
FIELD AM) FARM.
For and About Women.

Twönty-tfro acres have been planted 
in corn and seven acres in cotton by 
Miss Kreamer, of Helena, Ark., she 
having done the plowing herself and at
tended to the crop so far without help, 
and expects te harvest a bale of cotton 
to the acre, and 40 bushels of corn to the 
same amount of land.

Mrs. Helen Young Bailey of New 
Hampshire quotes the bite Robert Ken- 
nicott, the naturalist, as having said to a 
lady who made bitter complaint of thé 
depredation of the rose bug: “ Itisgood 
enough for you; you had all the snakes 
killed;” and she adds this item of per
sonal experience: “ A few years ago a 
lively little striped snake made its haunt 
among my cucumber vines, and took the 
job of attending to the bugs. I was 
carÄAil never to disturb it, and it grew 
ernte tame and was always there, alert 
and watchful, intent on its own business 
and not minding me.

One ofthe chief requisites for a cheer
ful room whether in palace orcottageis 
sunshine. In  the hot summer time a 
north room is endurable, but in winter 
we love those rooms best where the sun 
comes earliest in the morning and lin
gers longest in the evening. In such a 
room should the family life pass. And 
in its sunniest corner should be the in
valid’s chair, tin* grandmother’s rocker, 
the baby’s cradle.

American ladies may well take a hint 
from Mrs. Langtry, the famous English 
beauty, who said to a newspaper inter
viewer: “ As the only sister or six stout 
brothers. I shared their outdoor snorts 
in a most boyish fashion.” It was not 
until some years after her marriage to 
Air. Langtry that she was introduced in 
London society, so that all but a few 
years of her life are covered in the fol
lowing statement: “ My life in Jersey 
bad been spent almost entirely in the 
open air, and as Mr. Langtry was fond 
of yachting. I became an expert yachts
woman, and was very fond of all sorts of 
outdoor exercise.”

A “girl gossip” in the London Truth 
speaks of “ the cultivated American with 
bis curious intonation, ill-fitting clothes, 
and elaborate !wav of paying conpli- 
meirts, instead of letting them fall acci
dental and irresistibly, as it were” and 
reports the matrimonial market as fol
lows: “ Marrying men at a premium 
though no improvement to note in qual 
ity, Demand for maidens extremely 
quiet at last year’s prices. Widows in
quired for at rather less than previous 
rates. Widowers on firmer terms than 
usual. Clerics, medicos and barristers 
going up, owing to the war and the ab
sence of militr.ry element.”

Miss Middy Morgan is the stock re
poster for a New York paper. She is 
noted for lier little eccentricities in dress 
and appearance. Discarding the more 
fanciful elegancies of apparel in which 
many ladies delight, she wears short 
skirts, stout boots.and garments of great 
plainness of stvle. She is quite fas con
spicuous for lier substantial common 
ßense as for her peculiarities of costume, 
and no fop may make sport of her ex
cept at his-own peril. Whether she is 
visiting the c-attlc yards to make her re
ports of what is going <>:i t oere or seek
ing information among tiie shipping at 
the wlcrv.. . she i« self-poss«».ssed, digni
fied stud lad. like.

C on stan t R ed  C lover.
From the New York Tribune.

1 sec, by a note lately received from 
one of your readers, that the statement 
made by nm in the Tribune, to what 
clover does in <>ur Iowa soil, seems al
most incredible to Eastern farmers 
Strange as it may seem. Ibis clover, 
which is a biennial, appears to be a con
stant tiling when once started in our 
soil. I myself am from the East, being 
New-Hamnshire horn and raised. I 
have now b e en  in Io ta  a little over a 
quarter of a century, and all the time on 
the same land I to ok  up wild twenty- 
seven years ago. The question of all 
others to an Eastern man when com
mencing farming here is, or was, “ the 
grass and elover question.” I say was,
for now with the mos 
this question is settle*
by practice.

For years I was tol 
tame grass and clover 
mellow soil, i have 
the contrary. 1 have 
b4o acres seede 
Kentucky blue

in
f Iowa 

t h r o rv
arntei s. 

i! not

I could not raise 
icre on this loose 
however, proved 
now the most of 

in timothy, red clover, 
t iss and white clover.

the last two in pasture only. This year 
I cut from 2ÖU to 200 Lons of as fine timo
thy and elover as [ ever saw. Part of 
the fields mowed over have been seeded 
fourteen years. The soil is mostly sec
ond bottom land, a light loam, slightly 
mixed \ itli sand, soil from three to five 
feet deep and underlaid with sand and 
gravel. Part of the time I have cut two 
crops and then pastured it closely fall 
and spring.' Some of it has had one 
slight topdressing of barnyard manure. 
The most of it never lias had a fertilizer 
of any kind upon it. Until seeded 
down ft was cropped, mostly with 
corn; sometimes with wheat and oats

If  w e once get a catch of clover it sec ins 
to be seeded for all tune, for itgets thick
e r every year. One winter, some four 
years ago, the clover seemed to be killed 
out, and I cut most of t he fields for tim
othy seed, but the next year the clover 
came in again so thick that not * ne plant 
in twenty could possibly live because so 
thick. My theory is this: For some 
reason this soil favors the production of 
a large amount of seed, and the ground 
gets full of it, so to speak, and it keeps 
constantly coining. Again, this soil does 
not heave out, the roots of clover by 
freezing, as in ea-tern states on clay soil. 
.Blue grass and white clover once started 
here, even bn ever so small a scale, 
spread rapidly until the whole pasture is 
covered. Some of these facts about red 
clover may seem strange to eastern 
farmers. It was a pleasing surprise to 
me.

B arefooted H orses and Had Shoeing.
I owned a mare for fourteen years 

which was never shod, fused her for 
breeding from a colt, and kept her with
out shoes because it was better for iny 
purposes, as she would not be so liable 
to injure her colts, and she was not 
driven enough to require shoeing. This 
mare was never lame or tender-footed, 
but she would slip on smooth ice, and 
once fell down in crossing a pond, and 
would have injured herself (as she could 
not gain a fool-hold; if she had not been 
'held down until removed. She was got
ten off the ice by putting a rope around 
her body and hitching another horse to 
it and sliding her several rods, broad
side, to the shore. Her feet, were never 
cut, and contained all the natural rim on 
the bottom, which, i! is claimed inastate 
of nature will bold horses up, keeipng 
them from slipping anywhere.

There is a vast difference in the wear
ing effect on horse’s feet of prairie land 
where there is trior*- or less grass to soft
en the footfall and also an absence of 
gravel, and a gravelly road. On such a 
road a horse might go on a walk, if not 
driven too much, without wearing the 
hoofs to the extent ofbecomingfootsore, 
but if driven on a trot or galloped any 
considerable amount, it would become 
fqotsuA/*. 1 have known colts while run
ning in the pastures in summer on grav
elly soil, by the natural wear of the feet 
and in stamping on account, of flies to 
wear the hoofs away so that they be
came decidedly tender-footed.

There is a great difference in horses 
about stepping; some strikethe feet verv 
hard on the ground and others step 
lightly. The former would be sure to 
get footseore without shoes, and with 
them unless well shod, while the latter 
might do very well barefooted, under 
possible circumstances. There is also 
a great difference in the shape of horses’ 
feet; some are horn flatfooted and be
come crippled unless extra care is had 
in their shoeing; others have hoofs so 
upright and -hard that thev will endure 
neglect and keep their feet- in sound 
condition. A flatfooted horse usually 
has a soft hoof, which wears out rapidly.

I t  is apparent from these facts that a 
general rule to deprive horses of shoes 
cannot be made always piacticable.

A horse well shod, so that the outer 
riin of the hoof rests fully on the shoe, 
will always travel better than one poorly 
shod or one barefooted. The curse of 
shoeing is the buttress—an instrument 
which a blacksmith seems to delight in 
using to ci|t down a horses heels, and 
more horses are mad«* tender-looted 
from this abuse than all other causes. 
Farmers are very apt to allow t heir horses 
to wear their shoes so long that the outside 
of the lioof grows over them, and they 
grind the soft and tender portion of the 
foot, producing corns; whereas the shoe 
should always rest upon the rim outside. 
This neglect is 1 be worst kind of economy, 
as it often results in permanent injury to 
valuable animals. S uch shoeing is worse 
than no shoes, but this abuse is not a 
conclusive argument against shoeing, but 
should be conclusive against bad shoe
ing.

