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Poetry.

Mnud Pies.
Under the apple tree, spreading and thick,
Happy with only a pan and a stick,
On the soft grass in the shadow that lies,
Our little Fanny is making mud ples.

On her brown apron and bright drooping head
Showers of pink and white blossoms are shed ; i
Tled to a branch that seems meant Jjust for that,
Dances and flutters her little straw hat.

Dash, tull of joy in the bright summer day,
Zealously chases the robins away,

Barks at the squirrels, or snaps at the files,

Al the while Fanny is making mud pies.
Sunshine and soft summer breezes a

While she is busy, are busy with her?ur'

| Cheeks rosy, glowing, and bright sparkling eyes
! Bring they to Fanny, while making mud pies.

E Dollles and playthings are all laid away,

| Not to come out till the next rainy day,

t Under the blue of these sweet summer skies,
| Nothing's so pleasant as making mud pies.

| Gravely she stirs, with a serlous look
“Making believe” she’s a true pastry-cook :
Sundry brown splashes on forehead and eyes
Show that our Fanny is making mud pies.

i But all the soil of her innocent play,
| Clean soap and water will soon wash away;
[ Many a pleasure in daintier guise,
Leaves darker traces Than Fanny's mud pies.
—Petersburg (Va.) Index.

| [HERE is an old poem, as good as it is old—We
| find it now in the Independent Republican, but

remember itinan almanac nearly fifty years age.
| Can any one tell the author?] —Eb.

i

{ Meditations of en Qld Man.

| Days of my youth! ye have glided away;

| Hairs of my youth! ye are frosted and gray;

| Eyes of my youth! your keen sight is no more

| Cheeks of my youth! ye are furrowed all o'er;

| Strength of my youth! all your vigor is gone :
’l‘hou;.?hts of my youth! your gay visions are

flown.)

! Days of my vouth! I wish not your recall;

{ Hairs of my youth! I'm eoutent you shall fall;

| Eyes of my youth! ye much evil have seen ;

; Cheeksofmy youth! bathed in tears ye have been ;

; Thoughts of my youth! ye have led me astray;

{ Strength of my youth! why lament your decay?

! Days of my age! ve will shortly be past;
Pains of my age! yet awhile ve can last;

l Joys of my age! in true wisdam delight -

| Eyes of my age! be religion your light ;

| Thoughts of my age! dread ye not the eold sod;
Iopes of my age! be ye fixed on your God!

RMiscellany.
Our State Dinner.
The picture of Eve *‘on hospitable i
thoughts intent” is quoted to the eye of |
faith in season and out of season. Men

everyday people, just on a par with their
position.

Nellie had been making a cheap, showy
dress for some young woman down town.
The color was a very brilliant blue with
a peculiar odor. Before she had finish-
ed it ber hands began to itch and turn
red, and show every symptom of erysipe-
las. In a week or ten days the doctor
decided that it was poison from the ma-
terial and a very severe case. A month
or six weeks would be the shortest pe-
riod of its duration.

I had been in to see them every few
days, taken them books, jellies, winter
fruits and did what I could toward com-
forting them. They were poor people
with no special claim tosympathy. The
gitls were not beautiful nor particularly
refined, so the neighborhood interest
soon died away.

We had been wondering if it would
not be possible to make them a “*dona-
tion party.” They must certainly be i
great need. Emina’s three or four dol-
lars a week was not much to take care
of a family of five and cover the inciden-
tals necessarytosickness. Nellie’s hands
were beginning to mend, and Mr. Aus-
ten could go about on erutches.

Gertrude called the donation one of
my wild schemes and thought it would
not answer.

*“Idon’t see why it isn’t as good or
praiseworthy as giving a minister a do-
nation-party,” I said, stoutly.

* But, you see, very few would care
to go. It would be wanting in the so-
cial element.”

**That is not to say it must be want-
ing in the charitable element,” I replied.

** And maybe they might not like it.
If we were poor and unfortunate—»

“I think we should be very grateful
for a delicately-managed gift. T do not
see the great difference between it and
Mrs. Carlyle’s wooden wedding. She
was not affronted because Mr. Giles
scut hor a hurrel of flour,”

‘‘But that was so funny, and just iu

his line.””

** She did not disdain any of her gifts.”

** But it was the occasion that lent it

a grace.”

*“I don’t see why some one cannot

lend this occasion a grace. It would |
be a splendid neighborly charity, say

what you will.”

