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Cullen Bryant's pew poew, ** The Flood of Yesss.®

ghe wholv of which will be nmfu] I Boriboer's
o AR e s Soliday N | Thde oo will
haee for tisny an ntenest uhm_t-: that of Mr, Lotig-
Cobioy g 4 Mg Wae) Sulitayan.” |

Badly T turn, and look before, where yol

Tokolr e wiiinaramin, -

Drivinely Tuir, that rest on banks of Sowers

Or it der suimg Fainlbowas, fuding soon

And eeappearing, baply giving place

To shiapes of yrisly sspact, suoh as Fear
Molos (rom the Pl sir; whors scrpeate ML
Tl baad tostpike, and skaletans siretch forth
The bouy wrm lu wessece., Further on

A balt of da knuess seetas to bar the way,
Tamag, Jow, and distant, where the Life that 1s
Tongobes e Lide to Qome, The Flood of Years
Raolls towand it, pear and pgarer. I8 st pass
That disissl bavrier. What s therg h'_\-mnf T
Blear wiat flwe wise and jpood have safyd.  Beyond
“That helt of darkness still the years roli on
More sgoaldy, el with ol tens ghty swee |,
They gatier up sgain sid softly bear

All the sweet lives bhat late were overwholued
And Lot o sight—all that in them was gond,
Nostsie, and truiy geeal snd worthy of love—

The lives of infauts sod ingennous voughs,

age= sl snintly women who have made

Thetr bouscholds happy —all sre ralsed and borne
By st groat current in s onward swoe,
Wandeoriug and rippling with oaress wWavea®
Areond reco indamds, Tragrasad with the broath
(M Mowoers that never wither, o they pass,
Frown stage to stago, slong the shinlng ouaran

Off thust {alr viver heondening Hke & sea,

As il snooth eddion ourl nlong their way,

oy bring old friepds togother ; hands are ciasped
Lu joy anspeakabio ) the wotlher's arins

Again are folded round the ohilld sbe loved

Aund lowt, Ol sorrows are Fargotten now,

Or but remembered to wake swest the hour

Ehat overpays tham . wontided bearts that blod
Or broke arg bealed forover.  In the room
Of this geiel-stmdowod Prosent tiers ahall ba

A Vyosen! (n whose relgn no grief shall guaw

The hourt, aud never shall & tonder tie

B brokes—in whoss reign the oteran! Changy
That waits o growth and action shall proceed
With everiasting Cooncord haud in hand,

THAT HOME-MADE ICE CREAM,

“Good gracious, mar!" said Angel-
ica COrane to her overworksd parent, at
nightfall of a memorable day—a day
that marked the beginning of the yonng
Squire's Chiristmas holidays at home, and
every minnte of it erammed and erowd-
ed with Jabor for the enterteinment in
Lisa honer ot the Crane homestead—
“onod gracious! you ain't going to
have some home-made cveam, surely i
The youug lady's nose, which wus ex-
voodingly retrousse already, was perchod
highi 11 the wir with disdain, **If there's
anything T ean't abide," she said, *‘it's
frozeu corn starch ; and that's all you
can mske of home-made eream any way
you fix it "

* Hold your tongue, Angy,” said her
mother; “‘you're tbe most onfeelin’
eraotur I ever e,  You'd have me liar-
peas up the team and drive away to
town oul pay ont a mint of woney,
when 1 kin jnst as well hev it for nethin',
Huin't wo got a prime pew freezer,
and cremn and eges and ice, without its

costin’ a cent? What more do _'_.'a_-u|
want '

“ A primme new freeger!"
echoed Angy. * You'll want half
dozew of 'em |

“Well, can't I borry ‘emi"
prudent parent.

“ And who's going to Lhang over "em '
sail the young ludy,
boarding-school lud not obliterated the
Lome digleet, "Tlu‘}' need to be turned
and tmrned, and éverybody's worn ont,
It's penrly timne to dress now, and yon

want a Httle coolin' off vourself., You're |
' 1

as red a8 o beet,”

“I'll stay if I can be of any serviee,”
saud a voice i the doorway.

“Why, Sally,” said DMrs, Orane,
““ you'll want to return home and dress,
won't you " '

“0h, I'd eather not,” said the voice,
thits time trembling a little, “1 don't

feol fit for any fun, M. Crane. .lt[

lon't seem to me 1 ever will again.”

“1 s'pose not, deary,” said the farm.
er's wife, with an expression of pity,
mingled with relief. “It’ll be dreadful
counvenioent to hev you atay, H:l”}‘, if you
kin. There's a power to do yet, and
only one pair o hands to do it 1 8" posc
yon woilldn's Keer to go up in the par-

lor ; bot the [reezers'll be in the cellar,
aud the Leater keeps it uice and warm
down there; and while you're a-makin'

the cremm you kin liston to the musie,

wnedl ar the noise and all, It come
kind o' wviee to you that way, won't it,
Sally

“Good Life, mar! langhed the viva-
cions daughter; “is that what yon call
e ¥ | winds me of the little hun-

ary boy who went to smell the stoam at

the pastiy cool’s.”

