
\u25a0pe Jtatifhig (Sltrtrc.
Delivered by Carrier, $2.00 per Year. '

lent by Mail, Post-paid, for $1.50 per Year.

WISTI-.lt.
BY JOHN IDUSWOOD.

The dead leaves rustle on the bough,
The weather's getting cold;

The ground is frozen, and the snow
Ooron tbo farm and fold.aia cnccnui bS^Jroodflre,

And cherubs on his knees doth ride,
And prattle- to their sire.

The kettle on the crane still swing! ; .
His good wife-rambles round,

And viands from (he lorder brings,
As good as any found;

The neighing stock aro hbneed and fed,
The sheep are in tho fold;

There's wood within the grate :.iu\ thtu,
Without the snow and cold.

How goes it, friend, these chiliiug dave ?
Are you prepared to meet

The north-v.-inu's blepfc', the icy glaze,
And winter's snow ami s'C-et?Are you prepared to face the vi'd
ltelentless ice-king's spelJ,

Supplied with food for wifeand chfld,
And raiment, too, as well ?

Ifii?.T, yalpiiry ou, my friend I
Wt» enifcttyfsToTirf

And sympathy no i-JofhcA^'l lend.
Unless indorsed by gold.

True charity has open cart,
• "tnr»iji6O_Ba'doni found
That littie ofthe true appears

To aid tho poor around,

God pity you, fullwell, my friend.'
And care for you and youre,

And may ho food and raiment pond
While winter's eu!d endures ;

And when the May-day comes again,
With bright sunshine and flowere.May you forget the spell of pain,
And live in brighter hours.

Qbassvuxk, Pa.

Sally Waggs, of Danbury,
By all accounts it was more than v,

fcntury ago that Miss Sally Waggs so
tetonished the people oi" this place that
Jiey made the remark then, and were
)iven to frequent repetitions of it after-
ward, fhat Sally Waggs would have

*nade a great stir in tho world had she
been a man. Whether it was in 1779 or
a few years earlier is not so certain as
that itwas just as the pumpkin pie of a
Thanksgiving dinner had been eaten,
and the hickory nuts and hard cider were
brought from the pantry. Itwas while
all tho company was at this dinner that
Miss Sally Waggs said a tiling to the
people that made the grandfather look
very stern, and the son go for his gun,
and tho others, a dozen of them old and
young, forget theheaviness that followed
their eating.

What Sally Waggs then said, and what
she didfor an hour or two thereafter, is
a story that has been told in the old
Scribner mansion on the Litchfield turn-
pike over the nuts and cider at every
Thanksgiving night since, and the fresh-
ness.and delightofitare always the same.It was told to-night ag.un, and the faded
coat that Sally Waggs wore was held up
and reverentially touched, as it has been
on a hundred or more anniversaries.

Xow the wonder of it all seems to
have been that euch a damsel as tliis
young Sally Waggs should have turned
such a corner in her manner of lifeof a
sudden. For her character, or rather
her disposition, like her name, appears
to have been, up to thy time she was
20 years old, very flat. Moreover,
her father, old Timothy Waggs, was of
no more account in the community than
to be regarded as just the man to dig
the graves for the dead, and toll the bell
for their funerals, and to touch off the
swivel on Kick hill at auspicious mo-
ments. When he did not do these
Uings, he seemed to make a business of
jutaking ofrum or hard eider, and it is
aid of him that there never was a tinio
}hen he did not have this failing, be-
ftuse it appears in the old records of the
j>wnthat about the time when the cap-

•iire of Louisburg was celebrated he
\u25a0went so much further than his compan-
ions as to make merry on the Lord's
day. This was more serious by far than
to be a littlemerry on any other day,
and they sent him to the common jail
for three weeks therefor.

So, by reason of her father's business
and position, and perhaps because ofhis
name, Miss Sally Waggs had nothing to
Commend her to anybody. And yet of
all tho girls in that day there was none
who could milk a cow with her. nor
sooner find one thut had strayed into the
•woods. This doubtless led 'Squire
Scribner to take her into his family for
a help to his wife, and Mia. Scribner
used to say that she was past dispute
Stupid in her speech and bnsk about her
Tork beyond comparison with any dam-
)el theveabouts.

There happened tobe at the Thanks-
Jiving dinner at which Sally made the
/evelation of herself a young gentleman
jrho was regarded as a man of parts,
Ind especially worthy of consideration,

Because his father sent a brigantiue to
the West Indies from New Haven once
in a while laden with goods, and brought
her back filled with sugar and rum.

This young fellow was thought to have
addressed more than one missive to'Squire
{Scribner's daughter Jerusha. At all
events, he was friendly with the family,
and had tried his wit at a jest with Sal-
lyand came off sadly worsted, because
she said nothing to him, but only looked
at him with a vacant stare in her brown
eyes.

He did not likebeing laughed at, for
he had vowed, as a jest, as he was com-
ing home from the Thanksgiving ser-
Inon, that he would make Sally Waggs
lay something that would astonish them
lhat day.

"Ninepence ha'penny to a sixpence
yon fail," said the 'Squire.

v I'llwin that, and wear the silver as
\ token," said young Lathrop.

So he said to Sally, as she brought a
pitcher of cider in and put it by the
'Squire's place:

"Sally, what would you do if you was
King George of England ?"

