
A Fancy About a Boy. 
We stoo'1 V»iiU' the A\ induw bill, 

The 1 Ula 1 id nud I, 
Within ilij room was oobcr ulooni. 

Without a sunset *.k\. 
I drew h ra forward to'the lisrht, 

That I mis^ht see h'un plain, 
That s idden \ icw thrilled UIJ heart through 

Witti a delicious pam. 

I l iant his head back o'er my arm 
And stroked hi* crWpcd hair— 

The dear, dear curls o'er which salt pearU 
1 eould lun e rained out there! 

1 looked beneath his. heavy lids. 
Drooping with dreamy fold; 

What visioned eyes I baw arise! 
But nothing i>hall be told. 

Gayly I spoke, "Could 1 count back 
Nme >« nrt> and he gain nine, 

I would not say what ill to-day 
II-id chanced this heart of mine." 

He laughed—all laughed—I most of all; 
But 1 w OA glad, I ween, 

That the w hole room lay in such gloom— 
Hit, face alone was seen. 

He talked to me in bchool-boy phrase, 
I g.i\ e him meet replies— 

I mind not what; my sense was naught, 
Or h\ed but in my c\e». 

[ could not kiss him as a child. 
I only touched his hair. 

Or with my hand his broad brow spanned, 
But not that it w as fair. 

He stiangtr to me, as I to him, 
We ne\t r met befoic, 

Yet 1 would fain bra\e mickle pain 
To t>ee the lad once moie. 

But w hy this w as, and is, God knows, 
And 1—I know, with joj, 

TU find anions; His angel'throng 
An angt 1, like that bo_\ ! 

THE CASE OF THE DOW TWINS. 

'• My notions about soul's influence on 
soul," said Dr. Richard's of Saturday Cove 
to me one day last September, "are a little 
peculiar. I don't make a practice of giv
ing V m away to the folks around here. 
The Cove people hold that when a doctor 
get* bevond jalap and rhubarb he's tres
passing on the parson's property. Now 
it's a long road from jalap to soul, but I 
don't see why one man mightn't travel as 
well as another. "Will you oblige me with 
a c lam '" 

I obliged him with a clam. We were 
sitting together on the rocks, fishing for 
tomcod. Saturday Cove is a small water
ing place a few miles below Belfast, on 
the Penobscot Bay. It apparently de-
i ives its name from the belief generally 
entertained by the Covers, that this spot 
was the final and crowning achievement 
of the Creator before resting on the sev
enth day. The Cove village consists of a 
hotel, two churches, several stores and a 
grave-yard containing former generations 
of Saturdarians. It is a favorite give 
among outsiders who envy the placid quiet 
of the place that if the population of the 
grave yard should be dug up and distrib
uted through the village, and its present 
inhabitants laid away beneath the sod, 
there would be no perceptible diminution 
in the liveliness of the settlement. The 
Cove proper abounds with tomcod, which 
may be caught with clams. 

" Yes," continued Dr. Richards, as he 
forced the barb of his j ig hook into the 
tender organism of the clam, " my theory 
is that a strong soul may crowd a weak 
soul out of the body which belongs to the 
weak soul and operate through that body, 
even though miles away and involunta
rily. I believe, moreover, that a man may 
have two souls, one by right and the other 
an intruder. In fact, I know that this is 
&o, and it being so, what becomes of 
your moral responsibility? What, I ask, 
becomes of your moral responsibility?" 

I replied that I could not imagine. 
" Your doctrine of moral responsibil

ity," said the Doctor sternly, as if it were 
my doctrine and I were responsible for 
moral responsibility, "isn't worth this 
tomcod,'' and he took a small fish off his 
hook and contemptuously tossed it back 
into the Cove. " Did you ever hear of the 
case of the Dow twins?" 

I have never heard of the case of the 
Dow twins. 

