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Our Darlings,

Down by the bitter Novewber s

In the dreamy, quaint ol [ luri
We Inid the first-born of aur loid,

With the heaven lock, on her face.
Oh, little snow-drop, <o swect and pure,

Ah, wise little mailen, s dear, g0 trac,
We have given yon back ngain 1o God,

It way cruelly ued to do !

-nlace,

Baut still there was one wee mails: lelt,
The one who had slept by our sile each
night,
“God will be pitiful,” wo =ail,
As we thankiully helid her tizht,
Even in heaven were yon not ulul,
That you never could stuy n space apart?
For wo watched Ler pala litt!
And a dread fear woke ai cur Leart,

Lomesick lace,

And when two wearizome weeks had gone,
In the quiet hush of the hoiing duy,
She heard her little sister call,
As she sat at her lonely play.
Her face, as an angel’s scemed to glow,
Its gladness and bennty bedimmed our sizht,
And out of our ¢mpty, nnl yearning arms,
She had followed Lier love that night,

Down by the bitter November sea, *
Together, our durlings are slecping fnst;
Orly a memory remains
Ot the r beauty and graze at last.
Some day Irom out of the chetubim,
We shall find these taces we loved nnd lost,
Content in our joy to lorget the pain,
And God will remember the cost!

NICK VON DAM,

| 88

Madison avenue snd Fifth avcnue,
New York, are paraliel—tha houses on
one side abutting with their back-yavrds
upon the bLousts of the cther; for even

alatial mansions, with hown-stone
ronts, have their back-yards, where
clothes are burz to dry. and where
aristoeratic childron sve permitted to
play.

Some twenty or more yoars ago the
geene of this tvae slery orens, in the
back-yards of twe elecunt lionses thus
situated. One morning u fine, manly
boy of twelve wes on ont side, and a
beaatiful little curly-haired darling, say
five Years old, on theotber sideof a high,
close, board fepce. The fence had a
knothole init. The Loy w:s tying a
tin can to the tail of nstruggling Mal-
tese cat that liad ciamberea over the
dividing fence, and the girl with flushed
face and snapping, angry cyes, was
looking through the knothole. It was
her cat.

As soon ss our litlie lady had fairly
taken in the situation 8'.¢ called through
the fepce, with her powing lips to the
hole: **I s1y, you boy, have you scen
my kitty?”

“*No,”" he replied.

“You are a nasty, bad boy, and tell
stories; you have got my kitty; and if

u den't give Ler back to me I'll
uild a fire and buwrn your play-house
down."

Tbis was not an idle threat, for our
youngster on the Fifth avenue side had
a play-house, supplied with toys and
curious playiliings, provided by his
rich father and indulegent mother, as an
induement for their only and petted
child not to mingle with the vulgar

euide; T take
nicking to t
plincton for 1
drive themselves, and I sometimes go
out with ladies on lorseback.” i

“What is your name please?”

*“Nick von Dem, sl your serviee,
miss. Is there anything I ean do for
souf

“Yes; T want amun to do justihe
things you mention—io escort my
mothier and myselt, while we stay liere,
to il the pinces sbout. But I want you

o wonds;

sive service, if you ean arrange it.”
Foster, the vproprietor, and then I
sively.'”

said: ** My mother will comrensate you,
if vou are faithful.” )

And he answered: “I assure you,
mizs, I will he to you very faithful.”
Again she blushed, and said that she
would sce her mother.

To put up the conspiracy upon this
girl and her mother, and somehow to
get even with her for spitting on his
nose, had become a Tull grown scheme.
It was easily arranged with Proprietor
Foster and with bis comrades—when he
assured tliem it was only for a jark, and
thuy these people were once his New
193‘!{ neizhibors—over the ferce.

Ihus was the acquaintance renewed,
and Nicholas vou Damenberg, Esquire,
became the bired servant, guide and
vilel de place of Mrs. Mercer and her
daughter Lillian.

e —

III.

So long as the parties remained at the
Geysers, Nick von Dam, as e was des-
ignated, was subject to all sorts of jokes
—in tuin fer the practical one he was
claying upon the Mercer ladies.

“Will you allow your servant to
order up my borse, Miss Mercer?” said
one of the young gentlemen to heron
one occasion.

“Oh, certainly " she replied; “Niclio-
lag, will you be kind enougli to order up
the gentleman's horse?”

The gentleman's horse came up with
a burr so deitly siranged under the sad-
dle that upon mounting, the *‘ gentle-
man " was tossed over the horse's head
During the week “Nicholas,” who had
made terms for indefinite employment
at “sixty dollars a month and found,”
made himself useful in numberless ways
—cscorting the ladies while riding, danc-
ing and picnicing; doing camp duty;
cutting bait and baiting the hook for
Miss Lillian to fish; carrying her easel
and camp stool over the hills to romantic
glens; hiolding the sunshade while she
sketehed ; sometimes with the wother,
on lonely hillsides, and sometimes alone
with the daughter, in sight of the house
Or camp.

Whenever hie and Lillian were alone
together, he addressed his fair com-
panion with the studied courtesy of the
well-bred gentleman. Hislanguage was
then of the choicest,hisremarks finished ;
he talked of books, and art, and music.
Once he surprised her by taking the
brush from her hand, to explain, by his
practiced touch, a suggestion of per-
spective, Whenever they were in the
presence of the mothber, or ot any third
person, he dropped strangely into bad
grammar, spoke in German patois,
ooked the clown and acted the awkward
man-of-all-work that he affected to be.
When alone, she called him familiarly
“Nizholas,” and on one or two ocea-

parties fishing and piec-
. I drive the
s wio are too timid to

altegether—thint is,we want your exclu-

O, certuinly; I can fix it with DMr.
Foste will
devole myself to you alone—* exclu-

Miss Lillian blushed slightly, and

Islight and unimportast events are pre-

arranged by a divine method, you think
all more serious ones shouid be likewise
provided for.”

*I did nol say so. I do not think so.
1 regard marringe ss & man’s most seri-
ous act. When we marry, our destiny
iz east, our fate is fixed—for ever—lor
life—for eteinity.”

Lillian turned Ler great. luminous
eyes upon the now erect form, and said,
witha laugh—a hollow, mocking, taunt-
ing Iaugh: *You dream of some frau-
Jein, at work in 8 vineyard on the
Rhine.”

“I dream, Miss Mercer, of a proud
and beautiful girl I love; gifted, well-
born and proud, rich and arrogant be-
cwse she is well-born. She was my
neighbor wlien we werechiidren; and if
we were not friends, companions and
child-lovers, it was because we were
geparated by acruel barrier. She would
love me if she dared. She knows I am
Ler equal in everything but name. She
knows that, in my love for her, I would
fling myself into the sea from the apex
of yonder rock. She knows I am pocr,
but she is not mercenary, and would not
care for that. It is this devilish pride
of family; and yet her family w:s, some
generations ago, no better than mine.
A great bhusiness glacier may have
wounded my ancestors, and the family
hears the scars and seams; while she,

up so proudly, and so shie would scorn
me. Yes, al, yes—I believe in acci-
dents.”

* Have vou told her your love?”

**1 never dared.”

“ Then you are n coward, and perhaps

retwrn.  Will you be kind enough to
attach the horses. Mr. von Dam ?"

“You will excuse me, Miss Mereer,
I was I\rosumpluous to teil you my
story. 1 will drive the carriage here,
and take in yourseli and easel, as soon as
1 have .y team ready.”