She looked at him only, and the oth-
ers smiled.

"Sally," he continued, perhaps a lit-
tle irritated, "wouldyou 'troth yourself
to me if I asked you ?"

"Not tillyou won me," she answered,
without seeming to be conscious of any
sharpness in the reply.

"And how could I win yon ?:' he per-
severed.

"By fighting ten red coats at once."
"Give me the chance ana I'lldo it."
Sally quitted the room for the nuts or

some such dessert, and young Lathrop
demanded his silver piece of the 'Squire.
But the old gentleman refused it, and
they had an argument about the merits
of the wager, that was so interesting and
made such laughter that they minded
not the lapse of time.

Itwas getting so dusk that the forms,
but not the faces, were visible, and the
'Squire was for lighting the candles,
when the kitchen door was thrown
ftpen.

"Don't you hear them?" said Sally
Waggs. But as long as he lived 'Squire
Bcribner insisted that it was not Sally
Waggs who spoke, albeit he could not
jlenythat her body stood in the door-
Way, aad that her eyes, even in the dusk

that tho firelight brightened, sparkled,
and her lips moved.

As foryoung Lathrop he was beyond
ail power of making out tho meaning oi
it, so surprised was he; and, surprised
as he was, he was quick enough to see
that there was' something about this
young woman's look and manner now
that forced admiration from him.

"Will you be stupid?" she said;
"willyon sit there with your pig and
pie driving you into a doze, and let them
Dome and prison you ami do worse for
the women? You m^n fight them"till
they kill me."

She went to the corner of the room,
and, leaping upon a chest that stood
there, reached tip and took down a
musket that hung upon the wall.
Amazed as young Lathrop was at this
action, it did not escape his no-
tice that the arm that she put up when
sho reached for that musket was worth
more than a moment's notice, not only
because of the whiteness, but also be-
cause of the graceful swell of it.

"What mean you, girl?" said Grand-
father Scribner, whose mind went back
to the year when the settlers in these
parts were ready for surprises, and even
went to meeting with their flint-locks
for walking-sticks.

"Tell me Miiero are your ears?" Sally
answered, not yet dismounting from the
table, but, pouring powder from the
horn into her hand and a tremendous
charge of shot, she loaded the weapon
and then primed it. Then she put the
butt upon the table, and, bracing her-
self there with, leaned over and opened
the window.

"Listen, now," she said. •' Hear you
not tlie red-coat Britishers firing?
They're coming this way. They'll arson
the house as I live. See the light of the
flames. Where can be the borough mi-
litia?"

The reports of musketry were distinct,
and the light that came from over the
hills showed the track of the invaders.
Then it was that Grandfather Scribner
seized his gun and the 'Squire seemed
to awaken to the business before them.

"And you," said Sally Waggs, going
up to young Lathrop ; "willyou stand
there like Tom Perkins' lad at schogl
with a dunce's cap on ? What will you
do ? Will you go with us, or will you
hide under a petticoat ? "

YoungLathrop hesitated not a minute.
"In truth, Sally Waggs, you are a

young woman of spirit. You'llnot find
me wanting."

Just then old Tim Waggs, faint with
running and terror, came in, and, spite
of his anxiety, his first thought was of
his stomach, and he begged fora mug of
flip, or cold, if they hadn't hot water
ready. So they gave him a mighty mug
of liquor that he made short ado with",
and then told them that a handful of
British had given the Continental coast-
ers the slip, and were inarching up from
the coast, shooting, burning and rob-
bing, and sad work of it they were mak-
ing, too, lie added. For their coming
was so sudden, and so many of the
young men were away with the Conti-
ncrtals, that the few lads who tried to
stop them on Ridgefield hillwere of no
more avail than a breath of wind.

"And they've heard of your cattle
and rum, 'Squire Scribner, and it'llnot
be two hours later before they are here."

"How many are there, Tim, to the
best of your knowledge ?" asked the
'Squire.

"Xot more than two dozen nor less
than a score, 'Squire."

1' But we are no match. There are
only four men, including you, Tim, who
are more likelyto run than fight," said
the 'Squire.

"Not more than four. I'llventure I'll
give tl4e red coats cause to think that
there are more than four, or twice four,"
said Sally Waggs.

"And what wouldyou do. Sally ? "
"This is what Iwould do, and will

do. Perceive the darkness coming; that
willhelp us or Imistake. Now, father,
go to the great barn and take the three
lanterns and light them. Mr. Lathrop,
you light the two you willfind on the
beam back of the kitchen oven, and,
'Squire Scribner, if you have your heart
in it, prepare pewder and shot, and suffer
grandfather to load the guvs the while,
anil put no rabbit shot in the muzzles,
either. I will be back myself in the
space of five minutes or thereabouts."

'Squire Scribner said long after that
it surprised him, as he thought it all
over, that he did not conjecture that this
stupid girl was out of her head, instead
of implicitly following the commands
she gave them.

In five minutes, more or iess, the form
of a man appeared in the dining-room
with a gun in his hand, aud so much of
a stranger that the bewildered women
were in a great state of consternation,
and it was not until the man spoke, and
spoke with the voice of Sally Waggs,
that confidence was restored.

Indeed, the form seemed that of a
man, because Miss Sally had upon her
head the cocked hat and on her body
the regimental coat that Grandfather
Scribner had worn in the French war,
twenty years back, and, as for the short
clothes and stockings, the mystery of
the arrangement by which Miss Sally
made herself appear from the knees
down like a heavy-limbed young fellow
was never explained.

