
THE CHARGE OF THE HEAVY
BKIGADE.
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In. rbar-e of the gallant Three Hundred, th»Heavy Brigade:. i

Down the hill, down the hill, thousands of Bus-
siaus, . ' .

Thousands of horsemen drew to the valley—*nd
_-_.

For S__t and . Scarlett's. Ihree Hundred were
ridingby • , , < .

When the points of the Russian lances broke in cu
the sky;

And he called "Left wheel into line'"' and they. wheeled and .bey _;
Than looked at the host that had halted, he knew

not why;
Aid he turned half round, and he bade his trumpet-

er sound
'• To the charge 1" and he rode on ahead, as he waved

Ins blade
To the gallant Three _£__<__, whose glory will

never die. -•• -..-. ->:;\u25a0\u25a0

"FOBow and up the hill 1"
Up the hill, up the hill, followed the Heavy

Brigade.
II. ;';. •;:;.

The trumpet, the gallop, the charge and the might
of the light1 . ...

Down the hill, slowly, thou-ands of Russians
Drew to the valley, and halted at last on the height,
With a wing pushed out to the left, and a wing to

the r.ght.
But Scarlett woe far on ait-ad, and he dashed up

atone
Through the great gray slope ofmen: . \u25a0

And he whirled his saber, ho held his own, i
Like an Englishman there and then.
And the three that were nearest him followed with

force,
Wedged themselves Inbetween horse and horse,
Fought for their lives in the narrow gap they had

mads,
Four amid thousands ; and up the hill, up the hill,
Galloped the gallant Three 'Hundred, the Heavy

Brigade! ':.". .'

m.
Fell, like « cannon shot,
Bust, like a thunderbolt,
Cr_?_ed, like a harricaae,
Broke through tbe mass ivom. below,
Drove through the midst of the foe,
Plunged up ami down, to and re,
Bode flashing, blow upon blow.
Brave InniKkJiins and Greys,
Whirling their cabers ia circles of light.
And a. _e of us, al. in amaze.
Who were held lor awhile from the fight,
Aud were only .Sanding at gaze '•When the dark-muffled B_.<ian crowd
Fold id it. wings from the left and the right
Anil rolled them around like a cloud—
Oh! mad tor the charge and the battle were we
When our own good red-coats' sank from sight,
Like drops of blood in a dark-gray sea;
And we turned to each other, muttering all dis-

mayed:
"Lett are the gallant Three Hundred, the Heavy

Brigade '.' j

ciere were to dine at ' _ne is est," ana
Lucy, brimful of mischief, resolved to
tease George thoroughly before she put
him out of his misery. . 1.;.! i ,

'So she donned a fresh muslin gown,
and fastened a crimson rose in her hair, .
and' then went down and took her seat
hear the drawing-room window,, which
commanded the entrance' to the front
garden, and .with a . very demure smile
awaited the course of events. >

| Presently she was joined by her aunt,
lookinggravely important, and bristling
all over with a secret. Miss Hester was.
a tall, slender, keen-eyed, thin-lipped
lady of as near 40 as possible, with
smooth dark hair, jregular features, and
a stately, not to say commanding, pres-
ence;' she had very beautiful white
hands, and she used them a good deal
in a majestic way. When dinner was
announced itwas by a wave of them she
signified to her niece that she meant to
proceed at once to the dining-room.
Lucy followed her with suppressed
amusement beaming from every feature
of her face. She guessed pretty accu-
rately what her aunt's secret was,
though, till Miss Hester opened the
subject, she would not breathe even a
hint of it As the dinner progressed in
impressive silence, she found jherself
wondering why George did not come.
Later on, as she sat at the piano in the
twilight, and played over her favorite
songs, singing snatches of them, wander-
ing aimlessly from "AuldLang Syne "to the "Lass of Richmond Hill,"and
then to "Home, Sweet Home," she lit-
tle thought who was listening to her on
the other side of the lilac tree that
shaded the drawing-room window.
There, in safe obscurity, George Leslie
listened, tillhe heard the piano closed
with just the suspicion of a bang, and
saw Lucy's slight white-robed figure
cross the room and approach the open
window, then he stole away noiselessly
with sonr-thing between a \u25a0 sob and a
sigh. There was even a suspicious and
humiliating moisture in the poor fel-
low's eyes as he hurried across the
fields in the direction of the railway
station. .

"She's treated me very badlybut,
for all that, I hope she may be 'happy.
Heaven bless her!" he said, "as he caught
a glimpse of "The Nest" as the train
shrieked past

Then he shrank back into his corner
and gave himself up to the bitterest re-
flection. He found it difficult to realize
that he was rejected; yet Beauclere had
toldhim distinctly that he had proposed
to Miss Armstrong that afternoon, and
had been accepted. There was no fur-
ther reason for his staying at Westwater;
and he was going to ask his uncle, of the
firm of Leslie &Longhampton, to send
him on a confidential mission to, the ex-
treme end of the earth, where they were
supposed to do business. 'George could
not be philosophical enough to look at
happiness "through another man's
eyes," so he determined to get complete-
lyout of the way of Mark Beauclere; and
he could not even summon up courage
to congratulate Lucy or say good-by;
but he wrote her a nice little letter, in
which a go.. I deal ieai feeling was
hidden under some stiff, formal phrases
and through itall peeped a very sore,
bruised, affronted, but still faithful,
love

Lucy laughed at it first, and then
cried over it, then wiped her eyes, and
wrote an explanatory and affectionate
reply; but, alas! George was gone on
the confidential mission. His letter said
that he was on the eve of starting for
China, and bore the Southampton post-
mark. He said he might be absent for
years, or forever. To poor Lucy, in the
first dismay of her discovery that George
was really gone, it seemed the same
thing.

