" LEGEND OF THE RosE.

¢ Ah, lady! list to my tale;

Was the summer’s fairest

The nigltingale’s betrothedpg:ld;’e'

In Shira’s bowers T sprang to birtl;

‘When love first lighted on the earth;

And then my pure, inodorous blossom,
‘Bloomin-- ©u its thorny tree,

Was snowy as its mother’s bosom,
.Rising from the emerald sea.

Young love, rambling through the wood,

Found me in my solitude, E

Bright with dew and freshly blown,

And trembling to the zephyr's sigha.

But, as he stood and gazed upon

The living gem with raptured eyes,

It chanced a hee was busy there,

Searching for its fragrant fare;

And, Cupid stooping, too, to sip,

The angry insect stung his lip—

And gushing from the ambrosial cell,

One bright drop on my bosom feil!

Weeping, to his mother he

‘Told the tale of treachery;

And she, her vengeful boy to please,

Strung his bow with captive bees;

But placed upon my slender stem

The poisoned sting she plucked from them,

And none since that eventful morn

Has found a flower without a thorn.

—TVick's Magazine. °
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JILTED TO HIS HEARTS
CONTENT.

Kenneth Warde and Katie Dene had
been boy-and-girl sweethearts; but the
death of Kenneth’s parents and his
adoption by a wealthy uncle, who took
him away to live in the city, separated
the juvenile lovers, leaving them both
for the time incoasolable. Katie whis-
pered her griefs in her dollie’s ear as
they iar with their heads on the same
pillo v, and eried herself asleep several
nights in suceession ; and in saying her
prayers when she came to the words,
“Bles everybody.” it was a good while
bef re she cou’'d bring herself to repeat
then withon® a mental exception of
Kenreth's ernel unele.

A first Kenneth’s mind was filled
wit' Dperate schemes for carrying off
Katie to some undiscovered island,
whe e withond molestation, they might
plac ¢ Me and Mrs. Robinson Crusoe,
and ! v a paic of happy hermits to the
end » the chapter.

B it time soon effaces the sorrows of
the voung.  Wenneth was putin a boys’
sehion’, where ambition to excel, and to

head e rush in every bout at football
gave ample occupation to his thoughts,
and le:t little time  for brooding over
by-gome ills. The Crusoe plan was
€ither quite forgotten, or its carrying
out d«ferred till some indefinite period
in the future. And Katie, too, before
a mouth had passed, could play, and
romy. und liugh and shake her yellow
curls s gleefully as in the days when

" Ken: ¢th, her devoted knight, used to
guard Ler pathway home against the
besetments ¢f surly dogs and butting
billy-woats.

Years went by, and Kenneth Warde,
after a brilliant career at college and a
couplc of years of travel, returned tofill
his n.ecle’s heart with pride. He must
have quite forgotten the little Katie of
his boyhocd; for not only did he fail to
go and seek her that they might set
about their search for the enchanted
island or some retreat equally romantie,
but Le actnally courted, and was in due
time engaged to Miss Grace Dandridge,
a dashing belle, whose father and Ken-
nefh’s uncle had long been laying their
canny heads together fo bring about
that precise result.

Mi-s Grace had been the idol of Seth
Ranseus, a handsome cousin of hers, to
whose suit, it was rather more than
whisy ered, she had lent a not-unwilling
ear. Dut whether it was through filial
obedicnce, or because she was prudent
enough to discern the superior ad-
vantazes of a match with a man of
Kenneth Waide’s dazzling prospects,
Miss Grace reluctantly dismissed her
cousin and accepted the new suitor with
a promptness which poor Seth, like the
deposed Wolsey, thought “somewhat
sudden.”

‘When everything had been arranged
between Warde and Grace Dandridge,
even to the setting of the wedding day,
Kenneth, who was not so foolish inlove
but he could exist a brief season out of
his fiancee’s presence, bethought him of
going to spend a few weeks in his native

village, which he had not seen since the
day he had been carried off in a fi{ of
heroic sulks over his separation from
Katie Dene.
that foolishness now.

I suppose it was an accident—at any
rate it so happened—that Kenneth’s
first visit in the old place was to the
Denes’. He didn’t know Xatie at first
—could hardly realize, indeed, that the
little tom-boy, whose
e was always taking up, and
whom he used to quarrel now
and thien himself, could have grown in-
to so bewitchingly beautiful a woman.