"Five men ofus," she said, and with
Uo such thought of the picturesque,
perhaps comical, picture she made as
flitted through the quick brain of young
Lathrop.

She led them out to the hill that
flanks the highway by which the British
must come, a matter of a hundred rods
from the house. Then she commanded
her father to fasten the five lanterns to
a long pole, and attach each end of thai
to a tree, and the moment she gave com-
mand he was, by such violent swinging
of the pole, to make, by the confusion
of lights, the five lanterns seem as near-
ly likefifty as the alcohol in his nervea
would permit.

Without one word of remonstrance
'Squire Scribner obeyed her, aid got
behind a tree, and Grandfather Scribner
knelt, the better to steady his muscles,
by arock, while Capt. Sally and young
Lathrop stood exposed.

By-and-by the British came along.
They were merry with liquor, and Capt.
Sally's army could hoar their boasts of
what would happen in the 'Squire's house
within an hour.

Young Latlu-op was for shooting when
away out of range, and Capt. Saliy
found it necessary to give him a tap on
the hip with the butt of her musket that
made him wince before he came into
discipline.

At last they got, half a dozen of them,
well abreast of the army in ambush on
the hillside.

"Now," whisperedCapfc. Sally, "when
I give the military command, father,
see to it that the lanterns quiver like
firebugs, and we'llgive them a reception
from the 'Squire's farm that some of
their mothers and sweethearts willla-
ment."

Then she stepped out into full view,
with young Lathrop by her side. She
waved her gun with as nearly like the
encouraging motion which a commander

gives his sword on entering actions as
the weapon would permit, and then
rave this astounding order :

"Halt the whole universe, by flank
into kingdoms—fire I"

The militarycommand astonished the
British, but that was nothing to the sur-
prise that followed the volley. Two or
three went down, and one staggered and
made his way to the roadside, and when
tho others, looking up, saw the multi-
tudinous display of flickering lanterns,
tto^^Vuc^fn^Te^ersTay-ancr fight
or go the other way. They went with
all speed, not stopping to see who wereleft behind.

Now, of all the nursing and care that
wounded soldiers had in all that strug-
gle of the Bevolution, none had better
than tho three men whose bodies had
been the targets of Capt. Sally's army,
for Miss Sally Waggs nursed them her-
self.

By the next day the Continental mi-litiawere on hand and had driven these
marauders back.

From that time on, Miss Sally Waggs
went on a new road. It seemed as if
she had awakened that night from a
sleep that had lasted since her birth.Her advice was wisdom, her courage in-
spuwig', f^d her ambition great. So
great, in fact, that some years afterward
she married young Lathrop and his ;
ships and other possessions, and. more ;
than one of her descendants have been
in high places since.— Daribury (Ct.)
Cor. New York Sun.

The Killing Passion.
Itwas in 1842—a week-day appoint-

ment for a Methodist meeting at An-
thony's Creek, Greenbrier county, Va.
Brother J—— was to preach. The
larger game, bear, wolf, and even pan-
ther, were not uncommon thereabouts,
and deer were abundant. The preacher
had some pulpit ability, and at times
was impassioned and eloquent. Though
not young, he was unmarried, peculiar,
and seldom smiled. The congregation
were mainly rude hunters and their
rustic families ; and the trusty rifle, the
faithful dog, the picturesque hunting-
shirt, with "brain-tanned" moccasin,
and belt, and gleaming knife, were as
sure toput in their appearance at" week-
day meeting" as the hunter himself.
The place of worship was at Father
Perkins' double cabin, which had been
built with as much reference to worship
as to the comfort of his own family.
This notable man of four-score was
quite distinguished for piety and his
gifts both in prayer and as class-leader,
but not more so than he had been for
his su]>eriority as a hunter. With him
the ardor of the passion for the chase
was unabated, though he was*entirely
disabled by the infirmities of age. The
writer has, at the same sitting, been en-
tranced at narrations of the hazards of
his hunter's life,aild edified by his deep,
undoubted, child-like piety.

Itwas a grand occasion for Brother
J . With a crowded house, and
Father P. in the amen corner, and
nothing to divert attention, unless it
were the large number of rifles and
guns, which, as usual, were placed con-
veniently near against the fence of the
yard, and outside the wall of the house
itself. The opening service gave great
promise of a "good meeting." Both
Brother J and Father Perkins were
quite demonstrative in their devotions.
The congregation became deeply inter-
ested. The preacher warmed with his
subject, argument culminated into
poetic imagery, and the patho3 and
power of unstudied eloquence melted
and overwhelmed the rude audience.

But between the eloquent strains of
the impassioned preacher the trained
ears of the congregation detected the
peculiar yelp of a well-known old hound.
The sagacious brute was understood and
believed, and the congregation was
electrified. This manifestation of in-
tense interest invaded the rude pulpit,
and roused Brother J to still higher
strains, which were presently inter-
rupted by the thunder of the approach
of a herd of deer closely pursued by the
fleet and faithfnl dogs. Simultaneously
with the climax of the last burst of elo-
quence the entire congregation, pell-
nieJl, broke for the door.

