e

You who judge by what yeu ses,
Often fail to Judge aright;
Stars are shining solemnly
In the day as in the night.
All the day they lie concealed
By the glory of the sun;
Bat at eve they shine revealed
In the azure, one by one.

8o the daylight of » smile
May but vail the human face,
Hiding, for a little while,
Every care and sorrow’s trace.
Look beneath the outward show,
+« Through the sunshine to the night;
And, from what you sarely know,
Learn to see and judge aright !
— William Winter,

Borrrobeela Gha.

A strangeripreached last Sunday,
And crowds of people came

TO hear a two hours' sermon
With a barbarous sounding name

‘T'was all about some hoathen
Thousands of miles afar,

Who lived in a Jand of darkness
Called Borrroboola Ghs

80 well Lhe'r wants he pictured
That when the plate was passod
Each listener felt his pooket,
And goodly sums were cast
For al' must lend a sbonlder
To push the relling car
That carried light and comfort
To Barrrobools Gha.

That night their wants and sorrows
Lay beavy on my soul

And in deep moditation
1 took my worning stroll;

Till something canght my mantle
With cager grasp and wild,

And looking down with wonder
I saw a hittle chuld

A pale and puny creature
In dirt and rags forloru

What could she want, 1 guestioned.
Impatient to be gone.

With trembling voice she auswered,
““We live just down the street
And mamma she
And we've »

s a-dyin

Down in 3 wretocbed basement,
With mold ape walls,
Through whose half-buried windows
God s supshine never falls;
Where oold, and waut, and hanger
Crovtehed near ber as she lay,
I forund a fellow-creature
Gasping ber life away.

A ohair, & broken table
A bed of dirty straw,
A hearth all dark and fireloss
But these I scarcely saw
For the mournful sight before me,
The sad and sickening show
Oh, never had I pictured
A soene 8o full of woe

The fawished sxd the naked,
The babes that pine f cead

The squalid group that huddled
Arcund the dying bed

All this Qistress and sorros
Sheuld be in lands afar

Was I suddeniy transplanted
To Borrroboola Gha

Ah, no! the poor and wretchod
Were ciose beside my door,

And I had passed them heedless
A thonsand times before.

Alas for the cold and hungry
That met me every day,

While all my tears were given
To the suffering far away.

There's work enough for Christians
In distant lands, we know;

Our Lord commands his servanta
Through all the world to go

Not only to the heathen;
This was his charge to them—

* Go preach the word, beginning
First at Jerusalem.™

Oh, Christian, God has promised
Whoe'er t3 thee has given

A cup of pure cold water
Shall find reward 1n heaven

Wonuld yon secure the blessing,
You need not seek it far;

Go, find in yonder hovel
A Borrroboola Gha.

ligious Hera

THE TWO ROBERTS.

Singing softly to himself, Robert Ed- !

’

bary rode ‘‘over dale and over down'’
in the sweet stillness of the July night.
Hardly a breath of air was stirring in
the branches of the trees. Now and
then an invisible night bird piped a
solitary note to keep him company, and
soft waves of light streamed over the
hills as the queenly moon, well attended
by her guards, rode indolently down the
broad highway of heaven. The blue
dome, looking soit as velvet, was, like
the fabled path of love, strewn thickly
with the golden kisses of the stars.

As he gained the last hill, whose
summit gazed on the little watering-

lace which was for a few weeks to be

is destination, he involuntarily drew
rein and sat silemt & moment, enjoying
the moonlight seene. On las left an
old-fashioned brick house reared its
twisted chimueys aloft, So elose was
he to it that its sharp gables seemed to
cut the air over his head, and only a
strip of green lawn, bordered by horse-
chestnut trees, separated him from the
windows, gleaming in the moonlight,

¢ Scepter and crown I'd fling them down,

It I might™—

Robert Edbury hushed s song when
he perceived, for the.first time, his very
close proximity to the honse aud the
windows,

* The substautial home of some sub-
stantial farmer,” bhe said to himself, ** I
had befter move on, or Lis daughters

think I am serepading them.”

oo late! Just then a window was
opened softly overhead, and a lady’s face
appeared at it. In the rush of bright
mooalight Robert caught sight of the
long ripple of gold-gleaming hair, snd
was sure that the face was lovely. At
any rate, the voice was.

“ Robert, dear, is it yon ?”

For half a minute Robert Edbury was
mute with surprise, and mede no answer.

“Jt is you, Robert, Why don’t you

on

He spoke, then, low, and with hesita-
tion.

“ How do you know it was I?”

“0Of course I knew it was you.”
There was a flash of petulance in the
sweet voice now. *‘ Who else but you
conld be riding and singing in that ab-
surd wuy at this hour of the night, and
halting before the house ? Have you a
cold, Robert? Your voice sounds dif-
ferent from what it nsnally does.”

¢ Perhaps it is the night air,” answer-
ed Robert, wickedly, and getting his
wits partially together. “Or I ma
have cracked it with singing.” But sti
he spoke.in the most subdued of tones,
««T did not expect the pleasure of speak-
ing with you.” L

“The very idea of your coming up on
horseback at this night hour! You
know you onght not to be out. Why
did you do it? Where are yen going?
Into Spafield ?”

«To be sure.”

« But what for?”’

“To gee a friend.”

«Who is it?” came the quick re-

nee. ¢ Not—not Nelly Cameron ?”
—with a shade of jealousy in the tone
now, ‘‘Are the Camerons receiving
this evening ?”

« Not that I know of,” returned Rob-
ert Edbury, promptly. “I swear to
you I was not going to see Nelly Cam-
eron. I have not spoken with a single
young lady to-day, except yourself.”

« Poor Robert!” and a little laugh
rippled lightly on the air. ‘‘But do go.
You know what your health is, and that
you have no business to be ridiug at
this time of night. You ought to take
better care of yourself. You will be
laid up to-morrow ; your voice ll!ﬁd{
sounds strange and altered. -

* tb" -

+¢ One moment,” eried Robert Edbury,
earnestly, as he leaped from his horse,
fastemed the bridle to the gate, and

stepped inside beneath the window,
where gleamed that mysterious, enchant-
ing face. ‘‘ Won't yon give me & flow-
er—you can easily reach that clustering
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“To see the leaf fake fire now,

To ses, and then to wonder how

The glory paases on the bough,
‘While panting gress-tops i

1878,

NUMBER 51.

| vine by your casement.
haps I shall wish to ask you some time
to forgive me some great offense, Won't

a token "'

Ik, Of course

you gve me a flower fo
{  ** How strangely you ta

I would give you a flower ; but these are

ounly honeysuckles, and you kuow we

promised to give each other nothing but
roses, Bat stay !"—the pretty voice
canght itself. **I huve a bunch of vio-
[lots on my table, Would you like
| them "

* Anything — anything that comes
{from your hand!" whispered Robert,
| more sincerely than he always spoke,

The bright face disappeared a moment
| from the window and then returned--a
{ white hand gleamed in the moounlight.