While he was gone our Lillian solilo-
guized—all alone with the sea and its
sobbing waves, as they broke against the
rock of the Moro and cawe rippling at
her feet. *“Ob! what a fool am I—what
an arrant, blundering fool! And so he
loves another: and I—oh! I could whip
myself! I—I thought he loved me, and
I thought bim presumpiuous, and was
fightinz him in my heart! Had it been
me, and had he proposed to rae, how 1
would have wounded him, and how
proualy I would have rebuked him—the
servant. And now [ see his presump-
tion. Why does he tell me his stupid
love tale? Some fat fraulien of a Ger-
man baroness in a ruined castle, I sup-
pose; some family with a name—some
proud, unpronounceable name. And
yet he has not been rejected by this
German woman—that’s not in the way
t least.”

Now this girl knew that away down
n her heart she loved this man-servant
f her mother’s. * She knew that in
very intellectual quality he waa her
uperior. He was to her more hand-
ome than any other man. The ac-
uaintance of camp, tvavel, and daily
ntercourse, like theirs had been, dis-
loses more of real character than years
of conventional life. She knew this
man was brave, and good, and pure.
She knew that he was the equal of any
man. And yet, when she thought he
loved her, and was planning how to
capture her, she had determined to
mortify and humiliate him, reject him,
teach him =« lesson. How ({are he?

®
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Slowly, Nick withdrew. Slowly, he
untied liis horse. Humbly, and stlently,
he took up his reins and resumed his
seat. Silently, they turned homeward.
The horse went on & walk. Inthe nar-
rowest part of the lane, in the darkest
part of the grove—just as a cloud came
over Lthe moon—the sweet and gracious
Lillian reached her narm around the neck
of Nick von Dam, and kissed him fairly
and squarely on the lips. The horse
stopped—horses always do; it is horse
sense.

like the *Moro’ eseaped, and now stands |

“Was it ycu that kissed me, Miss
Mercer ?”

“Yes, Mr. Von Dam,” meckly an-
swered Lillian.

“ And are you sure Lillian. that you
did not just spit on your finger, touch
minoso, and give a smack?

illian turned her gieat round cyes
fuli upon Mr. von Dam—the greal moon
turned on its fuil light—noons asways
o.

“ Are you sure,” said Nick, “ quite
surc? I was fooled in that way once
hy a girl.”

“ And you M

“Yes, thank you, Miss Mercer; I am
Nicliolss von Damenberg, your neighbor
on the other side of the fence, upon
whose nose you put your wet finger—
kissing for a eat. I told you then I
would get even; and now let me be sain
;hc!z‘ kiss was conui..c by your repeating

This Liappencd years ago. They have
babies now.

Preserving Antnmn Leaves.
_In Appletons® “Summer Book " we
find some directions for preserving au-

has given lier quite a local reputation.
“ From my own observation,” she says,
*[ think it is n mistaken idea that
frosts are needed to brighten and deepen
the tints of avtumn leaves. ‘Leaves
have their time to fall’ is as certain as
any of nature’s marvels, and they do it
much more gracefully in the mellowing
sunshine, ripening day by day, every
day showing new tints and beauties,
until they fall, their mission accom-
piished. ~ To preserve their coloring
they should be gathered from the trees
before frosts (getting all the shades and
tints possible), singly, and in sprays
suitable for pressing, and at once placed
beiwecen the leaves (not too near tn-
gether) of hooks or newspapers, and
several pounds’ weight laid upon them.
They shouid b kept, while pressing, in
a cool place, and as often as every other
day (every 2ay is better during the first
week) changed into new books. This
is important, because the paper ahsorbs
the dampness from the lenves, and they
soon become discolored if allowed to
remain.,

“They should be kept in press until
thorongLly dry—between two end three
weeks—otherwise they shrivel. They
are then ready for a coating of oil or
varnish I find o mixture of three
ounces of spirits ot turpentine, two
ounces of boiled linseed oil, and halfan
ounce of white varnish preferable tr
either alone. Get a perfectly smooth
board. large enough to lay a spray upon,
with no reaching of the leaves beyond
the outer edees, or in an unlucky mo-
ment comes the wail: *‘How could I be
o carcless as to break off the very love-
liest leaf?” I have done it more than
once, and have thercby learned that
autumn leaves are brittle things and re-
quire tender handling. Take s picce of
soft cloth to apply the dressing. A brush
does not do it as ¢venly, and there must

o

playmates on the streets. o Nl 1 .
¥ i i sion, ** Nick. In the presence of | Now it turns out that he loved another. ;
boy sny, who are you?” askedj the Etrunglz)ers e N%{(‘:ho%‘u.s " became ‘*Mr. | She felt the humiliation, and determined l'lwnostre:tks. They area blemish when
L4 A . von Dam. o Liilian be explained | that she was angry because he had told | 97§ i
< i‘%‘f{{‘;‘;‘y‘fﬁgﬁ Ifggme my Kitty.” | that he had been servant to a gentleman | her.  What w?\syit to her whom he | - After the application the leaves
«Kiss you through the fence?” and | i the University of Heidelberg; and | loved, or how his wooing thrived? And |must be luid carefully on boards or
4 27 end | {)ere in nsseciation with student fife, he | then there came neross her just the glim- | PAPCIS (not overlapping each olher) un-

she Jsughed a silvery, rippling lnugh.

* Yes, through the knothole.,”

“Well, give me my kitty first.”

“No. give me the kiss first.”

“Will you give me my kitty then?”

“ Yeg, truly.”

*{¥ell put your mouth to the hole.”

And 1o the hole he placed his face, and
received the emack of a sounding kiss,

“ There now give me the kitty.”

1le did so. The little thing, scram-
bling over the fence, was soon safe in the

on.
T =1y, it's nasty to kiss a cat.”
‘A cat is notso nasty asa great, nasty
boy."
“Yes, it is; and I played a joke on
you, for you kissed 1u¢ on my nose.”
*Only [ didn’t; for I didn’t kiss you
at ail. I spit on my fingers and rubbed
them on your nose, and then smacked
my lips didn't I, kitty?" Again she
laughed o loud and merry laugh.
The bey turned awny with sn angry
flush—threatening to ** get even.”

1L

The chilidren, whose silly episode we
described in our last chapter, grew up—
a8 children usually do. Miss Lillian
was sent to school, passing her bread-
and-butter days at Vassar, growing up
to become a sauey beauty of spoiled
nineteen. Our hero of the cat had

uated and studied Lis prolession
and traveled in Europe, and was sowing
his father’s money—as young gentlemen
who have uo knowledge of thie troukle
‘of money getting are apt to do. From
time to time—slie from scliool and he
frem college, she from her und he from
his Eurvpean tour—had visited their
respective homes in their respective
avenues; but had never met. Nor did
the now widowed mother of {the “fair
Lillian know ecven the names of the
family of Von Damenbergs, whose only
:gon Nicholas had had his nose spit upon
‘through the knot-hole of the division
fence. Years went flginz by, To young
people years Hy, but sre Jlong; to old
people years drag but are short. These
young folk were Kkilling time. Liliian
was drifting about the world with her
gentle, quict mother, who found it an
easier Jite to be dragged about by ler
imperious daughter than to remain at
home with her. Nick was abroud, on
bis own hook; sometimes yaclling
among the fiords of Nerway, and some-
times shooting on the plains of Upper
Monrana,

AL last both parties met—at the Cali-
fornin Gevsers. Nicholue von Dwmnen-
berm h, with two companions in shoot-
ing-jackets, had arrived from a **scoct
around Clear lake.” They had arrvived,
guns in kand, in advance of their lug-

ul
its matchless rocks and its splendid
w

arns of i's little mistress. She kissed it E

again and again, while the boy looked |

2

margin of fabulous depths.

Fad

had had the opportunity of instructions
in art, and especinlly in music.

