
THERE'S A LITTLEMOTTNI>.

BY E. W. LOCKE.

There's a fresh little mound near the willow,
Where at evening Iwander and weep )

There's a dear vacant spot on my pillow,
Where a sweet littleface U6ed toBleep ;

There were pretty blue eyes, but they slumber
Insilence, beneath the davk mold,

And the littlepet lamb of our number
Has gone to the heavenly fold.

Do Idream when in sleep Ibehold her,
With abeauty so fresh and divine,

"When so close to my heart 1enfold her,
And feel her soft lips upon mine ;

When so lovingthose gentle eyes glisten
That my vision is lostin my tears,

And bewildered, enraptured Ilisten
To a voice from the spirits1bright spheres ?

There's 6ilence in parlor, in chamber,

There's sadness inevery rt>om ;
Oh!Iknow 'twas the father who claimed her,

Yet everything's burdened withgloom ;

ButI'llnot be a comfortless mourner,
Nor longer brood over mypain;

For Iknow where the angels have borne her,
And soon Ishall see her again.

A STORY OF LAST YEAR.

BY RENA HOFFMAN.

It was a very warm afternoon in
June ;so warm, indeed was it, that
Aunt Tab andIeach sought the cool-
est spot inthe house, where we might
enjoy alittlecomfort. She sat in the
front room, pretending to sew, but in
reality taking many short naps and
few stitches. Seeing itwas unneces-
sary to stay there to keep her com-
pany,Itook my book out on the back
porch, curled myself up in an easy
chair, and proceeded to enjoy my
story.
Iwas soon interested n the book,

but was aroused by the sound of a
man's step on the walk. NowIknew
that the men were working in the
field not far from the house, and
thought one of them was coming to
the house for adrink, as they were in
the habit of doing. Not wishing the
man to thinkIwas watching forhim,
Iwent on reading ;but, to my disap-
pointment, he did not come to the
well.
Isay to my disappointment, because,

during the very busy season of the
year,Ishould have been very lonely
and even homesick, visiting in the
country, ifIhad not been cheered by
these visits to the well, especially by
the merry jokes, livelygreeting and
many little kindnesses of a certain
nephew of Uncle Robert's, by name
Jim, who found itexpedient to come
for a drink quite frequently those
warm days, when the heat drove me
trom the house to the shady back
porch near the well.

By the timeIhad read a page, my
attention was drawn by the sound of
voices in the front room. The doors
being open,Icould hear every sound.
Entering on tip-toe,Ipeeped in and
could see through the crack of the
door that Aunt Tab was holding the
door open a very little way, carying
on some sort of an argument witha
man standing on the outside, whohad
a satchel or portfolioinhis hand.

"He must be a tramp or peddler,"
thought I," for she is afraid of both,
and willnot admit either into the
house unless the men are there to
protect her."
Ididnothear his first words, but

he did not seem disposed to leave
quietly,but, instead, sat down on the
step, spread out his portfolio,and
asked, "How old are you, my good
woman?" at the same time preparing
to write.

"None of your business!" cried
Aunt Tab, as she slammed the door
inhis face and sank into her rocker,
calling "Katie! Katie!" several
times.
Iunderstood tho cause of her anger. !

She was an old maid,Ibelieve, when
she married Uncle Robert, and any
allusion to her age raises her ire;so
that what had been fear of the man
was changed to anger at his impu-
dence. AlthoughIheard her calling
me,Ilingered to catch a glimpse of
the tramp. He went down the path
and at almost every step he tookI
could see him bend over and hear a
smothered

"
Ha!ha!ha !" as though

he were enjoying something immense-
ly. He didnot look like a tramp or
a peddler, and itjust popped into my
mind that he must be a census enu-
merator. ThenIwent into the house
prepared to hear my aunt's account of
her adventure.

AfterIhad listened to a lengthy
description of the tramp, b»ok agent
or peddler, "she didn't care which, he
was a scoundrel, whoever he was

—
impudent rascal! asking ladies how
old they are!

"
Isaid, —

"
Youwillhave to begin to reckon

jour age some day soon, aunt, for
the census taker willbe around to ask
our ages. Iwonder ifthey could be
so mean as to make a person pay a
hundred dollars ifhe wouldn'tanswer
their questions? They have some
sort of book they write the names,
ages and everything in."

"Omy goodness ! My goodness !
What shallIdo ifthat was the man,
and he makes us pay a hundred dol-
lars ? Allthat money just because I
would not tell him how old Iam!
Run, Katie, and see ifhe is in sight
yet, and ifhe is tell him I'm forty-
three years old. _Oh dear ! Oh dear
me!"
Ipretended to run as fast asIcould,

but whenIgot to the corner of the
house Isaw Uncle Robert coming,
and withhim was the stranger. Iran
back and told aunt. Then Islipped
into the next room, drawing the door
nearly to. Icould hear very well
without being seen. By that time
they came in uncle talking loudly,
and not noticing Aunt Tab's embar-
rassment, whileIcould tell by the
expression of the gentleman's face
that he could only restrain his mirth
by talking very fast to Uncle Robert;
so that itwouldnot be necessary to
look at or speak to Aunt Tab, who
kept her lips going. Once ina while
she would start and get her mouth in
position to report

"forty-three
"

at a
second's notice. This occurred every
timehe glanced toward her.

