UNDER THE SNOW.
ASTORY IN BHYME BY ROBERT COLLYRR,

It was Christmas eve in the year fourteen,
And, as ancient dalesman “used to tell,
The wildest winter they ever had seen,
Wi*h the snow lying deep on moor and fell,

When Wagoner John got out his team,
Smiler and Whitefoot, Duke and Gray,

With the light in his eyes of a young man’s dream,
As he thought of his wedding, on New Year's day,

To Ruth, the maid with the bonnie brown hair,
And eyes of the deepest, sunniest blue,
Modest and winsome and wondrous fair,
And true to her troth, for her heart was true.

“‘ Thou’s surely not going,” shouted mine host.

“ Thou’ll be lost in the drift as sure’s thou’s born.
‘Thy lass winnot want to wed wi’ a ghost,

And that’s what thou’ll be on Christmas morn.

“*It's eleven long miles from Skipton town,
To Blueberg hooses and Washburn
“Thou had better turn back and sit thee d
And comfort thy heart wi’ a drop o’ good ale,”

"Turn the swallows flying south,
Turn the vines against the sun,

Herds from rivers in the drought, -
Men niust dare or nothing done.

So what cares the lover for storm or drift;
Or peril of death on the haggard way ?

¥le sings to himself like a lark to the lift,
And the joy in his heart turns December to May.

Bat the wind from the north brings a deadly chull,
Creeping into his Heart, and the drifts are deep;

WWhere the thick of the storm strikes Blueberg hill,
He is weary and falls in a pleasant sleep.

He dreams he is walking by Washburn side,
Walking with Ruth on a summer’s day,
Singing that song to his bonnie bride,
His own wife now forever and aye.

Row read me this riddie, Jow Ruth should hear
That song of a heart, in the clutch of doom.
1t stole on her ear, distinct and clear,
As if her lover was in the room.

-And read me this riddle, how Ruth should know,
As she bounds to throw open the heavy door.

“That her lover is lost iy the drifting snow,
Dying or dead on the great wild moor,

“Help! help! or my sweetheart is loat! Lost! lost!”
Rings through the night as she rushes away,

Stumbling, blinded and tempest tossed,

Straight to the drift where her lover lay.

And swift they leap after her into the night,
Into the drifts by Blueberg hill,

Pulian, Ward, Robinson, each with his light,
To find her there, holding him, white and still.

“* He was dead in the drift, then,”
I heard them say,
As I raised in wonder,
Forgetting to piay,
Tifty years since come Christmas day.
¢ Nay, nay, they were wed,” the dalesman cried,
By Parson Carizlt o’ New-Year’s day,
* Bonnie Ruth were me great-great-grandsire’s bride,
And Master Frankland gave her away.”

“‘But how did she find him under the snow?
They cried with a laughter, touched with tears.

*“*Nay, lads,” he said, softly, ** we never can know,
No, not if we live a hundred years,

“¢ There’s a sight o’ things gan

To the making o’ man.”

Then I rushed to my play

With a whoop and away

Fifty years syne come Christmas day.

A DEBT OF HONOR.

PART L _}Y
A CRUMB TO A MOUSE.

It was the wet forenoon of a January
day, just two years ago, when the usual
gang of idlers that hang about the ferry
wharves were deligh at having the
monotony of gazing out from under the
dripping awnings broken by the singular
movements of a couple of policemen,
One of these well-fed guardians of the
peace was on his knees beside a hole
broken through the flooring of a neigh.
boring dock, and engaged in angri d’;
issuing evidently-disregarded comman
to some fugitive conceailed beneath,
while his fellow, with equal profanity
and perspiration, endeavored to pry up
a loose board further along, for the
purpose of also gaining access to the
offender.

“What’s up? What's the matter ?”
asked the bystanders, crowding up, while
the passengers coming off the just-landed
ferry-boat stopped to look on.

The policemen, however, ignored the
inquiries leveled at them with all the
haughtiness peculiar to the municipal
official of the period. But when
a bustling citizen, who was evidently a
merchant and taxpayer, paused and said
brusquely, “ Hello, there, Mike! What
are you after, Pat?” one of the blue-
and-brass luminaries looked wup and
growled :

“Nothing but a wharf-rat, zur,”

“Then why didn’t you send in a dog
if it'’s a rat?” returncd the merchant,
innocently. But the contemptuous
eriticism of his ignorance about to be
made by the officer was interrupted jus$
then by the cries of the rodent in ques-
tion, which appeared at the first-men-
tioned aperture in consequence of a vig-
orous clubbing administered by one of
the policemen, who had finally succeeded
in removing the plank. The ecaptive
thus secured was an indescribably di-

minutive and preposterously dirty
urchin, with the b{’;:skest eyes and
reddest head imaginable, As the police-
man

drﬁged him into the daylight by
his threadbare collar, and perched him,
trembling and whimpering, of a bale
near at hand, a shout of appreciative
gratification went up from the bystand-
ers, Nothing tickles the risibles of your
ordinary street crowd so much as a little
genuine pain and suffering exhibited
gratis,

Looking at the spectacle in this popu-
lar and kindly fashion, there was indeed
much cause for merriment. Nothing
sadder or more pitiful could be image
ined than that little hnnger-pinm
hare-footed, ragged figure, with its un.
timely aged and withered face, white with
despair at the consummation of the one
terrible dread of its owner’s brief life—
hie had been ““took up.”

