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The Modern Farmer.

The pipe of the quail In the stubble feld;

© *Phe scent of the new-mown hay;

And all day long the shout and the song
©Of the reapers so far away.

The restless racket amld the grain,
The nolse of the reaping machine;

And ever again the howl of pain
Comes over the meadow green.

Oh! sweet is the fleld where the meadow lark filts,
And sings, as it soars and dives;

Where the granger sits, and yells as he gets ,
His fingers among the knives.

No longer we hear on the hillside sere
The scythe-stone’s clinkety-clink;

But the reaping machine cuts his leg off, I ween,
Before ever the man can think.

With forebodings and tears his good wife hears
The man of the house say Good-bye;

To return, in sooth, with a horse-rake tooth
Sticking four inchés out of his eye.

$When the thrashers come in with halloo and din
How burdened with sorrow the hour,

When they pause to scan what is left of the man
Chawed up by an eight-horse power.

Oh! lithe and listen! From over the hills,
What voice for the doctor begs?

ris the stoker who fell, and, awful to tell,
The steam harrow ran over his legs.

Thus all day long, with mirth and song,
They laugh at the dread alarms;

Though the waving field shall its harvest yield
Of fingers and legs and arms.

Yhen pity the sorrows of a poor old granger,
Whose mangled limbs have borne him to fence;
Who braved, with reckless courage, untold danger

And run his farm with modern implements.
—Burlington Hawkeye

THE OLD, OLD STORY.

Betty sighed. Now, why she should
have sighed at this particular moment
no one on earth could tell. And it was
all the more exasperating because John
had just generously put into her little
shapely hand a brand-new $10 bill. And
here began the trouble.

“What's the matter?” he said, his
face falling at the faint sound, and his
mouth clapping together in what those
who knew him but little called an ‘‘ob-
stinate pucker’’—*‘now what is it

Betty, who had just begun to change
the sigh into & merry little laugh, rip-
Eling all over the corners of the red

ips, stopped suddenly, tossed her head,
and, with a small jerk, no ways concili-
ating, sent out the words: ‘‘You needn’t
insinuate that I'm always trouble-
some.”

«I didn’t insinuate—who is talking
of insinuating?” cried John, incensed at
the very idea, and, backing away a few
steps, he glared down from his tre-
mendous height in extreme irritation.
«It's you yourself that’s forever insinu-
ating, and all that, and trying to put it
on me. It's abominable.”

The voice was harsh, and the eyes
that looked down into hers were not
pleasant to behold.

“And if you think, John Peabody,
that T'll stand and have such things
said to me, you miss your guess—that’s
all!” cried Betty, with two%ig red spots
coming in her cheeks as she tried to
draw her little, erect figure up to its
utmost dimensions. “X¥orever insinuat-
ing! I guess you wouldn’t have said
that before I married you! Oh, now
you can, of course!”

“Didn’t you say it first, I'd like to
know?”’ cried John in great excitement,
drawing nearer to the small creature he
called “‘wife,” who was gazing at him
with blazing eyes of indignation—*I
can't endure everything.”

*‘And if you hear more than I do,”
cried Betty, wholly beyond control
now, ‘‘why then I'll give up,”” and she

ave a bitter little laugh, and tossed

er head again.

And here they were in the midst of &
quarrel! These two, who but a year
before had promised to love and pro-
tect and help each other through life.

“Now,” said John, and he brought
his hand down with such a bang on the
table before him that Betty nearly skip-
ped out of her little shoes, only she con-
trolled the start, for she would have
died before she let John see it, “‘we
will have no more of this nonsense!”
His face was very pale, and the lines
around his mouth were so drawn that
itwould have gone to one’s heart to have
seen their expression.

I don’t know how you will change

jtor help it,”” said Betty, lightly, to
conceal her dismay at the turn affairs
had taken, “I’'m sure,” and she pushed
back, with a saucy, indifferent gesture,
the light waving hair from her fore-
head.
That hair that John always smoothed
when he petted her, when tired or dis-
heartened, and called her ‘childie.”
Her gesture struck to his heart, as he
glanced at the sunny hair, and the cool,
indifferent face underneath, and, before
e knew it, he was saying: ‘There is
no help for it now, I suppose.”

““Oh, yes, there is,” said Betty, still
in the cool, calm way that ought not to
‘have deceived him. Butmen know so
Tlittle of women’s hearts, although they
may live with them for years in closest
friendship. “You needn't try to en-
dure it, John Peabody,if you don’t
wantto. I'msureldon’t care.”

“What do youmean?’ Her husband
grasped her arms and compelled the
Zmerry brown eyes to look up to him.

“I'can go back to mother’s,” said
Betty provokingly. ‘‘She wantsme any
day, and then you can live quietly and
live to suit yourself, and it will be better
all around.”

Instead of bringing out a violent pro-
testation of fond affection and remorse,
which she fully expected, John drew
himself up, looked at her fixedly for a
long, long minute, then dropped her
arm, and said through white lips very
slowly:

“Yes, it may be as you say— better all
around. You know best,” and was
gone from the room before she could
recover from her astonishment enough
to utter a sound.

With a wild ery Betty rushed across
the room, first tossing the $10 savagely
as far as she could throw it, and fling-
ing herself on the comfortable sofa,
broke into a flood of bitter tears—the
gfrst she had shed during her married

e.

s‘How could he have done it—oh,
what have I said—oh, John, John!”

