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THE VILLAGE SCHOOLMASTER.

BY CHARLES MANN.

A little, cheerful man,
Whose fice a kindly smile illumes,
Whose cheery voice
Bids all rejoice.
Who never pedantry assumes :
A cheerful man,

\ littie, patient man,

Whose Leart a heavy burden bears,

vet ‘neath its weight

s ne'er destrait;

Whose eyve is e’'er undimmed by tears :
A patient man,

\ little, Godly man,

\Whose pure and true and earnest aim

I« towards truth,

snd ills to soothe,

Whose righteousness is not an empty claim :
A Godly man.

A little, tired man,

A little, cheerful, patient, careworn, Godly man,

Who longs to see

His spirit free,

And enter 1est beyond life’s short and rugged span,
A happy man.

I have known such a man,

Beloved by all, to all hearts dear ;

Both high and low

Were e'er aglow

In praising him; each dropped a tear
O'er that good man.

Would there were more

Like he. 'Twere better for this land

Where infidelity,

Untruth and perfidy

Gain daily ground—a hideous band.
Would there were more!

THE MINER’S PROTEGE.
Wal, you see, it's a queer story, Missy ;
The little gal’s none of our kin,

But, you bet, when the old men go under,
She's the one who will handle *tin.”

My pard an' me's rough minin’ fellers,
We've got nary children nor wife,

But we love little yellow haired Nellie,
An’ we'll rear her up right—bet your life.

I'ow old? Wal, she's nigh eight, I reckon ;
Five years since we brought her out here;
An’ she was the cunniest baby

We'd looked at for many a year.

You see, 'twas the time the Apaches

Broke out. Blast the red imps of sin, |
The emigrant train crossed their trail, Miss,

An' the Injuns they scooped ‘em all in.

Yes, thar lay men, children an’ wimmen, |
The red devils raised all their ha'r, ‘
We couldn’t do nothin’ to help 'em, |
So my pard an’ me buried "em thar. {
We found one likely lookin’ young cretur’
Lyin' out from the rest of the heap.

She was dead, like the others, an’ Nellie
Lay close by her side, fast asleep.

“Twas nigh ninety mile to the settlement— l
3ill an’ me turned the thing in our mind—
An' at last we concluded to keep her,

An’ bring her up lovin’ and kind,

e buried her poor dad an' mammy, !

Likewise all their unlucky mates, |
in’ we named her Nell, arter a sweetheart - |

My pard had once back in the States. |

But the trouble we had with that young un
Was somethin’ quite funny to see.

Bill give her up for a mystery—

Likewise she was too much for me.

Her durned duds we couldn’t get on right,
An’ we cussed every button an’ string;

But arter a spell we did better, !
When once we got the hang of the thing.

An' she's growed guite pertlik and bloomin’; |

We take her to work every day;

While Bill an’ me’s busy a minin’

she'll sit by the rock pile an’ play. !

\n' she's made better men of usboth, Miss;

We don’t cuss now, nor go on no spree, |

Cause we're workin® and savin’ for Nellie,

The pride of my old pard an’ me.
el

THE ARCH FIEND.
Men don't believe in the (lc\:il now, as their fathers |

used to do;

They 've forced the door of the broadest creed tolet |
his majesty through,

There isn't a print of his cloven foot, or a fiery dart
from his bow )

I'o be found in earth or air to-day, for the world

i

Advice to a Young Man.

Oh, yes, I understand all that, my son. 1|

have heard much of that before. You mourn
and grieve over the lack of true womanhood
among the girls of your acquaintance. Mere
butterflies of fashion, you say, who can rat-
|tle the keys of a grand piano, dance like
| fairies, chatter nonsense and society nothings
| by the hour, but for their lives cannot bake
a loaf of bread, roast a turkey, doa day’s
| washing or make a shirt. You say you de-
mand the noblest type of womanhood in
your wife, and you want to know where you
can find the.wife you want? Well, I will
tell you, my dear boy.
a woman you want, marry Nora Mulligan,
| your laundress’s daughter. She wears cow-
hide shoes, is guiltless of corsets, never had
a sick day in her life, takes in washing, goes

