?”
Maybe I shouldn't have done it,
But he looked so pleading and true,
The ring was so pretty—1I took it,
And gave bim the kise—wounldn't you?

He told me there was a dear cottage
Just down near the rocks by the sea,
‘Where sweet roses nodded a welcome,
And mocking-birds waited for me,
‘With himself, of course, for the master—
*Twas made plenty large for us two;
I forgot what I said, but I'm thinking
1 kissed him again—wouldn't you!
Evsa, Wis. Lypia F, Hixmax,
Such an Unrensonable Doctor.

One of our leading physicians was
recently aroused at night by a frightful
knocking at his door. Sticking his
head out of the window, he nsked what
was the matter.

“ Oh, doctor, it is my poor wife!”

“I beg your pardon, but I haven't
the honor of your acquaintance, and I
am not accustomed--"

“I know it, doctor, but her life is at
stake. If you only knew how much I
love her! For Heaven’s sake, I beg
you!” And he went on for a considera-
ble time in this fashion, until the doc-
tor relented, in spite of the cold winter
night. He dressed himself, went out,
waded far through the snow, prescribed
and saved the cherished woman. Sev-
eral days passed, gnd, hearing nothing
of any pay, he sent in his bill. Noth-
ing. Then he sent a collector. The
devoted husband greeted the dun with
anger, exclaiming :

“ Go tothedevil. The idea of my pay-
ing that bill for a woman who since
run off with another man!"—New Or-
leans Picayune.

A Woeman’s Life-Work,

Miss Nancy N. Clough died in Enfield,
New Hampshire, aged 80 yearsand 3
months. The story of the life of this
woman seems more like romance than
reality. It may well be called romance
in real life. She was the oldest of a
family of ten children, five of whom are
still living. While she was yet young,
her father’s farm in Fnfield became
heavily incumbered, and was likely to
be sold under the hammer; his health,
too, was broken down,and the future of
that family appesred well-nigh hope-
less. Nancy, foreseeing the disastrous
consequences threatening the future,
resolved to save the dear home, and
went to work with heroic energy fo
carry the resolution into effect. She
enlisted her brother Theophilus, next
younger than herself, in the laudable
enterprise, who cordially seconded her
efforts and gave his efficient aid.

Learning of the factories that had
just started in Lowell, Mass., she left
home and went to that city to find re-
munerative work. She entered one of
the factories as an humble operative,
but wrought, with such energy and skill
as to accomplish more work than two
ordinary operatives, receiving more
than double pay. Every leisure mo-
ment outside of the mills was also faith-
fully employed to the same end. As
her younger sisters and brothers came
to a suitable age she summoned their
ready help, while she was the ruling, di-
recting geunius and moving power in the
undertaking.

The result was that, after some years
of persistent efforts, the mortgage was
lifted from the farm, and the old home
was free from every claim thst others
held upon it. Then she decided that
the old house must be rebuilt and re-
furnished, and the grounds beautified,
and, when all this was done, the brave
girl went back to the home of her
childhood, with three sisters and one
brother, to pass the remainder of their
days.— Boston Journal.

Love's Echoes.

A pretty bird store and shell sfore,
hundreds of softly-tinted and fantastic-
shaped sea shells, and a thousand hop-
ping, chirping, happy birds, and there
enters an amiable young couple from
the inland country, who are so absorbed
in each other as to be oblivious to the
gaze or comments of the world around
them. She hasupon her innocent head
a daisy of a bonnet with daffodil trim-
mings, and he supports on his head no
less an object than the identical Leg-
horn hat his father, who is a Justice
of the Peace, was married in. She
looks at the birds because she is a
woman, and he at the shells because he
is a man; and by and by-he carries a
large convoluted shell to where she is,
whispers in it, and lays it with loving
care against her pink ear, which was so
pretty that it seemed a reflection of the
shell itself. She listens, comprehends,
blushes fairer than any tinted shell that
finds itself cast naked from its bed on
the open shore, takes down the shell,
replies to the whispered words, and
holds it with both hands against the ear
of her stalwart lover, and then they
both smile and look ineflable nothings,
and turn their heads away. What were
those whispered words that lingered,
and will linger, in their hearts as long
as the murmur dwells in the dainty sea
shell? What were those words that
started a song in their souls sweeter
than that caroled by any of the song-
birds there when beautiful morning
waited upon them in purple and gold,
and reminded them of their singing
with the rustle of its breezes? They
were the old, old words that young lips
will forever utter—*"I love youl™—
Providence Journal.