““There, take them, and now you must
{go! Quick! I hear some one stirring
| Suppose it should be mamma! Good-
| night, dear Robert."”
| ﬁ'he\ window was softly closed, and in

an instant after Robert was groping for

the violets in the wet grass, He found
them where they foll. But, as they
| were falling, the quick eyes of Robert
i Edbury had discerned something, bright
as a star, falling too, The small strip
| of grass where he had stood was entirely
| n the shade, hidden from the light by
the large horse-chestnut trees, and he
had to grope in the dark for this glitter
| ing thing. An instant’s search revea'ed
it to be what he suspected—a lady's
| bracelet, It was circlet of
gold, studded with crystal. The quick
movement had unclasped it from her
arm ; and Robert, with a smile, put it
side by side with the withered bunch of
violets in his pocket as he rode away.

“ Soepter and crown I'd fling them down.
sang Mr. Edbury as he rode swiftly on
in the purple dusk of the trees. *‘Scep-
ter and crown, if I had them, I'l fling
them down for the one bare chanee of
| bearing that lovely voice once again.”
| He was alone; there was no one to
see him ; and taking the violets out of
his pocket he kissed them tenderly.
It was most absurdly silly of him do it ;
but who of us does not do silly things
in the heyday of our youth's morning ?
Silly things tha we blush'for afterward,
perhaps ; just as Robert Edbury blushed
when putting the violets again quickly
ﬂ":l'\'.

 Scepter and crown I

It [‘m:gl.z
But bis song got no farther than that ;
it died away in thought,

Passing arm-in-arm down the crowded
dancing-room of the Spa the next even-
ing, with his friend Norton, Robert
Edbury’s qnick ear was caught by s note
which at once arrested his attention.
He had said that he should know that
| divine voice again, hear it wherever or
whenever he might, and he was not mis-
taken, A certain remonstrance lay in its
tone ; not to say mischief.

“But who could it have been, Robert,
if it was not yon? It frightens me to
think of it. It—it was somebody of

our height and figure. It must have
{)«-n yourself, Robert.”

“Bat I tell you it was not, Jessie, 1
should like to know who it was,”

“ He was a gentleman, I am sare”
| with a stress upon the word. * You
| need not be put out, Robert.”

Robert Edbary turned and saw close be-
| side him, leaning on that other Bobert's
| arm, a young girl surpassingly beauntiful.
| Roses mingled with the bright gold of
| her hair, shone in the bosom of her
| dress, and a bunch of them was some-
| how intertwined with the slender gold
| wrist-chain attached to her fan.

Mr. Edbury canght bis breath, as,
| turning her face, the girl's soft violet-
i blne eyes rested for s moment unrecog-
nizingly on his.

““Who is she ?” he whispered eagerly
to his friend. *‘ How lovely she is!
{ What is her name ? By heaven! I never

believed in divine loveliness before ; but

here it is, pure and nndefiled. What is
her name ?”

““It is Miss Chassdane,” was the an-
swer. She and her mother live at the
Grove, half a mile out of town.”

“ A farm-house,” remarked Robert.

“No, it is not, It looks not unlike
one, They are people of property. Yes,
she is very pretty. I'll introduce ygu if
you like,”

Half an hour later Robert Edbury was
bending over the young lady’s hand in
the pretty secluded gloom of a vine-

! wreathed window, They were as much
alone as it is possible for one to be in
the heart of a busy, unheeding crowd.

The first notes of a Strauss waltz were

beckoning the dancers, and gay couples

went langhing, hurrying by.

“ You are not engaged for this valse?”
said Robert eagerly.

Some remembered cadence of his voice
struck the young girl's memory, and,
forgetting to answer him, she looked at
him doubtfully, while s rosy blush
swept over her forehead. She half kuew
kim and half did not.

“ Will you let me look at your card ?"
he pursued, as, with perfect courtesy in
his voice and manner, he took the bit of
gilt and enameled pasteboard which she
bad tncked away amid the roses at he

| wrist.

“I—I half promised tlus dance to
| Robert,” she stammered, flingiog a

quick glance over her shonlder into the

swaying crowd.

“Then I shall claim it,” answered the
other Robert, with an audacious smile.
He stooped and picked up a rosebud that
bad fallen, and then held it trinmphant-
ly before the flushed and startled face

| by his side.

| “Bee!” he said, gayly; ‘I saved it
from being crushed under foot, Will

! you not give it to me ?”

But she reached out her hand impul-
sively. *‘‘I—I never give roses to
strangers,” she replied, with a cold,
frightened. air, ** They are Mr.
Robert Stonor’s roses, Give it back to
me, if youf please.”

““ My name is Robert, t0o,” he said,
in the same gayly-tender voice, thongh

| his dark face chapged a little at her
| frank confession. *‘ My name is Robert,
| too, Miss Chassdane, Therefore, may I
| not claim the rose?”
The soft blue eyes, filied with tears,
tﬂew up and met eais. She knew him
{then. ' Frightened and ashamed)’and
| trembling from head to foot, she rose
| impulsively to her feet. He took a step
backward, and they stood wso, facing
each other a moment in the gay unheed-
ing crowd.
| “I know you now,” gasped Jessie.
| *“ How dare you speak to me again—yon
{are very presuming, sir. I will not bear
it. Give me back my flower and leave
me.”

‘“Nay,” i said gently, but in the
{tone of a master, ‘‘is there cause for
’lnget ?* And in a low, reasoning, per-
{ suasive voice he spoke to her for some

momeuts, and the rising spirit was calm-

ed. In spite of herself and against her
will she was becoming irresistibly at-
tracted to this man.

| “*Give me this one waltz, Miss Chass-
dane, and then I will give you back your
rose. It will be a fair exchange. But
nind what I tell you, as sure as there is
a heaven above us the day iscoming
when you will offer me a rose unasked.
Come !”

The old rose-red flush drifted over
the youmg girl's face; his words, and
more thap all, his manner, impr
her as he meunt they should. He stood,
with proffered arm, courteously still be-
side her, and, though protesting inward-
1y with all her might that she would not
d’v.noa, she gave him her hand, and in
another moment they were floating de-
liciously together to the strains of the
seductive music. .

5
a4 sieuder

d fling them down,

Perhaps—per-

When it was over, Robert lad her to
her seat near some friends ; her mother
had not gane to the rooms that uight.
She looked very pale. The pretty rose
color had all died out of the sweet ronud
cheeks,

** Are you faint ? "' he asked anxiously,
bending over her, ‘‘Are you tired?
Shall 1 get you some water ?°

“No, no!" she eried, shrinking away
from him. **1 am not faint —but look at
Mr. Robert Stonor, 1 have offended
him. He is angry because I danced
with youn, Oh, what shall 1 do? Heis
my cousin, and has ill-health, and he
must not be excited.”

