
THE SILVER LINING,

Through gloom and mists and mournful 
rain

The winds rry merrily from the main— 
‘'After the storm sunshine again!"

. When frosts of winter whiten all,
Strewing abroad their flaky nail,
The springtide utters its magic call.

Then, on the fresh and crispy air,
With nature icicled and bare,
Blooms cheerily the morning fair.

Fleet to the wild-wood song-birds fly,
And buds peep out on t he branches high, 
While wavelets whisper and cloudlets sigh

Close by the lone one, sad and drear,
A smile stands ready to kiss each tear—
The broken hearted to heaven are near.

, —I »avid Graham Adce.

MAKING A SOLDIER.
The Young Itccrutl'e First Day In 

R arraeks-C m iioral and Captain 
••Hurrah to r Perrier!"

Translated freely from the French of lid- 
mund de A micis.

î*t wan a lovely Sunday evening. The 
barrack» were well nigh deserted, as 
nearly ail the soldiers had gone a pleas
uring in town. With them had gom- the 
conscripts who laid joined the regiment 
only the day before, in hands of ten or a 
dozen, their caps awry, their coats 
wrinkled, their hands imprisoned in 
sprawling white gloves'.

In the remotest part of the barrack 
yard sat alone—all alone—on a doorstep 
a poor conscript, his chin in his hands, 
his elliows on his knees, follow ing his 
fellows who Went out w ith wistful eyes, 
or when no one was in sight gazing lix- 
edlv on the ground, lie looked !iJ:e one 

^ofthose good boys who feel like the 
band of death the summons which tears 
them from their families, but w ho liiiish 
by becoming the best of soldiers, wit h 
minds resigned, calm, willing. On bis 
face, however, there was more than the 
expression of dreaming and surprise 
such as a .conscript usually wears during 
bis lirst davs of barrack life there was 
positiv«* melancholy. Perhaps he was 
regretting that lie had not pom* out with 
his fellows.

A corporal in fatigue dress, who’hap- 
pened to be crossing the y$ird, espied 
the conscript and strode up to him sliarp-

d o iu i '  t h e r e  w it h

t i e  VoliSciipt

“ What's thaï fellow 
bis hands crossed"”

“ Who" I?” said the conscript 
“ Who? I? cried the corporal, “ lie's 

a nice fellow! And whom is he s p e a k  
ing to—to the moon ’ Here, stand up 
w hen you are addressing vom -oiiieiiui! 
Who are you? What eouioauv •in \mi 
belong to"”

“ What company?”
" I  vs, what eoinpuiiy, cabbage 11cad? 

and seizing him by llie skirt of tin-e«>at 
be shook him until be reeled. “ I.onk ul 
that—see how you have vexed yuiir coat 
s platting oil a dnovsten like a beggat. 

The. conscript «lusted it with his hand. 
“ And yourshoes- pretty shoes, tho«e!'* 
The conscript stooped to clean them 

with his handkerchief.
“And your cravat up round your eais 

—and your cap—ugh! Come, draw nj. 
those trousers if you don’t want them to 
be in rags inside of a w eek, button up 
your tunic, and don't stick there with 
your he ld sunk on your breast like a 
monk, or staling «•.' <•■.erybodv like a *-»ii ' 
pid stuck pig."

ihe poor lad hail his trembling huger- 
over his clothing, but the more he hur
ried the less he succeeded; indeed lie 
knew not what lie was doing. At that 
moment the prettyyoungcantiniere .»tilt 
regiment paused before them. To appeal 
ridiculous and stupid he lore a pretty 
woman—what could tie Worse, and the 
conscript utterly lost his presence <u 
mind, luinbled with his lingeis at Li- 
buttons, then let his arms fall dejected 
ly bv his side, drooped to- head and 
etood silent.

The eantiniere laughed and tripped 
»wav.

“ Buby!" said the corporal, shaking 
Ins head with an air of scornful corn pas
sion; then lifting his Voice, he went oil: 
“ You 11 have to wake up, my hoy, and 
promptly too, or else w e ll w ake you up. 
Fatigue drill, bread and water; bread 
and water and fatigue drill—we won’t Ie1 
vou feel homesick, take my word for it. 
Kow, off to your room and c]vau up your 
traps. March!”

‘rBut I"----
“ Hold your tongue w hen your supe

rior add resse -'you, or else—the guard 
room its over yonder! lio you see it?” 
and the corporal turned awa>, growling. 
“ Fine stuff’ thi.- for an army—poor 
Italy!"

“ I say, corporal—sir!’ 
called after him timidly.

The corporal wheeled round and 
glared at him. pointing toward the
guard-room.

“ I wanted to usk you one thing,'' said 
the lad in a tone so gentle and humble 
tliat it was impossible not to listen t.» it. 

“ Well, ask it—that one thing;”
“ I wanted to ask you if there was in 

the regiment an otlicer who comes from 
where I come from, there ought to he, 
but I don’t know for certain.”

“ If the people wliere you come from 
are all like you, you may depend on it 
you’re the only man from the place we 
have." And, shrugging his'shoulders, 
he swaggered oil.

“ But why are we treated thus."’ 
sighed the lad. a- he sank down again on 
the stone step.

“ What have we done" What aie we — 
»logs’ and live y e a r - o f  it to c o m e!” He  
buried his face in his hands.

At that moment three of thesoldiei- 
on guard came strolling past.

“ Poor boy!” they cried, with a shout 
of laughtef, “ be must be in love! he’s 
thinking about his little sister—thinking 
about liis girl’ she’s got another fellow 
bv this time. Loot at the eyes he 
makes! Po-o-o-r boy! ’

‘Who cun they be making fun of now? 
said the otlicer of the guard to himself,as- 
lie strolled to the window with his news
paper in his hand. The soldiers saw 
fiiiu co ning and made oft discreetly; the 
conscript looked npand caught his eye. 
“ Who can that idiot he? What, can he 
want?” said t he otlicer, angrily, as he 
saw the lad beckon to Mm and laugh, 
lirst in surprise then with satisfaction.

‘What is the matter with you, eh?' 
lie asked, striding out into the yard 
‘what makes you chuckle so and ml 

y o u r  hands? Answer me, will you?” 
‘You see, you see,” said the conscript, 

nervously fingering the hem of his tunic 
“ I knew you were in this regiment, and 
hey sent me here. You don’t reinem- 

lier me, I know, hut I remember you 
And you were home three years ago I 
-new you and knew your people loo, bill 
I dare say you don’t know me, but J 
ised to see you ride. past, our house ev- 
•ry morning, and we are both from the 
•tne place-Hint’s w hat i wanted to 

r.”
‘Hum, I understand!" said the officer 

aiming him closely, as if to recall hi- 
ace and name.

‘I knew you were an officer, “con- 
inued the conscript, “and since you 
ere home last they’ve rebuilt the front 

if the church opposite your house, and 
jn the square there's n cafe, as big as- 
lalfas bigas this yard, aud it’s full oi

to live m the film, 
church down in the

»eople all day long.’’
“Hold on, 1 remember you now—your 

lame is Renzo, isn’t it?"
‘Yes’ Renzo.”
‘And you used 

tone-house bv t In
ane?"

Yes, exactly; in tin* little stone-house 
y the churcJCaown >» the lane!” The 
jy  could hardly speak for delight. 
“ Well, and how do you like soldicr-

ng?”
The conscript’s face fell; lie lowered 

is eyes and remained silent.
‘Why aren’t you off with the. rest of 

jem, enjoying yourself?”
Still no answer, hut an answer wjc to 
read in his la< e.
‘Come/’ said the otlicer, “ what’s the 
tter? Out with it.”

