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THE LAST MEMORY.

The windows are darkened, snddlm is my sight
In the gathering twilight of age;

And now 1 can scarco read the story aright
That is written on memory's page;

Though all of life's visions are= vanishing fast,
One shines like a star in its place:

In the gloom that the present throws over the

past,

1 romembor my mothor's sweet fnce,

I pray that my sad hewrl this troasure may save
Tl my soul is released from its strife:

Esoh year cotneth on 1iko & conguering wave,
Swooping over the witers of 1ife.

Resixtioss and mighty, from decp unto deep
Eternity’s floold moves apiocs;

Though its tide hureies all 10 oblivion's sleep,
I remember my moiher's sweet faoe.

Bopatient. God knowelh what ripons the grain
And when 1L s ready 1o reap:
Down fntv my henrt merey (afleth lke rain
To guicken the seads that are doop.
The lessons of patience, the stories, the prayors
Thut 1 learnod in my mothet's embraco.
Would long sinoe have grown %W a harvest of
tarcs
Had I falled to remember her fnce.

I itsten and wait in the shadows that fall
O'or the deop on eternity’s share,
Put ottt of tha stillness [ heor o voleo eall
That sounds Hike an echo of yore.
Through the watches of night I shall not be
alone,
Notr afrasd of 1hie dawning of grace;
Thoueh all tise [loved into darkness has flown,
I remomber my molther's swesl [ne.,
—Irving Bexheller, in N, Y. Lodgor.
-

HARVESTING FEATHERS.

The Way It Is Done at the Kenil- |

worth Ostrich Farm.

It is No Easy Task to Gather the Precious
Crop—Some of the Dangera and
DifMiculties Attending
the Operation.

A pluck at the Kenilworth ostrich
farm having been announced, a party
of visitors took the train from Los
Angeles for the scene of this unfamil-
jar form of harvesting. The ostrich
farm, which is situnted about seven
miles northeast of Los Ancweles, oec-
cupies a very pretty valley at the foot
of one of the cosst ranges not far
from the Burbank station, omn the
Southern Pacifie railroad.

The ostriches are confined in a num-
ber of lnrgecorrals, in which the birds
have free room to rian about, scoop out
their primitive nosts. nnd make them-
selves generally quite at home. Four
of these corrals nre oceupied by pairs
of full-grown imported birds, al the
prasent time occupied in laying eggs.
In other corrals are young birds,
natives of Califoranin, which appear to
be quite ns heslthy and promise to be
as fino ns their African parents.

Plucking tho birds is by no menus &
lipht undertaking. The one thing
which makes ostriches manngeable ut
ull is that they cun not either fly or
leap, or if they can they are not aware
of their powers. Hence. an ordinary
post and rail fence five feet high is
sufficient to confine birds standing,

perhups, seven feet high, even when |

they are making the most desperate
cfforts W escape from the hands of
their spoilers.  But i they can not fly
they can run and kick. and a kick from
one of their great strong legs is an ex-
periment which nobody cares to try.
Thus in entching them it is always
necesgary carefully to avoid getting in
front of them, for they can only kick
straignt forward.

When plucking s to begin three men
enter the corral and approach the
birds. They try to get the one thoy
wigh to eatch up into a corner, but as
the bird soon sees that his best chance
lies in keeping in the open, he races
first down one side of the corral and
then up the other, making it appear
as though it were an almost hopeless
task 1o ceatch him. His strides are
enormous, but his great feet and the
muscles of his are s0 strong
that he comes along with a strungely
easy, springy gait, in which very little
is seen of the foolish awkwardness
which is the first characteristic to
strike strangers when they see the
bird at rest.

After severnl gquiet vain attempts to
reach the bird as he runs pust, the
qufckest of the men throws himself up-
on one of the huge wings; and the first
time, perhaps, find: himsell sprawling
on the ground, with n handful of broken
feathers to reward him for his puins,
Soon, however, somebody is fortunate
enough to gel a good hold, and by tho
time he has been dragged hall way
round the inclosure the other two men
also are to be seen firmly attached to
some part of the body or wings of the
bird. Then a suck is rapidly produced
from the belt of one of the men, and
slipped over the head and long neck,
a1, the lower end of which it is loosely
tied. This greatly fucilitates matters,
and it Is now no very difficult job to
steer the strange-looking creature into
a corner of the corral which has been
prepared for its reception. Here the
fence has been strengthened with
strong desl-boards, and another heavy
board is all ready to be swung around
in such a way a5 to inclose the bird
and his captors in & small corner, in
which no great amount of struggling
is possible.

thighs

| lass severe.