Errors of Type and Telegraph.

Lately some one attempted to say that
critics asserted Rubirstein was not a
correct player. The printers corrected
the slur by saying he was not a ‘“cernct-
plsyer” —which is probably true. Anoth-
er, essaying to describe a certain person-
age as “the great I am" of local matters
found thathe was *the great 9 A. M. —
a preadiul charge, if somewhat vague.
According to a veracious Western paper,
one editor was horrified by finding “The
Death of an Angel-Worm” heading an
obituary 1nstead of thedecorous ‘“Death
of an Aged Woman.” The rascally truth-
seeker had its name set up *“Turtle-Seek-
er,” recently—which was a severe joke
tor the turlles. Once & paragraph be-
ginning “Mlss Dickirson”(meaning the
eloquent Anna), appeared with the auspic-
ious start of “The dibursion,” which nat-
urally made the subsequent remarks
somewhat confused. But the tclegraph
makes as amusing blunders as the type.
A sentence of Lord Carnarvon’s essay on
sermons, at & recent Anglican Diocesan

Conference, was thus dispatched:
worst paid country curate is expected to
preach twice on Sunday with the per-
suavsieness of a journeyman tailor, and
the eloquence of a barrow.” For “jour-
ueyman tailor" read Jeremy Taylor,” and
initia “barrow with a capstal letter, and
all is right.

Retribution.

A quietly-dressed lady passed down
the aisle of a crowded car, looking for a
seat. Presently she came tooneoccupied
by a finely-dressed young woman who
sat directly in the middle of it, talking
to a friend in the seat before her. The
young lady looking for a seat said very
politely, “Is this seat engaged?” The
young woman, without offering to move
along, or rise to let her pass, said, in a
careless and exasperating tone, looking
impudently in her face, “No. Do you
want to come in?” Offended by her
tone and manner, the lady blushed with
displeasure and passed om. By this
time a gentleman acquaintance had
found her a seat, which she accepted.
“Did you hear how that woman an-
swered me?” she said, indignantly.
“I could not have believed that one of
my own sex would be so rude. And
the best of itis I know her by name,
and, if she had known who I am, she
would have been very polite to me.
She is enamored of my cousin, and is
doing her best to secure him as a hus-
band. Iam afraid she has made a mis-
take in not being civil” Mark the se-
quel: The young lady during the day
joined her cousin, and in the evening
they were returning home on the train,
when in came the other young woman,
and, at once catching sight of the young
gentleman as she entered the door,
smiles wreathed her countenance. He,
not knowing what had happened, rose
and saluted her cordially, and at once
introduced her to his companion. Why
did she turn pale, then red? She sim-
ply saw what a fool she had been, and,
if she failed to see the immeasurable
depth of her folly, it was revealed to
her when, afterward, the favorite cousin
of the man she wanted for a sweetheart
said coolly to her, “I noticed you on
the train this morning.” There was no
longer any doubt that she had been
recognized, and that her rudeness
would be reported to the ears to which
of all others she desired it not to come.
So, you see, if you are not polite from
principle, it i8 well to be so from
policy. The man or woman who is in-
variably civil and obliging need fear no
awkward adventures like this one.

An Acadian Courtship.

The wooing must be done at balls, or
in the presence of the family. Flirting
being impracticable, it is always under-
stood that the wooer means marriage,
and consequently he eagerly avails him-
self of the few privileges deemed by the
rural Mrs. Grundy consistent. with the
proprieties. These usually begin with
prancing, caracoling and racing his
horse on the road in front of his
“belle’s” dwelling-place. He repeats
the performance as often as possible,
and enjoys it immensely. The more
spectators, the greater his delight. The
sweets of courtship are necessarily ex-
pended on the old folks. Macaboy
snuff, a 1a vanille, a bottie of anisette,
ete., for maman, go far toward making
the course of true love run smooth.
With the old gentleman, tact at losing
half-dimes at play is equally effective,
always provided the lover comes under
that comprebensive descriptive “bon
garcon.” While thus courting the par-
ents, he avails himself of every oppor-
tunity to make “sweet eyes” at the
daughter, and, after a few weeks of such
wooing, proposes. The ball-room is
generally the place; when the pleasur-
able excitement of the waltz has reached
its climax, while her slender waist is en-
circled by his arm, and her head almost
leans upon his shoulder, then comes the
opportunity. If the coymaid favors his
suit, he instantly seeks the approval of
ber parents. With that, one might
think the affair settled. But no; he
must obtain the permission of the nu-
merous relatives of the bride-elect, even
to the cousins, who may be of 1o spec-
ial importance.  Dressed in his nat-
tiest suit, he proudly prances round on
the grand tour, and formally asks the
consent of each in turn.—*The Acadi-
ans in Louisiana,” in Scribner.

