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GIVING AND LIVING.

Forever the sun is rouring its gold
On a hundred worlds that beg and borrow;
His warmth he gguanders on summits cold,
His wealth on the homes of want and sorrow.
To withhald his largess of precious light
Is to bury himeself in eternal night.
To give
Is to live.

The flower shines not for itse'f at ail,
¢ Its joy is the joy it freely diffuses;

Of beauty and baim it is prodi
ight it

iy loscs,
ry or doom,
er or bloom.

Arpd it lives in the li
No choice for the rose bu
To exhale or sinother, to wi

To deny
Is to die.

5 to the land,
ram to the ocean;
rain of command,

The brain to the heart its lightning motion;
And over and over we yield our breath,
Till the mirror is dry and image is death

Is to give.

He is dead whose hand is not open wide
To help the need of a human brother;
He deubles the leng his life-long ride

‘Who gives his for i
And a thousand
Who carries the wo:

THE TALE OF & TRAMP,

Supper was over, and, seated before
an open wood fire, our small family bade
defiance to the chill frost of late autumn,
when my wife, lifting her head from the
sewing in her lap, said, in & low tone :

“ Surely, I heard a rap.”

“Or arat,” suggested Charlie, fresh
from college, and skeptical on any sub-
ject that might be broached. ‘¢ Really,
mother, if your hearing is so acute,
slease count the steps of that half-frozen

y on the ceiling.”

“ Nonsense, Charlie,” replied his moth-
er, with a smile, “But I am sure I
heard some one rap. There it is again !
You must have heard that. Nettie, dear,
run to the door.”

The knock this time, though modest
and apologetic in tone, was not to be
disputed. Nettie reached out her hand
1o take the candle, but was anticipated

her incorrigible brother, who rudely

w out the taper, exclaiming :

¢ Now, then, mother, for a test of

our ingenuity ; who is this ealler, and
what is hisor her errand ? Listen! Can
son analyze that knock ?”

“Nonsense !” exclaimed his mother

““Some tramp, I suppose, who
has seen the light from our window,
mld———”

ut she was interrupted by Charlie’s
t of merriment,

¢ A tramp ! And at this season of the

Zetn‘ ! No, no, mother; try again,
p’s

A
knock would reverberate throngh
the house like thunder.”

“(Come, Charles,” interposed I, *“this
jsidle, You may be keeping aneighbor
waiting, or a child.”

“A little child!” cried Nettie, ‘“‘and
on a night like this! No, brother, you
ghall not detain me another moment.”
And, after =« slight scufile, Nettie
emerged in triumph, bearing the dis-
puted candie.

As she paused on the threshold to re-
light the candle, I may 2s¢ well make
public my secret conviction that a being
nearer akin to the angels than our Net-
tie did not exist, She cpens the outer
door, her friendly face beaming a wel-
come to whoever might be standing in
the darkness, while her gentle voice in-
quires : **Who is there?”

‘We all listened intently for the reply,
that, quite in keeping with the
rap, was delivered in a low, strained
voicg.

¢TI am hungry,fcold and sick, Isaw
the light from your window, and——"

““You are welcome, sir,” interrupted
Nettie, gravely. “And,” she added,
glancing an arch look at her mother—
“ and expected.”

The stranger, as he entered, directed
an inquiring glance toward Nettie, as if
ot comprehending the import of her
last words, nor the smile that passed
from lip to lip of the family circle,

Hungry, cold and sick! There are
many such in the world, but few who
bear such genuine marks of distress,
His clothing, worn and torn by long ser-
vice, hung in limp folds about his
shrinking, shivering form; while his
face, pale and contracted by physical
{or was it mental ?) suftering, might have
been taken for that of a corpse, were it
not for the dark, brilliant eyes that
barned deep in their sockets,

Nettie had conducted him into the
kitchen adjoining, and by a clever strat-
agem beguiled her brother out of his
easy-chair, which, before he could in-
tercept her, she had dragged into the
next room and placed at the disposal of
her visitor.

“You are too good,” murmured the
young man thankiully, as he sank wear-
ily into the inviting chair,

‘A model tramp!” sneered Charlie,
the loss of whose easy-chair might have
iemptcd him into wi’.u'spering in aloud

ev.

The stranger probably overheard him,
as he shielded his face with his white,
bloodiess hands, and spoke no more,

Netitie flittedl busily from room to
room, from pantry to ir, on hospit-
able thought intent, rently uncon-
scious of Ler mother’ it coughis and
other efiorts to att 1er  affention
when the stock of preserves was invad-
ed, although a close observer wounld have
noticed by the tell-tale dimples in her
cheek and the sparkle in her eye that
she was quite cognizant of her mother’s
uneasiness,

O these children ! how they do wheedle
and cajole their parents!

It was characteristic of Nettie that
when she gave she gave with both hands
full. She gave the cake and withheld
the crust. And so it was that when the
Yyoung man, letting his hands fall from
before his face, beheld the glittering
tea-table, with its goodly array of sub-
stantials and delicacies, he stared at his
fair benefactress in such a mute, help-
less way that .it was half-amusing, halt-
saddening,

““And you have prepared this for me!
Forme! And you donot know who or
what I am,”

“Our guest,” responded Nettie, gen-

<]

Y
““Not but that the light”—glancing

disdainfully at his shabby coat—* re-

veals my wretchedness too plainly.”

““ Pardon me,” said Nettie, bravely ;
““but it is the poor we are commanded
o assist ; nor do I know of any duty
that yields half the pleasure.”

