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A CANNIBAL CONCEIT.

The cannibal king of the cannibal isle, .
Met Hannibal Hook with an animal smile,-
And fingered his topical tresses awhile,
With a smack of binlips, and agiggleof guile,
And a critical leer inbon viv&ntstyle \u25a0. :\u25a0\u25a0: •« • •

Then the rollicking, frolickingthing,'
He bitoff the nose

Of Hannibal Hook,
Nor thought,Isuppose,

*
Of the freedom he took—

Thishorrible, cannibal king!
'. \u25a0

O, the cannibal queen of the cannibal king,
~

Was akindof a languishing lout of a thing,
Who strung tip her petticoats short with astring,
And walked with a grace, and a finical fling, »-<-.

--
Her elbow akimbo, her body aswing—

The beautiful, dutifulspouse! ...
.'\u25a0 .T Bhe quietly took ', ]

\u25a0 \u25a0' Off a finger and toe
Of Hannibal Hook,•
—

Without thinking,Iknow,
How tough were his cheeks and his brows.

The terrible teeth of the terrible two <».>.•!. I
Were quick to infringe on the feast that they drew
From the lubricate limbs of the lubberly crew, .
Who Eimpty believed they had nothing to doI
But to furnish their flesh for a cannibal stew. A
.-• , go the cannibal couple arose, \u25a0\u25a0'•-' l'-*•'\u25a0' i

, And wished inthe river •-.,.,,,.,. ; i'
, \u25a0 Poor Hannibal Hook, '. . !

.;. ,Then looked to the Giver,
'
I-.t.1:'

Andprayed, and partook a, . \u25a0I-;'.;; i_"V- Ina wayIdislike to disclose. -\u25a0•••\u25a0, ,

The HBELirsiiLoa.
BY AN EX-ARMY SI^GEON. , ,|

Yon found the tavern full?
" '.";

The. speaker was a \u25a0handsome^ intelli-
gent-looking gentleman of;perhaps

—
:

. evidently a citizen of the village, and
resident of the, handsome but unpreten- \u25a0

tious dwelling-house .in front of which!
he \u25a0*as standing. . .\u0084- \u0084 t •,.\u25a0"Yes,"Ireplied ;"

Iwas too late by j
half an hour, so the landlord informed !
me."

\u25a0 'v"^ v^'—;.-.,.- •- ;"
You shall be welcome here, if you j

willaccept of modest quarters and plain i
fare.

" . . ..,,-\u25a0\u25a0,:.\u25a0• ft .:•.\u25a0.-.. *:.>;
The tone of voice, no less than the i

words uttered, assured me that the offer
of hospitality was sincere, and with a i
grateful heart and a simple expression of I
thanks Ipassed through the gate and
clasped the extended hand of• the man
who, although Ihad not even known of

'

his existence tillthat minute, and whoI
had every reason tosuppose a foe of the
cause Irepresented

—
rebel to the Gov- ',

ernment whose uniformIwore, yet in j
whomIrecognized a friendand brother. :"

You are very kind," li-aid, "more
kind than you know, forIamnot onlyI
wear/ but ill, or Ishould not have ;
sought lodgings indoors while my com-
rades were exposed to the .privations of !
camp life.

"
,/ ; ':\u25a0 , ;;

"Iam glad of the opportunity to offer •
hospitality to a professional brother,"! i
he responded, "forIknow from the let-
ter on your hat-band that you are a sur-
geon, and Iam a physician. This
would have been

'
sufficient to qhave !

prompted me to invite you in,but some-
thing else, a sudden but unexplainable 1j
impulse, which Icould not resist, im-
pelled me to it." . :

-
; ;

By this timeIhad been led into the ;
familyroom—a most cheerful room. A
beechwood fire blazed and glowed upon !
the hearth ;a bright carpet withwarm !
colors covered the room ;to. old-fash- i
ioned mahogany sideboard stood to the

''
left, and a bureau of the same rich wood
faced it on the other side of the room,

'
and inone corner a clock of "ye olden ;
time," and known by the title of wall-

'
sweeper, counted off the seconds with
stately precision, and sounded the knell j
of the dying hours in a solemn mono- i
tone.

"Easy-chairs stood back against !
the farther walllikesentries on an inner j
picket line, while the others were !
grouped about the cheerful fire, and
these, as we entered, were occupied bj
persons whose faces Icould never have '
forgotten hadIseen them but for a mo-
ment, and whichare now. photographed
upon my heart forever and aye. ,'.There j
\u25a0were three persons inthis group, a yen- j
erable oldx.gentleman, a white-haired, i

matronly and kindly-faced oldlady,and j
a golden-haired, blue-eyed young lady

—!
father, mother and daughter of :my I
friendly host, Dr. Jewell. •••,..• ;.; \u25a0 ;c.>:;.

There is something in -ainame, else \u25a0

how should these people be so appropri- !
ately. named ? I.wondered and pon- i

• dered the more whenIlearned that the
brightest and richest and rarest gem in
the group had the beautiful name of!
Lilian. • , ; .'
Ibeg the reader's pardon

—
Ihave not

toldhim or her, as the case may be, who
Iam, or when, how or where all this
happened.

Myname is Alden; a lineal descend- f
antIam fromJohn and Priscilla Alden, j
whose romantic history you have doubt-
less read inpoetry if not inprose, iMy
ancestors had gone West almost a centu-
ryago, hence those provincialprejudices
Bo characteristic of those descendants of
the .Mayflower party who stillcling to
the crags of Plymouth :Rock

-
had been j

lost in the broad and fertile valleys of
the Ohio, or they had wandered off and
found a flower-bespangled grave on the
boundless prairies of Illinois. At any
rate they found no place in my heart.

The time of whichIwritewas Janua-
ry, 1862. Place, Southwestern Ken-
tucky. Grant's army, was making a
grand reconnaissance •in force, with a
view to' « feeling of•. the' enemy before i
making an attack upon Fort Donaldson.
• A cold, pitiless rain had pelted us jall
day, and was still pouring down upon j
soldiers and officers alike. ;When the [

village ofB. came in view, at 4 o'clock
'

inthe afternoon, Ihad trudged through |
the mud and waded

•
swollen :streams

from earlymorn, having surrendered my i
horse to a sick soldier of j the brigade to j
whichI.was attached, Iand was, there-
fore, worn and weary, and almost ill.
Immediately after!the order had been \
passed along the line to halt and pitch
tents for the night, a large number of
officers galloped on to the village and j
sought shelter beneath the roof of the i
hotel it contained. It;had been ;my j
purpose toget a hot supper and dry bed j
also, but myprofessional duties detained |
me for some time, and when Ireached
the door of the innIwas informed that
not only all the beds, but every square
foot of the parlor and sitting-room floors,
had been pre-empted; "• "• ' * j
It was while sadly wending my way i

back to camp thatIhad the rare good
'

fortune, or fate, to attract the attention !
of Dr.Jewell. ;. Myboots!were covered,!
with mud, my clothes dripping with:
water, andIfeltas ifchilledto the mar-
row ofmy bones and the center of my