Fish as Brain Food.

Since during the acts of sensation
and intellection phosphorusisconsumed
in the brain and nervous system, there
arises a necessity to restore the portions
8o consumed, or, as the popular expres-
sion is, to use brain food. Now, as ev-
ery one knows, it is the property of
phosphorus to shine in the dark, and,
as fish in a certain stage of putrefactive
decay often emit light or become phos-
phorescent, it has been thought that
this is due to the abundance of phos-
phorus their flesh contains, and hence
they ere eminently suitable for the
nervous system, and are an invaluable
brain food. Under that idea many per-
sons resort to a diet of fish and per-
suade themselves that they derive ad-
vantage from it in an increased vivid-
ness of thought-—a signal improvement
in the reasoning powers. But the flesh
of fish contains no excess of phos-
phorus, nor does its shining depend
on that element. Decaying willow
shines even more brilliantly than de-
cayiug fish. It may sometimes be dis-
cerned afar off at night. The shining
in the two cases is due to the same
cause—the oxidation of earbon, not of
phosphorus,in organic substances con-
taining, perhaps, not a perceptible trait
of the latter element. Yet, surely, no
ore ever found himself rising toa poetic
fervor by tasting decaying willow wood,
though it ought, on these principles, to
be a better brain food than a much
larger quantity of fish.

His Name Was Smith.

In the grammar department of one of
our public schools, a few days since,
the teacher, after talking with her class
on the subject of mythology, read to
them as follows:

“Vulcan, smith, architect and chariot-
builder for the gods of Mount Olympus,
built their houses, constructed their
furniture,” ete.

The following day the subject of the
preceding day was given as a language-
lesson, and, as no mention was made of
Vulecan, the teacher asked the class
who built the houses for the gods on
Mount Olympus? For a while the
children seem lost in profound thought,
when suddenly a gleam of intelligence
illumined the face ef one little girl, and
she replied :

“I can’t think of his first name, but
his last name is Smith!"—Boston
Transcript.

GERMAX Mirx Sovr.—One quart
milk, one pint, water, one-half teaspoon-
ful sngar, one-half teaspoonful salt, six
slices of a 5-cent wheat loaf,

»
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To REMOVE DaANDRUF¥.—Wash the
hair thoroughly in rain water, with a
good deal of borax dissolved in it.

PunMPEIN-PIE MADE oF SQUASH.—
Take a good-sized crooked-necked
squash, one-quarter of a pound of but-
ter to a milk-pan of squash. Sweeten
to taste. A bottle of cream; one quart
of milk, unless too thin. Season with
mace, a little nutmeg, brandy and rose-
water. One dozen eggs and a little
salt—eggs beaten.

A CuURE FOR STAMMERING.—A. corre-
gpondent says: Go into a room where
you will be quiet and alone; get some
book that will interest but not excite
you, and read for two hours aloud,
keeping your teeth together. Do the
same thing every two or three days, or
once a week, if very tiresome, always
taking care to read slowly and dis-
tincily, moving the lips, but not the
teeth,

A Nice Disa.—Two eggs, one pintof
milk, bakers’ bread—as it is more
porous—cut into thin slices; dip the
bread into the batter and fry each side
brown in butter. Then boil one cup of
sugar in two cups of water, and, after
adding vanilla or lemon flavoring, pour
over the bread, and cover dish so as to
steam and keep hot. Ifis well to re-
serve part of the sauce to put on each
slice when serving.

To MakE Rock Cakes.—Break six
eggs in a basin, beat them till very
light; add one pound of pounded sugar,
and when this is well mixed with the eggs
dredge in gradually half a pound of
flour; add a few currants. Mix all well
together, and put the dowgh with a fork
on the baking-tin, making it look as
rough as possible. Bake the cakes in a
woderate oven for half an hour. When
done allow them to cool, and store
them away in a tin canister in a dry
place.