“Yim den't know nothin' about the
wity Sally frels," said Mre, Crane, ““nor
I don't ¢ vou eould if you tried, 1
belicve vou'd doaneeand whis'le about be- |

.‘-: LG A4 | .--__].1‘_- hl._'-il.;' Magpilay
gruve; but Sally loved hern, poor ehild

and she can't f'.u-lp taukin” of the poor

seliool - seter Iyin' out there in the snow,
when hers he was, guly a bit ago, us |
clhick and smart a8 suvbody, 1t's no |

knowin' whose ¢urts it'll be next.”

Whether the good woman had any rea
son ol ber own {or thus dwelling upona
melanchioly subject, it decided poor little
Sally's nversion for the wry, making,
and put to Might the gay Angeliea, who
waus 1n no hawor for red eyea and noses,
when the yonng Squire would shortly
wcome, and it bebooved these features to
be nt their best,

But Sally fell to sobibing outriglit, not
giving a thonght to the deletorions of-
focl of wars upon her "HIHI!I", although
ones upol o tine it was bright and bon-
ny enouplh to ensuare tho young Squire
himemelt, Loug ago, when v drow hey
to sahioul on his bandsome sied, he made
many & stuwmble over the &
back opon the sweel face under its sear-
Tt hioond, the bhttle chocks ull aglow, aiul
the yellow corls wantooing abont with
£lie hrisl wintry air,
tha gt appie from the tinest tree in
the otohurd; the most luscious grapes

 #58

old walnut treont the foot of the laue,
it secmed to hian that thoe knife went into
his Leart with every turn of the letters

her preciony name.  Tears rolled out
gihh%‘_luﬁ;ﬂloo!lﬂl nly andeav-
aF to.ehoke thew down; as for Sally, she
had giveu way : her

AR,
sunbonnet tight down over her faco, was
watoring the old mosa at the foot
of the tree with floods of clildish woe,

At lust it was done; there were the in-
itinls linked together deep in the rugged
bark; the erimson light from the west-
ern sky shone full npon each and all
Will put his knife back in his pocket
with a click of determination, ﬂlpﬂd
back his tears at once and for the lnst
time, and, taking Sally from the gronnd,
he smoothed back yellow  Jocks,
coaxing her into quiet with the solemn

vomise of his loyalty henceforth and
orever to the love between them. He
declared that the pames linked there
upon the tree ahonld never be separated
wlhila life remained to him, and with
many & vow of fenlty coined from the
books he had devoured among the lnm-
ber in the garret, and simple plaints of
love bronght up frem the depths of his
little, swelling heart, Will bade little
Sally good-by.

But alas for the inexorable decrees of
fate and fashion ! Soven long years had
passed and gone sinee that last trysting
time, mnd althongh the two names were
still linked together upon the old wal-
nut tree, the two little lovers had drifted
far apart,

Young Master Randall went from one
place of " instruction to another till he
reached the summum bonwum of a veri-
table college, Tuking advantage of the
absence of their son and heir, the big
folks at the hall went abroad; the house
was closed, and although muny an apple
and bunch of grapes from the old place
reached Sally, with the rest of the wil-
lngers, she never cared to tasto these
luxuries from etranger handa. Will
spent his holidays away, aud Sally would
not even have heard the sound of his
name had it not been for the sojourn of
Angelien Orane at n boarding school
near the college,  Perhaps Sally would
rather not have heard his name than
thus from the lips of Angeliea, whose
bump of reverence wns small, and who
held the young Squire pretty much as
she Leld everybody—important in the
ratio that they eontributed to her own
pleasure,

The acres of Farmer Crane wera broad
and wide, and ontnumberad by many a
seore those that belonged to the Randall
| family; it was whisperad that even the
| goodliest property of the old Squire wus
heavily mortgnged to the shirewd and
forehanded countrvman, and that a
[ mateh VPetween Miss Angelica and the

seornfully | young Sqnire would net be a bad thing
4 | for the latter,

On the ather hand, these
plain folks at the Crane homestead had

said Lier | gpared no paing to show their willing-

| ness to further whatever plans were made

| for the joining of these two goodly
whose sboy at | agtates. ; '

| Angelica berselfl had confided to Sally
that she had more strings to her bow
| than one, but that she knew which she
preferved, and had often tortured the
poor little maiden, when during Angeli-
ca's holidays they had spent a night or
two together, by reading her, among
other love letters, somo productions
from the eloquent mnd nr&ont pen of
Will Bandall, poor little Sally’s perfid.
ions lever, Long after Angelica's enrl

