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FLEETING JOYS.

Time In for funny fresks,
lucllqhulu with ;
Notice how he ilines our o
whiat glee ho makes m::: with,
comes to soothe our b "
like the rome, tia prickly;
Sooa il radiance de .
Happy moments vauish quickly !

Blmh. you, by fate's decres,
a girl and lonx to greet her,
Don't We minutes seet to be
Leaden-winged until you msel her 7
When (he bour arrives at last,
And all care away yon bauish,
Then the tyrant travels fast—
Happy moments quickly vaniah !

Here upon this carthly ball
Joy swhille will naake us gayer,
But whan sorrow gives s call
Oftentimes’sbe proves a * stayer,”
Hg,‘m swiflly glidest on—
rant are the flowers thou pickest
Roon, alaa, thalr bloom is gone—
Happy moments Ay the quickest !

Never mind, we neadn't groan ;
Tear-drops, ahiowerlike, refresh s :
Aller ﬂl“::‘ﬂ' bonnd o own
Joy la s sweetheart—precions,
Camt regrets and sighs,
our cares besst us thiekly,
B m:hu.l:‘ st dus Kl
y vauish quickly !
— Lomiton Pan,

| _

BY A LEAP.
CHAPTER L
‘‘ TRUE OF HEART."

A small, old-fashioned cottage where
& woman mts working in the poreh.

A 3:1 cottage, in a n stocked
only with fruit and vegetables, save for
Lhe{ud: creepers clin to the porch,
But then their blossoms gleam as white

88 any rare exotics, and the
flight across the heath from that far liné
of brillisncy which, though buta rib-
bon's width, is the broad sea flashing in
the sun. A slight, pale woman, wear-
ing & widow's cap upon her smooth
brown hair, but with such a look of love
longing on her face that she too has
beanty which it is good to look upon,
isolated as the cottage may
be, it is a home of love and peace, and
and (Ln-i.et. as the coun OmAn
she a wealth of warm affec-
ion in her heart.
she gits there alone, Mary Bullivan
is dreaming the old dreams which have
cheered her ten years ot widowhood—
bright but never impossible dreams of
the future of her only son—and she is

lancing backward, too, over her own
ife, wondering a little, just a little, if
many women of her age have seen no
more of the world than she, who has
not spent one night of all her life
—nor ever wished to do se—beyond this

i where her husband has been
schoolmaster. Isit to be nlwaysso? A

“EE
:

steadlast light comes into her eyes, and
her quiet lips break into a smiie, made
beautiful by prond and loving trust—

¢ That shall be left to Davy,” she says,
nttering softly the one name which now
means all the world to her. “ His
choice will be my choice,”

From the porch were Mary sits she
muhbsso' pse, through the trees,
of the road %wm’ch the stage-coach
daily passes. is spot she is watching
eagerly, and when the four horses come
within sight at last, she drops her knit-
ting and rises. Nervously drawing her
hand across her strained, glad eyes, ahe
turns and enters the cottage, as if
dare not wait those few minutes which
will bring the coach into sight again close
to the garden 3

Ten 16 laid for two in the pleasant Lit-
tle kitchen, and the table—though it
bears upon its snowy cloth uo luxuries
beyond home-made cakes and fresh-laid
egge—has quite a festive look. The
mother stands and gazes round ber with
s smile. Is there nothing more she can
bring for Davy ! Her hands arec
wguawr, and her breath is quickening,
for ahe knows that any moment now her
mmy rush in, past that line of sun-

e at the n door. But she does
not know how intently she is listening
for his foots upon the gravel, nor
bow her face brightens when he comes
in at laat,

“" gg‘{hﬁ.u !“ D.
L1} ‘. !l'
The #4 buritl from the hearts of

hm m:lm momht::: then the
's lips are clinging to his mother's,
her arms holdsh.i.m in that entire
love which a widowed mother so often
lavighes npon an only son,

e et

is over
sit together in their favor-
ite corner
nhhr“:z

the porch, while the sun
aoross the sea.

“Four whole weeka of idleneas, and
of home and you, mother,” David says,
*« It seems too to be true.”

“Buat you like school, Davyi" Mrs,
Bulﬂm;:h'hﬂully. * Yon are hap-

py there ;

. ob, yes; and getling on
u.pihlgrw Of course I try to do that,
mother, as grandfather urged it so when
be condescended to put me in this
school. Perbaps he help me a little
 even when the flve years are over,
will soon rise, if he gives me a start,
alter this ised school term.”