Katie seemed a little hurt that Kenneth
should have so totally forgotten her.
She would have known him, she said,
had they met on a deserted island. He
hadn’t changed a bit—only to grow ever
so much handsomer, she was on the
point of adding, but checked herself
with a Dlush.

The time passed swiftly, and Ken-
neth’s visit was prolonged till prudence
whispered it was time to think of re-
turning, if he would 'not be a laggard
at his own wedding. If the truth must
be told, it would hardly have broken
his heart if something had happened to
keep him away altogether, for he and
Katle were spending the days very hap-
pily, barring now and then a regretful
sigh as they thought secretly of what
might have been. But Kenneth was a
man of honor, and struggled manfully
to maintain his loyalty. He had prom-
ised to marry Grace Dandridge, and
must kecp his word; and Katie Dene
respected him too highly to wish him to
1)1&}' a

vellow-lieaded

traitor’s part.

Tt was the day before Kenneth’s de-

Of course he laughed at |

parture, and he and Katie were taking
their Jast walk in a neighboring wood,
the scene of many a former ramble.
Both were unusually silent. It was
likely to be their final meeting, and it
was strange they could find so little to
say.

At last Kenneth stopped suddenly.
Katie looked up and saw that his face
was deathly pale, while his frame
trembled violently. Graspingher hand
with a quick, nervous movement, he ex-
claimed, in a voice quivering with emo-
tion:

“It is a sin to marry without love!
I fancied, when I asked Grace Dan-
dridge to be my wife, that I loved her
—at least thatI loved no other.. But
now that I have seen you again, a love
that I had learned to look upon as a
childish fancy has come back with the
augmented fervor of manhood. Oh,
Katie, it is you I love and you only!
Will you not be mine? It is not yet
too late!”

For an instant her eye sparkled with
an inexpressible joy. But the next
moment the joyous light faded, and the
look she turned on Kenneth was almost
stern.

“You have solemnly engaged your
word,” she said, calmly and firmly,
“and I should despise you if you broke
it!”

Kenneth Warde let drop the hand
which a moment before had lain trem-
bling in his clasp, but which was now
firm and steady. He had received his
answer, and knew it was irrevocable.

“You are right,” he murmured, de-
sparingly; “I must keep my promise,
though it breaks my heart!”

Neither spoke again till they parted
at Katie’s mother’s door with the single
word, “Farewell!”

Kenneth found his unclein a fine pas-
sion on his return the evening before
the day set for the wedding.

“Bear it like a man, my boy!” eried
the old gentleman, thrusting a letter
into Kenneth’s hand; “I suppose this
will explain all, and relieve me from the
hateful task.”

Kenneth opened the letter and read:

Mr. WimpE: 1 trust you will forgive
whatever pain this will cause you. I estcem
you too highly to give yon my hand wi hout
my heart. The latter has long been be-
stowed upon my cousin, Seth Ransen; and
it was only the importun ty of friends that

induced me in a moment of weakness to ac-
cept another’s offer. But, at the last bour,

I found myselt unequal to the sacrifice of a
true love to a fe gned one; and, yielding to
Seth’s persuasion, I consented to his plan of
a secret marriage, and am now his wife. I
remain, with much respect, your friend,
GrACE RANSEN.

“Bravo, Kenneth!” eried his uncle, as
the young man broke into a hearty
laugh; “I'm glad to see you treat it so!
The loss is hers, not yours.”

It was the day after the wedding that
was to have been that Kenneth Warde,
dusty and travel-stained, presented him-
sel before Mrs. Dene, and asked for
Katie.

“She has gone for a walkin the
wood,” was the answer; “she hasn’t
been quite well for a day or two past.”

Kenneth waited tohear no more. He
hurried along the old¥amiliar path; and
there, wlere he had spoken the rash
impassioned words which Katie had an-
swered so nobly, he found her seated,
leaning her head pensively on her hand,
the picture of despondent sorrow. He

‘was quite close before she looked up;

and, when she did so, he was startled to
see how wan and haggard were her
features.

“Wish me joy, Katie,” he cried.

“I do wish you joy, Kenneth—Mr.
Warde,“ she answered listlessly; “but I
hardly expected to see you here; and
where is your—your wife ?”

“Wife >—the best of it is I have no
wife!”