Leaving the valley of the Geysers, the
fercer party made the grand round of
Culifornin sights—with the ever-faithful
and intelligent yalet de place, the
lways-respectful and most-handy Nick
on Dam. They visited the Yosemite—
it grand chasm reft in the Sierra, with

b

- B

aterfalis; the beautiful Lake Tahoe—
p among the primeval forests of pine,
sp.endid sheet of erystal water, mir-
owing blue skies, and circled by grand
1d fovests that shadow the pebbled
i Together
hey had idled upon our ocean shores—
Lie pebbled beach at Peseadero, and the
ine-shaded pools of Monterey. To-
etherthey had traveled through Cali-
fornia's semi-tropical south—amid its
vineyards and its orchards of orange,
emon and olive. For her he had
plucked the red clusters of pomegranate;
und once, when Ler bands huad been oc-
cupiet, le had modestly placed the
flowers in her golden hair—above her
elowing face, rosy with the flush that
had permitted such liberty from the
hand of & menial; and which, for a day,
entailed upon our friend Nitk the
severest dignity—to make him feel that
lie wus o servant earning sixty dollars a
month and expenses paid.

Iv.

In June the party had gone down
from San Luis Obispo to sketch the
“Moro,” asolitary rock upon the shore,
standine out where the waves wash its
base. The horses had been detached
from the carriage, Mrs. Mereer disposed
of in o swinging hummock within a
shadv willow group, easel and eamp-
stool nice'y arranzed and Miss Lillian
lard at work with brush and color.
Nick, hLis laborsover, had thrown him-
self carelessly at the artist's feet. Nick
was beginning to admit bimself in love
with the beautimul givl. His original
Lhreat of ** getting even for her kissing
Lis nose with her wet fingers hLind |
rezolved itself into a determination to
marry her. At the same time he clung
totheromanticidea of making the proud
beauty fall in love with the poor Nirk
von Dam, and resolved to conquer lLer
in his present disguise,

He had thrown himself upon the
erass at her teet. * Don't you think,
Miss''—for bhe lhiad never dared to cali

H

t

s =

you turned your back upon that lone
rock of the *Moro,” with its waste of
dard waters lyinz beyond, you could
find a more interesting picture? Look
inland toward the Coast Range, and
across this broad mesa, to the terraces
and plateaus, the vaileys and hillsides.

b
soft place for poor Nick von Dam.

Luis Obispo in silence.
mother and daughter had
rooms and closed the door,

are angry with themselves, she found it | 2
n

mer of a reeret—she wished he bad not
told her. Now lie could only be a ser.
vant to her; and she began to pity him.
When he drove up with the earriage,
and—so stronz and firm—Iifted her
mother and herself into the earriage,
arranced their wraps so gently, avd
looked so sad, poor fellow, she pitied
im the more, and found in her heart u |3

They rode hack to the lotel at San |3

But when [ W
entered their | L0
Lillian’s | T
wnger burst torth. Like all persons who | 8

cecssary to peur forth her tide of pas- | U
sion upon sowe one else. This time it
was her good, patient, simple-minded,
unobservant mother who caught the
hurricane of her wrath. In the whirl
wind of her incohierent words, lier poor,
innocent mother canght the idea thet,
somehow, Nicholus had offended her
proud daughter by proposing love to
ler, and the good lady was justly indig-

nant.

“ (Oh, mother, mother, you poor, dear,
simple, foolish mother! You are just
too innocent to live. He did not pro-
prse to me—he will not—I wish he
would—le is in love with another. T
am a korn foo), and it is all your fault,
mother. I am in love with him, and
you must send him  away before I
make an idiot of myself.”

“Lilliar, my daughter, are you crazy?
In love with a servant?”

“ Yes, motlier, erazy—crazy as a luna-

tie. So, us you liuve no convenient
asylum for me, send this servant of
yours ahout his businers. I do not
wunt %o meet him again. For a hundred
worlds I would not have him know.
Send him away to-day, mother, dear;"
and the proud girl kissed her mother
and withdrew to her own room—
tears all by Lierseif.
The nicest possikle thing in the world
for : girlin love is to have & nice ery.
Lillian experienced the benefit, and,
after an hour or two, eame out of her
room looking like a rase.

As she joined her mother, that patient
Indy said: *'I have tried to send him
away, Lillian dear; but he says he is en-
titled to a month's wazes, or notice;
and so I told him he might ren.nin till
we went to San Francisco, and then I
would pay himoff. I don’tseelow we
can get along without him, darling.”

“ Nor I,” said Lillian. ** Well, dear

her Miss Lillian—" don’t you think, it | mother, we shall leave in a duy or two; |1

and I wili suppress myscif and enduve
Lim for that time.”

Just how it was brought about is not
necessary to this narrative, but the
same evening Nick was driving Miss
Lillian through the o:d olive grove, in
an open phaeton. Niek had reached

ge, and as yet had not registered. | J wonder how these terrace formations | the darkest part of the grove, when he

rs. Marzaret Mercer and her duughter,
Miss Lillign Mercer, were establish
guests.

—so noticeable on the coust—oceurred.

the gloomy and mysterious past, when

sprang from the carriage, tied the horse,

ed | Glacial action, doubtless, away back in | aund turned fiercely upon the now pale

and trembling Lillian: ** And so, Miss

The Geysers were famous for 2ids to | the great ice-sheet that clothed our con- | Mercer, you endeavored to have your

compexion. It the Mercers iiad visited | tinent, and the grent ice-belt that locked < i :

O 2 Ak R ent, great mother dischurze me.
them for any such purpose us improving | our ocean shores in its embrace, moved | a good gervant? IHave I not b
theirs, it must have been for the brown | downward to the sea and southward, | spectful?

Have I not been
ern re-

And now—because [ told

and quiet mother und not for the bloom- | impelled by irresistible forces, sculptur- | you my love—you drive me away. Do

‘g maid. As for Nick and his comrades,
pey were black-and-tanned and burned
and browned beyond the immediate re-
lief of nature’s cosmetics.

* The hero and heroine of this our little
love story met upon the pinzza—she,
sweeping along in the peculiarly queenly
and regsl majesty of 2 nineteen-year-oid
girl, with good clothes, a beautiful
figure, pretty face, plenty of money, and
consciousness of good birth, good edu-
cation, good manuers and an assured
positizn in good society : Nick, with Lis
shooting-jacket, bare head and brown
face, wns preparing to clean his gun,
and, being heart whole, fancy free and
quite independent in his mode of lite
end mancér of thought, was just the
least degree careless about his deport-
ment. He saw our beauty sweeping
down upon him, and, by sortof inspira-
ticr. divieed that she was thesame litt::
girl, grown up, who had kissed, or had
not kissed, his nose through the fence,
when Le had endeavored to bell her cat
witlin tin can at its tail.

As she came down upon him, she
slopprii.  *“Are you one ot the ser-
vantss’ .

“1 «m your servant, miss, if you
please.  What can I do for you?”

** | mean do you belongto the house?”
*Yous, I am the out-door man—sort of

ing the rocky couast barrier, and planing
off the irregular hlls to level mesas.”
Lillian Liad "suspended her work, and
looked down upon the splendid, manly
form that lay at her feet. He was look-
ing out upon the wide sea—dreaming,
but dreaming sn intellectusl dream;
looking back, back to when the con-
tinent was more than primeval—when
it was chnos—-before it was clothed in
the grand old fovests, glimpses of which
he caught upon the Coust Range; be-
fcve grassy lawns came down to be
k seed with the wari sea waves.
** I wonder bow this lone rock escaped
the embrace of the glacial morster—I
beg your pardon, miss; is there any
service I can render you? I think your
mother is sleeping.”

* Accident, I suppose,” she answered.