As the earnest preacher dropped his
bands to the rude desk, with a comical
tone of sadness and disappointment on
his lips, and holy horror depicted on his
face, with bitterness of soul he ex-
claimed :

"Itisno use ! It is no use I"
To which the piping voice of the in-

firm and rheumatic old hunter and
class-lender responded, with great
earnestness:

"Yes, it is. Brother J ; they'll
catch 'em, certain sure." —** JSditor's
Drawer," in Harper's Magazine.

Pittsburgh Iron and Steel.
One-twelfth of all the pig-iron pro-

duced in the United States is wrested
from the glistening ore by the furnaces
of Pittsburgh and her immediate vicin-
ity. In the matter of blast-furnaces her
record dates back to 1792, when the
primitive structure erected by George
Anshutz sent its smoke into the clear
sky, now darkened by the warm breath
of fifteen huge furnaces, capable of pro-
ducing 500,000 tons of pig-metal every
year from the ores that come from far
and near. And to further prepare this
metal—the first result of fireupon ore
there are in Pittsburgh thirty-five roll-
ing-mills, wherein 800 boiling or pud-
dlingfurnaces are seething like minia-
ture volcanoes in constant eruption, and
whose product is here fashioned into
one-quarter of all the rolled iron made
m the broad republic.

Ascending into the realm of steel-
that perfected, purified form reached
through these crucial boilings and
meltings and hammerings—
claims, with pardonable pride, sixteen
enormous establishments devoted to
making all manner of steel, including
the finest grades of "tool" steel, until
lately supplied by the English manu-
facturers. In this Pittsburgh excels,
and makes two-thirds of all the crucible
steel produced in this country.— G. F.
Mulltr,in Harper's Magazine.

mm
Popped. :

He stood twirlinghis hat in his hand
in the hallway. It was about time for
the morning stars to begin their song
together. "Well," and he moved one
step nearer the door. "Well,"she re-
plied, as she stepped to the door also.
"Well, I—l must be going. ' If—"
"That's right, John, if,"and she leaned
her head on his shoulder, "if——
have—anyconundrums ——ask—

them—now." He was measured for a
new hat and a pair of kid gloves on that
same day.

Heroic Treatment.
A Galveston man went to a doctor and

complained that he suffered from loss of
appetite and drowsiness. The doctor
examined his tongue and said :

"Youshould walk two hours every
day." *

"Two whole hours! When, then,
am I to find time to eat and sleep

TOASKS.

liT JENNIE E. OWEN.

The face too oft is but a mask
Which hides the heart below,

Ana oft itbeams with sunny smiles
While dark the heart with woe.

A smile may hide a breaking heart
As flowers hide a tomb,

And none would guess that v 'i.: uth could be
Such loneliness and glo?in.

' *A handsome face oft masks a heart ' .
That's stained with crime and Bin,

AB_Boruotimoß fruKnaost fair to eec

The sweetest nut that ever grew ,
Is hid in rough brown case,

And so a pure and honest heart
Oft hides ;neath homely face.

Iflife is then a masquerade,
"Judge not" was wisely said,

For who,appears a fairy nymph
Slay prove an imp instead.

But wait, for there shall come a time
When masks no more ehail hide

Men's vices and the woes that lay
Ciosa hid by human prido ;

But every heart shall be muauked
Before the judgment throne,

And every secret sin and vice
And sorrow shall be known;

And every kindly word and deed
That was in mercy given

Shall show upon the human heart
Before our God in heaven.. Onabga. lIL

A Dinner That Walked Off.
BY OLIVE THORNE.

The way it began, Hannah was cross
that day. For one thing, she had a big
Thanksgiving baking to do in an old-
fashioned house, where pies and cakes
were made by the quantity.

Then, while she was out of the kitchen
a moment, Margery, in a frolic with
puss, had upset the "churn with its load
of cream all over the snow-white floor.
That made plenty of extra work; but
the crowning disaster was to find, when
she went to the pantry for the beans she
intended tobake, that a bottle of brandy
that Eshe had kept last summer to bathe
her ankle, which she had sprained in
falling down the cellar-stairs, had been
upset.

Itstood tar out of the way on the top
shelf, but, unfortunately, the dish of
beans was directly under it, and the
brandy had dripped over them, soaking
them so thoroughly that itwas not pos-
sible to use them.

But the worst was yet to come. On
finding the beans ruined, she simply
emptied them into the pail which stood,
at the kitchen door, and, washing her
hands, set to work to knead her big pan
of puffy bread-dough.

Now the kitchen-door opened into a
woodshed, and the ash-pail, with the
beans on top, was supposed to be safe
enough; but, unfortunately, on this
special afternoon, the outside door was
ajar.

The beans had not been there long be-
fore the turkeys came around to be fed,
as usual; and one of them, of a prying
disposition, noticed the open door, and"
probably remembering the good things
that came out of the door, quietly
hopped on the step and walked in.

Nothing to be seen but piles Of wood
for the season, now getting severe, and
—yes—a pail with something in it.

"Ah! that looks good; I'll try it,"
thought the curious turkey (no doubt).

She did tryit, and, not being sensitive
ineither taste orsmeil, she never stopped
trying it until she had swallowed all the
top ones, soaked in brandy, and then
turned to go.

The effect was sad.
Her head whirled around, it is sup-

posed ; at any rate, her logs refused to
hold her up, and she fell to the ground
insensible.