[ papers had ceased to ratdle mpon the

pillow, the soft, silken rings of Sally’s
yellow hair wero wet with tears of envy
and girlish despair, :
But as years went by, and old time
| softened tne bitterness of those boliday
| staliz by dealing others of o more vivid
| and startling character, when cares nnd
{ griels close at hand crowded about her
[ and hemmed her in, she beenme resigned
|tn this one pmong the rest, and even
[talked with Aungelica of ler loves and
lovers with a1 cooluess that astonished
| herself, There became a less and loss
| grievous similarity in the deseription of
the young Bquirs to that shy, sweet mem-
ory of bally’s of long ngo. He had now,
it appeared, an incipient mmstache, kis
hands wore white, he was more aud nore
‘perfectly splendid " with every fresh
confidence; and this brilliant figure left
| tie old simple, tender likeness all to it-
self in Sally's yonug heart, and it becamo
tead and bured like all the gled thiugs

of life, nlong with her futher, tae school- |

master, ad the pale young mother she
conld jnet remembor; ond as she turned

| the ice-cremmn freczors that night i the |
! | gellar of Farmer Crane, not one thought

| of jenlous apite or envy of the fair An-
| gehea eamio into her little head,

She did listen to the mnsie, and heard
| the noise above, and it was ‘o sort of
nice,” a8 Mre, Crane had said; and os
she turned and torned one freezer after
another, Bally beeame interested enough
in her work to forget more important
trials close at hand,

It made the sonl of the farmer's wife
glad within her, when she went down to
taste the cream, to find it beginning to
be all that ber fancy painted,

“It's prime” she sanl, smacking her
lips and holding the spoon to Sally's
predly month,  “Jest taste it, and tell
mo il thot ain't fur abend of Towzer's

v looking |

Sally's was always |

| khe knowed it'd bae

stufl in town., It stands to reason,
Sally; there's ronl cream in that ar—
none o' yer nasty skimmin's | Now keap
right on, dear ; be jest as keerful as von
kin, 'canse now's thoe resky time when
the hull thing kin be sp'iled by a mite
o' keerlessness, Just turn and turn,
dont, first one, then tothor, this s-way,
und that n wiy, The adee of tha ™ H.k'\-'
da'ter o'mine tellin® me ouly & minit ago

mpy  aud aoft !

from the prapery foand their way to Sal Ra 5. I
tv's desk - ‘,‘l,, i the intervals of Lis pos And, Sally, she's tho most anfeciin
1;.431.!(“”; i n-hsnite young Muster Ran- | “It's "!J;_\ L .'Hh,” sl Sal 5
iall Jeit o Ulaat peveil in Sally’s sachel, “Fuu!" echoed the vexed matron,
Wit becinie NCCeSFER 'Y that he | “*Wa'al, it'o n l.:n'.l'li]‘ Rikd . fon, amnd
wlion! ent to d plase of ustrnction | it'd arve her right of i e ont the
befitt s station in life, and the Gat | little end o the hort yet. DBut we'll
hnad goo rth that fhe dear old days at | take keer o the ureii, wou't we Sally 2"
the village sehool shonld bBecome part | “That we willy, mwam,” =ud Hally,

and pareel of the pnst; whet
Did gnml--lr.\ to his romps in thin new-
wown hay, his reces with the young colts
u the tenqacre ticld, his berrying and
pic-nicing, his coasting down the glo-

riofineld bill; whon he mnst part with his | aud had rothle

hie must | warmly.

“Jest twrm sud toren, you know,” said
the poor woman, and went up the cellar
steps, not koowing that destiny  bad
some work of hor own to do that might,
ily chosea the farmer’s

log Lancer, and bis gon, and his pouy | wife for the ugeut of her own disoomiit |

rope

the uire, who
e G s e
well.  He had searcely
side the whole evening; he
pered lots of ty things in
o deter to tap no hand but hers
uly

in the ving. If Mrs, Crane had o
Landed him the rops without a word
but she conldn’t help it,

it was the fanlt of destiny,
fore, Bomething compelled her to stand
right at the foot of the stairs and whis-

par;

“ Keep right on, Saily dear—turn and
turn, like a good little lnss.”

And she might better have spoken
alond. Her whisper was of that stento-
rian deseription that it cut theair; it
fell swoop upon the ear of the young
Squire, and presently he heard a sweet,
low voice in reply :

“Yes, ma'am, I'llattend to it nicely.”