HowIenjoyed it,and howIwished
Jim or some one had been there to
enjoy itwithme!The gentleman had
just asked Uncle Robert some ques-
tions concerning his parents when I
heard Jim come to the well. Iwas
about to call him into the back room
when Uncle Robert summoned him.
Ihid behind the door as he passed
through the room, so that he would
not see me eavesdropping.

By this time the enumerator felt
that he must say something to Aunt
Tab, whe was still waiting to tellher
age. Said he.

—
"Ishall not get many names here.
Isuppose. Ibelieve Iunderstood
you have no children.""

Forty three," repeated Aunt Tab,
looking as relieved as she felt; not
now, at least, could it be said that
she had refused to answer questions,
about her age.

She had been so possessed with one

idea that she had not heard a word
addressed to her, and now she com-
placently resumed her rocking and
sewing*, notwithstanding his blank
amazement, until Uncle Rob laughed
and snorted so that he surely had
choked himself to death if Jim had
not pounded him on the back, nearly
killing himself withlaughing atj the
same time

As for me,Iwas so diverted by the
whole scene that Irushed out on the
porch where 1might giggle as much
asIpleased withoutbeing overheard ;
soIdo not know how they settled the
matter. Byand byIheard my name
mentioned. They were explaining
that 1was their niece, visiting them,
and they didnot know how oldIwas
exactly, and Jim said.

—
"

AuntTab, how old is Kate, any-
way ?"

4• Oh, she she must be twenty-six or
seven, at least," said Aunt Tab; "I
don't know exactly, but she's an old
maid this long time—lknow that.""Yes, "saidJim, "

she's an oldmaid
—she's an old maid. Ha! ha!" and
he waltzed aHd capered out of the
room, still singing,

"
She's an old

maid!She's an oldmaid!"
Jim is very near thirty himself, if

'

you care to examine the record.
Iwas so angry thatIdid not know

whatIcould do to revenge myself on
the great booby. Icould forgive Aunt
Tab, forIknew her opite about ages.
At twenty-three, Iought to have had
more strength of mind than to allow
such a circumstance to annoy me;
but the moreIthought,.the angrier
Ibecame.
Iremembered with great satisfac-

tion thatIhad never been very friend-
ly to Jim, never speaking to him un-
less itwas a mere answer to his greet-
ing, or acknowledgment of gifts of
flowers.
Ididnot care so much for being called

an old maid, forIexpected to be one.
Icould have forgiven his words;but
the expression of his face, or the
manner of his exit never!Imade up
my mind to go home the first time
they had time to take me to the
depot.

After this Ifeltbetter ;soIwent
back to my original position. As I
had taken care not to answer any
calls forKatie, they had left me, and
were at work at the farm schedule <

The gentleman asked Uncle. Rob
how much his farming implements
were worth. Uncle seemed to have
an idea that strangers were a little
deaf, for he always talked at "the
top of his voice," though ingeneral
his tone was rather low. So now he
began to yell.

'•Well,I'lljust tell you;my farm-
ing instruments are poor, very poor,
not worthmuch."

This was nis regulation answer to
assessors, and now he went on to
depreciate the value of his property
to such an extent that he could not
tellthat anything was worthanything.

In vain did the census taker say
again and again,

—
"Well, if you do not know how

much they are worth, make an esti-
mate of some kind. Lump them alto-
gether, and make an estimate."

"Well, indeed," said Uncle Rob,
"ifIcould do itIwould willingly;
but ifIwas to be hung this minute,
Icouldn't tell."

And so it was withthe cattle, the
horses, the corn.

"Why," said he "ifIwas to have a
stack of Bibles as high as Icould
reach Icouldn't tell how much corn
we raised. Ifed it all, and didnot
sell any. How can Itellhow much
there was of itwhen the critters ate
itallup?"

The poor enumerator tapped his
pen on his book, scratched his head,
and finally bowed his head onhis hand
in silent despair, after a last terrible
but vain effort to keep Uncle Robert
on one subject long enough to tell
him, ina sensible way, at what sum
his land had been apprised, which, as
a matter of course, he

"
didnot know

—had known at the time;but his land
was not of the best, and of course had
notbeen apprised high, etc., etc."
Iwas disgusted, amused and aston-

i

shed all ina breath at the amount of
neighborhood news, past events,
trials, troubles and tribulations, nec-
essary to be accounted and comment-
ed upon inorder to get at a fewitems
connected witha farm of less than a
hundred acres. Isuppose the gentle-
man thought itwas a rare joke to sit
on the doorstep and ask Aunt Tab
Iher age, but she was amply avenged
by Uncle Robert, who worried the
poor man nearly to death before he
found himself at liberty to depart at
last.

That evening Ikept in the back-
ground, reading diligently, as ithad
been my custom to do, and whenI
thought they were allbusily engaged
in conversation, and no one was look-
ing at me, Imanaged to slip a small
piece ofpaper into a book of Jim's.
On the paper was written, •'She's an
oldmaid! She's an old maid! Ha!
ha!" This was to be a reminder,
whenIshould have gone home, that
Jim might know, whenever he found
it,that Iwas mortally offended. I
wished afterward thatIhad not done
it;but whenIwent to remove the
paper Ifound that Aunt Tab had
been cleaning up and the book was
gone. Icould not find it. Iwas
afraid to inquire about it, for Ihad
not planned that Jim should see the
writing unLilIwas safe at home, asI
had put it ina book he seldom used.
Iwas inagony lest some one might
see and recognize the writing, forI
was heartily ashamed of myself for
doing such a thing. But Iheard
nothing concerning either book or
paper.