“The warmth of the room betrayed
me into a nap,” continued the stranger,
““and I dreamed—alas! it was but a
dream—that I should go forth from this
house free from the burden of remorse
that has weighed me down these many
¥years. Baut, no; such a miracle could
not happen. I have waked once more
to misery and to the fact that I am
an outeast.”

‘““Hush !” exclaimed Nettie. ‘We
will speak of thatlater, You must not
talk so bitterly ; for, whatever your at-
tire, your address is that of a gentle-
mmh

Nettie now resumed her plaee with us,
and the stranger was left to his repast.
Charlie produced 2 highly-colored meer-
schaum, and, without regarding his

mother’s entreating looks, proceeded to |

Al god light jt.

““Come, Charlie,” she could not for-
bear saying at last ; ¢“it is not ofien that
T ask you to sacrifice anything for me,
but Z!l do wish you would give up smok-
ing.’

““ No use, mother; I should think ciou
would know better than to make such a
demand.”

““Obey !” thundered a voice from the
open door. _‘“ Let her lightest wish be
law, or beware! My fate may be
{ yours i”

The deep, tragic tones in which these
words were uttered, the erect, dignified
form standing upon -the threshold with
threatening forefinger pointing directly
at the object of his attack, the flashing,
magnetic eye that compelled attention
and obedience—all involuntarily re-
minded me of an evening some forty
years before when I had seen the elder
Kean advance to the footlights, and,
with rapid, unexpected speech, electrify
the audience. 8o, teo, I had seen a re-
ligious revivalist single -out some stiff-
necked sinner in the crowd, and with
darting forefinger pour out the vials of
seriptural vengeance on the unbaptized
head.

“The man must be mad, or a strolling
actor playing a part!” cried Charlie,
who was the first to recover from the
general amazement.

The effect of this remark on the man
was magical; the extended hand
dropped ; his figure shrank and drooped
into its former listless attitade ; the fire
died out in his eyes, and his coat once
more revealed its rents, while his voice,
low and hoarse, muttered an apology :

““Forgive me, I forgot where I was
and who I am. No, I can never forget
that. I cannot escape myself,”

Nettie's sympathetic soul was touched.

*“ Perhaps you would like to tell us
about yourself, That is, you might like
to feel that there were those who pitied
your misfortunes. My brother is some-
times hasty, but always kind-hearted.
We would all be glad to assist you if we

“My tale is one of horror, and could
gain me only your detestation ; yet why
should I shrink from the recital when
the pain I thereby inflict on myself is
the only penalty I can pay for my crime?

“I am,” he continued, ** or rather was,
an actor, and so was my father before
me. As a child, I mimicked the set
phrases and gestures of the actors about
me, and early learned to look upon the
play-house as my home and the field
wherein I should develop whatever tal-
ents T might possess. My father occu-
pied the position of leading man at the
B—— Theater, and was the most popu-
lar actor in town. He basked in the
glare of the theater, exerted, nay, ex-
hausted, himself in the effort to please a
fickle publie, and possibly looked upon
his home only as a retreat where he
might recuperate his exhausted ener-
gies and equip himself for fresh
conquests, My mother naturally
looked wupon the theater as a
rival, and a successful one, to the
home., Yet, for all that, she never re-
laxed her efforts to make that homea
pleasant and attractive one., Whatever
her sufferings and despair might have
been, she never voiced them. OnlyI
remember on one occasion she had play-
fully asked me what I intended to be
when I grew up to manhood, and I re-
plied : ¢An actor, mamira, an actor, by
all means.” She pressed me closer in
her arms, and I felt her warm tears on
my face as ghe cried out: ¢ Oh, not that,
my son! Anything but that. Choose
again, just to please your mother.” But
I obdurately insisted that I would be an
actor ard nothing else. From that mo-
ment my mother seemed to regard me
with great apprehension, and I am
afraid would have secretly rejoiced if
my first appearance had been such an
utter failure as to deter me from taking
any further steps in that direction. But
my father aided and encouraged me,
Himself a careful, conscientious student,
he would quench my too-ardent enthu-
siasm by an immersion in the ocean of
work that lies between every artist and
his goal ; and anon, lifting me up to his
own lookout, he would point out some
new and undiscovered country where
fresh glory aw#ited the first comer.
Alternately stimulated and held in
check, I rapidly grew in popular favor,
and divided almost equally with my
father the smiles and tears of the town.
Oh ! he alone who has commanded them
can testify to the sweetness of the

wer.

“About this time there appeared on
the scene one whom my father nervously
feared as a possible rival. He played
parts that my father considered pecul-
iarly his own by right of repeated rep-
resentation, and, being young, hand-
some and of good address, secured a
large following of friends. The misun-
derstanding between this stranger and
my father was of so serious a character
that they only spoke to each other wher
the demands of their profession foreced
some courtesy from one or the other, and
it required all the firmness of the stage
manager to keep them to their duties.
One night, late in the season, when all
the new plays had been worn thread-
bare, an old melodrama was revived, and
tomy father and this new-comer the
principal parts were sassigned. Iach
now started out in the race to enlist
the applause of the audience. My fath-
er watched the house nervously, both
off and on the stage, to see to which side
its favor might incline, He seemed to
feel the laurels plucked from his own
and bound on a younger brow. Near
the close of the play my father was to
shoot his opponent, who was tofall dead at
his feet. You have already apprehend-
ed the sequel. The gun, an old, unused
one, supposed to be loaded with a small
charge of powder, went off in my fath-
er’s hands, and the rival, whom he had
so lately feared and hated, lay dead be-
fore him,

¢TI have related this incident to show
you the cloud of misfortune that hilng
over our family, and shortly afterward
enveloped me in itsfolds.

