THE PROBLEM.

BY B. W. EMERSON,

1 like a church; I like a cowl;
{ Ilove a prophet of the soul;
" And on my heart monastic aisles )
Fall like sweet strains or pensive smiles;
Yet not for all his faith can see
‘Would I that cowled churchman be,

‘Why should the vest on him ailure /
‘Which I could not on me endure?

Not from 2 vain and shallow ‘thought
His awful Jove young Phidias brought;
Never from the lips of cunning fell y
The thrilling Delphic oracle; 3
Out from the Leart of Nature rolled "
The burdens of the Bible old; po¥ad
The litanies of nations came 5
Like the volcano’s tongue of flame
Up from the burning core below—
The canticle of love and woe ; T
The hand that rounded Peter’s dome, o
And groined the aisles of Christian Rome,
Wrought in a sad sincerity;

Himself from God he could not free;

He builded better than he knew—

The conscious stone to beauty grew.

Enow’st thou what wove yon wood-bird’s nest
Of leaves and feathers from her breast ?
Or how the fish outbuilt her shell,
Painting with morn each annual cell ?
Or how the sacred pine-tree adds

To her leaves new myriads ?

Such and g0 grew these holy pjles,
Whilst love and terror laid the tiles.
Earth proudly wears the Parthenon

As the best gem upon her zone;

And morning opes with haste her lids,
To gaze upon the pyramids;

O’er England’s abbeys bends the sky,
As on its friends, with kindred eye;
For out of thought’s interior ephere
These wonders rose to upper air;
And nature gladly gave them place
Adopted them into her race,

And granted them an equal date
‘With Andes and with Ararat,

These temples grew as grows the grass,
Art might obey but not surpass.

The passive master lent his hand

To the vast soul that o’er him planned;
And the same power that reared the shrine
Bestrode the tribes that knelt within;

Ever the fiery Pentecost

Girds with one flame the countless host,
Trances the heart through chanting choirs,
And through the priest the mind inspires.
The word unto the prophet spoken
Was writ on tables yet unbroken ;
The werd by seers or sibyls told,
In groves of oak or fanes of gold,
Still floats upon the morning wind,
Still whispers to the willing mind.
One accent of the Holy Ghost, /
The heedless world hath never lost.
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Polly Gardner had been spending her
vacation with Aunt Mary in the country.
She would have been ‘“ perfectly happy”
but that her father and mother were
obliged to remain in the city., It was
five weeks since she had seen them, and
it seemed to Polly like five months,

One lovely afternoon Polly sat on the
horse-block idly kicking one foot back-
ward and forward, watching Aunt Mary
as she drove off on a visit to a sick neigh-
bor. 'Phe birds were singing, bees were
humming, and the slender branches of
the great green willows that shaded the
road moved softly with every light puff
of wind. Away off in the field over the
hills Polly could hear the ring of the
mowers’ seythes. Everything was so
pleasant and peaceful that she wished
her parents were there to enjoy it with
her.

Just as Aunt Mary was hidden from
sight by a bend in the road, she heard
the crunching of wheels in the opposite
direction, apd, on looking up, found it
was another wagon, driven by Mr. Ward,
the grocer and postman of Willow Grove,
He checked his horse at the gate, and
began fumbling slowly in his coat pocket
for something,

After considerable searching, he drew
out a white envelope, and, turning it
first one way and then the other, shook
his head, and began feeling in his pock-
ets again, brought forth his spectacles,
adjusted them carefully upon his nose,
and once more began examining the let-
ter. At last he read in a loud voice:

“ ¢ Miss Polly Gardner, in care of Mrs,
Mary West, Willow Grove. In haste.’”
Then he peeped over his glasses severe-
1y at Polly, and asked sharply, “Who's
Miss Polly Gardner? Do you know,
little girl ?”

*Oh, that’s me!” cried Polly, jump-
ing from the horse-block, ““and Mrs,
Mary West is aunty. Please give me
my letter, It is from mamma, I am so
glad!”

“‘Can you read ?” asked Mr. Ward, he
still holding the letter far above Polly’s
reach.

““Yes, of course I can,” cried Polly,
Indignantly, “I am 9 years old next
week,”

“Well, well, Miss. Polly Gardner,
here’s your letter. But if your mar
hadn’t pat ‘In haste’ on the outside of
it you would have had to come and fetch
it yourself,” said Mr. Ward, as he hand-
ed the letter down to Polly.