‘**Laura, you are very obtuse upon

delight in the vision; women take it as
{ example of their highest duty.

|
|
i\ e
{
{
|
|

|

‘ mended on that account, but T suppose
| at that late period the world had been
f promoted to the dignity of servants and
! dish-washing. Doesn’t the serving grow
i more cumbersome and tiresome every
| year?

& We were in our little sitting-room one
| morning, its lovely bay-window full of

To be | her bronze-brown curles.
i sure there was Martha *‘cumbered with 1 do accomplish any thing I’ll add a maid-
{mmuch serving,” and not especially com-

some points,” and Gertrude shook out
¢ Still, if you

en’s mite—a dollar.”

** Thank you,” I returned.

Mamma approved of my plan. Thus
'armed, I went to call on Miss Colby,
i an *‘old maid,” truly, for she was nearly
| sixty. She kept house herself in the
| small part of her brother’s house, and
{had the cunningest nest you ever saw.

*Why I thought Miss Austen was
quite well by this time. Are they so
very poor? She dresses prettily, I am
sure. I wonder if people of that class
are not given to prodigality when they
have anything?»

‘*Being a dressmaker, I suppose she
knows how to put everything to the
best use,” I said. *‘She always makes
and trims her own hats; and her sister
is very ingenious. But Mr. Austen has
done nothing for seven weeks ; and now
Nellie has lost four weeks.””

*They must make considerable when
they are all well, though. I should not
thiuk they would need to be so very
poor.”

*“Mr. Austen gets eighteen dollars a
week, and, from not being very strong,
loses a good deal of time. Emma aver-
ages about three dollars a week the
year round, while Nellie makes from six
to eight.”

“But dressmukers charge fearfully,
wy dear. I pay Miss McNair two dol-
lars and a half a daf, and she seldom
gets here until almost nine, always
leaves at six. Then she doesn’t hurt
herself sewing, either; but she s styl-
ish.»

**Miss Austen works for a dollar a
day ; fifty cents more when she has her
machine, and her home charges are
very moderate.”

*Of course. I suppose she has had
no fashionable experience. But with
all that, my dear, they must have quite
a thousand dollars a year, leaving out
the losses.”

**But Ido not believe one could pay
rent, take care of a family of five and
save much money on it,” I said,
grimly.

**Oh, their tastes are not at all like
ours,” she returned, with an indescrib-
able air. *“I am sorry, but I really
cannot give you anything this week. I
sent five dollars to my little nieces for
their fair, and the gentlemen are going

ve malka Mr. Browne’—he was our
minister—**a present of a set o1 voun.,

and Mr. Mason subscribed five dollars
toward that, so I feel quite poor,’’ and
she gave a gay little laugh. “But I
tell you what I will do. Sister Mary
has a host of old dresses to be made
over into wrappers, and when Miss
Austen gets better I will have her come
and do it, for it seems so extravagant
to pay a first-class dressmaker for such
dawdling work. And now we will not
talk any more about her, for I have
something else on my mind. First,
have you and Miss Gerty any particular
engagement 10r next Wednesday even-
ing?"”

I colored a little and said : **Idid not
think we had.”

*““Mr. Mason and I were coming over
this evening to see. We are going to

{ Everybody liked her. She could play |

have a little informal dinner, just ask-

| sunshine and flowers. and three land- | all the old-fashioned dancing music,finginafew neighbors. My friend, Murs.

|

i represented.  There were some pictures

| picture scrap-books and all kinds of

{ scape chromos bright as the seasons they | painted some in oils, made wonderful | Wyllis, is to be here.”

‘We had seen Mrs. Percy Wyllis one

‘lbcsidc‘s, a bird’s nest done in colored’f;mcy work, and was invaluable at fairs. | Sunday at church. She was tall and

| erayon with “I..8.” in the corner, a girl
{ with a basket of fruit & playful dog
| jumping up to catch the fragmentary
| ends, with “G. 8,” by which you may
| know we had artists in the family.
| We were very plain people, neverthe-
iless.  Papa was foreman in the cutting-
| department of a shoe manufactory, and
{ had fifteen hundred dollarsayear. When
grandfather left him two thousand dol-

BUOK AND JOB PRI"TEH ; lars he had bought an acre of ground on
’

| the outskirts of the city, and with what
had received additions since, according
to our prosperity. But some whim or
or other had, in the last five or six years,
hands cordially with us, gave us horse-
distinguished from any other suburb we
were called Roselle.