¢ Although probably no one actually
believed that this tragedy was other
than a sad accident, yet some there were
who, recalling the enmity between the
two men, were malicious enough to whis-
per that the shooting was premeditated
under cover of the play. These rumors
coming to my father’s ears cut short lus
stage career. He secluded himself close-
Iy at home and would see no one. One
night, I recollect, he called me into his
room, and seid : ¢ My son, it would have
been far better for meif I had purposely
killed that man, for in that case my pun-
ishment would be deserved and sure.
This distrust, the averted eyes of those
who were once proud to call themselves
my friends, is killing me.” He must

have spoken in a spirit of prophecy, for
| on the following morning he died.
| ““Soop after this event I was the re-
| cipient of some flattering offers from

theatrical managers, and [ determined
| toreturn to the stage, dlthough my
| mother bitterly opposed it. Oh ! that I
| had listened to her gentle pleadings,
| But youth is proud and headstrong, and
| unwilling to heed words of caution.
| Was I not desirous of providing for all
' her present and future needs? Had I,
| although acting contrary to her wishes,
any other ghject than her. ultimate-hap-

pinessin view? Would she not, soonér
or later, come round to look at things in
my way ?

¢ My return to the stage was followed
by almost immediate promotion, and the
people flocked to see me in parts which

| my father had rendered famous, Many

of my friends were anxious to see me
attempt the higher walks of my art, and
partly to please them, as well as to air
certain theories and Innovations of my
own, I gave out that I would shortly es-
say the role of Othello, For weeks
and months I studied this creation of
the great dramatist, and succeeded in
thoroughly identifying myself with the

part.  On the night before my debut as.

a tragedian was to take place I retired
early, but. my sleep was disturbed by
dreams, By turns I was the fond and
tender lover, the proud and powerful
General, the crazed, relentless mur-
derer,

‘‘ The morning dawned and developed
in my own home a more horrible tragedy
than was ever conceived by dramatist,
for while I slept and dreamed a dastard-
ly assassin had crept into my mother’s
chamber and strangled the life from her
sweet body. Upon her fair white throat
was the cruel imprint of the murderous
hand, and, oh, God! while I slept, un-
conscious of her agony, she was strug-
gling with her slayer. )

¢ Weeks and months passed, but no
clew to tlie murderer could be discovered,
nor the object of the crime imagined.
My life, robbed of its truest friend,
seemed dull and melancholy. There
was but one thing left for me to do, and
that was to recall and act upon her ad-
monitions, so that, if haply her spirit
looked down on me, she might bless my
efforts, I left the State a.ng sought in a
Western State to give a new direction to
my life. But even here my reputation
as an acter had preceded me, and I was
waited moon one ‘evening by the man-
ager of the local theater with the re-
quest that I would take the place of his
leading man on the following evening,
he being incapacitated by sickness from
appearing. The fﬁieee was to be ¢ Othel-
lo.” I accepted the proposal, pleased that
my name had not been entirely forgotten
by the public. The hotel at which I
stopped was overcrowded, and the land-
lord informed me that I would have
to share my room with a stranger.
But the ¢‘stranger,” when he came in,
proved to be an old friend, and we talked
far mto the night of old times, mutual
acquaintance, but especially of my
forthcoming appearance as Othello on
the next night. Islept, and dreamed
once again that I was the veritable Moor
of Venice, breathing into Desdemona’s
ear my vengeful, cruel purpose. I was
suddenly awakened by a terrific pull at
my hair; and found myself standing out
in the middle of the tloor engaged in a
struggle with my friend. My hands
were fastened in a vise-like grip on his
throat, and, even as I waked, his hold
on my hair loosed, and he sank helpless-
ly to the floor. There are moments in
life when, like an electric flash, all that
has been and much that is to be stands
out clearly revealed, and, awe-struck, we
gaze at the fearful prospect. The mys-
tery of my mother’s taking-off was no
longer a mystery ; it was these accursed
hands that had done the deed, and con-
demned me, like Ahasueras, to wander
over the world, seeking relief and find-
ing none,” ;

'With these words the young man con-
cluded his tragic story, and, seizing his
hat, opened the outer door and disap-
peared in the darkness. Nettie, with
white face, but moistened eyes, hastened
to the door with her purpose so clearly
expressed in her manner that Charles
cried out:

‘“ Have a care what you are doing!
You surely can’t mean to offer that
sleep-walker a bed here! Ugh! I choke
at the thought of it ! ”

Nettie shuddered, hesitated for a mo-
ment only, then, leaving the door ajar,
stepped out. We could hear her voice,
but could not distinguish the words, but
his reply was distinctly audible:

“You areright. To me it seems as if
my mother’s voice spake through you,
bidding me cast off this burden of re-
morse and return to my art, with the
resolve to win the name the future sure-
ly has in store for me,”

# * * * * Ll w0

Several years later our family were
surprised by the receipt of a note, in-
closing passes, from the manager of the
B—— Theater, inviting us to be present
on the following evening, when Ameri-
ca’s greatest tragedian would open a
week’s engagement. The play was to
be *‘Othello.” We were punctually on
hand, and were politely conducted to a
side box, whence shortly afterward we
had no difficulty in recognizing, in the
swarthy Moor who strode the stage,
Nettie's quondam acquaintance.