The first bird plucked wns an old |

mule The young birds for the first
two years of their life are nll the same
gray color which the lemales continue
for their lives. but the males. alter

they are about two years old, become |

very handsome. ‘I'hey turn quite
black, thus muking a very hundsome
sotting for the great white plumes
which adorn their wings and tails
As they appronch acy one who is look-
ing them their beautifal bright
black breasts remind him forcibly of
fupneral plumes But when the black
festhers come to be plucked they are
found to be only blnck ai the tips, and

nt

blackness, except in the muss. The

féathers singly are of a dark brownish
eolor, shading off into something ap-
proaching very mear to black at the

| sean with the ngked eye much
even here they seldom ronch perfect |

tips. Ocecasionally, but very rarely
a truly black feather is found., but
nearly all the black plumes and tips
sold in the stores are dved. Oualy the
wing and tail feathers are palled, the
curly-looking little tips on the brewst
which aronse the cupldity ol some of
the ladies being left untouched.

The three mon who have hold of the
bird foree him up tight ngainst Lthe
corner of the inclosure, and the one of
them who is doing the pluacking —in
this case the proprietor—stands on the
side away from the wing on which he
is poing to commence operations. He
raiges the wing and, drawing it foward
him over the body of the bird, he se-
leots the fenthers which he considers
muavketable and. grasping them one by
one firmly in his hand, gives them a
good hard pull and out they come
First the great white plumes, then the
smaller whites, and then the larger

blacks. It must be a somewhat pain-
ful operntion for the bird, as the
feathers have a tight hold, and the

wing bieeds more or less at most points
from which severnl feathers ndjoining
one another have been drawn. Every
now and then o renewed struggle on
the part of the ostrich. nnd an effort
not always unsuecessful, to shako off
the sack which is over his head. nenrs
witness to his not relishing the situn-
tion.

As fast as the feathers are pulled,
and this is done very quickly, they s
handed over the fence 10 & man stand-
ing close by with a box. Then the
ladies have their chance. ‘The amount
of discussion which is required before
the on-lookers ean decide which of the

feathers is most worthy to ba chosen |

to remind them of the ocecasion is sur-
prising. First, nothing less than one
of the greast white plumes at the end
of the wing is pgood enough, and as
these pre selling to-day at from one
dollar to two dollars they are chenp
enough. But when looked atin the
hand itis found—surprising fact!—that
the feathers do not grow curled and
washed, and ready 1o be worn on hats,

and presently a smuller feather of
white and gray prettily blended is
espied falling into the box. These

vary in price from twenty-five to fifty
cents, or in the case of vory fine ones
reach one dollar; but just as the pur-
chuse is on the point of completion,
and the Msir buver’s band is searching
among the small coins in o longthy
purse for one of just the vight dimen-
sions, she bocomes aware that her next
neighbor has secured quite a pretty
little for ten really
quite good enough to keep as n me-
mento.”  And so the strugegle ends and
economy is trinmphant,

feather conts;

Meanwhile the two wings have becn
plucked nnd the tall, which produces
than the best wing
plumes but much wider—such as are
used for the best Then the sack
is removed, and the board which in-
closes the party having been swung
back, the bird is set a queer,
curtailed-looking shorn of
his giory, but probably ina day o

[eathers shorter

tips.

loose,

monsior,

two much more comfortable-—in hot
weather at any rate—for being freed
from the burden of his great, heavy

taken again,
that he does
not reward his tormentors with a kick,
which, if well delivered, would easily
break a bone, but his inability to kick
any except stralght in front of him
mnlces it no very diflicult matter.

Then the chase is renewed, and the
royul consort is, in her turn, humilint-
ed by having her proud hend enveloped
in the sack, and so the game goes on
till all the birds which are rendy for
pluckiog have been dealt with.