* Katie started to her feet, staggered,
and would have fallen, had not Kenneth
caught her in his arms.

Then he told her all; and never did
mortal man before relate with so much
gusto the story of his own jilting; and
when he kissed Katie at the end, why—
she let him.—Judge Clark.

THEY TURNED A RULE.
Less than three months ago a wreck

| of a man staggered into the office of a

' weekly paper in Eastern Michigan and

asked for money. to buy whisky.
Strangely enough the publisher was an
old schoolmate. They were boys to-
gether. They were apprentices in the
same town. They worked side by side
as finished compositors. One had so-
briety and thrift—the other had a good
heart and an open hand. Twenty years
made the cne rich and influential—the
other a drunkard who slept in the gut-
ter as often as in a bed. The‘one had
madeuse of what God had given him,
but the other had deliberately made
himself a wreck.

The meeting called up a host of rec-
ollections, and the contrast between
their situations was so great that the
old drunkard was sobered as he realized
it. He was offered work, but he had
become too broken. The stick and the
rule were no longer for him. He was
offered a temporary home, but he looked
at his rags and felt his shame for the
first time in months. 'When money was
handed him he waved it back and said:

“I shall not want it. I ask, in the

ame of olden days and as a fellow-
“craftsman, one little favor.”

“It shall be granted.”

“When you know that I am dead then
turn a rule for me and give me » single
line.”

The promise was made and the cold
wreck floated out again on the current
of life, borne here and there and feeling

o i
that death wasto be the end. Yesterday

a copy of the weekly reached the Free.
Press with proof that the editor had
fuifilled his promise. He had turned a
rule for the poor wreck, and Lad given
him a line: :

Died, September 27, 1582, George White.

That was all, but in that line was
such a sermon as no man on earth eould
deliver. For every word there was a
year of woe and degradation. For every
letter there were tears and heartaches,
and promises and failures.—Delroit
I'ree Press.

RICHES IN NEW YORK.

Ten years hence there will be no
middle class. In New York you could,
a few years back, count the millionaires
on your fingers. You can’t do it now.
I can name a hundred men and women
here worth a million each. When I was
8 boy a man with $300,000 clear was
rich. What is he now? That means
but 84,000 a year, and who can live in
any sort of shape on that? There may
be a few clergymen here and there who
can make both ends meet on that insig-
nificant figure; but, bless my soul and
buttons!—— However, what I wish to
get at and emphasize is this: Qur great
cities are loud with riches. On the
great avenue of New York there are
men to whom $100,000 is but a baga-
telle. T can take you to streets where
there are blocks upon blocks of houses
in which no man can live on less than
$15,000 to £20,000 a year. Hundreds of
men spend $10,000 a year who are not
worth ten cents beside. In other
words, they spend all they make. What
of it? Much. The rich grow richer
here and the poor poorer. Culture,
education and refinement do not neces-
sarily follow riches. Our railroad kings
are phenomenal in wealth. There are
so many of them that to be one is not to
be. singular; but in the extent and
amplitude of their possessions they are
unique and amazing. There are sec-
tions of New York where an annual in-
come of $450 would make its owner a
curiosity, and there are others where
an annual expenditure of $50,000 to
$100,000 is nothing out of the usual rut.
This being conceded, am I right or am
I wrong? Are we drifting into two
great currents—rich and poor—or not?
—Joe Howard, in Philadelphia Times.

HOW BANK NOTES ARE MADE,

Every one may not know that the
Government money is printed on paper
made in Dalton, a Massachusetts town,
in a mill that had its origin in colonial
times. As the grayish pulp passes be-
tween heavy iron rollers, bits of blue
and red silk thread are scattered overits
surface. From the pulp room to the
vanlt, where it is stored until shipped
to Washington, where it may be used
immediately or remain in the vault for
years.

During the past year there was print-
ed by the Government $46,000,000
worth of legal-tender notes, $68,070,000
of national-bank currency, $87,000,000
of bonds, $38,000,000 of silver certifi-
cates and $684,450,615 stamps for the
internal revenue. In the Bureau of
Printing and Engraving more than one
thousand persons are employed in wet-
ting, plate-printing, examining, press.
ing, numbering, separating, binding,
perforating and engraving. The bank-
note plate and stamp dies are kept in
vaults that require three men’s time a
qnarter of an hour to open. All the
Presidents down to Garfield have been
portrayed on bank notes, and three
Vice-Presidents, twenty-four Secre-
taries of the Treasury, ten Secretaiies
of State, six Secretaries of War, three
Postmaster Generals and Chief Justices
have been honored in the same way, be-
side twenty-six Senators and Repre-
sentatives and a few other noted per-
sons in science afd literature.