He went back with the rope in a dsze,
What was to be turned and turned, and
who was the turner! What Sally was it
that owned that sweet, low wvoice! and
what sweet, low voice owned that
dear name of Sally? Will Randall had
been famous at school and college for
solving problems ; he never would, in
fuet, leave one unsolved ; and presently
he slipped away from the rope, out of
the room, and mude his way direct to the
cellar door. He opened itsoftly, elosed
it carefully behind him, and went slowly
dowu the steps, The bull’s-eye of the
furnace glared at him as if the genius of
fira within was bent npon some spree of
his own one of these days; he heard a
squenk, squeak, squeak, o little off in the
dim distance, and followed the mysteri-
ons noise, eonfident it had something to
do with that problem he was bent upon
solving. He walked on tiptoe, passing
many & coal bin heaped to the top with
coul ; his locks brnshed many n lLam
and tongue and juicy bit of bacon; he
saw many a baoging-shelfl filled with
Christmas chieer ; it was fit to soften the
heart of this young scion of a noble but
impoverished house, The squeaking
noise became more and more distinet,
He turued the corner of a preserve
closet, and suddenly he stood still, be-
cause he conldn't go on; his featstopped ;
his pulse almest ceased to beat ; he saw
something that sent the blood flying to
his heart—that perfidiously false yot
faithfol heart, He saw the slim, little
figure of & woman perched upon an old
broken hen-coop, her black dress tucked
up out of the water that escaped from
half a dozen freczers aronnd her, her
little right hand turning one freezer, her
little left hand turning awother ; her
aoft, silky vellow hair all fluffod about
her pretty head—that yellow hair that
would muteh exactly with the exquisite
color of the one holding the place of
honor among all his locks of hair ; her
sweet lips parted  with anxiely for the
fate of the cream, as they had parted
long ago with a far deeper and warmeoer
anxiety—those sweet, sweet lips ! Could
it be? Oh, was it his own little Sally—
his one, ouly Sally, the pare idol of his
boyish love! Oh, what divine, rap-
tu;-ouu problem was this given to him to
solveo

That pumping apparatus about hia
heart began to work agein with a will.
He erept around the preserve chest, be-
tween #he freezers, and putting one hand 1
upon Sally's lips, with the other drew
Lier elose upon his heart,

*“ Hush, darling,"” he whispered ; ““it
is I—Will——your own faithful Will. Ob,
Sally ! Sally!"”

Her little falling head he esvght in |
time, and kissed her fainting lips to life,
He said more in a minnte fo Sally than
he had whispered all the nighd above,
He decided her fate and Lis own in the
twinkling of an eye, and unblushingly
belieoved he was but fofilling all the |
| vows of long ago nnder the walnut tree,

As for Sally—shy, trembling Sally—she
was in & rapture of bewilderment, of joy |
| and blise, that is seldom reachod by mor
(tals, until snddenly the eellar door
o ned ; “wn, illll-‘t'-l. the erimson in
Sally’s cheeks paled, the stentorian whis- |
| per of Mra. Crane was hesrd upon the
| stena,

“ It must be just right now. It's bin
tnrnin’, yon know, long enongh now;
it kin sef by, and Sally might jest as well
a8 not hev a little fun. T lay anything
it’s jost the primest stufl’ you ever geo."

“The cream 8 spoiled,” whispered
Saily, her big, loving, tearful, happy |
eyes npon Will's, |

““ Not a bit of it,” said her companion. |
{ And nlthough that cream was certainly |
| lumpy aud a little soft, Will declared 1t |
the best he ever tasted, or would fasto
for the remainder of his life ; and as the |
cream was made for him, what did it |
matter, |

Angelica, having plenty of strings to |

her bow, didn't monrn over it grievous-
" ly ; but poor Mra. Crane from that time
l forward bought her oroam at Towzer's.

i An Egyptian Way, |
[ Hereis n pleasing tale which ilins-
| trates the style of doing things in Egypt:
| A woman was mortally wonnded by the
| falling of 8 wall. A neighbor took her
lin, tended her, and brought a female |
| doctor to see if anything eonld be done, |
The patient died in the neighbor's house, |
| The doctor in attendance must sign a
cortificate that death is from natural |
eausaa before the body ean be buried,
She refused to do so without backsheesh
(a geatuity). The man in whose honse
the pmson died wonld be held responsi
ble withont such certifieate, He there- |

fore pave the backsheesh, The certifi- | time of Henry VIIL, of England, the |

cate had to be countersigned by the
Government doctor, He also refused,
and the man, ngain afraid of the alterna-
tive, ity paid  backsheesh, Finally,
the zabit, or bead of the police, refnsed
liis permission, which is also TOCOREATY |
| in el casen,  His baeksheesh was thio
biggest, and the man conld stand the
tax no longer, He went to the
| zabit and said: * Now, look here,
| this body bas been out of the gronnd
four days, You are hound to bury it in
twenty-four hours, You are the cause
of the deley, Unless yon sign at once,

| America to Russia,

ENGLAND AND RUsSSIA,

A Point for the First to Devide—The
Emancipation of Slaves—The Specta-
torr's Oplnlon on the Eastern Question.
The Spectator of July 1 says that the

t on which Englishmen have now to

de, and decide at once, is whether
they will figint Russia in & great war, be-
causo from selfish motives sho in help-
ing to emancipate 13,000,000 slaves,

