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FAYREST MORTAY, LOVELY JOAN.

Just when the doxol’gy was sung,
And saints stood still, with heads low hung,
‘While walls and vaui(ed arches rung
With Father Smith's tongue—
Just then across the aisle there sprung
A tony youth, and proudly flung
Himself bm;ﬁ,{’l fut];u-e bﬂde&
‘Whose lovely @ arm he graspe
Betore she’d sald a word, or gasped
A breath of approbation!

S0 dark and cloudy was the night

The waning moon lost all her llg'lllt.
‘While not a star in sight

To tell the youth W street was right;
And his betrothed spoke not a word,
Nor even acted like she heard -

The words he said, but onward sped.
As should a fond, prospective groom,
He strove to ease her silent gloom

With strains of adoration.

Ho heaved a sepulchral moan

That ended in a lo' groan,

Then these words e in frenzied tone:
. lovely Joan

'ming none are known
any land where birds have flown ;

On any sea where sails are blown ;
"Neath any sky where stars e’er shone ;
"Mid tropio sands or ioy zong),
With thee I'd rather dwell alone,
With naught to eat save crust and bone—
Or both lie buried *neath one stone,
Tlan without thee to live and own
A crown, a scepter, and a throne.”

She heaved asigh and wiped her eye,
‘Which made our youthful hero feel
That all his earthly woe, or weal,

‘Was near its termination.
“Tn those tear-dimmed, angelic eyes
Methinks, e’en now, I see arise
The pearly gates of Paradise,
Through which there glides, and swiftly flies,
As lightning through the starlit skies,

A turtle dove, which bears, my love,
Within its pure and graceful beak,
‘Words that none but angels speak—

Save thee, their near relation !

‘When I behold those golden curls
(And sure they’d charm great men like Earls)
I know thou’rt not as other girls;
This dimpled chin, that classic nose
(What fragrant music when it blows!);
Those cheeks which blush e’en like the rose
That in the choicest bower grows
So oft and oft have I caressed—
And still more oft, thou knowst, I've pressed
Those finger-tips and velvet lips !
'Tis joy supernal, bliss most sweet,
To bow before thee and thy feet,
And take an observation ! , N

¢ My very heart with rapture thrills

Whene'er I think how, freed from ills
Of this sad life, by you, my wife—"

Before the ¢ wife ”* was half pronounced

The fair one turned and at him bounced
This fierce ejaculation :

“Hold! hold! you yellow-headed brute!

Hold | hold, I say, you frog-eyed newt!

I swan I's half a mind to shoot

A great brick-bat clur through yer hat!

And now, you ugly blue-nosed wretch,

Yer’d better git, or shur I'll fetch

Handfuls of wool from off yer head

And scratch yer chin as blue as lead !
You son of old Tarnation !”

Soon sticks and stones flew thick and fast

As hallstones in a summer blast,

And, though he dodged them as they passed,
There came an awful rock at last

Which struck a tree, square at him glanced,
And laid him m.oﬂon.!ess—'-enh'gnceq g i
rn et

He threw away his ear, and danced,
Then, fire and brimstone ! how he pranced
And raved and tore! and almost swore
He’d never, ’cept insane, or blind,
Attempt to escort wo! d
So vile with degradation !

You’ve heard, now, boys, my story through,
So listen now—a word to you!
‘Whene'er your Joan from church you'd take,
Before you've made the final break,
In darkest night, or mid-day bright,
I pray you to right sharply look
ich is your Joan, and which the cook
Of Afric emigration !
ALBION, ILL, WALTER COLYER.

A DECIDED ANSWER.

I had long suspected there was a ro-
mance connected with my Cousin Mira-
bel’s cameo ring, fer she had a habit of
turning it upon her finger and looking
at it with tender, shining eyes, but if
observed she would instantly desist and
cover the jewel with her right hand.

After ten months’ teaching, it was like
paradise to get down to Stone Cottage,
on the shore of Lake Michigan, where
my maiden cousin resided. She lived
alone with the exception of a single ser-
vant, Her father had left her sufficient
money to place her above the reach of
want, that is above the want that presses
and pursues the poor, but not beyond
the dire want, the terrible heart hunger
that takes possession of the lonely.

Although Mirabel was a first cousin I
had not heard from her for years until
her letter came to me at the seminary,
where I was teaching, inviting me to
spend the coming vacation at Stone Cot-
tage. I had been four days at the cot-
tage and felt quite settled and at home,
Mirabel had the rare and excellent trait
of letting her guests enjoy themselves as
they chose. She did not deem it neces-
sary to be always at their side trying to
entertain them, and, fine woman though
she was, it would nci have been always
desirable. Yes, I say to myself with
emphasis, Cousin Mirabel is a fine wom-
an, despite her 30 years, As I spoke
I saw in imagination the tall, elegant
figure, the white brow and dark, heavy
hair, but, most of all, the reserved and
pensive air that characterized this
woman,

Ever since our dinner at 2 o’ciock I
had been sitting out on the piazza,
muffled up in a cloak, for the lake breeze
was damp and cold. I believe Mirabel
could live nowhere else than on the shore
of a stormy lake, At 3 o’clock I saw her
leave the house by a side door. She was
wrapped in her storm cloak and had the
hood drawn over her head. At dusk
she had not returned. I entered the
house, but before striking a light I
looked from the window and saw her
coming through the gloom. I started
the fire and lighted the lamp, striving
to make the room comfortable for the
home-coming. I heard the outer door
open and shut, heard her pause in the
hall to hang up her cloak and then her
feet coming wearily up stairs. Very
wearily if séemed to me. She fapped on
the sitting-room door then pushed it
open. I started up, her hair was damp,
her face pale, and her eyes unusually
large and brilliant.

