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A WOMAN'S COXCLUSION,

BY PHOIBE CARY.

* 1 gaid, if Y migh! go back again
To tLe very hour and pirce of my birth;
Nighth my iife whaiever I chore,
ud live it in any part of the earth;

perfect sunczhine into my sky,

4 the shadow of sorrow and doubt:

I of my happiness multiphed,
And all of my sufferings stricll)(en out;

*7{ I coxtid have known, in the years now gone,
Lhie best that a woman comes to know;

Coud buve had whatever will make her blest,
whatever ghe thinks wili make her so;

ind the highest and purest blles

2 bridal wreath and ring inclose;

A:id gained (he one out of all the world
Tlat wuy beart 2s well as my reason choze;

wle such as this
t my bidding, still
¢ past a8 1l is,
v fulure come as it wilil

nd I takeitall;
olly, if you p ease—
€ v ging, if you come to that,
7 bave Yeen ni helps, not hindrances !

y body from the flames
rcol

burned my hand;

C: ! a greater s:n
L , You wiil understand ; .
8 T¢ was Lettar I suf litle pain,

X
11

tor e time,

reoine,
13 felt its power within !

1ows how a life at the last will show?
e moon from where we stand!
you say; yet it shines,

us sphere, compiete and grand.

I way, grow old;
ud my lite for me
or it had not been, I hold.”

rw 1RUST REWARDED,

Matlic’s story was simpie enough.
Ti:c orphan girl of a former servant in a
wealthy family, Mattie had shared the
lessons and the play of the younger
daughter of the house, until a time came
when it was convenient to turn the hum-
ble companion adrift o work for herself.
may kave been o piece of ill luek his
nzizhbors aseribed to Drew, that it
siiould have been to his farm that the
gil came as help to his sister, or it may
bave been a piece of his good nature that

uade him agree to take under his roof
s pretty lass, untrained for service,
and eduecated far above her station,

Drew’s widowed sister, Mrs, Baukes,
who lived with him, and whose child it
was Mattie had come to nurse, among
other duties too numerous to mention,
for there was but one servant kept, ex-
cluimed in despair when the farmer
briught home the young, lady-like, del-
iceie-looking girl :

*“We want a strong, hard-working
Iass! This one does not know her right
hiand from her left. She is as good es
« lady, or as bad, and has never milked
& cow in her life! What were you think-
iug of to bring her here ?”

“Ah! that’s just my luck; well, we
n:ast do the best we can with her, If
the steward had never mentioned her to
v:e, now—but then he did mention her,
and here she is,”

There she was, and there she stayed,
apt to learn, willing to be taught, grate-
ful for the real kindness she met with,
M.ttie was soon the best hand at milk-
ing for miles around, and scon devoted
to the baby. Three years passed quiet-
iy, and then came the romance of Mat-
tie’s life,

She was 20 that summer. Adam
Armitage, a grave man, was fully ten
years her senior. A great traveler, a
member of the world-renowned scien-
tific society, a student and a discoverer
—he was between two scientific expedi-
tions, refreshing heart and brein by a
walking tour through the home coun-
{r1es.

Adam’s walking tour ended at the
farm Drew had taken only a year be-
fore, and the dwellinz-house it had been
found more convenient to inhabit than
tie smaller building on the old land
close to the road. Mr. Armit
the pure air of the Dowus go
}2 made friends with all the 2y,
Nattie it was delightful to meet cuce
more some one with all the tricks and
Juavner of the more refined soviety
ng which her yonth had heen
sed. Little Harry followed this new
slwhberever he went; Harry’s mother
d him a right down pleasant gen-
; the farmer calied him a good

v 211 missed him when he went

#.2v, Mattie most of all; but the fol-
b summer suw him there again, a
weirome old friend this time, and no
F o

keen observer of all that went
him, was not so much taken
ise as his sister was, when one
1 the end of this second visit
& Mattie were both mysterious-
ly missing. A strong-armed couniry
lass made her appearance before night.
She was the bearer of 2 note from Mat-
tie, confessing that she and Mr. Armi-
tage were married, and hoping the ser-
vant sent might supply her place, so
that none would be inconvenienced,

Drew might shake his head and look
thoughtful, but Mr. Arnitage was his
own master, and il was rot the first time
2 gentleman had married a country lass,
Beside, the deed was done and post re-
eail, They had gonre quietly to one of
the chimrches in the town, and from
whence the sonnd of bells floated up to
Le farm, and had been married by
gpecial license. Adam had taken a
lodging for his bride, and there the
passed one brief, bright week of happi
ness, then one morning walked quistly
back together, Mattie blushing and
smiling, and looking so lovely and lady-
like in a simple dress that she used to
wear before she came to the farm that
they hardly kvew her. g

Adam explained that he meant fo
leave his wife for two days—no more—
in the care of her cld friend ; at the end
of that time he would return and fetch
her. There were arrangements to make
with regard to the scientific e tion
about to start immediately. It would

» gail without him now, but it behooved
him to do his best that his place should
be as well filled as might be. There was
also his mother to see, and prepare fof
receiving Maitie.