““What’s he done ?” asked a severe-
Iooking man, eagerly. “Not been fight-
inz dogs, eh ?”

*‘The bye, is't,” responded one of the
blue-coated magnates, leisurely putting
up hisclub, ““Oh, he’s only wan o’ thim
wharf rats tliat lives benath the wharves
here, and :izles from the projoose
schooners o'righis.” We be runnin’
thim all in now for vrgrancy and onda-
cent exposure, by raison ov thim goin’
in schwimin, ivery foive minutes widout
their clothes, T’s afther this divil we've
been for a wake or more. It's no use
thryin’ to eatch wan o’ thim felleys in

tie waticor  "hey schwim loike a fish,
Liegorra, foes, and they’ve more
holes ter w0 . inter than the eels them-
selves, s0 they have,”

““Al!” suid the severe-looking
who was nn oificer of the 8, P. C.’s,

was in hopes i was a case for me,” and
he walked o much disappointed.
The wharf rat ceased low terrified

sniveline long enough to Eut in a plea
that e was oot a vagrant, but sold pa-
pers; that he only slept underneath the

wharf beanse
{liat he didn’t in

<o in swimoing, and other excuses com-
1.0n to ereat eriminals.

One of the oflicers strolled off to look
ap an express wagon to convey their
captive to hesdquarters, This he did
I sceause he would involve a loss of
y to convey so insignificant a pris-
trough tha streets, and partly be-
se he had a friend m the express of-
fice who was always good for a “divvy”
on these little jobs. The other guardi-
an mujesticaily reposed after his exer-
tions on a hawser post, after impressing
apon the child that an immediate cessa-
tion of his blubbering wonld obviate
the necessity of having his head caved
in by a club.

Meanwhile several other passengers
fo and frox the ferry loitered to gaze at

it dic;n’t cost anything ;

the strong hand ot the law in full ?en-
tion and to ask the prisoner’s o l
One of these was a sleek and benevolen;
minister of an ulll)-eown church, but as
he was hurrying home to write a pathet-
ic sermon on the text of the good Sa-
maritan he had no time to waste upon
latter-day Philistines, and so he passed
by on :h}m other side, s

Another was a great mining capitalist,
but it always made him to look at
people that were poor and dirty and vul-
gar. He had been poor and dirty and
vulgar himself once, and he now regard-
ed all such attributes as direct personal
reflections, so to sgeak. 8o he stepped
frowningly into the "fine i toat
was in waiting and rattled off,

The next citizen who stopped to look
on was & political economist, whm
three times a week on suffering
and ameliorating the condition of the
working masses, His soul sickened at
the injustice of society, he used to say,
and, pausing long enough to make a
shirt-cuff note c:]ill dt:'l:ix,fwmh increase ooﬂf
crime among ci e, too, went
shaking hxsiead.

And then another millionaire chanced
by. One of those continually haunted
by a fear of being themselves left in
poverty and want some day, despite
their present wealth, And so this one
clutched his purse tighter than ever,
and gave way to a couple of giggling
women, who were the next comers.

Does not some writer say that sweet
charity and holy piety dwell always in
woman'’s gentle breast? But these were
San Francisco women of the period, and
so they tittered with one breath : ¢“What
a horrible little brat ! ” and then minced
on toward the matinee,

Meanwhile the brisk merchant first
mentioned walked rapidly up Market
street, like a man ew moment of
whose time meant coin, But when he
had proceeded about three squares his
pace, for some reason, seemed to grew
slower and slower, and from time to
time he jerked his head impatiently and
said ¢ Pshaw!” indignantly to himseif, as
though he was engaged in combating
some unwelcome mental impulse that
persisted in presenting itself to his con-
sideration.

The fact was, this brusque, impera-
tive man of trade was troubled with a
most uncommon and annoying affection
of the heart, called humanity, It was
so unnatural and singular a disease for a
grown man to possess nowadays, that
the merchant was very properly ashamed
of it ; not only that, but it scemed this
was an hereditary affection that per-
severed in making itself felt, and impel-
ling its possessor to do all sorts of in-
consistent things in the most absurd
manner possible. Left to himself the
merchant was wealthy, respectable, a
man of influence, and a church mem-
ber. 1n fact, ke possessed all . the nec-
essary qualifications for being selfish,
uncharitable, self-centered and inhuman,
and it irritated him te the last degree,
Just when he was about, for instance,to
imitate his wealthy neighborsand evade
subscribing to some charity or perpe
trating any otner kind action, to have
vhis little inborn imp of humanity act-
ually torment him into doing ihe very
thing his worldly training taught him
most to avoid.