FANCY DRINKS.

F o n lg n c r s  T ak e T h eirs S lr a lg h t -H o w  
A m erican s Mix T h in gs S p iritu a l—ltca ln i-  
o f  C reative F ancy.

From the Kansas City Timos.
Human ingenuity has gone no further iu 

any thing than in the matter of mixed 
drinks in America. The Frenchman drinks 
his cognise, claret and burgundy, vermuth 
and absinthe, but he tabes them straight. 
The German the same, stud the English
man, while nursing his beers and ales, 
mild and bitter, pale and stout, half and 
half, etc., knoweth not such a thing as 
cocktail, or a stone fence, agin sling or 
bonitzor, a silver tiz or au egg flip. Jn the 
matter of fancy drinks, all other nations are 
but ignorant, untutored savages. Tho 
American cun take’his alcohol in 300 differ 
eut way s.

First in the list of a barkeeper's reper 
toire is the good ol*l fashioned straight 
This is his foundation. It may be worth 
$0 a gallon and retail at 15 cents a drink oi 
it may cost $1.25 tho gallon and sell for 
5 cents, sixty being the average number of 
a gallon. From this foundation of straight 
whisky, bo it good or bad, is reared the 
aerial structure of fancy driuks. Some 
modify the straight with a little lemon, 
little syrup; some sugar of bitters or oth 
er decoction which imparts a novel and 
pleasant flavor. Then comes tho simple 
sour, in which lemon and syrup are poured 
into ice, to.which is added whisky or gin 
according to whether a gin or whisky 
sour is desired.

After learning these simple ingredients the 
artistic barkeeper can soar into the realms 
of creative fancy with the abandon of 
poet, or a painter until he reaches that rhrj 
d'œuvre of all ehemists, the cocktni 
Grand, unapproachable cocktail, emperor, 
t zar, autocrat of all driuks.

The cocktail is made by first filling a 
glass with pulverized ice. luto this is put 
a dash of bitters, some sugar and a half 
gill of whisky. This is the simple cock
tail, but the artist puts in bénédictine, li
quor d’amour or some secret ingredient and 
creates a cocktail par excellence.

Toddies hot or cold, of simple sugar and 
whisky are favorites. Sangarees made 
half water, half wine and sugar are not so 
common in this section, but are prime fa
vorites further south.

Hot drinks are very simple. Rum punch 
is half liqn. r and half hot water, and 
with brandy punches, etc. St* pping into 
the select circle of fancy drinks, one ruu- 
across the startling drink, “blue blazes. 
Its name is suggestive, as it is burned in 
the vessel in which it is made. It is mad 
of brandy, rum and high proof liquor whi'-L 
is burned into a bluish flame, which giv 
it tho suggestive title. Then there is 
"gin fiz, ” made of lemou, gin, sugar and 
mineral water, which makes a “fiz.’ 

Then there are silver and gold fizz 
which obtain their names from the «olor 
the liquor put into them. A Napoleon 
punch, of whipped cream, sugar, chocolate 
tud brandy, is rather nice, and 
flip,” of eggs, sherry and brandy, is a com
mon favorite.

Mint juleps and sherry cobblers are foi 
Lot weather exclusively. The former if 
made of ice, sugar, mint and brandy, dec
orated with blackberries or strawberries and 
other fruits, and ifie latter has sherry foi 
a body with fruit decorations.

A stone fence is cider and whisky, and i 
very deadly, but not so destructive as £ 
Dutch cocktail, made of beer and whisky, 
which is simply fatal.

About the holidays all drinks give way to 
egg nog and Tom and Jerry. The differ
ence between them h  that tho former is 
cold, the latter hot. Both are made of 
brandy, milk, sugar and eggs.

One fact for drinkers worthy of all con 
sidération is the fact that iu nine cases out 
of ten the whisky put into hot dmiks is n 
very poor quality. This i - duo to the fad 
‘hat the quality of liquor alien hot can no) 
e detected except i>y the oder, ami only 
ben by connoic.
“Tim Collins” is undo of soda, lemon, 
u and sugar. A “BuMe.-punch” of sug

ar, hot water, rum, nutmeg and butter.
The receipts of bars are greatly exagger

ated. There is only one in the city that 
takes in over $8‘) a day, on which the pro- 
tit is, owing to heavy expenses, perhaps less 
than $20, E’irst class bars in the heart of 
the city, take in from $35 to $75 per day, 
and from this the receipts rnn down t< 
or a mere nothing.

WHY I HAD TWO WEDDING DAYS.

Everything has been duly and properly 
arranged for our wedding. The engage
ment of Miss Nell Bartley to Mr. Bertram 
Langley had been announced in tho fashion 
column of a leading “society journal,” and 
iho wedding da y hud arrived.

I am Betram Langley—commonly called 
Bert- and while I confess to being most sin
cerely and entirely in love with my little 
Nell, I must add I had been qHite annoy ed 
about our marriage, fiist at the persistance 
with which she iusisted upon a grand wed- 
dmg.

I hate fuss and pamdo, and have an old 
timo notion that a marriage rehearsed giddi
ly, and eventually solemnized before a 
crowd of gossiping, gaping peoplo is robbed 
of all its sweet purity. Then, too, the 
trousseau! Tho whole business is a nui
sance! Excuso the big word, but my fool- 
iugs aro strong on that point. What on 
earth a woman wants of clothes enough to 
last five years, and gewgaws more thau she 
can ever hope to use, I never could see, un
less, indeed, Rhe entertains u horrible sus
picion thut tho new firm may refuse to fur
nish a fresh supply.

M’s all right, I suppose, siuce they all do 
it (no slang intended), but it was a trying 
time for mo, I can tell you. I could scarcely 
get a glimpse of Nell, she was so busy with 
dress-makers, milliners, «fcc. «fcc.;and when 
I did see h er, she was in such a rattling 
hurry to bo off to keep an engagement with 
some workwoman or other, that I actually 
grew a little savage.

A GERMAN GIRL’S LOVE.

R aroa S teliiburg 's D augh te r Casis lie* i.*it 
W ltli a  Poor Noblem an.

The death is announced of M id-mu- 
Laura Sweitzer, at Port Jervis, jus* .n r . 
the Delaware river fron
nior;m, Pa., which recalls one of
the saddest and most remarkable cireers 
••ver recorded. The story of her life, as 
told by Madame Sweitzer, reads like a ro
mance, and seems almost too strange to bo 
true.

Laura Von Puifnitz Steinburg, daugh
ter of Baren E’rederick Otto
Von Puffnitz Steinburg, was born at 

Wismar, in Mecklenburg Germany, 
on the 10th of October, lslO. Her 
father was of au ancient and highly honored 
f imily, and Luira was a younger -laughter. 
She was given all the advantages of an ex- 
pen-iveodn at,ion in music and the German 
language. At sixteen years of age she met 
a very poor young nobleman with 
a very long and honorable name 
the Count Frederick Kolstedt Schleswick 
Sweitzer. I ho young man was handsome 
and pretty well edneated, but his poverty 
was a barrier to their union. Laura felt 
that she loved him so deeply that she 
could marry no one but him. Her old fath
er would not listen to her entreaties and 
finally he sent her to Altona, a town near 
Hamburg, on the Elbe river, where he 
placed her in a convent until she became 
cured of her pussion. She contrived to 
let her lover know where she was and 
thither he followed hcr. Ifnving no mon
ey he applied for and obtained a position 
as under-gardener in the convent at a mod
est compensation. He and Laura wore 
thus enabled to meet daily, and affairs were 
going on swimmingly when the old Baton 
Steinberg, having found that Sweitzer hail 
left Wismar, suspected tbe true state of af
fairs aud came post baste to Altona. He 
arrived iu time to catch his daughter iu an 
arbor in the convent garden conversing with 
tbe forbidden lover. The old baron ami 
the young man exchanged hard words and 
a duel, in which the baron was seveiely 
wounded, resulted" Young Sweitzer and 
his sweetheart fled from Altona, were mar
ried and came to Anierica where they lauded 
at Cistle Garden, New York, almost penni
less. Sweitzer obtained employment, and 
they lived comfortably s.-veral years. Fin
ally bis health failed, aud the couple came 
to Port Jervis, N. Y., and took up their 
abode in a littlo shanty in a suburb known 
as “nigger hollow,” Madame Sweitzer 
made enough money to keep them alive by 
peddling mulches and notions among the 
farmers, and by begging «luring the winter. 
She frequently walked fifty miles a day, and 
on a recent occasion took p irt. in a pedes
trian contest in Port Jervis, where she 
made a record of ninety-eight miles in 
twenty-four hours, and earned considerable 
money During her begging excursions she 
told (he above story of her life. She was 
known in Pike County as “Meesby Hau- 
mie,” or “the Countess."