'•Well," resumed the Doctor, "they 
were born into the family of Hiram Dow, 
thirty years or more ago, in the red farm 
house just over the hill back of us. My 
predecessor, old Dr. Gookin, superintend
ed their birth, and has often told me the 
circumstances. The Dow twins came into 
the world bound back to back by a fleshy 
ligature which extended half the length 
of the spinal processes. They would 
probably have traveled through life in in
timate juxtaposition had the matter de
pended on your great city surgeons—your 
burgeons who were afraid to disconnect 
Chang and Eng, and who discussed the 
the operation till the poor fellows died 
without parting company. Old Dr. 
Gookin, however, who hadn't attempted 
anything for years in the surgical line, 
more than to pull a tooth or to cut out an 
occasional wen, calmly went to work and 
sharpened up his rusty old operating 
knife and slashed and gashed the twins 
apart before they had been three hours 
breathing. This promptitude of Gookin's 
saved the Dow twins a good deal of in-
'•onvience." 

" I should think so!" 
"And yet," added the Doctor, reflecti

vely, " perhaps it might have been better 
ci'em both if they hadn't been sepa-

ated. Better for Jehiel especially, since' 
iic wouldn't have been put in a false posi

tion. Then, on the other hand, my theory 
would have lacked the confirmation of an 
illustrative example. Do you want the 
story?" 

'• By all meanq." 
"Well, Jacob and Jehiel grew up 

healthy, strapping boys, like as two peas 
physically, but otherwise very unlike. 
Jehiel wa9 all Dow—slow, slow-witted, 
inclined to melancholy, and disposed to 
respect the ten commandments. Jake, he 
had his mother's git-up-and-git—she was 
a Fox of Fox Island—and was into mis
chief from the time he was tall enough 
to poke burdocks down his grandmother's 
hack. Dr. Gookin watched the develop
ment of the twins with great interest. He 
used to say that there was an invisible 
nerve-telegraph between Jake and Jehiel. 
At any rate Jehiel was accustomed to act 

very queerly whenever Jacob was up to 
any of his pranks. One night,' for in
stance, when Jake was off robbing a hen
roost, Jehiel sat up in bed in his sleep and 
crowed like a frightened cock until the 
whole family was aroused. 

" I came here and opened my office some 
ten years ago. At that time Jehiel had 
grown into a steady, tolerably industrious 
young man, prominent in tho Congrega
tional Church, and so sober and decorous 
that the village people had trusted him 
with the driving of the town hearse. 
When I first knew him ho was courting a 
young woman by the name of Giles, who 
lived about seven miles back in the coun
try. Jehiel was a tin knocker by trade, 
and a more pious, respetcable, reliable tin 
knocker you never saw 

"Jake had tunred out very differently. 
By the time of Sumter he had made Sat
urday Cove too hot to hold him, and every
body, including his twin Jehiel, was glad 
when he enlisted in a Maine regiment. I 
never saw Jake in my life, for I came here 
after he had departed, but I have a pretty 
good notion of what a reckless, loud 
mouthed, harum-scarum reprobate he 
must have been. After the war he drift
ed into the Western country, and we heard 
of him occasionally, first as a steamboat 
runner at St. Louis, then in jail at Jeffer
son for swindling a blind Dutchman, then 
as a gambler and rough at Cheyenne, and 
finally as a dead beat in Frisco. You 
could tell pretty well when Jake was in 
deviltry by watching the actions of Je
hiel. At such times Jehiel was restless, 
knockedt in with an uneasy impatience 
that wasn't habitual with him, was as mum 
and glum at prayer meeting as the worst 
sinner in Saturday Cove, and evidently 
had to struggleh ard to be good. It seemed, 
as if Dr. Gookin's knife, which cut the 
physical twins apart, had been unable to 
dissever the psychical twins, and that 
some part of Jake's soul lingered at times 
in Jehiel. Whether Jehiel's piety ever 
influenced Jacob, I am unable to say. 

" The most singular thing of all was in 
regard to Jehiel's attentions to the young 
woman named Giles. She was a sober, 
demure, church-going person, whom Ja
cob had never been able to endure, but 
who, as everybody said, would make an 
excellent helpmate for Jehiel. He seemed 
to care a good deal for her in his steady, 
slow way, and made a point twice a week 
of driving over to bring her to prayer-
meeting at the Cove. But when one of 
his odd spells was on^hiin he forsook her 
altogether, and weeks would go by, to her 
great distress, without his appearing at 
the Giles gate. As Jake went from bad 
to worse, these periods of indifference be
came more frequent and prolonged, and 
occasioned the young woman named Giles 
much misery and a good many tears. 