“ And if he does not, this education
in a great half, Davy. You will be
17 when Bave ge oollafa. and
clever, and abde to do anything."

“ mgolhing—«arything. mother, * as-
serts boy, softly drawing her arm
ahout.hh.i:lneck - alull;b&la man, and

on never want an again,
*u shall have a large ]_wmmﬁud gar-
den, sand I shall come home to yon
every mnh‘:g‘lrom mywfice—where I
hall earn the money, you know, It
m“r?;inw Iatmndt ’ouinbemd m?en don't
except in Lon expect,

gﬂnld you like if, motlwro;h

“ You have made np your mind to be
ricky Davy

*QOuly,” the boy answers, bis eyes
upon his mother's fnce, * only just rich
enough to make you comfortable and
bappy, mother ; t yon may never

I|of love and bravery aad hope) which

have to work—as you work now, or deny I
;mrul!—u you den now,
ou have so little, mother, to make your
life ensy and | S
“ Little I"" ahe eries throng -her hap
[)y.tmm. “ Little! when I have you,
"J"Dl

“We both have all we need, dear
mother," the boy says, laying his curly
head upon her shoulder, **1 wonldnot
change homes with the richest boy in
all our college (though A# wonld laugh
at the notion) ; but still, I mean to give
you more, I am making the most of
my time, "

“What do the masters say of you,
Davy

“hat T am the best arithmetician in
the school,” the boy says, laughing ;
“and best (for my age) in one or two
other thi But, mother, I beat every
fellow — o (!E"l' or younger — hollow at

gymnastios,

"W}l;-t u&theyh?“nu::lgluy, wonder-
ing. But thoug id explains at
las , her idea of the science is only a
little less vague when he finishes than it
had been when he began.

“Weo have asplendid gymnasinm at
school, and you should see me, There's
not a fellow who can come anywhere
near me. And I have a prize to show
you, mother—not for that,” he adds,
with a langh at her surprise, * but for
accounts. I won it to pleass grand-
father, because, after all, he was very
good to put me to school, though he will
not personally notice either of us, Tt is
almost like giving me & fortune, isn't it?
and therefore better than if he asked me
to his honse, although that wonld show
{:: had forgiven my father for—settling

m' "

“Almost a fortune—yes,” she an-
swers, gravely stroking his brown curls,
“ But try to think less of being rich than
of being good and true-hearted, my own
child.”

“] do, mother,” he says earnestly,
““only I talk more of the one. And
when I think things over, mether, I feel
sure that a mau's occupation need make
no difference. My father had nothing
harder to battle with than the ignorance
of a lot of boys who, after all, loved him,
and tried to please him ; but I may be
just as f man battling with the
world—which seema so far from us, and
#o unreal to ns yot—as he was in this
dear little (lniat nook. Don't yon feel
this, motheri"”

Yea, she feels it. Small as her know-
ledge is, she knows of One who walked
unspotted through the world ; and poor
as she may be, she is rich in her great
trust in Him,

The sunset light s dying now, and the
wother and son sit watching it, in a
pilenoe which is sweet with love and
c{mpﬂtb —and when those, fair, pink
clonds fade and vanish from above the
aen,hthey rise and go into the cottage to-
gether,

CHAPTER II.
*FOR HER BPEAR SAKE.'

The first wacation of David's has
passed like a dream to his wother, and
now that the last day has arrived, she
feels aa if only a week sped, though
she bad so regretfully and h

both the days that have been spent and
spent and those that are to come.

Another long absence follows; anoth-
er bright home-coming (in the frosty
Christmas darkness now); another ab-
sence; and so on, and on, and on, until
David comes home from school for the
last time of all.

He meets his mother just within the
porch, where the flowers bloom that
summer a8 they have bloomed through
every summer of his life, and he has no
clond upon his face. But, Iater
on, his mother's anxions (uestion is an-
swered a little sadly.

““Yes, mother; I heard from the law-
yer yesterday, Grandfather’s will does
not mention either of ns, He has given
me all the help he meant to give, %all,
he has been very good, and now I am
ready to make my own start in the world.
But I must go at once, One delicions
day with youn here, then for London!
Don't look so sad, my mother; this shall
not be a long separation; not even so
long as the old school terms, for I will
soon come back to fetch g:u."