{  That is how we came to belong to the

have missed our state dinner.

it g / ':’I:,"f"'fl:;{;.\llL\'(,'LE MACHINE @ | yvrarchants, real estate dealers, two law- |
f" “puirlng Machioes and General Custom Work | yorg a congressman and a number of

{ widows in easy circumstances. Many

John Grom,
House, Sign,

PAINTER,

COUDERSPORT, PA.

with neatness and dispatch.

Satisfaction guaranteed.

Urders left with
CBAHER HOUSE
-w"} 1l be promptly attended to.

Ornamental, Decorative & Fresco

GRAINING and PAFER HANGING done

of them kept carriages. They were very
nice pleasant people, with a generous
mingling of the social element.

Now and then some one said to papa:
“1°d sell such a valuable piece of ground
if I were you and buy elsewhere;’ but
having had it in the rough we wanted it
it in the smooth as well. We did our
own work, gardened and raised lovely
flowers and fruit.

Joe, our eldest hopeful, was married
and lived down town. I came next—
twenty-two, if you want to know—Ger-
tie was nearly twenty, Fannie seventeen
and Robert fourteen. I helped to keep
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_All kinds of Wagon-making, Blacksmithing,
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the house and do the sewing. Gertie
was a fine musician and had several pu-
pils. Fannie was just through with
school.

We had been discussing a case of mis-
fortune in the neighborhood. A Mr.
,lAnsten, a carpenter, had fallen some

2u5-1y | weeks before this and broken his leg.

! His wife was in very delicate health,
worn out by poverty, hard work and sick-
ness. Emma, the oldest daughter, was
a hopeless ipvalid, and seldom went out
of thehouse. Shecrocheted babies’ sacks,

nes, Footstones, etc., finished to order | hoods, cloaks and shawls for a store.

| Nellie did dress-making, and there wag | was in
”n%‘ﬁ°m“‘"“”'l.wam They wers -ary nice

| “A splendid thing!” she said, after

listening to my plan. ‘‘The Austens
(don’t complain—I like them for that;
but I doubt if they know where they
{ will get their meals from to-morrow.
(Now I'l take right hold of it, for I know |
| some people that you couldn’t ask. Mon- ‘1
|ey and provisions. And when will the
| ‘visit’ come off 77

| **Could we not have it Saturday even-
|ing?”

{ *‘Ithink so—the sooner the better.

{ will only invite thoss to go with whom !
the Austens would feel at home?” !
| We made out our list. After fort.ify-;

sent many others out, the city shook | ing myself with some lunch, I set out—  suit you better.

'down town first. I called on some
| say were tired of hearing my stories,
about a poor woman, an orphan, the!
{ church debt, or a new carpet. If 1|

give, Then 1 visited some benevolent |

suaded Mr. Giles to contribute a quar- |
ter of flour.
I had fifteen dollars in money and a‘;
! number of articles promised. Miss Col-
| by had twelve. ‘

The next day I made iy Roselle calls.
I asked six people to come; two de-|

faintly that she would if she could.
Then I asked several for gifts. Some |
thought **the Austens always seemed |
to get along very well,”® others expressed |
a great deal of sympathy, *‘but they |
had so many calls,”

Then I dropped in at Mrs. Mason’s.
Mr. Mason was a lawyer, a very nice,
grave, gentlemanly sort of person. She
was some ten years younger than her |
husband, quite stylish, and very cordial.
They kept a horse and light two-seat |
wagon, besides her pony phaton, two
servants; and their house and grounds,
though not at all extravagant, were
prettily kept. An invalid sister lived
with her, but there were no children.

*“My dear Miss Sherman!” and Mrs.
Mason swept into the room in an elegant
cashmere wrapper trimmed with bands
of silk, bronge slippers daintily rosetted,
coral jewelry, linen Valenciennes lace
collar and cuffs, and thread lace barbe
inherbair. Everythingaboutthe room

elegant, wrote poems for ‘‘our first
magazines,’ and read them beautifully.
Both Gertie and I bhad a penchant for
literary people.

*‘She has lost hermother-in-law lately,
so it would be in bad taste to give her
a regular party. I am only going to ask
Mr. and Mrs. Henry, Mr. and Mrs.
Palmer, and Mrs. James, and twofriends
of Mr. Mason’s are coming up. I want
you and Miss Gertrude and Mr. Keith.
Mrs. Wyllis is extravagantly fond of

money he had built a small house, which | We’ll ask all we can to give, but we music. Now don’t refuse me."”