“The matter is Captain, stammered the 
I, “that is to say, I don’t know w hat it 
but the way they treat us here -Tt 

'r—at least it isn’t pleasant. If we ask 
y one anything he doesn’t answer, and

A Story o f n N ihilist.
An extraordinary story is told by the 
Petersburg correspondent of the Vot- 

taire, of liow a young nihilist (M illed up
on the chief of police at St. Petersburg, 
a short time ago, avowed himself a 
member of the revolutionary party and 
stated that he had been sent to warn the 
emperor that if lie granted a constitu
tion he need fear no conspiracy, but 
that if he persisted in his reactionary 
policy nothing could save him. “At 
this point of the interview the police of
ficer seemed anxious to call in assist
ance, but the young nihilist stopped 
him and added, ‘I do not wish to be 
subject to the indignity of torture. In 
coming here I have sacrificed ray life. I 
could have killed you. but we do not 
commit murders uselessly.’ ” With 
these words the youth stepped back a 
few paces and knocked two large but
tons, with which his cull's were fastened, 
against his forehead. The buttons be
ing full of an explosive substance, burst, 
and inflicted such wounds on the young 
man that he expired in a few moments, 
leaving no trace as to his identity.

Captain E. I). Ellsworth, U. »S. A., fath
er o f the famous llsE worth has been re
tired.

when any one says hard things to us we 
have to swallow them or else it’s ‘There’s 
tlie guard-room!" 1 know that we ain’t 
soldiers yet—that we don’t know every
thing, but then we only came here yes
terday, so how can we? The? ought to 
understand that we came here to learn, 
ami have some patience with ns as it 
seems to me. Then they make fun of 
ns before people, and scold us ami haul 
us around, and we have to stand it and 
they laugh. Why do they? 1 came 
bure wilhnglv to be a soldier, for 1 said 
to myself, ‘I'll do my duty, whatever it 
is, and my superiors will like me,’ but 
instead of that.—Perhaps when we are 
more used to it we won’tcare, but just 
now it isn’t easy to bear it. It was dif
ferent at Inline, you know; we were 
used to the ways of the house, and ev
erybody liked us, and her«* they inuko 
fun of us and our people. 1 tel! you, 
captain, it is hard to heal'—very hard to 
bear!"

The officer made no reply for H om e  
moments, but lit a cigar and went on 
carelessly as if lie had heard nothing of 
all th«* lad had said. “ Here, fix that 
necktieofyours properly." < tic arranged 
it himself.) “There, that’s much better! 
Now, tilde should he no folds or creases 
in your coat il isn't soldierly.” vile 
pulled and palled the tunic into posi
tion.) “Tip your cap over on the ear 
so! It gives voll a more rakish aspect." 

The conscript smiled.
“Carry yoiirsell like a man, with your 

shoulders hack and your head up, and 
when you walk step out resolutely, bold
ly,-just as you did w ht-n you played ten
pins in the yard of our house and had 
made a ten-strike. Do you remember?” 

The lads face showed that he did. 
“ And,"continued the otlicer, leaning 

against the wall, “ look every man yon 
meet- sqiiaieli in the eve, because you 
should lie afraid of nobody and have 
nothing to blush for. II it was the king 
hiuiselt'whorn you meet, lift your head 
and I ook him in the fare, as milch as to 
say, ‘Here I am!” Don't forget that. 
And remember that in the army you 
must change your way ol'speaking. l ew 
words, and those to the point. 
No matter who it may be 
that speaks to you, answer 
‘Yes’ or ‘no.’ When you are in the 
ranks, be as ijniet as if you were at church ; 
but once you have broken ranks, you are 
at borne and your own master. li the 
others are making a noise, raise more 
racket than tney do, but don’t sit gazing 
at them enjoying themselves, it will only 
make, you met down iiithe mouth. Love 
your comrades; you will find friends 
among them friends who will love von 
like a brother. Many things are lacking 
here, but not good fellowship—reinem 
lier I hat.”

“ Did you ever hear ot Perrier,” said 
the officer, “ Perrier, that threw himsel! 
between Ins officer and the enemy and 
fell with three bullets in Ills body, cry
ing: ‘ Kctneinber me, lieutenant, L die
liappv in saving your life?' Nor ofthat 
cranadier who, rather than surremh-i 
his wounded captain, was bayoneted to 
death, shouting ‘Take him when t am 
dead, not beföCe?’ Nor of tile eight oi 
leu oi hers w ho at Rivoli went under a 
hail o f  bullets to rescue their command 
er’s body from the Austrians, so that 
I hey could tee it buried in camp w ith all 
I lie honors? And there ate hundreds 
< >f ot hers w ltose names and deeds have 
been written down in all (lie big book-, 
who are remeyibeied and beloved as il 
they were with us still. Have you a 
match?"

The conscript, who had been gazing at 
him as if in ecstasy, his mouth and eye- 
wide open, drew a box of matches from 
his pocket and handed them to the offi
ce i*.

“ When one remembers all this," said 
I the officer, “and when one lias a little 
j philosphy, one overlooks the little hard- 
! .-hips and worries of a soldier’s life, 
j You must remember everything you a i e  
i taught, und as you are a sensible fell >w 
) voll will. Keep them in votir head anil 
; little b\- little you will take a liking to 
every thing—your armsj your uniform, 

j this yard, this staircase, these walls, and 
j when yet", time of service is up and you 
j have said good-by to your officers and 
j your sergeants, and when all the oilier 
j soldiers come, to see. you off am) w ish 
you good tuck amt Mil yon remember 
»hem, your heart will feel as it felt when 
yoil left home; and when from tlie road 
you take your last look at the windows 
of your barrack room, you will turn and 
say,—if you can say anything, “good-by 
my second home, where 1 have loved so 
many friends, where 1 have passed so 
many happy days with a quiet con
science, where I have so often sighed 
for my loved ones! Good-by to my 
poor laird little bed; good-by, sergeant; 
gooil-by captain.’ Why, what’s the. mat
ter with you.”

The (««script was standing rapt, mo
tionless, Ids features working, his breast 
heaving, his eyes wet with tears.

“ What is the matter with you?” 
ihe  lad endeavored to find his voice, 

drew a long breath, as if about to speak, 
but could only whisper hoarsely: 

“ Nothing!”
Hie officer smiled. “Now, to please 

me, you will go and drink one glass ot 
wine to good luck for all conscripts. 
Here, take this!”

“Oli, sir,” stammered the lad, redden
ing. and declining the coin.

“ What?” said the officer sharply.
The conscript took the coin and strove 

to stammer something.
“Not a word. Off!” 
lie rushed into the yard, dancing, 

rubbing his hands, laughing, talking to 
himself. He entered the canteen ». ,j 
drank his glass of w ine, which the can- 
tiniere poured out for him with her 
sweetest smile. On his way out he met 
ihe corporal, who accosted him in a 
much more gentle fashion.

“Say. is that officer that bar, been talk- 
in-.- with you for the last hour any i«-l»- 
tive ofyours?”

“ No.”
‘But you know him?”
‘ 1 ntimately.”

“So he’s tiie officer from your place 
you were looking for? If I had known 
that, I would have answered you, hut 1 
didn’t understand vou."

“That’s all right! H** isn't half a bad 
fellow, that corporal/’ said the conscript 
to himself, as the former walked away.

Meanwhile the soldiers were straggling 
buck into barracks; among them a group 
of conscripts, flustered with liquor and 
joyfully noisy.

“ ‘If the others are making a noise 
raise more racket than they do,’ ” said 
theconscript to himself,and be plunged 
infertile group, shouting: “ Hurrah for— 
for iVmt-r!”

“Hurrah for Perrier!” echoed his fol
lows. without the remotest idea of who 
Perrier might b*-, and singing and sky
larking they passed up the staircase.