“Thank you ever so much,” said
Polly, tearing her letter open nervously.
After reading it once she said, “Oh I” in
a delighted voice, '

‘‘ Nothing the matter?” inquired Mr,
Ward, who still sat looking at Polly.

“No; but mother and father are
coming to-day, if this is the 24th of
August. »

““Yes, it's the 24th of August. -But
let’s see your letter, and I can tell you
what they mean,”

Polly handed her letter back to Mr.
‘Ward, who read ii aloud slowly:

“ DEARrEsT PoLLy : Papa finds he can leave
his business for a short time, so we have con-
cluded to spend the remeinder of your vacation
with youand Aunt Mary. We will take the
train that reaches Willow Grove at 4:30 p. m.,

on the 24th. Tell Aunt Mary to meet us if she
has the time.

“Love to all, and a thousand kisses from

¢ Mawwa AND Para”

“Well,” said Mr. Ward, as he gave
Polly back her letter, *they’ll be here
in about a half hour, for it’s almost 4
now. I guess I'll be moving; it’s time
I was back tothe store.” So he chirped
to his horse, and then turned the wagon
and was soon out of sight,

As Aunt Mary would not return be-
fore 5 o'clock, Polly determined to walk
down to the railroad station and meet
her father and mother alone, She had
often been there with Aunt Mary to
watch the trains come and go, It was
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a smull station and very few people
stopped there,

Just before reaching the statiom the
railroad crossed a drawbridge. Yolly
liked to watch the men open and shut
the draw as the boats in the river passed
through. There was a foot-path over
this bridge, and Polly had once crossed
it with Aunt Mary., They had stopped
to speak to the , who was pleasant
and good-natured. He told Polly where
she could find some beautiful white
lilies in a pond not far away., That was
more than a week ago, and the flowers
were not then open, and now as Polly
ran down the road she thought she
would have time to gather some for her
parents before the train arrived.

When Polly reached the station she
found no one there, and, on looking at
the clock, saw that it was only ten min-
utes past 4, so she had twenty minutes
to wait. Then she ran on quickly.

The flagman stood by ¢he draw, and
Polly saw, some distance down the
river, a small vessel coming toward the
bridge. She ran along rapidly, and as
she passed the flagman he called out:

“Going for the pond lilies? The
pond was all white with them when I
went by this mornipg.”

“Yes, sir; I wi to pick some for
mamma and papa. They wrote me a
letter and said they were coming in the

you're glad. Look out for the locomo-
tive, and don’t take too long -picking
your flowers, and you’ll have plenty of
time to get back before the train comes
‘n. ”

Polly thanked him and ran on, In
about five minutes she reached the
pond. How lovely the lilies looked,
with their snowy cups resting upon the
dark water! But their stems were long
and tough, and the most of them grew
far beyond her reach. She contrived to
secure four, Polly was sorry to leave
so many behind, but was afraid if she
lingered too long she would miss the
train. So, gathering up the blossoms,
she pinned them to her belt, and scam-
pered back toward the bridge,

The boat had just sailed theough the
draw, and the man stood ready to close
the bridge when Polly came up. He
looked over at her from the center of the
bridge, and called out with a smile :

*“ Couldn’t you get any more flowers
than these? If I had time to go to the
pond, you should have as many as yon
could carry.”

Polly smiled back at him, and then
began to watch him as he madeready to
turn the great bridge back into place for
the train to pass cver. His hand was
already on the crank, when a rope dang-
ling over the edge of thebridge attracted
his attention. As he tried to pull it in
it seemed to be caught underneath,
Polly watched him lean over to get a
better hold, when, to her great horror,
the piece of railing to which he held gave
way.

There was a sudden scream and a
great splash in the water. But before
the waves of the swiftly-flowing river
closed over him Polly heard the cry:

¢ The train !—the flag !” :

Paorlittle Polly ! She was soalarmed
for the poor man’s safety that for some
moments she could think of nothing
else, and ran backward and forward,
wringing her hands in despair. As he
arose to the surface she saw that he
made frantic gestures to her, and pointed

-up the road from whieh: the train was to

come. He seemed to be able to keep
himself above the water with very little
effort, and Polly saw with joy that the
accident had been observed by the occu-
pants of the vessel. The man in the wa-
ter struck out toward the boat, and Pol-
ly could hear shouts and cheers from the
men on board.