|

{house cleaning and cooks for a family of |

seven children, her mother and three section
men who board with her. I don’t think she
would marry you, because Con Regan, the
track walker, is her style of a man. She is
the useful sort of a woman you appear to
want; but I don’t think she’d look at you
twice. Let us just examine into your quali-
ications as a model husbhand after your own
matrimonial ideas, my boy. Can you shoul-
der a barrel of flour and carry it down cel-
lar? Can you saw and split ten cords of
wood in the fall, so as to have ready fuel all
winter?  Telemacus, those twenty-three
inches of coat padded out over sixteen inches
of shoulders wouldn’t help you a cent’s
worth. Dou you know, my son—look me in

the eye—do you know how to measure ten
cords of wood after the man has piled it in!

five irregular heaps and tells you it is all
there? Do you know how to pick over the
| apples after Christmas? Do you know how
to watch the shoeing of your own horse—if
you drive one—and can you tell timothy

from prairie hay when you are buying it?

| Can you spade up half an acre of ground for
a kitchen garden? Do you know what will

take the limey taste out of the new cistern, |
and can you patch the little leak in the |

kitchen roof?

What would you do if a hoop fell off’ the
flour barrel? Suppose the chimney gets
choked up? If the front door binds at the
'top? What if a mortise lock gets out of
lorder? If an extra shelf is wanted in the
pantry ? Or two or three little houses for
the hens with broods of chicks? Do you

know how to fix a pump when it chokes? |

' Can you make two or three tree boxes for
the shade trees you planted on the sidewalk,
|if you knew how to plant them? Can you

.| do anything about the house that Con Regan

{can? My dear boy, you see why Nora Mul-

ligan will have none of you; she wants a
| higher type of true manhood. You expect
| to hire men to do all the man’s work about
| the house, but you want your wife to do

everything that any woman can do. Be-
[lieve me, my dear son. nine-tenths of the
| girls who play the piano and sing so charm-
| ingly, whom you in your limited knowledge
| set down as “mere butterflies of fashion,” are

better fitted for wives than you are for a hus-
1 band. The girls know more about these
| things than you do. If you want to marry
| a first class cook and experienced housekeep-
| er, do your courting in the intelligence office.

| . . .
| But if you want a wife, marry the girl you | ;¢ the horse is not E but Central Asia : | :
love, with dimpled hands and a face like the ?or sierce()tfle llxzr!;):in ilg(;}::et’urgl st?lr‘:e depengs; ! calm and soalytical

| sunlight, and her love will teach her all
| these things, my boy, long before you have
' learned one-half of your own lesson.

>

Red Snow.

[Scientific American. ]

M;‘“ a l‘t‘(“i;{ gloz?ﬁ“gDOf};heksa“ anCitS:g | too, arose the first nation of riders of which |4,
icroscopical Society, Dr. Harkness presentec | we have historic knowledge, the Mongolians | with a bent wire and a focus, and wear ’em |
|a bottle of “red snow,” which he gathered ' and the Turks, whose existence even at this }zlr spectacles, but I hadn’t ti:l’e - 50T wore it
'last June on the Wasatch Mountains. The | day is as it were combined with that of the | «
| red snow was found on the north side of a | horse. From these regions the horse appeared |

spur which rose about ten thousand feet
above the sea level. When fresh the snow

killed. The “red snow” is caused by the
presence of a one-celled plant called Proto-
coecus nivalis, which reproduces itself by sub-

several new cells. This is done with great
rapidity, and a few cells lodged in the snow,

If this is the sort of

\ How the Singer’s Cold was Cured.

[From the Paris Galignani.]

there was at the Berlin Theatre a great can-
tatrice who devoted a great portion of her

merest trifle she would have the performance
postponed and the public sent away disap-
pointed, and one night, when the great
King himself was already in his box, the

|and spoke thus: “Ladies and gentlemen,

the management is grieved to have to an-

nounce that our prima donna is hoarse and
| that there will be no performance this even-
|ing.” Thereupon Frederick the Great turn-
| ed to his aide-de-camp, gave him an order,
| and then, leaning forward toward the orches-

: tra, made a sign to have the musicians to re-
| main in their places.
| elapsed during which the public were in a
| state of painful suspense. The curtain then
| rose, and the stage manager advanced to the
| footlights once more and said: “Ladies and
gentlemen, I am happy to inform you that
{our prima donna has suddenly recovered
from her cold, and will have the honor of
appearing before you. Thereupon the prima
donna entered. She was very pale, but she
never sang better; the King had cured her
in an instant, and here is his Majesty’s
recipe for the benefit of all whom it may
| concern. The cantatrice was sitting cosily
by her fire-side no more hoarse than you or
we, and exulting over the trick she had
played her manager, when suddenly the door
of her boudoir was thrown violently open.
and an officer, followed by four dragoons,
entered.