The right of ns those of

Turkoy to take theis freadom if they can

in fair battle is (the Speotator says) as

clear as the right of any man to keep his
own possessions. We have no more
right to belp a power to commit atroci-
ties such a8 are going on in Bulgaria,
because the power is useful to our in-
terests, than to help a Ribbonman to

murder becanse he votes ht, Aud,
a8 we maintain, in so helping key we
are injuring Eunrope and our owa po-

sition in the world. There is an under-
.lymglidm in many quarters that if the
South Belave succeeded in oversetting
the Sultan’s throne, and compelling the
Turks to fill nup their depop but
beautiful territories in Western Asia,
they would be mere dependants of the
Russian Czar, They would, on the con-

, be the most dangerous enemies
the Russian Government ever enconn-
tered in itscareer, Prince Nikita, at the
head of the eight States, or better still,
the Areiduke Albrecht, would be at the
head of n power which Bismarek wonld
court, becanse without its consent Russia
conld pnot move; which Austria wounld
conrt, because it alone conld gnarantee
Hungarian obedience; and which Eng-

lund wonld court, beeause it could give |

precisely that security which we are al-
ways hoping in vain to obtain from the
Ottoman enste, What 15 there in such a
prospect which should inducs English-
men to expend blood and treasige in re-
jeeting it; or why, il we must fight—and
we do not deny for one instant that
Russia is dangerons—should we not fight
when Enropean Turkey has been freed
The Federntion would hold the keys of
South Russia, and wonld be so dreadad
in St. Petersburg as to be foreed to de-
feiid itself by external alliances, Russia
may ‘“‘rush"” Constantinople? Nonsensc!
Which is easier to fight—Rnasia, on the
borders of the Sea of Marmora, a thons-
and miles from Ler resources, for the
independence of the Sclavonic Federa-
tion, or to fight her in the Crimea, on
her own ground, for the right of the
Ottoman enste to misgovern 13,000, 000
reluctant subjectsi Lf, indeed, there
wore o possibility of making the Otto-
mans &t once so civilized that their rule
was no injury to Etlrufw, aud so secure
that this rule could be lenient to its sub-
jocts, something might, at ull events, be
said for adbering to the tradition which
has cost so much; but not even Mr,
Disraeli believes in a possibility of the
kind,

The Resources of Rassia,

A correspondent of the Edinburgh
Seatsman, writing from Ruossia, says :
‘“Nine-tenths of this vast country pro-
ducea little else than firewood. Iu the
South there are black-soil distriets, and
they raise beautiful wheat there, but the
wheat finds only one market—Englaud,
which seems to be the stomach of the
world—and in the market they have all
the world, from California westward to
New Zealand eastwagd, to contend
against. In Finland isiron almost as
cood a8 Sweadish, and in the interior of
Russia conl and ircn in vast fields, but,
strange to say, although the Government
and the proprietors would assist in every
way, none of the English engineers who
have examined the distriets have report-

od cf them favorably vnongh to induce |

capitalista to work them, They prefer
such out of the way places as Sonth
Iu the Ural mount-
aing there are gold, silver, copper, and
plating mines, yvot the largest coin one
fin1s in cirenlation is of base silver—

[ nominal walne sixpence, actunl valone a

little over threepence, The other ‘re-
sourcos’ of Russia zre the raw materials
810 exports—hides, tallow, tar, rags,
bones, ete., but thess exports are not on
the increase, Yet the great extent
soil, the vust conntry possessed by Rus-
Bia, is in itself a great part of her reen
perntive power, say some wise people;

look at the United States of Amerien! |

There is, it is true, that similarity be-
fwees the North Ameriean continent and

Russia, that both have vast nnealtiva. |

ted distriets, but along with it comes
the slight difference that, while groat
parts of America are worth eultivating,
very little of Russin is, The population
of Ameriea increascs through immigr-
tion from the whole world; the popula-
tion of Russia does not inereass, and no-
body dreams of emigrating thither,”

Their Original Srate,

Among women, in the thirteenth and
fourteenth centuries, eclegance had
searcely any existence, and even cleanli-
nesa was hardly considerad as landable,
The use of linen was not kunown ; and
the most delicate of the fair sox wore
woollen underclothing. In Paris they
had ment only three times & week ; and
ten pounds was a large * portion " for a
young lady. The better sort of citizens
used splinters of wood and rags dipped
in oil instead of ecandles, which, in those
days, were a laxury rarely to be met
with. Wine was only to be had at the
shops of the apothecarics, where it was
sold as cordial ; to ride in atwo-wheeled
car nlong the dirty, ragged sireets, was
rockoned a grandenr ro enviablo sthat
Philip the Fair prohibited the wives of
the citizens from eujoying it, In the

peers of the realm earvied their wives
behind them on  horseback when they
went to London ; and in the same man-
ner took them back to their comntry
sents with  hoods of waxed linen over
their heads, and wrapped in - mantles of
cloth, to seoure them from the eold. A
woman wis little more than a domestio
chattel, iud completely subservient to
her acknowledged mastor, man,

