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Something Still to Do.

Though the day lias nearly passed,
Sit notdown withfolded hands,

Labor while the hours shall last
—

While shall Bow life's golden sands;
Lifeis changeful—ever brief—

Oh ! improve each fleeting spr.n.
Turn,each day, some brighter leaf,

Measure time bydeeds toman!

Know'st thou not some burdened soul.
Fettered bydisease and pain?

Point to him the heavenly goal-
Bid himrise and strive again;

Know'st thou nota drooping heart,
Sinking 'ncath misfortune's Wight 'i

Go, and friendship's warmth impart—
Give to him aray of lig-ht!

We are not to know the way,
God shall worklife's problem out

—
Let us labor while we may,

Trusting him,nor have adoubt;
And withlove for allmankind.

Resting not tilllifebe through-
Let us work, when we shall find

Something still forus todo!

SIGHTED AT LAST.
"Yes, Nellie, Imust go ;Iam tired of

this way of living;itseems as thoughIam
without a friend in my own house; even
father has turned against me, and seems to

forget lam his child. Oh, dear ! Itis too
hard— indeed itis— to be turned fromone's
own home bythose who have noright to do

bo. Oh mother ! "Would thatIcould have
died when Iwas born!Why wasIleft to
struggle through this cold world, alone and
unloved ?''

"Fred, don't say no one loves you; re-
member that Ido, and will,come what
may. Eut why do you feel so badly ? Per-
haps things are not as bad as they seem, af-
ter all. Iknow itis hard to be treated in
6uch a way,but keep up your courage, and
all willcome right, depend upon it."

Nellie Arrr.itage looked up to her lover
with a bright smile, although her eyes were
filled withtears. She could not be entirely
happy, for she knew too well that others
were trying their best to separate her from
him. Still she kept abrave heart, and be-
lieved they could and would be happy yet.

There was a pause of a few moments

which at List was broken by Fred, who
said:

—
"Well,Nellie,Iwilltry to be patient, but

don't think for a moment that Idoubted
your love. No, not for worlds would Ido
that, for itis the one bright star of my
life, and this world would be dark indeed
without my littleNellie to love me."

Several years before my story opens,
there lived on the banks of the Hudson a
gentleman by the name of Harmon, a
wealthy, retired merchant. His summers
were spent at his country residence, where
he could be free from the dust and turmoil
of the city,and where his friends were en-
tertained in true hospitality, for all knew
they were sure of a hearty welcome from
James Harmon.

His wife,a lovely blonde-, refined and ac-
complished, had left her sunny Southern
home, to share the one so lavishly fitted up,
for her husband had spared no pains to
have everything in a style that would sat-
isfy even the most expensive taste. Wealth
was displayed in every part of the house
and surroundings. Happy indeed were
they in their beautiful home, and when,
two years later, a little heir was born to
them, their happiness seemed increased
tenfold. Little Fred, as he was called,

•was idolized and petted to his heart's con-
tent; both father and mother never tired of
listening to his baby prattle. As time
passed, he grew to be a fine,bright boy,
gaining the love of all by the sweetness of
Ms disposition and gentle ways;but ere he
reached the age when he most needed a
mother's love and protection, she was tak-
en from him, and at the age of nine years
he was left motherless.

Now itwas that Fred was left wholly to
the care ofhis kind and devoted nurse, who
seemed to think nothing too good for her
little charge. Nothing ef importance
transpired during the few succeeding years
till,at the age of sixteen, Fred whs sent oil
to college, his father meantime intending
to travel in search of health and pleasure'
and itwasduring a trip onone of our ocean
steamers he chanced to meet with a Mrs.
Travers, and itwas the mistake of a life-
time when, sixmonths later, he made her
his wife. Why he had been so fascinated
\u25a0with this woman he could never tell;but
too soon he found he had been deceived,
and saw her in her true light.
"Ihave just received a telegram from

my son, saying he willbe here this even-
ing."

Mr.Harmon looked at his wife as he
made the remark, expecting at least some
sign of pleasure. She simply raised her
eyes, and said :—:

—
"Ah,indeed
"Yes,he willbe here on the seven o'clock

train. Will you see that his room is made
teady forhim ? Itis nearly two years since
Fred went to college;Ireally long to see
my boy."

"Youcan Bpeak to Katie; she willput
the room in order ; it is not necessary for
me to leave mybook, is it?"

\u25a0Then, fearing she had said a little too
much, Mrs. Harmon rose fromher seat, and
•aid:—
""Well,Iguess Iwillgo and speak toher
myself."