The officer, who laid been looking on 
from his window, smiled as he said b 
himself. “That fellow will make a good 
soldier!"

It was night and the skv was blazing 
with stars. There was a merry ciamoi 
in the hariack-yard, and in the streets 
outside the sweet, dear bugles were 
soundin'?. I 'iicoom ionsly, he lifted his 
eyes and leaning out, said softly.

“ Perrier! Win •re are you, Perrier? 
Did vou hear them?

Fain  front Severed Limbs.
Manchester Mirror.

The feet of Josiah West, who met with 
the terrible accident on the railroad a 
few days ago, were yesterday taken by his 
wife to Fremont, N. H., for burial. 
When the .unfortunate man gained con
sciousness at the hospital on the morning 
following Ihe loss of his limbs he com
plained that his toes pained him a great 
deal, that they seemed badly cramped, 
and he requested that some one move 
them for him At that time the feet 
were tied in a hag, and the hospital peo
ple did not know where they were to be 
found. It seems simply incredible that 
the position or condition of a severed 
member of a person’s body should ef
fect in the least the sensibilities oftlie 
owner; but suffice it to say that T he  un
dertaker with whom the writer eon- 
versed affirms that In* peasouallv knows 
of numerous cases where persons who 
have lost a limb declare they felt pain 
from un uwkwurd position which the 
member was in.

He cited an instance of a mail who lost 
an arm in this city last fall. After be
ing amputated, it was sent to the under
taker's for burial. It was placed in a 
box, the hack of the hand being down* 
remaining in this position for several 
hours. The owner of the severed mem
ber, during that time, experienced pain 
in the arm, which grew so unbearable 
that at last he asked a friend to go to the 
undertaker’s and see about the limb. 
This was at 5:45 in the afternoon. The 
friend was busy, and did not start oil' for 
half nil hour, and during that time the 
pain had ceased and the wounded 
man said lie need not go. lb* 
went, however, and found that the un
dertaker had just finished caring fur Ihe 
arm; that it had been placed in an easy 
and natural position in tin* box. The 

time when the arm was changed from 
he awkward position to the latter coin

cided exactly with the time when the 
owner had felt the pain leave him. "When 
the friend reported to the ilnitbrtUnate 
mail, In: (.the latter) said lie knew 
just how the arm was placed, 
that he could feel its position, and cor
rectly described the same.

Another case cited bv the undertaker 
was about a man w ho lo-t an arm above 
Ihe elbow. The member was given to 
the undertaker and buried. The man 
subsequently weld to Lawrence to live. 
About a year after the accident he paid 
the undertaker a visit, and told bins his 
arm for a long time had pained him a 
great deal; that the lingers seemed 
cramped, and that he wanted to see the 
buried member. Accordingly it was dug 
up and examined, and. strange to say, 
li.nnd to have the fingers tightly turned 
up toward the palm, as the man had said 
they felt to him. T* «• fingers were 
straightened and ils- arm consigned 
again to the ground, and no more trouble 
was exp'i-rii-iic'i-iU'ioin ii.------- ■—  • - mm

Fracking: His H eels a t  l-üghly- 
F o ttr.

I'lomtlie Albany Journal.
The other morning, in a grocery store, 

-ome one remarked to Mr. Thomas 
I »nun, one of our wealthiest citizens, 
now in his eighty-fourth year, that ln- 
v.as “getting old.” “ Pshaw!” said Mr 
Dunn, “ I will show you that if I am old  
I have some life in me yet.” Hanging 
his cane on the railing of the desk and 
placing his hat on a pyramid of canne«, 
fruit, Mr. Dunn stepped to an alcove 
formed by the, arrangement of goods, 
an d  suddenly springing into the air with  
t h e  lightnfess of a latter day acrobat 
cracked his heels together twice neron 
touching the floor again. As if this wa 
not sufficient to convince the non  skep
tical of bis flgQKy he repeated the feat 
others present attempted it, hut. Hal not 
-ucceed.

A P rin cess in New York.
The New York World says that the 

Princess Olive Luiiin, only child ot Faus
tin I ., emperor of 11 ryti, arrived here on 
Monday from Port au Prince. She is !5(j 
years of age, and a widow. Her husband 
was Gen Amitié l.u'oin and married the 
princess while her family and his. own 
were in exile, his family liavingadhered 
to the emperor even after his overthrow 
in 1859. The Emperor Faustin I. was 
born a slave, but was freed by the decree 
which freed all the slaves. He took part 
in différent insurrections, and became 
commander of a division in tile army. 
Oil March 1, 1848, lie was elected presi
dent of the Republic, and began a reign 
of terror. He declared himself emperor 
in 1849. under the title of Faustin I., and 
created a nobility among the negroes. 
In 1859 he was overthrown and exiled. 
He was recalled in 1857 and soon aftei 
died. The princess was educated with 
sre.it care, and speaks several languages, 
ske and lier husband spent Revend 
y ears in Europe, and afterward lived at 
their country hoiwe^iear Port an Prim e. 
Ihe present government, though repub
lican, has restored much of the estate ol 
the late emperor. The princess has re
ceived from this source over $ 1,000,000. 
She is at present the gliest oftlie Hay- 
tian consul, hut will soon start on atour 
through the country.

Young Love’s Dream .
From the Detroit Free Press.

They are young married people and 
have gone to housekeeping, and the 
neighbors who assemble at their win. 
• lows to witness the harrowing sight ol 
their parting for the day declare that 
the following is a verbatnm account of 
their conversation:

“Good by, Charlie; now he careful the 
- l i c e t  cars don’t run off the track with 
y on, and kiss me Charlie—there was 
-omething I wanted to tell yod—let me 
see. Wu'i it hair-pins? No, J got them 
- v. li-a-t could it have been?”

“1 am due at the. office, pet,” says 
Charlie, bracing np arid looking very 
handsome and manly ; “ was it. something 
to eat?”

Why, of course it was; there isn’t a bit 
of mashed potatoes in the house, nor a 
mouthful of oread and butter. We want 
half a yard of beef steak—see anil have 
it « ut bias, so it will lie tender, and a 
loaf of sweetbread, Charley, and a straw
berry short-cake, dear, and—anything 
else you think of, dear.”

“But, my little wife,” says Charley, 
looking very wise, “ these things must all 
he made before we can eat them.”

“ Must they? Oh, dear, and I nevei 
learned to do fancy work! I never 
crocheted a biscuit fit to eat, and I 
couldn’t paint a tomato to save my life. 
<>fi, Charlie, go to the ready-made stores, 
do; there’s a darling'?”

He did; and they had a picturesque 
meal of lobster and strawberries with 
linker’s rusk and lemonade, but Charlie 
lias written to his mother to come at 
once and make them a long visit; they 
are so delightfully situate« they can 
make it pleasant lor her now, lie says.

Geu. Stone in Egypt.
Stone Pacha, who is reported as 

“hampering English action in Egypt” is 
< leneral Charles P.Stone. At the opening 
of our civil war, General Stone, then a 
captain in the regular army, was in 

j Washington, and was of great service in 
organizing a force for the defence of the 
city w hile it was exposed to an attack 
from Virginia before volunteers from 
the northern states could he assembled 
there in sufficient number* to avert that 
danger. After the battle of Bull Run he 
was asssigned, with the rank of briga
dier general of volunteers, to the com
mand of a corps of observation on the 
.Maryland side of the Potomac, between 
Washington and Harper’s Ferry, with 
his headquarters at Poolsville. A part 
of his command, crossing the Potornac, 
were defeated in the disastrous affair at 
Bulls Bluff, Oct. 21, 1801. For this re
verse General Stone was held responsi
ble. He retired from the army before 
Ihe close of (the war with impaired health 
and some indications of mental disorder. 
A lew years later he went to Egypt and 
accepted a commission in the army of 
the khedive. He was made chief of 
staff of the Egyptian army, which posi
tion he has since retained.