The bird twittered in his little cage
over the window among the plants.
Betty remembered like a flash how John
and she fllled the seed-cup that very
morning, how he langhed when she
tried to put it between the bars, and

when she couldn’t reach without getting:

®pon a chair, he took her in his great
arms and held her up just like a child,
that she might fix it to suit herself. And

the ¢bits’” that he said in his tender,
wvay, why they had gone down to the'

depths of her foolish little heart, sending
bher about her work singing for very
gladness of spirit. And now!

Betty stuffed her fingers hard into
her rosy ears to shut out the bird’s

chirping.
“If he knew why I sighed,” she

moaned. ““Oh, my ‘husband! Birth-
days—nothing will make any diffezence
now. Oh, why can’t I die?”

How long she stayed there, couched
down on the old sofa. she never knew.

Over and over the dreadful scene she
went, realizing its worst features in des-

air until a voice out in the kitchen said,
«Betty!" and heavy footsteps proclaimed
that someone was on the point of break=
ing in upon her uninvited.

Betty sprang up, choked back her
sobs, and tried with all her might to
compose herself, and remove all traces
of her trouble.

The visitor was the worst possible one
she could have under the circumstances.
Crowding herself on terms of the closest
intimacy with the pretty bride,who with
her husband-had moved into-the ‘village
a twelvemonth previous, Miss Elvira
Simmons had made the very most of her
opportunities, and by dint of making

reat parade over helping her in some
gi;mestic work, such as house-cleaning,
dressmaking, and the like, the Iad)
maiden had managed to ply her other
vocation, that of news-gatherer, at one
and the same time, pretty effectually.

She always called her by her first
nawme, though Betty idly resented it,

and she made & great handle of her
friendship on every occasion, making
John rage violently, and vow a thousan
times the ‘‘old maid’’ should walk!

But she never had, and now, scenting
dimly. like = carrion after its prey, that
trouble might have come to the pretty
little white house, the make-mischief
had come to do her work, if devastation
had reaily commenced.

«“Been erying?" she said, more plain-
ly than politely, and sinking down into
the pretty chintz-covered rocking chair
with an energy that showed she meant
to stay, and made the chair creak fear-
fully.” “Only folks do say that you and
your husband don’t live happy—butla!
I wouldn't mind—I know ’taint your
fault.”

Betty’s heart stood still. Had it come
to this! John and she not to live hap-
pily! To be sure they didn’t, as she re-
membered with a pang the dreadful
scene of words and hot tempers; but had
it gotten around so soon—astory in
everybody’s mouth!

With all her distress of mind she was
saved from opening her mouth. So Miss
Simmons, failing in that, was forced to
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«An’ I tell folks so,” she said, rocking
herself back and forth to witness the ef-
fect of her words, ‘‘when they get to
talkin’, so you can’t blame me, and if
things don’t go easy for you, I'm sure!”

“You tell folks so!”’ repeated Betty,
vaguely, and standing quite still.
“What? Idon’tunderstand.”

“Why, the blame is all his’n,”’ cried
the old maid, exasperated at her strange
mood and her dullness, ¢I say,” says
I, “why there could’'nt no one live with
him, let alone that pretty wife he’s got.
That's what I say, Betty; and then I tell
’em what a queer man he is, how cross,
an_”

«“And you dare to tell people such
things of my husband?”’ cried Betty,
drawing herself up to her extremest
height, and towering so over the old
woman in the chair, that, as she jumped
in confusion at the storm she had raised,
and stared blindly into the blazing eyes
and face, rosy with righteous indigna-
tion, her only thought was how to get
away from the storm she had raised, but
could not stop. But she was forced to
stay, for Betty stood just in front of the
chair, and blocked up the way, so she
slunk back into the smallest corner of
it, and took it as best she could. “My
husband!”’ cried Betty, dwelling with
pride on the pronoun—at least, if they
were to part, she would sag it over lov-
ingly as much as she could till the last
moment; and then, when the time did
come, why, people should know that it
wasn’t John’s fault—‘the best, the
kindest, the noblest husband that was
ever given to awoman. I'vemadehim
more trouble than you can guess; my
hot temper has vexed him—I've been
cross, impatient, and—"’

«Hold!"’ cried a voice, “you are talk-
ing against my wife!” and in amoment
big John Peabody rushed through the
door, grasped the little woman in his
arms, and folded her to his heart, before
old maid and all.

“Qh!" said Miss Simmons, sitting up
straight and setting her spectacles more
firmly.

«And, now that you have learned all
that you can,” said John, turning
around to her, still holding Betty, “‘why
you may go!”

The chair was vacant. 4. dissolving
view through the door was all that was
to be seen of the gossip, who started up
thedroad hurriedly, leaving peace be
hind.

«Betty,” said John, some half heut
afterward, ‘‘what was that sigh for?
I don’t care now, butI did think, dear.
and it cut me to the heart, how you
might have married richer. I longed
to put ten times ten in your hand, Betty,
ans it galled me because I couldn’t.’

Betty smiled and twisted away from
H¥s grasp. Running into the bedroom,
she presently returned, still smiling,
with a bundle rolled up in a clean
towel.

This she put on her husband's knee,
who stared at her wonderingly.

«] didn’t mean,” she said, unpinnin
the bundle, “to let it out now, but%
shall have to. Why, John, day after
to-morrow ie your birthday!”

«So ’tis,” said John. ¢Gracious! has
it come around so soon?”’