AfterIwent to my own room that
evening, Ireviewed the week of my
visit, and came to the conclusion that
there must be something amiss in my
conduct to make any one accuse me of
being an oldmaid;soImade up my
mind to be as lively and friendly as
possible during the remainder of my
visit. Idetermined that ifJim really
thought me as old as Aunt Tab thatI
would make him forget it.
Iput my resolution in practice the

next morning; Isoon saw that the
whole family were not a little sur-
prised at the change in me. It had.
been my habit to allow them to talk
on subjects interesting to them with-
out taking any part in the conversa-
tion myself, thinking any remarks of
mine uncalled for and superfluous.
NowImanaged to find something to
say to keep up a lively conversation.
Jim especially seemed to appreciate
my efforts to be agreeable. Before
that meal was over,Isaw to my satis-
faction, that he was changing his
mind about the

"
oldmaid."

So itwent on for several days, the
most enjoyable of my visit. Ifound
that trying to give pleasure to others
made them more interesting to me ;
but that made me allthe more deter-
mined to return home soon, for fear

that instead of making Jim thinkmore
of meIshould find myself thinking
entirely too much of him.
It was Saturday evening, nearly

sunset, andIwas sitting inmy favor-
ite resort, the back porch, when I
happened to thinkIwanted to make
some fresh bouquets to put in the
rooms.
Ihad done this ever since the flow-

ers bloomed, though it was something
they were not accustomed to have
about the house. Wher» Iset the first
bouquet on the table Jim wanted to
know ifthat was all we were to have
for supper ;the first oneIput inAunt
Tab's bedroomIsat inthe open win-
dow, and the next morning Uncle
Robert said: '«Iawoke in the night
and thought Isaw an owlsittinginthe
window; but whenIgot the gun to
shoot it, it was one ofthose flower
pats that Katie had for supper last
night." They loved to tease any one
so much, that, thoughIsaw they liked
to see the flowers, they pretended not
to care for them.

This Saturday was the last of my
visit, soIthought Iwould make some
extra nice bouquets before Iwent
away. Ilooked about for something
to wear on my head, but Aunt Tab
had wornmybonnet to visit a sick
neighbor.

Just then Isaw Jim's straw hat
hanging in the kitchen, and without
any ceremony Iput iton. He didn't
likeany one to touch anything that
belonged to him, old bachelors never
do; they are worse than old maids;
but he was gone hunting, soIsnapped
my fingers and saidIdidn't care for
Jim or anybody else.
Iwas alone at the house, but Iwas

not afraid, for they wouldallbe home
before dark.Iwent into the yard and
gathered my apron fulloflovely roses
and syringa blossoms. Iwas about
returning to the house when Isaw a
fine bunch of flowers high up on the
syringa bush. Iforgot everything
else in niy desire to have it;andI
jumped up and reached forthe flowers
several times, but could not quite suc-
ceed.

Atlast Icaught the branch, and
had just broken offmy coveted flow-
ers when Iwas caught around the
waist somewhat roughly. Ilooked
around and saw a gun on the ground,
which frightened me so- thatIdidnot
know who itwas until, touching the
hat withhis head, forhis hands were
engaged in controlling my frantic ef-
orts to escape, he said,—

"Aha, little thief, have Icaught
you ? This ismyproperty, Ibelieve,
which you willbe kindenough to re-
store after paying the fine."

Then Iknew itwas Jim.
Ishook my head, too angry tospeak

or else there was something in his
eyes that made me speechless. He
folded his arms about me and said,

—
"Now you are in prison and you

must pay your fine ifyou want to get
out." Andhe put his lips dangerous-
lynear mine.
"Ihad not said one wordas yet, but

1tried to make my looks as expressive
as possible of my wounded dignity.
He answered the looks by saying, —

"Never mind about the fine,Katie,
darling; Iam willing to keep you
here forever, imprisoned near my
heart, never to let you go again. May
I,Katie? Willyou be my wife and
be near me always as you are now?"

He looked so manly and handsome
as he said this that Ilonged to say
yes. ButIcouldn't do it. So Ijust
braced myself for the effort, and, try-
ing to look him in the face as con-
temptuously as possible, Isaid,

—
"Oh dear, no, indeed! How could

you think of such a thing? Iam an
old maid, Ihave heard— too old to
think ofmarrying any one so young
as yourself."

The effect was greater than Ihad
expected. He dropped his hands and,
after gazing silently inmy face for a
moment, he turned toward the house
and leftme standing withhis hat still
on my head, and his last look imprint-
ed on mymind indelibly.