Bo after this one day m h-
ing over his scanty purse,
handa are he says, and his for-

tune, hope an But when he
loohbm.k.itin::lmnfaambtot
tears that he can see the little

where he leaves his mother in her | -
neas,

After David's the days
for Mrs. Bullivan a8 the old sohool-
dlﬂhlﬂdonﬁ, that now she has
6 daily excitement in his letters. Never
m%ﬂobmﬂﬁngmmmm
man come up garden path, and

ven into her trembling hand the letter

vid never fails to send; the letter (full

does his mother's heart such gond,

At last one letter comes in which he
tells ber he has found employment in an
moocountant’s office; em ugir:ent which

in easy to him, and which he likes,

th the salary he is to recoive is
than he had anticipated when he
so hopefully began his seurch.

“ But I will work so well,"” he writes,
* that the firm will raise my salary soon,
and (hen I will come for you, Ahl
mother, I can indeed work hard and
long and steadily for that good end."”
&, in the worka hard
too, confident in the tion of his
lsn, and living with him, through her
R:mg day-dreams, in & London which
exists in her i ion only—a wide,
calm city where all the yonng men have
David's face and David's nature, and

guide skillfully the machinery of the
world, .
But the time goss on, and David only

earns what he has earned at first,
“ And so,” he writes, a little sadly now,
“the home with wvou is still out of my
reach, for poverty here, mother, would
be to you a hundred times worse
poverty at home,”

When he has been absent for a year
Lhe comes home to spend his birthday
with his mother: a summer day which
they have spent togethor for all the
eighteen vears of David's life. Then
he goes back to his work, still hopeful
of the rise which his earnest and untir-
ing servitude is to win, ]

ix months pass, and then, one Sun-
day night, David walks unexpectedly
into the cottage kitchen, where his
mother sits beaide the fire, softly sing-
ing to herself a hymu which she has
heard in church that day. When she
starts up—her face, in that moment of

rise, white as death—David sees
how little able she is to bear any ahock
where he is concerned. But her delight,
one minute afterward, makes up for all,
and that Sunday night is one which both
will love to remember,

“Can you not stay one dayi” the
mother pleads, ** Must you really go
back to-morrow, Davy "

“ To-day you mean, mother. Look,
we lave chatted till after midnight,
already. Never mind, we have four
whole hours more, thanks to the new
railway. Don't go to bed, mother; I
cannot spare you for that time,"

She has never thought of leaving him ;
80 beside the cheerful fire they sit and
talk ; first of the lives which they have
separately led, and then of that life
which they are presently to lead to-
gether—for David lLas come home on
yurpose to bring joyful tidings, The
ong-talked of home will be ready soon,
for he is earning a high salary now, and
all the old bright plans are to be earried
out,

“ But, Davy,” Mrs. Sullivan says,
when she rises to at last to prepare the
early breakfast, * how wvery hard yon
must be working only to be spared for
one day, after a whole twelve months of
service "

“1 ecould have had one holiday be-
tween,” he answers, ** but I would not
take it. It was wiser not, mother, ns
this is an expensive journey, even now
that we have the railway."”

“And yon have been sending me
your money, David,"

“But I am earning so much now,” the
young man gays, with a bright excite-
went in his eyes, )

“ And are you happy, David "

““Yery happy, mother—thinking how
soon everything will be as I planned it
long ago.”

““ But for yourself alone, are you hap-
py, dear?” she asks wistfully,

“1!" Oh yes, mother, quite happy.”

Another good-by—‘‘But the &"
David says, as agnin and again he kisses
his mother's shaking lips.

CHAPTER IIL
‘AR, POOR HUMANITY !

David bad said that he would spend
his birthday at home—that June day
which has always been the one holiday
of the year to the widowed mother—but

ahe | connted (esoh marning ‘and esch mghiy) on the morning before arrives a letter

which tells her that he is obliged to de-
lay his coming. London is very full, he
says, und he is very busy ; so he cannot
get that day's holiday.

In every line of this letter the mother
can read his disappointment, as well as
the sorrow it gives him to disappoint
her ; and tears come and blot ont the
loving words, as well aa the proud de-
acriﬁﬁuns of the home which is all ready
for her now, out in one of the pleasant
northern suburbs. They blot out even
that simple request at the end—** Think
of me more than ever to-morrow,
mother, and pray for me just at night-
fall ; at that very hour when we lave
been used to si together in the porch on
other happy birthday nights,”

There is the present of money which
most letters bring her now, and it is
while she holds this money in her hand
that she forms a sudden resolution,
which comes to her at that moment as so
natural a one that she wonders where it
has been hidden before.