I drew her into the room, saying :
“‘ Your walk has been too much for you;
take this easy chair here by the fire.”

“No, it is not the walk,” she an-
swered, smiling a little at my anxiety.
“It is not the walk ; it is excitement.
Judge Parkhurst has been asking me to
marry him—the gentleman you saw here
on the first day of your arrival.”

“Oh!” I said, with a long-drawn
breath of real pleasure, thinking some
happiness was to be granted Mirabel at
last. “I hope you accepted him,”

“No, not exactly; he is to come for
an answer to-morrow.”

The tea had been brought im and
cleared away, and still I was talking
about the Judge. I concluded by say-
ing: ‘“He is a strong, true-hearted,
honorable man, and you will say yes,
won't you, Mirabel?”

““I don’t know, dear,” she answered,
steadily ; but, bending down to kiss her,
I saw that the dark eyes were full of
tears, My proud, impassive cousin
weeping? That was almost beyond be-
lief. She recovered herself without any
violent exhibition of emotion. The
flame shone on the gold setting of her
ring, and she began turning, it with a
caressing mcvement,

I drew an ottoman close to her feet,
and, laying my head in her lap, I said :
““Dear Cousin Mirabel, please tell me
:(l))ouf, your ring. I'm sure it has a his-

rv ’

She put her hand upon my head. “It
has, indeed, a history, and T will tell it
to you. I have been thinking all day of
Kenneth Deering, the man who gave me
this ring, and it will be a relief to talk
of him to-night. It may be wrong, bu$
I cannot heln it : indeed; T cannot.”

There was a short silence, as if she
were striving to overcome some bitter or
painful emotion. She began her story
in a low voice, and I did not look into
her face. 3

“Five years ago tc-night I met Ken-
neth Deering for the first time, I de-
sired a summer boarding place, and
Milly Bently wrote me : ¢We are back
again where we spent last summer. T
can recommend the place. Nice family,
splendid library, and pleasant sur-
roundings, I am sure you would be
suited if you were to come.’

“T was alone in the world ; one place
was as good as another to me, for I was
indifferent to all. I think 1t was the
mention of the library that decided me.
Milly was of the dark, slender, piquant
style of beauty, full of fire and vivacity.
We were too unlike to be perfectty con-
genial, yet we were friendly enough as
the world goes. I remember the first
afternoon of my arrival. Milly met me
in the hall and introduced me to the
ladies of the household. The weather
was warm, and I desired to be
shown to my room to Dbathe
my hands and face and change my trav-
eling dress. That done, I determined
to see the library before I should be
summoned to tea. Ihad seen the book
shelves on my way to my own apart-
ment. I was surprised at the number
of books, and the fine taste displayed in
the collection, Surély some one here
must have most scholarly tastes, I
thought. It didnot seem to me it could
be the bustling lLousewife to whom I
had been introduced, nor did I believe
it to be the master of the house, a de-
crepit old man who jshuffled past me in
the hall, Having run my eye over the
various titles I selected a volume of
poems, and seated myself at an open
window, but soon forgot my book
in the beauty of the landscape. The
soft summer twilight was gradually en-
veloping all cobjects. While absorbed
in a reverie the library door opened, a
gentleman advanced a few steps into the
room, but on perceiving me would have
withdrawn. He bowed, saying, ‘I beg
your pardon, I intrude.’

“‘No!" Iexclaimed, ‘itis I who am
the intruder ; pray remain : do not per-
mit my presence to drive you away, or I
shall not forgive myself for coming.’

‘‘ He thanked me, and, going to a cab-
inet of minerals, began comparing them
with the one he held in his hand. The
room was already dusk, so he lighted a
lamp. He invited me to look at the
minerals, which I did with interest, for
the collection was large and rare. ¢Per-
haps you can help me classify this odd
bit (;f rock,’ he said, suddenly. e:t[)IShOOk
my head. “I am a very poor geologist,
indeed,” I said. His face clouded a.gllgt-
tle as he remarked, ‘I will have to see
more about it to-morrow. I must have
my supper now. I suppose you have
had tea some hours ago.’

‘“No ; Thad not béen been to tea.

‘A servant, seeingalight in thelibrary,
entered. Supper had long been over.
Apology was made, but I had not been
in my room when the servant went to
announce the meal. Kenneth Deering,
as the gentleman proved tobe, cut short
his excuses by saying,  ‘Never mind,
Miss Madison, we will have our supper
together ; please take my arm.’

““We had a very social time over our
tea. Our acquaintance progressed rap-
idly. We made so many discoveries of
mutual likes and dislikes. We found
that we had so many tastes that were
congeniel ; we told each other so many
little incidents that were purely person-
terest that when we arose from the table
we seemed to have known each other for
a long time, if, indeed, we had ever been
stran¥ers. At the parlor door he took
my hand. ‘I must say good-night,
now, Miss Madison. I rarely spend
my evenings in there.” He gave
my hand a slight, lingering pressure.
From that instant we were friends for-
evermore. He ascended the stair, I
stood in a delicious dream. I was
scarcely conscious of my smrroundings.
I only felt sure that I did not wish to
meet any one just then. I moved down
the hall to what I supposed my own
room and opened the door. Milly Bent-
ly started from her easy chair laughing.
*Come in, comein,’ she said, ‘and tell
me where you have been. Your uncere-
monious way of entering rooms shows
me you have not left off your habit of
haunting houses. Our worthy hostess
was afraid you had committed suicide as
you did not answer the rap at your door.
I calmed her fears by saying you would
be best pleased by being left alone, that
you were tired and had probably fallen
asleep. Was I right or have you been
exploring the premises?” I narrated m
visit to the library and my meeting wi
Mr., Deering. She seemed a little an-
noyed, I thought, and I soon with-
drew.

