BAILLERY.
ELEGY ON A HAILNOAD PASA,

o more, "twixt rails of iron laid
'er flold and moor und fallow,

Anemones wiil bloow and fade,
And daivios, white and yellow |

No more betwoen the ties will grow
The weoeda nnd huxhd Hrnanes ;

They'll all be dead, all trodden low
By poople without pasacs,

«From many a fair provincial place,

Where cowmpunion are siranded,

In sarly spring will set the pace
cotmpaunies disbanded ;

From manv o leginlative bull

Will come a fresh contingent ;
Shippers and editors will fall

In ‘l:m; there's uo infriugement

Of the grim law; when skivs above
Betoken sottled weather

Then will the sorrowing cohorts move
Along the track togethoer

Ko more betwoen the tles will grow
Tho weoeds and tanglel granses;

They'Il nll be dead, wll trolddou low
By people without pasies,

THE BANKER'S UAUCHTER.

BY M. J. ROY,

It was a plain but neat little conutry
Bouse standing at the roadside, surrounded
by tall elms and moyles. It
distance as if the bhouse bad been w pedes-
drian, grown weary with tramping along

|
tho dusty thoroughfare, and squatted at the ] daring, to which she owed her life.

roadside in the sbade of that delightful
grove. It secwed ouly to repose there for
dbe night, and on the morrow it wonld take
up the march again and 1esume its journey.

A vouth stood at the creaky old gate,
resting one elbow upon it, while the palm
of his hand supported his sunburned chin.
He was a youug former, not over twenty
years of age, und ns bis dark gray eyes
wandered down the road a sigh escaped
his breast. Was he to live, grow up, grow
old and die on this little furm? Was he lo
wear through a few years of such Lium-
drum life, and then pass away to be for.

iten or only remembered as a tiller of

soil?

Many other ambitions youths have
wighed for freedom, and dreamed day-
dreams of the glory of a brillinnt career,
have gone forth to seek fnme and fortune,
and sighed far more bitterly for the little
country home and humdrum life they once
thought distastelul than they ever did for

looked in the |

“What are your charges?” Mrs, Norton
asked, dnwlnf Ther purse.

Mrs. Russel, whose covetous eves fall
on the purse, was trying to fix on & sum as
exorbitant as possible, when ber son said:

“Nothing, wother; take not a cent.” |

There was something so fierce in the
determined manner of the youthful farmer
that Mrs. Russel was a little torrified, and
refused to accopt a cent.

Again Mrs, Norton thavked them, and
asked the bashiful young farmer to nswist
herself and daughter in the carriage. Oh,
how he felt his blood thrill in Lis veins as
Lie touched that plump little hand, fashing
with dinmonds. The contrast betwean his
howespun clothes and her silk was very
great, but Miss Olla did not seem to no-
tice it.

The enrriape rolled away, and with a
deep sigh Walter turned to the farm, which
had grown more commonplace nnd mean
thau ever. He sighed, he blushed, he
drenmed day-dreams, and cursed his own
folly for dreaming them.

“It is wot for we; drudgery, toil, and |
hardships are nlone for me," he said, dis-
contented with his lot.

Those fields, which were lovely with |
verdure, and gave forth delightful odors
to others, had no eharms for him.

A few weeks later, when he went to the
vity, dressed in his best Sunday suit, the
banker invited him to his house, where he
met the blue-eyed, golden-haired divinity,
who again thanked Lim for his bravery and

The few moments were ke n dream—n
delightful dream— the awakening from
which he dreaded., She played and sang
very swaetly for him, and he was desper-
ately in love with her, yet realizing his
own inferiority, he dured not hope over to
win Ler.

How be met Olla Norton again and
ngain we need not tell; bat be became less
reserved and wore hopefal, and she secmed
to even give bim encourngement, It was
only when he got down to real stubborn
faots pnd cool reaconmg that he was
forced to admit tha: Olla Norton was be-
voud bim. The banker's dungliter marry a
country clown? Such a thing was prepos- |
terous, ‘

The fuet that he had been rather favored
by tue banker, und when in the city had
even been a guest at bis honse becnme
rumored about, and his envious neighbors |
took oceasion to remark that they thouglht
“Walt Lnssel had more gumption than to

fame and glory. Thev made the discovery

be stickin' himself on people who thought

when too late thal the fume and glory 1 culves better'n him. Becaunse he's saved
which they so M-']“h,”-" desired was ".'I” | the girl's life he thinks thev'rs goin' to
worth the getling. But other youths will | ;oo 'r to 'im. 1'd think he'd take a bint

sigh and dream, and hope for greatuess, | Giy ot bein' knocked down with it,”
ag long ns the heart Lus passions and os 1

long ns life has woes.