* 1 will see,” I said, gravely.

*Oh, you must come. I will change
it to Tuesday or Thursday if either will
Let me see—you will
know by Monday won’t you? I'll be

cars water and gas, and by way of being i friends, business gentlemen, who I dare | over in the morning and see.”

As there wus no possibility of getting
anything, I rose to go, feeling a little
disappointed. Mrs. Mason was always

aristocracy. Perhapsotherwisewemight | were a rich woman I would not beg, but | spoken of as being so charitable and so

sympathetic. The idea of taking in

There were a great many people at | ladies; our groceryman, who promised | Nelly Austen because she could get her
o : |
Roselle very much richer than we erew. | something ; our butcher ; and even per- | at a lower rate than usual!

I stopped to compare with Miss Col-

{ by. I had twenty dollars, she eighteen;

and together a good stock of provisions.

Rob took ours over Saturday evening
on a wheel-barrow, The flour, some
bread, biscuit and cake, tea, coffee, su-
gar, a ham, a pair of chickens and ten

clined, three accepted, and one said  fresh eggs, besides some delicacies.

I don’t know as 1 car do justice to the
visiting part of it. Papa and mamma
went—there were about twenty people
in all, Miss Colby headed the proces-
sion—she had collected a goodly store as
well—and she introduced everybody,
wheel-barrows and all.

Mrs. Austin sat down and cried, and
somehow I felt mightily like it myself.
But Miss Colby began with a funny

| speech, and we all Jaughed. Nelly’s

color came and went and she looked
really pretty. We had some hot coffee
and cake, we said all the gay things we
could think of, Gertie and Mr. Xeith
sang—Mr. Keith was Gertie’s “young
man,” clerk in & bank, and organist of
one of our city ehurches.

I believe I never felt 8o well repaid
for anything in my lifs. Emma drew
me over the arm of her sofa, and con-
fessed that they had used their last men-
ey for rent, and had barely enough food
to last over Sanday.

“And work at the store stopped on

T wen$ sbout my hisiness ob aes.

| Churatey  Thwe wil pob be wy S

17, 1873.
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two or three weeks. It does seem as if
the Lord sent you, I wouldn’t say this
to amother person, but I want you to
know what cause we have for gratitude.”

Afterall, it wasonly a pleasant neigh-
borly charity. Why not do as much for
the needy as for amusement, * tin ** or
*‘silver” weddings, or those who are in
no need, no want?

Murs. Mason dropped in Monday morn-
ing. We had about half decided to go,
and her coaxing did the rest.

*“Oh, you need not be afraid,” she
said, laughingly. **It will be a plain
dinner among friends. Be sure to come
at six, and get a little acquainted with
Mrs. Wyllis.”

That was the way our state dinner
came about. We really had no idea of
grandeur or gorging. We supposed we
would sit down to the table about seven
and leave it about eight, having a nice
time afterward with music and readiﬁg.

We dressed ourselves in our best,
Mine was a bright brown silk, wonder-
fully becoming, with illusion pleating
at the throat and wrists, and blue rib-
bon in my hair. Gertie had a lovely
wine-colored empress cloth, and actual
bona tide point lace. But then she was
earning money of her own, and could
squander it as she liked.

Charley Keith was rather late—so it
was half-past six when we reached the
house. We beautified ourselves a little
in the state-chamber, went down with
beating hearts and met Mrs. Wyllis, in
very elegant faint mourning and pearls.
Mrs. Deane, sister of our hostess, was
there also.

Mr. Mason brought in Mr. Gifford,
the Henrys came, and we sat in frag-
mentary conversation for ten or fifteen
minutes. By seven Mr. and Mrs. Palm-
er and Mrs. James made their appear-
ance. Every new comer discussed the
weather, the kind of winter it had been,
and hoped now we had come to some-
thing pleasant. Mrs, Wyllis put in
bright, chatty little sentences. I think

we "'4" had a faney that the dinner was
coming so soon it would be no use to

serve up anything beyond froginents of
talk.

Mrs. Mason fluttered !n, rosy and
smiling.

“ Mr. Keith,” she sald, ‘“‘can we not
have some music?

‘It is a momentous question.
we? " and Le looked up laughingly.
I mean—will you not favor us?"

**I think I ought to give plice to the
ladies, piano not being my forte.”

It was unintentional, but they al!
laughed.