But they rode };_e victors and lord.,
Through the forests < . lances and swords;!
In the heart at lhe Russian hordes
They rode, or they _to at buy;
Struck with the sword-hand and slew;
Down with t_e bridle-hand drew > \u25a0 \u25a0\u25a0-\u25a0

The loe from the s-Ji.k-, and threw
Coder foot there m Uie fray:
Raged -is a storm, or stood like a rock
Iuthe wave of a stormy day;
Till suddenly, shock upon shock
Staggered the mass from without; -o!' "
For our men galloped .up with a cheer and a shout.
Ami the K_-si:_3 gnyged, and wavered, and reeled
Op the hill, up the __•', up the lull, out of the held,
Over the brow and away. -

V.
Glory to etch and to all, and the charge that they

made: \u25a0....•\u25a0-"»\u25a0.-
Glory to ah the Three Hundred, the Heavy Brigade!

A FOOLISH MISTAKE.

CHAITEP. L
"Lucy, which of us are you going to

give up, Mark Beauclere or me? It
must be one of us, dear, and the sooner
you decide the better."

The speaker— tali, lithe, brown-
haired, brown-skinned young fellow of
three-and-twenty, with an honest face
and a pair of earnest blue eyesplaced
himself very deliberately inLucy Arm-
strong's way, as she was strolling under
the trees in the shady old garden, with
her hat pulled over her eyes, and a
pocket volume of some poet in her
hands. It was a scorching Julyafter-
noon, and Lucy had quietly slipped
away from the half-dozen ladies who
were sitting round her Aunt Hester's
tea-table, discussing all the latest news
of the parish.

Mark Beauclere, an aesthetic young
gentleman of 30, with a very fineVoice,
rather weak sight and a large income,
was there too, but, as he generallywas to
be found at Miss Hester Armstrong's
tea-table, he counted almost as one of
the ladies ; and Lucy was a little tired
of them all, and wanted to be alone.
She looked as ifshe were having some
very pleasant thoughts, aspire sauntered
under the trees, and seemed in no. way
prepared for the sudden interruption.

"Why, George, you quite startled
me," she said, standing still, for George
Leslie had placed himselt in her way.
" Why didn't you go in and have some
tea?" -

The Decline of Irish Industries.

. CHAPTER H.
"Mydear Leslie, this is a surprise

and a pleasure ! How are you ? When
did you get back ?" and George Leslie
found his i hand grasped by a portly,
comfortable-looking gentleman in gold-
rimmed glasses and a wideawake hat.

"I—Ibeg your pardon, I don't—I
can't quite recall you, though I seem to
remember your voice," George stam-

Theportly gentleman laughed. "Well,
you're more changed than I am, I dare
say, and yet I knew you in a moment.
Is it possible that you have forgotten—"
. "Beauclere? Why, of course ; how
stupid of me !" and George's face grew
a very curious brick color as he wrung
his old friend's hand. '' I've been away
five years, Mark, and it tells on all of
us."

'' I wish it told such a flattering tale
or me as it does on you," Mark said,
with a smile. "Come and dine with
me, old fellow—no excuses—it won'tput
us out in the least Mrs. Beauclere is 'at Brighton with Miss Armstrong, so
I'm en garcon. We live at Putney,
Jump in" as a 'bus came up—" and
tellme all about your adventures, and ,
when youreturned."

"I only landed three days ago,' and I
haven't had any adventures except of
the most commonplace kind. The busi-
ness Iwent out to manage turned out
very well. I made some money, and
I've come to England to settle down—
that's all. How is Mrs. Beauclere ?"

" Quite well, thanks. Have you put
on the halter yet, George ?"

"No. The Celestial Empire is cer-
tainly not the place ofallothers to tempt
a man to matrimony."

"Lucky fellow ! I wish I had gone
there with you." ii;:'

George was silentit seemed like
treason to echo the wish. It was just
like the monster Mark, ever to express
it. Of course he made poor Lucy miser-
able, that was only to be expected. How
he ever could have become so supremely
dull and commonplace George Icouldn't
imagine. When he entered the drawing-
room he couldn't help noticing little evi-
dences ofLucy about; her old-fashioned
work-tablea black cat, which he
seemed dimly to rememberbooks,
and a drawing or two. His heart beat
a little quickly ; and on the whole he
was glad that he had not to meet her on
the first evening.' "Does Miss Arm-
strong always live with you ? " he asked
presently. ,...-,

"Yes, of course; where else could she
live Indeed, Idon't know in the least
how the house would get on without her.
You see, my wife and I go in for politics
and literature, and that sort 'of thing ;
and if we hadn't some one to keep us in
order and see to our creature comforts,
I'm afraid we'd starve. If ever you do
marry, George, don't select a clever
woman with a taste for logic and meta-
physics," Mark whispered, looking
round cautiously. "It's simply aw-
ful!" '; , . -

"Inever fancied Mrs. Beauclere would
develop a taste forthose snbjects," George
replied ; and then he smileda little sadly
as he thought of Lucy as a blue-stock-
ing, . and Aunt Hester, who had always
been his special horror, whisking about
the house, upsetting the domestic com-'
fort ofeveryone, and waving her hands,
in command or disapproval, unceas-
ingly.

;• : ««I never could stand it, Iknow," he
said to himself, as Mark went on giving:.

'' Because I wanted to talk to you,
Lucy. I've been trying to get an op-
portunity of talking" to you for the last
week, and Icouldn't. I want to know
which of us you are going to give up,
Mark or me ?"'

"Seeing that Inever possessed either
of you, it would be rather premature of
me to say," and she glanced up at him
from under the shelter of her hat.
"Why, George, what's the matter?" she
asked, laying her hand lightlyupon his
arm. "Are you ill—orangry?"