All at once she was startled by the
far-off whistle of the approaching loco-
motive, In a moment she understood
the meaning of the flagman’s gestures,
She looked at the open space and then
at the bridge. In five minutes or less
time the train would come dashing into
the terrible chasm, Polly’s hair almost
rose on her head with horror. It was
as much as she could do to keep her

There must be some way to avert the
awful calamity. She ran swittly along
toward the rapidly-approaching train.
Lying on the ground just by the small
wooden house where the flagman gener-
ally sat Polly saw a red flag. She re-
membered having heard that this flag
was used in case of danger, or when
there. was ‘any reason for stopping
the cars. She did not know whether
there was yet time, but she seized the
flag and flew wildly up the track,

““Oh, my papa' oh, my mamma!”
she cried; ‘“they will fall into the river
and be drowned! Whatshall I do?”
and Polly waved the flag baclward and
forward as she ran.

Then came the train around the curve,
Bhe could see the white steam puffing
from the pipe, and could hear the pant-
ing of the engine,

‘I know they’ll run over me, but, if
mamma and papa are killed, I don’t
care to live,” she said to herself as she
approached the great black engine,

When it was about 300 feet away from
her she saw a head thrust out of the
little window by the locomotive, and
then, with a great puffing, snorting and
whistling, it began to move slower and
slower, until at last, when it was almost
upon Polly, it stopped entirely.

All the windows were alive with heads
and hands. ‘The passengers screamed
and waved her off the track. She stepped
off and ran close up to the side of the
engine, and gasped out, ““The bridge is
open and the man has fallen into the
river. Please stop the train or you'll be
drowned.”

The engineer stared in amazement, as
well he might, to see a small girl with a
flushed face, hair blown wildly about,
and four lilies pinned in her belt,

.

waving the red flag as though she had
been used to flagging trains all her life,

At that moment another remarkable
figure presented itself to the astonished
eyes of the passengers, A man, drip-
ping wet, bruised and scratched, as
though he had been drawn through
briers, came tearing toward the cars,
stumbling and almost falling at every
step, As he reached little Polly he
snatched her up "and covered her face
with kisses,

“You little darling,” he ecried, *“‘do
you know what you've done? You've
saved the lives of more than a hundred
people.”

Polly, nervous and excited, began to
cry. One after another the passengers
came hurrying out of the train and
crowded around her, praising and kissing
her, until she was quite ashamed and
hid her head upon the kind flagman’s
shoulder, whispering, ‘Please take me
away and find mamma and papa.”

Almost the last to alight were Polly’s
parents, ‘‘Why, it’s our Polly ?” they
both exclaimed at once,

The draw was now being closed again,
and the conductor cried, ¢ All aboard !”
The passengers scrambled back to their
seats again, Polly’s father took her into

- the car with him, and now she looked

calmly at the people as they gathered
around, and answered politely all ques-
tions put to her, but refused the rings,
chains, bracelets and watches that the
grateful passengers pressed her to ac-
cept as tokens of their gratitude for sav-
ing their lives,

At last Polly grew tired of so much
praise, and spoke out: * Really I don’t
deserve your thanks, for I never once
thought of any onebut papaand mamma,
So keep your presents for your own lit-
tle girls, Thank you all the same.,”

Those that heard her laughed, seeing
they could do nothing better for her than
to let her remain unnoticed for the short
distance she had to go.

‘When Polly was lifted out of the car,
and stood upon the steps of the station,
while her father looked after the lug-
gage, the passengers threw kisses and
waved their handkerchiefs to her until
they were out of sight.

A few days afterward Polly was aston-
ished at receiving a bzautiful ivory box
containing an exquisitely enameled
medal, with these words engraved on it:

‘“Presented to Poliy Gardner, whose
courage and presence of mind saveda
hundred lives.”

MEDICAL LANGUAGE.

One of the most barbarous uses to
which our language is put is the preva-
lent medical style of expression. Every
science and art has its technical terms,
which are a help to exact thought and
expregsion. In medical literature they
have become an obstacle to the masters
.of science, while the ordinary man could
as easily master a new language as read
an average medical essay. They seem
to have been prepared by ambitious med-
ical Sophomores whom a little learning
has hfted above their mother tongue, so
that. they can only express themselves
in sounding words of Latin origin.

We are glad to welcome a rebuke of
this grave fault in the Zancet, by G.
Vivian Poore, M. D., F. R. C. P., pro-
fessor of medical jurisprudence in the
University College, London. Raferring
to a dictionary of medical and scientific
terms now in eourse of publication, he
says that, if its present proportions are
maintained, it will contain ever 3,000
terms ; and that, at the present rate of
word-making, an appendix will be nec-
essary by the beginning of the next
l;u;l‘;(;.ury possibly bigger than the parent

This fatal love of long words, he af-
firms, has helped to check the advance
of medical science. In this “ pedantio
jargon,” mouth becomes the oral orifice;
the nose, the olfactory organ; the skin
of the back, the dorsal integument ;
touch, tactile sensibility; stomach-
ache, gastralgic crisis; tears, lachry-
mation ; sweating, a diaphoresis,

It seems to be the pitiable ambition
of some writers to seize upon a trifling
fact and give it the longest name they
can invent, with the aid of a diction-
ary.