" One fine afternoon in the summer of 
1871, Jacob Dow, as we afterward learned, 
was shot through the heart by a Mexican 
in a drunken row at San Diego. He 
sprang high into the air, and fell upon his 
face, and when they laid him away a good 
Catholic priest said mass for the repose of 
his soul. 

" That same afternoon, as it happened, 
old Dr. Gookin was to have been buried 
in the graveyard yonder. He had died a 
day or two before at an extreme age, but 
in. the full possession of his faculties, and 
one of the last remarks he made was to 
express regret that he would be unable to 
follow the career of the Dow twins any 
further. 

" It became Jehiel's melancholy duty to 
harness up his hearse on account of old Dr. 
Gookin's funeral, and as he dusted the 
dark plumes and polished the ebony 
panels of the vehicle, his thoughts natural
ly recurred to the great service which 
that excellent physician had rendered him 
in early youth. Then he thought of his 
twin brother Jacob, and wondered where 
he was and how he prospered. Then his 
eyes wandered over the hearse, and he felt 
a dull pride in creditable appearance. 
It looked so bright and shiny in the sun 
that he resolved, as it still wanted a cou
ple of hours of the time appointed for the 
funeral, to drive it over to the Giles farm 
and fetch his sweetheart to the village on 
the box with him. The young woman 
named Giles had freqently ridden with 
Jehiel on the hearse, her demure features 
and sober apparel detracting nothing 
from tho respectable solemnity of the 
equipage. 

"Jehiel drove up in state to the door of 
his betrothed, and she, not at all reluctant 
to enjoy the mild excitemet of a funeral, 
mounted to the box and settled herself 
comfortably beside him. Then they 
started for Saturday Cove, and jogged 
along on the hearse, discoursing affection
ately as they went. 

" Miss Giles affirms that it was at the 
third apple-tree next the stone wall of 
Hosea Getchell's orchard, just opposite the 
bars leading to Mr. Lord's private road, 
that a sudden and most unexpected change 
came over Jehiel. He jumped, she says, 
high in the air and landed sprawling in 
the dusty road alongside the hearse, yell
ing so hideously that it was with diffi
culty that she held the frightened horses. 
Picking himself up and uttering a round 
oath (something that had never before 
passed the virtuous lips of Jehiel) he 
turned his attention to the horses, kicking 
and beating them until they stood quiet. 
He next proceeded to cut and trim a wil
low switch at the roadside, and pulling 
his decent silk hat down over one eye, and 
darting from the other a surly glance at 
the astonished Miss Gileq, he climbed to 
his seat on the hearse. 

"'Jehiel Dow!' said she, 'what does 
this mean?' 

"' It means,' he replied, giving the oft 
horse a vicious cut with his switch,' that 
I have been goin' slow these thirty year, 
and now I am going to put a little ginger 
in my gait. Gelang!' 

"The hearse horses jumped under the 
unaccustomed lash and broke into a gal
lop. Jehiel applied the switch again 
and again, and the dismal vehicle was 
soon bumping over the road at a tremen
dous pace, Jehiel shouting all the time 
like a circus rider, and Miss Giles clinging 

to his side in an agony of terror. The 
people in the farm houses along the way 
rushed to the doors and windows and 
gazed in amazement at the unprecedented 
spectacle. Jehiel had a word for each— 
a shout of derision for one, a blast of blas
phemy for another, and an inviatfon to 
ride for a third—but he reined in for no
body, and in a twinkling the five miles 
between Hosea Getchell's farm at Duck 
Trap and the village at Saturday Cove 
had been accomplished. I think I am 
safe in saying that never before did 
hearse rattle over five miles of hard road 
so rapidly. 

" ' O, Jehiel, Jehiel!' said Miss Giles, as 
the hearse entered the village, ' are you 
crazy of a sudden?' 

" ' No,' said Jehiel, curtly, ' but my 
eyes are open now. Gelang, you beasts! 
You get out here; I'm going to Belfast.' 