Ehemia unhlmx th:ayhfmm the vi

ce when n suggests itself,
mhen she relehI:- home (her nﬂu
3u.iom in the new excitement) she sits
own in her old seat on the and
makes it'all clenr to herself. David is
wOor very hard, and is to be lonely
on his birthday. How can she better
use his gift to her than by giving him a
pleasure he cannot e and so
vent his being selitary on that day which

pasa | they have never yet apent apart! As

he cannot come to Aer, she will go to
him. Ah! how his face will brighten
when he sees his mother come in ! How
he will start up with outstretched arms to
clasp her! t moment will repay her
for ?1'151. trouble she may have in reach-

hen once the resolution is formed
it holds her tensciously, and she begins
her ‘jurapnathm at once, gind and ex-
cited as o child, She packs her basket,
putting in a chicken and butter and
and ereanm, becanse David has said that
he never ij these things in London
as he does at home; md'Hllo smiles as
ehe ties a dainty whito cloth over them

all; for she is uring her boy's de-
light when he un these luxn-
ries which she has ht him from

his own village. All that night she lies
awnke, rises brisk and sctive, almost
wond if she can be the Mary Salli-
van who has never entered a railwa
onrriage in her life— he, a traveler,
starting alone to a far off. eity of which
which she knows nothing,

Taking her basket on her arm, she
x:lhtoun m’hutoluve the key of

r cotlage w clergyman, to
obtain from him justructions for her
journey. He gives them clearly and

cironmstantially; and, with her
to the station, sees her , with the
precious basket in her eare and that look
of steadfast happiness in her oyes,

Itisa longdo , but the mﬁoig
tion of Dw 'mm at secing
shortens and beautifles the way, so that
she starts with rise when a fellow-
passenger tells her she is at Padding-
ton. Timidly she stands back from the
crowd, holding her basket tight upon
her arm, and watching the passers-by
with wistful, patient eyes, What a
great place this station is! and every
one go busy and e !

“If yon please, I want to reach Far-
ringdon street, Would you kindly tell
me what to do?”—she has at last ac-
costed a porter, ns he passes with a
hamper on his shounlder.

i to Metropolitan.”

Cross to Metropolitan! The words
are foreign words to her, What can
they mean? Is there a river then be-
thenotllnlsr and Davidi i

nother soﬂar.mmg wly upaes
the crowd disperses, mrees the puzzled
look upon the woman's face, and bow
she shrinks a in her neat conn
dress, and holds her basket with suc
care and pride,

““Where do yon want to go” he en-
quires kindly.

“To Farringdon street. 1 am to
cross something, but I conld not under-
stand, I'm sorry to be so trouble-
some.,"

“Yon'd far better have a eab,” the

man says, in a tone of involun
kindliness. ‘Do you mind the ex-
rense i’

“1 lmw; si:!lhillinga il{l lnlah.nngo," l;ha
answers, looking gratefully into |lis |
face. * Will that doit"”

* Half of it."”

He takes lLer to one of the wailing
cabs and makes a hl.rEli.n with the man
in her presence; then he closes the door
upon her and smiles as she drives
away.

And this is TLondon—this line of
steeets, and crowd of people, and deal-
ening sound of wheels! Poor Davy!
How he must long for the quiet, shady
lanes and the fresh breeze coming in-
land from the sea!

The cab and Mary Sallivan
stands with beating heart at the door of
a tall, narrow house in Farringdon
street and rings the bell faintly. She
waita what she thinks a long, long time
before a ycung woman appears in
answer to her modest summons.

“ Will you tell me, if you please, in
which room I shall find my son "

“ What's your son’s name " the girl
asks, with a long stare.

“ David Sullivan,”

“*Oh, Mr. Sullivan,” she says, a little
more pleasantly, ‘ He's ont. Would
vou like to step nto the passage and
rest "

“Thank youn,” David's mother says,

ntly, as she meets this unlooked-for

low, “1 wonid much rather go to
him.”