Robert Edbury turned, and saw stand
ing near him that other Robert, who
threatenad to be—or perhaps was—no
wean rival, His ill-health was evident
One bhand was pressed to his side as if
to still some pain there, and on his
handsome blonde face, which was marked
by unmistakable traces of confirmed
sickness, a clond of jealous anger rested
heavily

The eyes of the two men met, and
each knew the other for a rival,

A balf smile of scorn, as he looked,
curled Robert Edbury’s ips. In s case
like this & man has no pity for the ail
ments of another. With s grave face, he
took from his pocket the rosebud and
laid it in Miss Chassdsune’s lap.

“ Here is your rose,” he saud, quietly
“1 restore it to you at your wish, Bat
remember what [ said ; and believe me,
time will prove to be no false
prophet.”

Without waiting for au answer, he
bowed and disappeared amid the throng
of dancers, seeking her no more that
night, .

“Is Miss Chassdane engaged to that
man ? " he questioned of his friend Nor-
ton,

‘[ believe there 1s no positive engage-
ment,” was the reply. Mrs, Chassdane,
it is said, objeots to it."”

“On does

me

what soore she object ?
: Stonor has a small com
pact estate close by, and is well off. On
the seore of his uncertain health. Alse,
they are consins.’

““What is it that
him? "

“Some complication, connected with
both the lungs and the heart, which, I
conelnde, renders treatment diffienlt.”

* Do you think Miss €Chessdane cares
for him ?

*1 don't think she loves him, Edbury

—if that's what you mean, It seems to
me that she likes him more as a brother,
When eligible attenbons are paid to
girls, they feel flattered, you know, and
respond accordingly. Nine ont of ten of
them understood nothing of their own
ings, and mistake friendship for
Robert Stonor and Miss Chass-

is the matter with

ove,

,dane have grown up together — have

\

i

|
‘.
|

been like brother and sister,”
Frequently they met after that. It
was an nnusually gay seasop at Spa
fleld, and entertainments abounded ac-
cordingly. In the morwing drinking
the water, or making believe to drink it;
in the afternoon sauntering in the gar-
dens, or on the parade ; in the eveniog
at the rooms, or at private parties ; two
or three times did Mr. Edbury and Miss
Chassdane meet, and linger together,
and converse with each other. Robert
Edbury's time was his own, and he staid
on, e could have staid forever, The
two or three weeks' sojourn he had in-
tended bad more than doubled itself ;
for he had learned to love her passion
ately ; and all the world might see it for
asught he cared. She too, might see it,
if she chose ; but whether she did or
vot, he could not tell, judging from the
grave and sweet dignity with which she
met and bore back his eager attentious.
At length there came an evening when
he was determined to put his fate to the
test ; to go on this un ertainty was
worse th nt They had not

an torment,
been much disturbedby Robert Stonor;
a paroxysm of his complaint had con-
fined that gentleman to his own home.

And so Robert Edbary went up to the
old gabled house, before which hus horse
had halted that first night, and sought
an interview with Miss Chassdane, She
was quite alone, The long French win-
dow by which she sat was flung wide
open, and the low red sunlight, stresm-
ing in over her, lighted ©p her fair gold
hair and the roses in her dress,

*“ How beautiful she is!" he thought
as he took her hand in his. ** What.f
[ should not win her after all! But ]
will make a hard fight for it.”

Jessie looked up inquiripgly into his
“ Yon are very silent,” she smd ;
and then, catching the earnest look in
his eyes, she blushed violently and drew
away her hand.

“] love yon,"” he passionately breke
forth in a low tremulous tone, break-
ing his emotional silence. *“*1I have
come to you this evening to risk my {age
by saying this, to win or to lose all.
Jessie, you must know how I love you ;
how I have loved you all along, from
that very first night that I spoke to you,
neither of us knowing the other, Will
you not give me some hope of love in
geturn? Do not send me from you an
utterly broken and discouraged man!"”

Jessie was silent for s moment—one
long, cruel moment to Robert Edbury
—then the small, sweet face was turned
to him with gentle dignity. He knew
his doom beforeland, ere she spoke the
words,

“You must know how useless it was
to speak to me of this,” she said. ** You
knew—surely, you must have known—
that I was engaged to my cousin, Rob
ert Stonor.,"”

* BEogaged to him ? "

“Yes. We are engaged.'’

Neither epoke for a time The scent
of the flowers, blooming in the lonely
grounds on this side of the House, away
from the dusty and busy highway,
seemed to mock them with its sweetness;
the clust: ring shranbs and trees waved
gently in the summer evening breease,

He counld not speak at once; the sense

face.

of his bitter loss was too great. The
setting sun streamed in upon him,
his distressed face. It

lightiug ny
seemed to him that the great old-fash-
joned clock in the hail ticked out the
jeering words:

“Lost! Lost!! Lostl!]”

* Engaged !"" he said, at length, with
a long-drawn breath. *“‘I did not know
it. But engagements, where no love is,
hate been broken many times before
now !”

“Hush!” cried Jessie. **Do not
speak like that again. It would kill
him! You do not know what you are
saying."

“ Kill him !"

“If he heard it, I meant,
he trusts me.”

“ And you are sacrificing yourself for
him !—for a fancy ! Hear the truth,
Jessie, You care not for Mr., Stonor,
except as a cousin or a brother.
amine your own heart, and it will tell
yon that you do not. You care for me.
You love me.
half look has betrayed it to me, Yes,
my darling, it is Robert Edbury you
have learned to love, not Robert Btonor.
Your blnshes, my love, are betraying
itnow. Yon'—

“ What was that ?” shricked Jessie,

A low, smothered sound, half groan,
half ery, came in from the open window.
1t was so full of pain that & man wounld
not care to hear it twice in a lifetime,
Before either could rush out Robert
Stonor stood in the opening,

It was a figure never to be forgotten.
His handsome face was distorted with
either pain or anger ; his lips trembled;

He says

Ex- |

Many a half word, a |

' '
his left hand was pressed, with the old
familiar gesture, upon his heart,

“ Falso, false that you are!" broke
at length from his bloodless lips, as Lo
soised Jesste with his right hand, ** You
told we that you did uot eare for Rob
ort Edbury ! You told me’

A pause, & stagger ; aud with a fright
ful shiver he fell on the carpet.  Robert
Edbary broke the fall partially, but he
was not guick enough to quite save him
from 1t. Jessie flew from the room for
asnistance,

** Robert Stouor here
wildered Mrs, Chassdane
he was oconflued
home."”

Heo had been confined to his chamber;
but, alas, he had crept out of it that
evening, and come up to the house to
seo Joame, With the fond hope of sur
prising her iu the usual evening-room,
he had gone rouund the shrubbery, it
tending to enter by the window, and had
heard all,

On the floor, there as he lay, his head
raised on a cushion by the hands of
Robert Edbury, he died. The
men said he could not, in any oase, have
lived many months, if weeks, but that
the agitation tad killed him,

It was many long days after that,
when she had r'sen from the sick bed to
which this shoc< of sudden death had
brought her, that Robert Elbury came
to say farewell to Miss Chassdane,

The interview was brief, studiedly
brief, for, with the shadow of that dead
man lying between them, speech was
difficult to both,

- (}~nll~l))‘(‘,”
to him an attenunated hand.
you may find happiness and peace

““But we shall meet again ™ ened
Robert, eagerly. *‘Surely — surely
some time in the future I may come to
you."