'

heart. Ittook but a brief time to warm
me, however, fbr the elements of warmth

'
were abundant. :At his request 1fol- !
lowed the doctor into,his chamber and ;
donned a suit of his clothes, while he
sent my own by a colored

*boy to the'
kitchen to be dried. rReturning to the
parlor,Iobserved alarge bowlof steam-
ing punch, flanked by goblets, upon a
table whichhad been drawn upnear the !
fire, and by

-
which

'
an 'easy chair had

''
been placed.> The j family arose as the ;I
doctor andIadvanced, and ,the oldgen- I
tleman delivered a very briefbut veryI
eloquent temperance speech. He said :I

YouNortherners have \u25a0 peculiar no- I
tions about use of liquor, at least Isome of you have. Ihave been told I
that \u25a0in some places it is an insult to *a I
guest to offer him a glass of hotpunch. I
We Southerners think differently. With~I
us itis an act ofhospitality to inviteour I
friends, and even strangers, to joinus in

-I
a social glass. Idonot know what your II

I
views axe, but, believing that punch is a
good medicine for aman who has been
drenched by a coldrain,Iordered some
prepared, and hope you willjoinus in a
glass before supper. But if you have
any conscientious scruples we shall re-
spect them, and at once send the bow]
from the room"
"Ihave no such scruples," Ire-

sponded. "Itis the abuse and not the
proper use of stimulants that forms the i
basis ofmy temperance creed, and there
are times whenbrandy is a blessing, and j
this is one of the times. Ishall jjoin
you most heartily."

At the close ofmy speech the old gen- I
tleman gave place to his Vife,who ad-
vanced and filled the goblets to the
brim, w.hile Lilianhanded them around. |
"When each of the gentlemen had been
supplied with fulland foaming beakers, i
and the ladies withsmaller glasses only )
part full, the father said to the eon,
"Give a toast, Walter— one suited to
the occasion."

The doctor complied by saying :
"May the acquaintance begun to- I

night ripen into a friendship before
which all sectional and political preju-
dices shall dissolve and disappear ; and
may that friendship live and flourish in
the hearts of allpresent when this cruel I
war shall exist onlyas a sad and sorrow-
ful reminiscence."Imost heartily indorse the senti-
ment you have so beautifully expressed," !
Iresponded, and beg leave to quote
froma Northland poet inreply:
May the song birds of peace soon revisit cmr glaclep,
And our children clasp hands where their fathers

crossed blades."

Areverent and fervent Amen burst I
from the lips of the old gentleman as {
he touched my glass withhis and raised
itto his lips; tears rolled doWn the fur-
rowed features of his good wife, and I
tears stood inthe blue eyes of the beauti-
ful Lilian, and the long silken lashes
that curtained those heavenly orbs
drooped and quivered like the dew-
laden willow fringe that hides from j
sight the crystal waters of a spring in
the valley of Eden—the Eden of isy i

childhood.
Supper being announced at this mo- i

ment, the old folks led the way, and the
doctor, taking my arm, followed them
into a large, old-fashioned room, which
served as both kitchen and dining-room.
Itwas a most cheerful and home-like
place; the table, which stood in the j
center of the uncarpeted floor, presented j
a neat, invitingappearance to a soldier |
whohad been on short rations for some •

days, and who had eaten nothing for j
twelve hours. Ham and eggs, and de- i
licious'corn cakes, done to a turn, with
sweet country butter, and coffee with
real cream, constituted the billof fare.
It was ample, andIdid fulljustice to it.

The evening hours flew rapidly past
on downy wings of friendly converse,
tillthe old clockinthe corner announced
the hour of 11, when the thoughtful
mother mildlysuggested that the Major
was doubtless tired and would like to
retire. Idisclaimed any thought of
weariness, and indeedIuttered but the
simple truth in saying that Ihad not
been so entirely refreshed for weeks. It
is passing strange what power there is
ingood-fellowship to restore the wasted I
energies of the body as well as the
spirit. So we sat another

—
a brief, a

delicious hour
—

and then the good-
nights were said, andIretired to sleep
and dream. The blue-eyed Lilian
formed the web, and horridbattle-scenes
the woof of my visions. The beautiful !
girl had scarcely uttered a dozen words
during the evening, but she had been a
most eloquent auditor. She had sat al-
most directly opposite me, and my eyes j
rested upon her face asIaddressed oth-
er members of the group, and they did !
not failat any time to meet a sympa- !
thetic response from her heaven-tinted j
orbs ; nor was there the least embar-
rassment in this, forher countenance •

bore such a perfect expression of inno-
cent interest as. to reveal a spirit at once
modest and pure as an angel.

In my dream a bloody battle wa3
raging. *My ears were filled with the
boom of cannon, the crash of email arms,
the scream of shell, and the shrieks
and groans of dying men. The scene
changed. Iwandered over the fields of
carnage. The dead were thick about
me. A groan reached my ear, andI
bent my steps in the direction whence
tUfesound came. A soldier, ingray uni-
form, witha Lieutenant's strap upon his I
shoulders, lay upon the ground, with
his head resting upon the lap of a I
woman. Isaid, "IfIcan be of any
service, please command." A pair of
blue eyes were lifted toward my face, I
and a voice, sadbut musical, said, "Oh! j
Iam so glad it is you;you are a, sur-
geon as wellas a friend, and my brother
is dangerously wounded." Those eyes,
tnat voice;could Ibe mistaken ? No, it
was Lilian, and the wounded young
officer her brother. What joy, what
happiness to be able to serve her :aye,
perhaps save the life of her brother

—
the son of my friend.

A rap on hitchamber door dispelled
the vision, and the pleasant greeting of
Dr. Jewell restored me to my normal j
state. But my dreams remained as
a vividmemory of a startling reality. I
could not but believe that it was a pre-
sentement, and, althoughIkept itlocked

'
inmy heart as a sad, though cherished
secret, Iresolved to ask Lilian for a
picture of her brother which she had
shown me the evening before. So, just
as 1was on the point of leaving,Isaid,
"Miss Lilian,Iwish you would give
me a photograph of your brother. Itis
possible Imay meet Mm, and ifIsho.uld ,
it wouldprove mypassport to his friend- ;
ship." "Iwill,"she replied, "foryou j
jnay be of service to him, and Iknow
you would do him a kindness ifyou

'
could." "Most gladly wouldI, both
for his own sake and as a reward, in
part, for the great kindness Ihave ex-
perienced at the generous hands of his
family."