“I sometimes wonder, Miss Mercer,
it there is any such thing as accident in
the world.

terial universe.
in accordance with someplan.

riages, aven, are made in _heaven—"

I wonder if evervthing is
not ordained froin the beginning. There
can be no accident allowed in the ma-
Everythinz must move
If one of
the heavenly bodies should, by accident,
slip out of its place, it would play havoc
with the balance of creation. 1 do not
believe in accident. It is said mar-

*And,” interrupted Lillian, **if such

vou know that I am saving every dollar,
that I may yet win this Jady?—that I
dream of & cottaze home, and vines and
fraits, in this charming land, and that
you, and you alone, are the one to de-
stroy this dream?"

“And why did you tell me of your
love? What is your dream of love to
me?” answered the now deliant giri.
“ What right had you to mske me the
confidant of your story?"

“Because I love you! And you
charge me with being o coward, in not
daring to tell the proud beauty of my
love. Yes, I love yon, Lillian Mercer;
and in everything except wealth and
birth I am your equal. Inlove, I am
your slave. I tell you this, here and
alone, where you cannot fly me—cannot
turn in scorn upon ime, 1 tell you my
love here where you are compelled to
hear it; and now release you. I drive
you home—to-morrow 1 leave you.
shall never see you again. And—and—

worthy of you.

proud acquaintances.

shall_advise and help me.
then I shall succeed.” =~ .

til dry, and then disposed of as taste
sugeests, avoiding a3 much ns possible
a stiff, unnaturai arrangement. They
charm me mwost in sprays and groups
on curtains or wails, with or without
terns; but tliey can be arranged very
artistieally on the panels of doors, using
starch for holding them in place. IThave
een them used will evergreens in win-

tem can be

o called, of autumn
lways failed to see it. more especially if | o
nder glass. They have such a helpless,

im look—the

ter decorations with great effect. The |
broken off, and a fine

irc attached in its place, which makes

em

prisoned

« little more yielding to handle.
here is beauty for some in n wreatl, | shall be sacrificed for theothers, and the
leaves; but I have | ¢iotim is brought down into the town
nd sold for fifty cents as a slave, the | P

beauty  all

oh, Lillian, may I say to you that I
think I am worthy of you? I could be
I would make you
proud of me, even among your own
You wuced not
mAarry me now, but inafter yenrs—when
I have sccomplished something. You
Love me,

flattened out ot them.

“ Not long since 1 read the maledic-
tions of an individual on a newspaper.
He had read in it; ‘To preserve
antumn leaves, put a little white wax on
tlie surince and pass a warm iron over
them.” He says he sat up till after mid-
night ruining o bushel of the loveliest
leaves lie ever saw. ‘It left them the
color of an old felt hat.’ T have had
some experience in the ironing process,
and can truthfully eay it spoils both
leaves and temper. The leaves of
sumach and the Virginia crecper, or
tive-fingered ivy, will retain their beauty
for atime if pressed, and can used to ad-
antage with other leaves; but after
rying they Liave not much substance,
and soon ‘ the grace of the fushion of
them perishieth,” as do so many other
beautitul things.”

Died as a King Should.
J. E. Murdoch has written a book on
the stage, in which occurs the following
story @
Mr. Macready was fond of telling the
following story as Lis experience of

=]

for | American independence, exemplified in | ¢

1 Western actor of the self-satistied kind :
“In the last net of Hamlet,” said he,
] was very anxious to have the king,
who was rather of a democratic turn of
mind, to fall, when I stabbed him, over
tlie steps of the throne and on the right
hand side, witli his feet to the left, in
order that when I was to fall I should
have the center of the stage to myself, ae
befitting the principal personage of the
trazedy. No objection was mude to
this request on the part of the aclor;
but at night, to my great surprise, he
wheeled directly round after receiving
the sword thrust, and deiiberately fell
in the middie of the scene, just on the
spoc where I was in the habit of dying.
Well, ns n dead {man cannot move
himself, and as there was no time for
others to do it, the king's body remained
in possession of my place, and I wans
forced to find another situation, which I
did, and finished the scene in the best
way Leould. When Iexpostulated with
his mnjesty for the liberty he had taken
he coolly replied: *DMr. Macready, we
Western people know nothing about
kings excepting that they have anodd
irick of doing ns they plense; therefore
I thought, ns I'was & king I had aright
to do whatever I — pleased; and so,
sir, I fell back on my kingly rights,
from which, you perceive,sir, there is
no appeal.’ T refired,”said Mr. Mac-
ready, ‘‘to my dressinz-room to have u
hesrty Jaugh over what I felt more like
crying over a moment before.”

Oh, My!
A foreigner writes to the New York
Sun: I am studying English, and for
that reason 1 pay a great deal of atten-
tion Lo the Janguage ot those with whomn
I happen to converse. Now the little
pussessive pronoun ‘‘my” is so often used
and, at- least in my judgment, abused,
that it begins to worry me. For exam-
ple, o lady recently eaid to me: *'I
locked my door and went to my butcher
to order my provisions. When T re-
turned home I found my stove cold and
my fire out, and that was lucky, too, for
my kettle was neatly empty, and it would
have been ruined if my fire had been
going. I expected my husband every
minute, so I hurried to make my fire
again and prepare my dioner. Unfor-
tunately my butcher had forgotien to
bring my tripe, go I gave him a piece o
my mind and sent him back for my
tripe,"” and so on.
Now I am not & communist, but I
would rather dro ‘-mK"
u

to apply it equally to
tripe and tea-kettle,

altogether than
sband, butcher,

Slecping Heroes,

I do not know a more picturesaque
evolution in mythology than that by
which the Hindoe king of death be-
came in Persia the kineg who nevey died.
The vedic king of death was Ynma,
which seems to mean ““the declining,”
the reference being probably to _the sun
egoing down into darkness. But the
Persian dream dwelt on the radiant
glories of the sunset, which pointed the
way westward to golden islets and Hes-
perian gardens. By such dreams, per-
haps; man was drawn to some of hiy
earliest migrations. But the sunset lus-
ters correspond with the splendors of
sunrise. When, thercfore, the Hindoo
lord of death, Yamn, reappeared as the
Fersian Jami, he was associated with
the dawn as well as the sunset. He
was fabled as the first monarch of Per-
sin. It was the golden age when lie be-
gan his reign; for a long time there was
no oppression, injustice, sickness or war.
But ultimately this happy ago was
broken by an evildoer, and then Jami
hade adieu to hie country, and went to
dwell in a beautiful island in the west,
where he still lives, but will some day
return to restore the blissful era.

Jami is probably the patriarch of all
sleeping heroes--o!f Epimenides, who
slept fifty years, then waked up to save
his country; of St. John, who still sleeps
at Ephesus, while his counterpart,
Ahasuerus, finds no repose; of Boabdil
and Sebastinn, who still await the
hugles which shall reeall Moor and
Portuguese to strugegle again for a do-
minion awarded by desliny to neither;
of Barbarossa, whose red beard rooted in
his cavern floor, has sent threads far

—well, as” this does not concern me, I | tumn leaves, written by a lady, ‘whose | and wide through the folk-lore of Ger-
think we had better cail mamma and |success inthe preservation of such leaves | many; of the priest of Hagia Sophis,

who bides the day when the Turks
shall be expelied from Constantinople;
of Tell, who was so wide-awake after
his mythical slumber in Switzerland
that he emboldened some scnoisr to
resolve him into sunshine; and of
Charlemagne, supposed to be still alive,
but who must be very restless, consider-
ing the variety of localities in which he
is said to be sleeping. *‘A little while
after,' says Rabelais, *Pantagruel
heard news that his father Gargantua
had been translated into the Land of the
Fairies by Morgue, as herctofore were
Ogier and Arthur.” The tairy Morgue
enterteined the Dane Ogier so pleacantly
that the pagans seized Jerusalem in his
absence; und in connecting a similar
catastrophe to his Utopia with the trans-
lation ‘of Gargantua, Rabelais srounld
seem to have recognized the necessity of
reminding the pious of this region that
there were advantages in being oceca-
sionally wide-awake. But Mgythology
had already made the discovery hefore
him, and reported that now and then,
in_emergencies, the Seven Sleepers
sallied forth to be the Seven Champions
of Chiristendom, and that all of these en-
chanted heroes will wake up at last,
In one sense the prophecy has been
largely fulfilled: Tennyson has sum-
moned Arthur from Avalon,and Irving
has summoned—Jefferson keeps awake
—Barbarossa under the droll disguise of
Rip Van Winkle. Tbe fairy Poesy is
sbre to break thespell ot the enchantress
Morgue.—M. D. Conway, tn Harper's
Mugazine.

