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A POETICAL MELANGE.
The following poem s com of (quota-

tloms from thirty-elght diforent suibors,
cach of the thiny -eight lines being a distinet
quotstion, as wil beseen by reference Lo the
fool-nole appooded:
LAVE.
1. Why ail this toil for trivsaphs of an hoor?
2. Lile's & shrt summmer, man s fower,

3. Hty turns we eatch the vital bresth and die—
i. The eradle and (be tomb, alks! s nigh,

. To be js better far than wol to be,
M@L all man's lifo seon.s a tragedy

7. Bet ligkt cares spémk, when mighty griefs
e duma.,
4. The Lot i but shiallow whenes ey come.

. Your tsie 15 but the oommon fate of ail
10 Usimpled joss bere o uo man fall.

Natare Lo eneh allols his proper sphere,
“srtune wakes Jolly ber peculiar care;

L3, Custom does pol often overrule,
§. And throw & orue s on s foul.
th, Live well—how lng or sheri, permit o

b aven,
. Toher wiw lurgive most shall be mosi for-

Riven.

17, Sln may be cloped 0 close we can nok see
s lare
Vile interconurse where virtue ks wos place;

Then koep each pasgion duwn, however dear,
Thow petadsiwm s 1wixt o savile gnd tear;

Her senmiil o s let (alikiess ploasore lay,
Wikh ezart and skill, 0 ruin and betray;

Somr nod Lo Lighk b fall, but stoop (o Tise;
We masters grow of all that we despise,

o then, renoupes that implous self-esteem-
Khohiew bave wings . and grandeur is adream)

. Thivk mot ambitiop wise becanse ‘tis brave;
The path of ghors leads but o the grave.

What™s smbiten: "Tis a gloriouscheat,
Oty destruouve To the brove ad great.

Whay's all the aal;-l; #litter of & crown?
The way o bilzs les ot on beds of Jown,

- How Lopg we Live, not years, bot actions teil ;
. That e " lwves twin who lves e Grat lifo
well,

5. Make, then, wihile yel you may, your God
yomr (rieod,

. Whom Christianns worship, yet not compre-
Hetid,

57. The trust that's glven guand, amd to yourselt
be HLE,
=. For, Uve s tow we ean, die we must,
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3. Cowley, 20, Meatibie; 6 Cowper; 7. Sir W,

&:ﬁ-u; ®. Grav: ™ Willls. 3. Addison;

A Drvden. 2 Quaties; 30 Watkina; 34, Her

rick, o, Magom, 3. Hill; 37, Dana; 38, Shak-
peare
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MATCH-MAKING.

1 wounldn't marry the best nuan that
-ever Jived!™

And she meant it, or, what answers
the sume purpose, she thought she
meant it. After all, bow few of us ever
really know what we do mean?

[ engaged myself once when a girl,
and the simpleton thought he owned
me. I soon took that conceit out of
Him, and sent him about his bosiness.™

The voice was now a trifle gharp.
What wonder, with so galling & mem-

]

Jr'r"l\'o man shall emrrmnniu over
me—never! What them ‘hfdo;w
m:‘wu matter with sewing-

“ Annoved al your e, most like-
Iy, "' said my i'nmi:n udgun‘
matron, s she threaded

“My husband is not a tyrant, Miss
Rent."

“Iam glad yon are sstisfied,” was
the laconic snswer. -

It was quite evident by the expression
of the dress-maker's face that she had
formed her own opinioz sbout my
friend's bushand, and was quite com-
petent to form and express an opinion
on any subject.