«And you, dear boy,” said Betty,
shaking out before his eyes a pretty
brown affair, all edged with silk of the
ghluest shade, that presently assumed the
proportions of a dressing-gown—*‘this
is to be your present. But you must be
dreadfully sur‘prised, Johm, when you

t it, ”for oh! I didn't want you to

OW.

John made the answer he thought
best. When he spoke again, he said,
perglexedly, while a small pucker of be-
wilderment settled between his eyes:
“But I don’t see, Betty, what this thing™
gayin one finger on the gown) ‘had to

o with the sigh.”

“That,” said Betty, and then she
broke into a merry laugh, that got so
mixed up with the dimples and the danc-
ing brown eyes, that for a moment she
couldn’t finish. ¢Oh, John, I was wor-
Tying so over those buttons; but they
were the best I could do then. AndI'd
only bought’em yesterday—two whole
dozen. And when you put that ten-dol-
lar bill in my hand zdi 't hardly know
it, but I suppose I did give one little bit
of a sigh, for I was so provoked that I
hadn’t waited buying them till to-day,”

John caught up the little woman,
dressing-gown and all! I don’t think
they have quarreled again—at least I
have never heard of it.

M. Munkacy, the distinguished Huan-
garian painter, is at work upon ‘an ex-
traordinary large picture—twenty-five
feet long and sixteen wide—for the next
Salon. Its subject is ‘“Christ before the
Judges.” The Savior is represented
standing in the center of the picture be-
fore Pilate. He is olad in white gar-
ments, and his hands are bound behind
his back. The priests are pouring forth
accusations, and the populace the
background. It is reported that the
painting has already been purchased by
an American for $20,000.

Life In New Mexico.

A correspondent of the New York
Tribune writes: The* native Mexican
population of New Mexico partakes
more of the character of its Indian than
of its Spanish ancestry. The Pueblos,
who have probably chan%ed as little as
any of the aborigines-of this cou
who have lived in constant contact with
European civilization, although that
civilization has boen of a ru(?e kind,
taught the Spaniards, with whom their
women intermarried, how to build mud
houses and the art_of irrigating the arid
fields, while the latter in return gave to
Indians their language and religion;
and the two people have, for the last
200 years, lived side by side, pursuing
substantially the same occupations, and
occasionally at war with each other, un-
til about forty years ago, remaining.dis-
tinet in spite of their frequent inter-
marriages. The people of the Indian
towns, apparently, are to-day as pure-
blooded as their ancestors of two cen-
turies ago, although they have, in the
meantime, furnished wives for genera-
tions of Spaniards and Mexicans,

I presume that there is no town in
the United States, certainly none of
equal size of Santa Fe, in the streets of
which as many Indians may be seen
every day in the week as in this. The
Pueblos have net adopted European
costumes, but still dress in blankets and
leggings, with bright-colored handker-
chiefs tied about their heads. They
live chiefly by agriculture and stock-
raising, and contribute not a little to
the supply of the city with meat, fruit,
and vegetables. It is a daily occurrence
for Pueblo Indians to come to Sante Fe
from a distance of twenty or thirty
miles, bringing a quarter of a beef,
a dressed sheep, a hundred pounds of
“kitchen-garden sauce,” fire-wood, ap-
ples,peaches, or grapes, or a few pieces
of Indian pottery upon their borros.
They peddle their wares about the
streets and drive very sharp bargains
with their customers. As a rule they
look as intelligent as the Mexicans, and
some of the latter could not be distin-
guished from them if they did not wear
the garments of civilization. I have
seen some startlingly strong faces
among the Indians—faces upon which
the lines denoting character are very
deeply drawn, and faces that would ar-
rest attention wherever they might be
seen.

The Pueblo Indians, although not as
numerous as when this country was
discovered, are not, I believe, dying
out. What the effect of the building of
railroads and the introduction of Amer-
can civilization may be, no one can
tell. The ruins of their former cities
are frequently stumbled upon as one
travels over the country, and it is by no
means uncommon to find, far from any
present settlements, mounds that seem
to be almost entirely cemposed of the
fragments of ancient Indian pottery.
At San Marco Spring, about twenty
miles south of Santa Fe, there are some
of these mounds, in which every spade-
ful of earth that is turned up contains
half a dozen such relics, and a friend
who was walking over them with me
the other day, found a fragment of an
old bell as large as a man's hand, upon
which remained some of the ornamen-
tation cast upon it as sharp in outline
as though it had only yesterday came
from the mould. W); also saw the
foundations of the old corrals, and
gathered many fragments of pottery,
the character of which is entirely dif-
ferent from that now made. It may be
that an Indian village has existed on
the epot since the Spanish reconquest
in 1692, and that the bell of which we
found afragment was once upon a Pueb-
lo church or chapel. The more probable
theory, we thought, if the ancient char-

acter of the pottery picked up near it.

is established, is that the bell was taken
from one of the Spanish towns after the
Indian revolt of 1680; for history re-
cords that the Pueblos at that time de-
stroyed the churches and carried away
and broke up the bells, and it may be
that the Indian town itself was torn
down when the Spanish returned, or in
some subsequent war.

Mad at the Way she was' Saved.

“Don’t go on that log,” screamed the
masculine attendant, as one of the dam-

sels walked out on the careening limb
of an old dead tree, which lay diagon-
ally with the bank. g

“Why?” But she kept on going.

“It will turn with you!” shouted the,

gentleman, warmly.