A Chinese Story.

An American merchant who has been
engaged in the tea business for seventeen
years in Hong Kong related lately some
incidents which had fallen under his
own observation in Ching, which throw
a pleasunt light upon the character of
hese iittle-known people.

“ Americans,” he said, *“are the best
fed and best-clothied peoplein the world.
It is absolutely impossible for them to
realize the excessive poverty which
exists among the agricultural populsation
of Northern China. They have no food
but rice and water, and seldom enough
of that. There ave hundreds of thou-
sands of them who do not possess
twenty cents in currency in the course
of a year.

“ When famine comes—and it needs
ut a partial fuilure of the rice crog o
roduce famine—they are reduced to
ive upon earth and grass. Lots are
drawn to find which of tie children
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parents parting with it with « grief and
despair which are, I beiieve, genuine.
« Female infants are strangled at birth
in a * hard summer,’ because, the parents
aver, it is simply impossible to feed
them, and it is better for them to diz
in this way than by slow starvation.
“Jtell you of these extreme condi-
tions of their life to make you under-
stand my story. [ once went with some
English officers duck shoeoting up into
these barren regions. Becoming sepa-
rated from my companions, I lost my
way, and asked the assistance of one
of the poorest of these Chinese °rice-
planters.’ He left his work instantly,
and with the smiling, friendly courtesy
of which, by the way, one is always
sure in the poorest Chinaman at home.
He remained with me from nocn 1ill
durk, searching among the winding
creeks, and flut marches for my com-

anions. When we had found them,
F handed Lim a dollar, n sum larger
than he would own probably in two or
three years. He rzfused it, nor could
all my persuasions force him to take it.
«¢My religion,’ he said, * bids us he
kind to strangers, and the chance to
obey the rule comes to me so seldom
Lat I dare not destroy the good deed by
taking pay for it.’ !

“How many Christians might learn |
a lesson in Lumanity and [aith from
this poor follower of Corfucius!”

The Story of the Elms.

There is a quite singular fact in con-
ection with Stiles’ hill, in the town of
Southbury, known to the country resi-
dents living within sight of that emi-
ence. For six decades two tnll elm
trees stood cide by side, a little distance
apart, pon the topmost point of the
elevation; these trees were visible for
many miles arcund,and frcm this fact
they became noted Jandmarks. Upward
of sixty years ago two little eirls were
wont to pass over the summit of this
hill daily, during the suminer season, to
drive their father's cows to pasture.
They were impressed by the sightly at-
tributes of the elevation and often tar-
ried to gaze at the widespread landscape.
One day they conceived the iden of
Inotine each o tree upon the hill sum-
mit, which should be to them a remin-
der of their childhood days in the years
tocome. They pattheirideainto eflect,
and two slender elm shoots soon wave:d
their green branches as solitary sentinels
in the open space rounl about. Years
passed by and the shools grew inlo tall,
stalwart trees. The girls grew to wo-
manhood and passed out of the parental
home into the great wide world. Oe-
casfonally they would meet one another
and allude to the living reminders o
youthiul days, and often they would
visit the familiar haunts of their giri-
hood and would sit beneath the wide-
gpreading branches of the mammoth
elms. About five years ago one of the
girls died. an aged lady of almost eighty.
Searcely had the intelligence ot her
death reached the neizhborhood of her
youth than the residents observed tliat
one of the old elms was dying, [ts
leaves wilted and withered as though
scorched by flame, and although mid-
summer yet the felinge fell to the ground
leaving {.Ee naked, lifeless branches and
stock looking disconsolate enough. De-
cay quickly followed in the great tree
trunk and during a high wind, one night
ti:e following winter, it fell to the earth.
1.e other girl, though an octogenarian,
still lives, and the old elm which she
planted in her fresh young girlhood,
still lives. Bt the people to whom the
above circumatances are known. watch
it with interest, feeling that a subile re-
Intionship exists between the two lives,
and that the one will cease with the
other.— Walerbury (Cl.) American.
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FARM, GARDEN AND HOUSEHOLD,

Plowliig Corn Stubble.

All plowing under or otherwise dis-
posing of rubbish from gathered ctops
ahould be done during September and
October. If roots are to be grown next
season where corn stubble is to be
plowed under, let it be done deeply and
all the stubble weil covered. Root cul-
ture requires good farming, and rough,
uneven plowing, with loose eorn stubs
on the surface, is not good farming. A
well-p'lowed corn stubble may be
worked with the disk harrow in the
spring and well fitted for roots, which
are preferable to oats to follow corn.

One Cause of Poor; Butter,

In giving some directions as to the
treatment of milk and cream for churn-
ng, Mr. T. D. Curtis, of Utiea, N. Y.,
says: Half the butter in the country
and I do not know but a larger propor-
tion—is spoiied bg letting the milkstand
t"o long before skimming, and the pro-
duct is still further injured by letting the
eream stand still longer before churning.
Milk should be skimmed when it begins
to thicken on the bottom of the pan. If
it stands longer there is a loss of
quality withott any compensating gain
in quantity. The cream should be
churned at once. The longer it stands
the greater will be the lossof aroma
from the decomposition and evaporation
of the volatile flavoring oils. Only the
slightest acidity, if any, should be per-
mitted in the cream before it is churned.
Yet it is a common thing for people to
let the milk lopper before it is skimmed,
and to allow the cream to stand until
quite sour before churning. Nothing
but bad-Aavored and rapidly decaying
hutter can be made of such cream. Yet
I have scen crenm standing with moid
on it, and serum filling the cracks of the
creamery. Is it any wonder that there
is so much poor butter in the market?

Tow to Increase the Yield o” Corn.

As 2 rule among our farmer acquaing-
ances, fair, plump, large ears of corn
are selected for seed without any regard
to the number growing on a stalk.
From our own experiments we deem
this a mistake. It is better to save the
largest, fairest ears than those which
are imperfect or collected indiscrimin-
ately. But such selection is just as
linble to encourage a lesser as a greater
yield in the future crops. Corn is very
gusceptible to change from selection, as
we may know from the scores of dis-
tinctly marked varieties known. If we
would increase our yield we must select
seed from the most prolific plants. This,
which is true of all plants, ie especially
so of the corn plant. If, further, an iso-
lated piot, as far removed as possible
from other corn, were planted yecarly
for seed aud the tassels as soon as they
aprear were destroyed on both those
which were sterile and the least prolific,
we doubt not the farmer would, 1n a
few years, be amply compensated for
his pains, In this case seed would be
saved which had on both sides the most
rolific percentage. We attribute our
immense yield of Blount's corn at the
Rural's farm, in a great measure, to our
very careful selection of the seed. There
can be little doubt that such selection
will in a few years increase the yield of
any variety of corn. On the other hand,
if only the largest, handsomest ears are
selected, regardless of the number of
ears horne on a given slalk, simply
what. may be considered the normal
yield of the variety will be continued
from year to year.—Rural New Yorker.

Xlonsehold Hints.
In cooking a fowl, to ascertain when
it is done, put a skewer into the breast,
and if the breast is tender the fowl is
done.