WhileIgathered up my scattered
treasures Ithought Ineed not have
been so contemptuous, even if Jim
had made me angry. Iwas glad that
Iwas going home so soon. And as I
thought ofleaving Jim in angerIam
afraidIshed a few tears, which were
quickly dried asIsaw Jim coming to
the spot where Istood. It was too
late to run orIam sureIshould have
done so. Iwent on with my work
iintilhe came up and thrust apiece of
paper intomy hand, whichIrecog-
nized immediately. He at once be-
gan to speak in a more serious tone
thanIhad ever heard himuse, and as
he went on my respect for him in-
creased."
Ifound this," said he, "andlfeai

it throws some light on what has
offended you. Iapologize for any-
thingImay have said or done which
was not proper ;butImust do myself
justice while Istate that what is
written there wa3 not uttered with
any intention of hurting your feelings
This is the way ithappened : AsI
was coming to the house for a drink,
Iwitnessed Aunt Tab's reception of
the census taker and the most of what
happened afterwards. When Iwas
called in by Uncle RobIcame in
through the back room, and thought
Icaught the glimpse of two eyes with
more mischief in them than Ihad
thought a certain young lady possess-
ed. Thought I, 'she is gathering
items with which to entertain her
friends when she goes home, for she
never appears to wish to share her
pleasant thoughts with any of us ;
and knowing Aunt Tab's failing,I
perpetrated the deed you resent.
Encouraged by your kindness since
then, Ihave behaved insuch a man-
ner as to be compelled to apologize to
you, hoping this interview may afford
your friends, to whom you may
recount it,as much amusement as it
apparently has afforded you."
Ihad not said a word, but my eyes

must have been fairlydancing ifthey
expressed half of whatIenjoyed dur-
ing those few minutes; for the dear
fellow looked so dignified, was so cer-
emonious, and withalhad such a ter-
ribleopinion of me, thatIallowed him
to make a wonderfully low bow, and
walk nearly to the corner beforeI
could say:"

Mr.Dormot, Ishould like to say
a few words to you."

He came back, andIwent on,
—

"Itis rather embarrassing to be a
party in an interview of this kind
and in order that there may be no
more such during my short stay here,
Iwill say that if itis agreeable to
youIwillpay my fine now."
Ihad expected him to look aston-

ished, but he seemed not to under-
stand whatImeant ;soIwaited just
long enough to see that he was begin-
ning to appreciate my last remark,
and then turned, fled into the house,
threw the hat at him, and locked

myself inmy ownroom to think over
whatIhad done

—
in what an unlady-

like manner Ihad behaved. What if
he did not care anything for me?
Howhe would sneer at my forward-
ness! And ifhe did care for me,
how disgusted he must be withone
who had as good as offered herself to
him!
Iwished myself at home. Idread-

ed meeting him in the morning, for
Idetermined to see no one that even-
ing. Iknew they were all in the sit-
ting-room forIheard their voices.
Iproceeded to light my lamp, butI

could find no matches. ThinkingI
could slip through the back" room to
the kitchen unobserved, Ididso, but,
glancing out at the sky, the night was
So lovely thatIstepped lightlyon the
porch to enjoy the cool beauty of the
summer evening before retiring to
my room and book.
Ileaned over the banisters, wonder-

ing how many stars Icould count,
when suddenly a face met minein
the semi-dardness, and a pair of lips
very near to mine, whispered, "ready
for your fine, Katie?" and beforeI
Unew itIwas in prison again, the
fine paid, and all difficulties settled.

So it happens that though Iwas
"an old maid

"
when the last census

was taken, before the next ten years
have passed Ishall be somebody else.

Cities and their Godfathers.
London Globe.

Most cities were founded by ac-
cident. There was nodeliberate plan.
Ahut or two grew into a village,
and a town into a city. London, for
instance, had no godfather. The first
barbarian who landed from his canoe
and fixedhis habitation under the hill
now crowned by the cathedral of St.
Paul, littleknew he#

was founder of a
city to which Rome at the height of
its glory was insignificant in its pro-
portions, itsnumbers, and its wealth.
A place sometimes derived its name
from the physical features which
distinguished it. Oxford, Cambridge,
Milford, Newport, Redhill, Black-
water, Yarmouth, are instances in
point. At timessome natural advant-
age itpossessed vras the occasion of
its name. Thus the Spaniard Pedro
de Mendoza named the capital of the
state he founded in South America
Buenos Ayres. to celebrate the ex-
cellent climate; and Valparaiso was
so called as.an intimation that its
position is such as to be the very
valley of paradise.

The cities founded by the god-
fathers after whom they were named
are the' most famous in existence.
No name seems to have been above
the ambition of perpetuating himself
in that way. Alexander the Great
gave his name to the Egyptian city
which he founded, and which the
Ptolemies made one of the most
magnificent of the ancient world. In
Candahar, too, we recognize the
Asiatic name (Iskander) of the great
conqueror who founded it. Cologne
(Colonia Agrippina), whichhas come
to be regarded as the symbol of Ger-
man unity, owes its name to the
incestuous mother of Nero, who was
born there. Saragossa, capital of the
old kingdom of Aragon, is only a cor-
ruption ofCaesarea Augusta, so called
after Augustus, who rebuilt the
Carthagenian town formerly on its
site, and named the new city after
himself. This refounding an old
town and givingita new name was
common in antiquity. When Adrian
restored what the ancient writers
called Uscudama, he imposed upon it
his ownname, and thenceforward it
was known as Adrianople, just as
when Philip the 111. of Macedon,
formed a new city on the site of
Eumolpias, it was converted into
Philipopolis. Inthe same way Con-
stantine, when transferring the seat
of empire to Byzantium, renamed the
city on the Bosphorus Constantinople.
The representative of the modern
Byzantine empire has his seat in a
city also called after its founder