Mattie walked a little way with her
husband and the farmer, along the
breezy uplands, and then Adam sent her
back and hastened his own steps in the
direction of the little station at the foot”}
of the Downs, When hetame again, he
said, laughing, that it would be from
B—— station, and that he would d#ive
in a fly through the Stonedene gate and
along t:e t::ck, and only approuch to a
earrizge v i leading to the farm,

Ma:ti: weat away smiling, as he meant
she shou.d do, and only paused now and
then to look after the two men as long
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of this unknown lady, Adam's mouner,
but that fear was the only shadow on
Mattie’s path, It was an idyl, a poem,
as true a love story as the world has
seen, that bad written itself here in this
ont-of-the-way spot on the lonely Sussex
Downs,

Oun the third day they might look for
Adam to return, but thas day passed,
and many another, until the days were
weeks, aiid the weeks months, and he
neither came nor wrote, Mattie remem-

I bered how, when she turned to look

back for the last time upon that home-
werd walk, she had seen his figure dis-
tinet against the sky for an instant, and,
in the next, lost it entirely as he passed
i cut of sight over the swelling lines of

hilis. Just sn, she seemed to have losi
him, in one instant, out of her life. And
yet she never lost faith and trust iv him
—never ceased to waieh- for his coming
again,

| Drew, after a time, either goaded to

ne

step by his sister’s loud-voiced argn-
ts, or prompted to it by his own
of what was due to Mattie, not
took pains to ascertain that the

7

¢ marriasge was real enough, but the

further pains of searching for and find-
ing the address of Adam Armitage in
London. It was strange how this girl
and her former master both trusted
Adam in the face of his inexplicable
silence; in the face of even a more omin-
ous discovery made by Drew when in
town—the discovery that he had never
mentioned Mattie’s name to his mother,
or alinded to Mattic at 2il. As for
Adam, Mrs, Avmitage had declared that
he was not with her then, and that she
could not give an address that would
find him, an assertion that confirmed
Mattie in the idea he had sooftenspoken
ef to her,

As antumn passed, and the evenings
grew chill with the breath of the coming
winter, Mattic’s health seemed to fail,
The deep melancholy that oppressed her
threatened to brerk the spriugs of life,
In order to escape Mrs. Bankes the girl
fooz to lonely wanderings over the
Dewns that eaded always at Stonedene;
uutil, with the instinet of a wounded
animal that secks to bear its pain alone,
or from the ever-present recollection of
the last words of Adun, when he said it
was by the way of Stonedene that he
would return, she besought the farmer
to send away the woman in charge of
¢ house and allow her to take her
%nace,

Drew yieid:d to the wish of the wife
wlose heart was breaking with the pain
of absence and the mystery of silence,
and Mattic on this foggy day had already

ived months at Stozedene, on the watch

¥s for the coming of Adam.

The fog increased instead of dimin-
ihed with the approach of evening.
Drew eouid not see his own house until
Iie was close to it; as he had remarked,
the mystery of Mittie’s affairs was not
more impenetrable than the veil hiding
21l natural objects just then, When Le
had put up the horse and gone in to tea,
Alrs, Bankes, as she bustled about, pre-
paving the meal which Mattie’s deft
Little fingers had been wont to set with
so much quietness as well as celerity,
did not fail to greet him with the ques-
tion, ¢ Well, how is she ?”

‘“She” had come to mean Mattie in
the vocabulary of the farmer and his
sister.

‘““Abont as usual in health,” Drew
replied, lifting the now-5-year-old Har
to his knee, ““but troubled in min
though, to be sure, that is as usual, too,”

‘“She is out of her mind,” exclaimed
Mrs. Bankes, irritably.

‘‘Every one but yourself knows_ that;
and if you do not know it, it is only be-
cause you are as mad as she is—or any
one might think so from the way you
go on,”

‘‘ Nay, nay,” said Drew, gently, as the
butter dish was set upon the table with
a vehemence that made the teacups rat-
tle. “There are no signs of madness
about Mattie—unless you eall her trust
in her husband by so harsh a name,”

‘“Husband! a pretty husband indeed !
T've no patience with him nor wyou
either. As if it were not & common tale
enough! It would be better to persuade
the girl to come home and get 4o work
again than to encourage her in her fan-
cies, while you pay another servant here
—and times so hard as they are.”

I was thinking to-day,” the farmer
w nt on to say, softly passing his broad
o over the blonde head of the child
izpou his knee, “I was thinking as I
came along of how it stands written :
¢ tie that loveth not his brother whom
Lie bath seen, how can he love God
whom he hath ~ot seen 2’ ”

At that mor' >ut the shadowy form of
some one going to the front door passed
the window, against which the fog
pressed closely. Drew set little Harry
on his feet and rose slowly, listening
with intentness and a surprised look that
made his sister ask what ailed kim,

‘“ Rover !—the dog does not bark!
who—by the merey of heaven, it is the
man himseif!” cried Drew as the door
opened with a suddenness that caused
Mis. Bankes to drop the plates upon
the brick floor. For Adam Armitage
stood upon the threshold. Adam, pale
and worn, a shadow of his former self,
but himself unmistakably.

Adam looked around the room as
though seeking some one, smiled in his
old fashion at Harry, gave a half curious,
half indifferent glance to Eliza Bankes,
and he turned to the farmer,

“Drew,” he said simply, “‘where is
my wife ?”

*‘ Mrs. Armitage is waitiug for you at
Stonedene, sir. There is some talk of
your coming back that way.” _

¢ Waiting ?” Adam threw up his hands
with a passionate gesture. “ What can
she have thought?”