“Mademoiselle,” said the officer, “the
King, my royal master, has sent me to in-
quire after your precious health.” “I am

very hoarse.” *“His Majesty knows it, and

has ordered me to take you to the infirmary
well in a few days.” The actress grew pale.
“Itisa jest!” she murmured.
of the King never jests.” The Lieutenant
then made a sign to his men, who lifted the
| artist with the delicate attentions that dis-
tinguish dragoouns, and carried her down to a
coach that was waiting below. They then
mounted their horses. “To the hospital !”
| eried the officer. And off they all went.

| “Wait a little !” cried the cantatrice, after a|

| few minutes. “I think [ am better.” “The

| King desires that you should be perfectly
| cured, and thai you should sing this very
| evening.”

{the Lieutenant. The cantatrice dressed in

| haste, and then as she was about to appear |

lon the stage she said to her jailer: “Sir,
| since the King demands it, I am going to sing,
| but Heaven only knows how.” “You will
| sing like the great artist you are.” “I shail
sing like an artist that is hoarse.” “I don’t
| think so.” “And why ?”

| stage, and at the first false note the troopers
i will seize you and carry you off to the hos-
| pital. “The cold was then thoroughly cured,
| and the prima donna sang divinely.

|  The Original Home of the Horse,

| There is no dou};t t—hat the original home

| upon grass for its nourishment and fleetness
| for its weapon, it could not in the beginning
'have thriven and multiplied in the thick
| forest-grown territory of Furope.
rather should its place of propagation be|
{sought in those ~steppes  where it |
{still roams about in a wild state. Here, |

in all directions, especially into the Steppes |
of southern and southeastern Russia and in- |

'has the appearance of being drenched with | to Thrace, until it finally found entrance in-
| blood, as though some large animal had been | to the other parts of Europe, but not

until |
| after the immigration of the people. This
’ assumption is, at least, strongly favored by |
| the fact that the farther a district of Europe

| division ; that is, the cell divides itself into | is from those Asiatic steppes, i. e., from the

| original home of the horse,the later does the |
| tamed horse seemed to have made its historic ,‘

' under favorable conditions soon will give it | appearance in it. The supposition is further |
' the appearance called “red snow.” It was|confirmed by the fact that horse-raising

| remarked that the phenomenon of red snow

Aristotle has a passage which is thought to
refer to it. The subject was, however. lost
sight of until brought up by the investiga-

| tions of Saussure, who found it on the Alps

in 1760. He made chemical tests which show-
ed him that thered color was due to the
presence of vegetable matter, which he sup-
posed might be the pollen of some plant. In
1819. an Arctic expedition under Captain
Ross brought some specimens- from the cliffs

| around Baffin's Bay,and they were examined

by eminent botanists, some of whom mistook
the nature of the plant. and there was long
discussion as to its proper classification, some
holding it to be a fungus, some a lichen,

has voted so. | but it was finally set at rest asoneof the

| draught that palsies | unicellular alge.

But who is mixing the fata
heart and brain . J |

And leads the bier of each passing year with ten |
hundred thousand slain?

Who blights the bloom of the land to-
fiery breath of hell,

If the devil isn't and never was?
rise and tell ?

Who dogs the s»tlcpufof‘ j.hc toiling saints, and digs 4‘
the pit for his feet. v

Who s(vwf the tares in the field of time wherever
Giod sows his wheat?

The d(i\'il is voted not to be, an
thing is true;

But who i§ doing the kind of work the devil alone
should do? |

day with the i

Won't somebody |

d of course the

We are told he does not go about as the roaring|
o shall 1d responsible for the ever-

But who shall we hol

lasting row J

To be heard in home, in church, in state, to the
earth’'s remotest boun

If the devil by unanimous
found ?