The highest denomination of legal
tenders is $10,000. The next is $5,000,
and $1,000, $500, $100, $50, $20, $10,
&5, 22, 81 follow. The highest value in
national-bank notes is $1,000. The
printing of a Dbank note requires
twenty-two or twenty-four days,
and during the process it passes
through the hands of fifty-two persons.
A womm in the counting department
has counted for seventeen years and
never made a misteke in that time.—
Providence Jowrnal.

It is said that Mark Twain is excess-
ively hored by those who think they
must talk nothing but nonsense in his
presence. Yt would seem from this that
an auther does not always enjoy quota-
tions from hLis own works. — Boslon
Transcript.

LADIES' SPORT IN FRANCE.

A French amusemeut at present is
frog-hunting and shooting, Ladies mo-
nopolize this sport, and the owner of a
park, with well-stocked ponds, opens the
day with a garden party. The weapon
is a cross-bow, having an arrow retained
in communication with the bow by
means of a silk cord; as froggy allows
his executioner to approach Very near,
his fate is sealed—the lady hauls himin,
and a bystander clears the arrow. The
poor receive all the game to make soup,
money being added to purchase a little
beef to make it stronger.

Pamis has 2269000 inhabitants, Ly-
576 000, Marsecilles 350,000, Lille
i73,000. Toulouse 140,000, Havre 103,-
209, Rheims 93,000, Angers 56,000, Niz-
za 66,000, Dijon 55,000.

ons

I7 is said that the oleomargarine fae-
teries of New York have a producing
ity of 116,000,009 pounds; the
butter factories of 111,000,000

Must delicious creamery but-
supplanted by this uncertain
xtare?
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8ho Grieved Ten [Thousand Doti, s’ Worth ot
the Start, but Wetkened as sne Graw

Oldor. >

She was a handsome and weNthy
young widow, and had just lost her hud-
band. Full of grief over the loss of her
beloved one, she sought a dealer in mon-
uments, a friend of the dear departed.

Seeing the sympathetic face of her
husband’s friend, the tears burst afresh
from her eyes as she greeted him,

“ You have heard it then; George is
gone,” :

Yes, he had heard it. :

“ And now,” said she, “Iwant {o get
a monument, the finest and most ia-
posing monument that you can make, I
don’t care for the expense. You have
them costing asmuch as $10,000, do you
not ?” she ventured.

Oh, yes, he could build a splendid
monument for that. He would prepare
a design and submit it to her.

“You will have it ready soon, wil!
you not?” she pleaded. *This even-
in g ? »

““No, not this evening,” he replied,
but he would hurry it up as fast as pos-
sibleand bringit to her residence. Andso
it was settled, and she went away very

grateful for the ready sympathy and
anxiously expectant for the design.

And then the monument man got out
an old design and had it transferred to
a clean piece of paper, and in fifteen
minutes was ready for the widow, but of
course it wouldn’t do to show up for a
week or so. The long days ged
out their weary length finally, and the
marble man, assuming an appropriately
funereal countenance, sought out the
widow and submitted his work. He
found her somewhat more reconciled to
her loss and a little inclined to be crit-
ical, but on the whole she was pleased
with the design.

““But,” she said, ““I have been talk-
ing over the matter with my sister, and
she thinks $5,000 ought to buy a very
nice monument. Couldn’t you make one
like that for $5,0002,

““No,” responded he, “but I can
build quite 2 handsome monumert for
$5,000. Shall Imake a design of one
for that figure?”

““Yes, I wish you would, please, and
I will cometo your office and examine it
in a week or two.” ;

‘I can make some alterations in theso
plans and have it ready very soon,” he
urged. ‘“Indeed, Icould bring it around
to-morrow just as well as not.”