The younglaeutenant's handsomefacebore a striking likeness to that of his I
sister, and for thatIprizedit and cher- I
ished it. Iwore it constantly in an
inner pocket of my vest The stirring
scenes intervening dimmed somewhat
the memories of my vision as time !
passed, but could not blot it frommy j
mind.

The battle of Shilohhad been fought
and during the, whole of it .my mind
reverted to the dream. Itseemed but a
repetition of a tragedy of whichIhad
witnessed the rehearsal. Impelled by,
some strange impulseIcouldnot resist,
Iwandered out upon the battlefield at
midnight. Every spot seemed familiar.
The dead faces were those thatIhad
seen in my dre.in. A groan

—
aye, the

same groan Ihad heard on that ever-
memorable night of January, 1862. I
hurried to the side of the poor fellow
from whose agonized lips it *came. He
was prone upon the cold earth, withhis
head resting upon his left arm, while
with his right hand he wa3 striving to
check the flow of blood from a gunshot
wound inhis leftbreast.

A glance toldmeIhad found the son
of my friend

—
the brother of Lilian.

Fortunately, Ihad withme the means
of stopping the flow of blood ;also a
canteen of water and a flask of brandy.
No wordwas spoken untilIhad done all
that could be done at once, when, with

a faint voice and difficultarticulation, he
said : "Youhave saved my life, andI
thank you.""

You owe me no thanks, Lieutenant ;
Ishould be an ingrate didInot serve,
to the utmost of my ability,the son of
my friend, Dr. Jewell, the brother of his
precious daughter, Lilian.""

Ifc this a dream ? How
—

where did
you know my father and sister ?"

"Be calm, my near friend; Iwill
glddly tell you all,but notnow. Enough
that1have found you, and serve you."

Inmy arms 1Ix>re the wounded of-
ficer to my tent, and vigilantly didI
watch by his aide until morning came.
He hnd lost much blood, and his wound
was painful, but not especially danger-
ous; hence, he recovered rapidly, and
withina month he was well again. In
the meantime Ihad told him the story
of my impromptu visit to his old Ken-
tucky home, and the generous hospital-
ityIhad met with there. Ishowed him
the photo of himself given me by his
sister, and the marvelous dream wliich
had prompted me toask for the picture
was rehearsed.

"Doctor," he said, asI
closed my story, "Idon't think Iam
superstitious, butIbelieve your dream
was a presentiment, given you by my
angel mother. Itwas she, and not my
sister, you saw holding my^head on"her
lap. Lilian is marve'm s"y like h?r
mother, and could readily have been
mistaken for her."

"Atleast, ina dream,"Iadded, pleas-
antly.

"Yes, or by moonlight, inthe waking
hours. But please don t try to break my
faith in the reality of that vision of
yours. Ithas come true almost to the
last particular.""

Ithas,"Iresponded, "
andIbelieve

initsreality as firmlyas you can."
Itold the story to Gen. M.,and it

softened hisheart so greatly that when
Iasked permission to take my friend to
his home itwas readily granted.

The reader may be safely leftto pict-
ure to himself the joyfulmeeting of the
long-absent son with his loving grand-
parents, iather and sister, and the ex-
pressions of gratitude and friendship
showered upon my hnmble self.

Myleave of absence was for thirty
days. Ispent a fortnight ofitwithmy
Kentucky friends, and whenIdeparted
Icarried with me two miniature por-
traits. One of them had golden hair,
and eyes of heaven's own blue, and lips
that rivaled the ripening pomegranate,
and cheeks like the sunny side of a lus-
cious peach. Nor was that allIhad to
gladden my bachelor heart. The origi-
nal of the picture had said that

"
when

this cruel war should be overImight
come again, and then she would gladly
go withme to myNorthern home as my
wife.'
Ihave only to add that she is looking

over my shoulder asIwrite, and trying
to convince me that the public (meaning
you, dear reader) willlaugh at me for
being so sillyas to tellhowIwas capt-
ured by a rebel girl,and at her for be-
ing so easily converted fromher secesh
sentiments to unwavering loyalty to
the Union.

Life in the Polar Regions.

. Itis impossible to forman idea of a
tempest inthe polar seas. The icebergs
are like floating rocks whirled ai6ng a
rapid current. The huge crystal mount-
ains dash against each other, back-
ward and forward, bursting each
other with a _raar like thunder,
and returning to the charge, until
losing their equilibrium, they tum-
bleover ina cloud of spray, upheaving
the ice-fields, which fall afterward like
the crack ofa whip-lash on the boiling
sea. The sea gulls fly away screaming,
and often a black shining whale comes
for an instant puffing to the surface.
When the midnight sun grazes the hor-
izon, the floating mountains, and the
rocks seem immersed ina wave of beau-
tiful purple light. The cold is by no
means so insupportable as is supposed.
We passed fron a heated cabin at 30 deg. i
above zero to47 deg. below zero in the
open air without inconvenience. A
much higher degree of cold becomes,
however, insufferable if there is wind.
At15 deg. below zero a steam, as from
a boilingkettle, rises from the the wat-
er. At once frozen by the wind, it falls
iva fine powder. This phenomenon is
called ice-smoke. At40 deg. the snow
and human bodies also smoke, which
smoke changes at once into millions of
tinyparticles, like needles of ice, which
fillthe air and make a light, continuous
noise, like the rustle of silk. At this
temperature the trunks of trees burst
with loud report, the rocks break up and
the earth vomits smoking water. Knives
break incutting butter. Cigars go out
by contact with the iceon the beard. To
talk is fatiguing. Atnight the eyelids
are covered with a crust of ice, which
must be carefully removed before one
can open them.

Old People's Unconscious Jokes.
Long life and old habit create an

amusing self-oblivion when comparison
withothers is suggested. It is some-
thing likethe inebriate's phantasy which
makes him cnange places withthe world,
and think every man drunk but himself—

or like the simple unconsciousness of
the oldEnglish servant, who, when his
master, meaning tojdischarge him, told
him, "We must part, John," asked,"

Where do ye propose goin' to, sir?
"

The oldstory of Thad Stevens saying
to the stout young men who used to
carry himinhis chair to the House of
Representatives :"Well,boys, whowill
carry me when you are gone ? is older
tha iStevens, however original itmight
have been withhim.

Anoldgentleman, 70 years old, once
remarked :"Itake pains withmy writ-
ing, so that when Iam oldIshall be
able to read it."

Another, aged 77, at the head of a
large publisliing-house, on beingremon-
strated with for working so hard, an-
swered :

"
Idon't feel it now,butIex-

pectIshall in after life."
The youngest daughter, cf 72 years,

having died, one ofher parents, who was
100 years old, remarked :

"
Ialways told

thee, John, we should never rear that
child."