Her death was horrible. She was trying 
to steal a ride on the night freight train to 
Middletown, thirty-five miles south of Port 
Jervis, when she fell under the engine and 
was so crushed that her body was scarcely 
recognizable. Her husband died a few 
years ago, and she has been buried beside 
him in Laurel Cemetery.

— -------- — ----• ^
British Columbia has started a little 

boom-for herself by reporting the dis
covery of new and rich gold fields.

For a month before wo were married 1 
relieve I never entered the house once but 
Kate—Nell's married sister—rushed into 
the room with au—

“Excuse mo, Bert, but Nell is wanted a 
moment.” Or, “Don’t look cross, Bert, but 
Nellie must see Madame This or That, ” 
(ill I lost all patience.

’• hero was another cause of annoyance, 
too— Nell’s father was a rich man and as 
able us ho was willing to furnish his daugh
ter with hr much finery as she might desire, 
while I, on tho contrary, was a man with 
bis way to make in the wTorld.

True, I had a fair income and prospects, 
but I could not hope to givo Nell as luxu
rious a homo or as elaborate a wardrobo as 
her papa provided—at least not for some 
years; but I could afford to support a wife, 
and I loved Nell with all my heart.

When I asked Mr. Bartley’s consent to 
our marriage, he was at first a little in
clined to find fault with my financial con
dition. An older man, with a well secured 
fortune would have suited him better. lie 
had a most unwholesome dread of fortune 
hnuters, and even went so fur as to have a 
mild suspicion that I might be just u bit 
interested in that way; but all that wore off 
in time, and we were on the best of terms.

I only mention this to show how a sus
picion once entertained will return 
on the faintest invitation, aud not un 
frequently on none at all; for the time 
came when Mr. Dudley not only entertained 
this unjust surmise, but eagerly hugged 
this foul thought to his heart, aud grew 
murderous iu that vital organ toward me— 
Bertram L mgiey—as inuocont a man as 
ever stepped.

The day before ttie one fixed upon for 
our nmtr.age, Nell and I bad our first till'.
F called to inform her of the smallest pos- 
idble hitch in the church machinery. The 
regular sexton was obliged to leave town, 
but had secured the services of his brother, 
(a very deaf and stupid man, as it turned 
out.) Possibly she might have some in
su actions to give him.

I waited full b df au hour in the recep
tion room, cooling my heels and warming 
my" wrath, before Noll rushed in.

“What is it Bert?” she asked breathless
ly. “I’m awful busy!”

A span, is enough to ignite a whole city 
if it only fulls upon highly inflamable ma
terial, ami a word is enough to raise a fu
rious temper in a man who is aching to got 
mad, so I answered curtly—

“If you are in such a hurry; it is no mat
t e r  what I wished to say.”

Nell opon 1 her brown eyes in surprise. 
“I've got to select some lace," she ex

claimed, “and Kate ctn’t wait.”
“Neither can 1 !” I retorted shortly, pull

ing on my gloves. Then after a moment I 
added. “You think a great deal of furbe
lows don’t you?"

“Indeed Î do!”
“1 am afraid yon will have to do with vastly 

loss wheu you are mani d”
Nell tossed her head saucily.
“All the more reason 1 should be allowed 

to eujoy these papa gives me. ”
The shot went homo. I bit my lips but 

managed to keep cool outside, though in
wardly I was boiling.

“It is not too late to retreat,” I said cool
ly. “If you repent your bargain, there is 
time to escape. ”

Nell’s eyes grow big with horror at the 
idea.

“Indeed, it is entirely too late!” Bhe 
burst out. “Why, everybody knows it! 
All onr sets have curds— I should die of 
mortification to put it off now! Wo must 
go on, any way; I have no fancy for 
being a laughing stock for every one."

“B> tter b • 1 tughed at a week th*!” inher
it 1-* Tor a lifetime,” I retorted.

Nell op. ned her lips to answer, but just 
d that moment Kate put her head in the 
door.

“Ncdl! Nsll! Excuse me, Bert—"
1 stayed to hear no more, Lut turned on 

c v heel and strode away.
No sooner had I reached my hotel when I 

vas be irtily ashamed of myself; and when 
font, my elder brother and only living rela
tive, rushed in and told mo that he hail left 
his wife ill akhome, so anxious was he to 
see me married, the last bit of crossness de
parted and a great wave of tendernesss swept 
over my heart for tho brown-eyed girl whom 
1 knew was to marry me to morrow only be
muse she loved mo far better than the ele

gance of her father's home or the costly 
trifles he could give her.

Tom was ill at ease and worried, and I 
knew that nothing but my marriage or fa 
ner tl could have induced him to leave home 
when Lottie was ill.

Next morning I saw Nellie for a moment 
inly, but tho kiss I pressed on her dear Jit- 
]•• mouth was u silent plea for pardon and 
i promise for better control over my tem
pe next time.

ningcame—tho church was packed— 
i I, feeling most uncommonly stiff and 

awkward in a span new suit and specklcss 
’ >ves, was awaiting in the vestry.
N it lie was to enter on her father’s arm, 

followed by her bridesmaids und grooms- 
mi n six in number—while I was to 
enter in the nick of time from 
the vestry, the minister from bis study and 
meet before (he altar.

It was all very pretty, but I almost know 
I should make a mess of i t—and I did with 
i vengeance.

I had requested lobe allowed to be alone, 
us to keep my part iu mind, and for the 

same reason went early to tho church, not 
to be stared at and confused, for this show 
affair was not one bit to my mind.

lust at tho last moment Tom came rnsh- 
ng in, followed by the regular sexton.

“Ivo got u telegram from Letlie,” said 
i om, his voice quivering. “She is worse, 
md 1 must start at once. Just lime to paint, 
the train. Good-by, old boy! God Hess 
on ! ”
“I am going loo—just came to wish you 

jov, Mr. bert,” said tho sexton, who had 
known me since I was n lad. “Sorry I 
can’t see you married. My road’s tho same 
is your brother’s so i'll go with him:” ami 
-it they both hurried, the door shutting 
with a sharp click behind them.

TL. tune for the arrival of tho wedding 
irty drew- near; I advanced to tho door 
int opened into the church, designing to 

>pen it and peep through. It resisted my 
efforts. 1 struggled with it sharply- no 
use! the door was locked!

Muttering a curse on the stupidity of the 
icxton, I strode to the outer door. Iu.shut
ting ihe door it too had become locked, 
an 1 was as fast as fate.

Groat drops of perspiration 6tood out on 
my forehead. Wnat was to bo done? I 
«sited myseir the question and mopped my 
face with my immaculate handkerchief, hut 
f tiled to find the answer.

Then 1 flew back to the inner door ami 
listened. The organ was playing gaily, and 
a subdued hush told me that Nellie was eu- 
tering on her father’s arm, and here was I 
standing, caged like a rat.

Oh, how I tried to open that doorl My 
gloves split, and tho prespiration ran in 
rivers down my f ice and dropped off the 
end of my nose; hut not one inch could I 
budge it.

I have wondered Binoe howl should have 
looked if I should have succeeded in burst
ing open tho door, and been suddenly pro
jected before the creme ge la creme, with 
limp-collar, torn gloves, red face and 'dis
tended eyes. I can smile now, but I can 
assure you I saw no fun m it then.

I tried the door till positively no hope

remained in that direction. Then I flew 
again to the outer door and pounded and 
even shouted, but to no purpose.

Üttorly hopeless, I returned to the inner 
door once more. All was silent. Should 
I thunder upon its panels and proclaim 
my presence aud demand to bo “let out?” 
Nobody likes to look liko a fool if ho can 
help it—and I hesitated.