"No, only heart-sick and sorry and
disappointed," and the young fellow
looked quite haggard. "I suppose I
ought to congratulate you, and then
efface myself as speedily a3 possible ;
but. when a fellow has cared about some-
body all his life, as I have cared about
you, it's not so easy, Lucy."

"What's not easy, George ? I really
have not the slightest idea of what
you're talking "Lucy cried, grow-
ing very red and confused. "Do tell
me exactly what you mean, like a good
boy."

George winced, and turned aside with
rather a savage expression. To be called
"a good boy" by Lucy under cert.
circumstances would be all very well,
but in tnat tolerant, almost patronizing
tone, it was too much. .: \u25a0>•.

"Am I not to congratulate you on
your engagement to Mr. Beauclere ?" he
said grimly. . ..

"Certainly not," was the very grave
reply. ~:. :r..

"Then you've refused him, Lucy?"
with humiliating eagerness. ""Iguessed you would."
"Mr. Beauclere has not done me the

honor of asking me."
"Ah !" and George's face fell percep-

tibly. "But you willrefuse, him, Loo,
won't you?" he continued. "He told
me lie was going to propose this very
day," in a savage whisper.'

"Then perhaps he willinform you of
my reply in due course," and she looked
up with a droll twinkle in her bright
hazel eyes. "Now, George, if you're
not coming in to have some tea, let me
pass, please." . W.%_ . :

"But yon don't care about him, Loo,
do you " he whispered, with a very
penitent glance. '>-: : '"Pardon me, Hike Mr. Beauclere very
much, indeed. Why shouldn't I? and
I thought, George, you and he were
friends."

In Olden Days.

The Shining Earth.

George turned awavwith an excla-
mation that sounded ""like "Confound
him," and Lucy returned to the house,
serenely smiling under her broad-
brimmed hat.

The drawing-room was empty, but in
a little snuggery beyond, which her aunt
called her boudoir, there was a muffled
hum of ; voices, and |Lucy smiled. more
comically than ever as she went; up-
stairs to change her dress for dinner.
Both George Leslie and Mr.MarkBeau-
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him some details of the establishment,
with a sort of rueful good humor. \u25a0'."** A
clever wife and an energetic aunt-in-law
would be too much for.me." *r |
. And it had evidently too much
for poor Mark Beauclere. ' He was no
longer slender, sentimental and esthet-
ic ; indeed, his chief idea in life seemed
to be thorough enjoyment of such pleas-
ures as remained to him. He enjoyed
his dinner, for . instance, thoroughly,,
and grew quite confidential over his
coffee after.
: . "It was very sudden, your ' going
away, George," he remarked; after a
long chat over the old times at "West-
water, and the pleasant evenings they
used to have at "The Nest." "Do you
know, Ithought once that you had rath-
'er a fancy for Lucy?"

George grew brick-red again, and
bent his eyes resolutely on the table. \

"It would have been a capital thing
for you; and I believed she liked you,
for she seemed altogether out of sorts
when she got y .ter. In fact.
George, you might have done much
worse than to have married Lucy Arm-
strong." "^..f.

Still silence and steady contemplation
cf his glass, on the part of George.

And, for that matter, you might do
worse than marry her still"

George looked up with a sudden angry
flash, then he grew quite white.; Mark
was not chaffing in the least, he felt
that ; stillhe could not take it all in at
once. -_-\u25a0_ '£+:\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0.'

"I believe it's entirely on your ac-
count she has remained single," Mark
continued, with good-natured garrulity,
"in spite of all her aunt's efforts to get
her well married." . .-" ;>."{

"Did you say Mrs. Beauclere was
staying at Brighton ?" George presently
asked, ina very meek voice; "because I
thought ofrunning down there for a few
days

% Will you come, Mark ?"
: "No, thank you," with a drollshiug.
"My wife and Lucy are staying at the
Royal; give them' my love, and tell
them they need not hurry back, as I'm
allright." . .
*******"Lucy, dearest, can you forgive me

It was all a dreadful mistake from first •
to last ! I thought it was you Mark
wanted to marry; and, when he told me
that evening that he had proposed and
been accepted, I was frantic. Aunt
Hester never once entered my head."

Lucy's reply was a little unintelligi-
ble, but after a time they managed to
understand each other. Mass Armstrong
could not long resist a. lover who had
been faithful to Jier for five years, even ;

when he believed her lost to him for-
ever ; and George resolved to marry her
out of hand, so that there should be no
more misunderstandings. Sometimes
Mark Beauclere chaffs them both a lit-
tle about George's mistake ; but he al-
ways boldly asserts that the great mis-
take was Mark's after all.

GOSSIP..'.FOB THE LADIES.
Upon _y Word She Did.'

Her hair was black. "But black," she sighed. /
" Is \ery much too cold; " •
And so the bleached her locks until . < -They looked almost like gold.
Asimple satin robe she wore,
Which closely to her clung
(Iu fact itwas extremely scant), -
And from her belt a lilypale ".:-:. 'j -'<And four sunflowers hung—
Four big sunflowers hung..,

She would not touch abit of meat,
But oft she'd (-itand weep, ;
To think the broiled chops were once
Part of a baby sheep. ** . , ;...
"And th 1"she'd moan, "those seared steaks,
So full of gravy now "(This was a slight mistake, Ithink),

"Once xrandeied o'er the fields and meads,
Attached to a cow \u25a0; »\u25a0**. v\- . ;
Agentle, browsing cow.'*
She was the most poetic thing; '

Ishe wouldn't harm a fly: -i..r _,,;'\u25a0 ;_."
"Its life is short at best," she'd say—
"Oh, pray don't make It die!" **--;-*
The very cat for catching mice '

In tearful voice she chid, r*r-\i
And then at last she married '\u25a0
(And seemed quite glad to get him, too)
A butcher;**yes, she did
Upon my word she did! ** ;';_ -'-\u25a0

—Margaret Eytinge, in Harper's Magazine.