Walter Runssel's eyves wandered down
sthe broad country rond, just ns they had
day a'ter day ever sinee he could remem-
ber. Thle road, which Le had once thought
led to the emd of the world, was the same
old road it had been then., The
forest on either side was just the same,
with tha exception that bhe had explored its
depths, and thore was less of the wystery
and awe abont it thun of yore.
fairies and goblins with which his infantile
imagination had peopled it were gone, and
wits them all the pleasurable enchinntment.

“Come in, Walt; what are you staudin’
gul there for?" ealled his mother,

“I am looking down the road, mother.”

“What d've see?”

“Nothing; I hear the

4 "

Tlage.

*Oh, it's some o' them hich-flvers from
town,” said Mre. Russel, with just the least

wheels of a car-

bit of sarcasm, which did no eredit to this |

really gentle-hearted woman.

Suddenly, thore was a shrick from np
the road. It had grown too dark to dis.
tinctly see objecls, but from the mttling,
rouring soumd of wheels and deatening
clatter of hoofs the young farmer knew that
the Lorses had become l'rll.._'htt'ue\l and weras
running nway,

There was no time to eall for assistancs,
The eries of femaele voices for help ap-
pealed to his manliood, wnd Walter ran
withi the spead of a reindeer up the rond.
The corner of the cow-lot was at the side
of the road, and tied to a bhickory tree wus
a beavy rope which had been used asa
swing. On the opposite side of the road
was another tree, and to seize this rope, fiy
across the road, streteh it tight and tie it
bard and fast was but the work of a few
wecondds,

In fact he had but a few seconds in
which to act, for the team was coming
down with the spead of an express train,
No human hand could stay their onwarnd,
headlong flight, and Walter bhad adopted
the only plan which could possibly save the
people in the carriage.

Having made the rope fast he tlew to the

«gemter of the road.

Lake m mighty engine of destruction,
rolling amid whirling clonds of dust, came
the caninge with medoubled fury at every
moment, The snorts of frightened borse,
<latler of boofs, roar of wheels, nad shrieks
of inmates conld be heard for miles on
thot quiet night, and brought the entire
family out of the bouse,

The horses struck the rope like an ava-

tianche, aud made the trees crack and bend,

but the rope held them. Theére was a
erashing, rolling together, and screams of
tewror and pain, all concealed by a dense
waloud of dust,

Walter sprang forward and seized th
horses. His fahber, mother, aud sisters
bastensad to his nid. The frightencd ani-
mals were laken from the earriage and tied
Lo the trees, and then two Indies were Hited
from the carringe. Both were insensiblo,
and Wal'er and his father carried them
dnto the honse,

One of them was a lady about forty years
of age, while the other was not to exceed
eighteen. Evidently they were mother and
daughter.

“1ts Mrs. Norton, the banker's wife, nnd
gal,” cried Mrs. Lussel the moment the
rayw of the lamp £ell on them.

Very tenderly Walter laid the slight,
rgolden-hnired girl upon the plain couch,
aud stood gazing nt the pale, gweet fuce,
Mm. Russel ran for her “camp-fire” bottle,
and, as neithor of the ladies was seriously
injured, they soon recovered and were nble
to explain how the accident had occurrod,

The driver had fallen from his scat on
aocount of one of the wheels of the car-
srisge muuing into a rat, snd the
specoming  frightened, ran away, The
voachman, looking rather humiiiated, now
came up, and, a8 the earringe was consid-
ernbly dunaged &+ d they were unable to
we win to the city that nigzht, Le was sout
abead to Lring out n conveynnce for them
next morning,

Walter wanted to go the city and 1 ring
out » doetor, but Mrsa. Norton declared

| Walter thought thint may be his fr quent

dark old |

I he ginnts, |

|
Lotsen, |

These ungracious remarks reached his
enrs, nnd cunsad him many a heart pang.

enlls ot the banker's were becoming intru-
sions, and dvtermined to know the very
worst the pext time he met Miss Norton,

“Hey, Walt, goin’ tew town?” asked
Tom Flynn, us he met the yonng furmaer,
| mounted on his pmncing borse upon the
| roudd.

“Yos,

*Was thar yisterdwy,” smd Tom, reining
in his horse. “Theys goin’ ter be a big
weddin'!”