The Philosopher and the Humorist.
"Imust tell a story," writes a Boston

correspondent,
"

thatIheard this week
about two literarymen of the older gen-
eration here

—
two ofour greatest lights.

One, also a humorist, in conversation
about a distinguished philosopher, re-
marked of him:

"'Yes, he has great thoughts and
ideas, but he has no sense of form.

'
"

Directlyafter the humorist depart-
ed, incame the philosopher in question.
A gentleman present, with a \u25a0mischiev-
ous desire to find out the philosopher's
opinion of the humorist, commenced a
critical estimate of the latter." 'Yes, yes,' responded the philoso-
pher,

'
our friend is a genius ;he has a

fine sense of form, but he whittles it
down to such a fine point you can't see

Aman in Albany having announced
that he "had a •historical pitcher,"
fourteen base-ball ehkba have written
him asking what iha pitcher's terms
were for the season.

DAY-DBEAHM.
I^lay within•tine-embowered nook, , \u25a0 :.
ft Anddreamed and whiied the sunny boon away
•While every perfumed breeze the linden branches
jJi>-":-Bhodk,'.,vi>v ; •.-'\u25a0.vv;;;'*^.?*:?----'..,:. ..
tj1 And sunbeams filtered-through toe whole calm day

The branches of the linden whispered overhead—
:
-

Whispered sweet sounds tolullany dreamy brain-
Over me the golden sunbeams' meshes spread, :
:AndIlaydreaming ofmyships upon the main.

'

Some great ships that plowed the rushing seas.
"~"

kFair ships that danced upon the foam-capped blue
That sped like graceful swans before the breeze, . •\u25a0

And carried treasures ocr the main, fair one for
-"\u25a0--.~-you.-*r-rr--r :*:-**-"*:""\u25a0. .•\u25a0

-•• ;
-

\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0:?\u25a0.\u25a0
My castles' rose, in grandeur and

'
sublimity, 'jf^}i

,•\u25a0'; Aidturrets pierced the ethereal blue above ',
And thereat, watched my ships upon the sea i,' •/.>• t

•That brought rare treasures tomy own sweet love.
s'llOliS'JiiLk.VjJWJJiJ.yi \u0084ij»v» .:,i>.~ »•\u2666 <•\u25a0<-•, t
And thenIdreamed Ihad thepoet's magic touch,1 \u25a0

j.,iAnd tuned my lyre to songs oflove and peace; v• 1
Ilay withtinted dream's like these— ever such— Jy\

& laidbird-song, and rustle, and whisper of
'
breeze:

Itßacine, Wia. . •

SCJVO" im.C'Mf*7,':''•"' }'
Of '•!I'.o c: ," r j..".' i"' '\u25a0* '-')h;uj;

•o\u25a0 j
f, .tj-.>«.,»?.' •[frurrera cdi tt»i t^u'.?,.- Jtu:v.I

BITS OF INFORMATION. . » 5

A ton of oast ironcontains about five
cubit feet. :v._~_,->.

The verybest of steel is improved bya
very slight alloyof silver. -!t;ut ;.Si •-

,li Ithas been estimated that the earth
Ihas three hundred millionsof mill-?
ions of tons ofi,air, and about 280 times
as many tons of water as of air. -.A'. ;•.•\u25a0:;v; j
•rtlp.history is to be believed, Phallus'of Crotona could jump a distance of fifty-;
:six feet :j.*:or/.-"-',5;-<."';••• (\u25a0::\u25a0•; j

In February, of
'
the year 1717, there!

,was iairemarkable • snow-storm through- 1
out New England, the snow1,falling for j
sis consecutive days and nights. J ..
! The inventor of gaslights is' saidIto!
have iibeen ia •Frenchman, jPhiilippa le
Bon, iengineer of roads and. bridges,
who, in1772, adopted the idea of using,
for the|purpose t of billumination,;the
gases distilledduring the combustion of
wood. jihdi* . i,j'-i':.-. \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0'>'/ 1 w\u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0•<

i'"
The Egyptian obelisk, now inNew

Yorkcity, was originallyset up inHeli-
opolis. Herodotus speaks of the two obe-
lisks (one of which is the New York one)
at Alexandria, and Rawlinson fixes the
date oftheir remonal fromHeliopolisat
1468 B.C. According to that, their age
is 8043 years.' Z'The = companion obelisk
is inLondon, England. ' •• \u25a0\u25a0"\u25a0-\u25a0\u25a0:i•-. r ' •

The origin of many of the curious
English tavern signs is explained in All
the Year 'Bound. What was formerly
Boulogne Mouth 1, become Bull and
Mouth; Cceur Dore (Golden Heart) is
now Queer Door;Bapckanals has been
turned intoBag o' Nails;Peg and Was-
sail (referring to an oldcustom) intoPig
and < Whistle; George Canning into
George and • Cannon, and God Encom-
passed Us into Goat and Compasses. • A
gaming house, kept by a Frenchman,'
bore the sign Pique et Carreau (Spades
and Diamonds), which, under the next
occupant, an Englishman, .;who didn't
understand it,became Pig and Carrots.
i. Taking the States in!alphabetical or-
der theirnicknames are as follows:Ala-
bama, Lizard State ;Arkansas, Tooth-
pick ;.California, Golden State ;Colora-
do,;Rover ;Connecticut, • Wooden

-
Nut-

meg; Delaware, :Muskrat, otherwise
the Blue Hen's Chicken ;Florida, the
Beaver State ;Illinois,;Sucker ;!a Indi-
ana, Hoosier ;lowa,Hawkeye ;,Kansas, ;
the p.Jay-Hawker; ,-; Kentucky, iCorn-
Cracker ;•,"Louisiana; Creole; Maine, '

Fox, otherwise .t.Lumber ;?\u25a0 Maryland, l
Gray Vampire;Michigan, Wolverine ;
Minnesota, ;.Gopher; •Mississippi, • \Tad-
pole; ,Missouri; Puke; Massachusetts,
Bay State.;fNebraska, BigEaters ;*Ne- \vada,!Sage Hen;;New Hampshire, ,Old
Granite;New Jersey, Blue, sometimes
Clam Catcher ;1New York,Knickerbock-
er,Uor Empire; North Carolina, Old
Tar ;<Ohio, \u25a0

•Buckeye ; Oregon, fWhite';
Foot, :orSv Hard \ Case; Pennsylvania,
Broad-brim1;Rhode Island, Gun Flint.;
South Carolina, .. Palmetto, |or Weasel ;;
Tennessee, jWhelp;Texas, Beet Head ;
Vermont, Green -i Mountain; Virginia,\u25a0''

Pitch;Wisconsin: ;Badger. '
'r v/;