S. S. Foss, a prominent lumber dealer of 
Detroit, Midi., was killed on Friday by a 
runaway accident.

FIELD AND FARM.
Mixed Recipes.

Sticky F ly-P aper.—I n a tin vessel 
melt one pound of resin, and add about 
two fluid drachms of linseed oil. While 
the mixture is warm dip a spatula in 
and spread what ml he res oil a sheet of 
foolscap. If it is loo soft when cool, 
add more resin; if too hard, more oil.

F ruit Cake.—Two cups of molasses, two 
of brown sugar, two of butter, one ol 
milk, live of flour, live eggs, one tea- 
spoonful of saleratus; cut np the but let 
in the m lk, wann the molasses, stir it 
into the milk and butler, then stir in the 
sugar and let it cool, then add the eags 
well beaten, one pound of raisins, one of 
currants, half pound ofcilron; hake in a 
slow oven.

Si'jxacu.—When washed and picked, 
place in a sam e pan just large enough to 
hold it, sprinkle with a little sail, and 
cover close. Shake well while on tin* 
lire. When done add a piece of Imi ter 
and a tablespoonful of cream.

To cure nursing sore mouth mix to
gether a teaspoon fill each of pulverized 
alum and borax, liulf a salt spoonful of 
pulverized nutgalls and a tablespoonl'iil 
of honey) sugar will answer the purpose); 
pour over the mixture a teaeiiplul of 
boiling water; let it settle, and with a 
clean linen rag wasli theU mouth four or 
live times a day, using a fresh bit of lin
en every time. Tins will cure sore 
mouth in mother and child.

To iron a shirt, double the back length
wise. Iron to the yoke; iron the yoke 
crosswise. Next the hand and front, 
leaving out the bosom. 1 lave a small 
board covered with one thickness of 
flannel and muslin for this. »Stretch 
the bosom lengthwise and iron cross
wise, commencing at the top, so if there 
are many wrinkles you may iron them 
down. Iron the lop oftlie sleeve lirst; 
then Ihe cuff, and the lower pari oftlie 
sleeve last, not forgetting to go over the 
shoulders. Polish with laundry iron on 
the side oftlie board covered with mus
lin only.

l-'ai-iniiig Notes.
The liest time t-- cut rye for fodder is 

just when the seed begins to form and is 
in a milky state. If delayed too long the 
beard oftlie rve dries hard and still*and 
is sometimes troublesome in the mouths 
of stock.

The venerable Charles Downing, now 
eighty years of age, and slill active in 
mind and able to do some walking every 
dav, Professor Budd of Ihe Iowa Home
stead speaks ni as “ the prince of modern 
pomologists,” and justly says that “ to 
him more than to all others we owe the 
relative perfection ol our American 
nomenclature of fruits.”

'There is a growing disposition in the 
Western Reserve of Ohio to concentrate 
cheese interests, tiims w ho buy milk and 
conduct several fin-lories extending their 
conquests veur by year, until it now 
looks as if they would eventually absorb 
I! the factories in that part of the coiin-

rniid, < aribau, Me., 
l armei Iht-sc hints

Mr. G. W. P. Je 
k'i\es in/rhe .Maim 
on.swanning bees:

"Nail a thick spruce hough as large as 
I peck basket upright on a stake Gx feet 
long. Make it hole with a crowbar two 
rods from the hives and set in the 
-taked hush, so that it may he lifted out. 
without hindrance. Swarms will usually 
luster on this and are very readily 

hived. Take the hive to some shady 
nai ler and carry the swarm to it on t he 

bush. Baise the hive on blocks a couple 
>f inches from the bottom hoard in front 
ind after turning the hush top end 
be,vu, give it a quick jerk and dislodge 
In- bees all in front ol (he hive. Then 

,*. i» 11 a grass brush induce every bee to 
•nier and set tin; hive at once on its 
leimuiu-nt stand. To prevent them 

Irotn ‘lighting’ old for tilt* Woods give 
them a box of unfinished honey on their 
five, fresh from tin- parent hive at the 

time of hiving, and Vou may he sure 
they will not decamp.”

H o w  to  T est  F l o u r .

The following rules to lest good fioui 
e given by an old dealer: First, look 

at ils coloh If it is white with a slightly 
yellow or straw colored tint, it is a good 
sign. If it is very white, w ith bluish cast 
or with small black specks in it, the flour 
is not good. Second, examine its adhes
iveness. Wet and knead a little of it 
between the lingers; if it works dry and 
elastic it is good; if it, works soft and 
sticky it is poor. Flour made from 
spring wheat is often sticky. Third, 
throw a little lump of dry flour against a 
dry smooth, periiendicufar surface, if il 
adhers in a lump the flour has life in il ; 
il it falls like powder it. is had. Fourth, 
squeeze some of the flour in your hand; 
if it retains »he .shape given by the pres
sure, fllal, too, Is à good sign. It is safe 
to buy flour that will stand all these tests, 
and they are simple.

Gl>*tmeted Teats.
The lucre the tulder is stimulated tc 

extra secretion of milk so much the 
more it is liable to congestion and in
flammation. The pressure, too, of a 
great, quantity of milk in the udder 
upon the circular muscle, (sphincter), 
which closes the end of the teat., tends 
to set îqi more < • less irritation, and 
this will sometimes result in excessive 
thickening oftlie walls and hard milking, 
or even complet«1 closure of the orifice. 
The simplest, and best treatment is to 
slightly dilate the opening of the teat 
lit tee tit- twice d. day with a perfectly 
smooth probe. A silver milking tube, 
about a twelfth of an inch in diameter, 
will answer, or. when this is not avail
able, a probe of the same size made of 
gutta percha. A small size will he nec
essary at first, and after a day or two 
when that passes easily, a larger on«;, 
until finally tlie <>ri!ir<* is easily dilatable 
and milking sufficiently free. In every 
case the probe should be well oiled, and 
introduced with caution, so as to avoid 
injury to the internal parts. A silver 
tube should be warmed before it is in
troduced.

Clipping Queens .-Italianizing.
lu reply to a correspondent who 

wanted to know how to clip the wings of 
the queen and when to do it, also howto 
Italianize his black Ih;«!s, the American 
Bee journal says, “ During fruit bloom, 
or early white clover, wt; have found the 
most convenient time for clipping a 
queen’s wing. By lifting ä frame gently 
from the hive so as not to frighten the 
queen or anger the bees, with a small 
pair of scissors and a steady nerve,-the 
wing can he clipped oft without the 
queen scarcely knowing it. If, however, 
you are nervous in movement, better 
lift the queen bv grasping her gently at 
the fore part where »be wings join the 
body, and deliberately cut off aboutone- 
tnird of one wing’ Care must lie 
observed not to grasp her by the abdo
men. The great majority of your bees 
being blacks, you w ill have to cut out 
1 lie drone comb very closely from the 
blacks, then stimulai«- your Italian colo
ony rapidly, both by stimulative feeding 
and giving sheets oi' worker brood from 
your black colonies; then insert drone 
combs to get drone eggs and brood as 
soon as possible. When you have Ital
ian drone brood capped, remove the 
queen into black colony, anti let the 
Italian colony build queen cells. When 
these are ripe, remove your black queens 
or form queen-testing nuclei from 
your black colonies, and thirty-six or 
forty-eight, hours after graft in the 
queen’s cells. If you have been success
ful in forwarding Italian drones and
suppressing those from the blacks, your 
work will be easily accomplished ; other
wise it will be quite difficult.”

noisily, grossly, inelegantly. Dr. John
son is remembered for his brutal way of 
eating almost as much as for his great

learning and genius. With him it w 
selfish preoccupation.