“ Hush !"

eriad the be-
“1 thought
chamber at

o his

1
metioal

she oried, reaching out

*I hope

she oried, the tears rolling
piteously down her cheeks. **You
must not speak of that Hobert's
shadow wounld always come between us,
as he fell there on the floor, We killed
him! We killad him !" aund she wrung
her pale hands together in strong ex
citement,

*Stop !" said Robert Edbuary, quite
sternly, ** You are taking an altogether
mistaken view of the truth, Ask your
mother; ask any one, But you are weak
and ill yet, Jessie, and the time has not
come for me insist on this, Let us
think of him, poor fellow, as one who
must, if he bad lived, have suffered
much, snd who Las mercifully found
peace in the rest of death.”

He stood for a moment looking with &
fond longing into the small, sweet face,
from which the snmmer r had fled
with grndging haste. Then takiong from
his pocket a fragile gold and crystal
cirelet he held it out to her, It was the
bracelet she lost that first night of their

to

oy

weeting.
] found it under the window that
night with the wviolets,” he smid. “It

fell from vour wrm. Will you take it
back now ?
A faint lovely tinge of red flickered
into her cheeks once
“No!" she an

his dark

looking into
with tender, gentle wist-
fulness; ** [—I don't want to recall that
night, or anything conpected with it
You may keep it if you hike

So be kissed her hand and said fare-
well. Bat he left a whisper behind him,

“* When again, re
member me,"”

A year went by, and no

face

the roses bloom

message

came, The second year he said to him-
self, *“Surely she willi send for me
now!"™ But May and June crept by,

and July came; but not one word came
from Jessie Chassdane, He was grow
ing sick with ild and helpless de
spair, for he felt how worse than useless
it wonld be
day a letter can
bird to his heart

““ The roses are 1

one fgr you !”
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nncalled, when one

caw

» fluttering

bloom, sud there s

Churches in New York

A metropolitan paper says Now
York has pot %0 many churches as is
generally supposed. The common no
tion of the number is aboat 600, which
wonld not be many for a city containing
over 1,000 000 people, While ehinrches
have #tondily increased here, it is
thought by many of the orthodox that
they have ncreased nearly so rapidly
as they should have done; not, mhm\’.,
mn :‘rf-;mr!:nn fo the growing pnpul:.l'.v-n
of tke metropolis, The churches at
present number 375, Jivided among the
following sects :  Prolestant Episcopal,
seventy-three; Rouan Cathole, fifty-
four; Methodist Episcopal, fifty; Pres-
byterian, forty-one; Baptist, thirty-one;
Jews, twenty-five ; Lutheran, twenty-
ene; Dutch Reformed, twenty; African
Methodist Episcopal, nine; United
Presbyterian, seven; Congregational,
six; Reformed Presbyterian, five ; Uni-
versalist, five; Unitarian, four; Friends,
three; miscellapeous twenty-one; among
the last, one True Duteh Reformed, one
Swedenborgian, one Greek Oatholie, It
often has been said that there is a mosque
here, and also a Josh temple to which
Mobammedans and the Chinese resort ;
but this seems to be one of the facts of
imagination that so abound nowadays.
There may bea place where the Manhat-

t8n Celestials worship, butit isnot worthy |

the name of a temple. The churches give,
according to the population, abont one
to every 2,800 inbabitants; but a very
large proportion of these do not attend
churech at ail. Itis said that there are in
thecity well-nigh 2,000 licensed liquor or
beer shops, or one to every 500 of the
population, which would go to show that

bodily thirst for aleohalic or malt liquors |

is nearly six times as great as hnnger of
'lﬂ' .“"”l.
is always on the surface, and appear-
ances frequently fail to represeut reality,

A Strange Romance.
A tramp's queer romance is reported

But in great citics the worst |

from Lebanon, O,, pathetie in its details |

and cruel in its termination.

A young | the ¢ boy,” but he did not flinch,

The American Kelodeer.

I'ie artist, Mr, O, C. Ward, has a
papor in Soribner on ** Onribon-Hunt
g, from whioh we quote as follows
Fhe auimal is vory compaoct in form,
possessad of great speed and enduranee,
and is & very Ishumaelite in its wander
ing habits ; changiug, as the pest of flies
draws near, fror. the low-lying swumps
and woods where its prineipal article of
diet, the (Tadonia rangeferina, or rein
deer lichen, sbounds, to the lighest
mountain fastnesses ; then again as the
obld uights give warning of the chang
ing season, descandivg to the plaios,

Horns are common to both sexes, but
the horns of the bucks are seldom car
ried later thin the month of December,
while the does carry theirs all winter,
and them to defend tho [awus
aguinst the attacks of the bueks, Both

use

soxes use their hoofs to clear away the
suow in searching for mosses on the
barrens, In their bienuial migrations

they form well defined tracks or paths,
along which the herds travel in ladian
file. I have often studied their habits
on the exteusive caribou barrens bet woen
New river aud the head of Lake Utopia,
n Charlotte county, New Hruuswiok,
These 1 are abont sixteen miles
in exter Jd marked with well-definad
trails, over which the animals were con-
stantly passing aud re-passing, here and
there spending a day where the lichens
affonled good. living, then away agaiy
on their never-etding wanderings.

A friend of mine, who wisited New-
foundland on an exploring expedition,
informs me that there the caribou holds
almost exclusive domain over an un-
broken wilderness of nearly thirty thou-
sand square miles, in a country wonder-
fully adapted to his habits, and
bountifully suppliad with his favorite
{ood—the reindeer lichen,

The caribou
curiosity, and does not readily take alarm
what he Where his hanuts
have been unmolested, he will
cernedly trot up within range of the
rifle. | am inelined to believe thata
great deal of this apparent fearlessness
18 due to defective visson, If this is so, he
is compeusated by having a marvelous
gift of socut, quite agual, if not supe
rior, to that of the moose, And well
for the caribou that he is thus gifted.
The wolf follows the herds throughout
all their wanderings. On the plains or

1 the hills, where the poor caribou re-
tire to rear their young, Le is copstantly
lurking near, ready to pounce oo any
straggler, or—if in sufficient numbers

to boldly sttack the herd,

The woodland caribou is*very swilt,
and cunning 1n devices to esoape. his
pursners ; his gait is & long swmging
trot, which he performs with his head
erect and scut up, sud there is no am-
mal of the deer tnibe that affords better
sport or more delicious food when cap-
tured. The wandering lmbits of the
caribon make it very uncertain where
one will fall in with him, even iu his ao-
customed and well-known haunts, When
once started, the chase is sure ol
long one, and its results doubtful--in
fact so much so that an old hnuter sel
dom follows up » retreating berd, bat
resorts to strategy and tries to head
them off, is by the
shortest way
hopes of finding them

The caribon is very fond of the water,
is a capital swimmer, and 1o jumping Le
is more than the equal of any
deer. His adventurous disposition, no
doubt, in some degree influences the
geographical distribution of the spacies.
In the month of December, 1877, a can

is possessad of much

nt BOOK,
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bon was wavered floating out 1o sea
wm & cake of 100 near D yusie, on the
Restigouchie river in New Brunswick,
and was captured alive by some men

1 8 boat,

who put off to him
At 10 VOrY severs

It is sami

Iarg un { Ix < lrom
Labrador to Newfoundlaud on the joe
His admirably-construneted hool, with its
sharp, sbell-like, cutting edges, enables
Lim to cross the ioy floes ; when travel-
ing in deep snow, its lateral «xpansion
prevents him from sinking.
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Carrying Out His Contract.