I glanced around. The windows caught 
my eye- why nad I not thought of them? 
1 oonld at least make my oscapo, a ml the 
ceremony might be delayed, and conse
quently awkward; still Nell would not be 
utterly put to shun o. Liko the madman I 
v.as, 1 seized the table, dragged it lo the 
window', sprang upon it, and climbed 
on to the high and narrow window 
sill; throwing up tho sash. 
I prepared to leap out; but I had 
reckoned without my host; tho cord that 
held tho weight was broken, consequently 
the moment my hand left the sash the win
dow descended with skirl ling rapidity, 
striking me full upou tlie head, and knock
ing me off tho narrow sill, dashing my head 
against the sharp corner of the table, and 
at last landing me full length on the floor 

I tried to rise; something warm rushed 
ever my face, I put up my hand to clear 
my eyes—my hand was covered with blood.

I felt giddy and weak, still I staggered 
to my feet; then a black mist arose around 
me, and I knew no more.

This was Thursday eve. Sunday after
noon, the sexton, returning to his duties, 
found me lying upon tho floor half dead, 
wholly délirions, my face covered with 
blood, and a hole in my head large enough 
to lot the life out of any man. That mine 
was spared was because I had fallen with 
tho wound down, and the soft pile of tho 
carpet acted liko lint to staunch the blood.

As soon as I could control my thoughts I 
begged to know of Nellie. Poor little girl! 
sbo hud been quite overwhelmed. Wheu I 
failed to appear Kate’s husband rushed out 
to inquire of the sexton if ho had seen 
me. He was positive that I had been there, 
and equally positive that I had left again in 
company with his brother—said that he 
could not bo mistaken—both seemed iu » 
great hurry and had jumped in a carriage 
and been driven rapidly away.

Messengers wrere sont to my hotel, but 
without gaining a clow to my whereabouts; 
so after a mortifying wait Nellio' had beeu 
taken home, and tho very morning of the 
day I was discovered tho whole family 
sailed for Europe.

As soon ns I was able to stand, I sailed 
in search of the woman I had so innocently 
humiliated. Not knowing her whereabouts, 
it was tw'o months before I found her. At 
Iasi one evening, wandering on the seashore 
of a quiet . ittle English town, I espied hor
— and alone.

That she believed me a most blackened 
villiau was plain, for tbe look she gave mo 
when she recognized my presence was onu 
of unutterable contempt. Now that I had 
found her, I was determined sha shonl 1 
hear the truth.

“Neliie, I cried, hurrying tc her, and 
grasping both lier little hands before she 
bad 1 inie ioesoape.

Well, sir?” she replied, haughtily, try
ing but tryiuff in vain to free her hands.

“My darling,” I pleaded, “yea will at 
least hear a man before you condemn him ! " 

Her face flushed angrily.
“What can you say,” she burst out hotly, 

“that will make your conduct less dastardly? 
Have you not made me tho object of every 
one’s ridicule and contemptuous pity ! Of
fering mo public insult no woman could 
ever forgive? Have you not made me hate 
everybody, myself most of all? What more 
do you wish, Bertram Langley—voit vil
lain!”

I winced a little at tho word, as I thought 
of my broken bead—though God knows I 
did not blame hor, believing as she did.

“ Why are you here? And why did you 
nin away.” Bhe demanded, with a whole 
world of scorn on the words “run away."

“I did not run away, I was locked up." 
“Locked up! Forwhal? Where?” cried 

poor Nell, starting back, a look of horror 
■ling up iuto the brown eves,

1 veiilv believe she thought for an instant 
I had added murder to my other crimes.

“Why, in the vestry,” 1 explained a little 
foolishly. “Come and sit down am! I tin 
tell von. I am quite ill yet.”

This was a master stroke. Nell seated 
1 -  If without demur, and I half sitting, 
half lying at her feet, related to her the 
eh ipti r of my misfortunes.

Dear lit'le girl! hor face brightened bo- 
fore I was half through—indeed. I am
- Tty to sav she laughed quite heartily; 
Put she became sober when I (oldb* iihont 
the window coming down, anil leaned ;■ 
and kissed the scar on my head tend*. By, 
und J knew that peaco ami confidence w.« 
restored.

After a while wo fell lo talking it over in 
i general way.

-‘[t was a dreadful blow to mo,” said 
«Nell, pensively; “I thought my heart was 
broken.”

“I thought it was a pretty tough btow my
self," I laughed. “By Jove, I thought my 
i« a«l was broken. When that window e mie 
loan d knocked me higher than Gilde roy’s 
it»! The next time we aro married, Nell, 

l won’t bo left, to dig out of any such 
ridiculous hole as a vestry: if there are any 
windows that have got to bo jumped out of, 
we'll hop out together.”

Great was tho family wonder to see ns 
walk in together; but everything way all 
right as soon as explained, am! Mr. and 
Mrs. Bartlev consented that Nell and l 
might 1 >e married next day in tho quaint 
little church in Ihe place.

Ami so wo were. I led my bride in niy- 
-elf, and l'apa and Alamma Btrtley fol
lowed soberly behind, and Kate and her 
husband were all tho crowd wo had.

A curate, who had a bad cold officiated, 
tnd Ute time-honored and world-renowned 
Dickon’s woman pow-opener, shabby ami 
snuffy, was on band to mako everything ro
mantic and proper.

So this is why w«3 wero married without 
bridesmaids, and had two wedding days.

SHORT AND SHEET,

From Harper’s Weekly.
The deaih of littlo Miss Jem’s mother 

(she died suddenly one day in early Novem
ber) revealed tho hitherto unsuspected fact 
that her income—supposed to j have been 
derived from an estate of hcr. lato hus
band's, but now proved to have been the 
liberal yearly allowance of a wealthy uncle 
of his—died with her; and little Miss Jems, 
after tho funeral expenses were paid, found 
herself uml her maternal grandmother (a 
dear old lady, with “a bee in hor bead,” it 
must be confessed, but a boo that never 
stung) left to begin the world anew with 
but a hundred odd «lollars and a small 
houseful of furniture.

Mrs. Jems hud been of au easy-going, 
secretive, apathetic nature, obeying implic
itly the command, “Take no thought for 
to-morrow,” and, strange us it may appear, 
had never given even the slightest hint of 
the real state of affairs to her daughter, 
who was but three years of ago when her 
father departed this life, and who, by-the- 
byo, resembled her mother in no respect 
and so, as well may be imagined, when th : 
disclosure came, littlo Miss Jems was much 
surprised and confounded.

Bhe Lad beeu looked upon in her neigh
borhood quite in the light of an heiress, and 
had been wooed by the “butcher, the bak
er, and the candlestick-maker,” to sp ak 
poetically, and last, but not least by a go at 
deal, by a handsome young builder—just 
admitted to partnership with bis father— 
who built the row of cottuges in one of 
which the Jeuises lived.

I don't mean to say that it was entirely 
on account of the fortune which it was 
thought she would inherit that so many 
came a-wooing Ihe heroine of my story. Oil 
no, indeed, for her face was a fortune in it- 
solf. It was one of those pretty, child-like 
faces, with limpid hazel eyes, rod pouting 
lips, and pink dimpled cheeks, which one 
longed to kis . as soon as one saw them, 
and which everybody who could find the 
slightest pretense for so doing did kiss as 
soon after seeing them as possible.

“Just as though I were a baby!” said 
little Miss Jems one day to her intimate 
friend Miss Serena Sloo. “And I bate it, 
and I ’ve almost made up my mind to strike 
Ibe next peison who attempts it." And 
she stumped hor small foot and shook her 
small fist in such a cunning way that Miss 
Sloo, who was several years older than sie, 
immediately crushed the pink 
cheeks between hor hands and 
kissed the pouting lifts heartily.

“Serena Sloo,” said little Miss Jems, in
dignantly, “you ought to bo ashamed of 
yourself.” And then imagine, in addition 
to tho pretty face, a wee figure, not very 
slender—on tho contrary, delightfully 
plump—with No. 1 foot and No. 5 hands, 
and I’m sure you will acknowledge that 
your “mind’s eye” never looked on fair* r 
picture.

“ ‘Oh, she’s a daisy!’ ” sang the butcher’s 
iiov while cutting the steak for Aleck Wii- 
i. artin.the young builder mentioned above; 
aud so engrossed was no with the, to hi-: , 
subject of the song that he cut the tough 
part *if the steak twice as thick as In* did the 
tenderloin, and as he handed it. to his cus
tomer he winked slyly, and said, “L n’t 
she?”

Aleck frowned upon him, and left the 
shop in dignified silence, which went to 
prove that to two persons at least there was 
but one “daisy" in that vinxinity.