It is stated that dishes placed on a pie
lant leaf are protected from ants. The
eaves must be rcplaced every morn-
ng.

A piece of rag sonked in u solution of
cayenne pepper i8 a capital thing to put
inio a rat or mouse hole. They will not
try to eat it.

Old boot tops, cut into pieces the
right size and lined, make good iron
holders. he leather keeps ail heat
away from the hand.

Stains caused by printer’s ink may be
removed by plenty of naphtha or ben-
zole, by strong, hot caustic soda, or by
otash” dissoived in water. Common
ink stains can usually bc removed by
washing them first in & strongz solution
of oxalic acid and then in = strong solu-
tion of chloride of lime. Rinse well
with clear water before putting soap on
the article.

The Photophone.
This remarkable invention is own sis-
ter to the telephone, It means, to talk
by light. The idea upon which it is
founded is this: .
Certain substances are sensitive to
light, and changeetheir electrical condi-
tion according to the amount of light
that falls upon them. To understand
this, vou may observe that colered cloths
fade in the sun, and certain chemicals
change their color in & beam of light, as
in taking a photograph. This is called
theactinic eftect of light., Inlike manner
cer'ain chemicals change their electrical
condition when exposed to light. This
is a new fact in nature, and upon it is
founded the new apparatus for talking
by light.
Tue npparatus counsists, first, of a
transmitter for causing the sound of the
voice to afteet a beam of sunlight. This
s a thin diaphragm of silvered micn
arranged somewhat like the diaphragm
of u telephone. A powerful beam of
sunlieht is directed upon the front of
this, and is reflected through two lenses
to the receiving station, which may be
covera] hundred fect, or meters, away.
The operator stands hehind the mirror,
and spenks against the back of it. At
the 1eceiving station is a reflector ar-
ranged to receive the beam of light and
concenivale it upon a curious substance
discovered a few years ago, and called
selenium, and connected in a pecuiiar
manner with a telephone.
Now if the operatar speaks behind the
micy mirror, the person holding the tele-
phore to lis ear hears every word that
is said. To trace the curious changes
the sound goes through from one opera-
tor to the other, we must observe that
the vibrations of the air move thic mir-
ror. and cause the beam of reflected
light to vibrate. The vibrations of the
light sffect the clectrical condition of
the telephone; the electrical vibrations
are transformed in the telephone hack
again into sounds. This truly wonder-
ful invention is so new that it is yet im-
possible to say whut may result from it.
This mueh has, however, heen proved :
The sound of the human veice and
musical notes may be sent to a distance
by means of a heam of sunlignt orby the
light of a lamp.

A Strange Monster.

There is a lake three miles long and
200 yards wide seven miles southwest
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f| of Elkliorn station, a mile from the

Platte and four or five miles from Salt
ereck, The water is brackish. In this
lake is reported a monster about thirty
feet long and eicht feet in diameter. It
has a mane like n horse and four feet
like n lizard, jaws like a crocodile, and
otherwise it resembles monster snake.
While its gencral habitat is in the
water, it frequently comes up on the
innd and carries off and devours hogs,
sheep ond calves from the ndjacent
farms. [t flies al a rapid rate from hu-
msn beings, and takes refuge in the
decp, snline waters of the lake. Ilun-
ters liave been vainly trying for scme
time to get a shotatit. The Indians,
from an instinctive superstitious dread,
never bathe in the lnke; and the white
gettlers around its border havea horror
of going near it. The supposition is,
1 he monster came up, while young. from
the Mexican gulf by the Missouri, and
up the Platte, and was thence carried
into the Jake- by one of the periodical
overflows of that river. The aeademy
of scienc? might investigate it.—Omalha
(Neb.) Wolchman.
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Hints to the Consmmptive.

The diet of the consumptive should be
simple and nutritious; very strict rules
a8 to special articles of diet are uncalled
for, unless the stomacnh should have
exhibited unusual signs of imperfect
power. Meat should be taken once or
twice a day, with a good allowance of
fat. Fish is nutritious, especially oysters.
Milk is very nutriticus, and two or
three pints may be taken in the course
of the day. At the Hospital for Con-
sumption at Brompton many of the
patients have a glass of rum and milk
the first thing in the morning, before
breakfast, to help them to dress, and
undoubtedly it often does good. Asses’
milk may be taken when ordinary milk
disngrees. Another favarite preserip-
tion is fat bacon for breakfast. Sugar is
very fattening, and there is no objection
to taking it even in considerable quanti-
ties. A noderate allowance of wine or
spirits is advisable, but it should be
taken with caution when it flushes the
face or quickens the pulse. Moderate
and l‘rogluent. exercise in the open air is
assentinl. We do know that now and
ecain it is very essential to ** change the
air;" but we consider that to do that
with any chance of advantage it is neces-
gary to go far afield; and we think also
that such change of the air is only need-
ful when sickness of the body has come
upon us, or when it threatens to come.
When nothing else can be done, sitting
out in the open air should always ke in-
sisted on—in & garden, on & balcony, or
even at an open window. Anything is
better than remaining shut up in the
same room from morning to night, We
heard of a man who, on being told tkat
riding was benecficial, hired a horse and
galloped about till he was so exhausted
that he did not recover for a fortnight.
Exercise should be carried o & point
short of producing fatigue. In ordi-
nary cases of consumption there is not
the slighlest occasion for the patient to
keep to his room, but still it is very im-
portant that the sleeping apartment
should be properly ventilated. The
great thing is to get as much pure air as
possible consistent with warmth and the
absence of draughts. Only a moderate
temperature should be permitted, so
that when in bed the patient does nob
feel cold. In summer, good ventilation
should be secured by letting down the
windows for an inch or so at the top.
At t.e Hospital for Consvmption at
Brompton the wards and galleries nre
kept, w'nter and summer, at & uniform
temperature of a little over sixty degrees.
The policy of this system is open to ques-
¢ion, ard, in the opinion of many com-
etent indges, the patients would do
setter if the temperature were consider-
ably reduced.—Family Physician.

The Laud of Palestine.

Palestine sits in sackeloth and ashes.
Over it broods the spell of a curse that
has withered its fields and fettered its
energies. Where Sodom and Gomorrah
reared their domes and towers, that
golemn sea now floods the plain, in
whose bitter waterano living thing ex-
ists—over whose waveless surface the
blistering air hangs motionless and
dead—nbout whose waters nothing
grows but weeds and scattering tufts of
cane, and that treacherous fruit that
promises refreshment to parching lips,
but turns to ashes at the touch., Naza-
reth is forlorn. About the ford of Jor-
dan, where the hosts of Israel entered
the promised land with songs of rejoic-
ing, one finds only a_squallid camp of
fantastic Bedouins of the desert; Jeri-
cho, the accursed, lles a moldering
ruin to-day, even as Joshua's miracle
left it more than three thousand years
ago; Bethlehem and Bethany, in their
poverty and their humiliation, have
nothing about them now to remind one
that they once knew the high honor of
the Savior's presence; the hallowed
spot where shepherds watched their
flocks by night, and where the angeis
sang, “Peace on earth, good will to
men,” is untenanted by any living
creature, and unblessed by any feature
that is pleasant to the eye. X
Jerusalem itself, the stateliest name in
history, has lost all its grandeur, and is
become a pauper village; the riches ol
Solomon are no longer there to comge
the admiration of Oriental queens; the
wonderful temple which was the pride
and glory of Israel, is gone, and the
Oriental crescent is lifted above the spot
where, on that most memeorable day in
the annals of the world, they reared the
holy cross. The noted Sea of Gallilee,
where Roman fleets once rcde at anchor,
and the disciples of the Savior sailed
in their ships, was long ago deserted hy
the devotees of warand commierce, and
its borders are a silent wilderness;
Capernawn is a shapeless ruin; Magdala
is the home of the beggared Arabs;
Bethsaida and Chorazin have vanishe
from the earth, and the * desert places”
round about them, where thousands of
men once listened to the Savior's voice
and ate mirnculous bread, sleep in the
Liush of asolitude thatis inhabited only
by birds of prey and skulking foxes.
Palestine is desolate and unlovelv.
And why should it be otherwise? Can
the curse ol Deity beautify a land.
Palestine is no more of this work-day
world. It is sacred to poetry and traai-
tion—it is a dreamland.—Mark Twain.