Half an hour later, Hannah went out
for more wood to replenish her fire, and
in the gathering darkness stumbled over
the tui'key still lying there.

A glance at the fowl, to see that she
was not outwardly hurt, and another at
the pail, told the shameful story.

"Here's a fine bit o'work !" exclaimed
Hannah, turning the limp turkey over.
"The idiot has gone and killed herself
entirely with those beans ! I'd like to
know who left open that door ! Well,
well, I want a turkey for Thanksgiving,
and this one died by accident, and its
meat will be as good as though I'd
wrung her neck."

So muttering and grumbling to her-
self, after fixingher lire, she attacked
the turkey, for, though she was some-
times cross, she was always economical,
and she knew no questions would be
asked as to how it cai»o to its end, pro-
vided it was fat, and was roasted welL

In a few minutes, she had the feathers
off, except those on the wings and tail,
and she laid the picked turkey on a
bench to cool, shutting the door to keep
out the cat whileshe finished some other
work.

Meantime, tea-time arrived; the fam-
ilycame home, and were all at the table,
when the door burst open and Hannah
rushed in, evidently frightened out of
her wits.

"O, Mr. Winslow," she cried, " there's
something in the woodshed!—all in
white, and itran after me when I went
for some wood, and I daren't go out
there, if you plaze !"

Mr. Winslow, supposing some ani-
mal had got in, left the table, and, arm-
ing himself with the poker as he passed
through the kitchen, threw open the
door.

Silence and darkness only.
Yet in a moment came an audible

rustling on the woodpile, and an indis-
tinct glimpse of something white.

"Bring the light, Hannah!" called
Mr. Winslow; and, taking a candle from
her trembling hand, he led the way to
the strange object.

"It'sa white—why, no, it isn't!" he
interrupted himself, as he drew nearei
to the fluttering, frightened thing. "It's
—1 declare, it's a picked turkey ! Where
on earth—"

"A picked turkey!' screamed Han-
nah. **Sure, and can it be the one I
picked myself this evening has come to
life?"

" Eow did you kill it?" asked Mr.
Winslow.
"Ididn'tkillit at all. The botherin'

crater killed itself ating beans that got
soaked in my brandy, and 1 had to stop
my work and dress it before it cooled."

"Well, it evidently was not dead,"
said Mr. Winslow; "but, now it's
dressed, you better cut offits head."

"Oh no, papa!" cried Margery, who
stood on the steps. "Don't kill the
poor thing! I'll take care of it some-
how."

"15ut it'll freeze, dear," said papa,
going back into the kitchen.

"No, I'llfixit up ; I'llmake it some-
thing to wear. Please let me !" pleaded
Margery, earnestly.

"Well, Idon't care, child," said her
father, laughing. "Do as you like,
and dress it up. I want a fat gobbler,
and not a five-pound hen-turkey, for
Thanksgiving."

Alter some trouble, the shivering,
naked turkey was caught and carried in-
to the warm kitchen. It was carefully
wrapped in an old slurt for the night,
and tied into a basket.

The astonished creature rebelled and
fought against the indignity of -wearing

a flannel skirt; but cold conquered it,
and at last it cuddled down quietlyin its
strange new bed.

Through the long Sunday that fol-
lowed the turkey was kept a close pris-
oner, mid by the next morning many
plans had been thought out for its comf-
ort.

That .was a great day to Margery, who
••was confined to the house by delicate
lungs, and who longed for something to
pass away the hours wlion. irwjrniß -nm*.-

Over ana the daily sewing "stint" fin-
ished.

Hi;re was something to do! The new
pet was fed, and the lessons and sewin<?
hurried through, so that by noon she
Mas free to carry out her plans.

By this time, the turkey had found
out that Margery wouldn't "hurt it, and
was not so frightened us it had been lastnight; so when the little girl took it in
her arms, itmade no objection

".Now you must have a name," said
Margery, softly, carrying her new play-
thing off into her own especial corner of
the big kitchen, where work and Han-
nah never came. "Let me see," she
went on, "I'llname you after my lovely
doll that got broken—Kristine—and I
must make you some clothes, so you canwalk around, and not be hobbled up so."

With the help of mamma, the busylittlegirl contrived a sort of coat for
Kristine. Itwas made of an old shawl
and was bright scarlet, with black and
white plaid.

Itcame pretty well up on the neck,
and of course covered the naked legs ;
the wings were left inside. It was fas-
tened together at the breast, and was
really a pretty good lit—considering.

As ornament Margery sewed some of
the fringe of the shawl around the neck,
like a ruff, at the edges where wings ought
to be, and around the legs. So, when
dressed, the unfortunate, or rather the
naughty turkey, looked like a new plaid
variety of scarlet flamingo, with side-
pockets and fringed drawers.

The appearance of Kristine stalking
around in her new suit was very
funny. How the boys did laugh ! and
even papa had to wipe away the laugh-
ing tears.

In this dress, the next morning,
after she had been fed daintily, Mar-
gery introduced her to her old friends of
the poultry-yard by opening the kitchen
door and letting her walk out where the
turkeys were taking their breakfast.