Fish and fruits an; eaten with silver 
knives and forks; or if silver fish knives 
are not provided, a piece of bread can bo 
held in the left, hand. Fish corrodes a 
steel knife.

Never lilt a soup plate for the last drop 
or o.ste.ntationsly scrape your plate clean.

A part of table manners should be the 
conversation. By mutual consent,every 
one should bring only oftlie best Hint is 
m him to the table. There should be 
the greatest care taken in the family cir
cle to talk of only agreeable topics at 
meals.

The mutual Forbearance which prompts 
the neat dress, the respectful bearing, 
(lie delicate habit of eating, tin; atten
tion to table etliquetl«*, should also make 
the mind put on ils best, dressa, and the 
effort of any one at a meal should 
be to make himself or herself appear as 
agre eable as possible.

Do not show any haste in being help
ed; any displeasure at being loft until 
the last. It is always proper at an in
formal meal to ask for a second cut, to 
say that raie or undone beef is more to 
your taste than the more cooked por
tions.

But oik; never asks tw ice for soup or 
fish; one is rarely helped twice at des
sert. Thest; dishes, also salad, are sup
posed 1o admit of but one helping.

C'aiiM«liaiiJI-:x|»«*i-ience Wi'h ( ’-iitlc.
The superintendent of the model farm 

•it Guelph, Canada, gives as below the 
results of souk; experiments made there 
in cattle breeding:

1. A steady, frosty winter is better 
than an open one in feeding cattle.

2. An averrge two or three year old 
steer will eat its own weight of different 
materials in two weeks.

ft. Two or three year old cattle w ill 
add one-third of a pound more per day 
to their weight upon prepared hay and 
roots than upon the saim* materials iin- 
prpeared.

4. It is thirty per« eni. more profitable 
to premature ami dispose of fattening 
cattle at two years old than to keep them 
up to three years.

There is no loss in feeding a cattle 
beast well upon a variety of materials for 
the sake of manure alone.

li. Farm-yard manure from well-fed 
cattle three years old is worth an aver
age of $2.150 per ton.

7. A tliree-vear-old cattle Least, well 
fed, will give ai. least one ton of manure 
every month of winter.

•s. No cuttle heart whatever will pay 
for the direct increase to its weight from 
the consumption of any kind or ouantity 
of food.

'.I. On an average it costs twelve cents 
tor every additional pound ol flesh added

FLORENCE VANE.

t!ir>

value of 
thirty-six 
finishing

to I lie weight 
fattening steer.

10. In Canada the markt 
store Cattle can he increase 
per cent, during six trioulhs of 
by good feeding.

11. In order lo secure a safe profit, no 
store-cattle beast, weli done to can be 
sold at less than four and out- half cents 
per pound (live weight).

12. 1 n the fattening of wi thers, to fin
ish as shearings, the Cotswoid and J.ei- 
ee,-!» r grade.-- an he made up two hundred 
p o u n d s  the Oxford Down ISO pounds, 
and the south Down (g'udei 10«) pounds 
each, live weight.

Tho Clentl«' < odli-Ii
From the Larimie Boomerang.

This tropical bird very seldom wings 
his way so far west as Wyoming, lie 
loves the sea lireez.es and the humid at- 
mo.-ph«;re of the Atlantic ocean, and 
when isolated in this mountain «-lime 
pim-s lor his native home.

The codfish cannot sing, hut is prized 
for his beautiful plumage and seductive

The codfish of eommerie is devoid ol 
digestive apparatus and ;■• more or less 
permeated with salt.

Codfish on least is not so expensive afl 
quail on toast.

'1 he codfish hall is made of the* shat
t e r e d  remains of tin; adult codfish mixed 
with the tropical Irish potato of com
merce.

Ihe codfish has a great wealth of glad,
unfettered smilb. When 
anything he has t liai same 
niirtii and hack teeth that 
lias. The Wyoming eodli 1 
dead. Death in most cas* : 
of exposure and loss of 
one can look at the codfish 

Far

G o o d  a n d  B a d  T a tile M a n n e rs .

(Some people eat instinctively with 
great elegance; some never achieve ele
gance in these minor matters, bnt all
should strive for for it. There is no more * ----<=------ « . .. .
repulsive object than a person who eats Ä Ä  Ö Ä t !

lie laughs at 
Wide V.CSte ot
Mr. Ta Image 
I is generally 
is I In* result 

appetite. No 
of commerce

and not shed a tear. Far from home, 
with his system tilled with salt, while his 
internal economy is gone, there is an air 
of sadness and home-sickness and briny 
hopelessness about him that no otie can 
t ee unmoved.

It is in our home life, how ever,that the 
codfish makes himself felt and remetn- 
hered. When he enters our household 
we feel his all pervading presence, like 
the perfume of wood violets or the s«*.- 
ductive oder (>ï a dead mouse in the pi
ano.

Friends may visit us and go away to. 
he forgotten with the advent of new faces 
hut the chid, calm, silent corpse of 
the codfish cannot be forgotten. Its 
chastened influence permeates the fenfire 
ranch. It steals into thé party-like an 
unhitiden guest and flavors the 
costly curtains and the high priced lam 
Lrequins. It enters the dark closet and 
dallies lovingly with our swallowtail coat. 
It goes into your sleeping apartment and 
makes its home in your glove box and 
handkerchief case.

That is why we say it is a solemn thing 
to lake the life of a codfish. We would 
not do it; We would pass him by a 
thousand times, no matter how ferocious 
lie might be, rather tmiu lake his life 
and have otironce happy home bann ed 
forever by his mi holy presence.

Tlie K iss o r H istory .
From the Philadelphia Press.

It was with a kiss that the dark-browed 
Judas gave the preordained sign; it was 
a kiss by which King Ahuseuerus signi
fied to the trembling Esther that ln-r 
fortunes were no longer a? the caprice of 
.the mercurial Hainan. A kiss dismissed 
the hapless Essex lo the melancholy 
death which the whimsical love oftlie 
ferocious Elizabeth made a dagger in her 
life forever aftef. ft was a kiss that 
lulled tht; victims of Lnrretia Borgia's 
innumerable intriagues to the noisome 
dungeons of the Castle d’Estes. A kiss 
was the sign that the perfidious Queen 
Kathrine de Medici made to the token 
of the weak king’s as
sent to the massacre of »S. Bar
tholomew. Brutus made his treach
ery to his benefactor more odious by a 
miscreant kiss at the very moment his 
dagger was uncovered for the slaughter 
of his adopted father. William the 
Conqueror saluted his confiding kinsman 
Harold, on both cheeks at the moment 
lie meditate«l wresting his kingdom from 
him. The kiss is quite as often the sign 
of infidelity as it is the amenities oflove. 
The kiss, in its worst and most intoler
able form, however, is when it is a mere 
functionary observance. What meaning 
can a fusilade, Huit salutes a bride, have 
to a sensitive soul? 'The smack of a 
minister, it is true, gives official, or 
perhaps /saer edotal completeness to a 
ceremony now stripped of some of its 
ancient, unprescriplive picturesqueness. 
On entering the battle oi’old, the knight 
graciously saluted (lie company by a kiss 
on the blade of the sword. At 
file battle of Ivy, old chronicles relate 
that the gallant, knights of France delib
erately drew up in line, and raising 
their swords, kissed their blades, then 
set impetuously forward with the lance. 
If Homer is lo he taken literally, the 
honest heroes of the Illiad made the 
kiss preface nearly every  ̂undertaking, 
from the sacrifice of-a bird to the deliv
ery of a battle. Achilles actually 
stopped a combat in order to give Paris 
time to go and kiss Helen. Men and 
women have been known to risk life and 
fortune merely to pledge their troth in 
the passing ecstacy of a kiss. The mere

not the inspiration that flows from the 
touching of the lip. Kisses are the tre
ble and cletfs that mark the perfect mel
ody in the song and sympathy of life.