“Many of our long words,” he says,
‘““exercise a most unwholesome fasci-
nation upon the student, and I have
known some who appear to think that a
parrot-like use of words was the main
use of medicine,

““There was a time, perhaps, when
there was very little true knowledge
behind the verbiage which was the chief
stock-in-trade of the profession. Now
times are changed. It is no longer neces-
sary to give back to the patient in Greek
what he had just told us in English and
call it a ‘diagnosis.””— Youth’s Com-
panion.

Good Taste Among the Mighty.

The more I think about the elephants,
%? more v:lmderful they seem to be.

o great, clumsy creatures are so very
knowing, so very loving, and so like hu-
man bei in many of their qualities,
They know their power well, and they
also know just when they must not use
it. Deacon Green tells me that keepers
and trainers of el ts often lie down
on the ground and let the huge fellows
step right over them ; and that they feel

ectly safe in doing so, because they

w the elephants will pick their way
carefully over the prostrate forms, never
so much as touching them, still less
treading on them. Yet the mighty
creatures can brush a man out of exist-
ence as easily as a man can brush a fly
fx:ag'_dﬁhngh;g,n Y denefdtf h uﬂ;ey

v i ; I'm told, with straw-
berries, gum , or any little dainty
of that kind ! ey are fond of bright
colors, too, and travelers tell wonderful
tales of seeing elephants gather flowers
with the greatest care, and smell them,
apparently with the keenest pleasure,

It is true they eat the same fiowers
afterward, but dear me ! I've seen girls
do the same thing! Many a time I've
watohed a little lady pluck a wild rose,
look at it a moment, sigh, ‘*how love-
ly!” then open her pretty lips and

swallow the<petals one by one.
Why shouldn’t an elephant ?—*‘Jack-
in-the Pulpit,” in St. Nicholas.,

i SHADOWS.

The moon a light-hung world of gold,
Low-drooping, pale and phantom-fair;

The fresh pomp of the summer leaves,
And fragrance in the breathing air.

Beneath the trees flat silhouettes,
Mute idiot shapes that shun the light,
Weird crook-kneed things, a fickle crew,
The restless children of the night,

In idle, vacant pantomime
They nod and nod forever more,

And clutch with aimless fluttering hands,
With thin black hands, the leaf-strewn floor.

Quivering, wavering there forever,
On the bright and silent ground

Meshed and tangled there together
‘While the rolling earth goes round.

And the gold-tinged airy ocean
Ripples light in many a breeze

O’er the sweet-breathed purple lilao,
O’er the tall and slumbering trees,

But comes the dawn,
The spell is done;
‘Weird spirits fled

At rise of sun.

~W. S. Kennedy, in Harper's Magazine.
—

A DROLL ADVENTURE.

‘We had started at sunrise one morn-
ing, with a pair of oxen and a cart, to
go to Woodstock, to market, In the cart
were two shotes and twenty-seven tur-
keys, which had been killed and dressed
the night before.

It was early in November, and I re-
collect that the ruts in the road were
frozen, and that the ice was so thick on
the puddles in the road that it would al-
most bear the oxen,

I was a boy then, and lived in the
‘“ blue-nose” country, as the Province of

-| New Brunswick is sometimes called,

‘We had quite a large farm, though it
was some distance back in the woods,
and raised large numbers of cattle, pigs
and poultry, Father worked at lumber-
ing in the winters, and at the time I am
speaking of had already gone up the
Tobique, to build a * camp” for a gang
of choppers who were to begin work the
20th of the month. So my brother Ran-
som and I had the winter’s wood to cut,
and the marketing to do.

It was sixteen miles from our place to
Woodstock, and for the first three miles
there was only @ cart-road. We had
heard that there was to be a shooting-
match at Woodstock that day. Geese
were to be fired at, at 6d a shot. The dis-
tance was only fifteen rods, for any sort
of guns that competitors might bring,

Ranse and I, of course, took our guns,
and Joe Ethridge, a neighbor from over
the river, went with us. If we should
get to town in time, we meant to try a
few shots at the geese.