““She has thought you were gone,
after all, upon thatvoyage and that your
letters miscarried. Sometimes she has'
thought you were dead, Mr. Armitage,
but never”—Drew broke off and held
out his hand. ““We knew you could
explain what has happened, sir,” he con-
cluded.

Adam drew his hand across his e
in the way & man might do who
lately been roused from a had dream
and has some trouble to collect his
thoughts,

‘“That has happened,” hesaid, ¢ which,
if it had not befallen me myself, and
become a of my own experience, 1
should find it difficult to believe possi-1
ble, A strange thing has hdppened "—
here the old emile they remembered so
well broke like light over his face—

“ and yet a thing not more s! , a8
the world goes, than that you—I say
nothing of Mattie—but that yvou should
have trusted me throughout, T detected
no distrust in your voice, no doubt in
your eyes, not even when they first met
mine just. now, They eall mine a rare
case, friend ; they might say the same
of your belief in me. But Stonedene,
did you say ? Walk with me there and
hear my tale as wego.”

“This evening, and in this mist, and
vou, sir, looking far from well,” began
Eliza Bankes, * Mattic waited so
Jong ajready that one night more will
make but little difference.

#1,
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as they 1emained in sight. It was nat-
ural that she should feel a little afraid

-

““Oune nighi, one hour more thanI
* ¢a= help wiil make all tie difference be-

tween  wiiial ana a misrortune |
that has fallen on 35 alike,” said Adam.
He would not be dissuaded irom settin
oui at cuce, aud in another minute the
two men were pursuing their way
through the driving mist, adam talking
as they went,

After parting from Mattie be had
taken a tamin to Londom, where, arriv-
ing in due comrse, he drove in o cab to
his mother’s houze in Grosvenor sireer,
within a few wyards of which his b
overturned, and Adam was thrown vus,
faling heavily upon bis head.  After a

long duterval, however, he opencd his
eyes and yecovered conseioustioss, and,
o8 he did so—siowiy at fest, but ofter a
time more iuliy—the
cOvery was made thug

tenading  dis-

huis memory was

30OWOY
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which, so said his frie
ot will rceall him, an?d ih-
neceszary to restare Adam +

ne from
eonii

Bl
self

was dGeferred only until his health per-
miited of its being attended by a min-
imum risk,

It was while-Adam was in this state
above described that Drew had seen
Mrs, Armitage. A proud woman, she
was ill pleased to hear that he had mar.
tied & farm servant; for that was the
one fact that, stripped of Drew’s pane-
evrics upon Maitie’s superior education
and refined manners, alone stared her in
the face,

Hastily resolving that there was no
need to embitter her own life by an at-
tempt to recall to her son this ill-fated
marriage, sbe 4id not hesitate to deceive
the unwelcome visitor, Change of scene
had been ordered for the patient, and,
before Drew called at the house in
Grosvenor sirect for the second time,
Adam and his mother were gone, It
was in Paris, months after that, that the
operations were finally and successfully
periormed, and the first word of Adam
was Mattie’s name, The first effort of
Lis newly-recovered powers was to reiate
to his mother the history of his mar-
riage, and to write to his wife,

‘- God grant the suspense has neither
killednor driven hermad!” he exclaimed,

It was to his mother’s hand that the

letter was confided, and with that ex-
clamation ringing in hLer ears Mrs. Ar-
mitage stood beside the brazier filled
with charcoal and burning in the ante-
room of their apartment in the Champs
Eiysees, She tvas not 2 bad woman, but
the temptation was too strong to allow
this afiair to unravel itself, and what
would turnup. If the girl were dead,
why no harm has been done, and this
terrible mistake of her scn’s was rectified
et pnce, If the other alternatives were
to prove true, and Mattie had lost her
senses, Adam would be equally free from
her, or measures could be taken to in-
sure so desirable aresnlt. Mrs. Armitage
tore the letter into pieces, and waited by
the brazier until the fragments were
charred. Adam asked noawkward ques-
tion, and was not even surprised at re-
ceiving no answer to his epistle, since in
it he had announced his coming. The
first day his health admitted of it he set
out alone for England.
Such was the story. When Drew had
told of his efforts to seek Adam, and had
mentioned that no letter had reached
Mattie, Adam was at a loss to under-
stand the part his mother played. But
he never spoke of it then or at any
future time,

The house door at Stonedene stood
ajar; evening had closed in now, and the
chilly fog was still abroad, but the tigure
at the gate was dimly discernible,

Adam hastened his steps.

“For heaven's sake, sir, be careful ;
the suddenness of it might turn her
brain,” cried Drew, laying a detaining
hand upon the arm of his companion,
Adam gently shook him off.

‘“ Suddenness,” he repeated, ““‘Drew,
it is sudden to you—and to Mrs. Bankes;
but for me and for Mattie, whose
thoughts are day snd night, night and
day, foll of each other, how can it be
sudden ?”