Between the aets the actor entered
our box and claimed the privilege of re-
newing an acquaintance so inauspicious-
¥ begun,

“¢1 shall invite myself once more to
your home,” said he, * nor will you find
me the objectionable guest that I for-
merly wes. Before fame and fortune
the dark specters that haunted my
brain have dissolved like the mists of
morning and left me light-hearted and
clear-visioned.”

Since then the actor has often been
our honored guest ; and idle rumor has
it—is the rumor idle? What, then, do
Nettie’s Dlushes mean, as, bending over
my shoulder as I write, she asks the
question :

““ Father, don’t you think it would
sound better if you were to christen
your story ¢ The Tale of a 'Iragedian 2 ”

Superstition About Days.

Friday is universally regarded as a
fatal day, and this ill-repute attaches to
it throughout the world. Among sea-
men the prejudice against the day is in-
tense, In order to counteract this feel-
ing in some manner, an English ship-
builder once built a vessel which was
begun and finished on Friday, and
named “ The Friday.” It was launched
on Friday, also sailed on Friday, but, as
if fate had so decreed, it was never heard
of more, .

Bat the superstition in regard to days
is not confined to Friday—every day in
the week is under the influence of good
or evil omens. There are many rhymes
embodying the particular phases of good
cr evil which underlie cerizin events on
certain days, of which the following
specimens will suffice :

~unday’s child ne’er lacks in place;

Monday’s child is fair in face;

Tuesday’s child is fu'l of grace;

‘Wednesday’s child is sour and sad;

Thursday’s child is loving and glad;
Friday’s child is loving and giving;
And Saturday’s child shall work for his living.

Breeze cn a Monday, you sneeze for danger;
Sneeze on a Tuesday, you kiss a stranger;
Sneeze an a Wednesday, you sneeze for a letter;
Sneeze cn a Thursday, for something better;
Sneeze on a Friday, you sneeze to your sorrow ;
Sneeze on Saturday, your sweethear:. to-morrow
Sneeze on Sunday, your safety seek,

The devil will chase you the whale of the week.

Cut your nai's Monday, you cut them for news;
Cat them on Tuesday, & pair of new shoes;

Gut them on Wednesday, you cut them for health;
Cut them on Thuraday, twill add to your wealth ;
Out them on Friday, you'll cut them for woe;
Qut them on Saturday, a journey you'll go;

Cut them on Sunday, you cut them for evil,

For all the week long you'll be ruled by the Sevl.

WIT AND HUMOR.

S10 transit—An ambulance wagon.

A micaT fit—Delirium tremens,

Every man’s house is his castle, but
every man can’t be King of Ashantee,

OxE is a seal ring and the other is a
real sing. Eh? Sure enough. What
was the conundrum ?

A vouxa man described a taxidermist
to a bevy of young girls as one who sort
o’ uphglsters animals! He took the
cake,

Tue difference between the Fenian
leader and an advance agent is that one
is Head Center, while the other is sent
ahead.

NEvVER address your conversation to a
person engaged in footing up a column
of figures. There’s nothing so deaf as
an adder.

An Irishman who was found guilty of
stealing a lot of coffee was asked by the
magistrate what he did withit. ‘Made
tay with it,” was the Hibernian’s reply.

Youxa lady, examining some bridal
veils—* Can you really recommend this

one?” Over-zealous shopman—‘ Oh,
yes, miss! It may be used several
times,”

“I’m afraid the bed is notlong enough
for you,” said the landlord to a seven-
foot guest. ‘‘Never mind,” he replied ;
“T'l add two more feet to it when I
get in.”

“WimL you name the bones of the
head?” said a teacher to one cf his
class. “I've got ’em all in my head,
teacher,” replied the pupil, “but I can’t
give ’em away.”

“1'LL take your arm, Miss Ida, pleas
Good faith I've need to cling to.”

% Good faith, indeed ! ” eaid she, *‘but, then,
My arm 1s not the thing to

Impart you that!” Responded he,

With lips that ne’er denied her,

% Good faith is bona fide, girl,
And this is bone of 1da.”

We are constantly told that ¢“the

' evening wore on”—but what the even-

ing wore on such occasions we are not
informed. Was it the close of a sum-
mer’s day ?

WeY is a thief your only true phi-
losopher? Because he regards every-
thing from an abstract point of view, is
opposed to all notions of protection,
a.ngois open to conviction.

Tmis is a little coeducational scene :
Professor : * Who will see Mr. B. before
next Monday?” Lady student, hesitat-
ing and blushing a little more : ¢ I shall
see him Sunday night, probably.”

Tae Philadelphia News man is a per-
son of experience. He says: ‘A Boston
man has invented a new word—* Astron-
ometeorology.” It means what a man
sees when he suddenly runs against a
lamp-post.”

A vouxg man in the ‘‘Answers to
Correspondents” column in a New York
paper asks : ““How can I gain a copious
command of lan e?” We would
suggest that he try sitting down on a
tack.,—Louisville Courier-Journal.

¢¢ CourTESY opens many doors,” says
the old adage. *‘This may be true, as
far asit goes,” says a commentator; “but
you might stand before a bank-building
and courtesy till yon spinal column was
as limber as an old postage-stamp, yet
the doors wouldn’t swing back on their
hinges worth a cent,”

A CLERGYMAN, being annoyed by some
of his audience going out while he was
preaching, took for his text, ‘ Thou art
weighed, and found wanting.” Soon
after commencing his discourse, he said,
““You will please pass out as fast as you
are weighed.”