We had gone a mile or more, and
were passing through a second growth
of white birches and some thick clumps
of hemlock that were on each side of
the road, when Ranse and I heard the
sharp squeak of a hedgehog, such as the

'animal often makes in November morn-

ings.

Joe, who was walking a little ahead of
the cart, on the lookout for partridges,
cried, ‘“Just look at the °quill-pigs’
over there across the hollow !”

There was a valley on the west side of
the road. Across it, on the mountain-
side, twenty-five or thirty rods off, the

had dropped from their branches, and
in the tops of the poplars we saw four
hedgehogs gnawing at the bark.

The sun had just risen, and shone
upon them so that we could see the ani-
mals very plainly,

“They’re fat now,” gaid Joe,
*“They're as good as geese. Let’s git
em, and take ‘em along in the cart.”

‘We did not dare to leave the team in
the road, for our cattle were a yoke of
‘“sparked ” 4-year-old steers, not very
well broken. Turning them partly
round to a tree, Ranse chained them to
it, with a spare ox-chain that was in the
cart, through the staple of the yoke,

That done, we took .our guns out of
the eart and ran after Joe, across the
hollow. He had fired at the hedgehogs
before we reached him, and had brought
down one great fellow. The others
were in plain sight in the bare poplar
tops.

Ranse and I soon had two more lying
at our feet in the dry leaves. But the
last one, which Joe now shot, lodged as
it fell in the crotch of a limb, where
it clung, being still alive,

Just then we heard a tremendous
noise, that came from the place
where we had hitched the steers. The
chain was rattling, and we could hear
the cattle thrashing the yoke against
the tree.

“They’re breakin’ away !” exclaimed
Ranse, and he shouted, ‘Whosa-hush !
‘Whoa-hush !” -

But the noise increased, and we heard
one of the steers suddenly bawl out,
making a queer guttural sound.

““Something’s biting ’em !” cried Joe.

We each of us caught up a hedgehog
by the hind legs, and, without stopping
for the one in the tree, ran toward the
carf as fast as we could.

The steers broke loose and were
wheeling round to run for home with
the cart, as we came up through the
white birches and caught sight of them.

“ What's that in the cart?” panted
Ranse,

Through the trees I could see some-
thing that looked black, as the steers
darted away.

‘We dashed into the road, but were too
1ate to head them off, They had ten or
a dozen rods the start, and were going
as fast as they could leap. The cart
was bumping and rumbling over the
frozen ruts, and in it was a block creat-
ure that looked as large as a yearling
steer, The animal was staggering in
his endeavor to keep on his feet as the
cart jounced along, and he turned round
constantly in making attempts to jump
out.

“It’s abear ! ” Joe shouted, *‘There’s
a bear in the cart ! ”

‘We ran on after the cart as nimbly as

we could. There was quite a long hill

poplars grew thick and tall. The leaves-

k]
to go up ; but the cattle got further from
us at every leap. I never saw steers
run so.

‘“Must—er—smelt—er—ther—meat—
er—the—turkeys !” panted Joe. *‘An’
—got—in—the cart. No wonder—the
steers—was scairt | ”

Steers and bear got to the top of the
hill a long way ahead of us, and then
the cart went rumbling down on the
other side,

When we reached the top they were
“streaking it,” as Joe said, across the
sandy flat below us, and the bear was
still in the cart.

¢ They’ll haul him home !” exclaimed
Ranse,

It seemed curious that the animal did
not spring out but we could see him
lurching from side to side and turn-
ing round, apparently afraid to jump
off the cart.

Our house and barn were in plain
sight from the hill. We had left the
great door of the barn open that morn-
ing, propped back, so that ‘Thenty”
could drive the sheep 1n toward night,
She could shut the barn dour, but could
not open it,

She- and little “Sile” were standing
near the well sweep when we reached
the top of the hill. They soon heard
the cart coming. We saw them turn
and look a moment, then they both ran
into the houge, and in a second mother
came to the door.

The steers turned into the yard at full
run. One wheel of the cart bumped
over a big stone and struck against a
post that held the bars, breaking it with
a crash that we heard away back where
we were coming down the hill,

But the bear still clung to the cart,
and when mother saw it and its occupant
tearing through the yard she ran into
the house and shut the door.

The steers, in their blind fright, dashed
on toward the barn, going over a pile of
stove-wood, smashing the saw-horse, and
knocking off the well-curb,

The barnyard gate was open. Rush-
ing into it, they broke with the nigh
wheel one of the gate-posts short off at
the ground.