\u25a0:':;.".:..:-,.!\u25a0\u25a0...••,;,\u25a0•.,-.\u25a0\u25a0.;».:\u25a0\u25a0,.\u25a0\u25a0•\u25a0- •--\u25a0.. . Something About Fans. .' \u25a0\u25a0•^

Kan Si was the ]first•lady who carried
a fan. :She lived inages whichare past,
and, for the most part, forgotten, and
she was the daughter of a Chinese man-
darin. Who ever saw a mandarin, even
on a tea-chest, g without his ;fan? ;In
China and Japan to this day every one
has a fan, and there are fans of allsorts
for everybody. The Japanese waves his
fan at you when he meets you, by way
of greeting, and the beggar who solicits
for alms has the exceedingly ;. small coin
"made on purpose

"
forcharity present-

ed tohim on the tip of the fan. .'" \u25a0;\u25a0 v:\ \u25a0

In ancient \u25a0 times,
'
among the .Greeks'

and jRomans, fans seem to have been
enormous ; they were generally made of
feathers, and carried by slaves over the
heads of.their masters and misstresses,
to protect them from the cun, or waved
about before them to stir the air. * -'->{ $<*\u25a0';
| Catherine de Medicis carried the first
folding fan ever seen inFrance; and," in
.the. time.of Louis XIV.,the fan was a
gorgeous thing, often covered with jew-
els, and wortha small fortune. InEn-
gland they were the fashion inthe time
of Henry VIII. All hisimany wives
carried vthem. * AIfan set in4diamonds
was once given to Queen Elizabeth upon
New Year s day. :'^,,::,:'^\y.^'-.
!The

'
Mexican feather fans which Cor-

tez ihad from Montezuma were marvels
of beauty, and in>Spain a large black
fan '\u25a0is ;the s favorite. 'Itis said that the
use of the fan is as carefully taught in
that country as any other branch of
education, and that, by a well-known
code of signals, a Spanish lady can carry
on a long conversation withany one, es- ;

'

pecially an admirer. m J i* :*orE;u"-.;Xxiii.
! The.Japanese criminalof rank is po-
litelyexecuted by means of a fan. Ons
being sentenced todeath he is presented

'

with a fan, whichhe must receive with
a lowbow-, and, as he bows, presto !the
executioner draws r his sword and scuts
his head off. .>In. fact .'.there is;a fan forI
every ? occasion 'kin'IJapan.

—
Harper's

Young Folks. l .̂,-.f^'J,';;V'.' '.-v""'^ -

i Putting on a Paper Collar.
!One of the saddest comings home, is
when the1

'

husband ;and father conies
home to put on a paper collar. The
last/'collar.^ has dissolved into pulpy
rollsand come up back ofhis ears or'
disappeared withinthe recesses ofhis
hair..r,The shirt band is moist and
helpless and inclined to '>. roll2under,l
carrying the back button jwith it.I
His neck is wet and slippery, and.all\u25a0
the windows are down, and the door
is drawn t0...By the time he has found
the iback t;button and got the collar \u25a0
hitched to it, itseems as ifthe air was !\u25a0
about to stiflehim, as ifhe"would sud- \u25a0
denly melt and spoil the carpet. HeI
sends up the windows withasnap, and \u25a0
kicks the blinds open with his / foot,I
and brings that door back with a velo- 1
city that almost scares it. Then heI
goes to work to fasten one of the ends, I
and whilehe is at it the back button m
hole , suddenly. .vmelts f and dissolves, |l
Heitries ':another collar. fGets the \u25a0
back and one end fastened, commences I
work at the other end, and is about in-il
toxicated with-his success when '. the I
first end collapses. ;^He sits down \u25a0 aI
few moments before trying the thirdI
collar-and wishes he really knew ifI
there is future punishment, and won- 'I

ders where his wifeis. Then he makes
another trialwithsimilar results, and
finallydashes out of the house, say-
ing that ifhe had nothing more to do
than gadding to the neighbors' he
would make collars that his husband
could wear. Fortunately his wifeis
next door, learning a new crochet
stitch, and. does not hear him.—Dan-
bury News.

Casts from Animals.
"Takes it easy, don't he ?" eaid a

sharp-eyed man, patting a long, wind-
ingmass of day hanging over a bench."

You don't mean, that itis alive?"**Well,Ishould say so. Look here,"
he replied, and picking away a little
clay at one end a bright, bead-like eye
appeared, and a forked tongue that
darted out for a second belonged to a
rattlesnake.

The cast- taker was Joe Palmer, em-
ployed by the Smithsonian Institution
to restore animals, etc.

The qualifications of the animal sculp-
tor who works from lifemodels are var-
ied. Artistic talent, a cool head and
steady nerves ore indispensable, es-
pecially when the subject is a rattle-
snake or a copperhead. Reproducing a
snake in clay in former times, and pre-
serving lifelikeproportions, was an im-
mense work,many of the scales having
to be workedover and over withinstru-
ments for the purpose ; but now the
operation is much more simple, although
dangerous. A living snake is chloro-
formed, and, after *it is completely un-
der the influence, placed on a limbor in
a coil, and plaster quicklyput on. Ifit
shows signs of consciousness before the
clayhas hardened properly, more chloro-
form is given, and finally the cast is
cut off and ready for the mold, which,
when completed, is painted, making a
perfect fac simile. The operation is not
always conducted easily. A copperhead"

came to" one day suddenly, and,
throwing the clayaside, made a dash for
liberty that created a stampede. He
was recaptured later.

Among the larger animals are dol-
phins, porpoises, grampuses, and the
white whale that was in the New York
Aquarium. Twenty or thirty heads
standing on the top of the cases in the
Archaeological Hall attract considerable
attention from the variety of expression
shown. In one the lips are drawn
tightly together; and determination is
shown in every lineament. Another
looks as ifithad lost allhope ;whilein
others, fear, rage, astonishment, disgust
and dogged imperturbability are seen.
Theyare the heads of a band ofIndians
that visited Washington several years
ago, and were coaxed by the sculptor to
undergo the process of cast taking.
They all declined at first,but, the chief
tinally consenting, the others followed
suit, and their different emotions as
they sat for an hour with their heads
and faces plastered with clay (breathing
through straws), are accurately record-
ed.—New York Sun.

A Lawyer's Experience in a Sleeping-
Car.