“Who*"
| “Miss Norton, the gal ye kep’ the horses

from killin', they say's goiu’ to mary Mr.
Adolptnus Malloy, the rich New Yorker, I

saw bim in the bank. Oh, he's o reglar
| dewdl.™ |
| Walter galloped on. The bright deln-

| «ion was dispelied, the sweet drenm  gone,

Little did Tom Flyun dream of the amount
of gall and bitterness his mischievous |
| words bad eaused. He hoped he had

| blasted Walter's bhappines, and cared not
l.u‘.\ lI[l“!‘l!!I!ll" lll’ mnde Lim

The ride to the city wus
wisery, if not a blani,

He had to pass the banker's suburban
| residence, and us he did so be heard voices,
Turning bis eves in that direction he saw a
no less personnge than Adolphus Malloy |
himself. .

There stood the dandy talking with the
banker, while Olla, more lovely than she
had ever nppeaved hefore, stood behind
her mother's ehair on the Ilnt'!in‘.i.

Walter was partinlly sereened by some |
flowering sbrubbery, and ipvoluntarily
checked his borse. The men were so close
to bim that he conld hear what the soft-
| toned Adolphus was saying:

“If you wish testimonials, Mr, Norton
ali! Teawn furnish them, indeed I cawn. 1'm
of one of the best families in Ny Yark. I
make a fair proposal for your daugbter's
hand, nnd »

“Mr. Malloy, you must consult with my
danughter herself about this matter,” said

| the banker. “Giet her consent, and then I |
| will hear you.” ..

“He bns npot got her consent yet,” said l
Walter, fesling the load on his henrt

| tewporarily lightened, But he reflected

| that it would mnot be long until the dandy |
hiad the girl's consent, and then the weight |
upon his heart seemed as oppressive as

| ever.

The next two or three hours were like a
terrible dream to Waller. He wandered
mechanieally about the city, hardly know.
ine what lad brought him to town, or
whither be sbould go. Then he seemed
desirous of leaving,

It wns late in the day when he started for
his home., He was forced to go by the

| banker's house, and it was as he rode
slowly by the garden wall thut he overboard
voices in the summer house. Impelled by
some strange feeling, he drew rein and
| lstenad.

“No, Mr. Malloy,”™ the well-known voice
| of Olla was heard saying, “I ean never be |
| more than a friend to you.”

[ *What! do I understand that von refuse
| my suit?” demanded the voice of Adolpuus |

Malloy, quivering with rage,

“Yes, sir.”

“Do yon reject me?"

“I do.”

“By heaven, girl, you shall be made to
tepent this. You know not who I am. 1

| am not a person to be triffed with fo that
| manoer.”

“Do you threaten?®”

“I do, aud yvou shall have cause to fear.
Yon shall be mine whether j‘ll wish to or
not, and this kiss shall senl our be-
| trothal —"

“Oh, help! halp!”

Willer never knew how he got over that
wnll into the summer house. The first he

\ kinew bhe was standiog in the arbor clasp-

blurred with

g the = j!r!n:!]ﬂ, [rightened Olla to his
brenst, while M. Malloy, bis brain consid-
erably muddled, as if he ha been kit with
an Alerandriin battering ram, was slowly
serambling to Lia fect.
I Tre [fashiouable young Now-Yorker
: . . |
glancad aloat him, snd, with a blighting

| ereek bunk, beneath w

road, his horse’s feet making but m little

Racciag voitas Guly & fuw pasta Owey: Ony
con a fow away.

of the speakers he recognized as the man

he had punished that day. Walter slipped

' noiselessly from the saddle, tied his borse

to a small tree, and crept to the top of the

h the persons en-
gagod in the conversation were standing.
Yes,” said the voice which he recog-
nized as Adolphus Malloy's, “that’s all up
now, The girl hns refused me point blauk;
and now all we can do is to make the most
we can out of it. His bouse 14 in the sub.
urbs, and they keep considerable jewelry
about it, as well a8 money. Hesides we'll
drag the old hound out, make him go with
uk to the bank, and, us he knows the com.
hiu:nuu of the lock, open the vault for
UK.
“Won't there be danger?™
“Yes, some; but no more than we've
risked before. Weo, who've cracked so
many oribs in New York City, needn't have
any fears of this one. Besides, boys, it's
bound to make a big haul for ns, What do
you say?"”

“Oh, we'll go amywhere ye lead,” said
nnother,

“We'll be four to one. There's only the
old man and two women, with possibly a
woman servant and man servant in the
house. But they'll be surprised, and what
can they do? Come on."

Walter crept swiftly and noiselessly back
to his horse, led him sbout two hundred
puces, and then, tarniug his head back to-
ward the city, leaped into the saddle and
galloped away. The further he went the
fauster his horse ran, It was severnl miles,
but the noble animal bore Lim onward like
wind,

It lacked several minntes of midnight
when he reachedl the house of the banker
in the suburbs, and boldly opening the
gute led his hor-e into the lawn, sand tnrmed
him into the summer house, us it offered
the best place of conceclment,

Hurrying up the door-step he rang the
night bell. A moment later o sleepy darky
cume.