He was 70 and she was 18, and they
were on their wedding-tour, He pointed
out to her the beautiful scenery, and
said: “We may have many anniver-
saries of this season.” *‘ Yes,” she
answered, ‘‘you will probably live long
enough to have a tin wedding.”

DESDEMONA,
1 told her of my three years’ cruise,
Its haps and mishaps; and, when I
Haad finished, in her sweet, rapt muse,
She murmured breathlcssly, * O my!”
And when I told my journeys o’er,
From arid zone to lands of snow,
She paused in wonderment before
She softly cried, ‘ You don’t say go!”
And when I told of dangers, fears—
Our shipwreck, when we suffered so—
Half frightened, and almost in tears,
She faitered forth, I want to know!”
—-Seribner's Magazine.

A pavsiciaNy having a duel or his
hands requests two of his friends to ar-
range with his adversary the hour of the
meeting, *‘Make it to-morrow,” he
says, ‘‘but not in the forenoon, because
I must visit four patients before going
to the ground.” *‘I see,” murmurs one
of the seconds, ‘“he wants to get his
hand in.”

“Yrs,” said a witness, ‘I remember
the defendarnt’s mother crying on the
oceasion referred to. She was weeping
with her left eye—the only one she has
—and the tears were running down her
right cheek.” ‘What!” exclaimed the
Judge, ‘‘ How could that be ?” *‘ Please,
your Honor,” said the witness, ‘‘she was
awfully cross-eyed.”

Pork and Beans for One.

A lady on a Central railroad train,
after depositing numerous bundles in
the rack overhead the seat, hung her
umbrella on the cord connecting with
the air-brakes. A newsboy passing
through the car noticed the suspended
gingham, and politely informed the in-
nocent owner that she must remove it.

““ What's that string for if it ain’t to
hang things on?” inquired the old
lady, as she dropped the umbrella into
the seat.

The boy answered, in all earnesiness,
“It’s to call a waiter when you're hun-
gry,” and passed on.

Some time after there was vigorous
pulling of the air-brake cord, and the
train came to a standstill. The con-
ductor rushed up to the old lady, and in
a tone of amazement exclaimed, “What’s
the matter %’

“‘Bring me a plate of pork and beans,”
drawled out the ancient female with the
umbrelia, not in the least aware that she
had stopped the train.

Anexplanationfollowed, and the joking
newsboy did not venture forth from the
baggage car during the remainder of the
trip.—Albany Journal, -

Charles Carroll’s Patriotism,

Among the signatures to the Declara-
tion of Independence is that of Charles
Carroll, of Carrolton. Few are aware
how the distinguishing word came to be
added to the name,

Charles Carroll was among the fore-
most to sign the Declaration of Inde-
pendence. All who did so were believed
to have devoted themselves and their
families to the furies. As he set his
hand to the instrument, the whisper ran
round the Hall of Congress,  There go
some millions of property !” And, there
being many of the same name, he heard
it said, ‘‘Nobody will know what Carroll
it is,” as no one signed more than his
name ; and one at his elbow, addressing
him, remarked :

“You'll get clear—there are several
of the name—they will never know
which totake.”

‘“Not s0,” he replied, and instantly
added his residence, “* of Carrollton.”

THE FAMILY DOCTOR.

A GiLu of strong tee, taken at bed-
time, will relieve night sweat,

For rheumatism: A large piece of
flannel well sprinkled with saltpeter.

For hacking cough, sore throat or
mouth, take a teaspoonful of salt in a
half-cup of water, and gargle three times
a day before each meal,

Ix these days of neuralgia and sudden
colds, says an exchange, it is sensible to
have some means of relief close at hand.
Make two or three little bags of cotton
cloth and fill them with hops. Then
when you need them heat just as hot as
possible even to the extent of browning
the cloth, and apply to the aching mem-
ber, People who cannot endure the
odor of the old-time remedy of hops and

vinegar do not object to the hops alone, |

The dry hop-bag is a great improvement | down on you,” and she batted her eyes

upon wet cloths of any kind.

ArcoHoL As StmMUraNT.—Dr. John
‘Wilson, in his ‘¢ Health and Health Re-
sorts,” remarks of alcoholic drinks as
stimulants: ¢They are, as a rule, the
most palatable ; theyimpart gentle stim-
ulation, arouse the @estheticnature as no
other carbonaceous matter does. I con-
fess they are open to the objection of
endangering the formation of habits of
intemperance, but in advanced cases of
phthisis I have rarely known this to be
the case, and I am convinced that I have
seen at least many days added to the
lives of such invalids by the use of these
beverages without this evil consequence.
By a wise law of nature, that which sub-
serves a needful p rarely demor-
alizes if indulged in under the stress of
necessity, and in cases of rapid disinte-
gration it would seem that the toxic
effect of the alcohol is more or less lost
in the process of combustion, in which
its carbonaceous principle plays so im-
portant a part.” 2

S1cx HEADACHE.—This complaint is
the result of eating too much and exer-
cising too little. Nine times in ten the
cause is in the fact that the stomach was
not able to digest the food last intro-
duced into it, either from having been
unsuitable or eicessive in quantity. A
diet of bread and butter, with ripe fruit
or berries, with moderate and continu-
ous exercise in the open air sufficient to
keepup a gentle perspiration, would
cure almost every case of sick headache
in a short time, Two teaspoonfuls of
powdered charcoal in a half glass of wa-
ter, and drank, often gives instant re-
lief, Sick headache with- some persons
comes on at regular intervals, and is the
signal of distress which the stomach
puts out to inform us that there is an
over-alkaline condition of the fiuids ;
that it needs a natural acid to restore
the battery to its former normsl work-
ing condition. When the first symptoms
of headache appear take a table-spoonful
of lemon juice clear, fifteen minutes be-
fore each meal, ‘and the same dose at
bedtime. Follow this up until all symp-
toms are passed, taking no other reme-
dies, and you soon will be able to go
free from this unwelcome nuisance.
Mary people will object to this because
the remedy is too simple, but many
cures have been effected 1in this way.