** But you, having more courage, must
set them an example,” she said, with
winsome grace.

** As you please.”"

He played something brilliant. Mrs,
Wyllis seemed to listen attentively, and
presently whispered that he fingered
beautifully. Then he took up one of
Beethoven’s Minor Symphonies, which
Mrs. Wyllis pronounced **lovely beyond
description.”

Between while there was a little com-
monplace talking.

I began to feel most unromantically
hungry. Ihad eaten nothing since one,
and it was almost eight. A general
uneasiness pervaded the company, I
thought, and the gentlemen appeared
to be on the alert.

Mr. James asked Gertie to sing, which
she did, and Mrs. Wyllis commended
her enthusiastically. I some one only
would ask her to read! Then there was
alull. Mr. Masenand Mr. Henry talked
politics. Mrs. Mason fluttered into the
room again, spoke to this one and that
one_and vrosently a bell rang and we
were marshalled out to dinner, Mr.
Gifford attending me, Mr. Palmer was
on the other side, Mr. Keith had Mrs.
Wyllis on one side aud- Gertie on the
other,

A quiet little dinner! The room was
in a blaze of light--that, I believe, is
proper. The table was covered with a
snowy cloth, a handsome epergne in the
centre, tastefully arranged with delicate
fruit, purple and white grapes, and a
trailing vine with greeu leaves and
white blossoms. Two very full and
compact hot-house bouquets were on
either hand—flowers enough, indeed, to
ornament the room and give each guest
a dainty nosegay. Some mounds of
jellies, pale-pink, crimson, golden and
dull orange; silver salt-cellers and gold-
en butter-plates containing a little flow-
ered pat; cut-glass and silver in abun-
dance, and a square piece of snowy
bread laid carefully on each one’snapkin.

After we were seated and a little fa-
miliar with our neighbors, soup came
in. As a general thing, I detest it, but
it was half-past eight and I was hungry,
88 I crumbed in my bread and ate it
with & relish. There was not musch
talking—indeed, I have & suspicion that
every one else was hungry as well,

Mrs. Mason had a regular waiter, who
was very expert. Tne soup-plates were
removed, and the meats came on—reast
turkey, boiled chicken with oystersance,
and boiled ham with sauce. Mr. Ma-
son at one end and Mr. Henry at the
other began the carving, while the rest
of us blossomed into a sort of weak gos-
sip. Mr. Browne’s gift was discussed.
Mr. Palmer said there was always some-
thing on foot. Charley Keith made

nrenticn of Bossh, sud M. Wyl

Can

lis delivered a rather bookish criticism,
while Mr. Gifford told me an anecdote
that was worth itall. Then commenced
the grand business. Who would have
turkey, who would have chicken ?
Light or dark meat? Oyster sauce, of
course, Ham, certainly. You did not
know what you had asked for, nor what
you were going to get. But some way
itallcame, Then there were vegetables,
cranberry sauce, jelly, condiments of
various kinds. What a mess it was
when you had it all there! The turkey
was elegant, but you wanted to taste of
the chicken and the oyster sauce. Mr.
Palmer had been ill with the dyspepsia
not a month ago, I knew. Mrs. Henry
was not very strong either—in the doe-
tor’s hands half the time. But every-
body had to eat, or to taste, for it could
not be much more than that. It was
growing very warm in the room, and I
was glad to get hold of some refreshing
celery.

Mr. Gifford’s plate was out, and the
waiter carried it up for another helping.

**No, thank you,” said Mr. Gifford.

** Yes,” said Mr. Mason. ** Another
bit of this chicken. And you had no
ham before; you must taste it. Those
are Longworth’s hams, Palmer, do you
ever try them? Two cents more a
pound; but they are just delicious. We
never use any other. Now send up
your plate.”

**Just the merest slice; it is very fine.”

Both plates came back nearly full.
The gentlemen minced a little. Every-
body was coaxed to take a trifle more;
it was even urged upon those who had
partially emptied their plates. There
began to be some long-drawn sighs, and
a tendency toward conversation. I
think we should all have risen at that
moment and returned to the drawing-
room. It would have been healthier,
wiser, more rational. We had eaten
cnough, surely. Or at the utmost one
light dessert would have proved sufli-
cient.

The plates were taken away again.
While the table was being cleared the
gentlemen told jokes in a mellow after-
dinner mood. Gertie and Mrs. Wyllis
began to discuss Parepa and music, and
I wished I were beside them, for Mrs.
Henry was not much of a talker, except
upon two fruitful topics——dress and
servants.