‘“You know thatI am generally consid-
ered cold, practical and impassive. I
am, but I had met, for the first time in
my life, a man who had power to hold
my thoughts when he was out of sight.
A strange, sweet sense of being no long-
er desolate possessed my whole being.
I opened the window and looked out;
the stars were shining tranquilly in the
blue heavens. I was happy, the night
was beautiful, and God was good to me,
I could not pray ; my heart could find
no words in which to express its grati-
tude and content. My sleep was filled
with dreams half pleasant, half painful,
dreams of traveling in foreign countries,
and dreams of Milly and my new friend.
I had scarcely come back to reality by
morning, I think, for I was a long time
about dressing. I wore a white muslin
wrapper with flowers in my hair and at
my throat.

“The whole family was assembled. I
was presented to those whom I had not
met the evening before. After break-
fast those who had work to do went
about it, while we who consulted our
own inclination lingered in the wide,
cool breakfast room. I took a position
on a window seat, overlooking the lawn.
I had been there but a moment when
Kenneth came up., ‘If you cannot
help me about the minera{s, perhaps
you can about the flowers,” he said,
smilling, and indicating by a slight mo-
tion of the hand that the flowers I wore
called forth the remark,

““‘No, I fear not,” I replied. ‘I d>
not take kindly to technicalities. I only
understand their beauty, which is, per-
haps, more than most botanists do.’

] was seated, he standing ; hebentto-
ward me as he said. ‘Perhaps, and yet
botanist though I am, there is one kind
of beauty I do not fail to admire.’

‘I could not misunderstand theimplied
compliment, and blushed a little under
his steady gaze.

¢t Milly came up the next instant, and
the conversation drifted away to indif-
ferent topiecs. I could see that Ken-
neth’s attentions to me were a source of
displeasure to Milly. I had a sort of
ﬁleasm‘ein seeming to be unaware of

er annoyance.

‘“How uninterruptedly events will go
on, as if change would never come ;
then all at once, one scarcely knows how,
everything is changed, and is never
quite the same again |

“T had been five months at Deering

place, and Kenneth was at my side as
often as he could be without attracting
attention or comment. I spent much
of my time in the library. Mrs. Deer-
ing was always busy about her work in
the kitchen, Milly spent her forenoons
in the parlor, and 1n the afternoons she
usually slept an hour or so, then drove
out to make calls and talk over the fash-
ions with the aristocratic young ladies
of the neighborhood. On these occa-
sions Kenneth would be sure to find
some excuse for coming in from the
field before evening, His manner had
long been that of a lover.

““One day, as I was seated at a desk in
the library writing, he came in quietly,
but, seeing I was busy, he pretended to
have some errand in theroom. Hesoon
came to my side, however, and put his
cool, tender palm against my cheek.
Some slight, caressing movement on :;i
part—perhaps a pressing of my ch
against his hand—caused him to bend
down and say, with deep earnestmess :

‘“ ¢You do love me.’

I flashed a smile up into his face and
asked :

“¢Why ?

¢« ¢ Because I love you,” he answered.

¢“To his protestations of love I had al-
ways returned an indifferent reply, but
that day a spirit of coquetrz possessed
me. My blushing inquiry had seemed
like confession, and Kenneth was radi-
ant. I would not seem to share his
mood, neither did I have the heart to
check his joy. I kepton with my writ-
ing, but I had no thought except of this
man, who was all the world to me. He
sat by my side and held my hand. I
could not,deny him nor myself that
pleasure. I wrote steadily. with down-
cast eyes, I wasin a delicious, dreamy
trance. My interest in my writing was
gone. I laid aside my pen, and, passing
my hand lightly over his thick masses of
hair, I said :

¢¢¢You should be at work, Kenneth,
instead of hindering me.

¢‘He caught my hand and, drawing me
toward him, said :

¢ ¢ Kiss me, Mirabel ; just once, dear ;
you never have,’

“Ishook myhead. He arose, bringing
me to my feet at the same time; his
strong arms were about me, his passion-
ate kisses on my lips, I had no further
control of myself, and to his whispered
entreaty, ‘Kiss me, darling, just once,’
my arm crept half way around his neck
and my lips met his. No use of denying
my love for him after that. For one
hour complete, unthinking happiness
was ours, We did not trouble ourselves
by thoughts of the future. We had the
present and each other. We did not
talk much. With a provoking pretense
of industry, I said, ‘Let me go on with
my writing.’

¢ He put his arm about me and held me.
‘I can’t spare you,” he said. ‘You do
not love me as I do you or you could not
think of work. Oh, Mirabel, I cannot
live without you.’

‘“ ¢ Perhaps,’ I said, with a side smile
up into his face, ““you could not live
with me.’

-+ 3 Myra’—he always called me Myva
when very grave—*‘do not talk so. De
you doubt my love ?’

¢¢ No, Kenneth, I would as soon think
of doubting my own.’

¢“ The time had come for me to go to
my room. I said to him, ‘I must go.’

‘¢ He arose and stood looking down sor-
rowfully at mﬁlgplifted face. I put my
paim against his cheek.