“How can it?’ and the line, with a
long sweep of the pole descended into
the water.’

Just then there was a slight oscilla-
tion of the log, two dainty feet swept
from under a cloud of skirts, a sylph-
like form bent efully to the treach-
erous flood, and, with a stifled scream,
body and feet disappeared from view.—
But for a moment only. The next in-
stant, like the twin extremities of a pair
of scissors, two symmetrically modeled
female continuations appeared above the
surface, bobbed about a second, and
then sank again. By this time the gen-
tleman was in the water, and by good
fortune managed to get hold of the
gaiter clad feet, and was tugging away
manfully in the direction of the bank.—
But the unfortunate lady seemed to be
turned wrong side out, and dragged
heavily, like an inverted umbrella. But
a landing was made at last, and the
young lady, like a capsized sailing ves-
sel, was put right side up with care, As
soon, however, as she had regained her
usual balance, she turned furiously up-
on her rescuer. .

“You wretch! Why did you pull me
out by the feet?’ -

“Because I couldn’t ‘get hold of an
other part of you. Youseemed to be afv]

legs.”
“Sir! How dare you?”’
pardon, but really I did

“I beg tke
bestI could.”

The subject was too delicate to con-
tinue, but it was evident that the lady
and her friends were excessively indig-
nant. No apologies could conciliate
them, and it was in a tone of inexpressi-
ble sorrow that he said in turning away:

“If you ladies will persist in turning
apside down when you get into the wa~
w2r, I can’t help it.”’

How to Treat a Frightened Horse.

A man who has had much experience
in ma.m:gin%l horses, says: ‘Whenev-
er nervous horsemen notice their horse

jrecting his ear to any point what-
ever, or indicating the sli gtest dispo-
sition to become afraid, ﬁet them, in-
stead of pulling the rein to bring the
horse toward the object causing its ner-
vousness, pull it on the other side. This
will instantly divert the attention of the
horse from the object which is exciting
his suspicion, and in ninety-nine cases
out of & hundred the borse will pay no
more attention to the object, from which
he will fly away if forcibly driven to it
by pulling on the wrong rein. The prac-
tice most persons have of forcing &
horsefup to the object, frightening,is dan-
gerous and useless.”

There are 60,000 fewer acres under
wheat in England than in 1874, ~

SOLENTIFIO.
—————

Avine with tuberous rootsand a herb-
aceous stem has been discoyered by M.
 Lecard in Soudan. It yields abundant

and delicious grapes.

Hufner has obtained from putrescent
blood long purple-red crystals of pemo-
globine, many of which were above a
millimetre in length. X

Capt. Lawson, when in New Guinea,
fotnd that ‘Mount Hercules was 32,786
feet high. If his calculation is correct

“that mountain' must be taken, in the ab-

sence of other and more accurate de-
terminations, to be the highest in the
world.

If steel be left long in the fire it will
lose its steely nature and grain and as-
sume the nature of cast iron. Steel
should never be kept hot any longer
I,lhn.n is necessary for the work to be

one.

A very large vacuum-pan has been
made by a firm in Chicago for a Cali-
fornia sugar refinery. t holds 7,600

allons, yields at each ‘‘strike” from
250 to 260 barrels of dry sugar, and has
a hezating surface of 1,000 square feet
in the inclosed copper coils.

The subcutaneous injection of sul-
phuric ether, in three-drop doses, at in-
tervals of twelve hours, is recommend-
ed by Dr. Comegys for the successful
treatment of sciatica; and he ‘thinks
that the substitution of ether for ergo-
tine in dealing with tic-doloreux would
give good results.

As the cold produces change in or-
ganic substances closely resembling
those caused by heat, a Hungarian
chemist proposes to cook fresh beef by
exposing it to a temperature of 33 de-

ees below zero. Itis then placed in

ermetically sealed cans, and is thus
preserved in perfect condition for along
time.

Large quantities of pot are man-
ufactugred in Brazil ﬁgimtet.ll.xs:a hard, si-
licious bark of the caraipe tree. In the
process the ashes of the bark are pow-
dered and mixed with the purest clay
that can be obtained from the bed of
the rivers—this kind being preferred,
as it takes up a larger quantity of the
ash, and thus produces & stronger kind
of ware.

While Prof. Graham Bell was con-
ducting some new -photophonic experi-
ments in Paris a short time ago, using
the light from the electric arc as his
means of transmission, he found that
all the irregularities and vibrations of
the light caused a sort of murmur in
the te'féphonic receiver, but, atthe same
time, articulate speech was heard su-
perimposed, as it were, wupon the
‘voice’’ of the arc.

A comparative analysis of the statis-
tics presented in the suicide records of
France and Sweden has been made by
M. Bertilion, of the Anthropological
society of Paris, with the result of es-
tablishing, on what he thinks quite sat-
isfactory evidence, the two following
laws: 1. Widowers commit suicide
more frequently than married men. 2.
The presence and influence of children
in the house diminish the inclination to
suicide in men and women.

There has lately been turned out at
Milan a new kind of bread made with
blood from raw flesh. It is said to be a
preventive of scurvy, and to do awa
among E;a.sants with all desire for al-
coholic drinks. The difficulty of blood
coagulation being overcome, the ‘‘blood-
bread’’ will last for years. Twenty per
cent. of its ingredients consist of blood,
its cost is only two-thirdsof a cent. per
loaf, and it is more nutritious than the
ordinary loaves at one cent each.