I loved thee long
Florence Vane;

My life’s bright dream and early 
Hatli come again;

I renew in my fond vision 
My heart’s dear pain,

AI y hop«« and thy derision, 
Florence Vane!

The ruin, lone and lioary,
The ruip old,

Where thou didst hark my story,
At even told;

That spot, the hues elysian 
Of sky and plain,

I treasure in my vision,
Florence Vanel

Thou wast lovelier than the roses 
In their prime;

Thy voice excelled the closes 
Of sweetest rhyme;

Thy heart, was as a river 
Without a main,

Would 1 had loved thee never, 
Florence Vane!

But fairest, coldest wonder,
Thy glorious clay

I.ietli the green .-od under;
Alas the day!

And it hoots not to remcmhei 
Thy disdain,

To quicken love’s cold ember, 
Florence Vane!

Tlie lilies-ol-lhe-valley
By young graves weep;

The daisies love to dally
Where young maidens sleep.

May their hloniit in la-aiuy vying, 
Never wane

Where thine earthly part is lying, 
Florence Vane!

-- Philip iVndletoii Cooke.

TOM H A L IF A X , M. I).
Sim had been resting her head upon 

her hand, lull of thought, when suddenly 
she heard the sound of horse’s hoofs 
clattering down the street. .She looked 
up Wondering who the rider could be, 
and looking up half startled. It was Dr. 
Halifax himself, and as lie reached the- 
gate, he slackened his speed, and, dis
mounting, came up the garden walk with 
a hurried step. She did not wait for the 
servants, but stepping into the hall 
flung open the shade blinds in response 
to his summons and stood before him.

He certainly did not ( xpeet to see her, 
hut lu; did not wince, merely bowing, 
and coloring slightly.

“ I Leg your pardon, Miss Aslihy,” lie 
said; “ hut I have com«: to solicit charity 
on the behalPof ont; of my patients. 1 
am not a rich man myself,” with the 
calm, handsome eyes on her face, “and 
your father fold me that. I might, relv 
upon him in this terrible trouble."

“ I am very glad tu he oft-ervice,” said 
Bessie. “ What is most needed, Dr. Hal
ifax?”

He made a few suggestions, as he 
thought proper, and under his direc
tions, -.lit- filled a large basket with food 
and wine. It seemed as I hough he was 
at least t«-n year’s older, and Bessie’s 
heart grew very full at tin- sight of his 
pale, grave fact; as she completed hei 
task.

"Cun I do nothing more?” she asked, 
as ,-he gave him the basket. “O, Dr. 
Halifax, if I only could!” And in spite 
■pf herself, the thick gathering tears filled 
her eyes.

He looked surprised, and then his face 
s o f tened .  “Thank you!” he replied, i 
will remember what you have said.” 

When Tom Halifax mounted his horse 
again, it was with a thrill of pleas- 
im-able pain and u backward glance at 
Ihe  slellder figure oil tlie piazza. lie 
had looked down-ilpon Hu; pretty face 
beneath its veiling curls, the wet lashes 
and tremulous mouth, thinking a little 
sadlv of the days when her eyes would 
have met his with a wurmet- glow. Yes, 
it all tame to the same thing in the end. 
The old wound was not completely 
healed, and a soft glance from the girlish 
• yes had it throbbing again almost as 
fiercely as ever. That night he came up
on Captain Hoiisted.

“Can not I help you, Halifax?” said 
Hie kind hearted fellow. “You are kill
ing youtself. Let me do something, if it 
is; only to gfind powdfcts/’

“ You must not run the risk of infec
t i o n , ” said Tom. “You have something 
at home to take care of.”

“ Yes,” said captain Fred. “But 1 
d o n ’t think the little somebody cares 
much.” 11 is voice had stopped a tone 
or so, and he was tapping Ids hoots with 
his whip, as though musingly.

“ Ask lier,” suggested Tom, with a 
short laugh, that most choked him.

“ 1 am going to ask her to-night” said 
tin; captain, raising his head suddenly, 
with a half smiie. “ It’s alia lottery, you 
know, it remains totie proven whether 
iny prize is a blank or not.”

Three hours later Bessie stood with 
her cousin in the gatdeip .

“ it is no use,” she said with impetu
ous tremor. “ I don’t love you, Cousin 
Fred—at least, not as 1 must love the 
man I marry. I thought I did, hut late
ly”—She stopped, dropping her face, 
and then added, almost in a whisper: “ I 
have bfeeii kety wicke«l and foolish. 
Please forgive mè!”

The captain looked down a littlegrave
ly. “ When «lid you change your mind, 
Bessie.’”

“ A few weeks ago, since this dreadful 
plague. It made me think, and 1 saw 
that—l had not been doing rightly.”
"  It was fully three minutes before Fred 
Housted spok«; again.

“»See here, Bessie!” he said, at last, 
“ 1 am learning something too. 1 never 
believed the gossip before now’ —a mo
ment’s pause, and his smothered doubt 
burst forth; “Bessie why did you quarrel 
with Tom Halifax?”

“Oh, Fred, don’t!” she said.
“ Don’t cry,” said Fred. “ I want to 

know the truth.”
1 have said Bessie Ashby never did 

anything by halves. In her grief am. 
excitement she forgot she had flirted 
with her cousin; forgot about tlie posi
tion;” forgot everything, but ! hat she was 
frightened, and miserable und tired of 
acting. _

“ I have been so horribly selfish, she 
sobbed. “ 1 didn’t think I cared so 
much, and he was »oor, und then Wo 
quarreled, and I thought I could like you 
well enough. I don't think I should 
have been so wicked, but he was so 
proud, and things got worse every ''ay; 
hut lately it has come back, und 1 can t 
help it.”

“ You have not treated me well, Bes
sie.” said the honest young captain after 
a short silence. Men don’t want women 
to marrv them because ‘they think they 
can like them well enough;’ but I think 
vou see liow you have wronged me. It 
is all over now, so we will say no more

I have said before that hearts do not 
break. They may stretch and perhaps 
suffer a little in the rebound, hut really 
breaking is out of the question; am 
warm and true though our brave cap
tain's might be, it was not likely to dis
grace the general india rubber reputation 
by snapping, even in this painful strain, 
so pray do not blame poor, penitent 
Bessie for any misfortunes winch may
hereafter befall him.

The next morning Dr. Halifax met lus 
rival in the Btreet. , . „ „

“I prophesied rightly, old fellow, 
naid the gentleman, quietly. lne 
affirmative proves to he a negative altei

1 ‘‘Mademoiselle is changeable,” said 
Tom. “I hope 1 am not going to have 
you  for a patient, Housted. You are as 
ouïe as a ghost.” .

“Broken heart,” laughed the Captain. 
“No, I don’t think you will. The 
warmth gives me a slight headache; that 
is all.”

But there was something more. As the
____Ik- U/ww1o/iKa hapftTHA !L
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een nothin«? else, the warm, loyal young 
cart would have thrill«;«! with tender

said it he dropped his deathly face upon 
the table anu lay there without mov
ing.

He had braved it a long time, but the 
dreadful pest had come upon him at 
last. Tom sent for Colonel Ashby, and 
the sick man was carried home. At the 
door Bessie met them with a pale face 
Imt sleudy eyes.