““Oh, no; I won’t trouble you to do
so. There is no particular hurry about
it, and I will call upon you; it’s my
turn, you know,” and she smiled gra -
ciously upon him as she bowed him ont,

Well, what was a poor monument
man to do? He could only wait, and he
did wait, busying himself meanwhile in
getting up elaborate and really beautiful
designs. One day he met the lady on
the street, dressed in the merest apology
for half-mourning. He bowed obse-
quiously and informed her that the de-
sign was finished, and he thought would
notfail to be perfectly satisfactory.

“Oh,” shesaid, I havebeen so busy,
don’t you know, with one thing and an-
other, that I had forgotten all about it.
Let me see, how much was that to
cost?”

¢ Five thousand dollars,”

“Ob, dear, I reallycan’t afford to pay
that much. Now, conldn’t you "—this
very bewitchingly—* make a real nice
monument for about $500? I know you
can, and I will come around and see you
about it real socn ; good-by,”

Then the monument man went to his
office and told his grief to a three-legged
lamb and a stone angel.

Some time after this the charming
widow, with a male friead, whom she
called ‘Charley,” dropped in again.

““Do you know,” she said, ‘I feel so
ashamed to think that I never came
around to look at your pretty designs.
Charley and I have concluded that those
great, costly ornaments are so foolish,
after one’s dead, you know. We think
it’s wicked, don’t we, Charley ?” Charley
allowed that it was. ““But,” she con-
tinued, ‘“those little white boards, such

as they put at thesoldiers’ graves, Char-
ley and I think they are very nice. So
neat and unpretentious. Couldn’t you
make one of them for me and put
Goorge’s monogram on it? His initials
make sach a pretty monogram !”

fhen the monument man’s cup was
full, and he spilled itover on them. He
told her that Charley could get an old
shingle and tack one of George’s busi-
ness cards on it.

Then she called him *¢ a horrid beast,”
and Charley spoke of whipping him ¢ for
half 2 cent,” and they sailed off.—Cin-
cinnati Saturday Night.

BII:TH OF THE MOON.

At present, no doubt, the effect of the
tides in changing the length of the day
is very small, writes Prof, Ball in Nat-
ure. A day now is not apparently long-
er than a day a hundred years ago.
Even in a thousand years the change in
the length of the day is only the fraction
of a second. But the importance of the
change arises from the fact that the
change, slow though it is, lies always in
one direction. The day is continually
increasing. In millions of years the ac-
cumulated effect becomes not only ap-
preciable but even of startling magni.
tude. The change in the length of the
day must mvolve a corresponding change
in the motion of the moon, This is by
1o means obvious, It depends upon an
elaborate mathematical theorem. I can-
not attempt to prove this for you, but
think I can state the result so that it can
be understood without the proof. If the
moon acts on the earth and retards the
rotation of the earth, so, conversely,
does the earth resct upon the moon.
The mu;ﬂ_riit_gz;gmx_xted by the moon. so

I

at a distance of about 240,000
miles,
to increase that distance and to force the
moon to revolve in an orbit which is
continually getting lasger and larger.
Here, then, we have two remarkable
consequences of the tides which are in-
separably connected. Remember, also,
that we are not enunciating any mere
speculative doctrine, 7

These results are the inevitable conse-
quences of the tide. If the earth had
no seas or oceans, no lakes or rivers, if
it were an absolute rigid solid thoughount
its entire mass then these changes would
not take place. The length of the day
would never ealter, and the distance of
the moon would only fluctuate between
narrow limits, As thousands of years
roll on, the length of the day increases,
second by second, and the distance of
the moon increases, mile by mile, Thess
changes are never reversed. It is the
old story of the perpetual dropping. As
the perpetnal dropping wears away the
stone o the perpetunal action of the tides
has sculptured out the earth to the
moon, and still the action of the tides
continues. To-day is longer than yes-
terday ; yesterday was longer than the
day before. A million yearsago the day
probably contained some minutes less
than our present day of twenty-four
hours. Our prospect Coes not halt here,
We at once project our view back to an
incredibly remote epoch, wkich was a
crisis in the history of our system. Let
me say at once that there is great un-
certainty about the date of that crisis,
It must *have been about 50,000,000
years ago. It mayhave been very much
earlier. 'This crisis was the interesting
occasion when the moon was born, I
wish I could chronicle the event with
perfect accuracy, but I cannot be sure
of anything except that it was more
than 48,000,000.

AN INCIDENT OF SPOICTSYLVANIA.