‘¢ ¢ Why are you so grave ?’

¢ ¢ Because you leave me,’ he replied.

¢¢¢J can’t stay right here always.’

¢ ¢No, that 18 so; but would to God
we migh{ love each other always and nc
one come between.’

¢ ¢ And why can’t we ? I'm sure I shall
love you always, Kenneth.’

‘“ He bent down and kissed me grate-
fully. ‘Dear Myra, I am not Wort-h'y
of your affection. I am Milly Bently’s
betrothed husband.’

¢TI started back ashamed and angry.
He hastened to entreat, ¢Forgive me,
Myra ; I could not help loving you. I
haﬁe been in paradise ; now I can suffer
hell.’

¢I shrank further from him. ¢Oh,
Kenneth, why did you not tell me this?’

¢¢T could not, Myra. I wanted you to
love me, and you would not had you

known,

“I could only say, ‘How could you
do so wrong?’

““He replied, ‘I do not feel thatit was
wrong, Myra. Idid not know how much
it was possible to love a woman until
you came.’

T had been seated upon the sofa, over-
come with grief and humiliation. I now
arose and said, ‘If you are engaged to
Milly, of course it is impossible to do
otherwise than to marry her. I will not
make it difficult for you to do your duty.
Henceforth you and I will remain apart.
I will go home day after to-morrow.
This love-making, which is but the
mockery of love on your part, must go
no further. Keep in mind that you are
pledged to another woman; and, if you
wish to retain even my respect, leave me
to myself.’

‘¢ He protested.

““¢You are cruel, Myra. As God ismy
witness, I did not mean to wrong Milly,
but I was powerless in your presence.
Say that you do not despise me, and I

ill do whatever you command.’

‘¢ ¢No, Ido not despise you, Kenneth ;
I am sorry for you ; I am sorry for my-
self ; but still there is something higher
than happiness. You must marry Milly.
I command it ; I desire it. I counld never
found my happiness on another woman’s
misery. And, whether you marry her or
not, I shall never marry you. No more
need be said. Good-by, Kenneth. ~We
will not meet again if I can prevent it.’

I had been strong, cruel, if you will;
but just at the last my voice quivered.
It was very hard to be stern then ; very
hard to see him standing there in his
splendid, manly beauty, yearning to
take me to his heart and hold me against
the world, and then to turn away to take
up again my old desolate life. Some
Power higher than myself gave me cour-
age and strength in thavhour. One mo-
ment my hand was pressed in his, and
the next he held the door open as I
passed out. I have a confused vision of
a sad, stern face that bent toward me as
if struggling to speak, and then stood
proudly erect as if he accepted the worst
that fate might inflict.

““T loved Kenneth more than I knew,
until the inseparable barrier arose be-
tween us. His word was pledged and
should not be violated for me; that I
resolved, and yet I cannot picture one-
tenth of the agony that resolve cost me,
not only on my own account, but on

““We met the next day at breakfast,
dinner and tea, but were not alone to-
gether for an instant. I would always
manage to have Milly with us, When I
announced my intention of leaving the

following day she brightened percepti-
bly. eth was civil to us both,
nothing more.

‘“‘ There was no congeniality between
Milly and myself, and theref?re no con-
fidences. The Iast evening of my stay,
however, I said to her: wm{l you
happiness, Milly. Kenneth has told me
of your engagement.” She smiled and

anSwered : ¢ Dear Kenneth!” T am sure
I shall be happy with him.”

¢¢ Oh, howI hated her at that moment |
I soon made a pretext to leave her room.
Kenneth was haunting the hall awaiting
my appearance. He detained me by
gentle force, and said, ‘Come into the
library, Myra.” "

“T quieted my uneasy conscience by
saying to myself, ¢ Surely, I may see
him this once; to-morrow I go.’ I
took my old place by the window, but
the air was cold and the room strangely
cheerless. Kenneth lowered the win-
dow and leaned against it. I sat with
downcast eyes. I felt that he was look-
ing at me, and I toyed nervously with
the fringe of my shawl. The silence
was becoming painful. I lifted m{e s,

¢¢ ¢You had something you wished to
say to me,’

“¢Yes, Myra! I have become in

‘some degree reconciled to your decision,

I can see it is best. With your encour-
agement and example it w1ﬁ be possible
for me to keep my honor safe from
further doubt. And yet I believe a
strong and pure friendship is still pos-
sible between us—a friendship that will
wrong no one,’

¢¢¢ I believe 80, too ; and yetit must be
so strong that it will need no reassur
ances. We must indulge no hope of
meeting.’

¢¢ ¢ Still cruel, but right. I understand
the purity of your motives, and but love
you the more. I have a little token of
remembrance for you, Myra,” he said,
dawing a small velvet case from his
procket. ‘Wear it, dear friend, as a
souvenir of our eternal fidelity and the
purity of our resolves.’

“He took my hand and placed this
cameo on my finger, and it has never
been removed. I gave him a slender
fold ring of mine in exchange. Our
ove is unchanged and unchangeable. In
three months ﬁe and Milly were mar-
ried, and I have Leard that he is a kind
husband.”

Her voice sunk almosti to a
whisper. I pressed my face against
hers, trying to express my sympathy.
We sat thus a few minutes ; then she
lifted her head, saying, ‘‘ It was wrong
in_mf:. to trouble you with my private
me ”

“ No, it was not wrong. I shall re-
spect you all my life for knowing of
your temptation and your triumph. A
weaker woman would have yielded ; you
were firm, and I honor you, Cousin
Mirabel.”