He had noticed, too, that this disease
—though it is not an epidemic, the
reader will understand—always affected
him most when most happy and con-
tented himself, and as he was in g more
than usunally serene mood just then he
was annoyed but not surprised to hear a
familiar little voice in his breast say, and
keep saying :

‘‘ Remember the loving little child
you kissed when you left home just
now. Suppose it were sitting there, in—
stead of that wretched little waif,
crushed and despairing. Come, stop
thinking of how your neighbor Jones
would act, but go back and see if you
{:)an not do a little something for the

oy. »

As we have said, he fought against
this ridiculous impnlse for a time, but it
ended in his turning at last and retrac-
ing his steps with that sort of half-in—
jured, half-shamefaced expression many
men put on when they set about a
good action, for some as yet unsolved
renson.

‘““What's your name?” he grufily
asked of the child, who by this time Lad
been ﬁiltched upon the seat of the wag
on, which was about ready to start.

““Snub,” replied the small hoodlum,
eymg his interrogator a moment in a
sort of despairing stupor, The house of
correction for six months, which he knew
was the fate that aweited him, was more
—much more—to his kind than the
mere disgrace and punishment. It
meant in addition just what bankruptey
and ruin does to the business man, Long
before his release the particular street
corner on which he sold his papers, and
the sole and equitable right to occupy
which he had defended from his fellow
merchants at the expense of many a
gamely fought battle and bloody nose,
would be gone forever.

¢ Snub what ?” said the merchant,

“ Walker, or suthin’ like that,” re-
plied the grimy midget, after a moment
of attempted recollection. ** The boys
call me onny ¢ Snub,’ that’s all.”

i 9

He shook his head in answer, although
the shape of his infinitesimal nose sup-
plied the necessary information.

““Where’s your mother ?”

“Gone dead.”

¢ When ?”

“Dunno—long time—’fore dad ran
away.”

¢ Away where ?”

““Ter sea.”

‘¢ And 8o you shift for yourself and sell
papers? Hum. Why do they cail you
a wharf rat ?”

“Dunno. I ain’t no rat,” said the
red-headed pigmy, explanitorily, and
somewhat warmed into a show of inter-
est by the more-kindly voice of the
stranger,

““ Well, no; yon are hardly big enoagh
for a rat,” langhed the other. * Ycu're
more like a mouse, and so I’ll give you
a crumb,”

And as just then the wagon started,
the merchant stepped into a csb and
told the driver to hasten to the City
Hall, and be devilish quick about it, as
he was missing an engagement at tho
Merchants’ Exchange. As for ¢ Snub,”
e watched t':z queer gentieman out of
sight with a kisd of apathetic curiosity,
The rat had beon scinured to ““ chafling”
and other lirunciies of popular sireet
amusement, and so used to ridieule on
account of his
red hair, t1
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i watiy the kind volee was

there bef , chatting affably with
the Captain incharge.

“How much the malefactor’s
forfeit bail ¢ & e z<ked, as the
exnaosure charer was booked
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**‘deu dollars,” said the clerk, wii a
grin.

1f an ungel from heaven had risen ont
of the floor to slow music and offered
“Snub” a whole pot-pie at once, after
two days’ fasting from bad business,
as he had dreamed oue did, he wouid
not have been more astonished than he
was then behold the stranger take
out a huge handful of dazzling gold and
tozs down a shining ten,

‘*There, Mr. Mouse,” he said ; * there
is your crumb. Your bathing bill is
settled.”

“Does yer mean I kin go now, mis-
ter ?” gasped the prisoner, for a moment
too stunned to grasp the fact.

““Yes,” said the gentleman, and then,
winking at the clerk,” Le continued:
“ Bat, yon know, I only lend you this
money. Iexpect you to pay it back in
& yesr, you understand,”

But, even while they were all laugh-
ing heartily at so rich a joke, the wharf
rat raised his little clenched paw and
said, with an earnestness that even made
the callous specials look around :

. “Tl do it, sir ; indeed I will—I hope
I may be struck dead if I don’t!”

" \%ell, ahem ! see that you do,” said
his benefactor, with assumed gravity,
““or I shall think you not a mouse of
yeur word.”

“I hope I may be »truck dead !” re-
peated the pigmy solemnly, so solemnly,

,indeed, that the merchant felt, he

couldn’t say why, a sort of. lump rise in
his throat, as he searched his pocket for
a supplemental 4-bit piece.

“ No,” said the small dealer, declining
this last firmly, ‘I have40 cents—that’s
enough fur the papers;” and, hurriedly
glancing at the clock, which showed the

our for the afternoon issues had ar-
rived. he was gone like a flash, for to
be late then meant the total risk of his
small capital, and a meal or two skipped
until the loss was made up.