It is very hard worlk on a hot day, as
not only have great agility and eonsid-
eruble courage and perseveranes to be
displayed in catching the birds, but
even holding them in the corner while
the plucking is going on involves an
almost continuous strugole, more or
The operation takes per-
haps twenty minutes for each bird
it has been ecaught. and in this
time some 200 to 250 feathers of vari.
sizes pulled. Each bird
plucked twice a year, the plumes re-
quiring agrowth of about seven months
to reach perfection. The feathers, if
not retailed on the premises or in Los
Angeles stores. are sold by weight. A
short time ago they went as low as £50
a pound, but they are now going up,
the wearing of ostrich feathers in hats
having again become [ashionable. A
full-grown bird will give rather more
than a pound of feathers betweoen his
two plucks, bul as they are vorncious
fenders there is not much profit o be
made out of keeping them when
feathers are fetching low prices. They
are fed mainly on alfalfa, supplement-
ed by corn and sl most any vegetable
food that comes hundy. —Los Angeles

Letter, in San Franeisco Chronicle,
SRR

Dakota's Morning Air.

plumes. Care has to be

as the sack is removed,

after

ous is

are

Persons coming to Dakota will do
well, in the [all or winter, to rise up
with the sun on nny cool morning, nand
they be well repaid for their
trouble. As the sunis peeping over
the horigon, if the morning is clear,
one cun see for ten, twenty and thicty

will

miles, according tothe levelness of the
country. One can see timber thivty
miles away ns if not more than six
high ‘in the air, so
the sky onn be seen between the mirnge
and the earth. Elevators and barns,
houses and timber, seem to be mount-
ninous in size. even though they are

miles away, raised

twenty miles away; the sir is so ecovi
und clear that people and stock arve
better
than with opera or field glasses, and
persons talking with each olther two
miles away will be Kistinctly heard.
Dakota is a wonderful country.—Dun-
dee (Duk.) Cor. N. X. Tribune.

| Last night,
| zenial epirits;, the conversation turned

| feacy.

|
under way.

SOUNDS OF NATURE.

Masle Whose Interpretation Needs Neo
Anclent or Seorst Art,

The sonata has heen ealled the most
perfect form of piano music known,
and in that, although Haydn and Mo-
zart exceled, Beothoven is the chief of
all the composers, and all that can ba
znid by a single instrument hus been
written for the voice of the piano. But

the theme and its variations one, and
although it tukes the first of mechani-
vians and designers to elaborate the
instroment that is to give them musical
expression, and although it takes pa-
tience and skill and talent, and some-
times even genius to be able to use
brain and fingers so as to interpret the
thought of Becthoven, yet thera is nn-
other music, unwritten, and to ba
played on no one instrument, and it
lakes neither genins, nor mechanism,
nor industry to hear and feel aud in-
terpret these unformulated steains of
nature—that musie which exists every:
where throughont creation, which has
| its tone in every object, which re
| sounds where the sea touches Lhe shore,
where the snow sifts through the
air, where the voice strikes the hill-
side, where the leaves stir against ono
| another, where the wind wings and the
stitrs soar through space. Toread this
music one needs no ancient or secrot
art, no written page. no instrument—
nothing but a soul. One cnn not crit
icise it; one can not suy its time is ime-
perfect, its measurcs are incorreet; ul
one can watch ils themes develop al-
most as ensily as in the music rendered
| by the player where the left had keeps
the time and marks the measure, the
“leader of the orchestra,"us Besthoven
himself esaid. while the right haud

all subtle freedom of variation to re-
turn to it agnin.

One hears the melancholy in the wall
of the rising wind at twilizht, when
the trees murmur together in sadness
ona recognizes it, marks it deepen and
strengthen, diminish and die away;
one hears the joy of a sea-breeze in
the sunshine singing in tha
crested ridges, and siching itsell soft-
1y away in full contest as it washes up
the sand: one hears the hum of happi-
ness any summer mocning blending in
a rich chord with the murmur of bees,
the flutter of idler insect, the soflt
rusile of boughs, the singing of the
distant birds; one gets the note of in-
effable sweetness and sadness in the
sound of evening bells strained
through reaches of air and
over water, of =rinl remoteness and
alien indifference in the far-off flecting
of the echo; one gets the voice of con-
quest roaring on its way in the cry of
the wintry storm; for in every thing,
from the resonance of granite to tha
whispering of a breath, the stroke of the
stone-cutter’s hammer, the measured
falling of the flail, there is music for
the ear that ecan hear it; and even
when the tones held in the heart of all
these separate objects: of nature ure
not music in themselves, and struck
togather make not musie, but discord,
vet as the sound recedes it filtars itsell
1o harmony, for the discord dies belore
the sound does. and leaves only at last
a swoel sonority swimming and failing

along the air. —Hnrper's Bazar,
S . —

SOME SHARK STORIES.