We took the shortest cut across the
field, but as I jumped the fence I saw
steers and cart go with the speed of a
locomotive into the barn at the great
door. They knocked down or jarred
down the prop against the door, and it
 slammed to after them.

‘“Now we’ve got 'um!” exclaimed
Ranse; ““they’re all in there together !”

In a pen at the farther end of the
barn floor was an old %og with a litter
of ten little pigs, and in another tempo-
yary pen, in the cattle ‘tie-up,” were
two other hogs, which we were going to
kill in a day or two.

The rest of our turkeys, thirty or more,
were shut up in one of the empty bins
of the ‘‘hay-bay.”

We rushed to the barn., I never, in
all my life, heard such a roise as there
was inside ! Boards were being smashed.
The old hogs were barking like wild
boars, and one of the little pigs was go-
ing rock-ok-ok-ok-ok ; the turkeys were
all flying and fluttering and ¢ quitting”
and ‘‘yeaping.”

Mother and 'Lhenty had ventured out,
pale as ghosts, wanting to know what,
‘¢ for mercy’s sake,” was the matter.

¢ Matter enough, I should think }”
said Joe.

““Well, we must go in and get ’em
apart, somehow |” exclaimed Ranse, ex-
citedly.

He got an ax, and I pulled open the
small door of the *‘tie-up.”

I had no sooner got it half open when
out ran one of the fatted hogs, followed
by one of the pigs. A turkey came fly-
ing out over their backs. There was
such a dust that we actually couldn’t see
into the barn,

“Shut it up I” oried Joe,
bear’ll be out in our faces !”

Then he and Ranse got their guns
ready, and I threw open the great door.

All the turkeys came out at once.

As soon as we could see through the
dust, - we found that one of the steers
was unyoked. He had broken through
the partition into the turkey-bay. The
other steer was threshing about over the
cart-tongue, and had knocked down
both the pig pens. The little pigs were
rushing this way and that, under the
cart and all over the barn.

But we could not see the bear any-
where, We had supposed that he
would rush out. Ranse and Joe had
their guns cocked, and I was ready for
him with the ax,

“Dor’t s’pose he’s got out, do ye?”
exclaimed Joe.

We ventured into the barn a little,
and, happening to look up to the roof, I
saw his black hide away up on one of
the *great beams,” where he had
climbed to get out of the scrimmage,

There were the marks of his nails on
one of the posts. When he saw we
'were looking at him, he sang out at us
lustily, and then growled his very sav-
agest, ;

“T’ll fix him !” muttered Joe, taking
aim,

“Oh no, no! Hold! Don’t fire!”
shouted Ranse, “It won’t do. You’ll
have the barn all in a blaze I”

And indeed he would, for everythirng
inside was as dry astinder. There was
hay on one side and straw on the other,
mowed up almost to the beams the bear
was on.

Then we stoned him, and threw sticks
of firewood at him. Butthe creature
seemed to be scared. He growled but
hugged the beam desperately. There
had been such a racket that he was act-
nally terrified.

Finding there was no probability of
his coming down voluntarily, we drove
the steers out of the barn and shut up
the pigs.

““ Now, old fellow, you must take it }”
exclaimed Joe.

“or the

. He took a long pole off the fence, and

began to punch the bear, Ranse and I
standing ready to shoot him if he
jumped off ‘the beam and came out of
the barn.

But he wouldn’t leave his beam,
Back and forth he skulked from one end
of it to the other, growling and tearing
at Joe’s pole.

He was a big old fellow, but he did
not seem to have much fight in him.
At length we got so we were not at all
afraid of our game. Joe declared he
would have him off that beam if he had
to go up and push him off,
< Ranse ran and got the clothes line,
‘We made a slip-noose at one end of it.
Joe then set the long ladder against the
beam, and, while Ranse pushed the bear
on the other side with the pole, he
climbed part way up the ladder and
flung the noose over the animal’s head.

I had hold of the other end of the
tope and jerked it tight. The bear

reared up on the beam and clawed at
the noose, but couldn’t get it off.

We all three caught and pulled. He
hung on to the beam for dear life, with
his nails, and then got his fore paws
round it. ‘

‘“Heave-ho ! ” Ranse shouted.

We surged and jerked, but couldn’t
start him,

The rope soon choked him, however,
50 badly that his tongue stuek out, and
he toppled over to the under side of the
beam,

But he still hung with his paws, and
for some time we couldn’t break his
hold. At last, with a tremendous jerk,
we forced him off, and he came down
into the middle of the floor with a bump
that shook the whole barn, While he
was kicking round to get up, Joe struck
him on the head with the ax, and killed
him,

It was one of the largest bears that
had ever been seen in our neighbor-
hood, and weighed as much as our heav-
iest hog.