PART IL
SIXTY CENTS' WORTH.

Iwonder how many passengers on the
Osklaad ferry ever speculate seriously
on what they would do—in fact, on what
would happen—should they fall over-
board on the trip.

If such gloomy calculations filled their
minds, and, impelled by them, the pas-
senger strolled forward or aft on the
main deck to inspect the life- boats, he
would not need to possess a very in-
timate knowledge of nautical affairs to
‘be ominously impressed by what he
would see.

Of course, we all know that general
law requiras each steamboat, in addition
to other life-saving facilities, to provide
a number of life-boats in proportion to
the steamer’s capacity. These are, in
the language of the specifications re-
lating thereto, *“to be slung on the main
deck, kept in constant working order,
ready for instant use, and the deck-
hands familiarized with the working of
the same by weekly drills.”

The inquiring passengers referred to
would notice, we repeat, that on the
ferry lines referred to the regulations
are usmwtically ignored, The boats, he
would perceive, are slung on -davits,
stout by rust; the lowering tackle solid-
ified into iron like rigidity by the use of
paint; the life-boats themselves covered
by an elaborately-fastened canvas hood,
and the oars fastened in a sort of rack,
and the whole apparatus tied, strapped
and incumbered in a manner perplexing
to the most ready-fingered sailor, much
less to the chuckle-headed, slow-moving
deckhand of the period.

A very impartial little calculation
would then show the astonished passen-
ger in question that should he fall over-
board, or jump over and then repent
him of the act, as most suicides do, it
would be at least fifteen minutes, 1n all
probability, before he could be reached.
Adding this cheerful result to the fact,
statistically proved, that not more than
four persons out of a thousand, in-
cluding swimmers, can keep afloat for
ten minutes in smooth water with their
clothes on, the passengers would doubt-
less conclude by keeping as far away
from the side railing as possible, and
even read the next published account of
‘A Determined Suicide” on the ferry
line with as much skepticism as interest.

And yet our steamboat inspectors do
not look asif afew hundred indirect
murders weighed very heavily on their
possible minds, somehow.

It was December again, and, lacking
a few days, a year slipped by since
the lion had reversed the fable by gnaw-
ing the net for the mouse to escape.
That morning the merchant, who, for
some inscrutable reason, resided in that
corporate cemetery known as Oakland,
had fired the imagination of his little
daughter by reading at the breakfast
table the inspiring news that two baby
tigers had just been born at Woodward’s
gardens. As a n sequence he
had finally yielded to the nandate of
the domestic despot that she should be
conveyed forthwith to that realm of
juvenile delight. 8o papa. mamma and
the golden-haired midget in the family
lead took an early boat for the city—the
grown folks gravely pretending, for
rome ridiculous reason peculiar to grown
folks everywhere, that they did not
themselves care to look at the animals,
but that it wouldn’t do to trust the
nurse, altogether, in such 2 place.

As the ferry-boat neared the wharf on
the city side, the mother was in the
cabin engaged in the discussion of
nursery mysteries with some neighbor-
ing matron, while the merchant, who
had descended to the lower deck with
the child, was head over ears in a pelit-
ical disquisition regarding the new Cab-
inet. Little Lillie, at length getting
tired of hanging to the unresponsive bi
forefinger of her father’s hand, trotte
off unnoticed to the side of the boat to
peer timidly from beneath the gangway
rail at the great, tall poles that were
sweeping close past as the boat entered
the slip. They reminded her of so many
soldiers on parade. :

As the steamer’s bow crunched against
the piles with a more than usually vio-
lent preliminary jar, a sudden inarticu-
late shout of terror rose from the pass.
engers, The little bundle of chubby
piatiiness had tottered and disappeared
over the side,

““My God!” shrieked the paralyzed
father, as the crowding of the boat
against the slip shut the drowning
child from sight and rendered help im-
possible; “she will be crushed under
the wheel,”

‘““Back! back!” shouted the passen-
2ers to the pilot, and, while the frantic
sereams of the hysterical mother chilled
their hearts, and a dozen kindly hands
restrained the insane father from aim-
lessiy leaping ‘rom the opposite side, the
engine bells jingled furiously, and the
buge mass halted and then began slowly
4c move vatward again,

Hoping against hope, the coolest of
the passengers crowded to the rail with
beat-hooks, until, after what seemed an
oternity of time to the white, watching
faces akove, a narrow streak of water
was revealed, which grew wider and
wider,

“Well, ’'m ——1!” said one of the
deck-hands, who was peering under the
side, ‘‘if a wharf-rat hasn’t got it.”