Scotch Marriage Laws,

Mr. Forayth said in Parlinment in a
recent debate that the present law of

SIOUX WARRIORS,

The Terrible Ordosl of the Sun-Dunce,
[Fort Lincoln Cor. Chilcago Tribune,)

On the 16th of June, Sitting Bull and
his allied bands fell upon Gen, Crook,
aud achieved a partinl . Run-
ners were immediate Iz d hod  to
Inkewarm tribes around the agencies, to
earry the news and to drum for recruits, |
ﬁszﬁ.}' nnmhgh:i y braves

Rock, yenne ney,
and Fort Peck Resorvation, and joined
Sitting Bull, Before, however, they
conld be accepted, they had to vass
through the ordeal of the sun-dance.

These oceremonies were held in a
wild eanon of the Big-Horn mountains;
and a graphic deseription of them has
beon gven me by W, (. Gooding, a
yourg

nssnehusetts trader who is study-
ing the aboriginal charaeter, previons
applying for a position on the Indian
Peace Commission as a humanitarian.
The sundancs eommenced on the after-
noon of the 18th of June; sud, from its

of |

-above nli, with Bally—it

rendis g s,
tav Luondt of
A

tht come later, and they leave great
uely e

Ih 'ulld.!ll Ovier,

was & heart | gre,

Whatover grown-up folks | e young Sqiive. A :
these ghildisli griefs, they | the young woman in the ballad, he was | Seag defented, aud sigued at cnoe.
Lougli to bear as the heavier ones | vonry of daticing, i

At the top of the steps she mot
Ho snid  that, like

uid proposed to hsve

the old gutas of Copenhagen—and oonld

that are sometimes ulli.‘v’ hialf | she tell him where he ponld get s rope |

I shall go to the mondir and report the | warriage in Beotland was a crying scan-
non-burinl of a body for four days, and | dal. At pres nt, if & man and woman
| you will lose your place.” The zabit | in Seotland, perhaps half tipsy, said be-
|fore & witness, ““This is my wife,”
| “This is my Lhusband,” it was a lawinl
marringe,  There was a well-known
story of the o dest son of a Scoteh peer

Fon gallantly rescuing Freddy Prael,
of Manketo, Minn,, from druwm'ng,|

Wy, vos, " said Mres, Crane, “there’s | Himm Finch, aged 15 years, has been

When Will Randall ent Sally's name | one right down here in the oella, 111
and bis ow deep into the bark of the l[{it it, Will—that's right; bev all the |

presentod with o handsome silver watch
Ly the father of Pracl,

weo t into a house of bud repute in Ed-
inburgh and ackuowledged o woman

'lem. bhaving quarreled with his father,

eommencement to the end, 200 warriors
| were not to eat or drink anything. Un-
der shades made out of ent boughs, Bit-
, ting Dull aud other warriors were gath-
ered to witness the ceremonies. The
200 young warriors were ranged around |
u medieine-pole, their bodies blackened |
with chareoal. and wearing nothing buta |
short ekirt of buckskin around their lions, |
{ and eagle-feather coronets, They wonld |
| dance at intervals of half an hour, and
| were then allowed a short respite until |
again called out hy the tom-tom. A |
warrior was suspended from the medi- |
eine-pole by the ends of a lariat fastened |
to two thorus stuck in the flesh of his
back ; in each hand he held a long pole,
which partially supported him; but
every few minutes he won'd swing the
whole weight of his body upon the lariat,
inan effort to tear the thorns from his
flesh. After hangiog for three hours in
the glaring sun, he was cut down and
carried away. Another young warrior,
who wanted to show what a brave heart
Le Lad, lay down on his fuce and had six
thorns put in his back and shoulders;
| then turned over, and had two more put
in his breast, Then, rising to his feet,
buflalo-gknlls were fustened to the thorns
[ in his back, and a lariat to those in his
{ brenst, and he was made fast to the
| medicine-pole.  The tom-tom struck up,
| and the Indian begnn to danes; and, as the
| sknlls tore the thornus ont of the flesh one
| by one, Sitting Bull and the ebiefs would
shout their approbation, Then, bracing
| back till the lariat pulled his breast out
{like & woman's, he danced with renewed
vigor; and, as the thorus tore from his
| esh, and he had demonstrated terrible
| powers of endurnnce, tue chiefs guve
im loud cheers,

These are the kind of men who are
| now on the war-path agaiust their hered-
Vitary foe, the ;.:-.L face. Is it any woun-
| der that the brave Custer fell beiore
| them ?