—
St

Petersburg. When adventurers from*
this country named the chief town
inNova Scotia, they were virtually
addressing a prefatory dedication to
the earl ofHalifax,first commission-
er of trade and plantations. Charles-
ton was so named inhonor of Charles
11.,, the reigning monarch. Bal-
timore leceived its name in 1768
after Lord Baltimore. It was only
just that when, in 1793, the founda-
tion stone was laid of the federal
capital of the United States, the forth-
coming city should be named after
the father of this country—Washing-
ton. Inthe same way the capital of
Victoria was named after the prime
minister of the time, Melbourne ;that
of South Australia, Adelaide, after
the Queen Dowager; that of New-
South Wales after the then secretary
for the colonies, Sydney ;and that of
New Zealand after Lord Auckland.

The Eloquence ofMisery.
Leitch Ritchie, inhis "Travels in

Ireland," relates the following inci-
dent: "One man, whomIsaw sit-
ting on the ground, leaning his back
against the wall, attracted my atten-
tion by a degree of squalor in his
appearance whichIhad rarely before
observed even inIreland. His clothes
were ragged, and his face was pale
and sickly. He did not address me,
andIpassed by ;but, having gone a
few paces, my heart smote me, andI
turned back. « Ifyou are in want,'
said I, withsome degree of peevish-
ness, 'why do you not beg?''

Sure, itis begging Iam,' was the
reply.

'You did not utter a word.''
No!is it joking you are withme,

sir? Look there !'holding up the tat-
tered remains of what had once been
a coat;

'
do you see how the skin is

speaking through the holes of my
trousers, and the bones crying out
through my skin? Look at my sunken
cheeks, and the famine that's staring in
my eyes! Man alive! isn't itbegging
Iam witha hundred tongues ?'"

tfahone's Peculiar Tastes.
The statement thatMahone isworth

52,000,000 is a gross mistake. Some
persons who know him wellinformed
me that he was not to be rated higher
than 8100,000, He owns a fine house
at Petersburg, has four Alderney cows
inhi3back-yard, and a flock of pheas-
ants. He cultivates these birds for
their eggs. Hen eggs are not to his
taste, whichis eccentric and dainty.
When a railroad president, at a big
salary, he used to travel around on a
hand-car witha demijohn half as high
as himself. That vessel was supposed
to contain ,but it did not. It
was mineral water, of which he par-
took copiously fora severe kidney com-
plaint. _,

There is a kindof lemon which
grows inSouthern Europe as sweet as
an orange, butallother species of lem-
ons are intensely sour.

A±NIGHT.

BYMAURICE THOMPSON

The moonhangs in a silver mist, ..
The stars are dulland thin.

Sweet Peace and Sleep spread loving arms
To fold the whole worldin;

The air is like a speel ;the hills
Waver, now seen, now lost;

The pallid rivqjr wanders by
A vast unquiet ghost.

Ahorned owl,on silent wing*,
From out a cavernous place,

Speeds, likea boltof darkness hurried
Athwartthe shimmering space,

Above the vale, from woodto wood,
And leaves no trace behind—

Like some dark fancy flung across
Apure aud pious mind!—

AprilLippincott.

Carious, Useful, and Scientific.

ANELECTRIC TIDE.
Alexander Adams, one of the of-

ficers of the British postoffice tele-
graph department, has discovered the
existence ofthe electric telegraph cir-
cuits. By long continued and care-
fulobservations has determined dis-
tinct variations of strength in those
earth currents which are invariably
present on all telegraphic wires, fol-
lowing the different diurnal positions
of the moon withrespect to the earth.

ALARM CLOCK.
In a recent number of Dingier*s

Polytechnicees Journal is described
the alarm clock of . Herr Pfyffer,
which at the given hour lights a
smalllamp. The lamp is above the
clock. Near it is a disk with a
sectional piece cut out and with hori-
zontal axis. This has a spiral spring
and, by means of a handle, is turned
round to a tense position, inwhich it
isheld by a projecting nose and catch.
When the nose is released at the
proper time, the disk springs back and
ignites a match over a lamp. The ar-
rangement is said to work with great
certainty.

AN INGENIOUS INSTRUMENT.
At the Greenwich Observatory a

very ingenious instrument is inuse to
record automatically the duration of
sunshine through the day. Itconsists
of a glass globe hung withina hemi-
pherical cup of slightly greater
diameter, the cup being lined with a
strip' of paper covered with stencil
ink. The globe is entirely exposed
upon the roof, and while the sun is
shining acts-iis a burning glass, and
causes a continuous line to be made
upon the paper. This line will be
broken, however, as often as the sun's
light is obscured by clouds, and thus
a record of the amount of sunshine
forthe day willbe obtained.

Mr.Shelford Bidwell describes in
nature the result of some experiments
insending pictures by the telegraph.
This he accomplished by using an ap-
paratus resembling Bakewell's well-
known copying telegraph. In the
transmitter the image was focussed
upon a revolving cylinder, to which a
selenium cell is attached. At the
other end of the wireaplatinum point
passes against the surface of sensitive
paper prepared by passing it through
a strong solution of equal parts of ido-
dide ofpotassium and water. The ar-
rangement is such tfat the selenium
cell on intercepting the current causes
a white spot to appear on the receiver
corresponding inshape and size to the
picture focussed on the transmitting
cylinder. The experiments are as yet
crude, but fullof promise.