“I must see Mr., Norton ot once,” said
Walter.

Mr. Norton came down balf dressed into
the hLall, where he listened in amazement
to what Walter hud to reveal.

“Have yout no weapons?" the countryman
asked,

“No, not a thing, except that heavy cane
in the corner.”

“That will do! Now,
luntern,” said Walter.

“Btop I huve one: I will get it.”

The banker spon bronght the lantern, nnd
Walter then seizing the cane told Mr. Nor.
ton and the colored wnn to secure clubs,
and be ready at the bead of the stairway
when he shonld call,

They did so, and then a deathlike still-
ness fell over the seene. An hour had
passed, wien Walter conld hear footsteps
creeping forward toward the door. Skele-
ton keys were inserted, the bolt clicked,
shiot back, and four dark forms, each wear-
g o black mask, glided into the hall, so/t-
Iy vlosing the door after them.

“Wait up stairs, this way," some one
whispered,

“Snrrender!” roared Waller, and with a
click the dark lantern flashed o tlood of
light upon them.

Whack! came u blow from the cane, and
one of the four hurglars feil.

“PDouse the glim-—ont for
shoutsd another,

Thers was n -hur‘l report, and Walter
fell n stinging pain on his cheek, but he
struck out again, and dewn went the man
who had shot him. Another sharp erack
and a pain in his shoulder told he had a
seoond hit. The lantern fell from his
grasp. but he continned to do battle, thonyh
all was darkness about him, and he felt ns
if ten thonsand worlds were erashing in
ruin about his failing senses, He heard
sbouts on the slairway, and knew the
banker and nogro were coming to his aid,
but the excessive 'min and loss of blood

if I had a dark

the door!"

overcame the modern Hercules, and he
faintod.

When he recovered he was lying on a
bed, two surgeons were dressing his

wounds, and some one was softly weeping
at the head of his bed. He looked, and it
wia Lhe banker's daughter.

Never was & hero so fully repaid for his
suffering. Olln wans bis nurse, though his
mother came to share her vigils, and be.
fore Walter recoversd he had declared his
love and been necepted by Olla,

I'eople began at once to speak of Walter
as a decidedly lucky boy, but of course the
banker's girl wonld not throw herself away
on him. When rumor of the betrothal was
firat mande known no one believed it

When it becnine a fact, v\!"l"l\'llt)-l‘\' sap-
posad that Walter would go into the bank
and learn the business, but he did nothing
of the kind.

Mr. Adolphus Malloy and his two asso-
cintes eaptured with him, who proved to be
a bund ot New York burglars, were nll sent
for a long term to the Stute's prison. Wal-
ter and Oile were marricd as soon as he
récovered from his wounds, and the banker
settled his son-in-law upon a large stock
firm in the country, not far from the eity,
where he beecame the model farmer of that
loeality.  And his wife, thut excellout lady
and housckeeper, 1 the bauker's daughter.

Horns of Elks,

Every hunter among the mountains
of the Olympie range where elk
abounds knows that the elk “sheids its
horus,” as they are commonly called,

| every year; that the new antlers grow

rapidly and are at tirst covered with a

| skin on which is a soft growth oalled

velvet, While they are in their first
growth and before the velvet is rubbed
off the antlers are filled with blood-
vessels, and are considered by old
hinters as excellent eating. My old
friend, Peter Fisher of (Quilloute, Cla-
lam Conuty, forn erly a mighty hunter
of elk, has often nssured me that “elk
Lhorns in the velvet are just like mar-
row.” Other fumous and successful
elk-hunters of Dungeness, such as
Weir, Sutherland, Merrill, Sol Thomp-
gon, and a score more, have assured me
of the same fact, Gradually the antlers
harden, commencing at the base, and
when sufliciently matured the velvet is
rubbed off by the animal, and the ant-
lors, at tirst wh to, change to the rich
brown with whi b every one is familisr
who has sren n “pair of elk horns.”
Thess antlers are seldom dropped at
the saiwe time, The animnl may knoek
off one among brush and then move

there was no neod for him to do so; both | curse on the head of the young farmer, left | gway to another place and cast the

hewelf and donghter were getting along
wery well, and neither was njured in the
Jleast by the runaway,

When the large blue eves of Miss Olla
*Norton fell upon the face of the robust
~young farmer, whose sirong arm and clear
{bmin had doubtless saved her life, those
wrla of leaven's own bloe dmnlnml' and a
Waint Mush mantled her face,

ill at ense when Mrs. Norton thanked him
for his noble services.

avith sueh elegantly dressed ladies for their
gmests!  He retired from the room as soon
sas possible, and passed a sloeploss night in
«the hay-loft.