But the shudder ca by this

{ BUIrange remark wos

preseutly the eage: .
swimming below the
close-cropped hea:
sufficiently resem
in reality belon.
boy swimmer, a /1

Fioating behin.: i1
upturned and resi::
tle shoulders that -
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merchant’s little dan
insensible infant by .
sunny curls passed ovi:
and gripped firmly in
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which he finally clung b
amphibious animal he re:

A boat-hook twisted in
of the girl soon relicvi:
charge, which was placed 1
bling arms of its moticr, i o v
raised eyes told plainiy that s . -l e
baby’s heart still beating against ner

own,

As they lowered the hoois :gain to
draw up the almost equally sxiausted
rescuer the then notic d that the (rops
that fell back from his ciothes wage g
red stain on the water. As they lifted
him gently over the edge of tiie wharf
and laid him down on his back, a terri-
ble wound, extending around his side
and cutting clear through two of his
ribs, was exposed.

¢*¢Stand back !” said one of the men to
the crowding bystanders., ‘He's ail
broke up. ust have dived under the
wheel for her.”

The lookers-on drew back aghast from
the puny wet form lying there on the
slowly-expanding carpet of red blood
which throbbed from his mangled side.

In the awe-struck silence the low sob-
bing of the reviving baby near by was
heard, at which sound the wounded boy
islowly opened his eyes and smiled faint-
y.

“ Where is he ?” said a strong voice,
shaken with emotion, and the merchant
pushed his way through the ring and
knelt tenderly by the pitiful little fig-
ure,

““God bless you, my little man,
‘What can I do for you ?” and then, ina
shocked tone, he added, ‘* Why, he is
wounded. Some one fetch a doctor at
once !”

‘‘ "Tain’t no use,” whispered the boy,
faintly ; and then, beckoning to the
merchant to bend closer, he said, in ir-
regular gasps, ‘““Does yer savey the
mouse?”

The merchant looked perplexed.

“Yer don’t know me, but I know'd
you and the little gal, too, as soon as I
seed her drop. I'm the boy what was
tooked up.”

“Yes, yes, I remember; but you
musn’t talk until the doctor comes, my
poor fellow,”

“’Tain’t no use, I'm goin’,” said the
small mouth. ¢¢ Here, take that out and
count it,” and he indicated a lump that
protruded from a pocket of his wet
clothes. The merchant gently with-
drew a rag, in which was rolled a lot of
silver,

¢ Count it,” persisted the lad, earnest-
ly. The man wonderingly obeyed, and
then said there were just $9.40 in the
bundle.

‘I said I'd pay you back this year,”
said the boy in a fainter whisper and
with a disregard of his terrible pain that
was marvelous ; “but I can’t now ; I'm
a-goin’, and I’'m 60 cents short !”

And he said this with so earnest a
look of distress and shame at his failure
that through the mind of his wet-eyed
creditor involuntarily passed a thought
of the petty privations, the ceaseless lit-
tle acts of self-denial, the half-fed days
and shivering nights that were ex-
vressed by each of the battered dimes
and hoarded nickels of the slowly-
acquired sum he held in his hand.

*Never mind the money,” said the
father in a choking voice; ““m:; baby is
worth all the money in the world t» me,

and you have saved her life.” Ashe
spoke a sudden thought dimly bright-
ened the eyes of the battered little
tradesman. Accustomed as he was from
his earliest moments to fight the despe-
rate batie of existence with his hunger-
sharpened facuities on the alert for every
advantage and offset in his pigmy bar-
gains, he asked :

““Is gals worth anything ?”

It was evident that saving another
life, or losing his own, was a small mat-
ter beside his anxiety to pay the debt of
honor that weighed upon him. He
asked the question incredulously, though.
The fewgirls of ¢ Snub’s ”’ acquaintance
were wretchedly ineffectual creatures,
unable to compete in the paper trade,
and proportionately worthless and in-
significant, :

“Yes, yes; mine is worth ever so
much,” said the parent gently, and
hardly knowing how to frame his an-
swer to the odd question.

¢ Sixty cents ?” persisted Snubs,

i *“Oh! yes—much, much more—
ut-_"

““Then,” whispered the child, with an
effort, but still triumphantly, “we’re
square. 1 s2id I'd do it—and I have I”
and his eyes closed.

“Can’t I do something for you, my
poor little hero?” said the merchant
through his tears, for the just-arrived
physician had turned away, shaking his
head. ‘Do yon wish for nothing ?”

The little black eyes opened dully a
moment, pondered, and then closed

again,
**1 should like Skinny Smith to have
my corner.” The murmur came faintly
and far off. And then, having made his
brief will, he choked, and as the blood
oozed thinly from his little drawn mouth
he whispered but one word more :
“1s beginning ssid one of
“It's beginning to rain,” said one
the bystanders, in a husky voice. ** Let
us carry the little chap home.”
But the wharf rat had ' gone home
already.—San Francisco Post,
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Rather Severe on the Lawyers,