" ' But, Jehiel, dear,' she protested, with 
many sobs, ' remember Dr. Gookin.' 

" 'Djmg Gookin!' said Jehiel. 
" * And for my sake,' she continued. 

' Dear Jehiel, for my sake.' 
" * Dang you, too!' said Jehiel. 
"Drawing up bis team in magnificent 

style before the village hotel, he com
pelled the weeping Miss Giles to alight, 
and then with an admirable imitation of 
the war whoop of a Sioux brave, started his 
melancholy vehicle for Belfast, and was 
gone in a flash, leaving the entire pop
ulation of Saturday Cove in a state of 
bewilderment that approached coma. 

"The remains of the worthy Dr. Gookin 
were borne to the graveyard that after
noon on the shoulders of half a dozen ot 
the stoutest farmers in the neighborhood*. 
Jehiel came home long after midnight, up-
roarously intoxicated. The revolution in 
his character had been as complete as it 
was sudden. From the moment of Jacob's 
death he was a dissipated, dishonest 
scoundrel, the scandal of Saturday Cove, 
and the terror of quiet respectable folks 
for miles around. After that day he never 
could be persuaded to speak to or even 
recognize the young woman manied Giles. 
She, to her credit, I think, still remains in 
spinsterhood, faithful to the memory ot 
the lost Jehiel. His downward course was 
rapid. He gambled, drank, quarreled and 
stole; and he is now in State Prison at 
Thomaston, serving out a sentence for at
tempt to rob the Northport Bank. Miss 
Giles goes down every year in the hopes 
that he will see her, but he always refuses. 
He is in for ten years. 

" And he deserved all of itr" I ventured 
to remark. 

" See here," said Dr. Richards, turning 
suddenly and looking me square in the 
face. " Do you think of what you are 
saying? Now I hold that he is as inno
cent as you or I. I believe that the souls 
of the twins were bound by a bond which 
Dr. Gookin's knife could! not dissect. 
When Jacob died, his soul, with all its de
pravity, returned to its twin, soul in Je
hiel's body. Being stronger than the 
Jehiel soul it mastered and overwhelmed 
it. Poor Jehiel is not responsible; he is 
suffering the penalty of a crime that was 
clearly Jake's." 

My friend spoke with a good deal ot 
earnestness and some heat, and concluding 
that Jehiel's innocence was a hobby of 
his, I did not press the discission. That 
evening, in conversation with the village 
cleryman, I remarked: 

"That was a very singular case, that of 
the Dow twins." 

" Ah P' said the Parson,, u you havi 
heard the story. Which way did thi 
Doctor end it?" 

" Why, with Jehiel in jail,, of course. 
What do you mean?" j 

"Nothing," replied the Parson, wits 
a faint smile. "Sometimes, when hjs 
feels well disposed toward humanity he 
makes Jehiel's soul take possession <jf 
Jacob and transform him into a piout, 
respectable Christain. In his pessimistijs 
moods the story runs as you heard it. So 
this is one of his Jacob days? He should 
take a little quinine." I 

— — — • • - • i 

Would-be Suicides. , 

gTjjgfa 

As a World reporter was chatting with i 
a druggist on Ninth avenue the conversa
tion was interrupted by the entrance of 
rather a pretty young girl with a verj 
pale face, and plainly and neatly dressed. 
She hesitated at the door a few moments, 
and then came in with a rush, as if de
sirous of entering before she could change 
her mind. Going to the dark end of the 
shop, she waived for the druggist to move 
toward her, and then carried on with him 
an animated conversation in whispers. 
What was asked he evidently refused to 
give; then, though she tried to conceal her 
face, it could be seen that she was plead
ing with him—explaining, promising; 
then, with apparent reluctance and ap
parently many injunctions, he made up 
and gave her a little package of powder, 
which, after paying for, she thrust into 
her bosom. Then she hurried out, still 
averting her face, which was curiously red 
and pale by turns. 

" There is a tragedy in that girl's face," 
said the reporter. 

"Quite probably. She wanted ar
senic." 