In an article desecriptive of the battle
of Spottsylvania, Mr. J. H. Moore, who
was a member of the Seventh Tennes-
see regiment, says: “In eonclusion, I
desire to call the attention of those who
participated in the battle of Spottsyl-
vania to what appeared to me the most-
daring and desperate act of the war by
any battery. On the morning of the
13th, while I was within our works, I
saw to our right, distant about 500
yards and about the same distance im-
mediately in front of our artillery, a
Federal battery advance at full speed,
and there, in an open field, halt. The
artillerymen at once took out their
horses and sent them to the rear, as
much as to say: ‘We have come to
stay.’ This was within full view and
within easy reach of our forty pieces.
As quick as the horses were started
back every man of that battery was
seen digging, yet I could hardly think
they were in earnest, for I was satisfied
that if our artillery would but once
open on them not a man could escape.
Presently our artillery opened, and as
soon as the smoke cleared off I could
see that digging with desperate energy
was kept up by the survivors. Death
and destraction, I thought, would be
the portion of the battery and its brave
defenders, for it appeared at times as if
their very caissons were literally cov-
ered with bursting shells, yet, strange
to say, a few gallant fellows survived
the attack of the forty field pieces, and
amid showers of shot and shell succeed-
ed in throwing up tolerably-secure
works. They came to stay and they
did remain. This was the bravest act
of the war, and in the hope that I may
yet learn who those gallant fellows were
I mention the incident.”

LOVE IN CHICAGO.

“Shall you miss me, Sweetheart ?”

George W. Simpson was going away,
far away to the trackless solitudes of
St. Louis, and when he had told Daphne
McCarthy of his intended journey the
girl had spoken not a word, but lain her
head gently on his shoulder and wept
as if her heart would break.

But when he asked the question with
whicl: this chapter opens, the little
head, with its coronal of fluffy-brown
hair, had risen slowly, and the pansy-
brown eyes of the girl had looked into
his and gleamed with the holy light of
a love that could never die.

“Shall T miss you?” she cried despair-
inglv. But
yeu cannot understand this. No man
can feel the loss of Lkisses and love
words a&s a woman can, nor hate the
slow-creeping, wakeful nights, and the
gray dawns that come with no promise
of strong arms and a loving he s and
words of courage, and the windy sun-
sets that die away on a day that has
held no bezauty or brightness. No man
can feel the deadly hunger in time of
famine that a woman feels when love
that always beckons and allures her is
out of reach of her longing hands and
loving lips.”

“But I shall notbe gone so very long,
darling,” whispered George, “and I
have told the candy man to let yon have
whatever you want on my aceount.”

“You have done this?” asks the girl,
putting her dimpled arms around his
neck. ',

“Yes,” was the reply.

“Then,” said Daphne, the wistfal
look gone from her face, “you cannot
go too soon.”—Chicago Tribune.

“AL, yes, sorely enough.

Ir takes 100,000 elephants yearly to
supply the ivory for the world. When
the elephants are gone the cows wiil have
to lock up their horns to keep 'em.

Cnicaco gamblers annually ficece
their dupes of 88,000,000,

The reaction of the earth tends

- —“hl

HEMOPHILIA.

Heemophilia is a very learned looking
word, and as it should do it bespeaks a
disease of which we know very little.
The malady which from time to time so
unhappily incapacitates H. R. H. Prince
Leopold, is one which most unprofes-
sional people think to be due to some
abnormal condition of the skin. A per-
son who bleeds easily is said to have
only one skin in place of the proper
number, which it must puzzle many to
tell. It is not, however, any such maf-
formation, but what it is is much less
certain. Such persons bleed easily
from not only the skin when wounded,
but from the gums and mouth and mu-
cous membranes. They also bruise
easily, and in the same way it is prob-
able that the troubles in the joints from
which they suffer are to be explained
by supposing some slight injury to the
synovial membrane, and a subsequent
escape of fluid to the cavity of the joint.
We do not know what is the malforma-
tion or disease which predisposes to
such an easy escape of the blood from
its proper channels. The chemical oon-
stitution of the blood has been thought
by some to be at fault, the smaller
blood-vessels by others; but no chemi-
cal or microscopieal investigations that
have been conducted as yet have been
anything but contradictory, and there-
fore have been without result. One
curjous fact, however, has been elicited
from various observations that have
been made, and this is that it has been
hereditary to a marked degree, and that
it is transmitted along the male much

oftener than along the female line.—-

British Medical Journal.