To Cure SNEEZING.—A correspondent
of the British Medical Journal says :
“ During therecentrapid changes of tem-
perature, I caught a cold in my head,
accompanied by almost incessant sneez-
ing. My unfortunate nose gave me no
rest. The slightest impact of cold air,
or passing from the outside air into a
warm room, equally brought on a fit of
sneezing. In vain I snuffed camphor
and pulsatilla ; the light catarrh still tri-
umphed over me. At length I resolved
to see what the maintenance of a uni-
form temperature would do toward di-
minishing the irritability of my Schnei-
derian membrane, and accordingly I
plugged my nose with coiton wool. The
effect was instantaneous ; I sneezed no
more. Again and again I tested the ef-
ficacy of this simple remedy, always
with the same result. However near I
was to a sneeze, the introduction of the
pledgets stopped -it at once. Nor was
there any inconvenience from their pres-
ence, making them sufiiciently firm not
to tickle, and yet leaving them suffi-
ciently loose to easily breathe through.”
This 18 really worth knowing, for inces-
sant sneezing is among the greatest of
smaller ills, and it seems only a rational
conclusion to hope that this simple plan
may furnish the most efficient remedy
against one of the most distressing symp-
toms of hay fever. ¢

Madagascar.

The Rev. J. Pearse, of the London
Missionary Society, writes that *‘every
vestige of idolatry has been swept away”
from the districts in Madagascar in
which he labors; and yet that they are
great believers in charms, superstitions
and witcheraft. It was reported that a
dog had spoken and had appointed that
a hurricane, causing grievons famine,
would devastate the district; that im-
mense hailstones would descend, and
that even the heavens would fall. To
avert this the people were told to get six
black and six white beads and wear them
round the neck, and no harm would
come to them. Soon after this men,
women and children were seen with
twelve beads strung around their neeks.
The fear of witches and witcheraft is a
great evil among these people. They
are not idolaters, but their Christianity
has in it a bad mixture,

Able to Support Themselves,

The imperial family of Germany is
quite able tosupport itself. If the Crown
Prince were deprived of his inheritance
he could-easily win bread and butter by
his skill as a turner; while his eldest son,
Prince Wilhelm, is an excellent amateur
artisan. On the Emperor’s cabinet are
several samples of his dead grandson
Waldemar’s proficiency as a bookbinder.
This acquisition of a trade is in accord-
ance with the traditionary customs in
the royal family, which prescribe that
every Prince of the blood shall learn
some useful handicraft, so as to strength-
en his spirit of independence and make
him wise through actual contact with
the material world.

The Lord’s Prayer Revised.

The following are the changes made
in the text of the Lord’s Prayer in the
revised version of the New Testament:

REVISED VERSION. COMMON VERSION.

Matithew vi., 2-13: Our| Matthew vi., 9-13: Our
Father which art in heav-{Father which art in heav-
en. Hallowed be Thylen.®Hallowed be Thy
name. Thy kingdom come. |name. Thy kingdom come.
Thy will be done, zs in|Thy will doze in earth, as
heaven, =0 on earth. Give|it is in heaven. Give us
us this day our dailythis day our daily bread.
bread. And forgive us our And forgive us our debts,
debts, as we also have for-/as we forgive our debtors,
given our debtors. Andjand lead usnot into temp-
lead us not into tempta-|tation, but deliver ue from
tion, but deliver us !romlevﬂ.
the evil one,

A rpExsioN of £4,000 was granted in
1790 by the British Parliament to the
heirs and descendants of William Penn,
in consideration of his meritorious ser-
vices, and of the losses which his fumily
sustained in consequence of the Ameri-
ean war. It is now paid to Col. William
Stuart, a descendant, o

‘Way is exhilaration’ like the conse-
quence of bresking 2 rum bottle? Be-

cause it is a flow of spirits.

A Texas llother-in-hw.bom

A tall woman, wearing a sun- et,
came into the office of the Chief of Po-
lice, and, sitting down bard on the end
of abench, wiped her nose, batted her
eyes a time or so at the Chief, and
psked in o voice that reminded one of
sharpening a saw:

“Be you the galoot what locks folks
u ? ” y

£ I regret to say that I am occasion-

ally obliged to resort to suck extreme
measures with refractory persons,”

“T know all that; but be you the
galoot?”

“Yes, madam.” «

“Why didn’t you say so when I asked
you ?

“Idid.”

“You are a liar, and if you don’t treat
me like a lady, I'll fold you up and sit

some more like a terrier.

“What do you wart?” asked the
official, looking as if he needed rein-
forcements right away, and plenty of
them.

I want that dirty little whelp what
married my darbsr. I want to talk to
to him on business, but he evades me.
If T could only get a chance to caress
him once more!” and she breathed
hard and gritted her teeth until the
official felt in his pocket for a police
whistle.

““What did he do?”