Women as Listeners.
Woman is primarily a being who lis*

tens. She has in these days lost much
of her original teachableness, bnt she
has not yet entirely discarded the ap-
pearance of being teachable. In her
capacity for hearing without obeying
lies her true power. As a talker she has
her peers; as a listener she is un-
equaled. :r',^-. Vf. \u25a0-'

If, as a French writer says, the con-
versation of women in society is like the
straw in whioh china is packed—worth-'
less in itself, but without which every-
thing would be broken— listening of
woman is what saves us from a Babel of
tongues that would bring the sky about
our ears in no time. Not that woman is
always, or as a rule,. unwilling to use
her tongue (there is no need of being
radical), but the listener who encour-
ages you with eyes and expression and
appreciative laughter is a woman. She
never lets her glance wander in an ab-
sent manner, to-be brought back to
meet yours at an important point with
an effort of which you are both keenly
conscious. To whom are you tempted
torelate bits of curious personal experi-
ence, the suffering caused by some ran-
dom arrow of outrageous fortune, the
fancies suggested by some book, some
view, some journey To a clever, sym-
pathetic woman, whose eyes brighte*
with interest or sadden with sympathy
as she listens, who seems to anticipate
your next word with eager pleasure, and
Who, for some reason or other, just then,
while you are in this confidential mood,
has very few experiences or fancies of
her own to communicateonly hints at
themjust enough to keep you in count-
enance.

Brought to Time.
A young man on a street Steuben-

ville with a fez cap, a fragile cane, and
smoking a vilecigarette which awakened
a suspicion in the minds of the neigh-
bors that a dead mule was in the im-
mediate vicinity, stepped off the side-
walk to allow a lady to pass.

"Thank you," she said. i

"Not at all, madame ; I assure yon I
always give way to the weaker sex."

The lady slowed up when she heard
this, and came back to the young man.

" What did you observe, sir ? "
"I said (smile forced) that I always

gave way to the weaker sex."
" Ah, did you," pursued the woman,

grabbing him with a firm hand by the
throat-latch. "Do you know who you
are (shake) calling the (shake, shake)
weaker sex ? "

The revival of Irish manufacturing in-
dustries, largely destroyed by hostile
legislation, is much agitated. The sta-
tistics of the decline are given as fol-
lows : -«• .

In 1800 there were inDublin 91 master
woolen manufacturers and 4,918 hands;
in 1840, 12 masters and 602 hands, 30
master woolcombers and 230 hands; in
1834, 5 masters and 66 hands. The car-
pet manufacturers in 1800 were 13
masters and 720 hands; in 1841,1 master.
The blanket manufacturers inKilkenny
in 1800 were 56 masters and 3,000 hands;
in 1822, 42 masters and 925 hands. The
broad silk loom weavers in Dublin in
1300 at work were 2,500, and in 1840,
250. The calico looms in Balbriggan in
1790 in full work were 2,000, and in
1841, 226. The flannel looms in the
county of Wicklow in 1800 were 1,000 ;
in 1841, not one. The case of the Cork
braid weavers, worsted weavers, hosiers,
woolcombers, cotton weavers, linen
check weavers, was even worse. These
industries employed thousands of hands
up to 1820; now there is nothing left but
a few wheezy hand looms near Shandon
Church, and an almost extinct colony of
calico weavers at Clonakilty. The linen
trade once throve in Mayo, but there is
not a trace of it now.

DICKENS' AM_L_<UENSISt

"I—ugh—that is, Imeant to say—
you hurt my neckpoli_ness is consti-
tutional in ourouch—family." '" 'Tis, hey? Well(shake, shake, shake)
ifyou think Fm (shake, shake, shake,
shake) one of the weaker sex you are off
your reckoning."

Here she gave the young man' a dex-
trous flip which spun him three , times
around, after which he fellunder a fence,
while his cane and fez cap flew over into
a bed of last year's hollyhocks.

"Now after this, remember, young
man, you can't play no weak-sex game
on me. I propose to vote before that
dyspeptic looking mustache of yourn
has more than seven hairs on one side
and nine on the —Steubenville
Pepublican. '' .A Spoonful of Sunday Complexion.

A fond young lover, who grew up in
the sentimental shades of ; Riverdale,
knelt at the feet of the girl he loved and
begged for a lock of her hair. She
shook her practiced head. "Can't do
it, Harry," she said. "Hair's hair this
season; $5.75 for a curled bang and a
small fortune fora real switch; but never
mind," she added, seeing her tender-
hearted and sensitive lover weeD,
"nevermind; just wait here a minute
and I'llrun up and bring you down a
spoonful of my Sunday complexion."
That comforted him. '

Reposeful Women.
Reposeful women are a delight to

their friends ; one can almost forgive
slovenliness when it is accompanied by
an air of complete ease from care ; an
air which says : "Iam always ready to
talk to you or listen to your l_3t of joys
or sorrows." On the contrary, the
woman who is continually "on the go"
is extremely tiresome. We have before
our eyes a girlwho is a fair representa-
tive of the latter type. She is wasting
her nervous force and her life in a
lamentable manner. She expends
enough force and energy in a day to last
one so slim of stature fora week. Noth-
ing she does is done slowly or deliber-
ately. Always in the hottest possible
hurry, her life seems to be wound up to
tLe highest possible pitch. She dashes
about the house, slams doors, and bolts
her food in half the time that more
sober people take to eat theirs. With
her trifles are momentous ; her tongue
-eems'to be incapable of uttering a soft
sound; her temper is all afire at a mo-
ment's notice; her adjectives are all
superlatives, and sometimes she is ready
to weep because she has no bigger and
more expressive superlatives to use.
Her energy, if properly . engineered,
would almost stem Niagara ; she never
moves except as if she were a Maud S.
and going for a wager. Fervidness and
rapture are her dailyfood. Where will
all this end ? We answerin the mad-
house or the grave. It is the pace that
kills; i: is this pace which renders ner-
vous prosi ration one of the [ most pro-
lificdiseases of the day. Let those of
our women who are always intense take
a thought for the next generation, in
whom the seeds of this abnormal haste
are being sown with fatal effect— The
Housekeeper. * (_ ~