Great Works in Olden Times.

Wendell Phillips thinks the ancients
atinined perfection in some arts, the
knowledeze of which has been lost in our
time. It is certain that those most
familiar with steam power and modern
machinery are puzzled to explain how
the grand structures of the ancient
world were ercclea. Builders say that
no modern contractor could ercet the
great pyramid in Egypt, and lift the
gigantic stones at the summit to the
height of four hundred and fifty feet.
A recenl visitor to Baalbee, and the
ruins of the great temple of Baal, doubts
if any modern architeet could rebuild
the femple in its ancient grandeur.
"Three huge stones, sixty-four teet long,
thirteen high and thirteen wide, stand
in a wall at the keight of twenty-feet,
Nine other stones, thirty feet long, ten
high and ten wide, are joined together
with such nicety that n.‘tr:uned eye can-
not discover the line of juncture.

A column still stands in the quarry, a
mile distant, which is completed, with
the exception that it is not detached at
the bottom, It is sixty-nine feet long,
geventeen high and fourteen broad, and
ono =annot understand how it can be
soparated at the bottom from the quarry
without breakinz. The ruins of this
vast temple inspire respect for the gen-
iusof former ages.

Nankeen.

Of all the cottor produced in China,
the most remarkable, as well as the
most beautiful,is that used in the fab-
rication of the calico known in Europe
under the nameof nankin or nankeen.
It has been long a matter of dechate
whether the texture called nankeen was
menufactured from a raw material, hav-
ing, previous to any manipulation, the
yellowish hue which distinguishes it, or
whether it owed its peculiar shade to a
light dye.

M. Van Braam, who was at the head
of the commercial mission sent out by
Holland to Pekin in 1794, had been in-
structed by the European merchants to
request that the nankeen destined for
their different markets might for the
future ke dyed a deeper color than they
had been for some time past; and hLe
had an opportunity during his stay of
ascertaining that the color of these text-
ures were natural to the 1aw material,
and not subject to fade.

Sir George Staunton, one of Lord Ma-
cartney's embassy, found, on going
through the province of Kiangnan, that
the cotton it produces is naturally of the
vellow color, which it retains after spin-
ning and weaving. He also says that
when the nankin cotton is transplanted
to another province it degenerates and

! becomes white.

TIMELY TOPICS,

Secretary Schurz reports that on his
recent visit to the Sioux reservation he
saw some farms worked exclusively bv
Indians which compared tavorably with
those operated by white men further

east,

It is believed by Englishmen that in
time it is possible that American com-
petition in mea$ will be as formidsble
as the competition in wheat. America
already supplics twelve and a half per
cent. of the meat used in England.

The great suspension bridge over the
East river, between New York and
Brooklyn, will not be finished—as was
hoped—by next July. The work has
been retarded by unavoidable delay in
the delivery of the steel used in its con-
struction.

A monster sewing machine, weighing
over four tops, and run by steam, has
been constructed for a manufacturing
firm in Liverpool.
largest inthe world. It is adapted for
general manufacturing purposes of the
heavier sort, although specially made
for stitching cot.on belting.

. The habit of clipping coins is becom-
ing very prevalent in the United States.
Sharpers in_every large city make a liv-
ing at it. Not only dellars and half dol-
laxs are clipped and punched, but quar
ters, ten and five-cent pieces are shaved
in that way. The postoffice authoritivs
and most government officials refuse the
mutileted bits.

On the Second avenue elevated rail-
road, in New York, the cars run for
long distances st the level of the house-
tops, and the down look through the
slender iron seaffolding is a dizzy one.
A comical novelty incidental to this
gituation is the decoration of nearly all
the tt;hlmneya with flaming advertise-
ments.

Dr. Norman Kerr, in & paper read be-
fore the British Medical association,
estimated the mortality from_excessive
use of alcoholic liquors t> be 120.000
deaths per year, one-third being due to
direct cffects upon the topers them,
gelves, and two-thirds of the deaths due
to starvation, disease, accidents or vio-
lence occurring to other persons by the
intemperance of the topers.

Mr. and Mr3. Ames, of San Francisco,
agreed that they were unsuited to each
other, and that a separation was desir-
able: but how Lo obtain 2 divorce was
puzzling, because neither had u griey-
ance that would stand the test of the
law. Their conclusion was that the
husband should give the wife ground
for complaint by whipping her; so he
amiably knocked her down, and she
got the divorce.

Mr. Fawecett, the British postmaster
neral, has a new plan for facilitating
e small savingsof the poor. A saving
child may now get an ofticial strip of
paper intended to hold twelve stamps,
add a stamp at a time to it as he cun save
a penny, and when it is full take it to
the postoffice and get a savings bank re-
ceipt for a shilling, the minimum de-
posit which it will pay the postoffice
savings bank to take.

One of the paying-tellers of a Mon-
treal bank was kind enough to leave
his stall with the door unlocked. The
office was crowded with customers at
the time, but that fact did not trouble
the impudent thief who, opening the
door, pulled out a roll of bills contain-
ng $7,000 and quietly left the premises.
Two or three employees saw the trans-
action, but through some sturidit
failed to raise the alarm until the of-
fender had disappeared.

-

A sudden outbreak of uaiphtheria in
certain tenement-houses in New York
is attributed to tue severe cold storws
which came in September, and which
flood the cellars of those houses, leaving
a death-bearing sediment. In one
house eleven deaths. were reported, all
confined to the lower stories. It an-
other temement there werc fourteen
deaths in rapid succession. The matter
was investigated bf the health depart-
ment, and 2 gereral cleansing and fu-
migation of the cellars on the river-
front was ordered, which was followed
by an immediate decrease of the sick-
ness. Undoubtedly a severe epidemic
waas prevented by these prompt meas-
ures.

A strange pagan scene was witnessed
recently in the Volkovo Kladbishcle,
the largest orthodox cemetery of St.
Petersburg. From early morning it was
crowded by thousands of men, women
and children. After a solemn requiem
by the metropolitan and clergy, the
relatives and friends of the dead trested
each other to kutis, or rice boiled with
raisins, and drank in memorium vodka,
or rye whisky. In half an hour there
could be heard not only loud weeping,
but singing, swearing and boisterous
iaughter.

Some ingeniovs rascals in Mississipoi
have made photographs of greenbacks,
and have civculated them in the back
counties a3 new style government
checks. They discounted them, and
the parties who took them circulated
them until they found their way into the
loeal banks. Here the fraud not being
detected they sent over $19,000 worth
to the treasury for redemption, where,
of course, it was instantly discovered
that they were nothing but photographs
of the face of United Slates notes of
large denominations.

Malarial fever prevails in Springfield,
Mass., to an extent never hefore known
there. It is estimated tlLat there are
nearly 1,000 cases, generally, however,
of a mild type. The State board of
health has been investigating the sub-
ject, and in response to inquliries the
physicians ot Springficld and vicinity
assert thal the fever is extraordinarily
prevalent up and down the Connecticut
valiey. In their opinion, there has
been a steady progzress of a malarial
wave from New Jersey northeastward,
for eight or nine years past, due to
causes which no one can explain.