Drew stood still and Adam went on
alone until his footsteps became audible
and Mattie turned her head to see him
standing at her side,

Adam had been right; no fear was
there for MMattie’s brain. All excitement,
all surprise and wonder came afterward;
at®he first supreme moment, and witha
satisfied sigh as of a clild who has got
all it wants, Mastie beld out her arms to
him, with one word—

¢ Husband 17

As Adew d:ew her to him it was not
only the mist or the darkening evening
that blinded Drew so that for a moment
or two he saw neither of them, .
People say Drew’s Inck has turned
from that duy Stonedene found a ten-
ant. It is newly done up and prettily
furnished now ; Mr. and Mrs, Armitage
come down here once or twice a year
with their ehildren for a breath of fresh
air and to visit old friends,

was o
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A New England Husking Bee,

‘When the guests have all an'ived., the
boys go to work and pull great armfuls
of hay from the mow,which they spread
around the heap of corn. Then each
seats himself by his favorite girl, draws
a bundle of husks into the hay between
them, and the husking begins. Work
is by no means suffered, however, to
interfere with play. The merry joke
goes round: the stolen mitten travels
about the circle and back to its owner
at last. If a girl happens to pull the
husk from a dark-red ear, she must for-
feit a kiss to the lad nearest or quickest
to snatch it.  As fast as the ears are re-
moved from the husks they are thrown
into separate piles, one for each party,
on opposite sides of the heap; and there
is sure to be a deal of pleasant rivalry to
see which will have the larger heap of
corn when the husking is done. It is
wonderful to see how fast the mountain
of unhusked corn is lowered, though
the farmer and his boys keep bringing
fresh basketfuls and piling them on the
heap. A perfect storm of the golden
ears keeps raining on each pile of corn.
As the supply of material fails, the con-
test waxes warmer. The girls throw
off their lioods and shawls, and the boys
fiing aside their overcoats. The warm
blood of hLealth rushes to each cheek,
and the faster the hands fly the bright-
er do the faces grow. and the last few
ears ave scrainbled for by the contend-
ing sides, and with shouts of merriment
the husking is finished. The victorious
side is first furnished with refreshments.
Great platefuls of doughnuts and “frit-
ters,” and slices of snowy cake, pie cut |
in generous pieces, cider and apples,
nuts and home-made candy are passed
aronnd. The “old folks” come stamp-
ing in by twos and threes, and are im-
mediately assailed with conflicting sto-
ries of iudividual prowess and associate
achievement, and then stuffed with
sood things to stop their laughing. By
11 o'clock the festivities are o:":r, ang
tl.e merry company disperses, two an
two. Trl?c; farm%ar t);tkes down the lant-
crn, closes the big born, and retires to
ihe kitchen to smoke his pipe and cal-
caiate how many bushels of corn he will

0iD WICKORY'S WIFE.

ITow She Kept m ‘Whipping an
Editor,

When Gen. Jackson was a candidate
for the Presidency. in 1828, not ouvig
did the party opposed to him abuse lim
for his publie acts, which, if unconst'-
ntional or violent, were a legitimate
ect for reprobation, but they de-
fnmed the character of his wife. On
one oceasion 2 newspaper, published in
Naghville, was placed upon the Genor-
's table. He glanced over it, and uis
fell upon an article in which tje
2rneter of Mrs. Jackson was violenily
ailed.  So soon as he had read it

458 he
scat for his true old servant, I):.-
lie,
“Saddle my horse,” said hé to hiua,

isper, “and put my holster: o.

Jackson watched him, ond,
» she heard rot a word, sh
hief in bhis eyes. The Genreral
out after a few moments, v
w took mp the paper and un
stood everything. - She ran out to the
ouih gate of the Hermitage, by whi-a
iie Genreral would have to pass. She
bad not been there more than a fuow
seconds before the Geners! rode up
with the countenance of a madma 5
Sho placed herself before the horse,
and eried out:

“Oh, General, dont go to Nashville!
that poor editor live.”

“Let me alone,” he replied; “Low
came you to know what I was going
for?”

She answered: “I saw it in the pa-
per afler you went out; put up vour

horse and go back.”
“Bl‘t I will

s
Liet

He replied furiously:
go—get out of my way.”

Instead of this she grasped his bri-
dle with both hands.

He cried to her: “I say, let go my
Lorse! The villain that reviles my
wife shall not live!”

She grasped the reins the tighter and
began to expostulate with "him, sayiug
that she it was who onght to be angry,
but that she forgave her persecutors
from the bottom of her heari, and
prayed for them—that he should fox-
give if he hoped to be forgiven. A
iast, by reasoning, lier entreaties and
her tears, she so worked upon her hus-
band that he seemed mollified to a cer-
tain extent. She wouund up by saying:

“No, General, you shall not take tue
life of my reviler—you dare not.do it;
for it is written, ‘Vengeance is mine, I
will repay, saith the Tord!’”

The iron-nerved hero gave way be-
fore  the pleading of his belovéd wife
and replied:

“I yield to you; but, had it not heen
{for you and the words of the Almighty,
the wretch should not have lived an
hour.”

Being Neizhboriy.

There are people who seem to base
fricndship on borrowing as long as voa
will lend to them. Neighbors of that
stemp illustrate the impudence that
demands without consideration, aud
the familiarity that breeds contempt.
The foliowing appears in the New York
Merearitile Jowrnal:

He was a small boy, with dirt on his |

nose aud a faded straw hat on his heed,
and feet so long unwashed that it was
ard to tell where his toe-nails were
located. He walked boldly up the
steps, pulled the bell, and, when the
ludy came to the door, he said:

“Say, ean you lend me your telephon
for a few minutes?”