Siemens and Halske, of Berlin, are
inow construeting an electric railway be-
|tween Lichterfe%de and Telton with a
branch line’ to Grosse Kadettenhaus.
These same men have just patented a
hammer and rock-borer propelled di-
rectly by electricity. A rod of iron or
| soft steel moves within the axes of three
coils. A constant current in the mid-

, nating currents through the other coils
cause the rod to be forced in and out
with great rapidity

Look at This and Then at That.
From the Petroleum World.
L

Miss Blanche Murray is a very proper
{'loun«r lady. Last week she caughther

ittle brother smoking. ) [

“You terrible thing,” she hissed, “I
am going to tell father on you.”

oIt is only corn silk,”” muttered the
boy, penitently.

“I don’t care what it is. I am going
to tell on you, and see that you don’t
ﬁet into that beastly, horrid, degrading

abit. I wouldn’t have anything to do
with smokers.” = *

1L

It is evening. Miss Murray is sittin
'on the front stoop with Alger%on. It i%
L, moonlight, and the redolent spirits of
the hongysuckles and syringa waft bliss
to their already intoxicated souls.

“Would little birdie object to my
smoking a cigarette?”’

“Notat all,” replied Miss Murray. I
like cigarettes. hei are so fragrant
and romantic. Ithink they are just too
delicious for anything.”

“Then I'll light one.”

He lights a cigarette, and they talk
ﬁlofl.lttheweather for two hours and a

it

layed on Conductor Belknap at Hanni-
al s few days ago. Among the rail-

cian’s certificate for a child that of
pneumonia at Sherman, Texas.  The
only thing that looked like a coffin was
a box about four feet Iong and some

to contain the body of the child.
examination it was found that it w:n%l’:-
ed about two hundred and fifty po

Somebody d that there was.a
strong smell coming from the box, and
th tntiey could not take it on the train.
Belknap, in the meantime, telegraphed
to Galesburg and received orders to

ut the corpse on the train, which he
Sid. There was an old gentleman on
the train and Belknap asked him if he

had b with him. He said
he hafya.m;g md up his check, which
being compared with the one on the
curio looﬁing box, brox:ight out the
fact that the box contained carpenter’s
tools. The certificate had been written
up by/some of the railroad boys at Se-
dalia, or near that point.

The New Orleans Picayune has some
statistics showing that before the civil
war the South had more taxable prop-
erty on her rolls than New England
and the Middle States combined. After
the contest and five years of peace she
had sunk £300,000,000 below the New
England States'alone. In 1860, 40 per
cent of all the real and personal prop-
erty assessed in the United States was

in the Southern States, while now they
have only 14 per cent.

\

1 -

dle coil magnetizes the rod, and alter-:

The Quincy Whig says: A joke was’

road checks was discovered a ‘gggsi-'

fifteen inches wide which was supposed |
on | sheep,
'E ﬁnd’s enormous colony in the Sou

too heavy for a child two years old."

A Wonderful Escape. :
Ever since Lake Erie has been navi-
ted by civilized peoqlle, especially for

e last e.e‘x;::};:\(f;f %up e swa.llog;e%li up
large numbe hum ; P
wreck, by fire; or m?) ' %nsualﬁes.

and while many are recovered,
there are hundreds that are never found,
and many that float ashore that are nev-
er identified.

Captain Gilman Appleby, of Con-
neaut, Ohio, was captain and part
owner of the Schooner New Connecticut.
An aunt of his, then residing at. Black
Rock, below Buffalo, went to Conneaut
to visit her brother there. After re-
maining for some time, she became ex-
ceedingly anxious to get home. Captain
Appleby endeavored to dissuade his
aunt from taking the home journey un-
til he should be going out with his ves-
sel, when he would take her home. His
efforts in that direction, however, were
unavailing, and he had to take her on
board the schooner to go to Buffalo in
charge of the crew.

Everything passed off quietly until
after the vessel had passed Erie, when

'a sudden squall struck and rolled her

upon her side, when she nearly filled
with water, but continued to float.
The crew loosening the vessel's yawl
jumped in and pulled for the shore,
leaving the woman in the cabin, as the
supposed drowned. The party landed,
and made their way as best they could
back to Conneaut.

Three days after the accident Captain
Wilkins, of the steamboat William Pea-
cock, in coming down from Detroit
was besought by Captain Appleby to
board the wreck if he saw it, and if pos-
sible to get the body of his aunt out of
the cabin and convey it to Buffalo.
Captain Wilkins discovered the disabled
vessel drifting down the lake, and, after
coming alongside, the first mate of the
Peacock boarded the wreck and made
search. The schooner lay upon her
side, and, to all appearances, was full
of water. A pole was employed, and it
was supposed every part of the cabin
was touched, and the conclusion was
reached that the remains had floated
out of the cabin into the lake; hence
further search was given up,

Two days afterward Captain Appleby
came down with a vessel and facilities
to right the schooner and tow her into
the nearest port, the drowned woman’s
son being along to assist in the recovery
of the body.. The vessel was finally
righted, and when the cabin door had
nearly reached a Jevel position, the
woman walked through the water and
came up stairs upon deck.

She was caught by Captain Appleby
and supported, while her son wept and
the sailors screamed. Five days and
nights she had been in the water, while
a portion of her time she was up to her
armpits. She could not lie down, and
what sleep she got was in that position,
and all the food she had was a solitary
cracker and a raw onion, which floated
on the water.