Next morning the ladies wore called for
thy t' e driver in another carringe. and took
sthe r leave of the farmer, altér thanking
hicaself and his wife for their kind bos-
wi ality,

Valter felt |

Oh; bow homely. |
plain, and mean the old farmbonse looked |

the scena,
Wulter's tongue seemed loosened, for the
| first time in his life. Consciousness of |
power made him bruve.  All timidity, all |
awkwarduess was gone. and be, a veritable |
hero, led the frightened, resened girl to the |
house. Words of doep sympathy, if not of
| love, wers exchanged,
He remmined for several minutes, and
| there could be no mis<taking the look of re-
wrat on the face of the beautiful girl as he
took leave of her,

The sun had gone down and n'ght had
thrown oul bher sable mantle, when he can-
tered ont of the citv. Adown the dark road
his horse pranced.

His cour e lay throngh n forest mdst of
the way, nnd as there was no moon, and it
being slightly clondy, the night was in-
tenssly dark.

other. lhese soon got buried among
the vegetation where they have fallen
amnd in a short time disappear. As they
are considered of little value it is but
seldom s hunter will take the tronble
to bring one out of the woods when
they may by chanee be observed.—
Portland Or gonian.

_ .‘iuup]ﬁinn.

The man who is suspicious lives in a
constant state of unhappivess, It
would be better for his peace of mind
to be too trustful than too guarded,

We trust Horace did a little hoeing
and farmng himself, and his verse
is not all fraudulent sentiment. —C, J).
Warner,

He was riding slowly along the dark

KILLING WOMEN,

- Tee Anglo-Saxons drowned women
guilty of theft. The criminal was
thrown from the cliff or submerged. In
the tenth century a woman was drowned
at London bridge.”

Wosmex were punished by drowning
in Scotland. Im 1509 Grissell Mathon
was condemned by the High Court of
Fdinburgh “to be taken to the north
:lockd.uml there drowned till she be

ead.”

L% ancient Cerman history we read
of female eriminals being impaled in
the mnd, and in comparatively recent

enrs the remains of several bodies
wving been found to prove the truth
of this ussertior,

Is early Ingland a cook ence poi-
soned fourteen persons. ‘The authori-
ties did not believe they had a pun sh-
meont suificiently severe for her case, 50 |
a law was passed making her crime
punishable by being boiled to death,

AceorpiNg to the Danish  laws
wowen wers buried alive for theft, a
method of punishment not unknown in
France. In 1831 Marote Dupias was
sconrged and subjected to this death at |
Abbeyvilla; in 1400 a woman named
Perotte Manger, a notorious thief and

'a ocolor that illustrates pre-eminen

| hood.

receiver of stolen goods was, by order |

of the I'rovost of Paris, buried alive in
front of the gibbet of that civy.

A MEMORABLE instance of drowning
oeenrred at Pavaria, October 14, 1476,
Agues Bernaurinn, wife of the ke
Albert the Pious, was dropped off the
bridge of the city of Strasbhurg into
the Danube. by order of her father. |
She appears not to have been put into
a sack, and her limbs not to have been
sec-urely bound, for she rose to the sur-
foce of the water and swam to the
shore, erying “help,” “help,” Dbut the
exvontioner pnt a long pole into her
liair and kept her down.

I¥ the early days of lngland men
were too hnmane to execute women, but
they drowned them. During the reign
of Henry 111, however, a woman wis
hanged, but as she did not die after be
ing on the gibbet a day, they cut hor
down and she was granted a pardon,
Vdulterons women and sorceresses |
wers drowned or smothered in mnad.
Stones were fastened to their necks to
prevent their swimming, or t]w.\' weara
sewed up in sacks. Sometimes thes
were drowned in company with a cat,
u dog and a snake.

Making Food from Grain.
liread is an invention from the
Cireeks and passed from them to the
Lomans,

A round disk of bread was for many
centuries the substitute for plates.
1 fter dinner these plates were distrib-
nted among the poor,

The hand-mills were the only known
tools to squeeze flonr from grain until
the first erusaders copied from the
Saracens the art to let wind-mills do
the \L'lll'}i.

Lread was not ent at menls, nor was
there any meal for it, for it was not
haked in the size or thickness as it is
at present, but in thin, smooth cukes,
:lllll o iil.lll' f.lu'l""fnl'{‘. l':l\i]_\' Iu- l-:lr}u'll.
This is the origin of the sayin.: *‘lo
break bread with him or her!”