Then followed thenext course. Snowy
white stems of macaroni floating in
cream gravy, oysters fried to the most
delicious crisp and shade of brown,
pressed beef in delicate slices and wine
jelly. One and another declined; but
Mr. Mason insisted, Mrs. Mason insist-
ed, and the plates were passed. Every-
body minced and dawdled, laughed,
talked, made a pretence of eating, and
presently these plates were sent away.
I thought of the old -injunction about
‘gathering up the fragments that noth-
ing might be wasted.”” No well-bred
servant condescends to fragments now-
a-days. And all that delightful maca-
roni, those crisp, lovely oyaters to be
thrown out as waste, when hundreds of
poor and sick were perishing for food,
or getting barely enough to keep soul
and body together. It frightened me.

Oranges sliced with a powdering of
cocoanut and sugar, and canned pears,
luscious, tempting. A beautiful pyra-
mid of cream to be dished out in elegant
china. Oh, how could we eat it all.

Of course we'did mote We sipped 2
little of this and a little of that, spoiled
the symmetry of the bLeautiful pear,
played with the cream. Then the ore
anges and the jellies were whisked off,
pretty colored napkins, fruit-knives and
nut-picks brought on. Two lovely sil-
ver filagree baskets of nuts of various
kinds were placed at either end of the
table and disbed out. Then the fruit
was passed. -

*Qh, you must try those grapes—pres
served by a new process. And these
figs are fresh, delightful.
raisins then=no? An apple then 7=
they are verv small. Some of this pre-
served Italian fruit then?’’ and down
something came on your plate.

I was dreadfully tired. I felt sure
that Mr. Gifford was getting sleepy.
Gertie looked as if she conld drop down
anywhere. Mrs. Wyllis seemed the
brightest of all, I thought,

At length we rose and returned to the
drawing-room. The cooler air felt very
agreeable, but we were too much ex-
hausted to talk brilliantly. We lounged
and yawned a little, I am afraid. It
was eleven, and our dinner had occupied
two hours and a half,

Did we feel the better for the feast-
ing? I am afraid net. I for one wished
myself home and in bed, being convinced
that I was not made for stylish living.

Mr. Xeith played again, Gertie sang
once, but her voice was no longer clear
and fresh. Then everybody besicged
Mrs. Wyllis to read.

“I really haven’t any voiss,”” she said,
laughingly. *“It is cruel to ask me.”

“But I sang without any voics,” re-
turned Gertie.

Aditer considerable eoaxing sheassent-
ed. The truth was, she had eaten alto-
gether too much, and felt lazy and
sleepy. What she might have been un-
der other circumstanees, I cannot tell,
‘but this was noremarkable performance.
Sho had a smooth, musical woice, but

trar RO Wes ‘e and she did pot

appear interested in what she was doing.
Mrs. Palmer declared that they must
go. It was getting late.

“Oh, no,” said Mrs. Mason, with a
pretty, imperious air. *“‘Indeed you
must not.”

There was a gentle rustle in the hall,
Plates again—I was beginning to hate
the sight of them--napkins and cups of
fragrant coffee, Then was passed
around a basket of fancy cake, over which
I shook my head disdainfully,

It was after twelve then, and we rose
with one voice, insisting that we must
go home. We went up-stairs and put
ol our wraps.

*It has been a delightful evening,*
said Mus. Henry. ‘“‘How charming Mus,
Wyllis is| Gertie, your singing was
lovely!”?

I suppose she thought she must say it.
She looked utterly fagged out, and Ler
eyes closed wearily. !

We were glad to get in the open a*,

0L, dear!” I said, taking Charley
Keitii’s arm. ‘I feel as if L should not
want another mouthtul for a month,”

He laughed.

*I suppose we were invited expressly
to eat, aud we have eaten,” said Gertie,
with a walling sound in ber voice. “But
L can’t belp wishing it had been some
other kind of entertainment. We spent
Lwo bours and a balf stuiling ourseives,
and shall feel uncomtortable for the next
two bours and a half. And yet I tried
to eat just as little as 1 could, cousist~
eutly with politeness.”

It was not at all intellectual,” was
my disappointed comment, “‘And i a
poet’s houor !