‘¢ A sense of having done right has a
wonderful power to sustain one,” she
answered, ‘‘and I am not unhappy, ex-
cept at long intervals, when I am over-
whelmed by the memory of ¢ what might
have been.” Generally after such a day
as this I hear news of Kenneth. Two
years ago to-day I wandered up and
down the beach, thinking of him, and
that very night I heard that his wife
was dead and that he had sailed for
Rurope.”

¢ And have you heard nothing from
him since ? ” T asked, in surprise.

¢ Not a word, but I know he has not
ceased to love me, and he has some good
reason for not writing.” Her absolute
kelief in his devotion was something
wonderful to behold. The clockstruck 12,
and we arose and bade each other good-
nigll‘;t; the fire had long been out, and
a dismal rain was falling,

The next morning was bright and
beautiful ; all the clouds had cleared
away, and Cousin Mirabel was positively
radiant. ‘I had the sweetest dream,”
she said, in answer to my compliment
cn her looks. While we were enjoymg
a cozy and delicious breakfast there came
8 rap at the .loor. A messenger from
the village hotel had brought a note for
ray cousin. She did not recognize the
writing, but tearing it open hastily she
saw at the bottom of the page the name
of ‘“Kenneth Deering.” She ran ber
eyes over the note ; I'saw good news in
her face, and was not unprepared for
her joyful exclamation: ‘O, Clara!
Kenneth is at the village, snd will be
here to-day.” She caught up the note
and read from it :

““Ever since Milly’s death, two years
ago, I have been a wanderer. I be-
lieved you tgf be married, and, much as
I desired to see you, could not trust my-
self to visit you. Only last night T heard
that you were free and living in this
neighborhood.”

She looked up and said. ‘‘ He may be
here in a little while. 'My*dear Ken-
neth, I know his impatience.”

Sure enough he had followed close
after his message, and, before I could
collect my scattered wits, a handsome
bearded stranger was clasping my Cous-
in Mirabel in his arms, utterly regard-
less of my presence. I was presented
when the first rapture of meeting was
over, but still they had only thoughts
for each other. I never saw such per-
fect affection existing between two per-
gsons, When Judge Parkhurst came he
got'a ‘“decided answer.”

I always spend my vacations at Cous-
in Mirabel Deering’s. There is no pleas-
anter place in the world to visit, and
the perfect love and trust with which
the master and mistress of the house re-
gard each other leads one to believe
that Kenneth was right when he said,
‘“We were intended for each other.”—
Chicago Ledger.

Tribute to a Mother,

Children, look in those eyes, listen to
that dear voice, notice the feeling of
even a single touch that is bestowed
upon you by her gentle hand! Dake
much of it while you have that most
precious of all gifts, a loving mother.
Read the unfathomable love in -those
eyes, the kind anxiety of that tone and
look, however slight your pain. Inafter
years you may have friends—fond, dear
friends—but never will you have again
the inexpressible love and gentleness
lavished upon you which none but a
mother bestows. Often do I sigh in my
struggles with the dark, uncaring world
for the sweet, deep security I felt when
of an evening, nestling in her bosom, I
listened to some quiet tale, suitable to
my age, read in her tender and untiring
voice. Never can I forget her sweet
glance cast npon me when I appeared
asleep; never her kiss of peace at night.
Years have passed away since we laid
her beside my father in the old church-
yard; and still her voice whispers from
the grave, and her eyes watch over me,
as I visit spots long since hallowed to
the memory of my mother,—Macauley.

Recipe for New England Pie,

To make this excellent breakfast dish
proceed as follows : Take a sufficiency
of water and a sufficiency of flour and
construct a butter-dough. Work this
into the form of a disk, with the edges
turned up some three-fourths of an inch,
Toughen and kiln-dry it a couple days
in a mild but unvarying temperature,
Construct a cover for this redoubt in the
same way and of the same material. Fill
with stewed dried apples; aggravate
with cloves, lemon-seed and slabs of
citron ; add two portions of New Or-
leans sugar ; then solder on the lid and
set in a place till it petrifies. Serve
cold at breakfast and invite your enemy,
—Mark Twain, .

A Fire-Red Aurora,

On- the moerning of Nov. 13, 1837,
there occurred one of the periodic re-
turns of the meteoric showers, such as
had been annually witnessed for the six
preceding years, The next day a fall of
snow at the north covered the face of
the country with a mantle of the purest
white. In the evening, about 6 o’clock,
while sky was yet thick with the fall-
ing snow, all things suddenly appeared
as if dyed in blood. The entire atmos-
phere, the surface of the earth, the
trees, the tops of the houses, etec., were
tinged with the same scarlet hue. The
alarm of fire was given, and our vigilant
firemen were seen parading the streets
in their uniforms, which, assuming the
general tint, seemed in excellent keeping
with the phenomenon. Such was the ap-
pearance exhibited over a large portion
of the country where the clouds were
not so dense as to obscure the auroral
display. The false alarm of fire was
not confined to one place, and super-
stitious fears of some impending
awful conflagration generally prevailed
among the ionorant throughout the
conntry. It is remarkable of this great
heavenly exhibition that it was observed
over the whole eastern portion of the
country as far south as Culloden, in
Georgia, and alsoin Ohio and St. Louis,
Mo. At the North, as observed
particularly in New York, the exhibition
ceased after having been seen for an
hour, again appeared at half-past 7
and lasted more than half an hour, and
returned a little before 9 o’clock in in-
numerable bright arches, shooting up
from the northern horizon, of the most
brilliant-colored light resting around the
horizon upon an obscure bank, all the
more dark and mysterious from the
vivid display above. At half-past 10 all
this disappeared ; but after 1 there was
another return of the phenomenon, last-
ing for more than an hour. At Staten
island, in New York harbor, the specta-
cle is described as the most magnificent
ever beheld. The illumination was so
great that the objects outside of Sandy
Hook were seen as clearly as at midday.
And the city of New York appeared to
be only a mile or two distant.—Chris-
tian at Work.