Margery thought they would be glad
to see her, but alas ! this distinguished
stranger in gay attire was not recog-
nized. They stared and scolded at her,
and the old gobbler ruffled up his
feathers, and dragged his wings <>ji the
ground, and came to her, saying, an-
grily—

Kristine seemed to be disheartened at
this coolness on the part of her family,
and slunk into a corner, as though
ashamed of her fine dress. Then the
family crowded around her to punish
her impertinence in coining among
them, and actually began to peck at her.

Margery, who was watching from the
window, could hardly believe her eyes
at first; but yes, they were actually
pecking at the poor outcast, who finally
fled screaming across the yard. Mar-
gery flew to the door, and Kristine hur-
ried in, just in time to escape the whole
family, who were close upon her.

"Youpoor, dear Kristine !" she mur-
mured over her when she had her safely
inarms. "Did they peck you?—the
naughty things ! You sha'n't go with
them any more ! You shall stay "with me
in the house."

So it came to be at last. Hannah
grumbled a little, but, after all, she
couldn't say much, for it was by her
own fault that the poor thing lost its
own winter coat. Before long the fami-
ly grew quite attached to Margery's pet,
whose name they shortened to Kris.

On her part, Kris was a very bright
bird. She would come when called by
name, and she never failed to be on
hand at meal-times, when she would
walk around the table and receive deli-
cate bits from every one.

While he£ littlemistress was studying
or sowing, Kris would stand and look at
her, turning her knowing head first one
side and then the other, and sometimes
saying, in a reflective way :

""Quit!"
As soon as books and work were put

away she was ready for play. In fact,
she enjoyed her strange lifevery mnch,
and grew fat under it, so that pretty
soon the boys began to tease Margery
by suggesting that her pet was ready to
take her place on the table.

The only time she seemed to be un-
comfortable was when the cheeri'u!
kitchen was scrubbed.

No sooner did Hannah appear on the
scene withscrubbing-brush, and go down
on her knees to polish the floor, than
Kris would hop, by a sort of ladder
which one of the boys had made for her,
op to a corner of the high mantel over
the fireplace, and there she would sit,
all humped up and miserable, till the
work was done, or until her little mis-
tress came and took her into the sitting-
room.

The place where Kris was intended to
spend the time of her banishment
from the yard was a large chamber
over the woodshed, which was
kept warm by the kitchen chimney, and
there's where her bed cr ioost was pre-
pared for her, and where she was shut
up every night; but she was so lonely
and unhappy, and tried so hard to get
out, and Margery was so fond of her for
a playmate, that she generally got down
before breakfast and did not go back
untilbedtime, which is at dusk in the
turkey family, jon know.

Well, the winter passed away and
spring came. Kris grew a new set of
feathers under her plaid dress, and when
the weather became warm, mamma said
she must leave off her dress, and go out
of doors with the rest. So the first really
warm day, Margery took off the red
dress and drove her out.

Kris had not forgotten her cool re-
ception in the winter, so she at first
was careful not to go too near the tur-
keys, though they did not object to her
now in her feather-dress. After a few
days she stayed most of the time with
them, only coming when called, and
generally making a visit to the table for
her usual treate.

She had not been out very long \u25a0when
one morning Margery went out to see
her, and she was gone. No one had
seen her since breakfast. Margery felt
very badly, and, after looking all about,
came to the s&d conclusion tnat she hart
strayed awny and got lost, for the whole
flock wandered far off to feed. But the
next morning, at breakfast-time, Kris
walked in as usual and began to beg
for food. Margery hugged her and
fed her, and she ate as though she was
starved.

When she had finished her meal she
went out aguin, and about noon her lit-
tle mistress sought her again, and again
she Avas missing.

This now became the regular thing
with Kris. Every morning she was on
hand for her breakfast, and, in spite of
watching, she would slip away and hide
so that no one could find her again.

Poor Margery was almost heart-bro-

ken at this tendency to vagrancy in her
pet, but Hannah only smiled and sitid :

"Wait itbit, and you'll see something
nice."

Bnt, though Hannah had her sus-
picions, she was not prepared for what
really occurred one day.

After this strange conduct had been
going on for a few weeks, there came a
day when Hannah had another scare.
She declared that tramps or thieves
«w "i« i" the wood-shod chamber ; she
heard them and she dared not go up.

While phe stood in the wood-shed tell-
ing Margery in a whisper about it, the
child heard a step that she knew.

Kris hopped down on to the top step
of the stairs which led to the room
overhead. After a moment she hopped
to the. next, and after her came, one by
on*?, twelve baby turkeys.

Murgery screamed with delight, and
ran to catch Kris ;md pet the whole fam-
ily, while Hannah rushed up stairs in
dismay and saw a sight that shocked
her more than the fear of tramps.

In that room trunks and things not in
use were stored, and a month or more
ago Hannah had carried up there a
large, square, "squawbasket'' with a cov-
er—a basket such as the Oneida In-
dians'of New York State make for vari-
ous household uses of their white sis-
ters. This basket was nearly full of the
winter supply of woolen stockings, all
neatly mended and laid away till fall.
In this basket, on these soft stockings,
had Madame Kristine made her nest and
hatched out her interesting family.

She must have found the door ajar,
and managed to pry offthe cover, which
lay on one side, aud here shehadhidden
all these weeks.

The room was put in order and the
door closed, and Kristine was provided
with a place in the yard. Every day
she wandered oft" with her babies, but
she never started until she had visited
the breakfast-table with her whole
brood to get Jkt regular morning meal.