“»She ought to have been sent away,” 
said Tom:

“But I am not afraid,” she answered, 
firmly. “ Please let me stay.”

I daresay you will decide that Dr. 
Halifax was snockingly unstable when I 
tell yon that from that time his mind 
began to waver as regarded Bessie Ash
by. Meeting her every day in lier cous 
in’s sick room it was not easy to feel 
cold and stern. She was so sweet and 
girlish in her new humility, now the old 
capricious coquetry was thrown aside, 
ami in all her appealing obedience to 
his orders he could not fail to see a lit
tle sensitive fear which sometime troub
led hut always stirred his heart. He 
must take care of her, too; every shad
ow that crossed the pretty face must be 
inquired into. He was not going to fall 
in love again, «ff course; he was mere I 
doing his duly as a medical man. Sti"' 
it was rather interesting.

( apt. Housted was the last serious 
case of sickness, but it was a very se
vere one. For months the poor fellow’s 
life lay trembling in the balance—one 
day fevered and delirious, the next 
seemingly sinking into death. But in 
time he began to struggle through it,
■ id, thunks to Tom’s skill and patience,
' -c shadowy face began to lighten with 

a aiut glimmer of returning strength. 
Jradually the fearful scourge weak- 
cd its power, and little by little 

.-(•(•uied passing away. There were still 
patients to he visited, and work to he 
done, hut the awful rage of the pesti
lence had swept by. Then it was that 
Tom Halifax began to reap his reward. 
People who had never heard of him six 
months before sent for him in all critical 

Men of wealtli and high stand
ing in society courted his acquaintance 
as the brave young doctor who did his 
wo k so nobly throughout the sickness at 
Doming. Men and women pointed him 
out to each other on the street, saying, 
“ But lor him I should have been lai«l in 
my grave.” “ When my old mother died 
he was the last man she knew.” “ When 
we were in trouble lie worked for us day 
and night. Ood bless him!” Had there 
bet 
lie
thankfulness at the simple gratitude ol 
the humble sufferers to whom he seemed 
almost a Kavior but apart from this, real
ity came to him.

There was no lack of practice now, and 
tim name and fortune that had seemed 
so far away a year ugo, became a promise 
of truth. Of course as yet they were not 
quite perfected, hut still each day brought 
them nearer, and showed something of 
solid advancement in life and prospect. 
The < 'bateaux en Espagne were begin
ning to stand on a substantial foundation. 
Perhaps this might have made him very 
happy. Naturally lie felt thankful, but 
being a very warm hearted and (in some 
tilings) a very unscientific M. D., he 
could not feel quite restful.

The truest of all truths is, that what
ever we luv«*, we can forgive, and what
ever we forgive, it is not difficult to love. 
Bessie Ashby had refused Capt. Iiousted. 
Why luul she done it? Could it'he  that 
her foolish little heart was subdued at 
last? It is easy to be magnanimous when 
the injnrer is a pretty giri whom one has 
loved. I f this were more than a simple rec
ord, I should certainly decide that my 
hero should not forgive iny heroine un
de'- any circumstances, and consequent
ly shoT’ld doom them both tojmisery and 
despair. But as It is, I am compelled 
to say that Tom Halifax, M. D., forgave 
Bessy Ashby, for the simple reason that, 
in spite of lief faults, he loved her.

A ml Bessie? 1 hiring he r cousin’s sick
ness she had learned the extent oftlie 
M. D.’s power. »Sh«;had fourni mît (hat 
she could look up to him and rely on 
11 is strength, that she could trust him 
implicitly. She began lo discover that 
he hud a higher object in view than the 
regard for self, which had been tlie one 
riding power of her life, and his exam
ple taught lief the true nobility iff gen
erous sacrifice. »Still, in spite of the 
hange in the hearts of both, they had 

not advanced much outwardly from the 
old coldness. But in the second month ol 
Capt, Housted’s illness the denouement 
•ame,as a denouement always comes un
expectedly.

One evening there hail been a sliglil 
return of fever, and after a heavy sleep 
the patient awakened, restless and wan
dering. Bessie was standing at one side 
of the bed, and Dr. Halifax at the other, 
holding the captain’s hand as he opened 
his eyes.

“It was you she loved after all Hali- 
,ix,” life said, smiling faintly. “1 am‘on

ly Cousin Fred.'"
The blood rushed into Bessie’s face. 

The handsome eves told lier they under
stood— told her ‘ with one glance that 
burnt lu;r cheek and set her heart beat- 
i.g swiftly. The next moment she 
ushed bv him and left the room.
Half an hour after Dr. Halifax came 

down stairs and walked straight into the 
parlor as though with some object in 
view. A very pretty figure stood re
vealed in the dusky 'light by the win
dow—a pretty head, with long, shining 
urls, resting upon  ̂ an equally pretty

hand. 1 wonder if Miss ay knew

l neverpale----
trembled and
done before. . . , .

At &'■ - Jt 6 o’clock, as Tom sat in his 
office writing out some prescriptions. 
Captain Housted entered the room and 
staggered into a chair.

‘T  am afraid you are going to have a 
patient, Halifax.” he said, smiling feeb-

.. hat was comining? Certainly her pulse 
fluttered very fast, and she looked out 
into ttic* garden quite resolutely.

“ Bessie!” ‘
She did not move.
“Bessie!” , ,
lie certainly was a determined gentle

man, this Dr. Halifax, for he drew the 
pretty hands away ana turnea Miss Ash
by to the light.

“ Was it true?” he whispered, bendiug 
very low over her.

Tlie long curls drooped a little nearer. 
It really looked as if Miss Ashby was go
ing ovet* to the enemy.

“ I—I think it was/' she said,very soft- 
Iv, “I think it has been true for a long 
time, Dr. Halifax.”

It was dreadfully undignified, but Miss 
Ashby has positively made an uncondi
tional surrender, and the curls lay in a 
shining heapagainst Dr. Halifax’s broad 
shoulder.

“My dear little girl,” he said tenderly 
kissing the pretty, tremulous face. ‘‘My 
dear, dear little girl, how happy you 
have made me.” .

What more have I to say? I have 
ended my record, bringing both hero 
and heroine through their adventures, 
and leaving them in a proper dramatic 
position. I have only to tell you that 
Captain Housted has proved my theory 
of the elasticity of hearts, and recover
ing from his sickness, recovered from his 
disappointment in a very sensible and 
decorous manner. In all probability he 
forgot his penchant for brown eyes and 
married a blonde. If be did, could there 
oe a better proof that love is a lottery, 
uiul “variety the spice of life.”

The Arab Soldier’s W ife.
O n .  Colston in Bulletin American Geo. 