We did not go to Woodstock that day,
and so lost the shooting-match ; but, on
the whole, I think we had more sport at
home,

‘We concluded that the bear had been
near the road where we left the steers—
in one of the hemlock clumps, perhaps
—and that the smell of the fresh meat
had led him to climb into the cart to
help himself,

Two or three of the turkeys were
eaten, but otherwise the load was not
injured.— Youth's Companion.

MEXICAN BANDITTI.

Highway Travel as It Was Before the Opene
ing of the Railroad.
[Cor. of the New York World.}

The road from Mexico city to San
Juan del Rio used to be the worst part
of the journey to the interior when one
was obliged to travel by diligence, and
was the part most infested by highway
robbers, These highway robbers are
by no means extinct as yet, but with the
railroads one hears much less of them.
When I arrived in this country for the
first time, some nineteen years ago, I
had the pleasure of being robbed two or
three times both on the road to San
Juan del Rio and on the road to Vera
Cruz. Iam glad of it now, as being
robbed on the highway by the genuine
Mexican bandit is a sensation soon to be
a thing of the past, and I like leaving
the track occasionally and being shaken
up by new emotions. I was doubly
shaken at that time, I remember, by the
awful motion of the diligence, and my
fright at meeting the ‘“campaneros,” as
they call them.

It is a picturesque sight to see a band
of Mexican ¢ banditti” galloping down
a mountaia path or maguificent horses ;
their large Mexican hats, trimmed with
gold and silver, shading their - faces;
their pantsloons buttoned down the side
with large silver buttons; their pistols
in their belt: behind, their swords at
their sides and their serapes—a sort of
plaid of bright and variegated colors—
artistically thrown over one shoulder
and hiding their entire face with the ex-
ception of one eye, which glares fero-
ciously on the unfortunate passengers of
the diligence they are about to rob.
Their Captain gallops at their head and
shouts imperiously to the driver of the
diligence to stop. I one trip in which
I encountered them there was a lady
among the passengers who wore a hand-
some diamond ring rather tight for her
finger. In her frightshe could not get
it off, and one of the brigands said to his
leader : ‘ Captain, the lady cannot get
her ring off. 'What are we to do?” To
which the ungallant Mexican Fra Diav-
olo answered very coolly, ¢ Cut her fin-
ger off.”

You can easily imagine the cold shud-
der that ran through usall. Fortunate-
ly she at last managed to get the ring
off, and we were not forced to witness
an amputation. In another journey a
more amusing incident oceurred, There
was a Bishop in the diligence, and they
robbed him of his ring. When they had
got through their operations, and taken
everything of value we had, they knelt
down and asked the Bishop to give them
his blessing. He told them it was im-
possible to bless them without his ring,
hoping in that way to get possession of
it. They returned him the ring and he
solemnly blessed them, but when he had
done so they again took his ring and gal-
loped off with it, leaving his Grace in
the middle of tke road exclaiming :

““Bandidos perversos | they have
robbed me even of my blessing !”

Robberies on the Vera Cruz road at
that time were of daily occurrence, and,
as the brigands possessed themselves of
the passengers’ clothes, I have often
seen, from my balcony in the Hotel
Iturbide, men and women arrive naked,
An Englishman said to me once: I
generally travel with two or three copies
of the London Zimes. You know itisa
very large newspaper, and in case of
those confounded blackguards taking all
my clothes, by Jove! the Times might
be useful.”

GOSSIP FOR THE LADIES.

'Che Closets.

Fond husbands, who fain would have home be sz
Eden,
For you and your Eves all complete as a whole
To mfl in, to write in, to eleep in, to feed fu,
Forget not the closets so dear to the soul, ;
But build them 1 corners, in nooks and in
i
W’h:r::g :sz’:loset may harbor or hide,
And give to your Marys, your Kates, and your
Annies 2
ig, airy closets, their joy and their pride—
Tl’feh:ogﬁ‘y clean clos(;tﬂ, the well-ordered closets,,
The big, airy closets, their joy and their pride.

Jane Grey Swisshelm on Women's
Dress. L] 2

Dressed as women usually are, the
less exercise they take the better for
health, In fact, they are seldom fit
to stand erect or walk a block, but should
be rolled around on a sofa or carried on
a palenquin, Notf ore woman in 10,000
has room inside her clothes for the rise

and fr:l of the ribs in breathing ; not.

one in 10,000 whose vital organs are 1
displaced by internal pressure, and while-
this is so the less exercise the better,

Domestic Economy.