=
Tuey Are Good, But to a Man Up a Tree
They Look Improbable.

in a company of con-

over

wn sharks, those scavengers of the sea
Their voracity, staying qualities, and
ability to swallow any thing and every

thing that came their way was dis- |

cussed at some length. A young man
who had never been 1o sea =aid he hnd
read stories of monster man-enting
sharks following ships for weeks, ac-
companied by an aching void which
able seamen alone could fill with any
degree of satisfaction—to the shark.
He had also rend of a sailor who waa
on deck one day grinding his knife,
with a boy turning the stone, when the
ship gave a sudden lurch., the whole
outfit went overboard aud was swal-
lowed by a shark. The sailor and his
boy kept at work, sharpened the knite
to a razor edge, eut their way out of
the shark and were picked up by a
boat lowered from the ship,

The man-of-war's man said that
story was u little too improbable, bug
that he could tell one himself within
the bounds of reason. *“When our
ghip was in Honolulu,”™ he said, “I
was ashore one day in the launch, a
small stenmbont used for conveying
officers and sailors to and from the
ship. We were lying at the dock and
when the engineer attempted to start
his engine on the return trip she re-
fused to worl. Thinking, perhaps, that
a rope or something had fouoled the
propeler, the engineer looked over tha
stern and found that a monster shark
had swallowed the wheel, and though
we prodded the cuss with a boat-hook
it refused to disgorge the enst-iron del-
We then slewed the bhoat
around, and heading for the ship, a
mile distant, we managed by jabbing
the fish with boat-hooks, to make it
furpish motive power, and thus got
The coxswain stood ot the
tiller and steered for the ship, but just
as we got alongside the vessel the

| shark pave a sudden lurch, broke ths

propeler short off nt the bearing, and
got away with it.—Chicago Herald.

—A lady’s paper gives the following
recipe for getting rid of the smell of
fresh paint in a bed chamber or liv-
ing-room: Slicea few onions, and put
them in the middle of the room. After
that it will be desirable to get rid of
the smell of the onions. This can

eussily be done by putting on another
vont of paint.

although it takes a Beethoven to make f

wanders away at its own sweet will in |

floating |

| MEN OF INTEGRITY.

rhe Kind of n Roputation Which Helps
One Over Many Hard Places.

“Why is it that it is the good men
who go wrong?" nsks an exchange.
This question is of much of the same
stamp us one that was formerly cur-
rent: **Why is it that ministers' sons
are so often scapegruces? The latter
bas been shown to be grossly unfair in
its implication that ministers’ sons
| are, as a whole, unworthy of their fa-
|I.1uﬂrs and of their training. The re-
| verse is the case. There are excep-
| tions, but these are rare in comparison
with the number of sons of ministers
[ who are useful and honored citizens,
many of them pursuing the noble call-
ing of their fathera.
So when we are asked: “Why isit
{ that it is the good men who go wrong?"
| the answer is that the inquiry is mis-
leading. Men who are reputed to be
good do go wrong in muny cases, but
these anre few in comparison to the

number of reputed good men
who do mnof go wrong. T4 is
no surprise when it is learned

|
that a man who does not bear & good

| name has done something dishonest or
| unworthy, becnuse in this case the ex-
| pected happens, and thereis nota “‘go-

ing wrong,” but a further pursuit of it

The good man by repute—and the bet- ||

ter hoe is reputed to be the more sur-
prise and shock if he does not bear out
| his reputation—is the onewho is trust-
ed, and when we hear of one who hus
proved faithless, it shows that his rep-
utation was not deserved, or that his
moral fiber has not been tested. The
man who is upright and honest—hon-
est. with himself as well as toward
| others—does not go far wrong in his
dealings.

A reputation for integrity is one
which no mun can afford to be with-
ount. But the reputation is not the
mauin thing. This is to deserve it. I
is won by right doing, and is kept in
| the sume way. Once established it is

the best letter of credit a young man
can have. Without it he can not hope
to succead.

In most cases men of strict Integrity
have had it impressed upon them in
their youth that honesty ean not be
disppsed with. Too great stress can

not be laid upon this truth by all who
have dealings with the young. Temp-

tations to bedishonest shiould be as fur
as possible removed from the path of
thosa whose charactors are not fully
formed, and those who and
wiser should by friendly connsel aid in

are older

ful minds.

Parental laxity is to blame if
young woman beging work with a
vague notions of whut honesty means.