Little Miss Jems we* t for her mother a 
month and more, though, to tell the hou* t 
truth, their affection for each other had 
been less strong than usually * xists be
tween parant and child; und then she dried 
her * j es, and sat down i.. hi r snug piri r 
one hrigh: December afternoon, to *• «n j.j 
* r ways and means for tho future.

Grandmamma wo lhere,too, in herov.n 
particularly easy rooking-*.lour, him In*, 
softly to herself, in the 
•■»PS adorned with tie fluted* «. of flip, 
ruffles, with a ball of yum and uh-df-li*« 
l-Lied stocking, which she was 
Hiring, iu her black alpaca lap. 
little Miss .Terns was thinking so hard th 
three wrinkles were plainly discernible u 
her fair brow, somebody came whistling up 
the step . Miss Jemi 
seat, ran lo tho door, opened it, seized the 
whistler by iho hand, and drew him into 
the dining-room.

“Grandma is in tho parlor,’’she said, 
“and she knows nothing about the money] 
and, God willing, she never shall.”

“Of course not, my dear,” said Aleck 
Wilmartin, lifting her lightly and seating 
her on tho dining-table, to her great vex 
tion.

“Tako mo down. I won’t bo treated this 
way, you great rude thing, she cried

■ '
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\ Jersey Fanner’s Losses at the Hands 
of Relent less Enem ies.

From the Philadelphia Times.
M. 0. Browning, a farmer living nearEl- 

lisburg, not far distant from Camden, Jus 
been so persecuted by malignant enemies 
«luring the past two years that bo recently 
offered a reward of $500 for the conviction 
af tho offenders. Thus far hi<: tormentors 
manage to elude capture, for they have eun- 
ringly devised and carried out most of their 
schemes successfully, ilis troubles date 
back to December, 187 ). At midnight on 
the 18th of that month his barn wus dis
covered to bo on fir*1. Twenty-five tiue 
bred milch cows were stabled in the barn, 
and though every effort was made to save 
them, all were roasted alive.

In the following November, when ho had 
about retrieved his losses, six fine eows 
died one afternoon. Investigation devel
oped the fact that they had been poisoned 
with Paris green, a quantity of which was 
found strewn over the grass in the pasture. 
Last October several heiid of swine were 
poisoned with arsenic. The grounds were 
searched, and in the feed boxes were 
found four packages of the deadly mineral. 
Yesterday morning Mr. Browning, while 
feeding his stock, found five pounds of 
Paris green and some arsenic in the bottom 
of the swill tub. This was discovered iu 
time to prevent auv fatal consequences. 
IIo laid the matter before Mayor Bradshaw, 
and subsequently offered the rewa"d for 
the arrest of the guilty parties. It is whis
pered about in the neighborhood of Ellis- 
burg that several discharged farm hands 
know something about the outrages.

Virginia’s Prodigy iu Arithmetic.
From the Luray (Pago Comi’y, Ya.) Courier.

A man by the name of Price, near Alma, 
who is almost blind, and who is wholly un
educated and not at nil sprightly in oth*-r 
respects, is said to be able to solve almost 
any problem in mathematics that can tie 
given to him. He uses no ligur.es, but 
intikes his calculation on his fingers. Mr. 
Hampton, who is teaching in (hat neighbor
hood, gave him last week iho following 
problem, which ho solved quicker (hau a 
good scholar present could do by Algeora: 
A man bought a horse, buggy, and humess. 
The horse cost $18 wioro than the buggy 
the buggy two and three-fourths times as 
much as the harness, and the harness one- 
seventh of the whole sum paid. What .va- 
the whole sum paid—what did each cost? 
He has no difficulty in working fractions, 
however complicated and intricate. Mr. 
James P. Graves informed us that he once 
asked him what was tho third and the half 
of one-third of three and one-third, and ho 
was ready with the answer almost as soon 
as he had finished the question. He is 
about 23 years old.

There was a severe frost over a large 
part of the United .States on theinornip“
of the 4th of July, 1859, ana î qu.«t.i«r~ ox
the 20th day of August. !

rinison with rage. “Take me down 
instant.” And tho way she stamped 
fo t (she was always stamping her 
about something or other) vlu-n once > 
on the floor, it’s u wonder that tho 
didn’t fly off the dainty slipper, ' i • 
(o talk with you as a woman with a m 
she continue*1, "not as a girl chat!* i n
i boy."

Mr. Wilmartin led her with mock ! 
uity to a chair, and seated himself In 
• r. '1 a u all Iteut >n Pro

eon."

thi
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egin! 1 shat

'h it’s a line wav (■
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you behave yourself; '. ; l Htti 
i irned away and gn/ed s • add 
window.

“Miss Jems,” said her lover 
having—upon my word f am. 
refuse to begin the «-on 
ing as aman to a womnr

Mit i 
out of til

“I .tin be- 
And as you 

fsatiou, I—talk- 
assure you that

there is not the slightest necessity for mak
ing any change in your way of living, 
i bis bous s is mine, therefore it is yours, 
md as soon .as you can make up your mind 
to let me conic and shnre it with you, the 
redding ring will be bought. ”

“And that's your idea of a man’s talk to 
a woman!” said littU Miss Jems, with 
scornful emphasis. “J call it a man's talk 
to a chibl. And l will not live in your 
house, Mr. AUxundcr Wilmartin, which is 
not mine. And you shall never put a wed
ding ring on the finger of a beggar. So 
there now !’’

“Well, upon my word, you have got a 
empor of your own, Pigeon Miss Jems, I 

mean,” said Aleck, retr nting in 
iffected terror, to the other 
uxd of tho room, to return in an in
stant, however. “But, if it be not too pre 
umptuous on my part, may I beg your 

ladyship to tell mo what you do intend 
'.o do?"

“I shall keep a store, sir—a candy 
store. ”

“And eat up all the profits, to say noth
ing of the stock, yourself?"

“Alesinder Wilmartin, once for all, if 
you will not talk sense, go home.”

“Violetta Jems, faniili irly known as 
Pigeon, rather than ’go home,’ I promise to 
talk sense by the hour. ”

“Well, sir, I shall keep a candy store. 1 
don’t know how to do anything else to earn 
money, and that’s easy, ’cause it’s mostly 
pennies that come in—though I can make 
change for a five-dollar bill with a little 
studying—and as for grandmamma, she’s 
awful smart at figures; and I’ve found the 
very store. It’s two miles away from here” 

catching him by the lapel of his coat, and 
standing on tiptoe. T wouldn’t shirt busi
ness in this neighborhood for the world— 
everybody’d tease so; «and there’s lots of 
children tlioro; and I m going to take ii to
morrow; and we’ll move in a few days,” 

“i'hank you for seeking ruy advice on 
the subject, Miss Jems. It was exceed
ingly kind *f you, said the lover, with as
sumed sternness. "And your grandit oth 
er, from whom you are so anxious to con 
ceal vour change of circumstances, aud 
w’ho comes from a wholesale family, as she 
has frequently told me herself, what vil ! 
he think of this summary proceeding?" 
“I shall tell her, Aleck, I am doing it for 

fun.”
“Doing it for inn? Keeping a confec

tionery on a very limited scale for amuse
ment?”

“Yes,” replied little Miss Jems, nodding 
’.er head cheerfully, and smiling brightly. 
“Grandmamma has heard me say over amt 
over again I ’d like to keep a candy bhop. 
And I can soon convince her that my hap
piness depends on starting one at once. It 
would neyer do—her head being so queer 
at tunes—to let her know I am obliged to 
do so—”

“Which you aro not,” interpolated Sir. 
Wilmartin.

“For if I did, she’d begin, dear old soul, 
to prepare for the poor-house immediate
ly. ”

“And when aro you going to marry me?” 
asked Aleck.

“As soon as I have proved that I can sup- 
pert myself; something that every girl as 
old as I am—severteen last week—should 
he able lo do. ”

“Aud if you should fail?”
“ ‘In the bright lexicon of youth there’s 

no such word as fail’ ” quoted little Miss 
Jems.

“Yon MW mistaken; Richelieu was mis

taken; there is,” persisted tho lover-“on 
the last page of the book.”

“Well, then, if I fail, I ’ll marry you all 
the samu. And now you may kiss n, 
once and then run away; for since we have 
decided what is best to be done, I must 
about doing it without delay.”