" Which of course—" 
" I did not give her. She wants it to 

poison rats with, she says. Couldn't un
derstand why she should be refused it 
without a doctor's order, and wouldn't give 
her name and address. Finally, on her 
promising to be very careful and not to let 
it fall in the way of any human beings, 
I gave her what she believes to be ar
senic. You saw how she hurried away 
with it?" 

"Yes. Does she live near here?" 
• " Of course not. She comes from the 
east side. If she lives in this vicinity she 
would have gone over to some place on 
Third avenue. She will go home and take 
what I gave her, and it will make her 
dreadfully sick. She will hardly have 
swallowed it when she will repent' and 
want to live, and she will live and not try 
suicide again. 

I see two or three women of that sort 
every week. If I didn't give them some
thing they would go on and find some of 

thejkliofi* abounding in orar business who-
wot Id be* more credulous <w less con
scientious... When a womani really wants, 
to (commit suicide she jumps into the 
rivir. Cutting her throat or blowing out 
her brains masses her corpse so that she 
donn't like i t ; beside, she is a.coward to 
pin sical painv'and if she takes poison it 
is x mallv in & moment of passion or dis-
pai, and in the majority of instances no 
sooier has she; swallowed it than, the love 
of life reasserts itself. Curious- things, 
wonen."—N. 7. World. 

WIVES' SECRETS. 

I; is commonly said that women, can
not] keep a secret.. This may be true^ al
though we by no means vouch for ifl, as 
to fiose secrets which are entrusted to 
thein by others, but it is certainly not the 
trajh in regard to their own. These they 
wil) occasionally hold to with a tenacity 
unebualedby any secretiveness of the 
mab sex. 

There is the essential difference be
tween the motives for the retention of 
thejr secrets by men., and women, that 
whale the former ordinarily refuse dis
closure to the latter from contempt, fear, 
commonly prompts the reciprocal reserve 
of phese. 

There are unquestionably many things 
wh)ch a husband, father and son v o u l d 
carpfully withhold from wife, mother and 
daughter through a reverential dread of 
offense to modesty and respect; and thus 
it ia that the cultivation.©*the most inti
mate confidence in all the family relations 
wit t woman is the surest safeguard of 
man's purity. This is the liberal educa
tion, in its highest sense,, which Steele, in 
his lofty tribute to one of England's fair
est and, noblest women, said it was to 
know her. A faithful attachment to a 
high-minded woman seeks conformity 
with her moral excellence, and release 
frojn every drag of grossness which may 
hinder that delicacy of sentiment which 
alone can raise i t to the elevated sym
pathy to which it aspires. No man who 
really loves an excellent woman can long 
possess stains which require hiding. The 
purest menr however, though they refuse 
to cherish any feeling of the heart at va
riance with the moral sentiment of those 
women worthy of their symaathy, and 
consequently have nothing of the kind to 
conceal from them, may yet be very se
cretive. Husbands will often regard 
their wives as proper confidantes to whom 
maj be trusted every concern of the 
heart, and yet deem them quite unsuit
able for the least revelation of matters of 
business. These are generally the secrets 
withheld by husbands from their wives, 
and the motive which prompts their con
cealment is the contempt with which 
man ordinarily regards the intelligence 
of woman. 

The excessive fondness of some women 
for trinkets and fine clothes frequently 
leads them into expenses which they are 
induced to conceal for fear of the dis
pleasure of their husbands. These are 
often, it must be confessed, such crusty 
dispensers of their money, even when re
quired to defray the ordinary expendi
ture of a household, that their wives pre
sent their habitual accounts and make 
their necessary demands with fear and 
trembling. I t is not, therefore, surpris
ing that a woman who has been tempted 
by her love of finery or other motive to 
incur an irregular and exorbitant expense 
should dread to disclose the fact to any 
husband not endowed with more than 
the average good nature and readiness to 
disburse of his kind. 