I don't know where he is, thongh.’
He's nearly always out., He's at an
offior all day. Then he's forever going
out into the country somewhere north,
where he's got a house he's been fur-
nishing, I don't know where alse ha
goes, but he's always away at night."”

* He will be at—that house you speak

tion in them, upon the opening op-

posite. -

What a gay, grand place this is, with
}ights like suns and stars upon trl.w ou.ili
ng, so fur up, so very, very lar up

Yy, the clmrgh at home is not nearly
#0 high a4 this room. But why is it
lighted yot? ‘I'he June sunshine is lyin
brightly now upon the sea at home, an
it must be light as day in the cottage
rooms, What thonsands of faces are
gathered here—all looking one way, too,
all looking at that door which she has
been bidden to wateh, Are they wait-
for Davia, too.

Suddenly a band begins to play; and
—puzzled more and more— turns
her eyea from the spot she is watching
so inteutly, David has never told her
abont this music, and these lights, and
this great lofty room, and the watching
crowd. What does it mean? And why
is Davy coming here t

A prompt, tumultunons sound of elap-
pinglin the crowd ; and M h&ms her
puzzled eyes back again to the doorws;
she had been bidden to wateh. No ou{b
is there, save the few idle figures which
bhave stood there all the time., But
uwow, in the cleared space in the center
of the building, a man (who must have

through while she was gazing at
the band, aud whose face is turned from
her) is climbing a single rope suspended
from the roof,

Wonderingly, Mary watches the light
and retive fignre—tightly elad in white
and crimson ringing upward with
the speed and the agility of asquirrel.
Why should he do this daring, foolish
minﬁ? Is a man's life so valueless that
he shonld risk it thus to provoke a wo-
ment's passing wonderi Is death so
trivial a thing that he should brave it
recklessly thus, to win a moment's ap-
plause? Al! to think of this man's life
and then of Davy's!

Another minnte, and the man she
watches springs to a double rope which
hangs from the lofty eeiling, and, sitting
there ot ease, looks down upon the
erowd. Then Mary's eyes look full into
hin face.

- - » L

It ie & special performance at the
cirens on this June night, bein%‘tl.m
farewell of the famous gymuast Mon-
sienr Sulli, who, after his brief and
brilliant career, is retiring from the
profession in which he shines without a
rival, intending to settle down—so it is
rumorad, ironically and discontentedly
—to office work with an accountant, and
to live ina small house out in a north
suburb, with an old mother from the
conntry. So ridienlons, in the very
zenith of his fame,

Ou this farewell night be is to perform
(for the last time) his greatest feat—a
feat which no one but himself has ever
attempted. From the flying trapeze
where he now stands, swinging himself
carelessly to and fro, he will spring to a
stationary one forty feet distant; aud,
passing throngh this, will cateh it by
one foot ouly, and hang suspended so,
one hinndred feet above the arena,

A dangerous exploit, of conrse ; but
performed with wondrons nerve and
skill. Burely it will be a pity if, hav-
ing made his reputation, Monsieur Sulli
shall still persist in his determination to

of, T suppose i questiona Mary, her
voice trembling in in its eagerness as |
her thoughts dwell on this home which |
David has been preparing for her. * 1|
wish {on could toll me where it is.” :

“ Bat I don't know," the girl answers, |
more shortly, **and I shonld think youn'd
better stay {wre till he comes back."’

“T would rather go to him. Do you |
think any one in the house conld kindly |
tell me where he inf" |

A young foreigner is coming down
the stairs as speaks, and she
looka shyly and tfully at him. HSo
the girl the question: Does he
happen to know where Mr, Sallivan is?

* Monsieur BSulli — Bullivan "' the
young man qnestious, langhing a little
as he glances into the face of the conntry-
bred, yet delicate-looking woman who
stands holding her basket so closely to
her side. * Yes, I know; why "

“I am his mother,” Msry says, her
voice bright with pride.

“Had you better not wait hero until
he comes "

“ I wonld far rather go to him, if yon

80 she gives it to the young woman,
with & ahy request that it may be taken
care of, then followa her guide out into
the street, It seems to that they
have walked for miles down noisy and
bewildering streets, when they turn and
enter & wide and open doorwsy. With
a #igr to his companion to follow, the
stranger walks on along a carpeted pas-
sage, only pausing a moment to speak to
a man who is standing there, just as if |
ke might be waiting for them. Mary
followed her guide on and on, wondering
how this lighted way could lead to any
home which David bad chosen for her.