No sooner had she left the room than
the whole expression of her face changed;
her eyes flashed as she said, in a low tone:

"Coming home, is he ? Well, he won't
find a very warm reception here, and his
Stay willbe short. Iam the mistress of
this house now, and he willfind it out,I
guess. Because Imarried his father he
needn't for a moment suppose Iam going
to have him here, spying on allthat goes
on. Itis enough to have that old nurse,
with her hateful steel gray eyes, peering
at me all the time. Never mind! I'll
get ridof her soon, and then I'llreign su-
preme."

A shr.ill whistle, and the cars were at the
depot. With a beating heart and quick
ptep, Fred Harmon hastened to the home of
his boyhood. He hesitated for a moment
\u25a0before entering, and, looking in at the win-
dow, he saw his father. Then itwas that

he realized he was to meet his new mother
for the first time* As ho passed through

the door, the first one ho met was his old
nurse, who,on seeing him, threw her arms
around her "boy," as she still called him,

although he was now most grown to man-
hood, and said:

"Oh ! it docs my old heart good to sco

youonce more !"
He felt he was indeed welcome. His

father, hearing voices, hastened into the
hall, and, as he clasped tho hand extended
to him inboth his ov.-n, his voice trembled
as he s:iid, "Welcome home, my son !glad

to Bee you." Then, turning, he added,

"Reed, this is yourmother; have you no

word for her?"
For a moment Fred did not speak; lie

was intent on studying the face before
him;then he approached her, and said :

—
"Mother, lam glad to meet you, and

hope yon are -well."
Soon supper was announced, and Katie

had well remembered her boy's taste ; he
felt almost happy as he recognized her
kindness in a!l around ;he knew she had
thought of his comfort and pleasure, as she
had often done when he was a hoy. Yet
he ate little, for he felta strange, unpleas-
ant feeling every time he raised his eyes
and met those of his stepmother.

During the weeks that followed, Fred
spent much of his time in roving around
his old pleasure haunts, and visiting his
former friends. Itwas at this visit he met
Nellie Armitage, and their friendship soon

ripened intolove. This was the cause of
much annoyance to Mr. Harmon, for he
had planned a brilliantmatch for his son

when the time came for him to marry, and
his pride was hurt to find his son was in-
terested in one whom he considered so far
beueath him both in wealth and social po-

sition.
As Mr.Harmon sat reading his paper,

his wife came into the room, and, in a

laughing manner, said:
"Fred seems quite inlovewith the school-

teacher ;quite a brilliantmateh
—

don't you
think so, my dear ?"

Nothing could have been more disagree-

able to Mr.Harmon than this remark, and
he threw down his paper. Turning hastily
around, he remarked :

"This must
—

yes, itshall
—

be put an end
to! IfFred dares to marry that girlIwill

cut him off without one cent !"
Mrs. Harmon now saw her way clear, and

she lost no opportunity to widenthe breach
between father and son.

We willnot enter into the details of all
that passed between the proud, stern, am-
bitious father and his scheming wife. Suf.
fice to say that two years later found Fred
Hannon entirely separated from his father
commencing business as a physician in an-
other city, among strangers.

Itwas during a visit toNellie inhis na-
tive town, some time after, that the con-
versation took place which we record at the
dpur.-ir.g of our story.

Strange as itmay seem, the once devoted
lovebetween father and son, had, throug-h
the influence of an unprincipled, designing
woman, been turned to hate, and they now
met as strangers.

Subsequent events show that inspite of
all the power that Mrs. Harmon exercised
over her husband, he stillretained the old
nurse, Katie, inhis family,and no person
could influence him against her. Katie
was true to her charge, and never lost an
opportenity to try to heal the wound be-
tween father and son.

Mrs. Harmon, suspecting that Katie had
some influence, and.fearing shemight undo
what she had already done, left no stone
unturned, till at last, one day, upon her
husband's temporary visit to the city,she
discharged her.

A few days later, Mr.Harmon returned
and complained of not feeling well. The
next morning found him confined to his
bed, and under the care of aphysician. A
great change seemed to have come over
him, both in mind and body;he seemed to
shrink from his wife, and did not wish to

have her around him. Calling his physi-
cian to his bedside, he asked him to go for
Katie; he wished to speak to her; he
knew his cn-1 was drawing near, and he
must have some one with him that he could
trust.

Receiving the summons, Katie hastened
to the bedside of her old master. What
was the subject of conversation between
them during the two hours of her stay co
one ever knew. Katie never saw her mas-
ter again, for the next day she was called
away to a distant city.

Afterlingering a few days, Mr.Harmon
passed to his higher home, and Mrs. Har-
mon fount herself the sole heir to his im-

mense fortune.
On hearing of his father's death, a few

weeks after ithad occurred, Fred Harmon
felt deeply his loss, for he had never ceased
to love and revere him, even though forced
to be separated. On finding how the will
had been made, he felthurt that he should
have been entirely cut off, and sought
counsel from a lawyer, trusting something
might be done. They informed him that
all attempts to recover anything from the
estate wouldbe useless.