Too many parents sadly neglect their
| duties in this particular. They do not
| oversee their children ss they shounld
| or hold them ton strict sccountability,
| bat faults ure glossed over or are not

seen. Parents should not be harsh

| and exacting. but they should train up
childrén in the very way they should
go. 'The honest boy iz father to the
honest mun.—Datroit Free Press.

MOSAIC WINDOWS.

Intentional Imperfections Introdoced In-
to the Prooess of Thelir Manafacturs,

But the glass-worker has only begun
his work when he has the molten
“metal” simmering in his crucibles, It
must undergo many subsequent manip-
ulations belore it is available for the
[ purpose of art.  Some of these, from a

technical point of view, some retfro-
greassional. It has been found that the
| rich color effects in glass of the middle

-]

firmly fixing right Ideasin the youth- |

ages are largly due to the imperfec- |

tions in the materinl. Its lack of he-
mogenecusness, its unequal thickness
and uneven surfaces contribute largely
to its beauty. The modern product is
too uniform to be brilljant; it traos-
mits the light with too great regulari-
ty. Intentional imperfections are,
therefore, introducid into the provess;
and the products, in consequence, are
much more satisfactory to the artist
This work of individualizing the prod-
uct has now been so far systematized
that several special brands of art
glass are recognized in the markets.
The so-called untigue glass in' both
white and colors, is made precisely
likke the ordinary sheet window glass,
except that the surface of the glass is
made full of minute blow-holes, which
produce almost an aventurine effect,
and add greatly to its brilliancy. In
the cathedral glass the surface {5 ren-
dered wavy and uneven, so that the
transmission of light shall be corre-
spondingly Irregular. In the fash
gluss ordinary sheels are coverad with
# thin plating of colored gluss, a
process which permits a very delicate
color tone, and miderially deoreases
the expense, whers a costly glass,
such as ruby, Is needed to give the
color, But in mosaic work it is now
generally preferred that the gluss shall
not be at all transparent, since the
effect is much rvicher. The most of
the glass is therclore east, the process
betng a repetition in mininture of the

casting of rough plate.—Prof. C
1. Henderson, in Popular Secience
;\'[unlfﬂ_\'.
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Summer in the Country.

“Where shall we go forthe summer,

Henry? Have you thought any thing
abouat it?”
“No, notyet. How would you like

{0 o into the country, again?™

“Well, perhaps that would do.™

“I'll tell you what; let’s stay at
home. Lewse the sereens out of the
doors and windows soas to have plenty
of mosquitoes, get a poor cook und an
impertinent waitress, make the beds
up #us hard as a board, get a spavined
old horse and a caery-all with stiff
springs, Nod'wd can nave all the ad-
vantages of country life without guing
out of town.'—Chicago Herald

PITH AND POINT.

—Intolerance most intolerantly dee
nounces intoleranca,

—All passions nre good when one
masters them: all are bad when one is
a slave to them,

—The family with a sixteen-year-old
boy in the house has no usa whatever
for atwenty-four volume encyclopmdia
—Somerville Journal.

—No young than with brains will
ever expect to find a good wife in a
voung woman who is not first a good
danghter.

—A man gets his *'Lost” advertise-
ments free of all charge when it 18 his
reputation that is involved. —Merchant
Traveler.

—Curiosity must be nwakened ere it
can be satisfied. And onee nwakened
it never fails in the end to satisfy it-
self. —Hugh Miller.

—It is good for us if the contravy
winds occasionally blow on us, for
after all it is they that make us strong
ns we sail the voyagze of life.

—Thera is nothing more universally
commended than a fine day; the rea-
son is that the people can commend it
without envy.—Shenstone.

—If you have great talents, industry
will improve them;if moderate abili-
ties, industry will supply their defl-
ciency, Nothing is denied to well-di-
rocted labor. Nothing is ever to ba
obtained without it.—Sir J. Reynolds.

—Young people should never forget
that they have in their brains, and
hands, while the power of brains and
hands remains, actual money-yielding
capifal more satisfying than bonds.—
Unce a Weelk.

—The woman who creates by her
work and smiles a happy home, and

raises a family of children to worthy |

manhood and womanhood is the noblest |

work of God, and is more entitled to
the honor and praises of mankind than
the butterfly of fashion in the political
or fashionable world.