Won't someboczy ;t)ep ::d t:i‘eo :ron
make their bow .
How the frauds and the crimes of & single day

vote is nowhere to be

t forthwith aad

It is of interest also that
some of the early examiners pronounced
the color due to animalcules, but this was
disproved. Dr. Harkness said that during

| his last visit to Englend he saw the original

bottle of specimens brought from the Arctic
more than sixty years before, and in_which
the protococcus counld still be seen with the

microscope. L dntnls
Dowry of a Hindoo Bride.
IBomba;:mnchn.'I“
One of the daughters of Meer Goolam
Baba, Nawab of Surat, is about to be mar-

| ried at Surat. The procession which carried

the bride’s dowry to the b '_egmom’e house
was worthy of special mention. A number
of elephants, horses, cam&ge: ;ntge);n!l‘:o::s
led the jon. After ther m-
ber of ?mwmemdwwmb. all in snow-white
clothen,e.chbearinginhexhandsa _eovexed
‘About fifty youths followed with rose-

o - kn . tray. e
The dovil s | afrlyw‘?‘):—&n "0'&- and of course the wa{er decanters of :nlver on g}:her salve;‘s..
But 'i('i{f;%'&?;fé would like to know who earries ::;? came 500 m‘“’ e mm;
the business on. 4
Ty g others with swings, benches, boxes, cu
NILE. chairs, tables, and,
A SCENE ON THE of various designs, sofas, e GTa modetw

How does the little crocodile

in short, all the paraphern

house. Thesqéz#a, followed by , seventy-
. a tray of sweat-

fve omsn, 4 CETES 1

| among almost every tribe appears as an art

| had been observed from the earliest times, as | derived from ncighboring tribes in the east

| or northeast. Even in Homer the ox ap-
| pears exclusively as the draught-animal in
{land operations at home and in the field,
| while the horse was used for purposes of
{war only. Its employment in military
| operations was determined by swiftness
|alone. That the value of the horse must
| originally have depended on its fleetness, can
\easily be inferred from the name which is
| repeated in all the branches of the Indor-
| European ianguage. and signifies nearly |
| “hastening,” “qnick.” The same fact is ex-
| emplified by the descriptions of the oldest |
ﬁ poets, who, next to its courage, speaks of its

| swiftness.

—_— < -
i Ventilation.

| [Manufacturer and Builder. ]
| With respect to ventilation, it is the thing |
| the natural man abhors. In reference to it
| we feel inclined to paraphase that which |

| has been said about charity, namely, that it
| is an emotion of the mind in which A never i
|gees B in want without desiring to relieve |
! him, not with the goods of A, but with the

| goods of C. Similarly, it may be said that
|when A feels the atmosphere of a room

| stuffy he desires it to be changed, not at the

| risk of himself, A, catchin%leold, but at the
| risk of B, or any person other than A. If a

proof of this were wanted, it may be found

in any assembly where there is some big |
man whose orders are taken—a judge on the |
bench or the chairman of a meeting. What
is the direction to the attendant when the |
judge or chairman feels there is need of |
ventilation ? “I feel the air of this court or |
room very close; open two of those windows
there;” not “open twoof those windows near
me” The big man with natural fear of
ventilation lets somebody else bear the bur-
den, while he himself the benefit. Itis
very rarely, indeed, the man “down |
there” has either the readiness or the courage '
to protest. The only that ocecurs to |
us of the kind is that of Sidney Smith,

In the reign of Frederick II of Prussia, |

time to colds and fits of hysterics. For the |

stage manager advanced to the footlights |

A quarter of an hour

of the military hospital, where you will get

“An ofiicer !

“T will try,” murmured the!
| prisoner. “To the opera house !” commaned |

‘ “Recause I am go- |
|ing to place a dragoon at each wing of the

Wanted His Waterproof.

[Brooklyn Eagle.] !
“My dear,” said Mr. Spoopendyke, pulling
| the shams off the bed, “where is my—my—
| where is my—you know what I mean. What
did you do with it ?”