Most of the ancient nations ate Lis-
cuits under special conditions; chietly
in war, whether navy or militury, or on
long journers ll}‘ sea or lamd. To the
t-rocks they were known as arton di
puron, that is, “bread twice put to the
fire,” while the Romans had their panis
nantiens, or eapta, chietly used, as its
nome unplies, for nautical purposes,

it is not a little odd that the word
“bisguet” or “isenit" embodies the
provoss by which Dbise its were made
{rom time immemorial to within the
last centary, f not ndeed, 'ater. Bis,
tw ce, and coctus, cooked, shows that |
thiey were twice baked, and although
the double process has now been d s-
carded vet the name 1s retained,

lready, in the tmes of Pliny, the
naturalist, the € anls made use of barm
to render their bread lighter. In the
seventeenth cent' ry the doctors in
l'gris pronouneed this as detrimental
to health, and the 1se of barm was
]1;'t-hllulv-]. ) t of this arose between
doctors and bakers a lone lawsait
which did not lead to any result,
Fashion here settled the question. To-
day nobody considers barm as unwhole-
sOome.

At what period of man’s history the
lightening of dough by fermentation
was first adopted no one, of course,
knows, 1§ is, however, certain that
cakes made of nothing but meal and
water and then baked are very mch
older., Fragments of unfermented
cakes were discovered n the Swiss lake
dwellings, whi'h belong to the neolithic
age, an age dating back far bevond the
received age of the world, This is the
earliest instance of bis nits as yet dis-
covered, for buscuits are merely unfer-
mented bread,

The Color of the Eyes,
Hazel-eyed people are rarely shal-

low, and you must be prepared for sur-
prises when you have to deal with them.

lilne eves take care of their friends, |

brown of their enemies, gray of their
countries, black of their pleasures, and
green of themselves,

The violet eye is a woman's eye, of
which the main churacteristics ave af-
fection and purity, chivalrie belief, and
limited or deficient intellectualit .

Spenking popularly, it may be said
that eyes are brown, blue, gray, hazel,
black, green, or of no cclor at all. The
lust three varieties, however, are based
on m suomer,

The light-blue eye is the eyo of the
Northern races—of the Swedes and the
Dunes, of the Scotch sometimes also,
It suggests constaney and truth, stead-
fastness, simplicity, courage, purpose.
It is o man's eye, with its moderation
and self-respect—honest in the glance
it gives you, if at the same time cold
and phlegmatic.

Blue-gray eves, radiated from within
with brown and bronze streaks, are
chietly found among the mixed races,
and especially the Inglish and the
Americans. hey always suggest a
good deal of strength of character,
generally & sense of mischief and
trickiness, and sometimes that Lhuowor-
ous cruelty which belongstotie \ngli=
Saxon race,

The blue is certainly the type with |

|

1
|

the feminine qualities —tenderness, al-
fection, # yielding to the wishes of
others, & sympathy with small suffer-
ings. that measure of vanity without
which no woman can be entirely attract-
ive, and that self-surrender which goes
far to persuade s man that beis s demi-
god bocause his wife bel eves it and
tells him so.

Baby Monkeys.

Baboons are almost the ugliest of the
monkeys to look at, They have dog-

' shaped Leads, with eyes deep-set and

close together, and their faces have

| ridges and swellings and gueer colors,

#o that they are really hideous to our
notions. But, in spite of their looks,
they are mogt interesting auimals be-
canse they are so fond of each other,
and 50 amiable and full of fun in baby-
Dreadiul-looking old fellows,
that look as if they could easily eat up
s baby, are extrenely fond of the little
ones, aud as tender and careful as any
human nurse,

Some droll stories are told of baboon
babies in menageries. In one place
there were two mothers with infants,
and the others of the tribe, when al-
lowed to go in the cage occupied 0s a
nursery, gathered abount the mothers,
put their arms fondly around them,
and begged by their aotions to hold the
baby a little, The mothers allowed
them to do so, and the little ones were
passed around smong the vi-itors, each
oue holding a baby & few minutes cave-
fully, and then passing iton, At last,
after every one had taken the child, it
was gi-en baek to its mamma. Sucha
performance amony auimals s very ex-
traordinary, von know,

Another one that was in a menagerie
in Paris was in a cage alone with its
mamma, and when about eight days
old papa was allowed to go in, to make
a call, He embraced mamma and the

| baby, and then sat down by her and

took the little one in his arms, Pretty
soon the rest of the baboon family were
imtroduced to the interesting cage, to
call on the infant.
take it, of course, but this mother was
not so obliging, or so trusting perhaps,
She would not let any oue touch it,
and if urged she gave the teaser aslap,
They ull sat around her and moved

[ their lips as though talking,

Eaneh one wanted to |

| my letters.”