Yet all the while her heart is futter-
ing joyfully, becanse the meeting musf
be now 80 near, Onece more t.:nlo uhmd:
ger stops to to rome one who stan
at an inner door, then he leads her
through it, on amid a crowd of seated
fignres,

“If yon sit here,” he says, with a
amile, pointing down to a vacant seat
which they hnve reached, ** you will soon
#06 your son. Wateh the wide entrance

opposite you there, and yon will see him
in a few minutes,”
Mary thanks him with a simple earn-

eatness, and fakes the seat and waits;
her eyes fixed, with a smile of expecta-

retire from the ring.

A grand success! The shout of ap-
lanse, which shakes the great buildiug
rom floor to eceiling, testifies to this
beyond a question, Decidedly a grand
success! Though in one seat among
the erowd a soli woman, who is a

stranger there, sits, white, and still, and ]

dead. —Belgravia.
————
Not a Poor Man’s Land,

A private letter from a citizen of So-
lano connty, California, to a friend in
Illinois, ecntains the following: ** You
nsk me about the propriety of laboring
men moving to California. As a cow-
mon-place remark, I will say that it is
a great big country—lota of territory—
tue choice pieces of which are iu the
hands of farmers or specnlators, Asa
result, farming does not pay at the
present time, It is almost wholly a cereal
country, and the raising of wheat does
nqt pay. Millions of bushels are oun
hand now, for which there is no markst.
We grow plenty of fruit, but that is
perishable and can't be exported. La-
borers’ wages hers on farms range from
830 to 840 per month, with board; but

wonld help me,"” . |aman must ba a skilled teamster or
‘* You are quitesure!"” he axksagain, | 1oy to command $40. They plow
“Hl t}:ﬁo“h:gm uri gnnce. witht uga_um g fourmp borses -
= '] . w er ﬁ: or in
hen I will direct you, for Tam go- | 4 e One who can one of

ing that way mysell. You had better, | 1},0g0 teams can command $30 and $40 per | >
at any rate, leave your basket here. month. Common hands, owing to the

Chiness, who are very apt at all light
work where no ani are to be han-
dled, can only realize §20 to $25 per
menth. I would not advise any ywor
man at the East to leave $20 or $25 per
month to come to Califernia. We are
situated thus: The Greeks, Italians,
Portuguass and Chinese do our fishing,
the Portuguess and Chinese our garden-
ing, Irish girls and Chiness our honse.
work an i washing, the Mexicans our

shepherding, the Jews our storekeepiug, |

the Girangers our farming, and the
Amervicans our milroading, boating,
speculativg, banking, eto., and, together
with the Irish, talk politios and bold the
offlces. "

Paclfie Coast Ship-Ballding.
Hhi‘)-!mil.ling is going on with un-
abatad activity on the Pacifie coast,quite
a nnmber being already on the stocks.
Iu 1815 a fleot of mxty vessels was
Inunched aggregsting 9,070 tons, The
great majority of those already out are
engaged in trade with Mexico, Oentrnl
America, the Pacific islands, the fiah-
eries and domestic Pacifie ports. The
more important features are the speed,
[ and endurance shown by near-

Iy all the veasels built on this const.

Pith and Point.
Tue Boston Herald printed an item
about & ** bold soeak thief,”

IT in now supposed that Abraham
was tho original base ball player, s the

Scriptures say that Le pitebed in the
wilderness,

“ Waene is the east 1" inquired » tutor
one day of n very little pupil. ** Where
the morning comes from,"” wos the
prompt and pleasant answer.

Wuex a cannibal gormand goentos
native restanrant for a dish of wissionary,
he uses the words of an old hywn and
ealls for * Bervaut of God—well done.™

Haum the cares of state, the new Sal-
tan of Turkey should not forget that it
is to scissors and ram he owes hin ex-
altation ; he muet Abdnl perceptions if
he doesn't.—Chicago Times.

“ Dors our constant chatter disturb
you i” asked one of three talkative Ia~
dies of a sober-looking fellow- passenger.,
“No, ma'am ; I've been married nigh
on to thirty years," was the reply.

A SCIENTIFIC Writer says every infant
can say **no " several months before %
can aay “*yes.” An old bachelor who
has been rejected seventeen times
this habit of saying “no" before
can say * yes"” clings to the female in-
faut until after she becomes 27 years old.