ANOVEL STEAM GENERATOR.

AParis firmhas lately patented a
peculiar method of generating steam
for a steam engine. At each stroke
of the piston a certain quantity or
water is projected against two strong-
ly heated metal plates. The. steam so
produced goes directly to the cylinder,
so that in this arrangement not enly
a special generator, but also the valve
system for entering steam, is super-
fluous. The mode of action reminds
one of Hock's petroleum motor, or
other engines driven by means of
liquid hydrocarbons. Inthe example
given in Dinaler's Journal the
vaporizing surface consists of two
metallic cones, one within the other,
with an interval of about 1 mm.
between. The hollowspace isdivided
into chambers, each of which is con-
nected with the side of the cylinder.
The gasses play first on the inner sur-
face of the double cone, then on the
outer.

STONE COFFINS.
AEuropean firmhas been experi-

menting with air and water-tight
coffins, and has latelyovercome some
of the difficultiesinvolved by a com-
bination of thin wood and stone com-
position. The composition is formed
of three parts Portland cement and
one part finely washed quartz sand..
For the sake of adhesion the inner
surface of the wooden coffin(which
incases the other) is leftrough, as the
wood comes from the saw. The top
of the stone coffinis arched, in order
to give itgreater resistance to outer
pressure, and the wood is shaped to
correspond. The thickness of the
wood is only 2to 3 ctm.; that of the
composition 1.2 to 1.5 ctm. The
weight of such a compound coffin is
not greater than that of the common
oak coffins. The closure is perfectly
tight, so that the bodies of persons
who have died of infectious diseases
may be safely kept in them in the
house tillburial. When the woodhas
decayed away inthe ground, the stone
coffin remains, uncompressed.

THE FIRST CASTING.
Cast iron was not mcommercial use

before the year 1700, when Abraham
Darby, an intelligent mechanic, who
had brought some Dutch workmen to
establish a foundry at Bristol, con-
ceived, says Hardware, that iron
might be substituted for brass. This
his workmen didnot succeed ineffect-
ing, being probably too much preju-
diced in favor of the metal with
which they were best acquainted. A
Welsh shepherd boy named Jshn
Thomas had, some little time previ-
ous to this, been received by Abraham
Darby intohis workshop upon recom-
mendation of a distant relative.
Whilst looking onduring the experi-

ment of the Dutch workmen, he said
to Abraham Darby that he thought
he saw where they had missed it. He
begged to be allowed to try ;so he
and Abraham Darby remainedJJaJone
inthe workshop allnight, struggling
withthe refractory metal and imper-
fect moulds. The hours passed on
and daylight appeared, but neither
would leave his task ; and just as day
dawned they succeeded in casting an
ironpot complete. The boy entered
into an agreement with Abraham
Darby to serve him and keep the
secret He was enticed by the offer
ofdouble wages to leave his master,
but he continued faithful, and from
1707 to 1828 the family of Thomas
were the confidential and much valued
agents of the descendants of Abra-
ham Darby. Formore than one hun-

dred years after the one in which
Thomas and his master succeeded in
making an iron casting ina mould of
fine sand contained in frames, and
with airholes the same pracess was
practiced and kept secret at Colebrook
Dale, with plugged keyholes and
barred doors.

THE AGE OE THE EARTH.
At the MidlandInstitute. Birming-

ham, England, the other day, Prof.
Aryton delivered a lecture in which
he gave some estimates of the earth's
age. In repjy to the question of
whether the earth's existence was to
be counted by thousands orby millions
of years, he called attention to the
geological evidences of organic
changes of the earth's surface which

jrequired not less than a hundred mil-
lionyears for the earth's age. There
was, however, a better method for ap- !
proximating to the age of the earth, j
The changes of temperature belong-
ing to the different seasons were less
perceptibly feltas they penetrated the |
substance of the earth, untilat adepth ;
of about fifty feet the temperature j
was practically constant. If, how- 1
ever, they continued to descend an in-
crease of temperature was experienced
at about the rate of one degree per
fiftyfeet of the descent. Supposing
this increase went on at the same rate
until the center of the globe was
reached, the temperature there would
be 40,000 degrees higher than at the
surface. There was, however, no
reason to assume that the increase did
go on, or that the temperature of the
centre was higher than that of the
melton rock, ?»000 degrees or at most
10,000 degrees. Assuming this to be
the temperature at the centre, and
knowing by experiment, the conduct-
ing power of rock in relation to heat,
Sir WilliamThompson was able to cal-
culate not only the present distribu-
tiondownward, but the distribution
at any future and at any past time.
Taking the temperatuae of 7,000 as
having been once the uniform tem-
perature of the wholebody, the result
of the calculations was that the earth
had been a hundred million years in
cooling.

APoet from Deadwood.
Yesterday afternoon the door of the

editorial rooms swung slowly open,
and a bushy head appeared, followed
in a short time by the balance of a
man whose general outline indicated
that he was fromthe frontier.