The Detection of  Oleomargarine.

The detection of oleomargarine in
butter, when the adulterating material
is made, as it can be, in a careful and
cleanly manner, is not easy, nor certain,
except by methods which only a skilled
chemist can execute. Several simple.
tests have recently been given in the
papers, but my own experience with
them has shown that they can be relied
upon only when thg oleomargarine is
poorly or carelessly msde, or when the
butter consists entirely of oleomargarine
simply flavored by *he ‘small proportion
of cream with which it is churned. Of
these tests the following has given the
best results within my hands: Over a
piece of good butter as large as a chest-
nut, in a wine glass pour about twice its
bulk of ether ; stir it jup until the fat is
all dissolved. Let it stand for a few
minutes till the undissolved salt has
settled to the bottom, pour the clear
solution off in a tablespoon and set it
aside for an hour or two, or till all the
ether has entirely evaporated; perform
the same operation with a piece of oleo-
margarine, and, on comparing the two
fatty residues, the latter will be found to
have a more orless distinct tallowy odor,
which may become more apparent if
the spoon is held for a moment in the
hot steam from the boiling tea-kettle ;
the residue from good butter has nosuch
odor; but genuine butter may be adult-
erated with half its weight of oleemar-
garine, and the adulteration cannot be
detected by this test. 'When genuine
butter is heated to a temperature several
defrees above the boiling point of water
it foams much more than oleomargarice
does when treated in a similar raanner
I have found that this test enables us to
distinguish genuine butter from genuine
oleomargarine, but it is no more service-
able than the other for detection of
adulteration of the one with the other,
No one should place much dependence
on either of these tests, without goin
through with the same operation witﬁ
genuine butter at the same time, or at
least not until thoroughly familiar with
the different results given by the two
substances under the conditions of the
test.—Prof. Q. C. Caldwell, in New
York Tribune.

The Horse and His Rider.

In the history of Rome, says Joseph
Cook, it is related that in 331, B. C., a
great chasm opened in the middle of the
forum, which it was found impossible to
fill. The soothsayer said it would close
when it contained what Rome possessed
of most value, and the state would be
perpetual. A noble youth named M.
Curtius demanded if Rome had anything
of more value than arms and valor. He
mounted his horse, richly caparisoned,
and, amid the silence of the people,
spurred him over the brink of the tre-
mendous precipice (vide Liv. 1, vii. 6).
I have seen a striking picture of this
somewhere. It represented the horse
and rider after they had passed the brink
and were descending to the unknown
depths. There was a remarkable con-
trast between the fright of the brute and
the unrufiled self-possession of the man,
The limbs of the horse were tightened to
his body and the musecles of his neck
drew his head to his chest, and a shud-
dering terror expressed itself in the flash
of his starting eyes, The rider was
serene and calm, with a solemn expres-
sion of majesty on his face, as of one
who lived with high thoughts. If I
were to spiritualize this picture I should
say that it was no mean representation
of a ripe Christian departing this life,
The horse is the body and the rider is
the spirit. Flesh shrinking, spirit
steady and calm and solemn. Flesh
dreading the terrible shock, and spirit
wrapt in the glory of action, descending
that it may aseend.

An Amusing Story.

“From grave to gay’’ is the order of
life, and of newspapers as well—so we
revave the old and amusing story of the
miller who sometimes had crazy fits, in
which he aiways imagined himself to be
the Lord judging the world.

On these occasions he would put on a
paper crown, ascend a pile of meal-bags
with great dignity, and call his neigh-
bors in succession.

The same ones were always judged ; and
they were the millers of his vicinity.

The first one summoned was Hans
Schmidt.

‘“Hans Schmidt, stand oop."

“Hans, vat is been your pishness in
dat oder world?”

“I vas a miller, O, Lort!”’

“Vas you a joost man?”’

“Vell, ven the vater wash low, and the
pishness is pad, O, Lort, I. somedimes
dakes a leetle exdra doles.”

“Vell, Hans, you will go ofer mit te
gotes, already yet.”’

And so in succession all were tried and
immediately sentenced to go over to the
goats.

Last of all, the miller invarably tried
himself in the following style:

“Jacob Miller, stand oop.”

“Jacob, vat vas your pishness in dat
oder world?”

“I vas a miller, O, Lort.”’

“Vas you always a joost man, Jacob?”

“Vell, O Lort ven de vater vas a leetle
low and de pishness vas bad, I somedimes
dakes some leetle extra doles; but, O,
Lort, I all de vile gives dose extra  doles
to de poer.” ;

(After a long pause)—“Vell, Jacob
Miller, you can go ofer mit de sheeps -
but it vas von tight squeeze!”