A youxa gentleman, after having for
some time paid his addresses to a A

Fopred the question, The lady, in &
rightened manner, =said: ** You seare
me, sir.” The gentleman did not wish
to frighten the lady, and cousequently
remained silent for some time, when she
exclaimed, ** Soare me again.”

Tur following waa copied literally

from an old tombstone in Scotland :

* fHere liea the body of Alexander M Pherson,

Who was a very extraondipary person,

Who was two yards in his stocking feet,

And kept his socoutrements clean and neat.
He was slow
At the battle of Waterloo,
Flump through

The gullet; it went in at hils throst,

And came out at the back of his coat,™

A ocounty treasurer in Ohio uemed
Krustt is “short’ in his acconnts, sad
his friends doughu't know where be is
He was always considered a pie-ous man,
too.— Norristown Herald, He's ?nb-
ably just taking a loaf round, aud will
be back when bhe is kneaded. Posaibly
he's taken o yeasterly direction. — Phila-
delphia Bullatin,

A taronr and his son ware in the
olden days doing & day's work at a farm-
house, The prudent housewife, to me-
cure & good day's work, lighted ecandles
when daylight to fade. The
tailor looked to his son and said, ** Jook,
coufonnd them that invented workin’ by
candle-licht.” ‘*Ay,"” replied young
snip, **or daylicht, either, father.”

At a brilliant chureh wedding some
of the ushers showed some very w
but socizlly obscure people into
seats in the middle aisle, As soon as he
discovered it the sexton hastened to the
nsher and exclaimed : ‘' Did you gi
the——'s that seati” * Yes,"
on earth did you do that for ! Did yon not
know that they were only side-misla
trash "' — Boston Journal,

Tae other morning a hungry-locking
man was bothering the melon ab
the City Hall Market to find him a five-
cent melon. C':ne of the dealers became
snnoyed at the stranger's Poniluoy
and called out: '* Why don’t yom in-
vest fifteen or twenty cents in anice
melon and take it homei” “I

| @reenbacks on depoult st date ..., ...

will at once tell yon why I dom't,"”
was the soft reply. **I should kinder
Liate to take a melon home and sit down
| and eat up all before my wife and chil-
Iren, Seems to me it would be kinder
hoggish not to give them all a piece
around, and so I will buy one and eat it
here,” ““And I hope the seeds will
choke you!” shouted the dealer.
“But they won't. I am always very
carefnl to spit'em ount!"—Free Press

The Issue and Retirement of Green-

backs,

The statement given below shows the
issne and retirement of national bapk
potes and tender notes nnder the
act of June 20, 1874, and Jan. 14, 1875,

to the 1st of this month :
Nationa bank notes sut-
rtanding when sot of Juue
20, 1874, was I
Nutional bank notes iseved
from June 20, 1874, 4o Jan,
14, INTS esnsnasens suse s § TEI0N
Natiopsl bank npotes re.
deemaod and retired  e-
tween sate dates ., ... .....

209,600,508

2,967,932

Incroane from June 20, 1874,
to Jast, 14, 1010, v v vnr s

Nationsl bank notes

1,067,208

§301,061,008

#40,801,8.038
15 S98,005

Total redeemmed and surrei-
BOPlyuosesnen apenss
National bank notes issund
liet worn satue dates. ...
Decrenss (rom Jau, 14, 1875,
B bl i nmsnaaen s
National bapk uetes ont-
. wtanding st dste,
Greenbaoks on deposit iu the tre.anry
Jupe 30, 1874, 0 redire boles ol ju-
solvont awd llguidsting banks
| dreenbacks depoaited fromm Jane N,
18T, Lo date, to retire Batious beoak

noles, . " LA, 914,00

Total Joposits ... covviarnneias . § o mm
Cireuisti n redeemed by Trosanrer be-
tween saine dates wiloout peisaue, . . 40,7006

26,0,538

19,508, 712

T

Gresntmeks rotired under sct of Jan,
18 BME. ois bussnmanasninrasbrivssny B3
Greeubacks outstanding st date., ., ..

Dividing California.
Another State is talked of, 1t is
that California shall be eat in twe
along the line of Banta Cruz county,
with fourteen sonthern connties for a
new commonwealth, which will hawe
about 150,000 inhabitanta, 30,000 v

%1 't]n“:;bia property estimated at §100,-

L]