—Happy are they who, when sorely
wounded In life, ¢an turn to the natural
world and find in every tree, shruband
flower a comforting friend that will not
turn from them. Such are not fur from
God and pence. Only mind, imagina-
tion and refinement can embroider the
homely details of life.

—Especially do we owe a consider-
nte manner to those less favored than
ourselves; for with sweet flowers of
courtesy we may do something to
brighten dn otherwise barren life.
Even the degraded ure guick to eateh
the gentle tone. None can withstand
the power
whose spell wa love best to invoke for
sour own"—Elizubeth Eddy Norria

il

TROUT-FISHING SECRETS,

An Ancient and Acute Angler Imparts
Some Impariant Information.

Fly-fishing is supposad to be so difi-
cult of mastery that many are deterred
from incurring the expense of an outfit
which is of no use in ordinary sngling.
But let the veteran fisherman say his
own woris:

“There is a secrat in fishing for trout
with the artificial fly, but it can be
lesrned in half an hour by a man who
has no prejudices nnd keeps his eyes
open, I do not say all will snceesd
egqually well, but any man who has
‘gumption’ and will take these hints
can’t help catching fish, and he may

: pvertaken. however, ho was thrust into |

|

of this true fairy Wnnd.1

| eomea Frederiek the Great!
! greased his armies, his

fish all day, if ho goes ubout the busi- |

ness necording to his own notions, and
not get 8 single ‘rise’ for his trouble.

“First of all get the highest rod you
ean.  If it is well balanced and has got
the spring it is good enough. Don't
hothor with « lot of flies and use only
one on the line at o time. Here are

| four flies that will serve all purposes.

One is the red spiuner; the second is
the black gnunt; the third is the coach-
man; the fourth and boss of them all
i5 the red Palmer or red hackle, as it
is indifferently termed.

“*Now for the sceret. Take the red
hackle as the standard and you will
understand. If you throw it out and
just drag it along the top of the water,
as most people do, what do vou sup-
pose a trout will take it for? Why,
just for what it is—a bunch of hair, no
more, no less,
the hairs closo on the shank of the
hook; it is just a dead mass, not re-
sembling a fly, er a caterpillar, or any
thing else. But suppose, instead of
this, you work your wrist very gently
up and down, s0 a8 to let the elastic
hairs of the hackle expand and closa
with the strenm, whal then? Why,
the thing looks alive, looks like a
drowning insect, and the trout goes
for it directly. It is the same with
winged flies exactly. Thers is no use
having wings to a fly if you simply
drag it through the water in one direc-
tion.

“Just one hint more,” he sald to the
reporter. “If n trout goes for your
fly, don’t strike with your arm as if
you meant to knock a man’s head off
with a club or slug a ball for three
buses. Just turn your wrist sharply
and on the instunt, for the trout blows
out the fly directly he finds what It is,
und it doesn’t take him half a second
to do it Fish up stream, use one fiy,
and that a rved hnekle. work your fiy
in the water to make it look alive, and
you will fill a basket while your neigh-
bors are tiring their hearts and souls
out and catching nothing,

“Let me say, too, that you can't
throw a Iy too lightly on the water.
To do this you must keep your body
still, throw with the arm, and the arm
only, letting the spring of the rod do
the lnst part of the cast. In this way
the fly is made to fall first—which is
avery thing. Watch a novice and you
will cease to wonder why he never
raises 4 fsh.”—San Fravaizpe Chroo-
lole,

! had

|
|
|
|

You drag it along and |

FOR OUR YOUNG FOLKS,

A BAD LITTLE MAN,
Whon he was un, Re eried to got dorn
Al whon e was i, he eried to get ouly
Andl no iltile boy 1o Bastop vWwen
Was ever so ready to frel aud pout
Foutsy oh!
And Fro sy oli!
And spand the whole in & prisy oh?
And what shadl we doto this bad Littie man,
But shake Him as hand as we possilyy canl

When he was cold, he erlod 10 be warm;
And when he wus wurn, e eried o be cald,
And all the morn ne ‘twas scold anl storm,
And all the evanize ' 1owns stormm dndd seold
Sitormpy oh?
Antl svoliy oh!
And never do whitt he was 1oldy ol !
Aad what shall we do w1 hohis bad It
But shaks kim o hivetl o8 wo possibhy ¢ :
—Yuouth's Crmpaniot.
—— e B e

THE BOY AND THE KING.

Savedl the Latter’s
Life.