Itwas a great blow to Fred, for he had
hoped tobe able to set up a little home of
bis own soon;but itseemed as if fate was
against him. Stillhe kept on witha brave
heart, trusting a brighter day would come
yet- He was favored in one way, at least,
for Nellie Armitage was visiting friends in
the city;so he had the pleasure of seeing
her often, and he felt that one, at least, was
praying forhis success.

She was a kind-., gentle-hearted girl, yet
no one would think of calling her beauti-
ful; sti!l there was a look in her clear,

bright eyes that won the respect of all who
knew her. From her childhood she had
always been kind to the poor, and many a
littleheart was made happy at Christmas
time by some giftfrom "Miss Nellie," as
she was universally called.

One day when looking from'the window,

Nellie saw a child struggling through the
storm, thinlyclad, and withipair of half
worn shoes upon her littlei'<=et. She hast-
ened to the door and called the child;at
first the little one seemed to shrink from
her, but Nellie soon made her feel that she
had nothing to fear, and, taking her into
the house, gave her food, find moa2y to buy
6hoes with. Itwas only a few days after,

that, passing along the street, Nellie met

the same child. For a moment she felt
indignant, and was tempted topass her by
without a word, forshe saw that the child
had on the same old shoes; after a mo-
ment's thought she called the child to her,

and asked her where the money was, and
why she had not bought the shoos, After
some persuasion the little girlowned that
she had used the money to buy food for her

sick sister.
At first, Nellie could not cr^'Tt t*i> story,

but at length agreed to go home vitli the
child, and then she found her story too

true. Anolder sister lay upon a sick bed.
Toor child! She 10.-ked indeed worn out;

the constant watching bythe bed of amother
who, only a few days before had died and
left them alone, had completely prostrated
her. She told Nellie she had done some

sewing, but could not get paid for it, and
her only friend was an old woman, whohad
lately moved into the rooms below.

Nellie left them for a few moments to
procure food and nourishment, then, hast-
ening to the office of her lover, asked him
to accompany her to the sick girl's room.
Hastily putting onhat and coat, they soon
reached the house. After talking a few
moments to the doctor, they soon found
she only needed food and rest, and he left
a prescription, promising tocall the next
day, While he was speaking, the old wo-
man of whom the sick girlspoke came in
to the room. She looked sharply at him,

and, during subsequent visits, seemed to
take much interest in him. Each time he
met her he seemed to feel he had seen
that face before, but where, he could not
tell.

That day, when he and Nellie were go-
inghome together from their visit, a pair

of fine, handsome horses passed them; they

could see the face of Mrs. Harmon within.
For a moment Fred paused and looked af-
ter the passing carriage.

"Oh, Nellie! To think Iwas cut off
without a cent ? Itis too hard."

"Never mind, Fred ;itis always darkest
before day, you know."

On his visit the next day, Mrs. Harris, as
we willnow call the old woman of whom we
have spoken, asked him 'iihe would grant

her a favor;itwouldn't take much time,

but itwouldbe a comftrt \to her. After
promising that he would do all inhis power
to aid her, she toldhim in a few words of
an unpaid dress-making bill due the sick

girl,which she had been unable to collect,

as the dress was not finished, her mother
being ill,and needing all her care and at-
tention. The lady was angry because it
was not completed at the promised time,

and had refused to pay the bill.
Fred told her that his carriage was at

the door, and he would take her to the
house of the lady ;she went for her bon-
net and quickly returned ; after driving a
few miles from the city, they drew up be-
fore a large, fine looking mansion.

"Now Iwant you to go in withme," said
Mrs. Harris.

Fred thought the whole proceeding
strange ;but, as he had humored her so
far, he concluded to do as she asked ;so,
fastening hi3horse, they went up the
step 3 together, rang the bell, and were
ushered into the drawing-room. After 'a

few moments' delay, to his surprise and
unspeakable astonishment, he found him-

self face to face with Mrs. Harmon, his
stepmother.

She did not recognize him, as he had
changed much since she last saw him; then
he was only a boy, as itwere ;now he had
grown to be a large, fine looking man, with
fullbeard, and a skin browned by exposure
to the sun.

But he knew her only too well;every
feature of her wicked face was impressed
deep in the mind of the man she had rob-
bed of his father's love and fortune.
Though inwardlymuch agitated, hia pro-
fession had taught him self-control, and as
he took a proffered seat, a casual observer
wouli'iii-.ve noticed nothing unusual in his
demeanor.

Mrs. Harris immediately made known
her errand, and presented the bill, which
Mrs. Hurmon refused to pay, pleading a
broken contract as an excuse; she had
been disappointed in receiving her dress
too late for the occasion for which it was
ordered, and the girlmust feel the weight
of her displeasure by the loss of the
money.