"Is the Tycoon in?" he asked."
The who ?" inquired the only edi-

tor in the room who was not busy just
then."

The Tycoon, the Shah, the main
guy,

—
the boss, you know.""Oh, you mean the editor. No, he

is not around at present. Is there
anything we can do for you?""
Ireckon there might be, Colonel.

Some time ago your paper printed
something about a new racket in the
shape of a practical tournament, 'n
offered prizes 'n things for the best
verses. AmIsingin' on the right
key, boss?"
"Ibelieve there was something of

that kind published," replied the
person addressed, v but itwas only in
fun.""

I'm sorry to hear that, pard," con-
tinued the visitor;

"
for ever since

leavin' Deadwood I'vebeen thinkin'
how soft things wos comin' for me to
have prizes like them offered, 'nkick-
in' because there was one class, for
children, in whichIwas bound to be
barred. I'm powerful sorry it was
only infun.""

Are you apoet?" inquired another
member of the staff.

"1am that, boss. Probably Idon't
look it,but whenitcomes to exercis-
in' the Muse, Itake what cake there
is on the dump, and any stray buscuits
that the shaft contains. I'm a two-
tenner when you talk poetry, and do
not letitescape yourmemory."

"Whom do you consider our best
poet?" asked another man."

They are all on the same level.
From Shakespeare fo Milton, from
Dryden to Burns, froni Woodsworth
to Longfellow, there ain't no differ-
ence. Gimme the tools'nIkin chop
out anything froma sonnet by Shak-
speare to an obituary by G. W. Childs
an' never turn ahair. Why, boss, to
duplicate most poetry ain't any exer-
cise for me ; it's just as easy as whit-
tlin'a toothpick out ofa match. All
you've got to do is to read the works
of a poet and see how he's gaited.
Then you go right ahead and do the
same thing. Gitback to Shakspeare's
time, f'rinstance. Most all the boys
in them days wrote their poems in
the same kind of time that a pony
makes when gallopin' over a hard
road

—
kind of short'n quick, with jest

about eight jumps to the mile. Take
Sir Walter Raleigh. Is'pose you
remember Walt

—
slung his yaller

overcoat down inthe mud fer Queen
'Lizabeth to.step on, you know."

The editors silently admitted their
recollection of the gentleman.

"Now take this pome, 'The
Nymph's Reply,' 'n see if it don't
sound just like a broncho goin' down
street, when you read ita littlefast :

11 ""Ifallthe world and love were young,
And truth in every shepherd's tongue,
These pretty pleasures might me move-
To live with tjiee, and be thy love.'
"See how she jumps, boss? But

Christopher Marlowe, who browsed
around from 1564 to 1593, wasn't no
better, not abit. Listen at him when
he's tellin'what the pash'nit shepherd
said to his love:" •

Come live withme and be my love,
And we willall the pleasures prove,
That valleys, groves and hills and fields.
Woods, or steepy mountain yields.'"

Noticehow easy she gallops along,
'cept right at the finish, where the
boss stumbled a little? Its jest pie to
reel off stuff like that."

"Itdoes seem easy, doesn't it?"ob-
served one editor to another.

"Easy, boss? Why, it's jest cakes
and maple syrup to a man that drops
on the game. 1tell you, it's a first-
base hitevery time, withchances of a
home run now'n then, —

how's the
White Stockings?" this to a short-
haired young man with four fingers
out of joint, who came into the room.
"You bet I'm posted on base-ball;
got picters of the hull nine fur four
seasons back glued up inmy cabin, 'n
won seventeen ounces of gold-dust on
the championship last year."

"Butabout the poets," suggested
an editor."

Allright, boss ;I'm harkin' back
to their trailagin. Look at 'em along
about the fust of this century. Why,
barrin' Byron3n two or three more,
the most of 'em couldn't even write
things that wouldread smooth. Ican
show you whole reams 'n stacks of
pomes with a metre that sounds like
a lame camel tryin' to run away* Six
dollars a dozen would be a high price
for most ofthem ducks. They're like
them maccaroni-eating painters they
call

'
Ole Masters.' Why, 80 per cent

of those fellows wouldn't be allowed

to stripe wagons in a country paint-
shop these times ?""

You are quite an iconoclast," ob-
served an editor.

"Nevermind whatIam, sonny,"
replied Deadwood, as he gently toyed

jwitha forty-two calibre revolver that
Ihung at his belt. "Idislike tokilla
man on his own ranch, butImustn't
be sassed."

The editor explained the meaning
of the word, and the mollified West-
erner proceeded :

"
Some folks prob'ly

think there is poets that have a style
oftheir own, butIknow better."

•'Are youacquainted withthe works
ofGoldsmith ?" asked one of the audi-
ence.

'• What, OllieGoldsmith ? Ireckon
Iam. He's no good. Anybody kin
write such slush as he did

"
"

Don't you think his *Deserted Vil-
ilag? 'i s a fairproduction?"

M Naw! Why the lines just gurgle
along like water out of a jug. It

j makes me tired to think that people
; willpay for that kind of gruel."•;Can you writepoetry like that ?""

KinI? Jest gimme a pencil, and
see."