I'he Boston 7ransoript recalls an in
cident which hsppened in Boston with
in & few yoars. A young feliow, fresh
as a daisy and full of enthusiasm for
work, was employed by a then well-
known firm in the dry goods busines
The contraot was a smple ut it
was & contract, On his part the youth
was to give his services and do what be
was told. The firm was to pay him 8100
for the first year's work and teach him
the business. The money consideration
was insignifieant ; the knowledges of thoe
business was what the youth was after.
He was pnt down the cellar, kept gpen-
ing and nailing up boxes, running er
rands and sweeping the store; ina word,
he was made to doa porter's work, and
his employers no doubt chuckled at the
thought they were getting for two dol
lars & week work that was well worth
fifteen dollars. But like a sensible fel-
low, the youth said nothing until the
time was up. On the morning of the
first anniversary of his coming to the
store he was ou hand early, and, when
the senior partner came in, respectfully
asked to be allowed to see hum in the
counting-room on business,

The man of business acceded to the
request, and the two entered the back
office. ** A year ago to-day,"” said the
youth, closing the door, ‘I entered
your service aud agreed to give you my
time and work, Have I done it to your
satisfaotion 2" ** Entirely no,” snid the
merchant, ** and T am willing to inerease
your"— * Exouse me,” said the youth,
“1 have more to say. You agreed to
pay me 8100, and you have done it, You
also agreed to teach me the busines:,
and you have deliberately and knowing
ly broken your promise. Iknow nothing
about the dry goods business, and it is
your fanlt. You have robbed me of a
_"l'lr'll time. What do you propose to do
abont it?” The merchant Jooked at
He

1

one

woman at Westchester, Pa., had a lover | 0 right on his side, and his t'nls]l“)'l'r
!

at Wilmington, Del.,
and her father smiled on the suit, until
William Udderzook

some years ago, | knew it.

He, the man who prided him-
self that his word was as good as his

1 : was hanged for | hopd, had been acensed by a beardless
butcheriug Goss, to get the insurance | boy of having failed to keep his agree- |

on his life, and it was known that the | mant and knew flmt the charge wus
lover was a relative of the criminal. | ¢rne ']I(‘lﬂi(l nothing. ** What I want,”
Then the father forbade the suitor to | weid the boy, ** is an extra 8100 as an in-
come to his house, whieh threw the |.reqse.” ¢ You shall have it,” said the

daughter into an insane melancholy, | merchant

and angered the yonng man into a course
of dissipation. The old man finally sold
his Pennsylvania home and moved to
Ohio, but the maiden was true, and a

few afternoons ago threw herself into |
the arms of a tramp who came to the | «jpe good deal to pay a boy the sec-

| ”
| ond year, but I will see about it,” and
ing lover, who had a sad story to tell of | o did ** wee abont it,” for the next morn-

door to beg for bread. It was the miss-
a downward career and of wanderings,
in which he had been to the S8outh Afri-
can diamend flelds. The young woman
| was too glad to find her lover to recoil
at his rags or at the story of his dissipa-
tion, but when the father appeared on
| the scene he was possessed with an in-
| sane fury, and beat the tramp so that
| his life was despaired of. After going
| for the doctar, the father became insane,
| and the daughter was with difficulty per-
| suaded to leave the wounded man long
| enough to allow the doctor to attend
| him,

{

A patent-medicine man posted hand-
bills in every available spot in a neigh-
boring village the other merning, and
before night fifteen goats had enough
medical information in them to runm an
eclectic college.

“And besides that,” con-
tinned the vouth, ‘I want 8200 addi
tional to Pnr‘ﬂy make good your broken
promise,’

Again the merchant looked in his eye,
but got no comfort. ** Well,” he said,

ing the *‘boy " was a salesman on a $400
salary.

 —

Debts of Chicage Churches,
The combined debts of the churches
of varions denominations in Chicago are

estimated to be as follows : Presby-
terian, $275,000 ; Congregationalist,

$222,000 ; Methodist, $210,000 ; Bap-
tist, $200,000; Episcopal, $180,000 ;
Lutheran, $115,000; Unitarisn, $80,-
000 ; Universalist, $60,000 ; Miscellatie-
ous, $100,000 ; total, $1,880,000. A ocor-
rea’lPondont of the Gelden Rule says :
,*The bulk of this debt may be fairly
set down as the product of an almost
unpardonable pride of worship within

MASSACRED IN RED CANON,

Callfornia B, the Nole Surviver s
Party of Neveas, Telling the story.

A recent Rlack Hills lettor says : Our |
discussion of mimng locations, prospect. |

ing parties aud other subjects kindred to

A mining ceutre has been suddealy
chenged by the return to the froutier
of Willium G. Felton, better known as
“ Caltfornia Wil whose reputation us
u scout is widespread on the plains. His
return brings to mind the {L\hnu Lius-
sgere of April 16, 1876, known as the
Red Canon massacre, trom which in a
party of ve men and two women, Cali
fornia Bill alone escaped. The party,
consisting of Andrew Motz and wife,
John Burgesser, of Carson, Nevada, g
Mr. Grasham, of Missouri, Mr, Stimp-
son, of Colordo, und a eolored woman,
started from Custer City for Cheyenne
Avril 14, 18536, They were attacked by
Indians m Red Canon two days after-
ward, and all the above were killed out-
right, or reeeived wounds that soon re
sultad i death. California Bill received
& num ber of wounds, but escuped, These
wouads, however, have made an invalid
of him. Though as yet not really recov
ered, ho has returned to the frontier
fall of fight. He has related the story
of the massacre, particulars of which
have not before been published.