“ We have decided,” echoed Mr. Wiluiar- 
tiu; and multiplying by six, he kissed litiJe 
Miss Jems accordingly, and rushed around 
tho corner to a half finished building, be
fore which half a dozen workmen were 
lounging, “a-waiting for the boss.”

And tho store was hired and stocked, and 
the rooms above it furnished with part of 
tho furniture from tho cottage—tho rest was 
to remain there until a new tenant took pos
session—and everything was in upplc-pits 
order when it was opened on Christmas-* ve. 
it nad only one window, ana not, a very 
large one at that, but little Miss Jouis hiel 
made the most of it. Cat«, dogs, monkeys, 
elephants, horses, cows, lambs, snakes, 
lions, tigers—in fact, a whole menagerie o 
naney-hug.ir was installed therein, and 
glowed red and yellow beneath th» brilliant 
gas jet. Sparkling glass j ivs filled with 
lemon drops, gum drops, clove drops, und 
peppermint sticks, cream sticks, birch 
sticks, and all sorts of sticks were ranged 
on the store shelves, and the counter 
was almost covered with brand-new tin 
pans containing pea-nut, cocoi-nut, wal
nut, und cinnamon taffy, und enticing 
chunks of old-fashioned molasses candy, 
and from tlie ceiling hung some wreaths of 
Christmas green; and, taken altogether, wi*h 
little Miss Jems in a large snowy white 
apron behind the money drawer, it would 
have been hard to have found a more at
tractive small establishment for sweets any
where. And grandmamma seeing the 
great delight of her heart’s treasure, was 
proportionally delighted, and softly nmr 
mured to herself, every five minutes, “She 
shall play it as long ,03 she wants to, the 
dearie, and I ’ll help her.”

But just as little Miss Jems was serving 
her first customer—a very small boy, who 
bought, after long deliberation, a cam* 1 
and a chicken—a carriage stopped before 
the door, and a handsomely dressed liniy 
descended from it, ami entered the store in 
great haste.

“Ar« you Miss Jems?” she asked.
“I am,” Miss Jems.
“I’m glad to hear it, for a nice time I’ve 

had looking for you. Your father’s uncle
tho gentleman from whon your mother 

used to receive a yearly allowance-is in 
the city, and wishes to see yon immediate
ly, »S ho will be obliged to leave again to 
night. I am his step-daughter. Please 
come at once. You will not be detained 
for more than an hour. ”

Little Miss Jouis stared helplessly at her 
visitor a moment, then she stared help
lessly around her, then she collected her 
scattered senses, and called, “Grand
mamma!” Tho old lady came out of the 
back room. “I must go away, granny dear, 
for a little while,” she said. “Do you 
think you can take care of the store until I 
corne back?”

“I am snre I can,” said grandmamma, 
proudly.

And dropping the white apron and don
ning her cloak and hat, away went little 
Miss Jems with the step-daughter of her 
father’s uncle.

It was two hours before she got back.ami 
when she stepped from thecarri geactowd 
of children, evidently in the very highest 
glee, laughing and singing and shouting, 
their hands full of paper parcels, can*“ 
out of tho little shop. She glanced in the 
window as she opened the door; wot one 
animal of tho whole menagerie remained. 
She looked at the shelves when sbo entered; 
the glass jars, less sparkling than when she 
left, were empty. Her eyes fell to the 
counter: not a bit of taffy or old-fashioned 
molasses candy clung to the parts.

“ Why, grandmamma,” she cried, her 
whole lace beaming with satisfaction “what 
* business you have don*., to be sure! The 
money drawer must be nearly full. And 
I (ien’t believe you sold anything in all your 
l*fe In-fore. ”

“Sold?” repeated the dear old lady, h*-r 
smile ot elcoiue fadin'. “ Were the things 
to be sold on Cbr s ma ■■c-ve, my dearie, 
when we’re only keeping store fèr l'un? I 
h ldn’t it in my heart to take the little ones’ j 
pennies. ‘M* rry Christmas,’ says they so | 
prettily; and ' 1! dp yours A vos,’s ivs I. And j 
I never see su-.-i. a h-t of cbitdr n as aid 
help then:-; Ives in all my life before. ”

ENGINEER'MElYILLE’S HOME.
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M: ■ Jems; what ahull I do 
n’t anoth t dollar in .ill tbe
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wide world!” 
“You’ll hav 

Remember y< 
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t*) man y in - right eft’, pigeon. 
*r promise,” said .1 manly 
sir of manly arms encircled 

h‘>r. “Tho wedding ring is in my pocket.’ 
Littlo Mis : Jems, tossing her hat in one 

■orner and hor cloak in another, burst mt> 
:« wild fit of laughter. “Oh dear! ! shall 
die—I know l shall! Its too- loo—too 
funny!” she gasped. “ .Sf’er all the trouble 
1 had teaching grandmamma the prices of 
things this morning! And papa’s im.-!‘*

T lie  J o y  t lie  In te lligen ce  o f  H is  Safety  
B rou gh t to  H is W ife and C hildren. 

E’rom the Philadelphia Times, 24th.
This will be a happy Christmas for the 

wife and children of Engineer George W. 
Melville, of the Arctic exploration yacht 
Jeannette, who was in command of the 
whale boat which first landed safe Septem
ber 29, at the mouth of tho river Lena, off 
Siboria, and brought the nows of the loss 
of the yacht. Mrs. Melville with her three 
little girls, each a blonde, frank-faced! por
trait of tho father, is living in a pretty little 
cottage at Sharon I-Iill, a few mites from 
the city, on the Philadelphia, Wilmington 
<fc Baltimore railroad, where for over a 
year she has mourned her husband as dead. 
Mrs. Melville is n lady past thirty, with the 
appearance and manners of an old society 
which is fast disappearing. She wears her 
hair yet in the oid-fashioned stylo of high 
puffs and rolls at each side
above tho forehead, and has
other charming oddities becoming tho wife 
of a remarkable man. She is a daughter 
of Judge Waldrou, of Buffalo, N. Y., who 
for upwards of forty-five years occupied 
tho bench. When her husband was chosen 
out of the three hundred applicants in 
tho United .states navy to go with the Ti
gress in search of the Polori3 she suffered 
great anxiety, b,-t be calmed her by telling 
her it v as his duty and holding ont the 
possibilities of honor and advancement it 
might bring.

One night in Aoril, 1870, soon after the 
youngest ciit.d >v.s born, Lieutenant Mel
ville care* to his wife’s bedside and Bhe 
saw at once by his demeanor that some
thing extraordinary had happened. “You 
have received orders to go away, ” she said, 
at onco divining the worst, and quieting 
her aR best he could he said it was true and 
told her her ho had been commissioned 
to go on the Jeannette. “The last word 
ho used as he went out of the door,” Mrs. 
Melville said last night, “were that tho ves
sel would never return, and in the letter I 
got from him, mailed ut San Francisco, he 
said that tho Jeannette was prettily and 
completely equipped, but was utterly unfit 
for tho service intended. Then in the.last 
letter I ever received from him. mailed at 
Onaloska, he said thev had passed through 
a severe storm aud would inevitably 
have been lost had it not been for the con
voy that accompanied them. Under these 
circumstances it is very natural that I 
should have despareJ of his safety, but I 
felt if any one would bravo the danger it 
would ho him, for he always was fortu
nate in overcoming difficulties, and 
I am not surprised that he brought his 
boat’s crew safe to shore, after being three 
months wandering on the ice after leaving 
tho crashed yacht. I met Mrs. De Long 
the other day and she was very hopeful and 
tried to cheer me from the despondent be
lief in my husband’s death, but now the 
positions are reversed and it is Lieutenant 
De Long who is in peril and my hnsband 
safe. But I know my husband 60 well that 
I am sure he will not givo up continuing 
his search while there is a chance of find
ing a man who was on tho Jeannette. At 
tho best my husband cannot get home be
fore April and it may be be the summer 
or fall. For seventeen years we have been 
married and during that time he hat not 
been with me more than four years. But 
wLen he is home ho i t the most domestic 
and loving husband tho skies ever looked 
down upon. ”

Lieutenant Melville was all through the 
war in the service of the United States navj 
md was an officer on the VVachusett which 
captured the privateer Florida. no has 
always been an adventurous and daring 
spirit. Hi-’ gnat-grandfather before him 
was in Arctic voyager and gave his name to 
Mc-1. iffe b iy ami sound, a circumstance that 
the lieutenant regards with great pride. 
Mrs. Melville has received a great inauy 
complimentary letters and very many of 
her friends and acquaintances have called 
upon her to express their pleasure at her 
good fortune.