Inever did, never could and never
willsleep a second in a eleeping-car
berth. Butallof the party said itwas
because Ithought Icouldn't, and quot-
ed many texts of scripture and old saws
toprove that a man could do anything
he resolved upon. Asusual, female per-
tinacity and volubilityprevailed, and we
tried i\, Iresolved Iwould omit no
means of alluring sleep ; that I»would
array myself as for my bed at home,
take my usual night-cap of cold water,"

Layme down to sleep," and "pray the
Lordmy soul tokeep." Iput my boots
outside the curtain, crawled up to the
top berth, and, after many contortions
of the body, bumps on the top of my
head and lacerations of my limbs, con-
trived to fallin indue and regular order.
Ihad been told to lieflaton my back,
and obediently did so. The cars rattled
and jolted over the rough road, stopped
every few miles with a jerk and started
with a greater one, until it seemed to
me that my soul and allthat was within
me were being agglomerated into one
consistant and uniform jelly. Itried
my right side a while and became satis-
fied that was the wrong side. ThenI
tried the left and was sorryIhad left
the right. Ithen thought it was too
light,and got up and shivered around
ten minutes trying tofixmy overcoat as
a shade to my lamps. Aman whoslept
opposite my section alternated between
fearful snoring, strangulations and wild
aad copious -expectorations. Ifelt I
had nearly composed myself to sleep,
when itoccurred to me that sound and
direction indicated that my boots were
being utilizedby mycatarrh al neighbor.
Ihustled down again and drew them in
from the storm. ThenIbecame certain
that my money was in peril, that my
pants and vest whichcontained my treas-
ures must be taken from the pegs and
stored away behind me inthe berth. I
tried for two or three hours to fixthings
so that Icould go to sleep and enjoy
that peace and rest that ore the posses-
sions of the innocent and gpod, but
things went on from bad to worse, and
under renewed tortures to head and
limbsIdressed me, took a cigar, -went
to the smoking-room, threw myself into
a corner and smoked sullenly and silent-
ly through the dismal night.

—
Related

to the Springfield Republican.

A French Farmer.
The lotof a French farmer is neither

happy nor jolly. He fares frugally oa
soup and the. thinnest of ordinary red
wide or cider. The stock of his soup is
bacon, and he eats butcher's meat only
twice a week—that is on Sunday and
market-day. When he attends market
he makes a succulent dejeuner and
drinks a good deal of beer at the cafe.
This ishis onlycheerful time;at ordin-
ary seasons he ismorose, troubled about
the weather, the conscription which is
going to take his son in the army, and
about politics,of which he understands
just enough to be inconstant, dread of

.revolutions. He isconservative ;that is
to say he upholds the government of the
day, whatever it is, for fear of anarchy ;
butno government is popular withhim,
for every administration finds it neces-
sary to layon new taxes. The climate,
however, is inhis favor. Abad harvest
is not a common thing in France, and a
succession of bad harvests never occur.
It is lucky for the French farmer that
this is so, for there are few French
landlords who would be ina position
to remit any part of a year's rent after a
bad harvest. The rule inFrance is that
farmers' rent must be paid as punctually
as lodgers' rent. If it be not paid, .
ejection is resorted to at once, and no-
body thinks of looking upon the tenant I
as an ill-used man. \u25a0

Have a Purpose. M
Carlyle once asked an Edinb argh 1

student, who tellsin inthe MilwaukeeI
Sentinel

—
what he was studying for.I

The youth replied that he had not jl
quite made up his mind. #There wasI
a sudden flash of the old Scotch- jl
man's eye. a sudden pulling down ofI
the shaggy eyebrows, and the sternI
face grew sterner as he said :

"
The (I

man without a purpose is like a ship I
withouta rudder, a waif,a nothing, aI
no man. Have apurpose inlife, ifitI
is only to killand divide and sell oxen>l

well, but have a purpose ;ana having
it throw such strength of mind and
,mi>cle intoyour work as Godhas giv-
en ye.:."-. \u25a0 '..'• :\u25a0''\u25a0.-'\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0-'\u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0'\u25a0 \u25a0 . • . .:\u25a0

'

;^M. %;\ \u25a0> Indian Epicures. -
In the summer of 18751 stood one

evening near the Quartermaster's office
at Fort Wingate, New Mexico, when two
KiowaIndians applied for permission to
water their famished horses at the Gov-
ernment cistern, offering to accept that
boon in part payment for a load of
brushwood which they proposed to haul
from the neighboring chapparal. The
fellows looked thirsty and hungry them-
selves, and while.;the

*
Quartermaster

ratified the woodbargain, one ofithe
officers sent to his company quarters for
a lunch ofsuch comestibles as the cooks
might have on hand at that time of the'day. <\u25a0• A trayful of

"
Government grab"

'was deposited on the adjacent cord-wood
'platform, and the Indiana pitched in
with the peculiar appetite ofcarnivorous
nomads. \u25a0 A yard of commissary sausago
was accepted as a tough variety of jerked
beef, yeasted and bran] ess bread disap-.peared jinjjquantities that would have
confirmed Dr, Graham's belief :in natu-
raldepravity ; they!sipped the cold cof-
fee ,and eyed -it witha gleam of suspi-
cion, but were reconciled by the discov-
ery of( the saccharine sediment,"and the!
cook was just going to replenish their
sups when the senior Kiowahelped him-
celf to a vinegar pickle, which he proba-

'
bly mistook lor some sort of an off-color
sugar-plum. ''"\u25a0 He ;tasted

''
it, rose to his

feet, and daslied the plate down with'.a!
muttered execration, and then.clutched
the prop of the *platform to master his
risingfury. Explanations followed, anda
pound ofbrown sugar was accepted as a
peace-offering, but the children ofnature
left the post under the impression that
they had been the victims of a heartless
practical . joke. —Popular 7 Science
Monthly. J \ \u25a0'\u25a0\u25a0 ."'L"S \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 /;:"'."

'

The Mystery of Dreams. .'\u25a0
•

.';.Aman fell asleep, as the clock \ toiler;
••lie first stroke of twelve. He awakenr-.;!
tre the echo. of the :twelfth;stroke had
died away,havinginthe intervaldreamed• that he had jcommitted '\u25a0 a!crime, jwas
detected after five years,'tried:and 0012-
--demned, the shock of -finding the halter,
about his .neck aroused ;him into > con-;
sciousness, when he discovered that all
these events had happened' in im

Jinfini-
tesimal fragment of time...; Mohammed,

1 wishing to illustratethe wonders ofsleep,
toldhow a certain -man, being a sheik,

;•found himself for.hispride made a poor,
\ fisherman, that he lived as one for sixty

;

;years, bringing up a familyand working
;hard, and ;how, upon waking |up from
ihis long dream, so short a time had he
!been • asleep ithat • the|narrow-necked
!gourd bottle filledwith water, which he
had overturned as he fellasleep, had not< time toempty itself.. How fast the soul

, travels when the body is asleep ! Often. when we awake we shrink J from going
back into the dull routine of a sordid