Brefer Speling in the New York Trib-

une,

Your article on the subject, ¢ Boil It
Down,” I propose to inspect and *‘boil
it down ” to a consistency you would litle
suspect. By actual count your article
contains 337 silent leters—that is, leters
that ar not of the slitest use in expres-
ing the riten idea or the sounds of the
words spoken. Your article, .as printed,
contains an average of thirty-four leters
to a line, and so it will be very nearly
acurate to sa that the 337 leters make
ten lines. There ar seventy-four lines
in the article. Take out the ten lines of
useles silent leters, and you boil it
down ” to sixty-four lines of vital, efect-
iv leters—that is, 14 per cent. of your
article conveys no idea, expreses noth-
ing, and is wors than useles, becaus it
ocupies valuable space. If that ratio
holds good thruout the expresion of En-
glish speech in type to-da—and it does
aproximately—14 per cent. of every isue
of the Tribune is desert waste. rilot a
twig sprouts nor a blade of idea gros in
it. You ar patiently, laboriusly and
uselesly puting into type, where it is ex-
pensiv, what 1s not utered in speech,
where prodigality is chep and permisi-
ble. Of the seventy-two colums of your
daily isue 14 per cent. or about ten col-
ums are devoted to these gosts of leters,
who stalk thru the Zribune without an
soul, or idea, or function whatever.
they woud only so much as ‘‘squeak
andy jibber,” there mite be a modicum of
sens which woud justify their parade,
but they do not. There they stand,
stupidly, stolidly silent. The Great Si-
lent Man himself is not more vacantly
unuterable.

Now what would the. space of those
ten sterile colums be worth to you for
advertising? At 200 lines per colum,
and 50 cents per line, your medium rate,
the sum woud equal $1,000, which you
ar contributing every day to the sup-
port of these shados. In one year the
sum woud amount to $300,000, and in
ten years to $3,000,000, for the Zribune
alone. The ousting 2{1 these expensiv
parasites in is only a question of
time, This tx{spean age that destroys
shams, and these sham leters are fated
to go with the rest.—7. C. Leland, in
the New York Tridune.

Long Engagements.

A St. Louis young woman enters into
some interesting statistical and matri-
monial conjectures. She figures out
that she knows perhaps one hundred
young men, in round numbers. Of
these she thinks she knows about thirty
intimately, and of these thirty there are
not more than four whom she would
consent .to marry for love or money on
the spur of the moment. It may not be
a pleasant way of putting it, but what
she says is that, taking one hundred
young men as they come and go, only
one out of every twenty-five can be set
down as unobjectionable and able to
make a living for himself and wife.

The St. Louis young lady goes on to
advise her sisterhood as sagely as though
she spoke from the pinnacle of experi-
ence. She tells “Now that
you are being courted, you think, of
course, it is all very well, and it will be
nicer when you get married. But it
won’t. He thinks he’s going to keep on
this high pitch of love all the time. But
he wont. He doesn’t know himself, and
you don’t know him. It can’t last. It
must cool down. When he sees you as
many times a day as he wants to, and
maybe more; when he sees your head
done up every morning regularly in curl
papers and the bloom is all off the rye;
when your home contains a good deal
of wash tub, cradle and cook stove, he
won’t stand in front of the house for one
hour out in the cold, watching your
light in your window. Hellbe think-
ing rather of getting out of the house.
Young woman, protract this courtship
as long as you can. Let well enough
alone. A courtship in hand is worth
two marriages in the bush. Don’t
marry till Christmas after next.”

The Topophone.

The Scientific American describes the
Mayer topophone, an instrument to de-
termine the exact position of any source
of sound. It consists of two resonators,
or sound receivers, supported on a
shoulder-rest. From these resonators
flexible tubes proceed to the ears, but
these tubes are united in one for part of
the length. ‘“When the two resonators
face the direction whence a sound comes
so as to receive at the same time the
same sonorous impulse and are joined by
tubes of equal length, the sound waves
received from them will necessarily re-
inforce each other, and the sound will
be augmented. If, on the contrary, the
resonators being in the same position as
regards the source of sound, the resona-
tor tubes differ in length by half the
wave length of the sound, the impulse
from the one neutralizes that from the
other and the sound is obliterated. Ac-
cordingly, in determining the direction
of the source of any sound with thie
instrument, the observer, guided by the
varying- intensity -of the sound trans-
mitted by the resonators, turns until
their openings touch the same sound
waves simultaneously, which position he
recognizes either by the great augmen-
tation of the sound when the tube
lengths are equal, or by the cessation of
sound when the tube lengths vary so
that the interference of the sound waves
is perfect.” One of the tubes can be
lengthened or shortened by means of a
telescopic arrangement. For navigating
in fogs this instrument will no doubt be
found of great value.

In the Difliculties,

A certain manufacturer of Bradford,
England, who had made a composition
witi his creditors, was under cross-ex-
amination at the Leeds Assizes. “‘‘Now,
s ” cried Mr. Bagwig ferociously, ¢ at-
tend to me. Were you not in difficul-
ties a few months ago?” ‘Noa.”
““What! sir? Attend to my question.
> ask you again—and pray be careful in
answering, for you are upon your oath,
! need hardly remind you—were you not
1 difficulties some months ago ?”” ““Noa,
aot as I knows of.” *8Sir, do you pre-
tend to tell this court that you did not
make a composition with your creditors
v few months ago?” ““Oh! ah!”—a
oright smile of intelligence spreading
sver the ingenuous face of the witness—
‘ that’s what you mean, is it? But, ye
e, it were my creditors as were i’ the
lificulties then, an’ not me.”

N1acara Farxs and Mt. Vesuvius are
lrio: illuminated at night by electric
ight.

SCIENTIFIC.