The Supreme Judicial Court for one
of the counties adjoining us sat and one
or two members of the Androscoggi
bar attended. A clergyman was invited
to open the court with prayer and did so.
The divine closed his petition in this
manner: ‘At last may we become
dwellelis of that be}tet land Hhere there
are no lawyers, no Judges and no courts,
Amen.” ‘%he court bit its lip, the at-
torneys’ ribs could hard]{ be restrained
from shaking by the solemnity of the
occasion and business was not taken up
until some time after prayer. The par-
son doubtless meant that on the other
shore there would be no occasion for
legal proceedings, but the bar persisted
in misunderstanding that there were to
be no lawyers among tne elect.—Lewis
ton (Me.) Journal.
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A Mifflin man had a novel fishing ad-
veninre the other day. ‘A pike darted
]'fia hoek closely followed by a lmj"
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“Wiry do they call him a brakeman
asked the child fter that excelle -
ficinl hiad looked in at the ear door
w1 “hiollered” one of the lamps ous.
“What does he break?” “He breaks
the silence ” said the father, and the
train rolled on, laden with truth.—

Burietie.

A LMTLE boy was once charged biz

his futher, who was a carpenter, to grin
Lis edge tools during his absence.

and on his father’s return said: “Pa, I
have ground all the tools, as you told
e to do, and have them all in good or-
der except the handsaw. I have not
vet quite got all the gaps out of it.”

A PHILOSOPHER inadvertantly re-
marks: “Waiting for a man to come
home from a lodge is dull business for
a lively woman.” This is important, if
true; but a lively woman is too sensible
to do any such foolish thing. She just
bolts the front door before retiring, and
lets the man wait until she gets ready
to let him in. We speak advisedly,
brethren.—New York Commercial Ad-
vertiser.

+ THE boy stood near the mule’s hind legs,
With utmost confidence—

Althongh no more he’ll look so sweet,
He'll have a deal more sense.

THE LITTLE MAIDEN.

Her feet were exquisitely small

(How wildly my heart used to beat,
‘When I was a passionate boy,

At the sound of her delicate feet!);
Her hand was exquisitely small

(And I, her blind slave to command,
‘Would have died had she only ordered

‘With a wave of her little white hand!);
Her lips were exquisitely small

(Their cold words yet rankle and smart),
Exquisitely small was her head,

But smaller than all was her heart!

—New York Sun.

A LITTLE Austin girl, about 10 years
of age, attended a child’s party not long
since. When she came home her moth-
er asked her how many little girls there
were at the party. “Guess how many.”
“Ten?” “Guess again.” “Twelve?”
“No, you are off your feed, ma, en-
tirely. There were no little girls there
at all, but there were quite a number of
young ladies present,” replied “the
young lady,” scornfully. The climate
18 said to be to blame for the excessive
precocity which has become epidemic
among the babes and sucklings.—Texas
Siftings.

“HELLO! coming ont of a pawnshop?
‘What have you been doing there?” The
party accosted, with confusion—*“0Q, you
see, I thought I'd go in and have my
watch—ah—valued. You see you can
get a more accurate estimate in that
way than in any other.” About three
weeks later the same parties meet under
similar circumstances: “Ha, been get-
ting your watch valued again?” “Well
—a—yes! I saw from the stock-market
news that there has been a readjustment
of values, and so I thought Td see
how it affected mv watch.”

Deep vs. Shallow Plowing.

There seems to be quite a difference
of opinion in regard to the depth to plow
for the successful growing of erops.
Bome farmers advocate P, while
others, quite as positive, claim that shal-
low plowing is much the best. My ex-
perience and observation in plowing is
that some soils will admit of deeper plow-
ing than others. For instance, light,
sandy soils will- admit of deeper plow-
ing stiff clay soils, or those that
have heavy clay subsoils. ~ Subsoiling
for such lands perhaps is better than

too deep plowing. I think that all soils
are benefited by deep plowing occa-
sionally ; and I thi deep plowing

ought to be done always in the fall, so
that the new soil can have the benefit
and influence of the sun, air and frost tc
better fit it for a crop. We should
be a little careful about turning up toc

“much of the new soil at a time, for some

subsoils require certain elements tomake
them groductive that can only be sup-
plied by some system of manuring, I
find by deep plowing in the fall, and
then by a top dressing of fine
manure, fits most any kind of soil weli
for a term of years, if followed brv a ju-
dicious rotation of crops. If I draw
manure to a piece of land in the fall,
winter or spring and plow it under I
generally plow a little shallow, so as not
to get the manure too deep in the ground.
If I am plowing for small grain in the
fall I generally plow a goed depth; if I
am plowing for small grain in the spring
I do not plow so deep. A farmer must
study the nature of his land, and experi-
ment a little and watch closely the re-
sults, and by that method he can soon
learn what is best for hisland, The soil
differs very much sometimes in the same
locality; seasons vary, droughts and
heavy rains occur, cultivation and fertil-
izers—all have a powerfnl influence on
the productivenesss of the growing crop,
as well as deep or shallow plowing. So
we see that in drawing our conclusions it
is not always the depth of plowing alone
that produces our light or heavy crops,
I think a crop of clover has a good inilu-
ence un the lightening and loosening of
some subsoils, and on stiff, heavy clay
land it sometimes has a better effect than
deep plowing. Clover, I think, isa gecod
and cheap and very effectual way of ren-
ovating old, heavy land.—Hilen E,
Smith, McHenry county, Ill., in Farm-
ers’ Review.