At first it was fanny to see them run
around and pick up crumbs, but as they
grew it liegitu to be troublesome to have
a flock oi turkeys so much at home in
the house. So inainrna. made a new law,
that Kristine and her family must be fed
at the door.

Alter that, her life was like that of the
other t'.irkeys, only she knew her name
and would come when called, and never
failed to run up to Margery whenever
she saw her.

And the dinner that walked away last
year supplied twelve dinners tins year,
mid provided Margery with b fine lot of
pocket-money for her pains.

The English Lakes.
The beautiful scenery of Great Britain

has been so largely evolved out of the
inner consciousness of poets that it
would be an interesting experiment to
take an imaginative American on a tour
of the English lakes under an impres-
sion that he was traveling in Wales.
The American who has seen the best
mountain and lake scenery of his own
country might pronounce the Welsh
scenery more grand than that of the
English lakes; that is, supposing he
could see the two as so much combina-
tion of land and water; but that he
cannot do. He must see these English
lakes as exalted and spiritualized in a
a poetic mirage. Never again can one
look upon mere Eydal Water; he must
see therein the reflected vault of Words-
worth's pure reason. Nevermore will
Lodore dash down its flood and foam
save with the rhythm of Southey. East
winds willnot bite so keen as we pass
through the woodland where Felicia He-
mans found repose, and the pelting
storm ol a week will have to let some
sunshine through when one is wander-
ing after the zigzag track of cheery
Christopher North.

The scenery is all picturesque, and
sometimes sublime. But its chief
charm of decoration is that which the
poets have given it. One finds not here
the quaint white turrets lanced from the
river-side hills of France, or the grace-
fur chalets which give an air of culture
to the Italian lakes. Art has done noth-
ing for the English lakes, and, I am
sorry to say, religion has done rather
worse, in surrounding some of them
with remarkably ugly churches—the
ugliest, perhaps, being that at Amble-
side, of which Harriet Martineau wrote,
" There have been various reductions of
the beauty of the valley within twenty
years or so; but this is tho worst, be-
cause the most conspicuous." Tho
weather is rarely beautiful, and "seeing
the lakes " sometimes means glimpsing
lunettea between the points of an um-
brella. Here are no peasants dancing
in gay dresses, nor merry fairs surviving
from that mythical realm, "merrie old
England." The traveler finds here
beautiful nature unadorned but not in-
animate ; through reverent genius a
subtle life-givingbreath has gone abroad,
and invested lull, dale and lake with
mystical groves and grots and fountains,
beside which even the enchanted valley
of Tristan is somewhat theatrical.—M.
D. Comvay, in Harper's Magazine.

The Charity of Extravagance.
Whenever the laboring men are out

of employment they begin to hate the
rich. They feel that the dwellers in
palaces, the rider.-, in carriages, the
wearers of broadcloth, silk and velvet,
have in some way been robbing them.
As a matter of fact the palace-builders
are the friends of labor. The best form
of charity is extravagance. When you
give a man money, when you toss him a
coin, although you get nothing, the
man loses his manhood. To help others
to help themselves is the only real char-
ity. Whenever Isee a splendid home,
a palace, a magnificent pile, I think of
the thousands who were fed, of the
women and children clothed, of the fire-
sides made happy.

A rich man, living up to his privil-
eges, having the best house, the best
furniture, the best horses, the finest
grounds, the most beautiful flower?, the
best clothes, the best food, the best
pictures, and all the books that he can
afford, is a, perpetual blessing. The
prodigality of the rich is the providence
of the poor. The extravagance of wealth
makes it possible for the poor to save.
The rich man who lives according to
his means, who is extravagant in the
best and highest sense, is not the enemy
of labor. The miser who lives in a
hovel, wean rags and hoards his gold,
is a perpetual curse. He is like one
who dams a river ut its source.

The moment hard times come the cry
of economy is raised. The press, the
platform and the pulpit unite in recom-
mending economy to the rich. In con-
sequence of tliiscry, the man of wealth
discharges servants, sells his horses, al-
lows his carriage to become a hen-roost,
and, after taking employment and food
from as many as lie can, congratulates
himself thai he has done his part toward
restoring prosperity to the country.

It will cost the cotton planters about
5i0.000,000 to market their crop this
year, of which $2r>,000,000 will go into
the pockets of cloved laborers, many of
whom are women and children.

FACTS FOR THE CLRIOU9.
The "Word '*Starvation. "—Strange

as it may appear, says the London
Notes and Queries, it is nevertheless
quite true that this word, now unhap-
pily so common on every tongue, as
representing the condition of so many of
the sons and daughters of tho sister
lands of Great Britain and Ireland, is
not found in our own English diction-
aries; neither in Todd's "Johnson,"
published in 1826, nor in Richardson's,
published teu years later—nor i;. Stu-
art's—Walker's remodeled —pub.. :..•\u25a0!
about the same time as Richardson's.
It is Webster who has the credit of im-
porting it from Lis country into this;
and in a supplement issued a few years
ago Mr. Stuart adopted it as "a trivial
word, but in very common, and, at pres-
ent, good use."