Bluff Harry, the much-married, who
died in 1617, never used a fork. The
great Queen Bess had several presented
to her, but only used the article on state
occasions, probably when the foreign
Ambassadors were present who had pre-
sented her the "esthetic" article as a
giftfit for a sovereign. High breeding
in those days consisted in skill in so us-
ing the fingers that the hand should not
be smeared qaite to the wrist That feat
accomplished, nothing more was desired
in the way of table etiquette.

Jni Webster and Gabe Snodgrass
met on . Galveston avenue. Jim was
dressed in the height of the style, and
upon cross-examination explained that
he had just been attending his brother's
wedding. " Who did he marry ?" asked
Gabe. "A 'ooman." responded Jim.
" Well, I reckon I knowed dat ar, as a
matter of course." "Dar ain't no mat-
ter of course about it in our family," re-
plied Jim, "for when my sister Matildy
got married I hope Imay be shot if she
didn't marry a man. Hit's a fact, and
I'llswear to **"—Galveston News.

A Faithful Wife.

The astronomers say that the stars
shine because they are suns like ours,
though placed at such an enormous dis-
tance that they appear to be mere glow-

-ing points. The planets, of which the
earth is one, shine byreflecting the light
of the sun. If there' are beings like oar-'

. selves inhabiting the other planets, es-
pecially' the nearer ones, Mars and Ve-
nus, they unquestionably see : this Iearth
as a very brilliant object intheir noctur-
nal skies. Although, the earth appears
to us anything but starlike, yet itis easy
to prove that itreflects enoug sunlighth
to make it shine like a star when viewed
from a distance of a few millionmiles.
It is not supposed that the stars are in-
habited, yet some of them, at least, may
have inhabited worlds revolving around
them, as the earth revolves around our
sun.— York Sun.

Some years ago there lived in Phila-
delphia a thrifty pair. The husband's
business was one that his wife could as-
sist in, so she was inevery way his help-
meet beside being: his housekeeper
and his saving bank, iThey were happy
and prospering in their own little house
—the Philadelphian's patent idea ofcom-
fort. After a time the man grew am-
bitious to get a more showy footing. He
took to politics— 'is - the . duty of all

citizens when this means politics and
water. Unfortunately it was politic- and
whisky in his \u25a0 case—the sort of ward
politics that is carried" on in liquor sa-
loons. He grew to be such ; an impor-
tant man in this.','combination" that he
could not attend to his private business
any more. If this were the"\u25a0'. story of
"Mulhooly," the :rest of it would ;be
that, in spite of his empty shop and un-
finished orders, he went on getting rich.
But X was not a higlfpolitician of that
kind. He was of a sort that is used
not a master in the political trade. /: His
wife, left alone in the shop, didher best; 1
but, for the very fact that she was alone.

Blessedness consists in the accom-
plishment of our ; desires and .- in our
having only regular desires.—Augus-
tine. ,,

mat ne was i never seen, -customers oe-
gan to suspect something. '.. :Orders that
he had taken; went wrong; complaints
were made of lost goods that had been
jtrusted to him." She had to make them
good., Here, again, the story ought to
turn that she built up the business her-
self again, and put up her own name as
a : sole trader. . : Buti she was a poor,
heart broken woman. She wanted to
reclaim him, and not even the business
was as important to her as what had be-
come of her husband all . the days and
nights that . he V staid away • from her.
They were half starved, but she kept up
a decent appearance still, kept her chil-
dren clean, and herself tidy. One day
a , strange • thing happened. This re-
spectable, neat J woman, with her two
pretty children, made her appearance in
the tavern where this man spent his
days. She did not make a scene she
didnot come for that. | She quietly took
her seat there and waited for him. Peo-
ple came up to her and urged her to go
home, saying: that this low drinking-
place was no place forher and her chil-
dren. " Wherever the father stays," she
replied, "is the place for his children
and for me." Of course he was ready
soon to go home. Some men would have
been brutal—have \u25a0 struck or cursed at
her for interference, but this man was
only weak, not cowardly. The next day
he went to another place. She followed
presently with the bright littlechildren.
This was kept up for some weeks. The
tavern-keepers grew uneasy. They could
not stand the mute witness of the man's
weakness. They could not complain
of her, for she did nothing, said
nothing—only sat and watched. She
did. not cry or entreat while her
husband lounged up to the bar to drink.
She simply sat by, pained and intent,
with the two children kept very close to
her, as if she would shut out from their
eyes and ears such talk and such sights.
No tavern-keeper, could stand it. One
after another refused to sell liquor to a
man so guarded. Finally, it began to
tellon him—this gentle, faithful watch.
He stopped drinking, dropped his "po-
litical"associates that had led him to it,
and began to turn over a new leaf. He
picked up his old business again, but
finally concluded to move to another
place and make a clean start. He is
now prosperous, and his experience is
not the least part of his gains. This
was the way one woman reformed her
husband; with never a spoken word,
she fairly shamed him out of his. ruin
by letting him see that whatever he
sank to there she and the children were
bound to be, and that even in danger or
foulness she still looked to him' to pro-
tect them. For better, for worse, she
had married him, and even when he
took the worse there would she and his
children be. Itwas an appeal '\u25a0 to his
manhood, and a very uncomfortable ap-
peal to all who stood around, or who
dropped in to drink. Not a'crying
womannot even a praying one, as any
one could seebut, by the mute appeal
of her presence there, finally conquer*
ing for decency . *

_ happiness again.