She stated that after the vessel cap-
sized and was abandoned by the crew,
she found herself alone in water waist-
deep. The cabin door was open, but
the flood was two feet above it, and the
sea made constant changes in her posi-
tion. When Captain Wilkins stopped,
she could hear the boarding party talk
and walk on the vessel, and although
she used her voice te its utmost to at-

them hear. She saw the pole thrust
into the cabin door by Captain Menton,
and asked if she should hold on to it
and be pulled out, but no answer came,
the captain hearing no other noise than
the splashing of the water, and having
not the remotest idea that the woman
was there, alive or dead.

The World's Cattle Supply.
An English paper says: If meat is
scarce and dear in Western Europe,
such is not the case in other parts of
the world,as the following statistics rel-
ative to America, Australia and Africa
will show: - Uruguay, the population of
which by the last census of 1876 was
400,000 souls, possessed at the same
time ' 4,873,924 hea% of horned cattle
and 9,142.155 sheep, but as those figures
are taken from the returns made by the
farmers themselves for the purpose of
taxation. M. Vatalba, Comptroller of
she State, considers the more accurate
numbers would be 6,000,000 and 12,-
000,000. The Argentine Confederation,
far larger in extent, with barely 2,000,-
000 of inhabitants, had, according to a
caléulation published at Beunos Ayres
in 1875,'13,493,090 affimals of the bovine
species, of which 5,116,020 were in the
provinee of Buenos Ayres, and 57,546,-
413 sheep. But, according to the offi-
cial announcement in the Argentine sec-
tion of the exhibition of 1878, the real
quantities were 80,000,000 of sheep and
15,000,000 of horned cattle, A vast ex-
tent of the southern portion of Brazil,
particularly in the province of Rio
Grande, Bolivia, and portions of Peru
on the eastern slopes of the Andes, are
also occupied in raising cattle, but the
difficulties of procuring definite returns
are so great that any estimate made
could only be mere guess work. -~Turn-
ing now to North America, where im-
mense districts are almost whollg %)as-
toral, the ﬁﬁures published in 1872 by
Mr. Block showed the existence of 26,-
693,305 head of cattle, 31,679,300 sheep,
and 32,000,000 of pigs. But the num-
bers have vastly increased since, owing
to the extensive trade which has sprung
up between England and the Unite
States in meat, both salt and fresh. Ac-
cording to some statistics published by
the French Minister of Commerce, Can-
ada possessed in 1876 2,624,299 animals
of the bovine race, and 3,155,509 of the
ovine, The numbers supposed to exist
in Australia and New Zealand are 5,995,-
872 of the former and 61,649,967 of the
latter, of which the share of New South
Wales is 3,131,013 cattle, 25,629,755

as well as 173,604 pigs. Finall

of Africa is, speaking generally, devoted
toraising cattle, and, although no ac-
curate returns are forthcoming, the fact
is known that thisindustry is extending
there daily.

“Give me les.”

A well-known lady artist, resident in
Rome, relates that standing one day
near the statue of the Appollo Belvidere,
she suddenly became aware of the pres-
ence of a country-woman. The new-.
comer, a well-to-do looking American
woman introduced herself as Mrs. Baﬁ-
gles, of ——, Missouri, and then asked:

“Is this the Apollo Belvidere?”

Miss H. testified to the identity of the
work, and the tourist then said:

‘‘Considered a great statue?”’

The interrogated lady replied that it
was generally thought to be one of the
masterpieces of the world.

“Yes,” responded the now amazed
artist. ‘It is said to be one of the
noblest representations of the human
frame.”

“Well,” exclaimed Mrs. Raggles, clos-
i:gll;er ‘Badeker, and with arms akimbo,

i F a last and earnest look at the
marble, ‘T’ve seen the Apollo Belvidere
and I've seen Raggles, and give me Rag-

gles.”

A L2 -
i

tract attention, she could not make’

3 WIT AND EUMOR.

An exch .calls the watermelon
*“‘that luscious ca + le of pink moisture.’
| A man may get mad and strike at a

flea with a crowbar, but he’s always
sorry for it afterward.

Patrick on the zebra.—‘Phat kind of
a baste is that—the mule wid his ribs
on the outside of his shkin entoirly.”

The man who can hum a hymn while
jointing stove-pipe is good enough to
walk right into full membership in any
church, without probation.

A celebrated wit was asked why he
did not marry a young lady to whom he
was much attached. *I know no rea-
son,” replied he. ‘‘except the greatre-
gard we have for each other.”

There is a knock at the front door,
and the colored person says to the lady
of the house: *Is you de white ooman
what told: a colored gemman you was
lookin’ for a colored lady to wash your
clothes by the mumf?’—[Galveston
News.

The following letter was received by
an undertaker recently froman afflicted
widower: ‘‘Sur—my wiaf is ded and
wonts to be berried to-morrow at Woner
klock. U nose wair to dig the Hole—
by the said of my two other wiafs—let
it be deep.”

There are some scenes almost too
pure and sacred to be viewed by the
thoughtless world. One of them is a
two-hundred-pound woman with a mole

.on her chin ‘talking baby” to an
ounce-and-a-half canary bird in a brass
cage.

A Scotch minister, in one of his paro-
chial visits, met a cow boy, and asked
him what o’clock it was. ‘‘About
twelve, sir,”” was the reply. “Well,”
remarked the minister, ‘I thought it
was more.” ¢It's never any more
here,”’ said the boy; “It just begins at
one again.”