“Why, I ean’t,” she gasped out.

“Well bring i back in half sn honr.”

“But I ean’t lend it, child. You don’
sceni to know what a telephone is.
Whio sre vou?”

“We live eoround the corner—just
moved in, aud we want to be ne
i I tried
- and shovel, but your loy
: dn’t lend ‘em, and cur hired girl
Lias bees over to horrow tea and sngar
ard couldn’t get we linder
thought we might borrow your tele-
Y r and ma would
back and get a chance i

le and ask you to run in with
=

any.

o
sometinng,

oo

e ClOtues 01,

Johur €. Calhoun.

Mr. Cathoun spoke like a college
professor demonstrating to his class.
His position was stationary, and he
used no gesticulation. His pale and
livid countenance indicated the cloister.
His voice was silvery and attractive, but
very earnest. His eyes indicated quick
perception. Starting with .the most
plausible premises, he would carry you
irresistibly along with more plausible
reasoning until you would be puzzled
to know how much back-track it was
indispensably neeessary for you to take
to avoid conclusions which would make
it difficuls to tell the difference between
your views and those of a South Carolina
Secessionist. Affer having heard all
the Senators speak, if a stranger shouid
select.the one, irrespective of doctrine,
who eame nearest a saint, he would
select Mr. Calhoun, and such he is held
to be through most of the South to this
day. College professors in the South
were his great admirers, and taught his
doctrines to their students. Edueated
clergymen and all fashionable society
there lost no opportunities of manifest-
ing their admiration of him. “Have you
seen Mr. Calhoun?” “Do you think of
leaving without seeing Mr. Calhoun ?”
were guestions invariably asked by
Southern Congressmen of their con-
stituents visiting Washington. And Mr.
Calhoun’s prestige was so worked up that
Southern visitors, both gentlemen
and ladies, were as much expected to
call npon him as upon the President.
At the time of his death he was gaining
a strong foothold among the scholars of
the North, who seemed incapable of re-
sisting the seductive reasoning of his
perceptive, comprehensive and xmallgtlc
mind. Senator John P. Hale, of New
Hampshire, once came to my seat and
said: “I am going to astonish you. Mr.
Calhoun has just brought me a letter,
which he said he had just received from
President Nathan Lord, of Dartmouth
College, and asked me a great many

questions about him and the college. He |

left me, asserting that President Lord
was one of the ablest thinkers and pro-
foundest reasoners in the country.”
At that time President Lord was not
only the head of the college, but of the
Congregational denomination in New
England. With a bravery worthy of a
better cause, he followed Mr. Cal-
houn’s doctrines to their natural se-
quence, and he had to give up his posi-
tion. No man ever exerted the influ-
ence upon this country that Mr. Cal-
houn did. Al the calamities of t:allﬁ
war were the legitimate outgro

doctrines of which he was the father,
i ity of his devo-

bave when it is "off the ear.”—Troy
1imes. ;

his advoeacy of
B e L s
cences of Johm euuoorth-

to borrow your wheel- |

Dealing in Fiddles.

Charles Reade tells one tale of the
romance of fiddle-dealing which is
charming. There was a certain precious
violoncello at Madrid. It was a gen-
uine Stradivarius. The local maker,
one Ortega, had put in a new belly
and sold it, keeping the old belly in hig
shop. M. Chanot, the best judge of
violins leff, now Tarisio is gone,”
lighted upon the old belly and bought
it. Tarisio then discovered it and
pestercd Chanot till he sold it for 1,000
francs, and told him where the remaind-
er was to be found. The owner was
persuaded to part with it for 4,000
irancs,and Tarisio “started exultant for
Paris with the Spanish bass in a case.
He never left it out of his sicht. The
pair were caught by a storm in the Bay
of Biscay. The ship rolled; Tarisio
clasped his bass tight, and trembled.
It was a terrible gale, and for one whole
day they were in real danger. Tarisio
spoke of it to me with a shudder. I
wiil give you lLis real words, for they
struck me at the time, and I have often

Mr. Reade, the bass of Spain was sll
brt lost.” Was not this a true conuois-
seur? A genuine enthusiast? Observe!
There was also an ephemeral insect
called Luigi Tarisio, who wonld have
cone down with the bass, but that made

no impression on his mind. De niini-
mis nen curat Ludovieus. He got it

safe to Paris. certain high priest in
these mysteries, called Vuillanme, with
the Lielp of a sacred vessel, called the
gluepot, scon rewedded the back and
sides to the belly, and the bass, being
now just what it was when the ruffian
Crtega put his finger in the pie, was
seld for 20,000 franes (£800). I saw
the Spanish bass in Paris twenty-
two years ago, and you can see it at any
day this month you like, for it is the
identical violoncello now on show at
Kensington, numbered ¥88%. Who
would divine its separate sdventures,
to see it all reposing so ecalm and uni-
form in that case? Post tot naufragia
tutus.” -

A Beggar’s Ruse,

A man of genius, but somewhat seedy
and negligent of apparel, called on an
old friend, an insurance azent down
towa, whom he had not seen for several
months, and after the usmal greetings
the conversation, by mutual consent,
dropped into matters  literature and
philosophy.

“By the way, remarked the genial
visitor, “here’s - good thing from Em-
erson. You know, when a good thing
strikes me, I jot it down. Ii exactly
fits my ease in the present instance.”