Mrs. Harris explained the circumstances,

but to no avail, Sue then spoke her fmind
fre#ly, which proceeding resulted in »n
order from Mrs. Harmon to leave her house,
and Dr. Harmon arose from his seat, as he
started for the door, wishing to end what
to him had been a very unpleasant inter-
view. Mrs. Harris also arose, and, placing
her hand onhis arm, said,

—
"Stop one moment."
"Thsn, turning, she faced Mrs. Harmon

and said
—

"Madam, thisis not the first time you have
spurned me from your door. Eight years

ago Iwas housekeeper in Mr. Harmon's
house on the Hudson."

Taking from her head the wig of black
hair, she stood, before their astonished
gaze, the gray-haired old Kate Harris.
Then, raising her bent form to its full
height, she fixedher sharp, piercing eyes
on the proud, wicked face of the woman be-
fore her, and, with a low, clear voice, in
which was the pent up wrath of years, she
said, —

'\u25a0Mrs. Harmon, Iam here to day to give
back to its lawful owner, Frederic Harmon
who stands before you, his father's estate-
wliich youhave obtained through intrigue
and fraud."

"Itis a lie !"hissed Mrs. Harmon, who
had recovered sufficiently from her surprise
to answer.
"Ihave papers," continued old Katie,

without noticing the interruption, "with
me, that willprove your marriage nulland
void, as the ceremony took place three
days before the decree of divorce, obtained
by bought witnesses, from your former
victim John Travers, whom you married
for his wealth, and deserted when mis-
fortune and poverty overtook him."

"Here Mrs. Harmon attempted to answer,
but old Katie raised her hand toward the
bewildered and frightened woman, and
then drew forth the documents, saying,

—
"Ihave here the will made by James

Harmon one week before he died, and after
he learned your true character ;it is duly
signed and witnessed ;hut forpoverty and

sickness in a distant city, you would have
heard from me before."

Mrs. Ilarmon, as she saw the will, fully
realized her situation; she hail always
known that her marriage could not stand
the test of law, but had felt safe, as it had
never beforo been disputed ; she saw it
was worse than hopeless to dinpute the
will, and even her widow's dower was
spirited away as ifby magic.

Fred drove backjto the city with his old
nurse in a half bewilderod state of mind,

and it was some time beforo he could
really understand the change in his pros-
pects.

We willleave the reader to imagine the
rest, and only add that old Katie is again
housekeeper in the beautiful home on the
banks of the Hudson, and finds a kind
mistress in the new Mrs. Harmon.

HOMB EDUCATION.

There is a popular fallacy that, without
the advantage of good schools, education
cannot be obtained. But letitbo remem-
bered that many great and good men and
women ofthe age were, and are, almost
wholly self-educated. Education, as we
understand the very comprehensive term,!is

not merely the highest development of the
intellectual faculties; an acquaintance
with the arts and sciences. "Train up a
childin the wayhe should go,"is the di-
vine injunction. The moral as wellas the
intellectual must be regarded. Impres-
sions traced upon hearing and mind in
childhood'are rarely obliterated, but re-
main withus through life, strengthening
and deepening with our years j exerting
an evilor a'salutary influence over all our
actions. How important, therefore, that
only the best of influences be brought to
bear upon the youthful mind. "What has
the great and good Watts expressed with
regard to this[same education of youth ?

—
"Their future character as social and moral
beings will be greatly influenced by the
manner in which they are taught from an
early period to regulate their emotions,

by directing them to adequate and |worthy
objects, andcontrolling them by great prin-
ciples of wisdom and virtue."

Children naturally regard their parents
as their superiors, and readily accept and
imbibe theirjviews;and it would appear
that to them the great Giver had entrusted
the important responsibility of moulding
the useful and "susceptible mind. Parti-
cularly is itthe duty of mothers to attend
to the moral and intellectual development
of their children. Itis to be lamented
that as a class they are not better fitted to
conduct the education of their own offspring.
De Stael said, "If you would ensure the
nappiness of France, instruct the mothers
of the French people." And the noble
expression is alike applicable toour ownna-
tion. Ifwe would but adopt such a plan,
what a glorious improvement there would
be in the affairs of our land ;what diminu-
tion of vice!

There are those among us, young men
and women with whom adverse fortune has
dealt roughly

—
whose aspirations have

been fettered and oppressed by the galling
chains of adversity

—
who would gladly ac-

cept opportunities for instruction ; whose
hearts crave the priceless boon of educa-
tion; but their respective occupations, en-
grossing the whole of their time during
the day, do not permit them the leisure to
improve themselves as they desire todo.

The Man to Live Long.