A pencil and paper was produced,
and the gentleman from Deadwood
sat down and began to write. Pres-
ently he arose, and saying,

11 How does this slide along?" read
as follows:
Sweet is the sound when oft, at eight o'clock,
Up yonder street the youngmen quickly walk;
There have Ipassed and viewed the broken

gate,
Mute witness of a session rather late.
The swain, too heavy for the fragile hinge,
Had evidently slipped, nnd broken things.

Near yonder porch, where ohcc the garden
smiled,

Andstill where many a garden flower grows
wild;

There, where Pome chunks of pants the plac*-
disclose,

The faithful bull-dog ou the lover rose.
Apup was he to allthe young men dear

—
He'd mangle forty pairs of pants per year ;
Remote from gate he lurked among the grass,
Nor let apair ofcheckered trousers pass,
Unpracticed he to fawn or seek for power ;
He simply lunched on clothing by the hour.

"That's pretty good," remarked
one of the editors, "but, then, as you
isay, Goldsmith's verses do run

\u25a0 smoothly. With other great poets,
however, the case is different. Take
Sir Walter Scott, for instance. Now,
he has a style peculiarly his own;that
has never been denied. Did you ever
read his

'
Youna^Lochnivar'?

'•Know itby heart, boss.
"

*'<jan you tiive us something like
\u25a0 that ?

"
The deolei in ready-made poems

again seated himself and wrote. In
exactly seven minutes he had finished,
and proceedep to read as follows:

;0, old Jimmy Fair {a cony out of the We6t,
'Through all broad Nevada his purse is tfce

best;
And, save his good check-book, no weapon 1>?

bore,
jHe travelled well fixed,and could send home

for more.
jHe was doughty in purse

—
in fact«n filsiVor;

IHeeled right up" for biz was our new Senator.

He stayed not for breake, and he stopped not, forstone,
He hired anenjinc when train there was none ;

: But ere Carson Cityin sight hove he found
The bride had consented, for Bharon was

'round.
For a rivalin mines

"
Untie Jim

"
did not

care,
"Iwillbeat him,

"
he said, "as the flush

beats twopair.
"

One touch ofa check, and one word in his
1 ear, •
• From each legislator Jim'd nothing to fear;

Sogay to the East nominated he went ;
"They'll have fleet steeds that follow, I'm

going hell beit."
When he had finished there was a

short silence. Then some one said."
He can do it can't he ?

"
"Of course Ikin, boss, "n Ikin

keep up mylick all-day if it's neces-
sary . The Tribune is considerable
of a paper fur poetry, but don't you
never worryifany of your poets git
cranky an' begin to buck, jump, or
drive on one line. Jest you drop me
lineinclosin' a sdecimen of the cuss's
work 'n I'llfillhis place every Satur-
day, so's your readers won'tknow the
difference. Youhear me!

"
and back-

ing gracefully into the hall the gen-
tleman from Deadwood departed,

—
Chicago Tribune.

Anti-Fat— A Domestic Remedy.
Prof. Tanner has recently called at-

tention to tho value of milk in cases
of obesity. He lays down the follow-
ing regime:

—
"First day, three quarters of the

usual diet and one and three-fourths
pints of milk; second day, one-half
of the usual diet and three pints of
milk; third day, one-fourth of the
usual diet and two quarts and one
pint of milk; thereafter three quarts
and one pintofmilkdaily and nothing
else. Once in a while allow a little
solid food to prevent disgust for
milk. Ifdiarrhoea occur, suspend the
milkdiet for a while, then resume."

One wouldbe likelyto think that a
milk diet would be just the thing to
Ibuildup fatty tissue. But on rerlec-
-1 tion itwillbe recognized that there is
a very nice balance of all the true ali-
ment inmilk, while in the usual sup-
ply of food which comes to the tablo
there is an excess of starch and sugar.
Inthe dietetic regime presented by
Banting, in his pamphlet,- directions
are given for the use of such food as
contains the least amount of starchy
and saccharine qualities. If, how-
ever, confining one's self to milk will
effect the same result, the process is
much simplified. We may feel sure
at the outset that milk contains all
the elements necessary for the sup-
port of life. There are many whowill
say at once that they cannot use milk,
that it causes billiousneas and head-
ache. To all such we would suggest
that they treat milk as a food rather
than as a drink. Milk should not be
gulped down by the gobletful. It
should be taken into the mouth in
small quantities and thoroughly in-
salivated. To effect this first import-
ant step indigestion itis necessary to
move the jaws as ifmasticating food.
This movement liberates the sali-
yaryjsecretions and by thoroughly mix*
ing these withthe milkprepares itfor
its descent into the stomach, where it
meets the gastric juices which are acid,
and which for this reason have an
affinity for the salivary secretions, the
latter being alkaline. Then milk, like
any solid food, willundergo the proper
digestive process, thus preventing it
fromentering the stomach as an inter-
loper ina laboratory which has no
apparatus for disposing of it when
taken as a beverage. It must be re-
membered that babies at the breast or
those nourished on the bottle only
obtain itby tugging away with lips
and jaws, movements whichresult in
the same liberation of the salivary
secretions, as when a fullset of teeth
are brought to bear upon a beef steak.
—Dr. Focte's Health Monthly.

Abrick of gold measuring twelve
by seven by fourinches isworth about
$75,000. Such a brick represents one
month's productof one of the hydraul-
ic mines of California.