‘“ He told my darter that he would
give 320 acres of land, with a gold mine
on it, to anybody who would ampertate
my jaw with a boot-jack. He said my
mouth was like the gate at the fair
grounds,”

‘“He meant, I suppose, it was never
shut. I don’t see how he came to make
any such ridiculous comparison as that.
Did you ever remonstrate with him ? ”

““You bet I did. I drawed him across
the kitchen table by the hair with one
hand, while I basted him with a long-
handled skillet, and you should have
heerd him calling me ‘mother darling’
and ‘pet,’ but Providence was agin me.
His har gave way, and he lit out before
I could reason with bim any more.
Just as like as not we will never meet
again,” and she sighed heavily.

““Be calm, madam ; do not excite
yourself too much.”

“I am calm., I like to talk about
these family secrets, It calls up sacred
recollections, It makes me think of my
darter’s fust husband. It was real fun
to remonstrate with him. Hishar didn’t
give. He wasgame, Fe sassed back,
but, Lord ! what a time they had hold-
ing the inqnest. That was at Arkansas,
before I mioved to Galveston. There
was some of his remains in one corner
! of the yard, and a few more remains
i hanging on the fence, and there was
right peart of him wrapped around the
ax-handle. The jury knew me, so they
brought in a verdict of justifiable suicide
or homicide, or something like that.
And now to think of this pesky, little,
worthless, spindle-shanled, goggle-eyed
whelp getting clear off, excepting a few
pounds of har. I want you to find him
for me. You can know him by the
brands I made on hira with the hot
skillet. Wanted to ampertate my jaw,
the little brassy whelp! Said my mouth
was like a gate, did he ?”

The ofiicial said he would hunt for
kim and let her know. Asshe went out,
she batted her eyes significantly at the
official, and remarked :

““You had better find that prodigal
son or thar’ll be music at these head-
quarters.”—Galveston News,

Information for the Million,

The year 1900 will not be a leap year
1896.and 1904 will be leap years, To
explain the reason of this, we will give
you a short account of the change of
style in the calendar effected by Pope
Gregory XIII. He found that the error
of eleven minutes in the Julian calendar
had amounted to ten days. He, there-
fore, deducted ten days in October, 1582,
and, to prevent a recurrence of the
error, it was ordered that every year
ending a century should not be consid-
ered a leap year except the multiples of
the year 400. Thus, 1600 was a leap
year, but 1700 was not, nor 1800, nor
will 1900 be; but 2000 will be a leap

ear, and every 400th year after it. In
ngfand we did not adopt the Gregorian
calendar till 1752 ; consequently, with
us, 1700 was a leap year, and we were
eleven days out. Thesc were subtract-
ed, and, at the time, the measure enact-
ing the alteration caused considerable
uneasiness and somefew riots among the
Eoorer people, who could not compre-

end the matter, and raised the cry of
‘“Give us back our eleven days!” The
Greeks and Russians still retain the old
style, so there is now a difference of
twelve days between their date and ours,
because they have consicered 1700 and
1800 as leap years, Th: term * bissex-
tile,” as applied to the leap year, was
given by Julius Czesar when he reformed
the calendar, giving the additional day
every four years to February, as being
the shortest month, and caused it to be
inserted between the 24th and 25th. By
the Roman mode of reckoning, the 24th
of February was called the sixth before
the Calends of March, snd the intercal-
ary day was, therefore, named &is sextus
dies (the second sixth dey), and the year
31‘3391!’4‘11‘3 (containing the second sixth

ay).

Wooden Boilers.

The almost incredible feat of making
steam boilers of wood was accomplished
seventy-six years ago in Philadelphis,
where they were used to furnish steam to
the pumps for pumping up the river
water for the nse of the city water-works,
They, however, lasted un{y two years,
when it became so difficalt to keep them
steam-tight that they were abandoned for
iron builers. How was it possible to heat
water in wooden boilers? It wasaccom-
plished by having an iroa fire-box twelve
feet long, six feet wide, and two feet
deep, placed inside a rectangular wooden
chest, fourteen feet long and nine feet
square, made of plank nearly half a foot
thick, securely bolted together by iron
rods passing through the planks. The
iron fire-box had eight vertical flues of
one foot in diameter, through which the
water circulated, and around which the
fire acted, and passed upward through an
oval flue, first above the fire-box, carried
from the back of the boiler to near the
front and back again, when it passed out
into the chimney. It wuas expected that
these boilers would be vary economical,
on account of the non-conducting, prop-
erty of wood ; and so they were to a cer-
tain extent, as the boilers did not need
any protecting covering,.

Nickel,

Nickel, whefl the United States Gov-
ernment bought a mine in Pennsylva-
nia twenty years ago, was a rare metal ;
few mines were known, and those inac-
cessible, The number has been largely
increased since, the most important re-
cent sonrce of supply being New Cale-
donia, the French eclony, where a dis-

| covery in the preparation of the ore has

greatly cheapened the cost of purenick-
el, and it is probable that the next few
years will see a large increase in the use

of the metal,

AN OLD STORY RETOLD,

What the Governor of South Carelie |
na Said to the Governor of North
Carolina.