Miss Kent was a little woman, as fair
as & girl and as plump as a robin.  She
wasn't sshamed to own that she was 40
yoars old and an old maid.  She had
earned ber own living most of her life,
and was proud of it.  Lamness was the
one sin Miss Kent could not forgive.
She was a good nurse, a faithful friend,
and a jolly companion; but stroke her
the wrong way, and you'd wish vou
hadn®t in much shorter time thau it
takes me to write it.  Her views on all
subijects were strikingly original, and
uot to be combated,

# What are you going to do when you
are old? persisted the mistress of the
establishment.

“What other old folks do, I sup-

"

“ But you ean’t work forever.™

“Can’t say that 1 want to.™

* Now, Miss Kent, s husband with
means, 4 kind, intellizent man—"*

1 don't want. don’t want any
man. [ tell you, Mrs. Carlisle, I wouldn't
marry the best man that ever lived, if
he was as rich a8 Croesus, and would
die if I didin’t have him. Now, if you
have exhnusted the marriage question,
I should like to try en your dress "

That there was something behind ali
this I knew well My friend's eyes
danced with fun ; and as Miss Kent fitted
the waist, she threw me a letter from

the burean

ing look. * It may amuse you."

This is what the letter said -

MY DEARJENNIE: 1shall be delighted
to spend 2 month with you apd  your bhus-
taml. There must be, however, soe stip-
Uintion alwul MY VisLl—you must prouise
to sa¥ noo mwore about marriags, 1 shall
never be &0 fonlish again. Twentv-five
vears a0 to~day | wreched my whoie [ife.

“ Better embark in s newship, hadn't
he?" put in Jennie, solfo voce.

Sov unsuitalile was tols marriage, so utter-
Iy and entirely wretched bhave been its con-
sedjienoes, that | amm forced 1o believe the
marrisge institution a mistake. So, for the
Iast time, lot me assure you that | wouldn't
marry the best woman that ever lived, if by
so dotng | could save her life.

Your old cousin, MARK LANSING.

“Rich, isa’ it» said Jennie, and
then painted to the chubby little figure
whose back happened to be turned.

I shook my bead and laughed.

“ You'll see,” continued the ineor-
rigible.

**See what?™ inquired Miss Kem,
quite unaware of our pantomime,

“That particles which are chemieally
attracted will unite. Of course an al-
kali and anascid—Don’t yon think this
sleeve is a littde too long, Miss Kent 2"

“Not after the seamisoff. But what
were you saying about alkalies and
acids, Mrs. Carlisie? The other day at
Professor Boyntom's | saw some won-
derful experiments.”

“1hd they succeed? inquired Jen-
nie, demurely.

* Besutifolly.™

“5S0 will mine. I never botched &
Jjob in my Jife.*

*1don't think I quite snderstand
you,™ said Miss Kent, perplexed.

*No? 1 always grow scientific when
talking ahout marnage, my dear.™

* Bother!" was all the little woman
said, but the tone was much better na-
tured than 1 expected.

The next week Cousin Mark arrived,
aod I liked him st once.  An unhappy
marfdiage wonld have been the fm
thing thought of in connection with the
gentleman. He had sccepted the situ-
ation like a mun, Jennie told me, and
for fifteen years carried a load of misery
that few could have endured. Death
came to his relief at last, and now the
poor feliow honestly  believed himself
an nlk-nlimm domestic happiness.

Singular as it may appear, Cousin
Slurk“gn was the embodiment of good
beaith, and nature; i, perhaps,

and fresh in his way as the little dress-
maker was in hers. As I looked at him,
I defied any body to see ope and not be
immedistely reminded of the oiher.
True, be had more of the polish which
comws from travel and adaptation to
differeut classes and individuals, but he
was not & whit more intelligent by na-
ture than was the bright little woman
whom Jennie had determined he should

mAITY.
“1was surprised you shonld think

“ Read that,” she saud, with a know- |

thom, hhediE:‘tlmkit.udumumd lar

to caution me nbhout fhat,
Cousin ;lnrk.“ eoved the plotter, as
she stood by bis side looking out of the
| window. “The ides of my being so
ridiculous!™ and in the same breath,
with & wink at me, * Come, let us go
to my sitting-room. We are at work
there, but it won't make any difference
| to you, will it?"