Hair Growing Aftek Death.—Wul-
zerus, in "Philosophical Collections/gives an account of a woman buried at
Horn berg, whose grave being opened
forty-three years after her death, there
waa hair found issuing forth plentifully
through the clefts of her coffin; inas-
much as there was reason to imagine
the coffin had some time been covered
all over with hair. The cover being re-
moved, the whole corpse appealed in its
perfect shape, but from the crown of the
head to the sole of the foot covered
with a thick-set hair, long and curled.
The sexton going to handle the upper
part of the head with his fingers, the
the whole structure fell at once, leaving
nothing in his hand but a handful oi
hair; there was neither skull nor any
other bone left, yet the hair was solid
and strong enough. Mr. Arnold, in the
same work, gives a relation of a man
hanged for theft, who, in a little time,
while yet hung from the gibbet, had his
body strangely covered over with hair.

Mot Ice.—A correspondent ol JVature,
after numerous experiments on the boil-
ing points of substances under lowpres-
sure, came to the conclusion that it
would be possible to have solid ice at
temperatures far above the ordinary
melting point. He says : "After sov-
eral unsuccessful attempts, I was so
fortunate as to obtain the most perfect
success, and have obtained solid ice at
temperatures so high that itwas impos-
sible to touch it without burning one's
self. This result has l>een obtained
many time's, and with the greatest ease;
and not only so, but on one occasion a
small quantity of water was frozen in a
glass vessel which was so hot that it
could not be touched by the hand with-
out buraing it. Ihave had ice a con-
siderable length of time at temperatures
far above the ordinary boiling point,
and even then it only sublimed away
without any previous melting. These
results were obtained by maintaining
the superincumbent pressure below
46mm. of mercury— i. c., the tension of
aqueous vapor at the freezing point of
water. Other substances also exhibit
these same phenomena, the most nota-
ble of which is mercuric chloride, for
which latter the pressure need only be
reduced to 420mm. On letting in the
pressure the substance at once liquifies.

FHTLOsopinr of the ±Icno. —A. man
somewhat unfamiliar wi'h acoustics who
wanted to experiment with his own echo
proceeded to the vicinityof a large rock.
He spoke, but no returning voice came.
He spoke loud with no better success.
At length, after straining his vocal or-
gans to thi-ir utmost pitch, he left the
place and consulted a man versed in
physical science. "You stood too near
the rock, my friend," said the naturalist.
"Go hack and Btaad at least 100 feet
away from itand you willhear the echo."
This is explained as follows : Reckoning
one-fifth of a second as the time of pro-
nouncing one syllable, tl^e space trav-
ersed by a sound in this time is about
200 feet. Consequently an object must
bo at least hall this distance before it
can send back a single syllable, for the
sound must travel to the reflectirg body
and then back. Supposing five sylla-
bles to be pronounced in a second and
taking the velocity of sound at 1,100
feet per second, a distance of 550 feet
from the speaker to the reflecting body
would enable the speaker to complete
the fifth syllable before the return of the
first. This is at the rate of 110 feet per
syllable. At distances of less than 100
feet there is not time for the distinct re-
flection of a single syllable, but the re-
riected sound mingles with the voice cf
the speaker. This is particularly ob-
servable under vaulted roofs.

Boiling Water in a Sheet of Paper.

—Kature is publishing a series of at-
tractive articles on "Physics Without
Apparatus." In the latest number are
given experiments fox boiling water and
melting lead on a piece of paper: Take
a piece of paper find fold it up, as
school-boys do, into a square box, with-
out a lid. Hang this up to a walking-
stick by four threads and support the
stick npon hooks or other convenient
props. Then a lamp or taper must be
placed under this dainty caldron. In a
few minutes the water will boil. The
only fear is lest the threads should catch
fire and let the water spill into the lamp
and over the table. The flame must
therefore not Le too large. The paper
does not burn, because it is wet; and
even if it resisted the wet it stillwould
not burn through, because the heat im-
parted to it on one side by the flame
would be very rapidly conducted away
by the water on the other. Another ex-
periment of a similar nature, but, per-
haps, even more striking, is as follows :
Twist ap the edges of a common play-
ing-card or other bit of cardboard, so as
to fashion it into a light tray. On this
tray place a layer of small shots or bits
of lead, and heat it over the flame of a
lamp. The lead willmelt, but the card
will not burn. It may be charred iv lit-
tle around the edges, but immediately
below the lead it willnot be burned, for
here agsun the lead conducts oft*the heat
on one side as fast as it is supplied on
the other.

Arctic Stories.
Lieut. Sohwatka's party of Arctic ex-

plorers tell some traveler's stories —
among them the demand of an old lady
on the north shore of Hudson's strait
(as her pay for a pair of fur stockings),
for some "keeugkevven-zhnk." Nobody
could tellwhat she wanted tillshe made
motions as of dealing and snuffling,
when it flushed upon the Bavans thai it
was playing cards that the venerable
heathen desired. The accounts of the
mosquitoes flourishing ou thatice-botmd
shore are also something marvelous.
Their bite is poisonous and tin ir thirst
for human blood ravenous. Tlu-y are
not to be scared awuy, and can only be
wiped off. Tho natives resort to
"smudge "or smoldering fin s to keep
them away, and mosquito-net hooda nro
an essential part of the oivtiit of the fur-
clad hunters.

She Would See About It.
Miss Fatey said, when a Chicago

clergyman, in a marriago ceremony,
asked her ifshe would love, honor and
obey her husband:. "Iwill love and
honor him, but whether 1 willobey him
depends on circumstances."