The baboonu baby out of a menagerie |

has probably a better time. He sleeps
in & den in the rocks, rides on his
mother's back, and eats berries and
fruit and roots, besides insects. Nothing
is funnier than to see a party of these
wild youngsters ut play. They are
specially fond of sliding down hill
which shows they know what is sport
—doesu’t it, boys? I'hey select a
nice, grassy place, and down they go,
sliding and rolling over and over like
great balls of fur, chattering and carry-
ing on like n party of children. They
run about on all fours on the ground.
and if in a hurry they gallop, but they
are not often seen on trees,

The Ilittle baboon is a jolly fellow,
always full of pravks and jokes, such
as slyly pulling the tail of some digni-
fied old sellow. But this performanc e
turns out not so funny if he getls
caught, for a pinch or a bite is the pay
he gets, Like other little folk, the
baboon baby sometimes Joses hLis tem-
per, and the wayvs be takes to show lLis
anger and to threaten the enemy ara
very strange. He opens his mouth
wide as if yawning, or he pounds his
tist om the ground as you have seen a
nanghty child do.

‘s they grow old, like many othe:
animals, and especially monkeys, they
grow more savage and eross, and of
course are not so interesting. Thev ga
m large parties together, and often
visit the crops of the furmer. When they
do this they keep watchers on the look-
out, and, though uvsually quite noisy
fellows, they are as qniet as any other
thieves who know they are tuking what
does not belorg to them. If an un-
Incky baby chances to make a noise he
gets a smart :»Iu]r, and, nut‘rlrull}' he
soon learns to keep still when on an
excursion of that sort, This fellow
livea in Africa, and his name is
Cynocephalus Hamadryas.—Christian
L aion.

Capabilities of Welis,

Various attempts are in progress to
get from artesinn wells not only water,
but power and heat as well. Muchinery
is already driven by the pressure, in
France, and experience shoas that the
heat may increased by adding to the
depth of the well. At Grenelle a well
1,502 feet deep, and yielding daily
H00,000 gallons, lias a pressure of sixty
pounds to the s nare inch, and the
water is so hot that it is employed for
heating hespitals in the vicinity, The
deepest well in the world is being sunk
at Pesth, Hungary, to supply hot water
for public baths. It now yields daily
176,000 gallons heated to 158 degrees,
and the boring is to be continued until
the temperature is raised to 176 de-
grees.

A Georgin Mule.

There was a very large mule that
died in my neighborhood, and three
years after it was dead it killed a nine-
vent old negro boy. The hawks were
verv bad st our house, and we took the
skoll of the above-mentioned mule and
hung it ap in the top of a muiberry
tree to scaro the hawks away. In the
snmmer, when the mulberries were
ripe, the negroes one da.\’ went to the
tree to get some.  Une climbed up the
tree and shook it, and the skull fell
and struck the vegro boy on the head,
killing him iostantly. It was three
years to the very day from the time the
mule died until he killed the negro.—
Hariwell (Ga.) Sun.

A Manx Trial,

In a lately published tale, “Gireen
Hills by the Sea,” the scene of which

is laid in the Isle of Man, a strange
Manx custom is described. It appears
that up to 1~45, and perhaps still, in a
capital trial the bishop and archdeacon
were re uired to appear upon the

bench. The lluostiou put to the jory
was, not as in England, “guilty or not
guilty,” but, “May the man of the

chancel eontinne to »it?” The answer
was o plain “ves” or “no.” In the lat-
ter cnse the departure of the clergy
was followed by a sentence of death,

BorT we are all the same—the fools of

the greatest number of varict ex. It is our own woes. —Matthew Arnold,

' the window of a eab and

Dairy maid—Nice butter.

Fisuiox is the dressmaker’s pattern
saint.

(iame to the last—Cobblers plaving
base-ball.

Tug real-estate dealer doesn’t want
the earth; he is always trying to
sell it.

Turse is always room at the top of
an evening costume for more costume.
—Puck.

LeirERr carriers are by no means a
modern institution, The Phnicians,
who invented letters, carried them into
(ireece,

Turere is an instance where diseass
mav become diseased. Pursuit and
possession: In one we are sick with
desire and in the other desire is sick,

W& notice per advertisement “Patent
fire escapes.” Good old ordinary fire
does the same thing, and it is just as
difficult to head off. —T'wus Sitirig-.

“Sowe people have no teeth and can't
get them, while others who don't want
them have them thrust upon them,”
was Smith's remark when a cauize
tried to take a mouthful of his leg.