Taking a scrap paper from his
1‘.;.:_'1{&‘3,‘ he read. .

“If you visit ydg. friend, why need
vou apologize forsot having visited

Iim, and waste your time and deface
vour own aet? Visib him now. Let

why need you torment yourself and:
friend by seeret self-reproaches that
vou have not assisted him or compli-
mented him with gifts and salutations.
Leretofore? Be a gift and benediction..
Shine with real Hght and not with the
borrowed reflection of gifts. Common
men are apologists for men; they bow
the Liead, excuse themselves with pro-
lix reasons,and accumulate appeayances
beeanse the substance is not.”

“How keen, how philosophic, how
true!” exclaimed the visited.

“The genius of truth!” added the
visitor.

Then, buttoning his coat, he arose
and prepared to go. As he approached
the door he turned back, and, with a
nonchalant air, remarked -

“Oh, I forgot. You haven’t @ dollar
about vou, you are not going to use for
an hour or two, have you?”

“0, certainly ; come again,” was the
svmpathetic answer.
Herald.

Overtaxiug the Braln.

In a letter on “Brain Health,” at
Edinburgh, Dr. J. Batty Tuke said
that, as a matter of fact, it was not an
easy thing to overtask the energies of
the brzin by work. It was not work,
but worry, that killed the brain. Buf
breakdown from overstrain did oe-
casionally fake place, and the first
really important symptom was sleep-
lessness; when that set in there was-
canse for alarm. Loss of sleep was
brought about thus: When the brain
was being aetively exercised, there was
an increase of blood in its vessels; this
was spoken of as “functional hyper-
«emia.” . If they continued the exercise
of the brain powers fco long, there was
a tendency for the blood to remain in
too great quantity, from the cells be-
coming exhausted and not being able to
control the vessels. In sleep the amount
of blood was diminished, and sleep
could not be procured if this functional
hyperremia persisted. In the absence
of sleep, the cells could not recover
themselves, and their activity became
impaired. Headache, loss of appetite
and general listlessness followed. As
soon as s child or young person devel-
oped continuous headaclie, work should
be discentinued at once.

Raules for Geod Conduet.

Here are ten rules that every pupil
shounld remember. It would be well
for the teacher to write them upon the
blackboard that all may be ahle to
keep them in mind and practice them:

1» Shut every door without slam-
ming.

2. Walk about the school-room, in
the halls and up and down stairs qui-
etly.

3): Speak in 2 low tone of voice in the
school-room.

4. Always speak in a kind and polite
manner to your teacher amnd school-
raates.
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5. If your teacher tells you to do
anything, do it promptiy and cheer-
fully.

6. Never tattio.

7. Carefully clean the mud and snow
from younr boots before entering the
school-rpom.

8. Be punctunal and indusfrious.

9. Never come to schocl with your
hair or dvess in disorder, or with soiled
boots or hunds.

10. Always be as guiet and polite in
the sehool-room as you would be in the
parler at Lome.

Yalue of Babies.

The value of babies has been fixed.
A child less than 1 year old is worth
£14; Detween 1 and 2 years, 519; 2 to 3
vears, §2S; 4 years, £31; 5 years, §35;
6 vears, $40; 7 vears, 850; 8 years, 360;
9 vyears, $70; 10 years, $90; 11 years,
2123, These are the valunations made
by a baby insurance company of Cincin-
nati. The parents pay b cents per week
{oF the insurance of their child. The
rofes for colored children are twice as
nianch,

o

thonght of them sinee: “Ah, niy peor

sim feel that the highest love has come |
to <ee him in thee—its lowest organ. Or |

‘tradesman.

Indianapolis |,

‘and a pelican.

- birds.
- of patural history, and preserves and
. mounts carefully all rare or especially

Literature in the Middle Ages.

The monasteries of the Middle Ages
were the conservators of litersture. Just
as the frozen soil preserves in its bosomn,
through long, cheerlsss days of winter,
seeds which shall afferward elothe the
earth in beanty and fill the air wit!
granee, so did the non-progressiv
tutions of the Dark Ages cherd
germs, already budded info form, vhiel
were ere long to burst the wust of sune=-
stitious ignorance, and conse forth fresh
and sweet in the springtimeof intolleet-
tal -awakening. We of madern times
cannof be too grateftl to $he cowiel
ecclesiasts of those early days,who have
bequeathed to us so vieh a treasnre.
Rearly alt that is valuable in rexelation
in history, in theology, in seiemecs,
and government—in fact, the oveat bk
of literature of evéry kind belon;
the dawn of the Chiristian era, has come
down to us fhrongh the medimn of
monks and anchorites of the eorly
church. Nor has the crypt prese
for us sacred Lterature alene, Hut als
aldarge portion of immortal writi
profane authors previous to the C
tian era. The histories .of Ta
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before they were given to the wo

dissertations lay ameong the wine-casls

so discolored that only the keen-eved
medieval schoolmen eould make them
out. Livy’s manuseripts were found in
a monk’s closet, so were Aristotle’s.
Truly, the strongholds of the venerable
fathers were keeps of which the world
may well be proud sinee they sheltered
Aristotle and Cicera, and Tacitus and
Lucullus, and scores. of other immortal
writers, from the devastating nand of
barbarism.