Of coorse Consin Mark sanswered
“No," promptly, as innocent as a dove
| about the trap being laid for him.

* This is my consin—Mr. Lansing,
Miss nent,” and Mr. Lansing bowed

litely, and Miss Kent arose, dropped
L’:rnrin-urn, hlushed, and aut down again.
Cousin Mark picked uir the refrictory
| implements, and then Mrs. Jennie pro-

deeded, with rare caution and taet, o
| her labor of love. Consin Mark, st her
| request, read aloud an article from the
| Popular Science donthly, drawing Miss
Kent into the discussion as defily ns
was ever fly drawn into the web of the
spider.

“Whi was that lady, Jennie?"
Cousin Mark inquired in the evening.

“Do you mean Miss Kent?' said
Jennie, lovking up from her paper.
* Ol she is o lady [ have known for a
long time. She Is making some dresses
for me now. Why?"

“She seemed uncommonly well
posted, for a woman. ™

Under other circumstances Mrs, Car-
lisie would huve resented this, but now
she only queried, * Do you think so?"*
and that ended it

Two or three invitations to the sew-
ing-room were quite sufficient W make
Cousin Mark perfectly at home there;
| and after a week he became as familiar
I ns this:

“If you are not too busy, [ should
like to read you this article:™ and this
is what Miss Kent would say:

“0h, I am never 100 busy to be read
to. Sit down by the window in this
eomfortable ehair and let’s hear it.™

Afier a couple of weeks, when the
rentleman eame in, hoarse with asudden
cold, Miss Kent bustled about, ber vuice
full of sympathy, and brewed him a
tdose which he declared he should never
forget to his dying day; but one dose
cured him.  After this, Miss Kent was s
really wonderful woman,

Ay, Jennie was an arch plotter. She
let them skirmish sbout, but not onee
did she give them a chance to be alone

together—her plans were not to be des-
troyed by pr e fidences —until
the v evening preceding Cousin

Mark's departure for Califorma.  Then
Miss Kent was very demurely asked to
remain and keep an eye on Master Car-
lisle, whom the fond mother did nat
like to Jeave guite slone with his nurse.

“Weare compelled to be gone »
couple of hours; but Cousin Mark will
mu[ to you, won't you, cousin

* Certainly, if Miss Kent would like
it," replied the gentleman.

The infant Carlisle, thanks to good
management, was never awake in the
evening, so the victims of this matri-
moninl speculation wonld have plenty
of time. The back parlor was the room
most in use during the evening, and
out of this room was a large closet with
a lurge blind ventilator, and out cf this
closet a door leading to the back stoop
and garden. Imagine my surprise
when I was informed that Mr. Carlisle
was going to the lodge, and that we,
after profuse warnings about the baby,
and promises not to be gone wo long,
were 1o proceed to this eloset overlook-
ing the back parlor via back gate and
garden.  In vain I protested.

* Why, you goose,” laugbed Jennie,
*“there’il be fun encugh to last 3 life-
time. John wanted to come awfally,
but | knew be'd make a noise and spoll
every thins, so | wouldn't let him."
The wily schemer bad 1aken the pre-
caution w lock the closet door from the
outside, 2o there was no fear of detec-
tion. On a high bench, as still ss two
wice, we awnited results,

Cousin Mark (as if arousing from a
protracted reverie) : ** Would you like
Lo huve me read?™

3 . W b -
M'n.u Kent: Oh, I'm not particu

Cousin Mark: * Here is an excellent
article on elective affinities ; how would
you like that 2

Jennie's elbow in my side almost

u»kmybmthanz‘.n .
Miss Kent: “W is it by
Jennie (clear into my ear) : “ That's

‘nli:;a:ﬁmﬂh y

i :  “It's by a prominent

I-‘kﬂwh-ril'.er.llnlhn.ltf

Miss Kent:
for a translation

to

“1 don't think I care
to-night.”

t

Cousin Mark: *“ NorI; nor reading
of any kind. This is my last evening
in New York, Miss Keat.”