The ﬁlrm of amunderground railwa
through Broadway in New York city
has been often discussed in late yeers.
And now a company has just been
organized witn prespects that indicate
its final success. It is expected that
within three years cars will be rannine
from the South ferry to the Central
Park through a tunnel under Broad-
way. Inorder to avoid the annoyance
existing in the London underground
roads, it is proposed to build two separ-
ate tunnels with an extensive system of
ventilation, to use smoke-consuming
engines, and to light the cars and tun-
nels with electricity. Plans for the
construction of the road have already
been made, and the work is to be com-
menced soon.

The divorce question assumes a
thren.temn§ shapein Switzerland in con-
gequence of the new federallaw, enacted
a few years ago, which gives almost un-
restricted freedom in marringe con-
tracts, Divorce in Switzerland was
made almost as easy by the constitution
of 1874 as marriage. A mere disagree-
ment of tempers or ideas svffices to en-
able a husband and wife to apply to the
civil tribunal, and obtain in a few days,
.nd atthe outiay of a few francs, n re-
lease trom their bonds. The strangest
point of the new law is that it does not
provide for the custodv and support of
children b-rn before the dissolution ot
the marriage. The point is left for the

commune in each canton to settle inin
dividual eases. .

The machine is the | in

Home Song.
Stay, stay at home, my heart, and rest;
TTome-keeping hearts are happiest,
For those that wonder they know not where
Are full of trouble and full of care;
To stay at home is best.

Weary and homesick and distressed,

They wander east, they wander west,

And are baffled and beaten and blown about

By the winds of the wilderness of doubt;
To stay at home is best.

Then stay at home my heart, and rest;
The bird ia safest in its nest;
O’er all that flutter their wings and oy
A hawk is hovering in the sky,
To stay at bome is best,
—Longfellov

HUMOROUS.

A night-gown is a nap-sack.
A good thing to be fast—A button.
Even the laziest boy can catch a lick.

g.
JiL‘ noise that can be felt—"The brooms- -
tick.

engineer. _

** Rest agsured,” said the life insurance
agent to his vietim. P
Every harness-maker leaves traces of
his work behind.—Free Press. .

Tre man who threw up his employ
went must have been gick of it. e

What is an inlet? A small tavern.
The Philadelphia Bulletin says salary

Leonidas was one of the orlfhul
deadheads. He held the pass at Ther-
mopyle. .
A good whisky sling: Sling the bottle
out the window.—Bosion Journal of
Commerce, f
There is not much danger when it

.

dogs look out.

Some one who believes that *‘brevity
is the soul of wit" writes: *“Don’t eat
staleQ-cumbers. They'll W up.”

A Chicago asks: *' Will the
coming man n%?elfotn hands?P”
both feet. Hecomeson a bicycle. ;
In the first transports of delight the
happy father rushed into the room, ex-
claiming: * I've got & son; it's a boy.

gagement keep 1t. By failing to do you .
are liable to be sued for breach of prom-
ise. -
In one respect Cleopatra’s needle has
the advantage of most emigrants. It -
brings plenty of characters from its last
place.

A hint to the fair: Locomotives now
earry mirrors which enable the engineer
to see whether his train is all right’
without turning around. i
Vanderbilt will have one stone con-
taining 196 solid feetin hisnew house on
Fifth avenue, New York. It takes the,
rocks to pay for such stones. T
1\ hat did your father die of?” saida ~ .
man to an orphan yho was soliciting
alms last wecek. * Cholera infantum,
sir,” was the prompt reply. ’ 3
Near-sighted  sportsman (who Bas
made a succession of missw) -** Have I
hit anything this time, Rodgersf” Dis
gusted keeper—* Yes'er- ycu've hit the
dog-u

** What, ho!"’ shouted the army worm.

“ Po-tat-hoe,” responded the bug, and
then they joined in a duet, caiied **To
the hills, to the hills away!"—New York
Graphic.

Play spadesif you would win potatoes;
pl:gﬂglubs if you would deal with a
m ; play hearts il you would win-
fricndship; play diamonds if you would -
win a woman. !
A young lady wrote some verses for a
paper about lier birthday, and headed
them ** May 30th.” Italmost made her
baiz turn g;]ai when it appeared in .
print, ** My 30th.”

Tourist—* I say, boy, what's the name
ot that hill yonder?” Boy—*‘Dunno.”
Tourist—* Don't know? What! lived
Lere all your life and don’t know the
name of it?” Boy—* Noj the hill was
here afore I com’d.”

“ Why, Franky!” exclaimed a mother
at a triend’s table, “ I never knew you
to ask for a second piece of pie ut home.”’
] knew ’t wantno use,” replied Frg.nkf.
quietly, as he proceeded with his pie
ating.—Boston Transcript.

A London magistrate sent a man to
prison for cuttinga cat's tail off. Sarved
him right. Any man foolish enough to
cut off a cat’s tail when he might have
cut her head off merits incarceration in
a jail surrounded with a high cater-
waul.

“I'm on the press,” said John Henry,
as he folded his girl in one sweet em-
brace. *Well, that's no reason why
you should try to pi the form,” she re-
plied, as she rearianged her tumbled
collar and pinned up her hair, which
had come undone.

“Courting an Attack” is a head to a -
patent medicine advertisement now
making the rounds of the press. The-
head line may be in bad company, but
it is none the less true that courting is
an attack that ofttimes is stronger than
athree-year-old steer, and as constant
and capable of adjustment ns an indis
rubber door-mat.—Lockport Union.
“Ah,” said old Mr. Middlerib, watch-
ing an exciting chase between his neigh
bor Bilderback and his son, in which
the old man held the whip while the
boy was making time that threatened to
shut his parent clear out at the distance
pole. “Ah, truly has it been said,
“The child is farther off the man.'”—
Burlington Hawkeye.

A gentleman on the Hill is the owner
of a somewhat vicious cow, and the
children in the neighborhood have been
repeatedly warned against going near
it. A day or two since the cow escaped
from the pasture where she was kept,
and went prancing down the street
toward two children who were playing
on the sidewalk. Remembering he
warning, and seeincF the danger, the
older of the two children (herself scarce-
ly five years old) called out: ‘‘Sister,
come into the house, or Hough’s cow
will horn you wite up to God."—Haré-
fird Courant.

Live Up to the Mottoes.
Thereis no use in putting up the motto
“ (3od bless our home," if the father is &
rough old bear, and the spirit of dis-
courtesy and rudeness is taught by par-
ents to children, and by theolder to the
younger. There is no use in putting up
the motto, “ The Lord will provide,”
while the father is shiftless, the mother
is shiftless, the boys refuse to work, and
the girls busy themaelyes over gewgaws
and inery, There isno use in putting
up the motto * The greatest of these 18
charily,” while the tongue of the back-
biter wages in the family, and silly gos-
sip is dispensed at the tea-table. here
is no use in placing up conspicuously the
motto, **The liberal man deviseth lib-
eral things,” while the money chinksin
the pockets of the * hiead of the house-
hiold,” groaning to get oul :md‘ see the
light of day, and there are dollars an
dimes for wine, tobacco and oth. r lux-
uries, but positively not one cent for the
church. En how many homes are these
mottoes standing—Ilet us say, hanging—
sarcasms, which serve only to point &
jest and adorn a gatire! The beauty of
quiet lives. ot trustful, hopeful and free-
handed, free-hearted, chsmtable lives,
is one of surpassing loveliness, and those
| lives shed their own incomparnble fra-
grance, and the world knows where to
find them. And theystill remain fresh
and fadelrss when the colors of the pig-
ment and the fluss have faded, and the
very frames have roltgd away in their
joi-ts.—Christian al Work.

day in a circus is the greatest pay- -

Young man, when you make snen~

The iron horse has but one ear—i'he_ .

What is & rivolet? A smali stream. | -

-

ot

rains *‘cats and dogs;” but whenit Spitz * . = .
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