To SorteN Harp WaTER.—Take two
pounds of washingsoda and one pound
of common lime, and boil in five gal-
lons of water for two or three hours;
then stand away to settle, and dip oft
the clear water from the top and put in-
to a jug. Can be used for washing
dishes or cleaning, and one teacupful in
a boiler of clothes, put in afterthe water
is hot, will whiten the clothesand soften
the water, without injury to the hands
or clothes. I use an old iron pot to
make it in.

Sweer Porato Pupping.—Ingredi-
ents: Two pounds of raw sweet potato,
half pound of brown sugar, oue-third of
a pound of butter, one gill of cream,
one grated nutmeg, a small piece of
lemon-peel, and four eggs. Boil the
potato well and mash thoroughly, pass-
ing it through a colander; while it is
warm mix in sugar and butter; beat
eggs and yelks together, and add when
the potato is cold; add a table-spoonful
of sifted flour; mix in the grated
lemon-peel and nutmeg very thoroughly;
butter a pan, and bake twenty-five min-
utes in & moderately hot oven. Maybe
eaten with wine sauce.

Suicide of the Scorpion.

Mr. Allen Thomson in a letter says:
‘While residing many years ago during
the summer months at the baths of
Lucea, in Italy, in a somewhat-damp
locality, my informant, together with
the rest of the family, was much an-
noyed by the intrusion of small black
scorpions into the honse, and their be-
ing secreted among the bedclothes, in
shoes, and in other articles of dress. It
thus became necessary to be constantly
on the watch for these troublesome
creatures, and to take means for their
removal and destruction.

Having been informed by the natives
of the place that the scorpion would
destroy itselfif exposed toasudden light,
my informant and her friends soon be-
came adepts in catching the scorpions
end disposing of them in the manner
suggested. This consisted in confining
the animal under an inverted drink-
ing glass or tumbler, below which a
eard was inserted when the capture was
made, and then, waiting till dark, sud-
denly bringing the light of a candle
near to the glass in which the animal
was confined. No sooner was this done
than the scorpion invariably showed
signs of great excitement, running
round and round the interior of the
tumbler with reckless velecity for a
number of times.

This state having lasted for a minute
or more, the animal suddenly became
quiet, and, turning its tail or the hinder
part of its body over its back, brought
its recurved sting down upon the mid-
dle of the head, and, piercing it qdite
forcibly, in a few seconds became quite
motionless, and, in fact, quite dead.
This observation was repeated very
frequently; in truth, it was adopted as
the best plan of getting rid of the ani-
mals, and the young people were in the
habit of handling the scorpions with
impunity immediately after they were
so killed, and of preserving many of
them as curiosities.

Astonishing Faith,

Once upon a time, years go, plain
Mzr. Disraeli was in Leeds, and he was
waited upon by the Secretary of a cer-
tain institution in that town, who asked
him to give a lecture or an address. He
first made several excuses, then refused
utterly, and at last, being further
pressed, said: “Well, I will come and
give youan address this time ten years.”
‘With that assurance the Secretary wenf
away and waited. The ten years rolled
along, and at their expiration he came
to'London, sought and obtained an in-
terview with the Premier, reminded
him of his promise, and claimed its fnl-
fillment. The great man had, of course,
forgotten all about the matter, but when
it was brought to his recollection he
again made polite excuses, pointed ouf
that circumstances in the meantime
had greatly changed, and that he had
other duties to attend to now. But the
Jecretary was an old-fashioned manj;
he had the curieus and ohsolete idea
that a promise was a promise, and
ought to be carried out, and said as
much. “And did you really believe af
that time,” said his Lordship, “that X
should carry out that promise?” “Cer-
tainly,” was the reply, “if you were still
alive and able to do it.” “Well,” said
the Premier,in a musing tone, “it is
truly astonishing what faith people
have in me.” He did not deliver the
lecture, and is still, therefore, consid-
ered to have broken his word by the
lSscretary of the institution.—London
etter,

A MaN of bad reputation was com-
plaining to the writer that a certain
person had ruined his character. “So
much the better,” replied the writer,
“for it was a very bad one, and the
sooner it was destroyed, the more to
your advantage.”