Miss Kent: “1 hope you've enjoyed
your visit?"

Jennie (into my very hoad this time) :
# She's a8 shy as # S-vear-oll colt.™

Cousin Mark: *1 didn't think I
should feel =0 sorry about leaving.™

Jennie: *He is the wreck, you re-
member. ™

A long pa e,

Miss Ronts
baby."

Cousin Mark: “ Ok no. Yon are fond
of babies, aren’t you, Miss Kent?"

No unswer from Miss Kent.

Cousin Mark: *1 have been a very
lonely man, Miss Kent, but | never
realized how lonely the rest of my life
must be antil I came to this hovse.™

Jennie: *Oh, how lonely!™

Consin Mark : ** Now [ must return
to my business and my boarding-house,
Think of that, Miss Kent—boarding-
honse—hboarding-house, for s man so
fond of domestic life as 1 am, Miss
Kent.™

Just then we very distinctly heard a
little kind of a purr, which sounded
very like a note of intense sympathy
from Miss Kent.

Cousin Mark: *“I have friends in
San Francisco, of course, but no fire-
side like this, nobody to care for me if
‘lham ill, nobody to feel very badly if 1

t‘_.'

Jenmie: * That 'll fetch her.*

Miss Kent (voice a little quivering) :
1 wish [ lived in San Franciseo. You
could always call upon me if you need-
ed any thing."

(Jennie in convulsions,

Cousin Mark (abruptly): “If
will goto California with me,
Kent, 11l wait another week.*

Miss Kent: “Why, Mr. Lansing,
what do you mean? What do jou
mean? What would folks suy?"

Cousin Mark: “We don't eare for
folks, Miss Kent. If you'll go, we will
liave a house us pleasant as
could make it.  You shall have birds,
and flowers, and horses, and all the
scientific monthlies you want—denoed
if you shan’t—and you shall never sew
a stiteh for any body but me. Will
you be my wife?"

Just then Jennie and 1 stepped up
another peg, and there was thst little
old maid, who wouldn't marry the best
man that ever lived, mgged close to
the mun's breast who wuuldn't marry
the best woman that ever lived, not
even to save her life. We came away
then, but it's my opinion that they re-
muined in just that position till werang
the bell an hour aftor.

“How did you kmow?" [ asked of
Jennie.

*“*My dear,” she answered, “my
whole reliance was upon human nature;
and let me tell you, goosie, whatever
else may fail, that never does.**

* Why, Miss Kent, what makes your
face so red " inguired Jennie, upon en-
tering: *and, Cousin Mark, how
strangely you look! your hair is all
mussed up.*

“And I hope to have it muss-
ed often,” suid Cousin Mark, boldly.
*Miss Kent and I are w be married
next week.™

Jennie laughed till her face was pur-
Rlﬂ, and when I went up stairs  aiss

\ent was pounding her buck.— Har-
per's Bazar,

A BOOK-AGEXT was shot and killed
one day last week in Texas. Here in
fowa the only way & book-agent can be
killed is by running s freight train over
him, and the plan is so expensive thay
hook-agents generally live about as
long as other people. Oceasionally,
when one comes straying into town,
with his thrust into a couple of
lengths of stove-pipe, his body encased
in a beheaded flour barrel, and s copper
kettle inverted over his head, the peo-
ple know that he hus been selling “Pha-
raoh’s Lives of the Saints™ in some in-
hospitable country where the s
flourishes, but it ‘excites no i
Boa Mo Neop.

—Foster Hazles, 13, Stewart
Hazlett, aged 15, and Adolphus Parker,
were out hunti i near Roches-
ter, Ind.
carrying the
through a t.hi.cg brush the hammer

*1 think I hear the
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ieces, and killing him 7
F'-rkar‘s was about 35, m
a wife five children.
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