| Gen, Sitting Bull as a French Scholar,

| He is a Teton-Sionx, and only 35 years
of age. Capt. McGarry, of the steamer
Benton, tells me he has known Sitting
| Bull about the Upper Missonri trading-
posts for many years. His wvrineipal
| bartering place was at Forl Peck, thongh
of late years he and his band have fol-
| lowed the buffalo north on the Souris
| and Pembina rivers, and have bartered
| their robes and tongues for guns and
[ ammunition with the French hulf-breeds
| of Manitoba. Sitting Bull was a convert
| and friend of Father DeSmet, who taught
him to read and write French. He has
alwnys scorned to learn English., but is a
fair French scholur,  In the Dakota lan-
guage e is aleo versed, and declared to
| be & greater orator than Little Pheasant,
Chief of the Yanktonnsis. Capt. Me-
Garry saye he knows that Sitting Bull
has read the Freneh history of Napoleon's
wars, apd believes that be has modeled
his geveralelip after the little Corsican
corpoeral.  Sitting Bull has nover neeept-
| ed un overture of peace, the report that
he gave in his adhesion to Sully to the
contrury notwithstanding, He has al-
ways been an unrelenting and vindietive
savage—to the Americuns what Schamyl
was to the Russinus, Father DeSmet
kept the Peton-Sionx from the warpath
until 18658,  He then left the Upper Mi- -
sonri, and Sitting Bull became a chief,
No organized eoffort was made to mray
the Sioux nation agninst the whites until
after the Minnesota massacre of 1863,
when the Sioux were driven west of the
Missouri into the bad lands and monn-
tains of Dakota, Sitting Ball aspired to
{ the leadership, but Red Cloud, Spotted
| Tail, Little Pheasant and the Ogalalla
| Sitting Bull chiefs repudisted him, |
From that time he has been & maleon-
tent, and at war with the chiefs of the
Sioux nation, thongh he has by his per-
sunsive arts of oratory seduced many
hundreds of their yonng braves into his
ranks, e is also largely reinforced by
young braves from the Crees and Assini-
boins ¢f Munitoba, Every summer for
five years he has been np north among
these tribes, and now they are flocking
to his standard. — Dakota Cor. Chicago
Tritiene.

A Game of Spt.

“ Many years ago,” said Gen. Eli H,
Murmy to n Louisville Ledyer reporter,
“ JTudge Suites had n Cirenit Conrt down
in Southern Kentucky. Onee a little
country tavern was full to overflowing,
so that four or five persons ha ' to oc-
cupy the same room, The Judge and
four or five of the big lawyers indulged
| in draw poker wuntil a late hour, Then
| they went to bed, and left the candle
burning. The fire had pgone out, the
wenther was cold, the foor not clean, and
neue of them liked to get out of his
wurm place to blow out the candle. After
fruitless efforts to indnee some ove to

ot up, the Judge proposed that they
'fhunlnl put it out by spitting at it. I
can beat you,” said one. * Money snys
you ean’t,’ answered the Jundge. The
cold weather and the dirty floor were
forgotten, ns the rivals sprang from their
warm places, Money was put up, a
maork made, and the contest was so ex-
citing that the others were soon drawn
ont, and there, in the chill, fireless, dreari
neas of the best room of a country tav-
ern, the Judge and four or five of the
brightest lights of the circuit stood up
in Smir shirts and spit at a mark for &
apiece.”

West Onzster, Pa., hasa colored pop-
ulation of 1,190,

A ' A .(J-%or"ddof

e sifapE,

Oh foras - of euenmbers !
Oh far an losherg or two 8¢ eontrol |

O for & vale which st midday the dow enmbers?
Ols for s pleasare trip o to the Pole! *

Oh for a litle one-utory thermomeler,
W ith pothing bat 2eros all rangad in & row !
Uh for a big 4 bywruluoter,
To mohuuﬂ; the molsiure thet rolls from my
row

Ob thst thin cold worlidl wore twenty times colder
(That's irony red-hot it sooueth W me)
0L for & turn of its drosded Lisulder
Oh whiat & cosifort an ague would be !

Oh for a to typify heaven,

He in the rock under cataract vast !
Oh for a winter of disoantont even !

Oh for wet blankets jndioiously cast !

Ol for & soda-fourt spuiting up bold'y
From every hot lamp-post sgninst the hot aky !
Oh for s protd mald 1o ook oo me coldly,
Frecaiug my soul with s glanoe of her eye!

.
.

Then oh for & draught from & cup of ** cald plzen "
And ob for a resting-place Lo the eold grave!
With & bath tn the S:yx, where the thick alsdow

% o,
And deepous the chill of My dark-running wave !
—=Lunchinnello,

Wit and Numor.