“Your shawl strap ?” asked Mrs. Spoopen-
| dyke, dropping the haby into the crib. *“Oh,
{1 know}; your dumb bells. Is that what you
| want ?’

| “Has that shawl strap got sleeves to it 2|
demanded Mr. Spoopendyke, ransacking the |
sewing machine. “Are those dumb bells |
' split up the back and torn around the collar?

| You know what I want ; my rubber overcoat.
| Where did you put it ?” and Mr. Spoopen-

| dyke pulled a lot of letters out of the pigeon

| hole to his wife’s desk and spilled them along
the floor.

“Where did you have it last murmured
Mrs. Spoopendyke, with her finger in her
mouth and consternation in her eye.

“Had it on,” growled Mr. Spoopendyke.
“Where'd s'pose I had it? Think I had it

for lunch? Don’t you know where the
measly thing’s gone to? Spry around now
and find it! Take your finger out of your
mouth ; I don’t suppose it's in there. Get

 that coat hefore it clears up, will you?” and
Mr. Spoopendyke shook the clock and then
peered into the mantle vases.

“T don’t believe it’s going to rain much,
anyway,” faltered Mrs. Spoopendyke, who
couldn’t remember having seen the coat for
month.
going to sunshine,” and she followed him

“Of course it is!” snorted Mr. Spoopen-
dyke. “Things are going to do just what
you tell ’em to. If you hada lot of tin
figures in front aud a streak of mercury up
your spine, you'd only need a sheet iron case
and a tin handle to be a barometer. If you'll
look along your measly information about
the weather, p'raps you'll find that overcoat |
at the other end of ic. Where's that coat?
Going to let me stand here and soak while
th= moths pick that coat into a shad net?
Take me by the elbow and lead me to that |
coat,” and Mr. Spoopenkyke tipped the sofa
over so that he could see under it, and then |
slapped a plaster bust of Minerva against the |
wall, under the impression that the coat |
might have crawled into her ear.

“It's the strangest thing in the world,”
' giggled Mrs. Spoopendyke, hysterically.
| “Are you sure you wore it home ?”

“If I didn’t how’d it get home ?” roared |
Mr. Spoopendyke, putting his hands on his |
knees and grinning in his wife's face. “S’pose |
it hired a hack and drove home? On, no!I
didn’t wear it home. The last I saw of it, it |
had its hat over its ears and a female water- |
proof over its arm, piking up Fulton street
| as happy as an alderman’s funeral! What're |
| ye standing there for! Got some indistinct |
notion that the dod gasted coat has gone to |
get shaved, haven’t ye? Who'd ye give it to? |
Been endowing a metaphysical chair in some '
| kind of an old woman’s home with it,|

haven’t ye ? Where's the coat? Develop the |

coat before I vitiate the insurance!” and Mr. |
' Spoopendyke kicked his wife’s workbasket
| across the room and rammed his arm to the |

i idle and partially or wholly undeveloped be-

around the room in a flutter of apprehension. | pear: |0 be completely forgotten.

CHEAP MINING.

‘The Possibilities of Small Ledges.

The Forest City f‘rilju;zp has the following

' sensible treatise on cheap quartz mining:

There are many quartz ledges now lying

cause of the idea so prevalent among miners
that it is necessary to work on a grand scale.

' They think they are not mining unless they
'have a twenty-stamp mill, a big ledge and a

heavy force of men. The coustant cry is
capital, more capital. While capital is neces-
sary for working deep mines, low grade ore,
running long tunnels, etc., yet there are
many ledges in this country owned by poor
men, and held by them in the hope of
working them in the future, which ought to
be prospected and worked down at least to
the depth of 200 feet without any great out-
lay of money, and the rock from which could
be crushed in arastras, or by other cheaper
methods than such as involve an expensive
mill and machinery.

Nothing conduces more to the general
prosperity of any section of country than an
abundance of laboring men who work for
themselves. The flush times in California in
early days were caused by the fact'that men
could mine for themselves without any pre-
vious outlay ot money. A pickand pan was
all that was necessary.

What is needed now in California is a

,method of reducing ore at the rate of, say
one ton in twelve hours, the expense of

“When it looks like this it's always | wyich would be within the reach of a poor

The good old-fashioned arastra ap-
A horse
poweMgould be so attached to one or two
; light stamps as to crush the amount of ore,
and yet the expense should not exceed a few
hundred dollars. We know of a ledge that
has yielded $15,000, all of which has been
worked in a one-stamp mill that cost but
€600. And we are acquainted with a mine
the ore from which is all erushed in an aras-

man.

| tra which did not cost that much, and which |

has yielded good returns to its owners.