I suppose there is hardly a little boy
or zirl throughout our lund who has
not henrtl the name of Feedericg the
Great. Ile was born
than one hundred and fifty

How the Former

yenrs ngo.
but. although he lived in o puluee and |
wius the sonof a king, there mro fow
people in the wor d more misarably un-

happy than he wns for the firat Lwenty-
five years of his life

From boyhood, he had thegreat mis-
fortune to be hatad, instead of loved, by
his father, who was cruel, despotic and
violent (If not of nnsound mind), nod
so this poor younz Frederick wasa
witness of many siruange scencs within
the palace walls. In the middle of his
dinner, pistes were sometimes hurlad
at fiis head; ocensionally he was kicked
and dragged round the room by the
kalr, and once the old King, finding his
son practicing upon the flute, in a rage
snitched the iustroment awny nnd
snapped itin two across the astounished
boy's shoulders.

1 have not tiine to tell you all the
eruel things this unnatural father did
to his son, but, at last, matters becime
so unplensant at home that the young
prince resolved to run sway. Being

prison; and, mora cruel than nll, he
was compelled to watch froem a window
in the prison the execution of the kind

| roung friend who helped him to make

kis eseape!

At tho nzo of tweniy-eight, the old
King having died. Frederlck himself
became King of Prussin. Up to this
time he had never been
have any. thing to do with the zovern-
ment of his country, but he had ocen-
pied himsel! in studying th
pnd literature of France and
books

Now his pen was laid as!
sword, and he busied himsal
ing up the power of his Kin;
his encrgies wore given U
Ha wins so industrious that b «

an s

|l\wm_\' hours out of the twenty-four

He was so fruzal—as Inr as he himsell
was concernad —that he wore the same
old snunffy waisteont yeur aftor year
nod when he died he wns actoally bur-
ied in his valet s shict, beenuse he did
not possess a4 presentuble one of his
own!

But, although he loft ne rich gur-
moents behind bim. he left something
better, I think—n name.

He had in-
territorios and
the number of his subjects. e hnd
built magnificent palaces. in which
members of tha royal family of Prussia
nre living at the presentday. He
had encouraged tho arsts and selences,
approved freedom rather than
tyranny among his peopie, nnd had per-
mitted no perseeution on account of re-

lgion.

Our own Washington aroused his |

heartiest admirntion. In proof of this,
he sent a Prussinn sword of honor to
Mount Vernon. with the iuscription,
“¥From the oldcst General to the Great-
est.”

It was this famous King, then, whose
life was once saved by the devation of
u little boy whom the King befriended,
and this is how it happened:

One winter, when the Prussian troops
wera stationed in  Dresden, during the
Seven Years’ War, the King munde It
his hiabit to walk out every morning on
the terrace along the river banlk.

He was pacing back and forth one
day, according 10 his usunl ecnstom,
when a wrelched-looking little boy
stopped before him. The child was a
racged little follow, and hsld in his
arms a box ilmost ns big as himselfl

“0Oh, sir. wouldn't you like to see
my marionettes,” usked tha boy in his
simple fashion

The King, smiling, asked if they
were in thal box.

“Yes, and thay can perlorm very
well. They can dunee; shall T show |

allowed to |

He had be- |

*“Waell, Antonio, if you are induos-
trious and will prove that you really
wish to legrn, you shall be taught by &
thoroughly good teachor, and by and
by you shall have a flute of yourown to
keep. How will thay do?™

Yon may imagine how heppy the
little Savoyard was st that Seizing
the King's hand in his small brown
paws ho kissed it again and again, and
then an appointment was made for him
to come to the palace the next day, in
order that the whole malter might be
neranged. Tho next morning Antonio
wulked into the courtyard of the palsce
with pride aund happinzss in his heart.

He was taken in charge by the
Court Capelmeister, who had been
given orders to see whether the child
renlly possessed any musical talent

His report was most favorable, and
from that day Antonio hnd his heart's
| dosire. He studied well. and made
such progress that soon he was al-
lowed to play daily before the King.