PoacrED EGgas.—To be covered with.
the white they should be broken into a.
saucepan with plenty of boiling water,
enough to cover them. The eggs
poached as another wishes are dene-:
thus: Stir the water round very fast,
then drop the egg in the middle of the-
whirlpool and keep stirring the same-
way till it is set.

WarppED CREAM.—Whips to be light.
must be quickly and lightly whisked,
and, as the froth rises, carefully-
skimmed off with a spoon and laid on a
reversed sieve, Half a pint of cream,
half a glass of sherry, the juice of half
a lemon and a little sifted sugar—these,
added by little at a time, make sufficient
whip to cover an ordinary trifle dish.

Piaeoxs witH Peas.—Cut the pigeons
in halves and put them in the ovenin a
dripping pan, with a little butter, pep-
per and salt. 'When they have become
a little hrown remove from the oven and
put them in a stew pan with the gravy
from the dripping pan; add water
enough to finish cooking. When they
are sufficiently cooked add a tin or two
of French peas, or one quart of fresh
ones stewed. Serve very hot.

CARAMEL For Sour.—Put into atin or
porcelain saucepan hailf a pound of white
sugar and a table-spoonful of water. Stir
over a slow fire until a clear, dark brown
color, Great care must be taken not to-
let it burn. Add a teacupful of water
and a teaspoonful of salt. Boil three or
four minutes, cool, strain and put away
in close-corked bottles. This innocent
coloring substance greatly improves the
appearance of soups or gravies, givingto-
them a rich amber color,

Gragam CusTaARD Pre.—Funny and
good. One quart of milk, iwo eggs,
half a cup of sugar, half a cup of graham
flour. Beat the eggs and stir ali to-
gether. The graham flour sinks to the
bottom of the pie dish as the custard
bakes and form a good crust. It may
appear to be soaked, as custard pie
crust often is, but it is not in the least
“clammy.” It dissolves easily in the
mouth and is entirely digestibles A
pleasant cream pie is made from the
same recipe, leaving out the eggs and
using creamy milk or thin cream.

ParsLEY FOrR Garxisa.—Pick out a
number of sprigs as much of a size as

' possible, hold them together by the.

stalks and shake them repeatedly in.
cold water, so as to thoroughly wash
them ; then shake out the water from.
them and dry fhem thoroughly and
effectnally 1n a cloth, cut off the stalks.
close, put the parsley in the fryirg
basket and dip it for about a minute in
boiling hot lard or oil, never ceasing
the while to shake the basket. Turn
out the parsley on a napkin in the.

screen in front of the fire to drain.
Parsley should be fried just before it is

wanted.

Mi~xcep Fown.—Take the remains of
a cold reast fowl and eut off the white
meat, which mince finely without any
skin or bone; but put the bone and skin
into a stewpan, with an onion, a blade
of mace and a handful of sweet herbs
tied up. Add nearly a pint of water,
Let it stew for an hour, and then strain
and pour off the gravy, putting in a tea-
spoonful of Worcestershire sauce. Take
two hard-boiled eggs and chop them
small ; mix them with the fowl, and salt,
pepper and mace according to taste;
put in the gravy, also half a teaspoonful
of lemon juice, two table-spognfuls of
flour, made into a smooth paste with a
little cold water, and let the whole just
boil. Serve with sippets of toasted
bread. Some persons prefer cayanne to
white pepper.

LORD BEACONSFIELD’S IDEAL.

If he had been possessed by a great
love of truth or of humanity, all might
have come right ; he would have quickly
worked through his youthful cynicism
to something higher. But pride and
ambition, the pride of race and the pride
of genius, left no room for these senti-
ments. His intellect wag skeptical,
His heart was somewhat cold. Before
him lay a world in which fame and
power were to be won by the pgifts
which he knew himself to possess ; the
laurels of others would not let him
sleep ; and he threw all his soul into the.
putsuit of fame and power,

It was a poor ideal. But he seems to
have thought it the only ideal, and
probably looked on those who strove
after some other as either fools or hypo-
crites. Early in his political life he said
one day to one of the foremost of his
political opponents (from whom the
present writer heard the anecdote), as.
they took their umbrellas in the vesti-
bule of the House of Commons : “After
all, what is it that brings yon and me
here? Fame! This is the true arena.
I might have occupied a literary throne,
But I have abandoned it for this career.”
—Prof. James Bryce, in The Century.
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