— o

Moderation in Church=Going.

The most marked change in the observing
of Sunday in America, says the Rev. Russell

Bellows, is the gradual falling off of the Pur- }

itan habit of attending church twice a day.
The morning worship goes on very much as
usual, but the rest of the day is fast losing

| its established religious character. This fall-

ing off is mot, in my judgment necessarily
evil. It isan evil, I thoroughly believe, for
any one to separate himself from the influ-

| ence of religious institutions and religious

teachings. The church has its place in hu-
man nature. God put it there, and I am not
so fearful as some of the evils that will come
from the diminished time spentin church.
In fact I am inclined to think that good has
come out of more moderation in church-go-
ing. To the majority excessive church-going
is not in accordance with their private judg-
ment, and a little exercise of faith with a
holy mind is a hundred times better than

too much religious observance, which is sim- |

ply perfunctory, and which puts an unnatur-
al strain upon the heart. One religious service

Much |

| phy with you.”

| threw the coat over his arm, and all the way |

shoulder up the chimney. | is something which, I believe, every serious
Do you remember where youn wore it last?” | man, woman and child can be taught to en-

| asked Mrs. Spoopendyke, suddenly becoming | joy, if proper means be used to make the
|'service what it ought to he made. This is
“] wore it on my back! protested Mr. |the tendency of the times ; not that there is
| Spoopendyke, who didn’t know if he had | any less interest in religion. There never
| taken it to church or to a hospital.” “Maybe | was a time when there was more interest in
| you're under the impression that I tied it to religion than there is to-day. The people are
a stick and wheeled it along on the buttons! merely falling off from church-going as a
On my back, I tell ye! On this particular | habit. If there isa question of going to
back I and Mr. Spoopendyke almost broke | church two or three times on Sunday, I be-
his arm pointing out the attraction referred | lieve once is better than even twice or three
“Most folks fit up their rubber coats | times,

S
What Can be Raised on an Acre of

on my back! Bring forth the coat!” yelled Ground.

Mr. Spoopendyke spinning around like a top. | A New York gentleman, using plenty of
“Fetch out the measly coat before the pro- | manure and water, raises the asparagus, peas,
prietor of these premises makes up his mind | corn and other vegetables needed in a family
whether he’ll build a new house here or of seven, also the summer keep of two cows,
mortgage the lot " and hay and mangelwurtzels enough to win-
~ “You wore it the day it rained, and when | ter them. all on one acre of land. If the
it cleared off in the afternoon I noticed that|matter of providing fresh family vegetables

you had on your Spring overcoat,” said Mrs. | and feed for the entire year can be accom- |

Spoopendyke quietly. | plished on one acre- of good ground judi-
“G head !” ted Mr. S dyk . st ¢ -
Great head !” grunted Mr. Spoopendyxe,  ciously worked, the cultivation of acre farms
beginning to feel uncoxpfortable, and Won- | i the suburban surroundings of large cities
dering how it was coming out, “With your ' must eventually become quite popular. It
perceptive faculties and meteorological edu- | can not be claimed that every man who
cation, you only need one more leg and a ' owns an acre has sufficient knowledge of
clear night to be a dod gasted street telescope | fyrming or gardening to enable hiru to carry
at ten centsa peep! What of it? ‘Spose I on a similar small farm, but there is no rea-
did wear a Spring overcoat ! It's Spring, ain’t son why, through the medium of standard
it?” . { 'works upon these subjects and the exercise
“And I don’t know,” continued Mrs. Spoo- | of good judgment, every person who lives in
pendyke, “but I think you had it on over | the suburbs should not measurably succeed.
vour waterproof. If you'll Jook, you may | It is a positive pleasure to attend to a small
find the rubber coat inside of the othernow.” | aarden patch, and even business men at least
Mr. Spooendyke growled and snorted his Jave time enough to superintend the laying
way to the closet, like a foghorn, and found | oyt and planting such plots of ground. The
things as his e had predicted. knowledge that upon their own place they
“Smart, ain’t ye!” he grumbled, as he | gre assured of fresh vegetables, and plenty
hauled out the wa‘terproot. “Great powers of them, is a great satisfaction.
of inductive reasoning-! Some day I'm going | den adds to the health and comfort of the
to fit you up with a stiff neck and 2 pot of | family, and possesses the additional recom-
beans and start a Concord School of Philoso- | mendation of increased beauty.
i e SRS W
Discovering Underground Streams.
: : 2 Count Hugo Von Euzenberg, at Castle
to Coney Island entertained his friend mry¢zperg, iugthe Tyrol, has disggvered a new