A M=THODIST clergyman, whohad been
assigned to a congregation that began to
criticise his preaching, said that they
only ridiculed themselves, ¢‘ Because,
friends, if I could preach well do you
think T werld havebeen sent out here to
minister to alot of lunkheaded igno-
ramuses like vou?” ;
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Way do birds eat so much? It is
because micre nourishmeut is required
to supply feathers than flesh or hair,
The heat of the blood is 5 degrees
greater than that of man, and the rapid-

"

ity of digestion is in ratio proportionate !

to the greater energy of their move-
ments. As it has been tersely stated,
* Their life engine works under high
pressure, and demands much fuel.” Aec-
curate experiments by Prof. Treadwell,
of Cambridge, show that those species
that are fed in the nest will, during the
six weeks of their growth, eat 41 per
cent. more than their own weight of in-
sects in a day. A pair of old robins,
with the usual number of four young
ones, would require, according to the
consumption of this bird, 250 worms, or
their equivalent in insects or other food,
dauy. .
Cernuvrnom,—This  remarkable and
most useful material is produced by mix-
ing gum camphor with a pulp of gun-
cotton and subjecting the combination
te a high degree of pressure and heat.
e result is a hard product of extraor-
dinary elasticity. It can be made plastic
again and molded into- any required
form. Any color can be given it by the
use of coloring matter during the pro-
cess of manufacture. The uses to which
celluloid is put are numerous and are
constantly increasing. It is extensively
used as a substitute for ivory, which it
resembles go closely that it is sometimes
difficult to detect the difference. It is
said to equal ivory in strength and elas-
ticity and not to warp or discolor with
time. It has proved a good material for
piano and organ keys, billiard balls,
backs of brushes, looking-glass frames,
umbrellas, handles for knives, forks and
many other articles. For some pur-
poses it is even better than ivory. 1tis
used with much success to imitate tor-
toise shell, malachite, amber, pink coral
and other costly materials, In imitation
of tortoise shell it is made into combs,
napkin-rings, match -boxes, card- 5
ete, Imitations of pink coral jewe
are made and sold at prices much below
those of the genuine. The same is true
of imitations of malachite and amber.
Mouth-pieces for pipes and cigar-hold-
ers, etc., are common, It is also used
8 substitute for porcelain in making
dolls’ heads. The frames of eye-g
opera glasses and spectacles are made of
it. New uses are found for this invalu-
able compound from time to time,

One of the most noted women in New
York journalism is Miss Middy Morgan,
who does the cattle reports for some four
New York papers among them the Times
and Tribune. She has acquired a fund
of knowledge of cattle and horses, both
on farm and turf, which may be envied
by the most experienced male sports-
men., Her journalistic career dates
from an interview with Horace Greeley,
whose rather jocose allusion to the need
of a reporter of cattle sales was turned
to earnest account. Miss Morganis
descended from an old family of Irish
gentry, and away back in her girthood
days she was the best horseback rider in
all Ireland. Sheis an immensely tall
woman, six feet two inches in hight,
and her shoulders are broad and square,
so that she looks much like a man in
disguise. ‘Shehas a fair and delicate
complexion, despite constant
to the elements, and her eyes are blue
and very expressive.

Mrs Sarah Ray, a washerwoman of
Leadville, who has made a fortune of
$1,000,000, has had an eventful life,
She was the first white woman who ever
dared to set foot in Leadville, and as
such helped found ‘the city, She dug
in the mines, scoured the plains as a
scout, and, last, but not least, took in
washing from the Leadville miners,
and to-day has a snug little fortune that
pays her an income of $30,000 a year.
She is now 2 woman of about 50, weigh-
ing some 140 pounds, and isrugged and
spry. She has a daughter that sheis
educating in the East whois a hand-
some and lady-like girl of 18,

Mr., Ashmead Bartlett was not the
firstlove of Lady Burdett-Coutts. When
1beat 34 years of age she was deeply in

we with the tenor Mario, whom she
‘s lowed to this country, and she always
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| dymng man.

“Aue you certain of securing the
diadem?” asked the minister of the
And when the man said he
“didn’t want to diadem bit,” the minister
and the doctor flew, and, as a natural
consequence, the man got better.—
Jewelers' Circular.

“I sHoULD so like to have a coin dated
the year of my birth,” said a maiden
lady of uncertain age to a male ac-
quaintance. “Io you think you could
get one for me?” “I am afraid not,” he
replied, “those very old coins are only
to be fonnd in valuable collections.”

v is said that wire fences on farms
can be utilized - for communication by
telephone between farm houses, so that
fawrner’s wives can visit with each other
without walking half a mile. Yes, but
they can’t borrow tea- and sugar while
they are visiting by telephone, so they -
will never be a success.—Peck’s Sun.