AN interesting series of articles is ap-
pearing in the Bazar, entitled, “How
to Live on Five Hundred a Year.” This
series should be supplemented by an-
other to bLe called, “How to Get the
Five Hundred to Live On”

“] sFe that some newspaper moen
have formed a club, and called it the
Homeless C.ub,” remarked Hobinson.
“Does that mean that they have no
homes?” “No,” repliel Ligltlead;
“it only means that they will be home
less than ever now,”

“I7 is our duty to keep onrselves un-
spotted from the world,” said the

reacher. “I shall be mighty glad if |

eep wmyself unspotted from the de-
tectives,” murmured & burglar who had
just dropped into the church to escape
pursuit.-- Bogton Courier.

“I sECEIVED a lot of reected manu-
seript to-day.” said litwarsh to a
friend. “Did you? 1 had no idea you

| had an ambit.on to shine as an author.”

“rot exactly that. You see, my girl
and I guarreled, and she returned all
Mew York Sun.

A vorxu man thrusts his head ot of
¢ries to the
driver: *“Why don’t ~ou drive faster?
1 am going to be married this morning,
and at this rate I wi'l arrive too lats
for the wedding.”™ Driver (svmpatheti-
cally —“Well, what of 1t? I am giving

| you plenty of time to reflect.” — Figaro.

she asked

g

“GroT any invisible ink
in a whisper. “We have.” *“CUne Lot-
tle, please.” *Yon know how to use
it?” he queried, “Oh, it isn't for ma,
but for the nice young man who writes
to me, Mamma has got in the habit of
opening my letters, and we propose
that she shall draw blanks after this.”
—Deiroil Free Press.

A ruoviNextT Kentucky lawver is
noted for the size of his feet. He is not
at all sensitive about them, however,
He Las himself named his shoes after
after two OUhio River steamboats, and
when he gets up in the morning calls
over to the hoy whao does his boot black-
ing, “Jim, bring me the Indianola, and
then go back and bring me the Pride
of the West.”

“I xomicr,” said a clergyman’s wile
to ber husband, “that it is no longer
fashionuble for the minister to kiss the
bride at the wedding ceremony.”
*Yes," sadly responded the good man,

«wnny of the plessant features con-
woted with the wedding ceremony
+ been discarded, and——" “\\ hat's
that ¥” demanded his wife, ominously.
“l mean—1 mean,” he stammered,
“that the senseless custom of kissing
the bride should have been abolished
long ago.” —All the Year Kowund.

Exeny little while we read of some
fabulons number of pairs of pantaloons
that the Americin Missionary Society
sends to the heathen. Of course pan-
taloons are necessary to fully change o
heathen into a Christian and gentle-
man, but sometimes wecan't he p won-
dering a little about the rist of the
wardrobe, It seems as if the worst
heathen in the lot would like o change
from pantaloons all the time—suv an
occasional pair of red suspenders,—
Dakota Iell,

Flip in an 0ld Tavern.

About the only relies of the flip age
are the dozen or more flip-irons which
DOW oceupy a conspicnoas position be-
hind the trim bar. Sugar, eggs and
cider were metamorphosed by these
upcouth utensils into s mellow aund

| foaming beverage, which slipped down

our aucestors’ throats so smoothly.
The tlip-irons are much like a solder-
ing-iron in shape, thongh the extremity
which is heated is more bulbous. In
making the famed concoction the ex-
pert taverner will have the component
parts well mixed by the tims the iron
has blushed rosily in its nest of hot
coals. It is taken red-hot from the fire
and allowed to cool a trifle so that the
mixture may not be scorched. The
artist watches its ever-changing hues
15 closely as thongh tempering a Da-
iescus blade, With a dextrous turn
u. the hand he inverts the globule over
the leaden cider mug and carefully
touches the top of tha liquid till the
heat covers 1t with a creamy foam.
Then the iron is let down to the bottom
and the apple juice is gently stirred
till it froths up to the r'm of the vessel
and the delicious compound is ready.—
New York Commercial-Advertiser,

Foston’s Harmonfons Danish Clab,

A clever Danish woman said to me
one day she was engaged at her Danish
club for thut evening. asked some
careleas question in regard to the club,
and the reply was: “Oh, it'sa beautiful
club, I am the only member, 8o ever; -
thing is managed to suit me. The
truth is,” she added in a burst of conti-
dence, “I take one evening a fortnight
to read my native literature. When [
said I wanted to stay at home and r ad
nobody accapted the excuse as valid.
If Isay I am engaged at my Dauish
club the plea is always ized as
valid,and I am let alone.”—Providen e
Journal,

Yor are the only one to hlame for
the escape of your secret. If you can-
not keep it, why should anyone else?

-