He lias a proper and well-proportioned
stature, without, however, being too tall.
Fie is rather of a middle size, and somewhat
thick-set. His complexion is not toe florid;
at any rate, too much ruddiness inyouth is
seldom a sign of longevity. His hair ap-
proaches rather to the fair than to the black.
His skin is strong, but not rough His
head isnot too big:he has large veins in
the extremities ; his shoulders are round
rather than Hat;his neck is not too long ;
his a Women does not project ;his hands are
large bat not deeply cleft. His foot is rather
thick than long, and his legs arc firm and
round. He has a broad, arched chest, a
Strong voice, and the faculty ofretaining his
breath for a lung time without difficulty.
There is harmony in allhis parts. His senses
are good, but not too delicate ;his pulse is
slow and regular. I!is stomach is excellent;
his appetite good and digestion easy. The
joys of the table are to him of import-
ance; they tune his mind to serenity, and
his soul partakes in the pleasure which they
communicate. lie does not eat merely fur
the sake of eating, but each meal is an hour
ofdaily festivity. He eats slowly and has
not too much thirst, the latter being always
a sign of rapid self-consumption. He is
serene, loquacious, active, susceptible of joy,
love and hope, but insensible to the impres-
sions of hatred, anger and avarice. His
passion never become-; violent or destructive,

f ever he gives way to anger, he experi-
ences rather a u-eful glow of warmth, an
artificial and gentle fever, without an over-
flowing of the bile. He is fond also of em-
ployment, particularly calm meditation and
agreeable speculations. He is an optimist,
a friend to nature and domestic felicity. He
has no thirst after honor or riches, and ban-
ishes all thoughts of to-morrow.

A DEADLY SPICING.

A writer in a California^ newspaper
says :About half a mile over a mountain
from Bartlett Springs there is what is
called the Gas Spring. This is probably
the greatest curiosity of the mountains.
The water is ice-cold, but bubbling and
foaming as ifit boiled, and the greatest
wonder is the inevitable destruction of life
produced by inhaling the gas. No live
thing is to be found within a circuit of
one hundred yards of the spring. The
very birds, if they happen to fly over it,
drop dead. We experimented witha lizard
onit3destructive properties by holding it
ajfew feet above the water; it stretched
dead intwo minutes. Itwillkilla human
being in twenty minutes. We stood over
itabout fiveminutes, when a dull, heavy,
aching sensation crept over us, and our
eyes began to swim. The gas which es-
capes here is the rankest kind of carbonic,

hence its sure destruction of life:also
ofquenching of flame instantaneously.

Harvard has raised over $3,000 forboat-
in? this Tear.

Cbarlie Johnson's Picnic.

Charlie Johnson went to a picnic the other
day.

Charlie is a Crstratc fellow, only he's ter-
riblybashful.

lie allied to see Miss Jones one night. He
acver would have been guilty of.such an act,

bad she not met him coining out ofchurch
—cornered him right up by the steps where
all the girls, could see him

—
and made him

promise to come round the next night
—

be-
ibre she'd let him go.

So the followingevening Charlie arrayed
himself like a lily ofthe Held, aud started
for the Jones.'

This happened last winter.
Jle got there about eight o'clock. Itwas

Unitedark. Charlie monnted the steps; rang

the bell; and then
—

his courage failed him.
He cleared the six steps at one leap and fled
Jown the street.

Bridget went to the door. Nobody there.
Old Jones hailed Bridget and a-ked her who
rang the bell. ''Share it's some of-of-of
thiin lads that do be ringin' the bill ivery
aight, and-und thin run away

—
bad look to

him, at arl and at ail !
"

"Once more to the breech, dear friends,
"

was Charlie's soliloquy, as he slowly retrac-
ed his step*. With glad and gallant tread
did he re-ascend the front stoop and blithely
pulled the bell. But nimbly did he again
descend the steps and swiftlydisappear up
the street, reaching the quarter post in forty
seconds.

Bridget at the door : same result as be-
fore. Bridget waxed wroth. And old Jones
vowed he'd fix that infernal whelp;so he
got a piece of stout broom-cord ;tied one
end of it to the iron railing on the further
?ide of the steps, about a foot higher than
the top step ;then passed it through ahole
in the filigree work on the other side of the
steps at the same height ;brought the end
Off the string through the blind of the bay-
window, thence into the parlor;afterwards
he went out and slackened the string, so as
to have itlay flat along the step where no-
body would notice it in coining vp

—
lul

where, ifitwere tightened up from within
the house, after one had gone up the step,
one would bs somewhat apt to ''notice" it
in going down especially if one were in a
hurry.

Then Mr.Jones sat down in the parlor ;
grasped one end of the string aud waited for
the bell to ring.