Train up achild in the way that he
shall go, and it may turn out that way
in the long run, but all the precept and
example ever promulgated can’'t save
him from the sheepish, awkward feeling
sure to seize him when he goes spark-
ing the first time.

When a country editor, who is strug-
gling along trying to rear a large family
and build up a town on anincome of five
hundred a year, discovers that a base-
ball pitcher hauls in four thousand dol-
lars for the season, it makes him sit
down on a roller-box and think.

There is an ingenious theory abroad
that the scalpette, as the barbers call it,
the foretop as it used to be styled when
ladies spoke their mother tongue, is
worn by women whose own hair is
abundant, simply to preserve it. No
man ever accepted that theery, but the
girls like to put it forward.

German &apers are in a hilarious up-
roar over the following story: A He-
brew mother rushed to a Hebrew father
with, ‘“Abraham, the child has swal-
lowed the silver coin you gave him, and
is like to die.”” The father, true to his
racial instincts, sought to comfort his
better half by saying, ‘‘No matter, my
dear, it was only a gounterfeit.”

When you meet a young man who is
smoking a cigar it is your duty to stop
him, and say, Young man, that cigar
contains scetic, formic, butyrie, valeric
and proprionic acids, prussic acid, cre-
osote, carbolic acid, ammonia, sulphur-
etted hydrogen, pyridine, virodine, pie-
olene and rubidence, to say nothing of
cabbagine and burdockic acid. He
may stick to the cigar, but you have
done your duty in the premises.

«] want to find out who is the master
of this house,”’ said the man with a book
under his arm to the vinegary-looking
woman with a pointed nose and a very
small top-knot who opened the door for
him. “Well, stranger,”’ she said with
arms akimbo, ‘‘you just walk around
into the back-yard, and ask a little
spindle-shanked = deacon youw'll -find
there fixin’ up the grape-arbor, and

he don’t know who does. Now what
'do you want with me?"’

Giving a Flavor to Meat.

From Land and Water.

i  The following amusing story, told me
by the late Bransley Cooper, was after-
ward published in the life of his dis-
tinguished uncle, Sir Astley Cooper.
It is stated that upon one occasion of the
Athlete Club meeting at Mr. Coleman’s,
at the Veterinary College, he promised
Mr. Norris, President of the Royal

College of Surgeons, who was a great
urmand, that he ww ive him a
joint of beef from Markham's and

ordered a fine sirloin to be sent on the
appointed day. The party met, the
romised beef soon made its appearance.
e host cut for his friend Norris one
of the primest slices, and soon, in ex-
ultation, inquired if it were not to his
heart’s content. To this Mr Norris
replied, ‘‘The beef is good beef, but it
is not my friend Mar! ’s.””  ¢Pooh!
Pooh!” said Mr. Coleman: “T'll swear
it is, Norris, for I called myself at his
shop and ordered it, and this morning
had it delivered at my house by his own
man; but I may be wrong, Norris; how-
ever, to decide the matter, if you please,
T'll lay you a bet of a dinner for the
that it is Markham’s beef.” :
The butcher was sent for. Coleman
Flt the question: - ‘‘Mr. Markham, all
have to ask of you is, was the beef
your man left here this morning your
own meat?’ “No sir,” said he ‘it was
not. I have to make a thousand
apologies; for although you ‘yourself
ave me the order ten days ago, Inever
ought of it till Ilooked in my book
this morning, when I knew I had noth-
ing in my shop that would amswer the
urpose. I therefore myself went to
every butcher in the market and picked
out the finest piece I could find, and I
hoped it would prove satisfactory; but
the beef is not mine.”” Norris laughed
heartily at the successful display of his
gastronomic faculties, and the whole
party joined in the fun against Coleman,
who was generally so sagacious in his
bets ‘as to make it quite a novelty when
‘he lost. The secret ig this: Markham
was in the habit of buying stock much
older then butchers usually buy for cer-
tain of his most peculiar customers, and
afterwards fe it himself in some
peculiar manner before bringing it to
the slaughter-house. So superior to
that of any man of his day was his beef
considered, that many persons, of whom
Mr. Norris was one, would pay the
most exorbitant prices for meat to be
supplied by him. Mr. Norris was the
grandfather of Lord Penzance and
several of the Wilde family.

A very book has just been
gublished in any. It purports to
e written by a lady to whom old King
Leopold, of Belgium, was married se-
cretly about 1827, on condition that if
he were called to a throngthe marri
should be considered null and void.
To this the lady consented; butshe now
not only discloses the fact, but gives a
detailed account of the transaction, and
of her married life with Leopold, -

he'll tell you if I don’t boss this ranch-

ITEMS OF INTEREST.

Garibaldi’s body, below the waist, is
almost insensible.

A nicely dug ve on his premises
was the gentle hint given Mr. Lambert,
an Irish landlord, by his tenants.

An injured woman in St. Louis has
sued her hushand for divorce on the
ground that he called her ‘‘an old cow.”

The Duke of Portland is so pleased
with Lord Bute's beaver. colonies that

-he-is going to establish several on his

estates.

New Orleans has organized a com-’
pany with $100,000 capital to manufac-
ture jute bagging, which has hitherto
been imported. -

A California inventor has devised a
process for pressing and drying pota-
toes so that they will keep for years
without loss of flavor.