T rick s o f S m u gglers
From Progress.

At one of the Paris barriers there ex
i t -  ti. museum of the contrivances used 
f o r  smug .ding of liquors into the city 
which has Leen captured on various oc-

. -ions by the employes of trie octroi 
lb-re are piles of common white plates 
the t q) one of which on feeing lifted ofl 
shows a cylinder of tin piercing the re 
mainder of the pile. Here are rolls oi 
linen, which are merely a few yards of 
. A:;.’ wrapped around :t tin box fashioned 
of tiie requisite shape, and with ends ar
tistically finished off with strips of linen 
set on end. Here is the bust of india- 
rubber of a make-believe wet-nurse 
who used to take lier little charge out

f.u*-h au old !’ru ffy  ns be is —want*-1 ne ;• j
s<‘iul her to soeie ch ’• it th •• insiituti n . j
be taken ear* *>f; said hi 1! *ke e ire of i:t::
if I would. I’d like lo s e e tnyseif, end
I told him. Td ten t ie  m tnd timet :
keep—oh, de•«Hob dear!-'* dear! -  a store,'
said I. Alet k, why don't von stop ianeb-
in«*, an*’ v by - don’t , *u—make-- :i.e -
stop langhin: ? WilH tllel'* ever a n y : :..«•.«* j
ko ridii ni at ? Did you ever since you
were born hear of a  bus iness begun and
ended in three hours?”

“'Twas shoit and sweet, like little Miss 
Jems.” said Aleck. “By Georg*! fcere.s 
three peppermint drops h ft! One for >0*1 
one lor grandmamma, and oue for m- 
Keep your mouth open and shut your cy*- 
pigeon, ”

--- ---
MAISK TWAIN ON PLYMOUTH ROCK.

"•om*.- Ailviee to til« I»«‘M-<-li*ln;its of tin* P i l 
g rim s,

Tv main dining room of the Coutinen- 
tal Hotel, Philadelphia, presented a beauti
ful and picturesque scene last Thursday 
night, on the occasion o< tho first annual 
festival of tho New England society of 
Pennsylvania. Speeches were made by 
Gov. Hoyt, Senator Frye of Maine, Presi- 
«1-1!' i he Tins. Senator Rollins,in conclud
ing,said that the next speaker, while not
....n in  New England, Lad done tho best
h. could,for lie had his children boni there 
and thus had made himself a New England 
ancestor. He thus introduced Mark Twain, 
who sat to tho left of Gov. Iloyi. , Mr. 
Clemens rose and in a peculiar, sleepy man
ner began bis remarks by thanking the 
company for the deserved compliment to 
himself and his posterity. “I shall contin
ue to d*i my liest,” drawled out the speak
er. who continued as follows:

"Oh! my friends, hear me and reform. I 
eck your good, not mine. You have heard 

■ he speeches; disband these New England 
-ocieties—nurseries of a system of steadily 
tugiaenting laudation and hosannahing, 
vLteh, it persisted iu, uncurbed, may some 
lay in the remote future beguile you into 
pi e varie itiug and bragging. Oh! stop; stop 
chile you are still temperate in your uppre- 
ri ition of your ancestors. Hear me, I be
seech yon; got up an auction and sell Pb - 
mouth Rock! The Pilgrims were a sim- 
« I- md ignorant race; they never had seen 
my good rocks before, or, at least, any 
that were not watched, and so they were 
excusable for hopping ashore in frantic de
li-id and clapping an ifrm fenco around 
this one; but yon, gentlemen, are educated, 
you are enlightened; you know that in the 
rich land of your nativity,opulent New Eng
land, overflowing with rocks, this one isn’t 
wo.th, at tho outside, more than thirty five 
cents. Therefore, sell it, or, at least, 
throw it open to the patient medicine ad
vertisements, and let it earn its taxes.

Notes find Hints on the Fashions.
Some notes and hints on the fashions: 

Young men are now often noticed wearing 
hats inclined downward at an angle of foity- 
fave degrees over their left ears, and with 
cigarettes cocked upward in corresponding 
obliquity from tho left-haud corner of their 
mouths. It may be well to state that they 
also wear other arricles of use and adorn
ment, but those above mentioned aro what 
first attract the attention. An eminently 
sensible style of costume in view of the ex
ceedingly changeable character of the 
weatner of lato would soern to be composed 
of rubbe r bouts, perspiration proof col uloid 
collars and cuffs, a linen duster and a seal
skin cap. Boats embellished with day-be
fore -yesterday's mud are much worn in 
public. As women’s head-gear grows largf x 
and their wraps more voluminous, men’s 
trowsers grow tighter and their hats smaller, 
if  mere is tiny thing in evolution, tho time 
is rapidly approaching when man will be n 
puny, indefensible creature, and women a 
terrorizing Amazon. The increasing opu
lence of tailora and modistes, however, un
erringly indicate the survival of the filtist.

Ex-Senator Cliristiancy was obliged tc 
pay about $10,000 for the expenses of lii* 
divorce suit.

daily t*> breath the the fresh air be
yond the barriers. Here are two great 
: *cks of stone that on closer inspection
. 1 .ve to be tin-lined boxes with artisti 
e-uy lilting ends. 1 lore are three stout 
folio v*.lames - bound calf aud la
belled “Tiie Philosophy of Na
tions.” With these books under his 
arm a paie, interesting-looking young 
: uiient used to v, *.der forth into tlie 
u.ibr,*!* t* jut».-.ue his studies, One day 
m inquisitive custom house officer, 
gro n sttspit it ns that tlie youth always 
can to 1 * the same hooks to study, in- 

i on ope i : ne of these volumes,
11- ' «i*. 1 mat the leaves had been nice- 
!.v'c;.t aw: y with a sharp knife.'to afford a 
-vi-ivi n ic h e  for a square case-bottle, 
wliidi was tii* i with brandy—a similar 
contrivance existing in each of the other 
two books. But the cleverest trick of 
all was one which was very complicated 
and costly in its details, hut which must 
have paid handsomely, asit was carried 
on for months without detection. A 
Indy and gentleman, seated in a plain 
coupe, drawn by a good horse, and driv
en hv a coachman in livery, were wont 
to drive out to tlie Bois de Boulogne ev
ery afternoon, returning usually about 
dusk. The gentleman was evidently an 
invalid. He was always enveloped in a 
fur-lined cloak, with the collar raised 
around 1Û3 throat, and had a fur cap 
pulled down over his brows, while the 
little that could be seen of his 
countenance was of a sickly pal
lor. He was always reclining in 
a corner of the carriage, as if too feeble 
to sit erect., while his attentive wife sat 
beside him evidently solicitous for his 
w* bare, being especially careful to keep 
liis cloak well wrapped around him. 
flic guardians of the octroi saw his vehi
cle and its inmates pass by them daily 
vithout suspicion. One day, however, 
after making the usual inquiry, “ Have 
you anything to disclose?” the custom 
house officer, on closing the door, struck 
the supposed invalid’s loot. “ I  beg 
your pardon, sir,” said the officer. No 
response—not so much as an inclination 
of tlie head. Rather surprised, the of
ficer repeated his remark in a louder 
tone, at the same time touching the sick 
man’s shoulder. At that moment the 
lady and coachman leaped from their 
respective places and fled away with 
surprising swiftness, leaving in the bands 
:>f the officers tho horses, the carriage 
end the invalid, which last was found to 
be made of tin and filled with brandy— 
bis face being most artistically construct
ed in wax. The space under the seat of 
coupe and the coachman’s box were al
so reservoirs of tin, so that the smug
gling transactions of the party had been 
practiced on a very extensive scale.

and

«r high for the good of the Sunday-morning 
baked beans, and as they rattled out of the 
pots, they' reminded the hungry soldiery 
considerably more of a distant roll-call 
than of anything savory for their sharpened 
appetites. The quick eye of Colonel T., as 
he came into camp, took in the situation at 
a glance; and drawing his broad, ruddy 
face into an expression of well-feigned 
gravity becoming the occasion, he quietly 
said to the officiating clergyman, “Chaplain, 
the beans, as you see, have got a pretty 
hard bake on ‘em this morning, but if you 
think they are worth asking a blessing over, 
go ahead.” Whether or not the jecond 
blessing descended in due form is a matter 
of conjecture. It is certain, however, that 
the good humor which followed the hale 
colonel’s remark proved to be a much more 
salutary condiment that day than anything 
found in the pepper-boxes, excepting, per
haps, for the goodly few who still retained 
a faint recollection of their catechisms.