Bridget, not aware that the old gent had
set the trap, had a "littlesomething" fixed
up herself. She repaired to the kitchen ;
took the boiling tea-kettle from the range ;
meindered up-stairs with it;sat down by
a window right over the front door ;and
waited, too, for the bell to ling.
Itrang.
The old man pulled the string—Bridge!

emptied the kettle
—

and Charlie
—

Well, itdidn't hurt Charlie much. That
is to say,he was able ina couple of weeks to
fit up and have his bed made; and inside
uf amonth he could get around very nicely
on apair ofcrutches. To be sure, six ofhis
rye teeth -were never found and his left eye
looked as ifhe'd run a knot-hole into it.
But he didn't mindsuch a littlethingas that:
still, he never seemed to care to go down to
the Jones' afterward, as a sort ofacoldness.
is it%vere, had sprung up between them.

Nowadays when Charlie wishes to experi-
ence the ecstatic delight ofa call on Miss
Jones, he goes out and lays down in the road
in front of his house and lets a hack run
over him; It's just as much fun aud noi
near so far to go. He thinks that by tht
time he can let a full grown omnibus drivt
over the bridge ofhis nose, without making
him wink, he'll be able to stand anothei
whirl down at Jones.'

Shall have to defer the picnic story.

THE TWO SIDES OF THE FACE.

TVe should expect the convex ca6t of one
side of the face to fit,line to line, into the
concave cast of the other ;but it is doubts
fulifthere is to be anywhere found one
single head of this ideal perfection. Nei-
ther the contour of the cheeks, nor the lines
of the countenance, are the same on both
sides, and they are all the less so because
every one unconsciously tends to perform
many unilateral facial movements, which
in time cause a divergence between fche two

sides of the face. Besides, the head, pro-
jecting as itdoes freely into the air,is more
dependent than we imagine on wind and

weather. Suppose aperson were to sit con-
stantly at a window,turning one side to the
cooler atmosphere out-of-doors, and the oth-
er toward a hot stove

—
the result would be

a two-fold growth of the facial muscles.
One side of the face might become rounded
the other flat or concave; and, though such
faces are not unfrerjuent, we do not notice
the anomaly, simply because we are accus-
tomed to it. Inthe Lapp we have a good

illustration of this unequal development.

Just as the trees of his native land are
stunted, so, too,his features become mon-
strous, irregular, and one-sided ;the frontal
bones are forced, as though by spasm, down

on the maxillaries, producing the most sin-
gular combinations and contortions of the
features. Anot uncommon form of asym-
metry, in more favored hinds, is the pres-

ence of a dimple on one cheek, while the

other has no such indentation, or but a

very faint one. Insuch cases the face has
as itwere, a summer andawinter side, just

like the apple, whichis round and ruddy on
its summer side, but on the shade side flat-
tened and wan.

PRIDE AT FUNERALS.

Gerrit Smith was inreceipt of an annual
income of, say, a hundred thousand dollars,

he died in the cityofNew York;his family
placed his remains in"aplain black walnut
case, utterlydevoid of ornament." Here is
a familypossessing wealth and a refined
taste. Ifthere was ever in this absurd
and ridiculous world an occasion when pro-
priety and the fitness of things forbids dis-
play, show, sham, iti3when we are about
topart forever, in this world,with one we

have loved and esteemed. Yet how few of
our villiagepeople wouldfeel satisfied with
the simple posies plaoed upon the coffin of
a deceased child by the hands ofsincere af-
fection? If there be not wreaths, and
crosses, and crowns, inall the most expen-

sive flowers of the season, there is a suspi-

cion of slight; to say nothing of theaccount
inthe newspapers which Co3t so much wear

and tear ofconscience to the tolerably hon-

est reporter. A few such examples as this
exhibited by the family of Gerrit Smith,

willdo something to repres3 afash ionwhich
has immeasurably outgrown all warrant for
itsbeing.

Frcc-and-Ensy Beauties.

Ina general way, there is a certain air of
formality about even the greatest flirt,when
she happens to be unmarried. The beau
who desires to stand well in her favor must
approach her with caution, and must re-
member that she is likely to lapse into the
melting mood when the eyes of the world
are not upon her. Itwill he necessary for
him, moreover, to take the initiative, and to
arrive at an estimate of what her real feel-
ings are, by observing sundry apparently
insignificant signs rather than by watching
her usual demeanor. The latter, us a mutter
of fact, is of little account. The youDg
lady who will talk loudly with nine out of
ten gentlemen with whom she is brought in
contact, when she is surrounded by a large
gathering, is frequently by no means tiie
inveterate spoon that is the maiden who,
when in company, is inclined to be exces-
sively prim anil conventional. The Crs-t-
-mentioned posse.-ses the instincts of an
actress, and plays up to you as much for the
purpose of impressing her friends and ac-
quaintances as for the sake of ministering
to any purel}" sentimental feeling. The
last-mentioned, on the other hand, shuns
general observation, because she has an
objection to being talked about, and becomes
confidential and languishing when free from
general observation, simply on account of
the fact that her mind is ofa romantic, and,
perhaps, rather mawkish order. Itis prob-
able that mere vanity, as much as any
inclination of an amorous nature, is often
the mainspring of the action wliich she
takes, there being no evidence to the elfect
that the feminine mind takes le=s delight in
making conquests than does the masculine.
This is by the way. Without stopping to
analyze the motives by which young and
unmarried beauties are actuated, this much
may be taken as proved, that they never ap-
pear quite themselves. Most of them would*
like to get married, but there are very few
who will state this much, though nearly all
show it by the line of conduct which they
adopt. Nota few of them have a preference
for certain representatives of the male
species, but, so far from frankly avowing
that this is the case, they take immense
pains to disguise the fact. A large portion
ofthem crave after the company of members
of the opposite sex. yet the majority ofthem
persistently pretend that to nothing are they
so indifferent as the society of gentlemen.
Their love for each other is not always of
an overpowering character, but the manner
in which they act is certainly calculated to