“1 started from Custer Oity on my
way out of the Hills to Cheyenne on the
morning of the 14th of April. The first
night we spent in Pleasaut valley. Next
morning we moved on, reaching Big
Spripgs early in the afternoon of the
15th, and there going into camp. I felt
assured that the passage through the
Red Canon would be unsafe for s small
party, und concladed to await the arrival
of a larger one that was expected to |
ovartake us, A short time afterward,
Mote's party arrived with two two-horse
teams, baving Mr. and Mrs, Mets, a
vegro woman from Custer, and a Mr,
Stimpson as passengers, They stopped
to water the stock at the spring, and
laughed at my fear of trouble ahead,
saying that they were not afraid of In-
disus., With this they went on, and at
the coutinued urging of my passengers,
thongh aguinst my own judgment, I
hitohed up sod followed. We traveled
together undisturbed in the afternocon,
went into camp st the heed of the
canon about five o'clock. Everything
went off peaceably dunng the night,
aud eazly on the morning of the 16th,
Easter Sunday, we started down the
canon, seven in number. About half
way down the canon, where stands &
giant cottonwood tree, there is & line of
fow' hills, and elose to the wside
of ome of them, skulking well down,
I discovered ten or twelve of the
yuimul imps, under the lead of Bioux

im, well knowa at the Red Cloud
agency, waiting for us. This was about
ten in the morning, and my party was
then abont a quarter of a mile ahead of
the Metz outfit, On seeing that they
were discovered, with a terrible yell
the Indians firad at us, putting a ballet
 Ahrougl Bargesser's leg and one throngh

my L Beeing the attack upon us,
the Metz party turned about their
toaws and endeavured to turs up the

(irasping my rifle, Ijumped
I nsing it as a
" breastwork, returped their fire with in
terest, knooking two of the cowardly
soonpdrels off their pins, and keeping
the dust in » cloud sround them, where
of my bwmriedly sighted shots

As | gsn to fire, Graham
started o run, snd was shot through
the stowmach. He fell. After several
volleys, sending a shower of bullets
over our heads and into the wagon, but
loing no further damage, the lpaiaus
lisappeared behind a neighboring  hill,
and thinking they were ruuning after
their ponies to eut us off, we mountad
the wagon and sgain started to run the
gauntiet, We had guined only s few
sods, however, before the r&d fiends as
ruddenly appeared on an sdjoining
ridge, and gave us another unexpected
volley, plugging me throngh the left
arm into the breast, through the fleshy
part of the ealf of my nght leg, and
again throngh my shoulder. For =
moment it peemed as though 1 was per-
fectly riddled with bullets, but I leaped
to the ground just as another volley
came, one of the bullets striking Bar-
gesser in the thigh, knocking him into
the wagon box. Keeping close to the
t t wheel furthest from the Indisns, I

struck

rot
Irove and ran alongside the wagon for
lalf & nule down the esncn, when in

sing small stream the axle
broke, and the wagon was left in the
muds There we wore, all severcly
wounded, the Indians olose upon us, and
we apable to move. There was no time
for thought, and thongh rapidly losing
conrage and strength from many
wounds, I guickly unhitched the two
lead mules, managed to get Burgosser
on one, and while Grasham, who did not
then appear to be severely wounded,
ran on down the canon, I mounted the
other and sent them forward us fast as
possitle,  After riding abont a mile
and s halfl we met a party of six en route
to Cnster, and they took us to the
Cheyenne river stage station, where
Burgesser and (irasham died ou the fol-
lowing morning.

“The mutilated bodies of Metz and
his wife and Stimpson and the colored
woman were fonnd the next day. Metz
and Stimpson bhad evidently been shot
out of the wagon, Mrs. Mets and the
colored worman must have jumped from
the wagon, tried to escape, and been
murdered some distance from where the
bodies of the two men were lying. The
bodies were brought into camp, and all
barisd side by side, and on the evening
of the 17th of April I found myself the
sole survivor of this ill-fated party.

“ After lying, more dead than alive,
for eight weeks at Cheyenne River,” con-
tinned the scout, ‘‘a few soldiers of
Capt. Eagan's company took me to Fort
Laramie hospital, Four mouths after-
ward T was safficiently recovered to
return to my home in Colorado ; but
two years have passed, and the wound
in my hips is not fully healed. I'm
be 'k agein in the Hills,” he concluded,
with much emphasis, *‘and though a
little the worse for wear, am ready nt
any moment to mount the saddle, throw
the cartridges into my pet rifle here,
and glvd the red men another chance
to get the nealp of California Bill."”

e ————

How He Astonished the Ball

A Glen Sattou (Vi) correspondent
relates that while a young man named
| Pelkie was ont hunting a few days ago
he clianeed to espy a fox industriously
digging for mice about a decayed stump.
Between himself and the mouse-hunter,
recliping upon the ground, quietly
| chewing bis oud, was Z. D. Wilson's
bull, Oautionsly advancing, our hero
| reached the unsuspecting boviae ; drop-
ping npon his knees and carefully rest-
| ing his gun across the animal's back he |
| pulled the trigger. The aim was true, |
| and sly Reynard fell dead. But wasn't
| the bull astonished thongh ! Springing |
| to his ieet with a roar, he ran over Pel-
kie about forty times, and rushed away |
snorting with terror, The_ first thing |
our friend saw on opening his eyes was
thebull's tail cleaving the air like & we- |
teot, about & mile away, and the dead
fox lying upon the ground hard by. The l
sight of the latter reassured him, and
seauring it, he limped bomeward, re-
| solved that though great the tribulstion

higher walls and beneath finer frescoes | he would never again use a live bull for

than one’s neighbors,

| & breastwork.

| right leading.

| business by sending on a ro

| a8 her intended weighed over 200

THE AMERICAN VILLAGE.

Socinl Necds und moctul Leading Hew
Muke Life Pleansant and FProfitable.

The social potentinlities of the average
Amerionn village are quite beyond any
man's calealation, It would be diffieunlt
to find any village in the conntry which
has not the materials and the forces of
the best civilzation and ceultare, If
theso {oroes aud these materials were not
under restraiut, if they were only free
to follow their natural impulses snd
conrses, there wonld be universal pro-

| gress, The fact, however, is that almost

universally the agencies oconcerned in
raisiug the soecisl life of & commuunity
are, fur various reasons, held in cheek,
or altogether repressed. Let us try to
paint a typical village, 1t shall consist,

| say, of a thousand people, more or Joss,

The village has its two or three little

'ehurches, and these have their pastors

men of fair education and favitiess
mornls, Stll further, the village has
one or two physicians and & lawyer. In
addition to these, there is the postmas-
ter, who is nsually a man of sctivity and
wfluence ; there is the rich man of the
village ; there are the three or four men
who ure only less rich than he ; there
are the young, well-eduested families of

| | these well-to-do people ; there are a

dozen women who are bright in intellect,
and who read whatever they can lay

haods ou; there is a fair degree of |
worldly prosperity, and the schools are |

well supported. One would say that

| nothing is needed to make it a model

village, full of the liveliest and brightest
social life, and possessing all the means

| and institutions of intellectual culture

and progress. To repeat a phase with

| which we began, the social potentialities

of the village are inesloulable, All the
agencies and materisls and appurte-
nances for a beantiful social life and
growth seem to exist, yet the fact proba-
bly is that the village is socially dead.