:;: HUMOR.

* The gold miner gets his beer by
quartz.'"

Charity covers a multitude o. church
lotteries.
: Acorn-dodgerA man who .avoids
wearing tight boots.

"Misery may like company," says a
colored philosopher ; "but I'drader hab
de rhumatiz in one leg den ter hab it in
bofe." v • :. ; '
' Every man is fond ofstriking the nail

on the head; but when ithappens to be
the finger-nail, his enthusiasm becomes
wild and incoherent.

Is it because man is made from dust
that he is always dry 'And is it; not
true that when he \ wishes' to dampen
himself he has to part with some of his
dost. ;

" The Philadelphia Press says that the
mark of "a perfect gentleman" is his
making sure that nobody is looking be-
fore he wipes his mouth on the table-
cloth. ,';.. ;

S_ITH'S imr.v.

11-

8_ Mr. Smith to Mr. Jones :
"Itrather forward seems; /

, But Iwould really like to know
Ifyou believe in dreams."

**Believein dreams?" said Mr.Jones.
\u25a0 "Ido with all my heart.". And then began, to Mr. Smith.

His knowledge to impart.

\ "Excuse me, sir," said Mr. Smith,
•* For interrupting you; .

Ihad a dream the other night,' '
• Ifear willnot come true."

**Oh. yes, itwillI"cried Mr. Jones,
• "Iknow they never fail."'
And then began poor Mr. Smith

His visionary tale.

"Well, Mr. Jones, I really think
There must be something wrong;

'. Last niarht Idreamed you paid that bill. . You've owed me fcr so long."

Jones saw "a friend across tho street"
He "hadn't seen for years."

He —and seemed to bo convinced. Of.Smith's well-founded fears.

Tootsy, on making the horrible dis-
covery that -her kitten had whiskers:
"Ma, I don't want dis tat I Dis is a
man tat! I want a dirl tat ! 1 want a
dirltat
'Some scientist now observes that even

the clam has parasites. 'He would have
observed as much before ifhe had ever
noticed • the crowd around a | free clam
chowder. Lowell Citizen.
. The great. joiner the lawyer. He
can replace a tenant, impanel a jury,
box a witness, bore the court, chisel his
client, augur the gains, floor a witness,
nail the case, hammer the desk, file his
bill,and gouge the whole community.

Aliterary reviewer says: "Edward
L. Anderson has written a book ' On
Horseback.'" ' Some authors are very
eccentric. If the horse was trotting at
the time his manuscript must have
looked like the inscription on the Egyp-
tian obelisk. --Norriatown Herald.

The most absent-minded man was
not the man who hunted for his pipe
when it was between his teeth, nor the
man whothrew his hat out of the win-
dow and tried to hang his cigar on a
peg but \u25a0 the man who put his um-
brella to bed and went and stood behind
the door. » :'i*>; j -

Scene—A ward in a Scotch infirmary.
Lady visitor: "Are they kind to you
here ?" Patient (who is recovering from
his illness and is very hungry): "Na, I
never get hauf ma full." . Lady visitor:
"Indeed. Could you eat an egg ?" Pa-
tient: '-'Eat an egg ! Could a' eat twa ?
Mem, Icould eat the chap that laid
them." .

An Interesting Talk With tbe Man
V. ho __

to Write for Charlc-
MclM-M-
"Youwere an amanuensis of Charles

Dickens, were you not?" '"Yes ; Idid short-hand work for Mr.
Dickens foreighteen months. I did not
take dictations for any of his novels,
only his fugitive pieces. He dictated to
me most of his articles in All the Year
Bound. He was a very clever man to
those under him. He always treated
me very well indeed.' Most people seem
to think Dickens was a ready writer.
This is by no means the case. He used
to come into his office in St,Catherine
street about 8 o'clock in the morning
and begin dictating. Hewouldwalk up
and down the floor several times after
dictating a sentence or a paragraph, and
ask me to read it Iwould do so, and
he would, in nine cases out of ten, order
me to strike out certain words and insert
others. . He was generally tired out at
11 o'clock, and went ; down to his club
on the Strand. A very singular ,thing.,
was that he never dictated the closing
paragraphs of his story. ' He always fin-
ished it himself. ;I used to look in the
paper for it, and find that he had changed
it very greatly from what he had dictated
tome. -..,.- -;'.;;_ )• . _;;! .. 'V.: " ' \u25a0

Trib_atio_ of the truly good: Cler-
gyman (who suddenly discovers that he
has given a hackman the counterfeit
half dollar that he was anxious to de-
stroy): "Hi, hackman, Fve made a mis-
take !" Hackman (who has palmed off
a bad quarter in change and is hurriedly
driving off): "No, sir; you will find it
quite correct"

Alady of uncertain age looks unut-
terable on the- street ata gentleman, who
thereupon ventures to offer his umbrel-
la. "How dare you speak to me, sir ?"
she demands, in apparent anger. "I
beg you not to be offended. I couldnot
resist offering you a simple courtesy,"
he replies, adding, as her anger simpers
away, • "you look so exactly like my
mother." Somehow she scuds; along
with a look that would have taken the
glazing off a stone jar. .

"Were you active!/ engaged in the
late war ?" asked a stranger in Austin of
Gen.'Jeff Blakeman. "Ob, yes,' I was
very actively engaged in shipping cot-
ton to Europe during the war." "Then
how did you come to be called ' Gen-
eral ?' " "Well, you see, Imade money
during the war, and afterward the boys
came home poor, and wanted to borrow
a littletmoney. Igenerally loaned it to
them, and that's how Icame tobe called
'General,' and it has stuck to me ever
since."— Texas Siftings.