lead to a different conclusion. Allthis may
be the result of the natural modesty of the
female character, and may be quite in har-
mony with the tone of polite society. But
there is reason to believe that ifwomen
were not diffident, and fearful, above all
other things, of aught that is unkind being
=aid of them, they would pursue a different
policy. The veteran flirt, who has flirted
desperately for a number of years, but has
never succeeded in hooking a husband, is
more pronounced than is the juvenile co-
quette, but it is a question whether her
feelings are very much different. Ina free-
and-easy fashion she lays siege to yourheart,
and is not desperately offended if,encour-
aged by her bearing, you become just a
trifle more froward than is properly permis-
sable; her less experienced rival waits and
hopes for you to make an attack upon her
aflections, but neither is she deeply grieved
nor mortally offended ifyou prove bolder
than she perhaps anticipated. In the one
case the man has, to use a sporting phrase,
to make all the running ;in the other, he
gets materially assisted, and occasionally is
jrged on just a trifle faster than he wishes
togo.

Religious Mania.

The Petersburg (Va.)News makes men-
tion of a singular mania among the colored
people of the Cockade City. Religious
revivals of the most exciting character have
been going on in the chnrches for some time
past, and the colored people generally have
become so "enthused" that in many cases
their condition approaches that of lunacy.
The same disorder broke out in Kentucky a
few years ago, and wa« called liy the medi-
cal men "the Kentucky jerk?." The News
says : "Yesterday morning the streets in the
upper portion of the city were resonant

with shouts, groans, and mumbled prayers.
About midday, in front of the Harrison
street coiored school, a scene took place
which defies description. Perhaps one hun-
dred children, from eiyht to fifteen years of
ige, were mingled in a crowd of dancing,
howling humanity

—
all repeating the same

formula, all making the same wild gestures,

illu^ing the same tone ofvoice. The giddy

mass surged hither and yon. while teachers
vainly commanded, entreated and implored

the enthused children to come to their
studies ;but they might as well have talked
to the wild waves ofthe sea when the storm-

iing held his court. Higher and higher
rose the tumult, till physical exhaustion
brought relief, alike to the perplexed teach-
;rs and wearied children."

Curious Facts.

Ifa tallow candle be placed in a gun and

thot at a door, it willgo through without
sustaining any injury:and ifa musket ball
bt fired into the water, itwiilnot only re-
fcoand, butbe flattened as if fired agaio«t a
substance. A musket ball may be fired
through a pane of glass, making a hole the
?ize of the ball, without cracking the glass;
ifthe glass is suspended by a string it will
make no difference, and the string willnot

vibrate. In the Arctic regions when the
thermometer, is below zero, persons can con-
verse more than a mile distant. Dr. Jami-
son asserts that he heard every wordof a
sermon at a distance of two miles. A
mother has been distinctly heard talking to

her child, on a still day, across water a mile
wide. These facts illustrate the veracity of
the proverb that "truth is stranger than
fiction."

"If,"advertised a philosophical victim,
"the person who took a fancy to my over-
coat was influenced by the weather, then all
is serene ;but ifhe did so from commercial
considerations, Iam ready to enter ink
financial negotiations forits return.

A Shrewd Father.