Sowme of the leather manufacturers in Rus-
sig still follow the ancient methods of pre-
paration, and the productions sent forth
from their shops are in special request at
extra prices. The tanning material prefer-
red is the bark of the black willow, and,
where this cannot be obtained, birch bark is
next resorted to. Their dyed leather s
usually red or black; for the former, the
hide is first soaked in alum water, and then
dyed with Brazil wood; the Lblack is given
with an iron color liquor. The leather is
th-n smirched with birch tar, which gives
the pecufsr smell so much prized—and
whith, wher used for book binding, goes
far toward protecting the book from worms
—and is finished by various other manipula-
tions. The saffian or dyed maroquin leather
is another famous product, made only from
the skins of bucks and goats,and the favorite
colors are red and yellow. The general
method of preparing the pelt is by the use
of lime, dog’s excrement, and bran, and
honey is also used after branning—some of
it, dissolved in warm water, being first
poured on each skin, three days allowed for
fermentation, the skin being then salted in a
strong brine and hung up to dry; after this
the dye is applied-—cochineal for red—the
color is finished with alum, and the skins are
tanned with sumac.

ArTioLEs made of imitation amber are
now produced in immense quantities and of
beautiful appearance, and sold for the nat-
ural material. The resembling substance
thus employed is principally colophony—a
resin obtained by the decomposition of tur-
pentine—though many other ingredients are
also made use of to give it the requisite
qualities. So perfect is the imitation said
to be, that the false substance has the elec-
trical properties of the true, and some in-
genious fabricators have even managed to
introduce into the substance foreign bodies,
insects, &c., to render the similarity
more striking. The means of detection are
simple. Genuine amber requires a heat of
from 545 to 550 degrees Fah. to melt if,
while the spurious substance becomes liquid
at a much lower temperature. Again, while
the true article is only slightly attackeds
after a very long time by ether and alcohol,
the imitation rapidly loses its polish in con-
tact with such liquids, and soon becomes
soft. True amber pieces of small size may
be formed into a lump of much greater
value, by moistening the surfaces to be
united with caustic potash, and pressing
them together while warm.

A GerMAN philosopher, having directed
his attention to phosphorescence, in order to
discover, if possible, the real cause of that
remarkable phenomenon, concludes that the
simplest method of bringing about phos-
phorescence is to place marine fishin a three
per cent. solution of salt—the phenomenon
being observable the second evening. The
luminosity, it scems, begins in the eyes, and
thence spreads all over the fish, increasing
in intensity from day to day, its duration de-
pending upon the temperature. It is also of
such a nature that the fish appears, after a
time, to be luminous all through, which,
however, is not the case, for on scraping off
the surface, it is quite black underneath.
This luminous matter is, indeed, a kind of
slime; which is quite apparent in daylight,
when it is of a dirty white color ; it is only
in the dark that it shines.

SoME unusual results are reported by Prof.
Roberts, obtained by him from an examina-
tion of certain alloys by means of the induc-
tion balance. He has been able to detect a
difforence of one part in 1,000 in the amount
of silver in two English shillings of equal
weight. Referring to Mathiessen’s division
of alloys into three classes, viz., solidfied
solutions of one metal in another, solidified
solutions of one metal in an allotropic modi-
fication of another metal, and solidified so-
lutions of allotropic modifications of both
metals, he remarks that, for the first class,
the curve of electric conductivity is a straight
1ine, for the second a parabolic curve, and
for the third a bent line. It was found that
the balance gave the characteristic curve for
the first class with an alloy of lead and tin,
and for the secord with an alloy of gold and
silver.

TaE best quality of olive oil, according %o
the Bulletin de Industrie, is refined by pre-
paring large, shallow tin boxes, with holes
pierced in the bottom, and which is then
covered with a thin sheet of wadding. Four
five or more of these boxes are placed on
frames one above the other; and the oil,
being poured in at the top box, soaks
torough the wadding and drops to the next
box, and thus on to the last, when it isal-
lowed to run off into tanks. The effect of
the wadding in this arrangement is to absorh
all the thick particles contained in the oil
when it comes from the mills, and to leave
it perfectly clear and tasteless.

Launghing Off a Duel.

‘“Speaking of the Cash-Shannon du-
el,” said the exchange fiend, putting
his feet in the waste-basket, ‘‘we
need a few men like Judge Dooly. He
laughed out of duels with an audacious
wit that compelled even the admiration
of his enemies. You remember he
said, when they threatened that if he
didn’t fight his name would fill the col-
umns of a newspaper, that he had rather
fill ten newspapers than one coffin,
Once he went on the field with a man
who had St. Vitus dance. His opponent
was standing at his post, his whole frame
;'Srking nervously from his malady.

ooly, in the soberest manner, left his
a forked stick, stuck
in front of his oppo-

post, and, cuttin,
it in the groun
nent.

¢ ¢“What does this mean? asked his
opponent. y

¢ “Why,’ says Dooly, ‘I want you to
rest your pistol in that fork, so that you
can steady your aim. If you shoot ab
me with that hand shaking so, you'll
grepper me full of holes at the first
ire I’

““Then there was a laugh all around,
and the duel was put off without a day.”
—Atlanta Constitution.

Tre champion rat story of the era is
told by the San Francisco Examiner.
It says: ‘A remarkable occurrence
lately took place on our northern
i:oa.st. A s?fm-lf:r%om schooner, while

ing in a safe T, 83 Was supposed,
and iaving no crew on board on Eceount
of the safety of the position, was board-
ed by rats in such numbers that they
ate away all her standing rigging, in-
cluding head-stays, and also the jibs
foresail, mainsail

and All were de-
stroyed
pair. ”
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beyond the fwsn'bility of re-