“ Hath* on Guiteau.
George A. Townsend to Cincinnati Enquirer.

I think the oonviction that Guiteau ought 
to be hanged lies at tbe bottom of the fear 
that he will net be. He illustrates to every 
body, and particularly te the young, the 
pernicious influence of egetism and selfish
ness on the character, and finally on the 
habits. At tim6B in this triai I have thought 
of Dickens’ depiction of young Jonas Cnuz- 
zlewit, whose pioture, as drawn by Leeoh, 
resembles Guiteau. The consuming sel
fishness, the unfeeling avarice, the cruel 
indifference to pain sketched by this man 
of fiction, camo out even more vividly in 
Guiteau. He is not even able to let his 
lawyer make him insignificant in order to 
save his life. At times hiB cowardice and 
cunning permit this line of defence to go 
on, but he will then burst iuto paroxysms 
of rage that so little respect is paid to his 
greatness. Guiteau’s countenance has al
ways suggested to me a man so absorbed in 
the passion fer celebrity that it haB given 
him a worrying preoccupation—a constant 
self-consciousness, looking even within up
on his troubled thirst instead of outward 
upon other human beings and the things of 
nature. Unquestionably a sensualist, he 
has never had any gallantry. His sensual
ity and egotism have finally run together ia 
some hideous mould, like the swine into 
which the devil has centered, and who ran 
down the steep place into the sea.

I have previously said that one of the 
clearest proofs of his sanity is- the fact 
that he saw no illusion in the consequence 
of killing President Garfield. He saw the 
actual facts as he affected them. He said: 
“I will kill Garfield, make Arthur President, 
change this government, put Blaine out of 
the Cabinet, and alter a whole chapter in 
our history.” He saw nothing which was 
not there in tho direct consequences 
of his bullet. Why should he be 
held to be insane for predicting so 
clearly what was to ensue? Garfield is in 
his grave. In the lusty strength of middle 
life, with a noble range to live, to work, 
to enjoy, and to transmit himself through 
the institutions of the country, he was out 
off by the interposition of this wretoh, 
made to suffer ten-fold the agonies of the 
undistinguished soldier, or even general, 
because he had so much to live for that it 
was agonizing to die. The pretext that God 
inspired the shot the prisoner vaunts in 
nearly the same breath that he rejoioes in 
the complete success of the oatastrophe. 
When he mentions God not a particle of 
reverence is in his tone; but when he men
tions the enormous change he has brought 
about m our history, you oau feel the ex
pression of egotistical joy that he oonld 
rise to be so great, so wise, and so uni
versally recognized as one of the powers of 
the earth. And he is a power until his 
carcass in its low aud selfish hideou sness 
shall exhale the spirit which animated it

(itrtlinal Manning’s Appearance
Speech.

Cardinal Manning, of England, is, in 
personal appearance, extremely imposing. 
Ilis face is pale and almost bloodless, his 
eyes are deep set and brilliant, his hair aud 
eyebrows snow-white. He is cold in man
ner, and in public speaking he is closely 
logical and argumentative, but on occasions 
be rises to heights of eloquence. He has 
been on tonus of brotherly intimacy with 
Mr. Gladstone over since their boyhood,and 
the story is well known iu England of Glad
stone bursting out when it was announced 
that Henry Edward Manning had been ap
pointed Cardinal Archbishop of Westmins
ter: “If you had remained in the Church 
of England, you would have been Arch
bishop of Canterbury,” the highest spirit
ual dignitary in England.

The Army Chaplains Choice.
The following re mini science of the war 

of the rebellion, related by Chaplain C. of
tbe------- New Hampshire Regiment has not
before, we believe, found its way into print. 
It was in the pioneer days, when military 
tactics, it seems, were not the only thing 
that would occasionally get a little overdone, 
that the boy, unluckily, once upon a time, 
got the temperature ot the earth even rath-

* ‘Fooling Gineral Sherm an.”
Detroit Free Press.

About six miles out of Savanah I tame 
across a farmer who accepted a plug of 
tobacco and was ready to sit down on a 
log and answer all questions. When I 
asked him about Sherman’s approach, 
ho burst in a loud laugh and slapped his 
leg, and was so tickled that he did not 
calm down for two minutes.

“Excuse me, stranger,” be finally said' 
“ but whenever I  think of how I  fooled 
Gineral Sherman it tickles me all over.” 

“Did you fool him?”
“Wall, I  rather reckon,”
How?”
“Wall, you s#»«,',that’s my place npthar’ 

011 the rise. W^en the war broke out I 
was the most cantankerous rebel you 
ever saw. I swore I ’d fight and fout and 
fit till we licked the Yanks, if it took a 
hundred years. I  reckon Gineral Sher
man heard of it.”

“ Probably he did.”
“ And after he took Atlanta he made 

up his mind to gobble me. He knew I ’d 
swore to die before I ’d surrender, and 
lie come along down from Atlanta with 
over 70,000 men to surround me. Mighty 
cute old man, that Gineral Sherman!” 

“ Yes.”
“Well, they got here one night about 

ten o’clock. I reckon that nigh on to 30, 
000 of them surrounded my house up 
there and called fur me to come out and 
surrender and end the war.”

“And of course you did?”

A Strange Story.
Josiah Gilbert in London Secretary.

A son of a family named Watkinson, 
residing at Lanehnain, Suffolk, had gone 
to America. One summer Sunday after
noon they were attending service, and 
occupying a large, square pew near the 
pulpit. The door of the small build
ing was wide open, and one ofthe par
ty, who sat looking down the isle, 
could see out into the meeting-house 
yard, which was shaded by tall trees. 
.Suddenly to his intense surprise, he saw 
the absent brother approaching through 
these trees, enter at the chapel 
door, walk up the aisle, come to the very 
door of the pew itself, as if to take his 
seat among them. At this moment oth
ers of the family, sitting bo that he was 
only then within their sight, saw him 
also, but a t that same moment he van
ished.

This strange occurrence naturally 
raised sad forebodings, but in course of 
time a letter arrived from the subject of 
them of later date than that of the vision, 
and it appeared that he was still alive 
and well. He was then written to, and 
asked ifanything peculiar had happened 
to him on that particular Sunday? He 
replied that it was odd he should re
member anything about a Sunday then 
so long passed, but that certainly some
thing peculiar had happened to him that 
day. He had come in, overpowered 
with heat, and had thrown himself upon 
his bed, had fallen into a sound sleep, 
and had a strange dream. He found 
himself among the trees before the coun
try chapel: service was going on; he saw 
them all, the door being open, sitting in 
their pew; he walked up the aisle, he 
put his hand on the pew door to open it, 
when he suddenly, and to his great 
chagrin awoke;

I t  would be interesting to know wheth
er such a story is known to any one else. 
If authentic, the question arises,—Can 
sleep release the soul like death?

^
Christmas Trees by the Thousand. 

From the Portland (Ma) Argua 
Ten thousand small evergreen trees were 

landed in New York on Sunday from the 
Portland steamer. They were taken there 
by two brothers named Chapman,who have 
made it their business to soour the state of 
Maine for them. Between now and Christ
mas they will take about 4,000 bundles, or 
20,000 trees to supply the holiday trade. 
Every year a new wooded district is resort
ed to, and the Chapmans buy the right to 
cut the trees at two or three cents a tree. 
Men are hired to go over the ground and 
chop down the trees. Only the shapely and 
well rounded trees are felled. Then the 
butts are sawed off and trimmed of their 
smaller brauehe8land from two to ten trees, 
according to size, are tied to each bundle. 
This season’s supply comes from within 
eighty miles of Portland. The trees, which 
cost tnree cents apiece in the woods of 
Maine, sell for from seventy-five cents to 
$1,26 a bundle to the grooars and retail 
dealers in New York.

General Sam Houston’s son, Andrew 
J. Houston, is clerk of the federal court 
at Dallas._____

The library of Mr. D. O. Mills’ new 
house in New York is said to be thé fin
est room of the kind world, and
coat S60jOOQu