"Faithful Boo_*r," the servant of
Mr. McDonogh, an eminent Dublin bar-
rister, who died recently, was almost as
well-known as his -master. - -During a
long vacation Mr. McDonogh, who was
a great dandy, and very vain of his per-
sonal appearance, promenaded dailyon
the parade at Brighton, umbrella ex-
panded to keep off the sun's rays, the
faithful Rooney following at a respectful
distance in his wake. Poor Rooney at
length*grew tired of ' the promenading,
and taxed his wits to get a holiday. , Op-
portunity ere -long arose. His; master
inquired what Ithe people said of| him ;
were they not struck by his distingue
appearance, etc. Rooney scratched his
head, and answered, "Och, sure, your
Honor might be vexed if I tould."
"Not at all. I command you to tell
me," said the lordly Frank. " Well,
sir," said Rooney, with pretended diffi-
dence, "when they see me following
your Honor, they say that you ' are a
lunatic, and I'm your keeper." '\u25a0• "Roo-
ney," said Mr. McDonogh, in awful ac-
cents, "Imust go without you in fu-
ture." :•;'-;_.-r^ : ."J

"Dickens had a very odd habit of
combing his hair. He would comb it a
huudred times in a day. He seemed
never to tire of it The first thing he
did on coming into the office was to,
comb his hair. I have seen him dictate
a sentence or two, and then begin, comb-
ing. When he got through he dictated
another sentence. \u25a0: He was very careful
about his writings. He wanted every
sentence to be as perfect as possible be-
fore letting it go to press. , \u25a0. !

. "Dickens was an fellowregarding
the company he sought Ihave known
him, while Iwas employed .by him, to
go down to the Seven Dials, about the
worst place in London, and sleep j and
eat there. ' He roasted his herring where
the rest did, and slept with the poorest
He loved lowsociety. He never seemed
so happy as when seated ina poor coffee-
house, witha crowd of the lower classes
talking around him. He never missed a
word that was said, and was the closest
observer Iever saw. Nothing escaped
him. When I was working for him he
was at the zenith of his fame, just be-
fore his death ; and even then he leved
these careless, rollicking rounds among
the poor better than a high-toned din-
ner." .

"Was he as great a drinker as he has
the reputation of being ?"

'*Inever saw him drunk myself. .. I
have seen him several times exhilarated,
however. He only drank the best of
wine, but he drank that very freely.
Sherry was his especial favorite, and fie
never refused a glass of fine old sherry. i
He was an insatiate cigarette-smoker,
and when dictating to me always had a
cigarette in his mouth. He was a very'
spruce man, too. - He brushed his coat
frequently, and changed his collars sev-
eral times a day. He was every bit as
humorous inhis speech as inhis writings.
When he was in a peculiarly fine humor
lie could keep you laughing"by the hour
with his witty talk.- He was not one of
those men who are above those . they em-
ploy ; he chatted as freely with me . as
with any member of his club on i the -
Strand. 1 Dickens was undoubtedly the
best after-dinner speaker in England. I
heard him at Whitehall once, the occa-
sion being the anniversary of the British-
Museum. There was an ;; enormous
crowd, hardly • standing room, and he
kept them* in one continual roar. He
was a fine actor, and this, added' to \ his
wit, made him irresistibly funny. He

as a great eater ; not ah epicure, but a
gourmand. He ate, and ate, and ate, and
cared littlefor the quality .so there was
enough before him."—Louisville Com-
mercial. \u25a0 '"* - >' r.

Ayoung man in a train was making
fun of a lady's hat to an elderly gentle-
man in the seat with him. "Yes," said
his seat-mate, "that's my wife, and I
told her if she wore that bonnet that
some fool would make fun of it" The
young man- slid out. At the next sta-
tion the oldman poured out his hot cof-
fee into jthe saucer, to cool. .> Look,
ma," said a snickering girl " at that old-
fashioned way . of drinking." "Yes,"
said the elderly gentleman, "and it was
old-fashioned manners not to notice it"
The elderly gentleman finished his jour-
ney in peace. {. .^'^Kv-'., \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0'

USEFUL HINTS.

There is still much superstition in
China and Japan. - The fox is credited
with many marvelous and supernatural
attributes, among which is the jbility
at the age of 50 to take the form of a
woman, and at 100 that of a young and
beautiful girl. He can ah-, become a
wizard if he likes, and at the jjage of
1,000 years is admitted into paradise,
where he becomes a celestial being.
There is presumptive evidence that foxes
rarely reach the age of 100 years . in
China or Japan.

The first instance - where,: physicians
are spoken of in the Bible is IL Chroni-
cles, xvi. 12 : "And Asa, in the 39th
year of | his reign, was diseased in his
feet until the disease was exceedingly
great; yet in his disease he sought not
the Lord, but- to the physicians." ;: The
compiler coollyadds, as though a natur-
al consequence : , "And Asa slept" with
his fathers." ' ; f _

According to an official return which
was published last week, 4,0_ persons
were drowned within the limitsof Great
Britain during 1880. This large number
.does not include death from shipwreck.
There were 3,274 males and 770 females,
and 1,019 of the whole number were
children under 12; ,:471 were Vsuicides,
423 bathing accidents. :_..;--

•v*"Do you buy your music by the roll?',
inquired a young lady of the deacon'
daughter. "Oh, i no," she replied, *'I
always wait until' Sunday, ~ and -' then I
get itby the choir,"

Planting Timber.
In our opinion it is not only a most

sensible thing for every individual far-
mer to do something every spring in the
way of planting timber trees, but it is
even more than that. -i It is a patriotic
duty, for the timber supply is so rapidly
wasting away that its serious need" will
soon be felt in parts of the country. A
fewyears ago black walnut was one of
our commonest deciduous trees in the
West It grew along every river and
creek bottom, and in many sections Was
about the cheapest lumber one could
procure. But it is already so scarce that
mahogany, formerly arare wood, is now
used for many kinds of inside finishing.
Itwillbe but a few years, at the present
rate of use, before the black walnut en-
tirely disappears from our forests. But
we began this article merely as a prelude
to copying twoor three items from our
exchanges. The first is the following,
which speaks for itself: "

Ablack-walnut grove that was planted by a
Wisconsin farmer about twenty years ago on
some waste land, recently sold for 827,000. The
trees are now from sixteen to twenty inches
through. .