!existence, regretting the pleasanter life
;of dreamland. How is it thatsometimes,
\ when we go to a strange place, we fancy
Ithat we have Been" it before ? Is itpos-
sible that when one has been asleep the
soul has' floated away,1 seen the place,
and has that memory of itwhich so sur-
!prises us ? 'Ina word,:how far dual is
the life of

—
how far not

—
Church

Union. •\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 • '\u25a0 i'uV*rS|1 -:.v<i -.Ji '\u25a0'':''•'\u25a0\u25a0••" ';'
"

Gloomy Thoughts. ; ;̂lJ;^t^;
Dull, depressing, dingy days produce

|dispiriting reflections , and.,;gloomy
Ithoughts ;; and small wonder 1when we
;remember, that >the 6mindis not jonly a
motive but a receptive organ, \u25a0 and that
allthe impressions itreceives fromwith-
jout reach it through the media of senses
which

1

are directly dependent on the con-
ditions oflight and atmosphere for their
action, and therefore immediately influ-
enced by the surrounding conditions. ,„It

!is a common-sense inference that, if
*
the*impressions from without reach '.;the

mind through imperfectly-acting organs
of sense, and!these ',';impressions are in

'

,themselves :set in1a minor aesthetic key
ofIcolor, sound an V';general qualities,
the mind must be what is<rcalled
"moody."Llt

>

is;not the habit of even
sensible people tomake sufficient allow-
ance .for this ratiovale iof• dullness and
subjective weakness. .X Some persons are
more

'dependent ,on '
external circum-

stances and conditions for,their energy
than others but allfeel the influence of
the worldwithout, and to this influence
the sick and weak are especially, respon-*
give. \u25a0Hence the varying temperaments
of v minds changing with the .weather, j
the outlook and the wind. '.'\u25a0,:. /.. '•.,,'! \-,,
j '
'

\u25a0 ; 'What Is a Cold •\u25a0\u25a0
'":;;, -^

!In the first place, we must be para-
doxical, and iaffirm that it•is not a cold
at all, , Itis rather a heat, ifImight
so express myself

—
that is, it is a form

of fever, but, of;course, of :a very mild
type,,when itis uncomplicated by other •

diseases., It is certainly, in the ma-
jorityof instances, due to the effects of
cold playing upon some portion of the
body, rand *reacting upon the mucous
membrane through the,intervention of
the nervous apparatus. ;/"What is called
a cold, then, is in reality a fever ;and
though, inthe !majority of instances, it
is of such a trivialnature as to necessi-
tate few precautions being taken during-
its attack, fyet in some cases ifit runs a
most acute course, and may be followed
by great prostration. Even when the:
premonitory symptoms of a cold are de-'
veloping themselves

—
when,,for:exam-

ple, what a medical c man calls a rigor,
;or,>as ,itispopularly: designated, .a shiv-
ering is felt,,when we would naturally /
suppose that the animal temperature is
below par, it\ is""at that

~
very moment;.higher than the normal; thus showing the |

onset of fever.
—

Chambers' Journal. j\\

ii •\u25a0\u25a0'::::-'J How to Do It, .\u25a0_.:•
- i;;^-'

.1 We are ;frequently asked t,regarding r
the best manner of,dropping money into
the contribution-box at church, ana after
carefully considering the f subject we
suggest the following rules :First, if

>you feel particularly mean, and"have
\onlya penny to bestow,'!you must 'iibld ,
itWell covered inyour hand, and when

{the box is under.your nose you must,
:witha quick, nervous motion, let your I
mite fallso that it shall',escape observa- I
tion; second, if you have a quarter, or |l
any other silver coin of a considerable vil'
size to you, you '

must
"hold\it'inIplainI

sight between yourIthumb1and fore-fin-*II
ger, and when you deposit it you must

Iletit drop from a comparatively loftyel- f
evation, so that itmay make ,a musical
jjinglewhen it;reaches its destination ;j
thirdly,rif you;contemplate offering a
billyou must not. take the money out of
your vest pocket until the happy time

\u25a0 comes when your neighbor can best see ;
your unparalleled generosity. The mo"
ment the collector appears at the pew-
door is the one when you must fumble
for your money, and

-then, having me- r
:thodicallyunfolded the bill,and put on
your eye-glasses to fascertain its denom-
ination, you may slowlyplace it on the
topof the box. These « three rules, we
believe, willbe sufficient for all ordinary
purposes.

—
Exchange.

"
!

\u25a0>' 4Son persons are born with'a strong:
natural instinct to be just But itis also7

a habit ofmind whichmay be increased ;
and improved by.study and reflection,
and which should be sedulously culti-
vate* I

PITH AND point.

What made the bridaltrip?
1.;Scooped in—Allgrades of sugar. •

/ Habd torealize
—

Borrowed money."
A watched pot never boils"—over.

The dram-major isthe display head"
of a brass band. ;-;;;„...,.;\u25a0; •.\u25a0...,, \u25a0

Whisky is the liveliest
"

still"-born
childon record. V, \u0084£ } \u25a0 •<\ > '
• Fob thirty:years the silver 3-cent
pieces have bred

-emotional profanity..
"Theipoor ye have withjyou.ial-

ways," but the rich go away insummer
time. > .

AKentucky company insures ,whisky,
but declines to take tire risks on the
consumers. '.•"'"

~ "

Weather prophecy
—

When you see
twocats

'
on the woodshed looking each

other in the eye.and waving their tails,
itis a sign of a squall. ; *u<i :&:•>*•.
™"T-put;outside my window a large
box filled"with

''mold, !and sowed -it
with seed. What do

-
you think came

up?" "Wheat, \u25a0] barley, ? or ..oats?"
"No

—
a policeman, who ordered me to

remove it^;:.:; S*
\u0084 !.'Now, George, you must,divide jthe
cake "honorably,.with:,your brother
Charles. ".>,i•"What is;honorable, moth-
er?" j"Itmeans that you must give
Him'",the largest piece." "Then,
mother, I'd,' rather Charley, would di-
vide it." ;:-.i/>-rS:'-:^ if-',;© \u25a0?-"'-

--\u25a0/.'. Conversation • between \u0084 two:French
girls:.":"The older— -"lythink,.mamma
ought to jbe \u0084 ashamed iof treading ,al-
ways on our heels and watching us 'so
carefully.", iThe younger

—
"The fact

is, she'd just make us want to be wick-
—if we weren't thinking of it all the

time."
v
,A girlheard her father criticised se-

verely across a dinner^ table. The care-
less" critic

'
paused a moment , to ;say :

"1hope 'he is no . relative of yours,
miss V". Quick as thought she replied
with the utmost nonchalance: "

Only
a', connection of my mother's', by mar-
riage.

"
"''."•':_'/..' '".'"' ",'.*l'".", ...