1f we look into the condition of things
we shall find that the little ehurches are,
through their very littleness and weak-
ness, jealous of each other ; that their
pastors are poor and are kepl upon &
starving intellectual diet ; that the doc-

| tors and the lawyer are absorbed in their

professions ; that the rich men are bent
upon their money-getting and money-
savipg, and that all the young people
are bent upon frivolous amusements,
The village has no public dibrary, no
yublic hall, no publie reading-room, no
!y-vum, no reading-clubs, no literary
clubs, and no institutions or instituted
means for fostering and developing the
intelleotual and social life of the vil-
lagers. We have seen exactly this condi-
tion of things in & village many times,
and we have seen, under all these pos-
sibilities and the hard facts of indiffer-
ence or social inertia associated with
them, & universal desire for something
better. We have seen churches ashamed
of their jealousies and the meager su
port accorded to their ministers. -
Lave seen youug people dissatisfied with
their life, and wishing that it could be
echanged, asnd we have seen our dozen of
bright, reading women ready and long-
ing to make any sacrifice for the pro-
duction of a better social atmosphere,
Nay, we believe that the average Ameri-
can village is ready for mmprovement,
ready to be led. The best social leading
is the one thing lacking., Sometimes it
does not need even this ; only some fit-
ting occasion that shall bring people to-
gether, and reveal the under-harmonies
which move and the sympathies which
bind them. The probabilities are that
there is not a village in America that
needs anything m re than goud leadi
to raise its whole social and intelk

life incalculably,

The village that is most desd and
helpless needs but ove harmounizing, nn-
seltish, elevated will to lead and mold it
to the best life and the best issnes, We
caunot illustrate this power of leading
better than by citing the resalts of the

recent ode of raising churph debts, |

One of the two or three men who have
become famons for raising church debts
goes into the pulpit in the morning and
stands before s bankrupt congregation.
He is toki before he enters the building
that every effort has been made to raise
the debt, but in vain ; that, indeed, the
people bave not the money, and oould
pot raise the required sam
would. Yet, in two hours, every dollar
is subseribed, and the whole church sits
weeping in mute and grateful surprise.
No advantage whatever has been taken
of them, and they have simply, under
competent leading, done what they have
all along wanted to do, and what they
have known it was their duty to do.
Any man who hus ever hai anything to
do in organizing the social life of a vil-
lage hias, we veuture to say, been sur-
prised, amid what scemed to be univer-
sal stagnation, to find how general was
the desire for reform. Everybody has
been ready. All were wailing for jost
the right man to set them going, and be
otly needed to say the word, or hift and
yoiut the finger, It is not necessmy to
ank up any legitimate family feeling
that may exist in churches, or to inter-
fere with social cliques and *‘ sets,” or
to break down any walls between class-
es. We talk now only of the general
social and intellectnal life whith brings
people together in common high pur-
suits, and gives a vill its character
and influence. It is m‘:{: from this life
that a strong and efficient public spirit
can come, A village must hold a vig-
orous genetal life outside of sects and
cliques and parties before it can make
great progress, and it is astonishing how
quickly this life may be won by the
We assure them that all
the people need is good leading, and
that there must be one among them who
has the power in some good degree of
leading, organizing and inspiring &
united and bettpr life. It is not an office
in which personal ambition has any
legitimate plave—that of social leader-
ship. Any man who enters upon it
with that motive mistakes his position
and hopelessly degrades his undertak-
ing. But wherever there is a sluggish
social life, or none at all that is .d(-voh\l
to culture sud pure and olﬂvttln{ pur-
suits, somebody—and it is probably the
one who is reading this article—is neg-
lecting a duty from which he is withheld,
most probably, by modesty. We assure
him that if he is really fit for his work
he will ind an astomshing amount qi
promising material ready and for his
hands, — Seribner,
B

A Romance of the Press.

A gentleman of talents and means is
connected with the press on the Pacifie
coast, At the house of a friend, newly
arrived, he saw an album filled with por-
traits. The editorial gentleman was at-
tracted by the picture of a New York
lady. A correspoudence was opened,
portraits exchanged, an engagement
entered into, and a contract of inge
made before either had seen the other.
The gentleman showed that he meant
sum to
pay expenses, The lady showed her
pluck by setting out for the land of gold,
all alone, for husband and a.home 3,000

| miles away. Th:rrtiea met at Ogden

and exchanged salutations. The lady
found her expectations more than ms::
The couple reached the coast in the evan-
ing and were married the same night.
As may be presumed, so excellent a
business man did not fail to have a
dominie engaged for the arrival, There
was no bridal tour, as the mwnugt‘i:l
ride of the bride was sufficient, —**
leigh’s " New York Letter,

if they'

e ——————

| A Torpedo-Boat.
| The second exhibition of the Hardy
| torpedo-boat took place st Pamrapo, |
N.J., in the presence of uumerous |
naval officers and ves of
foreign governments, and Was & cOm-
| pleto success—the operator di

| the movements of the destructive boat |

| half & mile st ses by means of an elec- | e
| trie current, transmitted & wire | .
| unreeling from the stern of :‘;| Ttems of Interest.

| This formidable opponentof the
| *ronclads is an iron shell, cigar-like in
”ufm, and tapering st both ends to »
| point. In the shell are three chambers.
| That in the bow is to ‘hold

Suitable
sir—A brown stody.

Mr, Astor, of New York, has an in-
come of $600 an hour.

Boots sre made on the Pacific coast

| dynsmite, which will be exploded either t
| by perenssion or an electric The with poekets for pistols_in their tops.
| central chamber of the coutains | Putience i

| tanks of carbonic weid sod the engive
which propels the torpedo, This en-
| gine is drives by the expansive force of waed in
[ carbonie acid gas generated under pres- | =S5 0 yeio e several varietios of th
sure in the tanks, and drives & serew- .

| p ler. luthe chamber in the stern -
| of the shell is & reel of insulated wire w’."""‘?l"::m:
| connected with a be on shore. Byim ml ol d'hrl“l '"I‘
| touching different keys of this battery | ¥ 8o hopes
| the torpedo u’pnt in motion, turned to | En'Lpﬂ“h' m"""’:""
the right or left, backed or stopped, as | whickr receives {rom others, e one,
| desired. Aqukm-mm-ym--acwmum him-
nl-ol-emo.lu»cwdo::w{ﬂ 2k =
if explosion by ocon is found to | ope is poorer in proportion
be the better method, The length of s‘bﬂn more wants, and counts not
| the shell is about twelve feet, and its | what he has, but wishes for what he has
test dismeter nearly eighteen inches, | not. =
| At 1.30 o'clock the was given and 1\.%&-. s
| the torpedo was gently lowered to the phymcian many
| water. It was nearly submerged by. ita untimely graves, snd gets