This item tells what the enterprising
farmers of Kansas and Nebraska are
doing in this direction :

The Timber Culture act has had the effect of -doubling the timber area in Nebraska and Kan-
sas during the past twelve years. '• At present
nearly every well-ordered farm has an outlying
timber tract of from thirty to fortyacres. -The following is part of an . article in
the Iowa Homestead, from the pen of
the Hon. Horace Everett, Council Bluffs,
Iowa : •\u25a0•..-. :
Ihave almost been ashamed to plant any

more black walnut after that romantic news-
paper report of the 827,000 sale, but, never-
theless, Ihave grown in the old way and hope
one day that my children may realize the story
told only twenty years too 'soon. Last fall I
purchased 160 bushels of black walnuts and
commenced planting Oct. 1, and kept it up
until the ground was frozen. Had sixty bush-
el- left over, which I put out this spring. It
was quite a slow business to plant, and the
last ten bushels were well sprouted before we
could get them in. but as they were'covered as
fast as dropped they are coming up very welt

We came very near losing my entire gather-
ing of nuts, and, as it was from a cause Inever
read, Ishall give it for the benefit of your
readers. As the nuts were , purchased they
were thrown into a small new cellar 10x8 for
safe keeping against my neighbors' hogs until
my planting; ground was prepared. One hun-
dred bushels were thus stored, jwhen, in about
eight days, on visiting my farm, I found a
strong smell pervading the house, the cellar
fullof steam, and on opening the pile of nuts
found the heat at quite a high temperature.
My men at once took them out and spread them
on the ground from four to six inches thick,
where they remained covered with straw till
they were planted. Afew days longer the nuts
would have been entirely worthless, and, in
fact, Iwas in great doubt as toplanting them
at alL Another lot of sixty bushels I had
stored about one foot deep in an out-building,
and on examining them also found they were
in a heated state, and would doubtless have
been ruined if they had not been removed and
scattered on the ground. It is my impression
that many of the nuts were ruined by the fer-
mentation and heat of the shucks, as they are
not coming up as well as they otherwise would.
Ithink this shows itwillnot do to store them
in pits four to five inches deep. Chicago
Herald. \u25a0

To Clean Jewelry. —This is the way
to clean jewelry of intricate workman-
ship : Put them in a small glass bottle
with warm soap-suds and a . littlepre-
pared chalk ; shake them well, then
rinse them in clean cold water, and wipe
dry on a clean linen towel. Any jewelry
can jbe cleaned beautifully by this
means. But if the gold is not good the

" soap willfind it out for you. •'a_
Facts Worth Knowing. rust

is removed by salt mixed with lemon
juice; mildew is removed by dipping in
buttermilk and laying in the sun ; fruit
stains are taken out by j freezing, or by
boiling water; hot water takes out new
paint; old fruit stains are taken out by
bleaching on the grass when trees are
in bloom. A small piece i of charcoal
placed in your meat larder willkeep the
articles sweet: and wholesome • as well
as ice. \u25a0 . , >- . .

Prove Your Sweets.—J. M Chap-
man, of Chicago, says the following is a
sure test ot the presence of sulphuric
acid in sugar and molasses: Buy at any

. drug store 5-cents worth of muriate
baryta, and dissolve it in say an ounce
bottle of water. Dissolve in another
bottle of water the sugar sample, and,
when it is settled and clear, pour into it
a haJf-teaspoonful of the baryta. If it
becomes milkyand cloudy, it is safe to
say the sugar contains sulphuric acid.
Ifit remains clear it has | none. Keep
your baryta bottle and try every lot of
sirup, molasses and honey in the same
way. Sulphuric acid (oilof vitriol),like
arsenic, is often good as a medicine, but
when taken daily foryears as food, in
ever so diluted a form, who will have
the presumption to say that it is not a
most dangerous and destructive poison?

For \ Removing Grease Spots.—An
excellent mixture to remove grease
spots, from boys' and men's clothing
particularly, is made of four parts of al-
cohol to one part of ammonia, and about
half as much ether as ammonia. Apply
the liquid to the grease spot, and then
rub diligentlywith a sponge and clear
.water. The chemistry of the op_ration
seems to be that jthe alcohol and ether
dissolve the grease, and Ithe ammonia
forms a soap with which it is washed out
with the water. The result ;is much
more satisfactory than; when something
is used- which only seems to spread the
spot and make itfainter, but does not
actually remove it. Ifoil is spilled on a
carpet and you immediately scatter corn
meal over it, the oilwillbe absorbed by
it*^Oil may also be removed from car-
pets upon which you" do \ not Idare put
ether or ammonia by laying thick blot-
ting paper over it and -pressing a hot
flat-iron over; it " Repeat the operation
several times, using a clean • paper each
time. '. . '. -\u25a0 - : •'',"'- _* v"-

A man should be careful never to tell
tales of himself to his own disadvantage.
People may amused and laugh at the ;
time; but they will be remembered and
brought out against him' on some , sub- -sequent occasion. '^^: '

• Eighty-nine Jews belong to the Lon-don Stock E^caang^^^^^^^^f?