:."Teacher— "T!?ow, Bobby, what is the
plural ofmouse?" .;Bobby—"

Do-ro'm-
'm." Teacher— "Why,Bobby, I'msur-
prised. The plural of mouse is*mice.
D©n't forget jj that

'
now." Bobby

—
''

No'm.
''

Teacher
— '

Now tell me what
is ;the plural of house." Bobby

—
;'.'Hice.'? ;;.:•\u25a0:\u25a0\u25a0:. v,.;f ioa .>:•:\u25a0•\u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0li •\u25a0...•

WRECKED INPORT.
!
''
:"Ahha!

"
said Jones,

"
a billet doax!.' I.know frompome sweet maiden, fair;

I.
" . Methinks itbear* aperfume now, '

\u25a0
' '

;:. •' Straight from the breath of kisses rare.•
;.•\u25a0 . , \u25a0Iknow ii'drash

—
it i i

'•. It's Eocrilege to break the seal .;.),'-, \u0084 \u25a0,
> Ofthis white envelope that wraps

—
' -

And yet, to see who 'tis so leal, ,; Ifain willopen perhaps \u25a0\u25a0
• '

:. •'. I'vemade amash !
" •

\u25a0

; .Itread:
"

Dear Sir—Youowe this bar
An X,and Imust have my pay; .

\ . ;You've bungme up
'

too long, byfar;
',\u25a0". AndI'llnot wait another day— -

:•....: .;.\u25a0\u25a0 I'm talkingcash!"
.•—Petroleum World. .\u25a0\u25a0 , ' ,' \u25a0"' '\u25a0 '

I "Deacon," said the widow, as . she
stroked in a felinemanner the maltese
tabby that evidently layrinher lap for
that purpose, "don't youlongforspring,
with itsibalmy

'
breath, 'its warm sun-

shine and • its gentle .showers, which
awaken \u25a0 nature and put jlifeinto every-
thing that has laidcold and dead during
the long winter, and bring everything
up out of the cold, coldground intolight
and life?" •

"
Well, hardly, widow," re-

sponded the deacon "youknowIburied
my seoontl wifelast fall." ..^.^'

The following reached
'
the New Or-

leans Picayune with the request that it
should be published as an

'
advertise-

ment : "1want ahouse ceaper one that
knowes how to ceap ohouse initsproper
manor one that willhelp makal aliving
and that is wellrespected in good so-
ciety withgood education but not thro-
graduate withsome property so;that it
willamount to one Thousen dollars or
more meadium

(
sise

'
girl but not to cx-

ceade_Twentythree years off age,.as that
is my age Iam aniediuin {sice '.man with
darck hair small gray eyes small eyers
and round face worthabout Twothousen
dollars withnobad habits Younggirls if
you want to;marry and think you will
tillthe ;place write to.me forImean
whatIsay..: Direct to," etc . '••"

: .•; \u0084•

t AColorado physician sends (the fol-
lowingi "One bitter cold night, early
in the winter,Ihad a cr4l to visit a pa-
tient about thirty-five miles distant, the
trail lying? over an uninhabited plain,
vast tracts of which = weret inclosed in
fences 'of three wires, fastened to:cedar

'posts.' We entered one of'these ranches,
as they, are called here, through a gap
left}for.;the \u25a0-purpose, and afteria short
time the trail was entirely;obliterated
by the snow.;' No shelter was near, and
we wandered about for some time, when
Iremarked tomy driver, an 'oldtimer,'
that the advantage ofibeing inside. a
ranche of 5,000 jor;6,000 acres, inclosed
by a wire fence, was not very apparent,
as we;had ;lost bur way"all the same.
; Tribulations of Amateur Poets. \u25a0'

Bodney McGellan has" been compelled
to pay a verdict of $300 in a breach-of-
promise case at

-
Baric,

'
Canada, the evi-

dence of his promise being the 'following
verse which liewrote to the plaintiff:

. J ~Long haveIloved, but lome strange spell'7"f \u25a0forbade myheart its tale to tell." \u25a0<.- y -\u25a0,
•.'\u25a0 ,'Here, take this card, and simplyfeel ,- : .;

-
The lovemy lips dare not reveal.

-
;,,' ''

'. \ Henry Horace Dade, of San Francisco,
sent an enemy apostal card on whichwas
writtenan originaland highlypersonal
song, <with this refrain:\u25a0i'-. P*p* \u25a0

•"' •

'
; 'Everybody, everybody 'knows, knows, knows,' '.

\u25a0 < You're the very biggtwtbe«t that grows. ;*;-;'.'
.• Dade's effort cost him a fine of $50.
W. B.Newhouse, ;ofPhiladelphia, wroter

some rhymes about the x"fickleness of
William'John fand Tcirculated them in!
printed slip's! Here is a sample verse:
Ifyou center your affections onayouth like William
):7"John," '-"

;... ''""
,"/..• .' "\u25a0 j

'
.' ,^.. .

You'll be like'y to discover the foundation th:yaro
1"on, o :;\u25a0> \u25a0\u25a0 -*-.„\u25a0..\u25a0/:\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 *>>,v^> ..-. . •/ \u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0

For a faec!eating cruiser like this individ-u-al
''

Isn't apt tobe contented with a solitary gat. :.;
J |A threat of a lawsuit induced New-
house to 'sign an apology, and collect
and destroy all the copies he could find.\

Ij Milton,the Great Poet. \u25a0;;;';? ;;'j
.;\ John Miltonwas a blue-eyed, yellow-
haired Saxon boy, thev type of the Ed-,
glish race. :.'::He was somewhat 'short,I
stout 'and' Healthy ;his eye's, were bright
and sparkling inhis youth}before he. be-
came .blind. ,;Buthe inherited weakness

*
of
'
sight froaiids mother. He" was born

'

in\ 1609, in a pleasant house in Brtai
street, London, almost under the shadow *
of Bow*Bells.;; Itwas back in a court.
His father, who had made a fortune as a

'
scrivener, was fondof music, books "', and i
literature, and his son was carefully, edu-
cated at St. Paul's school. Miltonre-

-1lates that ohe [frequentlyIstudied in the
house in Bread 1street until after mid-
night/ and his head ached and his sight -!
grew dim with these late vigils.,Hewas
then about 12"years old. >ii. pMnftis \u25a0

•He was one ofithe best scholars at St.
Paul's ischool, and

'
loved'study as most

boys liVe play. He was eager to know
how mt-4 lived,and acted inGreece iand t

Borne,"' what they thought iof,. and whati,
they, discovered. » :He <studied:the \u25a0rise »
and;fallof'empires \u25a0 and republics,. and
became • a republican in the midst of j
Kings and Princes. He was always fond
of poetry, and soon began to writefine
.verses..; One of his earliest is hisI

"
Ode

on ]>the Nativity."
—

Harper's ". Young \
People.
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