There are women, however, who will 
have their bit of glistening gewgaw, be 
it what it may,at any hazard, and if they 
cannot presume upon the indulgence of 
a husband, they will,, unless they have 
the courage to defy,, which is rare, evade 
by some means or other,the severity they 
have reason to dread from him. With a 
magpie cunning they will avail them
selves of the oddest artifices of conceal
ment, and the most familiar but least 
suspected localities are often chosen, for 
favorite hiding-places. They have been 
known, for example-, to cover up an ir
resistible piece of new silk with the dirty 
clothes, and put a coveted bit of jewelry 
into the meat tray, so that a grumpy 
husband has paid the quarter's bills of 
the washer-woman and butcher, not, in
deed, without a grumble at their exor
bitancy, but with no suspicion of the 
cause. These resources are, however not 
always available; there is a limit to the 
capacity of the most expensive accounts 
of grocer and market-man, aad to the be
lief of the most credulous husbands. 

Wives are often tempted to indulge 
their love of expense to an extent which 
renders all little artifices of concealment 
useless. They accordingly, unable, l ike 
most spendthrifts, to resist the immediate 
fruition of a prodigal caprice, get at once 
whatever fills their covetous eyes for the 
moment, and leave the consequences, 
whatever they may be, to the future. 
They thus incur debts, and when the de
mand comes, as it must, for their pay
ment, the foolish women bethink them
selves, for the first time, of the reluctant 
paymasters at home, surrounded by all 
the terror of angry and storming hus
bands. 

Many of the artifices of the toilet are 
merely means by which the vanity of 
woman seeks to hide her secrets of in
creasing age and diminishing beauty 
from the world. Women should be re
minded of the frequent futility of their 
efforts. They alone are ordinarily the 
victims of the deceit they practice, for 
they are deluded with the idea that they 
are deluding others, when they are only 
deluding themselves. Their attempts 
not merely fail in their object of giving 
them the grace and beauty of youth, but 
actually rob them of the charms that be
long to age. 

We are by no means disposed to en
courage the plaintive class of affectedly 
ailing women, but we believe that there 
are many wives who unwisely deprive 
themselves of the sympathy which i s 

their due and of tlfe' care theyfequare by 
hiding titeir sufferings, through fear of 
either disheartening-or perhaps repelling • 
their husbands. I t is astonisiring with 
what bravery some women will bear the 
intensest agony, and with what resolu
tion suppress its crisa. Lady Mary 
Wortley Montagu, with a cancer gnaw
ing at her vitals for years* continued, the 
brilliant wit and cheerful woman o the 
lass,, without raising a suspicion jp all 
the* gay society/of which she was thefeay-
est that she suffered the least pain, orihad 
occasion for it. Horace Walpole visited 
her when she returned, ad the age of 
seventy-two, from, her long wanderings, 
to d i e and be buried in England, tad 
says: "Her face is less changed in 
twenty years than I could h a w imagined, 
I told her so, and she was not so toler
able," adds the ill-natured gossip, 
" twenfty years ago that she should have 
taken it for flattery; but she did, and lit
erally gave me a boxron the ear. She is 
very lively, and all her senses, perfect." 
This was only a few months before the 
brave woman's death.—HarpcrT3 Bazar. 

»«^-
Anecdote of President Lincoln. 

From HarperV Magazine. 
I called upon Mr. Lincoln soon after he 

was first cnstalled in the White House. 
In the room where Mr. Lincoln granted 
interview b., etc., were several persons who 
were awaiting their tura to speak with 
him. I listened to the request of teveral 
men and women, and I saw that vesy few 
were grantee! what they solicited. I sat 
at or near one end of a l ing t a b i c Mr. 
Lincoln sat at the other end. Soon, after 
I was seated,.in walked several officers of 
the Spanish navy to pay their compli
ments to Mr. Lincoln. By some means 
they were directed toward my end of the 
table, and I saw they took me for the 
President. Mar. Lincoln s*w the same 
thing, and. hastily signaled me to» "go 
ahead," as he expressed it, and receive 
them. I rose, shook hands with each of
ficer, and exchanged a few words with 
them, which would have been, I suppose 
appropriate had I indeed been President. 
The moment their back was turned I 
locked toward* Mr. Lincoln. He was 
shaking with laughter. I thought now I 
haid paved the way to win the position I 
come to ask. 1 made up my mind to ad
dress the President in a new way, and 
thus add to the hold I already had upon 
him. So, when my time came, I stepped 
up to Mr. Lincoln and said : 

"Sir, I have seen the annoyance to 
which you are subjected by so> many and 
oft-repeated requests and innumerable 
petitions, etc. Now, if you will permit 
me to shake hands, I will try and smother 
my desire for a certain position which I 
had. come to ask from you." 