And with this threat Mr. Spoopendyke

Specklewater with a description of his habits | 14 valuable use for the micro-telephone— |

of order, “which are so perfect, sir, that 1|10 finding of unde
2 | rground water courses.
g;’r‘i‘} fp:::‘y“:vy“?:?u‘i ‘;"(‘m slx;ylt;ut‘finlgsv;m'ﬁ(‘l’ | At several l’diﬁ‘e.lrent places on the declevity
= ST ©lof :tzhlull ﬁe bt(zlnes a :;mberhof fx?;;:rophogte:
BUEBLE . lin the soil and connects each of them wi
What the W?::):lyhad :]n ol M","l' | a battery and a separate teelphone. In the
. Axges. | night, when other disturbances are wanting
th: Le] gm;?!:grl;zswmx%f&ng’ﬁgairt; : | or less noticeable, he listens at the telephones
Widow Flapjack’s, a few days ago, when he ?qd t‘s enabled to detect in ﬂ';.s manrer the
came across the item that there was a terri- |\ ;et mnlx‘-mnr of gnrg.gngb? :lvatell; s
ble famine in South Africa—that the people ::i § e:a;te :: : ttl::oem wo: thept - .tl'l_‘he
were over-run by wild hogs; which item he cn;pho play p“: : ;ksengll =D
e o s o g Spen Aslp honabie o
o 1 ” 3 1 -
Flam : 9 n::ou&;y g:]mml ; ‘?dl sl Et;;‘?g:: ! way. This discovery will probably do away
there, too,?”' | wgth the call superstition and the forked
The Assemblyman immediately geplaced | StcK- by ;
the fiapjack an: the plate, 80 whow. Uie | Bad Showing for English Farms. |
widow, to concilial m, as ! Bendi ; .
did not want some sugar in his coffee, he re- | g 0‘; f:m" mgd. FAumman:sdmtawd il: ’
his name. [ : :
fased to answer to | one o the eas:;,m eo:lntxe;,av)vach four years
| ago was valued at $125,000, was put up at
2 The;Reason W”hy.. auetion a shert time ag’o, and the highest
_“When you were last here,” said the ma- | price offered for it was $45,000. It comprises
gistrate to the prisoner, “you promised me | 490 acres, and was bought in by the trustees.
that if T released you would go to work. i - X
: you you g0 to .| It is said that in the same part of England
much arable land is running to waste fur

Such a gar- |

How to be Happy and Long Lived.

First, study to acquire a composure of
mind and body. Avoid agitation of one or
the other, especially before and after meals.
or while the process of digestion is going on.
To this end, govern your temper; endeavor
to look on the bright side of things: keep

! down, as much as possible, the unruly pas-

sions; discard envy, hatred and malice, and
‘lay your Lead upon the pillow of charity
with all mankind. Let not your wants out-
run your means. Whatever difficulties you
have to encounter, be not perplexed, hut only
| think what is right to do in the sight of Him
who seeth all things, and bear without pin-
'ing the results. When your meal is solitary.
let your thoughts be cheerful ; when you are
'social, which is better, avoid disputes, or
serious arguments, or unpleasant topics.
“Unquiet meals,” says Shakespeare, “make
ill digestions ; and the congrary is produced
by easy conversation, a pleasant project, wel-
come news, or a lively companion. I advise
wives not to entertain their husbands with
domestic grievances about children and ser-
vants, nor ask for money, nor propound un-
reasonable or provoking questions; and ad-
- vise husbands to keep the cares and vexi-
| tions of the world to themselves, but to
communicate whatever is comforting. cheer-
ful and amusing. Self-government is the
hest step to health and happiness.
In this connection the following sugues-
tions are apropos:
Eat slowly, as if it was a pleasure you de-
sired to prolong, rather than a duty to Le
' performed as soon as possible.
| Don’t bring your prejudices, your dislikes,
| your anncyances, your past misfortunes or
future forebodings to the table. They will
spoil the best dinner.