" A great many years ago the Governor °
of North Carohym. reoeagred a friendly
visit from the Governor of South Caroli-
na, After a real North Carolina dinner
of bacon and yams the two Governorslit
pipes and sat in the shade of the back
verandn with a demijohn of real North
Carolina corn whisky, copper distilled,
within easy reach. “ There was noth-
ing stuck up about these Governors,”
says a North Carolina State historian, in
the homely but vigorous language of his
section. *‘There they sot and smoked,
and sot and smoked, every once in g |
while taking a mutual pull at the demi-#
john with the aid of a gourd which they
used as a democratic goblet. The con-
versation between the two Governors was
on the subject of turpentine and rice,
the staples of theirrespective States, and
the further they got into the subject the
lower down they got into the jug, and
the lower down they got in the jug the
dryer the Governor of South Carolina

got, who was a square drinker
and a warm man, with about a
million or more res to eve

square inch of his hide, which enabled
him to histe in a likely share of corn-
juice, or other beverage, and keep his
carcass at the same time well ventilated
and generally always ready for more,
while the Governor of North Carolina
was a more cautious drinker, but was
mighty sure to strike bottom at about
the twelfth drink, like as if pature had
measured him by the gourdful. Well
they sot, and smoked, and argued, an

the Governor of North Carolina was s8
hospitable as any real Southern gentle-
man couid be, for he ladled out the
whisky in the most liberal manner, be-
ing particular to give his distinguished
guest three drinks to one, and gauging
his own dose with great care, for fear
that if he didn’t he might lose the
thread of his argument and the demi-
john might run dry before the Governor
of South Carolina should be ready to
dust out for home, in which case it wounld
look like he had not properly observed
the laws of hospitality, which would have
been a self-inflicted thorn in his side for
years to come, and no amount of
apology could ease his mind or enable
him to feel warranted in showing his
countenance to his fellow-men, espe-
cially in his home district, where for
generations it had been a main point
with every gentleman to keep his visitor
well supplied with ereature comtforts,
and to hand him a good gou’ as a
stirrup-cup when about tv .ake his de-
parture for the bosom of his family.
Singular to relate, the cautiousness
manifested by the Governor of North
Carolina was of no avail, for at one and
the same moment the jug went dry and
the Governor of North Carolina, much
to his subsequent mortification when he
learned the fact afterward, dropped off
into a quiet sleep, while the Governor
of South Carolina continued to keep on
with his argument, holding-the empty
gourd in his hand in close contagious-
ness to the demijohn, and wondermg at
the apparent absent-mindedness of his
hitherto-attentive host, to whom, after’a
minute and a half of painful silence, he

£al

made wuse of but one remark:
‘Governor, don’t you think it's a
long - time Dbetween drinks?’ the

remark being overheard by George, the
body-servant of the Governor of North
Carolina, who, knowing that there was
something wrong, took to the woods
where he remained in seclusion for thre.

days, but the Governor of South Caro

lina, receiving no reply from the Gow

ernor of North Carolina, mounted hi-
horse and rode sadly homeward with an
irrepressible feeling at his heart that
there was coming to be a hollowness in
friendship, and that human nature was
in danger of drifting into a condition of
chaotic mockery.”

Ever since the occurrence so touch-
ingly described by the conscientions
historian, a common form of invitatior
to join a social glass has been, ‘“ As the
Governor of South Carolina said to the
Governor of North Carolina, it’s a long
time between drinks.” The form is as
efficacious as that used by the itinerant
minister when called upon to turn twc
into one at short notice—** Jine hands.’

Heart Disease.

‘When an individual is reported
to have died of disease of the
heart, we are in the habit of regarding
it as an inevitable event, as something
which‘could not have been foreseen or
prevented, and it is too much the habit,
when persons suddenly fall down dead,
to report the heart as the cause ; this
silences all inquiry and investigation,
and saves the trouble end inconvenience
of post mortem. A truer report would
have a tendency to save many lives, It
is through a report of disease of the
heart that many an opium eater islet
off into the grave, which covers at onee
his folly and his erime; the brandy
drinker, too, quietly slides around the
corner thus, andis heard of no more ; in
short, this report of disease of the heart
is the mantle of charity which the pol-
itic coroner and sympathetic physician
throw around the graves of generous
people,

At a scientific congress at Strasbourg
it was reported thaf, of sixty-six persons
who had suddenly died, an immediate
and faithful post mortem showed that
only two persons had any heart affec-
tion whatever—one sudden death only
in thirty-three, from discases of the
heart. Nine out of sixty die of apoplexy
—one out of every seven ; while forty-
six—more than two out of three—died of
lung affection, half of them congestion
of the lungs, that is, the lungs were so
full of blood they could not work ; there
was not room for air enough to get in to
support life. It is, then, of considerable
practical interest to know some of the
common every-day causes of this con-
gestion of the lungs, a disease which,
the figures above being true, kills three
times as many persons at short warning
as apoplexy and heart disease together.
Cold ‘feet, tight shoes, light clothing,
costive bowels, sitting still until chilled
through after having been warmed up
by labor or a long, hasty walk; going
too suddenly from a close, heated room,
as a lounger, or listener, or speaker
while the body is weakened by contin:
al application, or abstinence, or heate
by a long address ; these are the frigh
ful causes of sudden death in the form o.
congestion of the lungs; but which, be-
ing falsely reported as disease of the
heart, and regarded as an inevitable
event, throws people off their guard, in-
stead of pointing them plainly to the
true causes, all of which are avoidable,
and very essily so, as a general rule,
when the mind has once been intelli-
gently drawn on the subject.—Hall's
Journal of Health.

T'ue only cure for indolence is work
the only cure for selfishness is
the only cure for unbelief is to shake oft
the ague of doubt by doing your con-
science’s bidding; the only cure for
timidity is to plunge into some dreaded

duty before the chill comes on.
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