Mr. L. jumped up, and, grasping my 
hand, said: 

"Sir, you are one man in at thousand. 
I am doubly indebted to you. You have 
been the means of conveying; to those 
Spanish officers that the President of the 
Uhitad States is a very handsome man, 
and, then you do-not even ask an office. 
But," he added, "hurry home. You may 
repent." 

It is sufficient-to add that I hurried. 
• » - » 

A Beautiful Sentiment. 

Shortly befocs his departure for India, 
the lamented. Bteber preached a sermon, 
which contained this beautiful sentiment: 

" Life bears us on like the stream of a 
mighty river. Our boat glides down the 
narrow channel through the playful mur
muring of the little brook, and the wind
ing of its grassy borders. The trees shed 
their blossoms over the young heads, the 
flowers on the brink seemr to offer them
selves to our young hands; we are happy 
in hope,, and. grasp eagerly at the beauties 
around us—hut the stream hurries on, and 
still our hands are empty. Our course in 
youth and manhood is along a wilder 
flood, amid objects naore striking and 
magnificent. We are animated at the 
moving pictures of enjoyment and indus
try passing ns,we are exeited at some short
lived, disappointment. The stream bears 
us on, and our joys and. griefs are alike 
left behind us. We maybe ship-wrecked, 
we cannot be delayed; whether rough or 
smooth* the river hastens to its home, till 
the roar of the ocean is in our ears, and 
the tossing of the wave9 is beneath our 
feet, and the land lessens from our eyes, 
and, the floods are lifted around us, and 
we take our leave of earth, and its inhabi
tants, until of our further voyage there 
i s no witness, save the Infinite and Eter
nal." 

Mr.larrett'8 Anecdote of Miss Cushman. 
From the Dramatic Nam. 

Harry Jarrett told me the other night 
about that Cushman farewell at Booth's 
Theatre. The arrangement was that Miss 
Cushman should receive $500 a night, and 
it was distinctly understood that the en
gagement should be advertised as the 
lady's farewell to the stage. The nights 
all paid well, but special efforts were put 
forth to make the last night an ovation. 
The public got wild over it and seats sold 
at a tremenduous premium. §150 were 
paid for a box. Seats sold at $5, $7, and 
$10. Miss Cushman saw all this going on 
and the day before the last Saturday she 
said to Mr. Jarrett: " I am feeling very 
badly—I think I shall be sick to-morrow-
night—in fact, I know I shall. Haven't 
you got some medicine you can give me? " 
Jarrett thought of returning the money, of 
an $8,000 house, and trembled. He said: 
" Don't you think a $1,000 check would be 
good medicine, and would ward off the 
sickness?" "You are my savior!" ex
claimed Mis9 Cushman; "I knew you were 
a good physician." The $1,000 were given 
her, and she played. In Philadelphia, 
the week following, business was again 
immense, and when the farewell night 
came near, Miss Cushman said she felt 
ever so much like breaking down, but she 
thought that a repetition of the New York 
medicine would do her good. Jarrett 
ft Palmer had to give her an extra thous
and. 

ffcaall Economies. 
* 

A correspondent of the Tribume thinks 
the present " hard times " will not be with
out benefit to all classes, inasmuch as it 
will teach them that happiness does not 
consist altogether in the heaviness of the 
purse. 

With a great many people the cost of a 
thing: is the measure of its value, and of 
the enjoyment to be derived from it. I f 
the present depression of business, and 
the consequent check in the circulation 
of money shall make us learn t i e lesson 
our ancestors so thoroughly learned—how 
to make *• little go a great way—the dull 
times will not be without great compen
sations. We have all of us been disposed 
to admire- and covet expensive things and 
despise all pleasures that do not draw 
keavily on the purse. Now we have a 
chance to find how chaaply satisfaction 
m&y be bought by thosa who are willing 
to find it in little thing*. 