Tae clink of silver money is for eash-
ears,

A soys’ newspaper in Indisnapolis is
10 cents a year, and *‘anybody sending
three names and thirty cents will receive
a set of jack stones,”

How 10 keep children at school—Nail
them to the seats,—New York Commer-
ola? Advertiser. Why not use whacks!
— Norristown Herald,

A voune lady on being nsked what
business her lover was in, and not liking
to #ay the bottled sods, answered ;' He's
a practicing flzzician.”

“JIp the keeper of a jail is a jailer,
why isn't the keeper of a prison a pris-
onert”’ i8 a conundrum which, on some
account or other, the Providence Press
is prompted to propound.

Crenoymax to Tommy—** What shall
I give yon for apresentt” Tommy, who
res the eloth, Also truth, hesitating-
ly—**I—I think I should like a Testa-
ment, and I know I should like a pop-
gun!” -

A sprr of ancient armor recently un-
earthed in Rome proves beyond donbt
that the Romans used to feel the nead of
protecling that portion of the body most
exposed when a warrior leaves the fight
nnd sturts for home,

O, the prp, the boantifal pup,
Drinkiog s milk from & ehdna eap,
Gamboling arcnnd so frisky anud free,
First guawing s bone, thon biting o fea,

Jumping,
Runuing,

Aftar the pony,
Beautiful pup, you will soon be Balogna.,

Tar weather was so hot in  Massachug
setts the other night that s young man
tosased restlessly from Medford to
Malden, the bed being divectly over the
border line ; but, in spite of this fre-
gqunent change of to \ﬂm[lips. he was sleep-
less,

A vouNe man in Aubuarn advertises
that he wants to become ** the son-in-law
of some respectable and relinble party.
No objection to going a short distance
in the conntry. Is willing to nmrr{ a
young Indy with an inenmbrance of a
small farm."

Cysican citizen to waiter, after sur-
veying the gluss of milk he had ordered:
“{ uay, ah, waitaw ! Wonld you be so
kind now, me boy, as to put a little more
milk in this wattah | Jusga tritle, please,”

The waiter retires to consider whether
the man is drunk er crazy.

“Tage that lamp up,” said a mother
to her danghter, the other night, as the
young lady set out for her bed-chamber
with no illumination but that of her
bright eves, “QGood gracions, mother,”
was the laughing answer, * what kind of
a creature is a lamb pup 2"

Tre First Lord of the Admiralty, on
his first voyage from the Thames, in
rather a leaky vessel, observed the men
working the pumps, ‘‘Dear me!" he
said, **I did not know you had a well
on board, Ceptain, but L am really very
glad, as I do detest the river water,—
Punch,

AN Irishmon in Town was bitten by a
rattlesnuke, but the libernl use of a
neighbor’s whisky eured him. Thenext
day he was seen walking slowly on the
prairie, und looking earnestly for some
thing. He was asked what he was look-
ing for : “For the boite of a suake,” was
the reply.

AN Irish citizen, in his grief, is asked
by his friend, **What's the matter?"’
¢ Matter, indade! Why, here, I in-
sured my brother's life enly two wecks
ago, and yesterday ho got killed wid a
derrick. And when I came to these in-
surancers they’d been after making
some mistake, the blagunrds ¢ they tried
to bribe me off wid tive hundred dollars,
as if T was o haythen to soll me brother's

blood ™

“An," said the worthy old Mrs.
Stubbs, as she stood staring at o placard
ou which was inscribed, ** Youth want-
ed"—*“yes, I dare sny. Most on us who
have got a bit oldish, ua yon may say,
might earry « ticket about with * Youth
wanted' printed on it, DBut what with
old Father Time, aud what with troubles
and trials, most of us will bave to go on
saying ‘youth wanted,’ I expect, for a
long time to come,”

A sax who is not clever at conun
drums, i attempting to get off one at o
tea-party at his own honse, the otber
evening, became exccedingly mixed.
He intended to ssk the old qnestion,
** Why is a woman like ivy ¢ the familiar
but gallant answer to which is, * Be-
eause the more yon're rained *the closer
she clings.” But he put it, “ Why is
ivy like & woman?" which none of the
ladies could tell, and so the uulortnnate
man told themn himeell that it was ** Be-
cnnse the eloser it clings the more you're
ruined.”

A Campaign Lamp.

An ingenious Yunkee has invented a
** flash-torch™ for nse in politieal proces-
sions, The bowl of the lamp i& packed
with cotton to prevent the airfrnm drip-
ping, and n small tube rans down
through the handle, with a mouthpieco
canveniently placed, by blowing throngh
which a colamn of flame can be thrown
several feet into tho air.

Ix the Worecester (Mass,) exhibit in
Machinery Hall can be seen the press on
which was printed the first copy of the
Deolaration of Independence in  thia
conntry, and from which Issish Thonias
1ssned the Worcester Spy o century ago.