Respect the hours of meals; you have no
right to injure the temper of the cook,
destroy the flavor of the viands, and the
comfort of the family by your want of
punctuality.

Have as much variety in your food as
| possible, but not many dishes served at one
- time.

! Find as little fault as possible with the
| food prepared, and praise when you can.

| Finally, be thankful, if you have no meat,
| that you have at least an appetite, and hope

for something better in the future.
——

e
| Literal Interpretation by Children.
[Troy Press.]

The other morning when an agent who
lives near us, was leaving home for an ex-
tended tour, his mother, kissing him affec-
tionately, said‘ “May God go with you, Mal-
colm.” = These words were overheard by
Bertie, a small boy of five, who soon alter
went to play with a little friend. In the
course of the play a parasol was needed,
which was supplied by appropriating one
standing in the hall. All went well until
Bertie happened to sit down on the parasol
and breaking it. which called forth the fol-
[lowing :
| %0, Bertie, now we'll have to tell, and
' may be we’ll get whipped.”

“No, don’t tell. Let’'s put it under the
umbrella stand. They’ll think the rats did
it.”
| “That’s wicked. Don’t you know God sees
‘ us when we are wicked ?”

[ “Well, He can’t see us to-day, Mira, be-
cause He's gone oft with Uncle Malcolm sell-
ing lamps ; grandma said so.”

I am happy to state that his counsel did
not prevail, though perhaps saving the
| children punishment in another way than

E the one intended.

- - =
;’ Consulting the Lord.
| When the oil excitement was at its height
' hundreds of Ohio farmers drilled wells in
| search of the liquid fortune, and in a very
| few cases the farmer came cut ahead of ex-
| penses. One of the poorest farms in Medina
| county was owned by Elder Smith, who kept
. the even tenor of his way and looked upon
| the excitement as ungodly. Cne night some

of the hoys emptied a barrel of oil into a
| spring on the elder’s farm, and within a day
| or two, by the help of a stranger, there was
|a great hue and cry. The stranger called
[upon the elder and offered him $5,000 for
| his farm—then $10,000—then $20,000, and
| finally asked him it he would take $25,000
{ cash down. The farm was worth about $800,
| and speculation was ungodly, but the elder
| replied to all offers:

“I will wait and consult the Lord in

| prayer.”
| In three or four days the sell was discov-
[ ered, and then some one asked the elder if
| wasn’t sorry he had refused the offer of
| $25,000.
| “Well, I don't want to say I'm sorry,” he
| calmly replied, “but Il admit that if the
| Lord had~'t been a leetle late in answering
| my prayers I might have gone to York State
| on a visit this summer i
i — -

Didn’t Want to go to Heaven.

Not far from Hartwell, on the Carolina
side of the river, a revival meeting was go-
ing on at a country church. A party of
| young men were engaged in a railroad sur-
| vey, and could not attend the meeting in
daytime, but went at night. After a stormy
sermon from the preacher, who gave a vivid
description of hell, its climate and inhabi-
| tants, followed by ared-hot exhortation from
one of the brethern, they literally stormed
the fort. One of the railroad fellows was
sitting in the back end of the church, and
| the preacher went up to him and said:

i “Don’t you want to go to heaven ?”

“No,” he replied.

This horrified the preacher, and he said to
the congregation :

«‘Here is a young man who says he doesn’t
want to go to heaven. Now, my friend, why
don’t you want to go to heaven ?”

“Because 1 wounld have to die to go there.”
- - -

Emerson’s Philosophy.

The devil is an ass.
No great men are original.
Beauty is its own excuse for being. .
To be great is to be misunderstood.
What belongs to you gravitates to you.
Great helievers are always reckoned infi-
dels.

cy is the hobgoblin of little
minds.
Talent makes counterfeit ties;
the real ones.
Character is a reserved force which acts
directly by presence and without means.
Every man is a quotation from all his an-

enius finds

Do you love me? means do you See the
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