THE GREAT WALL OF CHINA.

It runs from a point on the Gulf of
Liantung, an arm of the Gulf of Pechili
in Northeastern China, westerly to the
Yellow river, thence makes a great
bend to the south for nearly 100 miles,
and then runs to the northwest for sev-
eral hundred miles to the Desert of Gobi.
Its length is variously estimated to be
from 1,250 to 1,500 miles. For the
most of this distance it runs through a
mountainous country, keeping on the
ridges, and winding over many of the
highest peaks. In some places it is
only a formidable rampart, but most of
the way it is eomposed of lofty walls of
masonry and concrete, or impacted lime
and clay, from twelve to sixteen feet in
thickness, and from fifteen to thirty or
thirty-five feet in height. The top of
this wall is paved for hundreds of miles,
and crowned with crenallated battle-
ments, and towers thirty to forty feet
hizh. In numerous places the wall
climbs such steep declivities that its
top ascends from height to height in
flights of granitesteps. An army could
march on the top of the wall for weeks
and even months, moving in some places
ten men abreast.

THE CRADLE OF THE
WORLD.

Sir R: Temple read a most striking
paper before the British Association on
the cradle of the Tartar world, the gi-
gantic Asiatic platean usually 4,000 feet
high, which stretches from the Hima-
laya to the Altai and the mountain bor-
ders of China, covers more than 2,000,-
000 square miles—two Indias—and is
wealled out from civilization by mount-
ains 20,000 feet high. Though partly
desert—as in that strange dried sea, the
Desert of Gobi—much more is still fer-
tile, while there is reason to believe it
contains some of the richest. mineral
districts in the world.

No territory is so little known to
Europeans, yet probably from hence
came many of the tribes whose pressure
drove the barbarians upon Rome; while
in the tenth century its clans so in-
creased in numbers and in a kind of
civilization that in the thirteenth cent-
ury Jenghiz Khan and his successors
ruled armies of 500,000 cavalry, threat-
ened the whole world, and conquered it
from the Yellow sea to the Baltic. A
Tartar reigns in China, and the last
Emperor of Delhi was a descendent of
Jenghiz.—London Spectator.

TARTAK

THE MEAsCAN BURRO,

The Mexican Lurro, the ass of the
seripture, seen everywhere here, is an
animel worth studying. He can carry
a load bigger than himself, and his en-
durance is amazing.
of trot.

His gait is a sork
Sometimes a dozen or more of
them move in processidn, one behind
the other. The burden is tied on
“amidships,” as o sailor would say, and
the driver, if wants to ride,
jumps np astern.  Frequently two men
mount one burro, and I saw one stag-
gering along under two women and &
child. They are nice, gentle creatures,
when you know them long and intimate-
Iy, but they have no fancy for strangers,
and malke no new acquaintances if they
can help it. They will hoist and buck
and kick if they dont know the party
en top of them, and unless the party
can hang on {o nothing, for there are
no sadd es or br dles to cling to, he will
find himself sprawling on the ground,
and wondering where the blessed aon-
Ley has gone to.

The mule, a sort of step-brother of
the burro, is another interesting quad-
raped. He is b'gger, stronger and
more vieious than the burro, hasa wick-
ed disposition, an uncertain temper, is
entirely unreliable, and a dead shot with
his Leels if he can get within range. It
takes an expert to handle him. Hitch-
inz him up is a dangerous occupation.
Mules are employed on all the stage
lines, two being at the pole and four in
front. They will travel a long distance
at nine miles an hour, but there is no
telling when they will take it into their

he

Lieads to jump the trail and run awav

H

over the prairies. It takes two drivers
to steer the stage. Nobody can ride a
Mexican mule but a Mexican, but Mex~
icans can ride anything. They are su-
perb horsemen—natural riders. They
seem to be glued to the animal under
them. To be thrown from a horse would
disgrace a Mexican, who is proud to be
one of a nation of equestrians.—Chi-
hwalwa letter.

ICELANDIC FARM-HOUSES.