“I sEg,” said old Mrs. Anchovy, “that
they are making railroad car wheels out
of paper. What do you suppose that’s
for, Mrs. Birdseye?” “That, oh, I've
no doubt they are getting scared about
80 mauny people being run over and cut

;in two endwise, and are trying to get

some kind of stuff that ain’t so danger-
ous.”—Cieek.

Lirrre Freddie was undergoing the
disagreeable operation of having his hair
combed by his mother, and he grambled
at the maneuver. “Why, Freddie,”
said mamma, “you ought not to make
such a fuss. I don’t fuss and ery when
my hair is combed.” “Yes,” replied the

. youthful party, “but your hair -ain’t

hitched to your head.”

“I HarRDLY think we shall remain more
than a week at Newport, as the Judge
is partial to mountain air.” “The
Judge?” queried Mrs. Slursling; “I
was not aware, my dear madam, that
your husband had adorned the bench.”
“Oh dear, yes!” smilingly chirruped
little Mrs. Scantwit; “why, he’s been
three times Judge of our town elec-
tions!”

It was a warm Sunday night and
some of the congregation in the little
church were slumbering languidly, ex-
cept one man who snored in a manner
not at all languid. The preacher, ob-
serving this, left his notes and said to
one of the deacons in the front row:
“Will you please ask that brother to
stop snoring or he will keep other
brethren awake.” The rest of the
sermon was listened to.—Chicaga
Checek.

“STRANGER, will you teke a hand with
us at poker?” asked a couple of Austin
sports of a man recently arrived from
Galveston. “Thank you, gentlemen,
but there are seventeen reasons why I
cannot accommodate you.” “What are
they?” “Well, first, Ido not under-
stand the game.” “Why, that’s the
principal reason we want you to play,”
remarked one of fthe sports, candidly,
seeing that as, far as roping in that
stranger, the game was up.—Teras
Siftings.

AN eccentric old gentleman who had
married his second wife, a hoydenish
young creature, entertzined a party of
gentlemen one afternoon, and was much
chagrined by the non-appearance of his
girlish spouse. Upon inquiring he as-
certained that she wasin the garden,
and thereupon invited his guests out to
be introduced to her. As they rose to
accept the invitation, his son, a lad of
14, exclaimed: “Dont do it, dad!”
“Why not?” he asked, angrily. “Be-
cause,” returned the boy half apologet-
ically, “she’s up a cherry tree.”—
Brooklyn Eagle.

“THaT’S all infernal nonsense!” re-
plied the old man from Connecticut, as
the other asked him if wooden nutmegs
were ever really sold in that State.
“I've lived there risin’ of seventy-five
years, and 1 never saw such a thing in
all my life.” “But there are stories to
that effect.” “I dont ke:r for no
stories. All there is to the huil bizness
is the fact that some of our folks were
so hurried for time that they couldn’t
wait for hams to grow, and made ‘em
out o’ wood.” “They did, eh!” “I ac-
knowledge they did, but the Lord never
laid it np agin old Connecticut—never.
All them ’ere hams went to the heathen
in Boston.”—Wal! Street News.

The following is furnished by a teacher
in one of the New York City schools as
the first contribution to literature of one
of her pupils, a boy 12 years old:

The cow is a domestic animal it is
found in almost all parts of the world.
It is a very useful animal, If we had no
milk we could not eat our breakfast and
supper tea and coffee. The rinkel’s in a
cow,s horn tell’s you in what year they
had a calf. When acalf is about two
?'ears old they call him a heffer. The
Jorn of & cow is useful fore making
Po“‘dur flask’s in olden time they made a

amp out of them in Enland [Eagzland

the people in olden times scale

[scalded] them to flatten them and used
them to prevent the dirt and wind from
blowing out their Yzht's and iwo pre-
vent’s the snow and rain from coming

in. - The hide is used fore making leather
the creain of th Ik is used for making
buiter buttermilk and  cheese. Some
‘uf «aid’s that the Moon was maid

‘heese but that coudent be be-

cause cow’s were not thousht of then
thiey do not milk a cow by the horn’s but
Ly there iniik bag’s, This is all 1 know

about cow’s and cow’s horns. 5

FPROF, WHIINEY does not lay any
weight on the removal of forests asa
cause of é-l:ﬁ dryness and desolation of
former fertile and populous regions of
the earth. He admits that the greater

roportion of land to water in late geo-
fo@cal areas may have a little to do with
the decreased rain-fall; but he attrib-
utes the diminished precipitation mainly
to a lowering of the intensity of solar
radiation during geological time.

particle of trouble; but it took two

physicians two hours to get it out,

Brownsox—* Well, I always make it
a rule to tell my wife éverything that

ha ?  Smithkins—* Oh, my dear
fellow, that’s nothing. I tell my wife
e ms”of things that never happened a&