1 liked Mrs. Wyllis a good deal. If
the dinner bad been an hour long, with
about balf as many varieties, ana i we
had talked on some entertaining topics,
and there Lad been some more read-
‘ug_n

Gertie ended with a fearful yawn,
“*Yet, as a dinner merely; it was a suc-
cess,”” said Charley Keith. *'In fact,
there was little besides dinner.”

“The silver, and glass, and flowers
were beautiful, but we could have goune
m and adwired them without runiung
the risk of indigestion. And then w
thiuk of the luxuries that must be wast-
ed, turown away ! 1 could not help re-
membering the Austens and others, who
could bardly get enough to eat.”

1 tuougnt of them too,” said Geitle,
““It secms a sin.  And what useful, wor-
al or 1utellectual purpose did 1t serve?
Charley, 1 warn you beforehand that L
shall never give a state diuner.””

**1 sl not ask you to until Lam for-
ty, aud have botu gout and dyspepsia.

Gertie laugned gaily, and said he
should have Luem, tuen.

Is it true and elegant hospitality ?
Eating is very well iu 1ts way, and very
necessary, but is 1t tue great aim of our
social lue?  Old-tasnioned alteruoon
visiting has gouc out of date, but ave
our evening dinuers any improvement ?
Do they improve our intellects, clear our
Judgments and couduce Lo vur duterest
1w our neighbor 7 Aud because we caln-
Lot returu in Kind, we conlent ourseives
wilth formal calls, tulukiug toercby we
have done our duly by svclety; bul 13
there not sometiulng better, lotuer and
wiser for Lie couminyg wen aud wowend

The Viennz Exhibition.

In a letter to Geweral Thowas B.
! Van Buren, United States Colnmis-
i sivuer to the Vienona Ixnibition, sir.
fduy, (Awerican Minister at Vienna),
| akes tue totlowing suggestious:
{1 iad a long visit frow the Baron
Schwarz Senborn day before yesterday.
e is deliguted at tue vigor with whico
you bave puslied the school matter, aud
tue prospect ol a complete exposition of
oul systew, and said that tue publica-
tion of the particulars of the meeting
at Washiugton bad produced the nappi-
est ynplession al Vienna, especlally on
the part of the governmpent.  Luere
will be, he said, also, a complete expo-
sition of the Gerwan scuool systein.
g Is very anxious that there suould
be a full collection of our fruits and
vegetables, aud will even perwit the
vegelables to be raised here. ke also
WRNLS sule American pines, especially
the Washiugion, 10 add Lo a gooup of
ARerical lrees now growinyg  here,
which he proposes to trausplaut to the
Pratel. My uupression is taat it we
bave such an exnibition in all respects
as America oughbit to wmake, it will givea
Rfreat Lupulse Lo emigration on the part
of the better class—skilied workwen,
swall farmers with money, and gradually
of menofcultureand science. Aud tuere
cun be nothing more suggestive of a

A cluster of{feitile sail and pleasant nowe than a

generous supply of fruits and vege-
wgbles. The Baron hopes for rieh as-
portments of ores from the ditferent
States, and as the time is so short for
individual contribution, why “sheuld
nob each State and each city contgibute
1 something on itsown account? A sug-

gestion from you to this effect would
Robubly secure a general acquiescence
i the plan, especially if it were under-
stood that the plan would be generally
adopted. From the city of New York,
for mstance, what could be more appro-

riate than a raised plan of the Ceutral

Ik, showing the bridges, statues, &c.?
Agpd the Baron said that the models of
our great engineering works, and es-
peciaﬂ'{)gf our notable public buildings,
would be most eflective in adding iuter-
estto our department and educating the
people in regard to America. He has
Just sent me some copieés of the pro-
grammes, which I have addressed
through the State Departmeant to the
governors of the States and Territories,
and to the Mayors of twenty-five of our
cities of the largest population as given
in the last census. A model of the
Capitol at Washington would be de~
su:tble.

Under group twenty we should cer-
tainly have a Western farm-liouse, and
gxhaps the log cabin first oocu%ied by

€ new setiler. A model of the 1ew
{:xt of Chicago would be immer sely

teresting. Our inists, espec fally
the builders of boilers, ines, agri-
{cultural machines and o
| sorts, may t to meet the most ear-
| nest competition from the large firms
| of England, France, Germang and Bel-
|gium, and on our success depends a
;x d(faa% hi: the futq:e. ox;aﬂicuhrly in
| view o probabili a decline in
' the ooal supply of Dnh
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