The farm-houses (Bae) differ mate-
rially from those of the town, being
built of lava blocks, with a turf cover-
ing for the roof, secured by flat stones
to prevent displacement during the vio-
lent winter storms. A bae is about
twelve feet in width by twenty in length,
but the larger ones comprise several of
these buildings joined together, then
including out-houses for the storage of
cattle, fodder, fuel and produce. The
low entrance at the gable extends
through the length of the building, ter-
minating at the kitchen, where a raised
hearth, about three feet high, supplies
all the artificial heat. The chimney,
simply a hole in the roof, allows part of
the smoke to escape and admits a few
rays of light to that end of th& build-
ing. Alongside the fireplaea the unfort~
unate chickens roost and the store of
peat and the few culinary utensils oceu-
py the remainder of the limited space.
On either side of the passage-way there
are generally two rooms, one side being
used for storage purposes, the other for
sleeping apartment. These rooms have
a bed or bunk on each side, raised
about two feet above the haxnd ground
floor, each hunk accommodating several
persons. A hole cut through the wall,
opposite the only window and stopped
by a plug, is intended for ventilation,
but they told ns that it is seldom used,
the great desideratum being heat at the
smallest expenditnre of fuel. What
these hmts must be when the drifting
snow compels the ociupants to elose all
the openings, and the stifling smoke,
such smoke as only peat ¢ make,
combines with the odors of live stock
and dried {ish, may better be imagined
than experienced. Turi, the only fuel,
is dug in all parts of the smrrounding
lowlands, sometimes from the suriace,
bat oiten trom a depth of ten or twelve
feot,evidenced by the deep pits along the
roadside.

THE MEXICAN BURRO.

The Mexican burro, the ass 6f the
seripture, seen everywhere here, is an
animal worth studying. He can carry
a load bigger than himself, and his en-
durance is amazing. His gait is a sort
of trot. Sometimes a dozen or more of
them move in procession, one behind
the other. The burden is tied on
“amidships,” as a sailor would say, and
the driver, if he wants to ride,
jumps up astern. Frequently two men
mount one burro, and I saw one stag-
gering along under two women and a.
child. They are nice, gentle creatures,
when you know them long and intimate-
ly, but they have no fancy for strangers,
and make no new acquaintances if they
can help it. They will heist and buck
and kick if they don’t know the party
on top of them, and unless the party
can hang on to nothing, for there are
no saddies or bridles to cling to, he will
find himself sprawling on the ground,
and wondering where the blessed don-
key has gone to.

The mnule, a sort of step-brother of
the burro, is another interesting quad-
ruped. He is bigger, stronger and
more vicious than the burro, hasa wick-
ed disposition, an uncertain temper, is
entirely unreliable, and a dead shot with
his heels if he can get within range. It
takes an expert to handle him. Hitch-~
ing him up is a dangerous occupation.
Mules are employed on all the stage
lines, two being at the pole and four in
front. They will travel a long distance
at nine miles an hour, but there is no
telling when they will take it into their
heads to jump the trail and run away
over the prairies. It takes two drivers
to steer the stage. Nobody can ride &
Mexican mule but a Mexican, but Mex-
icans can ride anything. They are su-
perb horsemen—natural riders. They
seem to be glued to the animal under
thent. ‘'To be thrown from a horse would
disgraee a Mexican, who is proud to be
cnoof a nation of equestrians.—Chi-

A vouxc man at Elkhart, Ind., has
started a six-column weekly paper with
the avowed object of ‘‘restoring to the
republic its wonted grandeur and pros-
perity.” You can’t do it, young fellow.
We tried for six years to restore the re-
public to its wonted grandeur and pros-
perity by publishing the ablest paper in
this coun‘ry and taking turnips and
slab-wood on subscription, and never
had money enough to buy a dog; but of
late years we have let the wonted grand-
eur of the republic shirk for itself, and
the 1st of January we had over $6.—
Peck's Sun.

Tar best things are nearest ; breath in
your nostrils, light in your eyes, flowers
at your feet, duties at your hand, the
path of God just beforz you. Then do
not grasp at the stars, but do life’s plain
common work as it comes, certain that
daily duties and daily bread are the
sweetest things of life.

WirrHOUT earnestness no man is ever
great or does really great things. He
may be the cleverest of men, he may be
briliiant, entertaining, popular, but he
will want weight. No soul-moving pict-
ure was ever painted that had not its
depth of shade.

United States from preventable diseases
and avoidable accidents.