Infoodsmore depends upon the skill of 
the cook than upon anything eke. A 
prudent and economical housewife will 
make a soup »f bits of coid meat and. the 
broken bones of a roast, flavored with an 
onion, a carroty and a bunch of parsley, 
that will be neore savory *han many a soup 
of thrice the cost made by a raw Irish 
girl. From the toughest parts of a fat 
and well flavored beef or aiutton she will 
compound toothsome and appetizing 
stews and roasts and potted meats that 
will make the eater forget that there- are 
choiaer bits wiah. which he might be re
galed. Pieces ofstale bread she will dry in 
the oven before they would mold, and have 
always on hand delightful crumbs to en
rich soup or make savory force-meat to 
give flavor and richness t o some piece of 
cheap but good meat. • 

We- are learning economy in dress. u I t 
is astonishing,'- said the head of one of 
our large city dry goods houses, a few 
months since, "-the difference betweemthe 
accounts of our rich people now and three 
years, ago. T&en there "were silks,, lace&v 
and expensive goods of all sorts to their 
debit; now muslin, flannel, table linen, tho 
sheer necessities of comfortable life are 
all most of them indulge in." Velvets 
are brushed up and steamed, and come 
out as-good as new; silks-are dyed, min
gled with other silks and made into very 
stylish suits. This method runs into all 
the cheaper styles of dress, and is bring
ing to light many a serviceable fabric that 
has lain in chests and drawers for years, 
unused. There is* one economy in dress 
we have yet to learn, and that is the time 
bestowed on making up stylish suits. I f 
the hours de-roted to ruffling aad knife-
plaiting were divided, and half o f them 
given, to. the mastery of the culinary art, 
to- the home culture of the children^ to 
deeds of charity,, would there not be a 
clear gain in the sum total done? 

Tn future we may learn economy, and 
find that one can be as happy and com
fortable with a tapestry carpet as with a 
Brussels; with an ingrain as a tapestv; 
with a straw matting of good quality as 
with an ingrain. The matting is not so 
warm, to be sure, as the woolen carpeting; 
but it i s swept more easily. It does not 
absorb odors or retain dust, and in these 
respects is more wholesome than the 
other. We find haircloth upholstry 
cheaper than brocatelle, and have no 
trouble with the moth. Wo discard 
stuffed chairs altogether, and our troubles 
with broken springs and excelsior dust 
sifting of the carpet coaso. 

As to books, we are learning, or may 
learn, that we can find much yet in 
Milton, in Shakspeare, in the old philoso
phers, that is just as fresh and new to us. 
as the last issue from the press might be^ 
Our inability to buy new books will be A 
blessing to us, i f it compels a more io-
timatc and thorough acquaintance with 
the works of standard authors already in 
our libraries. Washington, Jefferson, 
Hamilton, Lincoln, had small access to 
books in comparison with that possible to 
the statesmen and thinkers of the present 
day; yet they are not surpassed by the 
present race of men holding the offices 
they filled with such honor to fhovselvea 
and their country. 

In society we arc learning to ccanoniixe-. 
Great balls and routs and parties are 
memories of the past. Quiet, social gath
erings of a few arc in vogue, and give a 
thousandfold more real satisfaction than 
could be gained in the crush of multitudes 
of uncongenial and heterogeneous ele
ments gathered from far and near. 

If we shall learn that the true life is 
from within, and not from without; that 
in the resources of our own hearts and 
minds, in the little blessings given us, 
and the little pleasures possible for us, 
there may be abundant peace and satis
faction, tiie *• hard times" so much com
plained of will be only ministers of ben
ediction to all such as are thus taught. 

»*.» 

The widower's grief has been pronounced 
by competent authority to be lovely while 
it lasts, but it is not constructed to endure 
the rude assaults of time. A Connecticut 
man who only last spring threw himself 
upon the cold turf that wrapped his be
loved's clay and wept until his eyelashes 
fell out, has since had three women fol
lowing him around for alimony.—Brooklyn 
Argu*. 
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