Ancient Wonders.

Nineveh was fourteen miles long,
eight miles wide, and' forty-six miles
round, with a wall 106 feet high
and thick enongh for three chariots
abreast. Babylon was fifty mailes within
the walls, which were seventy-five feot
thick and 100 feet high, with 100 brazen
gates. The temple at Diana, at Ephe-
sus, was 420 feet to the support of the
roof. It was 100 years in building.
The largest of the pyramids is 481 fect
In height, and 833 feet on the sides,
The base covers eleven aeres. The
stones are about sixty feet in length,
and the layers are 20S. It employed
250,000 men in building. Thelabyrinth
of Egypt contains 300 chambers and
twelve halls. Thebes, in Egypt, pre-
sents ruins twenty-seven miles around,

| contained 350,000 citizens and 400,600

ilaves. The temnple of Delphes was so
rich in donations that it was plundered

. of £10,000,000, and the Emperor Nero
. earried away from it 200 statues.
. walls of Rome were thirteen miles

The

arouns.

Australian Conviets.
It was noted in Australia, in fer con-

‘viet days, that the ticket of-leavers who
‘went into trade

were much more
punctiliously honest than the-average
They felt that they were
the objects of jealous notice, and that
numbers were waiting to cateh them
tripping, and exclaim, “Didn’t I tell

‘you so¥ Looking at the heavy per-
Y J

centage of these men who bezome ex-
emplary citizens and fathers off worthy
families, it is a matter for profound re-
gret that the system had to be
abandoned. The conviet in England to-
day is, as here, continually driven back
against his better self into erime and
breeds a eriminal family. Ausé#ralia to-
day has thousands of citizens wealthy,
honored and highly educated, who but
for their fathers having been sent to
the antipodes would be thiaves and
ocuteasts.

A Great Hunter.

A mighty hunter is Rudolpit, Crown
Prince of Austria, and a universal one,
too. All is game that comes within
range of his gun. During four-years, in
which time he visited Spain; Egvpt

-and Syria, he bagged 18,050 head. The

list thereof includes 5,775 Farves, 768
deer, 551 wild boars, 2,585 partridges
and 4,115 pheasants. Then there were
some odel customers, such as a marmont,
a badger, an ichneumon, six. polecats,
a  Varom lizard, four owls, .a steppe
eagle, two bustards, two Liipphuhn,

The Prince is more
than a mere slaughterer of beasts and
' He is an enthusiastic student

fine specimens that come within lus
reach.

Ix a Chicago school the children were
asked to give a sentence with the word
“capillary.” A little gl wrote: “I
sailed across the ocecan in a capillary.”
When asked what she meant by that,
she turned to Webster’s Dietionary and
triumphantly pointed out this definition:
“Capillary, a fine vessel.” Further in-
vestigation showed that more than
twenty scholars had made the same
blunder

Wiat Paul Said.
A Virginia preacher, who bonght his
butter from his Dbrother Paul, sent for

and was in the midst of his sermon
wlhen his negro servant returned and
took his seat in the church. 'The
preacher had eloquentiy related what
Matthew, Mark, Luke and John had
«aid in relation to the subject matter of
his text, and he then asked in thundes-
ing tones: “And what does Paul say®”
‘The negro, thinking the question -
dressed to him, replied, in the hearing
of the whole congregation: “Mars Paul
says as how you can’t get any more but-
ter till you've paid for dat you got last
week.”

Sumner’s Practice.

Near the close of Sumner’s eareer
* Apphia Howard"” said to him in his
‘Washington home :

““What are you doing here without

Amn%lm? ” <

“Did you never see,” he asked,
“when a train of carsisstanding ina
station, a man go around striking each
wheel and every part of the machinery
that has been under any strain? He is
testing it. I am doing this,” he con-
tinued, *“with my speeches. I am go-
ing over them sentence by sentence,
and testing each, to see if there is one
that gives an uncertain sound.”

Couxt Porockr’s mansion in Paris is
built entirely of stone brought from the
Jura, and the materials used in its eon-
struction cost 6,000,600 francs. A like
sum will be spent on ;the interior deco-
rations, >

LiFE is so complicated a game that
the devices of skill are liable to be de-
feated at every turn by air-blown

owing to their two-fold ability
- for contraciing contagious diseasa.

gathered dust in a mon¥s cell long |
id. |
Some of the maost celebrated of Cieoro’s |

of an ancient monastery till they were |

a fresh supply for his Sunday dinner, |

FiFTY YEARS AGO.

tlow Times' Have Changed Sinee the Jacks
i sonise sira.