About a year ago, ifIremember rightly,
a story went the rounds which credited that
ingenious gentleman, the Western man with
having successfully carried out one of the
most original ofplans forgetting his daugh-
ters comfortably settled in life, without any
cost whatever to himself. He had a large

and expensive family. Three out of four
of the daughters were marriageable. They
were very pretty girls, and had many ad-
mirers. The father permitted them to

receive attentions from the most eligible
young men, and to all outward appearances
seemed perfectly content to part with hi-)

treasures until asked to do so. Each de-
mand for consent was the signal for an out-

burst of feeling that ended in the sudden
exit of'the nj)iilicaiit. The lovers, however,
were not to be prevented from attaining
happiness by what they believed to be the
whim of a selfish father. They eloped,
were married and forgiven. The real state
ofthe case was, the father could not afford
tobuy three suitable outfits, and pay the ex-
pense of three feasts. Not seeing any pros-
pect in the immediate future of being better
able to do so, after ransacking his brain to
finda way out of the difficulty,he at last
concluded to frown on the young people,
and take the chances of what might follow.
The elopements didn't cost him a ant :tho
expense ofoutfits and weddings was saved ;
and his rcnutatiu!! for liberality did not
suffer in the least, and hi- i.• -

\u25a0 _• .' irs con-
tinued in ignorance of the actual condition
of his exchequer.

Brevity and Business.
Ifyou have anything to say, say i: at onco

and leave compliments to 'leisure hours.
What would you think of the man who
would now begin abusiness letter with all
the antiquated formalities, sucb as

"
Itake

my pen in hand to inform you that we are
all enjoying a very good degree of health,
except myself, who has been affected with
rheumatiz; and Isend this hoping it may
find you enjoying the same blessing," «fee?
Ifyou have anything to say, especially to
the public, say itquickly and as briefly as
respectable language will permit. People
don't read long stories, now-a-days ;they
want something fresh, crisp, sharp, and to
the point, something that makes them sr.y,
"Well that man is wide awake, he's up to
the age, and going ahead; I'llgive Lima
call." Brevity isnot only the soul of wit,
but itis also the life of business.

A Curious Uniformity.

One of the most wonderful things in the
world is the uniformity ofapparent accidents.
Thus inGreat Britain, where the statistics
are much better preserved than in this
country, tho total number of deaths by
human violence in1670 was 16,953 :in1869
it-.vas 10,197 ;itwas lfl.<)Gß in 186S; 1(>,
BC6 in ISG7;16,915 in 18(50 ;17.37 iinISGj,
end 17,018 in 1864. Not only that, but the
?a:ne uniformity extends to the manner, in
which the victims met their deaths. How
are we to account for this uniformity, ex-
cept upon the principle that in the divine
economy ofNature there is no such thing
as an accident or an exception to ordinary
laws by which the whole universe i.<»
governed ?

Simple Method of Sharpening Razors.

Ithas long been known that the simplest
method ofsharpening a razor Ls to put it
for half an hour in water to which one-
twentieth ofits weight of muriatic or sul-
phuric acid has been added, then lightly
wipe itoff,and, after a few hours, set iton
ahone. The acid here supplies the place
of a whetstone by corroding the whole sur-
face uniformly,so that nothing further than
a smooth polish is necessary. The process
never injures good blades, while badly hard-
ened ones are frequently improved by it,
although the cause of this improvement re-
mains unexplained.

Undo Ben's Mistake.

Aplanter inVirginia, being dressed for
some special occasion, said to Uncle Ben, an
old familyservant :

"
Uncle Ben, how doI

look?"' Why youlooks splendid, marster;
splendid. Why, you looks as bold as, as a
lion."

"
What do you know about a lion?

You never saw one." "'Why, yes, Idid,
marster; I'se often seed a lion; offen."'
"Where, Uncle Ben?" "Why down on
Master Johnson's plantation ;they's got a
lion.and yon seed him, too; Iknow you
has."

"
Why, you old goose, you, that, is

not a lion, it is a jackass, and they have
named him

'
Lion." "Well 1 don't care

about dat
—
Idon't care for dat. You look

just like him."

Somewhat Condensed.

AFrench chemist is said to have con-
densed the body of his wife into the space
ofan ordinary seal, and had her highly pol-
ished and set in a ring. lie made a nice
income bybetting withlapidaries and others
that they could not tell the material of the
pet in three guesses, and, after pocketing
the money, would burst into tears, find pay;
11 Itis my dear, dead wife. Iwear her oat

ay finger to keep alive pleasant remembran-
ces of her."

The crowd outside the court room was
greatly disappointed at the result of the
Tichbofne trial. A reporter for the Daily
News ran to a cab, and said, "Drive me to
the Daily News office." "What's the sen-
tence?" asked the cab driver. "Fourteen
years' hard labor." "Then I'll see your
d d neck broke before I'lldrive you any-
where." This little dialogue is characteris-
tic of the crowd. Itwas a crowd of people
who had gradually come to consider the
Tichborne case a fight lxmveen a batcher
and the aristocracy, and whose mental con-
fusion was too great for them to consider
what that hypothesis involved.

Ata party in Kentucky, recently, some

young married women were present with
their babies, and some wicked wags found
an opportunity to chango the dresses cf
those little ones during the evening. The
result was a bad mixing up of families
which it took several days to straighten

out.

Advocates ofimproved husbandry
—

Old maids.