graphical Society.
On my second expedition lo Kokdo- 

fan, one oftlie soldiers of my escort, re
joicing in the name of Abou-la-nane, 
came to me on the eve of our departure 
from Cairo and stated that lie had mar
ried a wife from a village far up the Nile. 
Would I permit him to take his wi!e on 
the boat and leave her at her village with 
her relatives? Otherwise she would 
starve from misery in Cairo. This was 
probably a subterfuge, but I consented . 
Arriving at the village after several days, 
Abou-la-nane came and said 
that all his wife’s relatives 
were dead, and if she was left there she 
would starve more certainly than in 
Cairo. “ Would his Excellency the Rev. 
(that was myself) permit him to take her 
along?” I told him that if he did she 
would certainly die in the desert from 
the hardships we would have to encoun
ter, and which none but strong men 
could ho pe to resist. But he was a good 
casuist, this son of Islam, and he argued 
that she would certainly die of want in 
her village, but she might survive in the 
desert. Finally he gained his point. 
The fact is she was a useful servant to him, 
as are all wives of the lower, class. She 
cooked for him. brought fuel and water, 
kept his clothes in order, as well as the 
little slielter-tent, which he had blarney
ed the Arab Quartermaster to let him

have for. their separate establishinghF 
Prom my observation they got along as 
well as most couples in their rank oflife. 
When she displeased him he used to ad
minister a gentle correction, but it was 
done in a paternal way, and not at all in 
that brutal style of wife-pounding that 
is too often seen in Christian lands. 
One night at Dongola, on the Upper 
Nile, after retreat, the whole camp was 
startled by the wails and moanings of 
Hafizah, the soldier’s wife. He had be
come jealous of the attentions of the 
sergeant of the artillery, and in a fit of rage 
he pronounced the dread sentence: 
“Entee talleekh heetalateh—be 
thou divorceil thrice.” »She published 
her woe to tlie world, and invoked all 
the curses of Allah and his prophet on 
her hunhand’s father and all his forefath
er’s to the remotest generation, accord
ing to the retrospective Arab manner of 
cureing in the oblique cases, never like 
the Saxon who blanks your eyes and 
blanks your soul with the most refresh
ing directness. “Might the dogs «lefile 
his father’s grave for bringing her so far 
from home to divorce her in a strange 
land and leave her to perish.” By tne 
time morning had come it repented 
Abou-Ia-nn»«; the having divorced his 
Hefizah. But what was to be doYie? The 
sentence was irrevocable. Fortunately, 
there were no witnesses, and he stoutly 
denjed having used the triple 
formula, only the simple one, So 
they went before the Cadi and got mar
ried again, and everything was altogether 
lovely. I may as well state here that my 
kind t reatment of Abou-la-nane and his 
wife was “bread cast on the waters.” 
When in the heart of Kordofan, soldiers 
and servants were dying or prostrated 
by fevers, and I was at the point of death, 
this little, weak, puny woman was never 
sick a «lay, and did afl the cooking and 
wasiiiugat headquarters when no one 
else could be found to do it. When I 
was transported back to Cairo Abou-la- 
nane was detained as one of my escort, 
and he returned safely to Cairo with his 
wife.

THE GERMAN ARMY.

W h y  C o u n t  V o n  M o ltk e  C o u ld  A fford  
to  b e  in  n o  H a s t e  A f te r  W a r  w a s  
D e c la r e d  W ith  F r a n c e .

A few days after war had been de
clared between France and Prussia, in 
1870. an embassador met Marsha] (then 
General) Von Moltke sauntering in the 
Frei«!rich’s strassa at Berlin, with his 
hands behind his back and his eyes 
roaming placidly among the shop win
dows. The diplomatist stopped to ex
change a few words with the soldier, 
but soon broke off, saying: “1 will not 
detain you further, general, as you must 
he very busy at this moment.” “Oh, no, 
I’m not busy at all,” answered the chief 
of staff. “Our orders have been given, 
and as soon as the army is mobilized 
I shall go to my duty.”

When Napolen I l l ’s armies were al
ready in full retreat after Keischoffed 
and Forbach, scores of French railroad 
stations were incumbered with tons of 
stores which had been bought at the 
last, moment and had no time to reach 
the front. Many of these goods were 
subsequently plundered or destroyed in 
vindictive spite by the mobiles. The 
mobiles of Chalons, hearing that there 
were barrels of brandy for the ambu
lances at Chalons station, made a raid 
upon the goods depot and destroyed 
kegs of chloroform, arnica, laudanum, 
besides scattering several thousand 
pounds’ worth of drugs, tea. coffee,sugar 
and rice. There is no pedantry in the 
prudence which consists in utilizing the 
time of peace to make 
ready for all Hie necessi
ties of war. Such prudence saves many 
lives, much money, and goes far toward 
insuring victory. When Marshal’Lebœof 
told the French chambers that they 
could embark oil war without fear, as 
everything had been provided, “even to 
the fast gaiter button,” lie spoke worils 
which ought lo have been literally true, 
which were true in Germany, aiid are 
true to-day. There every regiment has 
its depot of service kits, " which can be 
served out to the men at an hour’s no
tice; and every army corps has its depot 
of general stores, ambulance wagons, 
field telegraph apparatus and banking- 
cars, in a complete state of efficiency. 
Practically the army can he mo
bilized instantaneously, for the calling 
out of the reserves need not delay tho 
departure of the men in actual service« 
As fast as the reserve join their regimen
tal depots they are equipped in kits 
ready and waiting for them. Thev re
ceive condensed food (erbwurst ana bis
cuit) enough to victual them for seven 
days, and are sent alter their comrades 
as fast as possible by train. All the rail
road lines in Germany can be requis- 
tioned for military service in the time 
that it may require to dispatch half a 
dozen telegrams, and every general and 
colonel knows exactly to what locality 
in the seat of war he must betake him
self. Information on this subject is 
furnished in printed manuals, clearly 
worded, which are issued at 
the first signs of a coining war with 
any state. Wars never break out with
out a few weeks’ prelude of diplomatic 
negotiation, and this period is employed 
by the German war office in issuing tbe 
manuals just mentioned, and in distrib
uting maps of tbe country to be invaded 
to all the officers. As for the plan of 
the campaign, it is ready, like every 
thing else. Among the most secret arch
ives of the war office and of the emper
or’s palace are plans for every possible 
sort of campaign with anv nation on the 
continent. They have afl been natural
ly concocted in councils held by tbe 
leading generals, and, tnough
unforeseen 
cause them

circumstances may 
to be modified in

some particulars, yet the general out
lines of them remain available. And in 
any case what changes have to be intro
duced are all made during the “diolo- 
matic period,” while the embassadors 
from Berlin are spinning out negotiations 
in order to give their generals time to ar
range tactics. When war is declared the 
cry is “Fortig!” (ready!) the army starts 
into motion as if touched by a spring,and 
tbe chief of the staff can quite well afford 
to take a cool and cheerlul stroll down 
the Friedrich’s strasse as Marshal von 
Moltke did.

Gov.'Blackburn Confirmed.
Louisville Courier-Journal.

At Christ church yesterday the rite of 
confirmation was administered by Bish
op Dudley to his excellency, Luke P. 
Blackburn, the governor of Kentucky. 
There was about the ceremony nothing 
of an unusual character, and the interest 
that attaches to it is merely that which 
pertains to the public avowal of a belief 
in tlie faith and an acceptance of 
tlie tenets of religious association on the

. . ---- V. •—  i--------- i------and  go

eligion,
Atter mac portion oi uie rnuiu which 
precedes tne singing of t ’: e first hymn 
tiad been read, notice was given that the 
candidates for confirmation would take 
their places at the altar-rail during the 
rendition of this part of the service. 
Whilst choir and congregation were sing
ing:

"Accept, my Lord, my heart this day,
Ana keep it always Thine,

That I from thee may never stray,
Nor from thine way decline.”

Gov. Blackburn passed out of his pew 
and advanced into the chancel, where 
lie was met by Bishop Dudley. At the 
close of the hymn the usual services pre
pared for the admission of persons into 
the church was read, and tne chief ex
ecutive of Kentucky was made a mem
ber of the Protestant Episcopal church. 
During the services both Gov. and Mrs. 
Blackburn (the latter sat in one of the 
front pews) seemed much affected, and 
tears of peniten<& on tlie one hand and 
joy on the other coursed down their 
cheeks. For many years Mrs. Black- 
bum has been a aevont member of 
Christ church; and the confirmation Ä  
her husban«L now in his Bixty-sixth 
year, must afford her a peculiar joy.

J. J. Newell will have shearing before the 
house committee on judiciary next Tuesday 
on tbeebarges of corruption he has preferred 
against the Texas Pacific and members ot 
congress whose names have not yet bean 
disclosed.