Twenty-nine cousins contest the will
of an itinerant preacher in Westchester
county, New York, who had managed
in some way to leave & property of
£15,000 behind him.

In a certain English parish the curate
bears the name of Hare. The ladies
there’ being sufferers from the unac-
countable mania of curate hunting,
havereceived the title of the “‘Harriers.”

The Russians are paying great atten-
tion to the revolver as an instrument of
warfare. Upwards of sixty thousand
of these handy weapons are being man-
'ufactured at Berlin for the Russian
army.

A bather in a Bridgeport, Conn., bar-
'ber's shop recently fell asleep in a bath
tub full of water, and remained there
five hours before he was discovered and
awakened. The water was barely be-
low his mouth.

Mr. Elisha She n, aged 70 years,
of Hanover couxrl)tp;,rs‘? a.,ng:d rezently
While a letter he had just written to a
lady in eastern Virginia, to whom. he
was engaged to be married,was being
carried to the postoffice.

Smithland Chambers, of Barren coun-
ty, Kentucky, weighs 180 pounds and
his wife 112. Their 6-year-old daugh-
ter weighs 239 pounds and measures 84
inches around the waist. Mr. and Mrs.
Cham bers have lost a son five years old
weighing 200 pounds.

On the Hawley branch of the Erie
railway, the other day, a deer spran,
from the woods to the track in front of
a loaded coal train, and kept ahead of
the engine for about two miles; then,
startled by the appearance of a pedes-
trian, leaped into the Lackawaxen river,
swam across, and disappeared in the
forest.

The Americans, says The Spectator,
have invented, and Englishmen are
slowly adopting into their political vo-
cabulary, a new word, intended to ac-
count for the unaccountable popularity
of some politicians. They say they are
“magnetic’’—that is, they attract as the
magnet does, by virtue of some quality
not yet explained.

Two men are litigating at Elizabeth- .
town, Ky., over a slave trade that took’
place in 1855. The defendant bought
a negro of the plaintiff, but finding the
slave unsound made the plaintiff take
him back. Plaintiff giscovered that the
negro was unfit for work, and in 1869
brought suit to recover his value. The
case is stillon. The plaintiff is70 years
old and the defendant 80.

The city of Cambridge, Mass., has
recently set three memorial stones,
weighing over a ton each, at as many
points within its borders to mark cer-
tain events in its history. One on Ninth .
avenue, corner of Spruce street, is in-
scribed: “The site where four citizens
were killed by British soldiers retreat-
ing from Lexington, April 16, 1775.”
One on Inman street containing the fol-
lowing: “Site of the house which was
the headquarters of Gen. Putnam if
¢1775.” The other monument, located
on Duster street, has the following in-
scription: ¢Site of the residence of
IThomas Dudley, A. D. 1630, founder of
Cambridge and Governor of Massachu-
setts.” Each stone also bears the words,
«Erected by the city—1880."

A Dentist's Broken Promise.

London Telegraph.

A well-known Vienna dentist has
got into sad trouble through his ungov-
ernable passion for experiment. Some
time ago he made the acquaintance of
a young lady, the aspect of whose teeth
inspired him with a vehement desire to
improve his assistant’s acquaintance
with practical dental surgery by giving
the latter an opportunity to extract a
few of them. He therefore persuaded
the young lady in question to undergo
a ‘“brief and painless” operation, on
the ground that her otherwise irre-
proachable beauty was marred by cer-
tain defective teeth, which he proposed
not only to remove, but to replace grat-
uitously by artificial ones of conspic-
uous whiteness and brilliancy. Having
obtained her consent to this arrange-
ment, he administered laughing to
her, and, while she was under the in-
fluence of that ansesthetic, his assistant
with admirable skill and promptitude,
drew sixteen of her teeth. When she
recovered her senses she was somewhat
startled by the unexpected extent of
her losses, but, being a sensible girl,
forebore wasting regrets upon the irre-
parable, limited the expression of her
feelings to a civil demand for the prom-
ised new teeth. These, however, upon
reflection, the dentist declined to sup-
ply, observing that ‘she might be very
well satisfied with having had so many
teeth extracted for nothing.” The
patient, failing to apprehend the jus-
tice of this rejoinder, has brought her
plaint before the competent authorities,
‘and an Austrian tribunal will ere long
‘be called upon to decide whether or not
a surgeon-dentist be justified in empty- -
ing an unconscious maiden’s montg of
its teeth In the interest of science, and
for the instruction of his assistant.

Ambiguities of Language.

We.may excuse the foreigmer if, in
speaking our ] age, he occasionally
misapplies an ambiguous word, however
odd it may sound. Dr. Chalmers once
entertained a distingnished guest from
Switzerland, whom he asked if he would
be helped to “kippered salmon.” = The
soreign divine asged th® meaning of the
uncouth word “kippered,” ‘and was told
it meant ‘‘preserved.” Soon after the
Switzer made use of this newly-acquired
e?ressmn in a public prayer, when he
offered a petition that a certain divine
might long be "kipyered to the Free

Chureh of Scotland.’’ = Here is another
example of a possible misconstruction
of 1 “I fear,” said a country

curate to his flock, ‘“when I explained to
You in my last charity sermon that phi-
anthropy was the love of our species,
you must have understood me to say
‘specie’ { the smallness of the collec-
tion. You Will prove, I hope, by your
resent contribution that you are no

onger laboring under the same mis-
take.”