:

own weight. Little red pennants fipsted
| from slender rods at the
| Hardy, the inventor of the torpeda, who
| has worked for more
struggling sgainst d
| every kind, 1 order to
vention, masipulated
| battery. The boat
| stant quietly, and then
| key of the battery. A
eaping gas followed.
bled under the stern of the torpedo
the blades of the screw began to
{the water., The torpedo moved
! ward, at first slowly, then faster
{aster, heading straight out to sea,
| cutting through the water like a
| A broad ripple extending many
|both sides marked itsa coumse.
| swerved from side to side in response
the various keys of the A
| ing wire ranning off the reel
| serpent, Half & mile out Hardy
| another key and the bost
Then it began to turn slowly lo
| and swaung around with a grand
| under perfeet control. The
| was out of sight under water,
| line of the Little flags at her
|stern marked her motions
| Coming up from her neophth
| she described a corresponding ci
{the right, and returned to t
{ point, having cut & figure eight
| water, Then she shot backward
| forward, as Hardy touched
| * Let ber go at full speed,
| claimed s delighted stockholder.
torpedo obediently started off,
| through the water, while a slender jet of |
|spray forced by the escaping
ugh a hole in the bark of the
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| drenched the little flag in'the stern

it fell. The spurt of the torpedo end

it turned docilely and headed for

| wharf. The little flag at the bow

| seen plainer and plainer, The bow

| driven under water, but the stern !
| above the surface as the reel of wire |
| unooiled. Near the wharl the ! :
|gas was shut off. The shell shot on | -

i

with its own momentum and came ] have opened and read your fra-
quietly to s stop at its starting place, grant the fourteenth

M of the third month of the 1878, ac-

cording to your reckoning,”

The Statien Index. writes Kusamoto Masstaks, of

Mention is made of a deviee adopted | Yeddo, to his excellency 8.

supply the place of the mellow-voiced | ‘8%, (
brakeman in letting the m-dennd m?ni:;ahu as fo -n.elc
! communieation

on the New York elevated mailroad to "‘.G‘ﬂ Pml’ of ‘:“".‘#.‘.f“'

| iron, one-thind of an inch in dismebery
! runs from end to end of “the car above |
| the windows, and to it is attached » |
| crank wheel that is worked by the con- |
:!I%owri, ;lb‘o sundlbool t‘!';ho le:d“nvmu;

e w is just above e : . .
the side of the door, dud is 3 be about |Rimeell by &5 J0en WEE I NS hich
pix inches in dinmeter. On the shaft is | ”'& thin himeel,
a spool, around wiich thin canvas or |

relief,

linen-cioth rolls are wound, and on this | A -
canvas are painted at regular intervals .:::‘“ is the way in which a vulgar
the names of the different statious | -.F'"‘ 1 ;
the sides ‘of the boxes which inclose | An infaut, 2 child, dring in
these rolls are windows about fifteen | its cradle, will again in ‘the oetter
| inches lopg snd six inches wide. One | :‘I@h“ h"“'h‘::”:b?""‘ll’h"
tyra of the wheel by the conductor onthe | Pﬁo‘wﬁe them mxﬁ 3

| platiorm revolves the s
cator-box snd places belore the window :m‘ to ashes or 1
the name of the station the train will |est sea.—Dickens: . 3

| next reach. The model shows three in<{ Nothing at' first frames such felse in-

| dicator-boxes, one at esch euddthlm-niww. t.
car and one in the middle. Over the | It finds the m.d ereation 0 easy,
windows are painted the words ‘‘ Next ‘Gh path it 0 actual, that no

| Station.” The boxes st the end of the ! marvel for a time hope is its
ear are just over the doors. The boxes | ity, and the 1d
ean beput on any part of the shaft and | trae copy of the real.

|as many of them ss may be necessary ' The
can be put on. When the conductor | wealth npon
closes the platform gate he turns the | of
wheel and the name of the next station | It jg the seed
appears in the windows of allthe indica- | the

| tors. As the train nears a station the | ngn heart

| conduetor pulls a knob attached to a | in which

| wire, which strikes a gong near the cen- | ynited as one

| ter indicator, and that warns the passen- | Men, s a rule, are

{gers that they are near & station; and | | oo res 1 fase, bub

| when the train starts from the station | ¢o o) beauty of character’ by

| the gong is again strack. The appara- | oo o con exert the
| tus can be operated from both endsof | ; A true-minded
| the car, and thus oue man can work two | [+ 8ot enamored by
|oars. The wheel is turned in one diree- | (o0 .1 heauty, will soon
‘ tion until the end of the route .is | neasof ‘.Zf.- when

| renched. On the return trip the wheel y : :
| is worked in the reverse direction. The !m mm:ﬁl:-% Iwﬁﬂbg
| indicator-boxes are to be of wood, and | goman may wield over Mo.““mlmd

| about twelve inches square, The names |y o

| of the stations painted on canwvas rollers | A
| will be in plain, bold letters four inches | 'bf“ are walking through a forest. 1?;
| in height, ! i nao.. your path, -
| —— death tree,
f strong, fit mast b&a cleud of
What a Woman's Gleve Holds, ':m and bear unbent strain of

A woman's glove is to her what his
| vest pocket is to a man. But it is mare
| capacions, and in ninety-nine instances
|out of one hundred itis much better |
| regulated. A man will carry two dol-
| lars’ worth of small change, four match-
| es, half a dozen tooth-picks, a short pen
cil and a pack of business cards in his
vest pocket and yet never be able to find
a nickel or & mateh or a tooth-pick or a
| pencil or a eard, when he wants it. Not
80 with & woman. She has the least bit
‘o( a glove, and in that glove she carries
the tiniest little hand and a wad of bill§
and memoranda for her intended pur-
chases and dress goods samples nd’ ear |
tickets and maybe a diminutive powder
rag. We have no idea how she does it
—how she manages to squeeze those
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thousand and one things into that wee e ,
space. But she does it every time, and in h:l"“l!)e:iz‘luvl » ot com . 'K“g.“?’
the glove never looks the least bit dis- g e g Iml il,.D b-imt of
composed or plethoric or rufffled. And e uxpado wd lo
when the woman wants any article'con- |3 m g d.ubud with o
cealed about that glove she doesn't °"“ ﬂu“ moment when the huge
seem to have the least trouble in the = s o fihes W seizes
world getting at it. All that is required end B s e ﬂ
is a simple turn of the wrist, the mo- Mpﬂ '“hi-" i Ph‘m 25
mentary disappearance of two fairy fin- | ¢ n4aneons, head and jaws of the
gers and the desired article is brought | = oo ter ore blown into e
to light. It is a wonder that no savant bubbling eirele in the watex the
can explain |—58¢, Lowis Journal, spob o fow ‘seconde. Jash his
o darsal Eu showing aboye,the sur-
lnle-thmthi:tyymmowmﬁ. face.—

i

of railroad have been constructed in the |
United States, The value of P

in this country has in the same peri
inoreased from $8,000,000,000 to $30,-
000,000,000,
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