The Uniled States of to-d 788 aci%
ancther nation from s ge s, 2
United States-of . :
California was al
was the “Far Wesb.”
by stage coaclt.
dated withoud
benuds of their:
stonmboat paddiastiicals b
churnirg ow
Was & (1'

N

Vs iy

Fadlis 2

vie fonveled

3 lived awdl

beyoad #ar
4. 3

Loadoa, o ;2
enart - wonid talk o
vore. ia ‘sloae

soross the Atlantie. Fovtunate wiss tue
ship that made the passage in iliree
weeks. Cultured travelers from Enrope
were shocked at the rawmess and pro-
 vineialism everywhere prevalent. Opera

.all but unknown. The danseuse was
an immioral spectacle. X yminstrel-
sy had i ! coverr in the
shape of sia burnt-cork performer

ab the eircus. His popniar m
, “Jump Jim Crow.” Popular se
still handed down from the war of 1812
was bifter against England. City land~
tords sat at the head of their own.
tables and carved the hoefsteak. Im
reiigion “liberalism” was Levetical.. Im
no* pulpit was any compromise
allowed in the of eternal
punishment. The Iocality for Jlost
souls-was then a cleariy-defined fira-and.
brimstone reality.
eat seets waged bitter war
other. Presbyterianism
Methodisnr. ¥n country to
icism» meant the dreaded dominion of
the Pope, snd the burning of all Prot-
estants at: the stake, if possilde:.
“Stocks” and high shirt collars werer
then the fashion for gentlemen’s neekr
wear. Ideards and mustaches were:
not respectable. Gentlemen did their
own shaving. Pantaloons were strapped.
under the hoots.. All boots were “Well-—
ingtons™ and had legs. The general
school system meant the ‘District.
school” and the Academy, a consump--
tive and rritable €onnectient teacher,a:
“box stove” filled with wood, and a.
Pikes Arithmetic. Pavty feeling was far-
more bitter than te-day. 'The old Fed=
eral and colonial families who'd held!
office since Washington’s time, and:
deemed office theirs by a sort of divine:
right had:just been ousted, and they
never forgave Jackson, the ouster. The-
militia were armed with flint-lock mus-

Preachers of dife

kets. A. militia  General was
then & man of mark. Every-
body chewed Mrs. Anderson’s or

Miller’s fine-cut tobacco. The spittoon
found its place even in the family pew
at church. A visit to New York by the
villager resident’ 200 miles distant was
an evant to be talked over for months.
A man who had seen Europe was a
marked man for the: remainder of his
days. Doctors dosed with “blne mass,”
black draughts and the lancet, yet peo-
ple oeccasionally recovered in spite of
them. Good butter was a shilling a
pound and eggs dear at 18 pence a
dozen. Few men toeii over one daily
paper, and this often served more than
one householdi Demoarats were known
as “Liocofocos,” to whom were opposed
the “Whigs.” All the 2lders stood bolt
upright in ehureh during praver. Dea-
cous with red noses were more common
than to-day.. The minister was not
averse to a.glass of toddy during a
parochial csli. Pillars of the church
and of society sometfirres walked home
from their bHusiness ofiices rather un-
steadily abeat b or 6 o'clock. Such
habits were more overiooked than at
present. The yearly expenses of the
Federal Government was not much over-
that per anmum of the city of New
York to-day. Rum was the popular
drink; brandy next. How times have:
changed since the Jacksonian era.

A Litile Slow.
“Conductor!” exclaimed an elderly:
gentleman, locking up from the Bible:
he had been anxiously poring over for-
some minstes, “Condnetor, I can’t find!
enything about this train in the Script~-
ures. Wiereisit? Show it to me!”
“What- did you expect to find sbout;
it?” growled the conductor. ‘
“Isn’t- there something about it here:
somewhere?” asked the old man, look-
ing up innocently. “Isn’t your time-
table here either?” And he fumbled:

s .
over the leaves and nppeared puzzled
about:the thing.

“0Of course it izm’t,” responded thes
cendustor. “That Bible all happened
1.800. years ago.”

“And we must. have started just be-
fore it was out,” mused the old gentle~
man. putting the Book back in the rack.
“Perkaps there's something about it in
the revised edition; got a revised’ edi~
t1an. 2" —Drake’s Fraveler’s Magazine,

How Gov. Andrew Bid It,

Late one afternoon, after a busy day,

wihen the execubive office people were
getting ready o go home, a poer old
'Irish woman was announced, the res-
.senger remarking :
“It’s only am old .woman, Governor,
f who wants to get her husband pardoned
| out of the House of Correction.. Tl gek
 Tid of her for you.”

“No you won't,” said Andrew; “I am
here to see just sneh people. and the
poorer they are the more necessary it is
that they should see me.”

It is also said that here the Crovernor
used a mildly profane word. The dis-
com:fited official of the ante-chamber

ushered the old woman into Andrew’s
presence. She told ker storr quickly,

inspired. by the sympathy of the Goy-
ernor. Her husband bad been injured
on the milway, and, to support Timself
in his dizabled condition, had begnn
seliing a little rum in his shanty oub

a5 Hewcre. He had been arrasted ond
sentenced to the Honse ¢f Cuorrection,
When Andrew had heard Bridget

thrangh, he said:

“Daon’t worry, my good woman; Iil
parion your husband to-morrow.”

She left the yoom, chowering tless-
ings on the Governors head. When
ste had gone down stairs, Andrew said
“I'l! pardon out every such case as long
&s I'm Governor of this State, and they
continue to imprison poor men for do-
ing what rich hotel-keepers do
day unmolested. There shall not be
one sort of justice for the poor and an«
other for the rich.”—Boston Herald.

The Ohio Reserve.

The “Reserve,” so called because it
was reserved - 2s the rightful share of
the State of Connecticut, in the final
adjustment of colonial land elaims made
by Congress, between the States, soon
after the close of the Revolutionary

chances, incaleulable as the descent cf

three and a half millions of acres, situ-
Mmthenmmd Ohio,

-

war, embraces a territory of nearly

¥
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