All this kindness aroused the deepest
gratitude within ths boy’s heart He
nimost worshiped the King, and longed
to give prool of hisdevotion. Strange-
Iy enough an opportunity came in a
very short time.

| Oneevening Antonio noticed an un-

usnal nmount of whispering among the
servants of the palace. who seemed to
be holding a consultation. Feeling
sure thnt something must be wrong, he
took care to rise early the next morn-
ing, and to hide himsellin adark corner
of the kitchen, where he could see
without being seen. He had s long
time to wait, but at lust he saw one of
the cooks coming by with a folded
paper in his hand. At frst he thought
it a letter; but it was very curious that
when the man opened ita fine white
powder eame sifting out, and fell
straight into a pot of chocolate that
happened to be standing on the table
ready 1o be carried in to King Frederick.
Out came the little Savoyard from his
dark corner, and in a stats of the great-
est excilement rushed off to the King's
apartment.

“Uh, sir™ he gasped forgetiting hia
manners and the respect due the pres-
ence of the King. *Oh, sir, do not
mind what I say—refuse the chocolate
this morning. It will kill you—they
have put poleon in it—I saw them—I
saw them!"”

Then as calmly as he could, Antonio
told his story to the King, and as he
ended breaklnst came in. At almost
!thu same moment came a general to

hold a council with his Majesty. The
i g m with 0
uve known hse 5t

bossginet bis e
: a@

YL AL A asked kLis musiec,
in o quiet voice. **Are you ill?”

*No, your Majesty, but —I —F—"

“Possibly if you drink n cup of this
warmn chocolnte it may do you good,”
cried the King.

The servant
King's feel

«3Merey, your Majesty; mercy! he
cried.

“Wretched man!” answered the King.
“This cup is poisoned!”

Tha man protested that the powder
would only have made his Majesty un-
conscions, that it would have done no
real wem.  For answer the King gave
the chocolate to n dog. The poor brute
had searcely tuken it when it began to
suffer, and soon was dead. The ser-
vant then confessed.

The King's charity to the helpless
Savoyard had made for himsell a
friend whose shrewdness and devotion
defented the cunning of the assassins.
And that was how Antonio saved the
King.—Elizabeth Abercrombis, in St
Nicholas

-

threw himself at the

.-
Animals as Sesd-Planters

Miany noble oak-irees are planted by
the fitle squirrel. Ruonning up the
hranches, this little animal strips off
the acorns, nnd buries them in the
ground for food in the cold weather;
and when he goes to hunt them up he
does not find all of them. Those he
leaves hehind often to grow up into
great and beautiful trees

The nuthateh, too, among the birds,
is & great plunter. After twisting off =
cluster of beech-nuts this queer little
bird carries them to some [avorite tree,
and pegs them into the crevices of the
bark in a curious way. How, wecan
not tell. Alter o while they fall to the
ground. and there grow into large
trees.

Some larzer animals are good seed-
planters, and have sometimes covered
barren countries with ftrees. It is
very singular that animals and birds

them to you, sir?” eageriy ropeated lmn dn 20 much farm-work, isn't it?—

the boy.

The King gently shook his head. He
had no wish 1o see the marionettes, but
the little boy interested him, and the
King asked his name |

= Antonio, sir," was the answer.
am a Savoyard, The marioneties are
from Savoy, too. We go through the
world toyether, nand when we huve
earned envugh money to live on, we
are poing home again, and then I
hope that T can learn to play on the
flute!”

*Are you so anxions, then, to become
g musician®" asked the King, move and
more deawn to the ehild

Such a look of longing eamea over the
little up-turned face, that it was pitiful
to see il

I always practice on my w
whistle,” said Antonio; **but that's not
liko n real instrument, you know. A
res” Jute costs too much for me"™ he
added, with & sigh.

Perhaps the King remembered how
much pleasure fe himsell had found in
his flute when a boy. At all eveats, he

said:

illow

ol |

l Mrs. G. Hall, in Our Little Ones

—+Sp, here I nm between two tail-
ors,’” said adandy at a hotel table, where
two young tailors just slarted out in
business were sitting. “Troe™ was
the reply. **we are beginners, andcan
only afford one goose between us.”—
Philndel phin Press.

- —

—The following passage occurs in &
notice posted on the court house by a
con<table of Wicomico Tounty, Md.:
«] hnve seeseld sad ook into execution,
accordin to Inwand iniquity, the loliow-
ing aforesald property.™

—An [rishman was planting shade
trees when a passing lady snid: “You're
digging out the holes, are you, Mr.
Hogenrty?' *No, mum. Oi'mdiggin’
out the dirt an’ lawin’ the holes.™—
Texns Silting=

e ———

—A simile is generally supposed tobe

a species of comparison, but it is more

of a paradox. You knock one of its i's

jout to make it smile —Terre Haute
| Express




