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ESPAIR.

NEVER

Who has not heard or read about
London bridge, that fdmous thorough-
fare of Eugland’s busiest centre of
traffio, of its endless stream of human-
ity passing to and fro in
pursuits, of

their  daily
innumerable tales of
woe, of lives lost, misspent and for-
lorn, of tragedies, occurring ouly to
be at once forgotten and followed by
more startling erimes, the inevitable
result and outcome of everyday life
in the Eoglish metropolis—the seat of
untold wealth and untold misery—
that unrolls before us the depths of
human nature, only too often in their
most revolting form?

It was a dark aud fogzgy evening.
The hour when the tired toilers seek
the comfort of their fireside, when
everybody goes to his home—provided
he has a home—has come and gone.
Suddeunly two pedestrians approaching
from opposite directions came to a
sudden and rather unpleasant collision
on the bridge. One of them, young,
and dressed in the height of fashion,
had come from the aristocratic re-
gions of the West Lnd, while the

other, who had approached from the

laboring distriets of Soutbhwark was

much older and was poorly clnd.
“Zounds, sir,” exelaimed  the

younger of the two, “‘your cranium is
not exactly bolstercd up with springs,
I assure you. Why could you not
get out of the way when you saw me
approach?”

The other, evidently a laborer,
shrugged his shoulders and threw a
longing look across the railing to the
dark waters of the Thames below.

““Where were you going post haste?”
continued the first speaker, noticing
the man’s dejected attitude.

“There!” came the hoarse answer,
pointing down to the river.

“There? Well, my man, onr road
is the same. Take me with youn!”

The poor laborer east a surprised
look at the well-dressed young man,

“You?” hesaid. “Youto go down
there? Impossible! What has put
such a dreadful thought into your
head? You are surely not suffering
from want; you eannot possibly know
the sorrow and the misery that is the
poor man's portion? You look like a
rich man, vou have yonth besides—

consequently you are happy and to be
envied !”

“Wrong, my friend, altogether
wrong.  Wealth is not always akin to
huppiness,” responded the young

man. “‘Come, rouse yourself, I cun
see things also have gone wrong with
you; walk with me a short distance
and let me explain.”

Strange! Here were two persons
who had not even
other's existence five minutes before,
but withal, they found themselves
drawn toward one another by that
sympathetic flash which so often influ-
ences our destinies,

Peaceably and contentedly they
walked side by side, while the rich
man poured his heart out to his poor
companion, telling him with impul-
sive words that he led anything but a
happy life, although possessing every-
#hing that usually goes to make life
worth living. He was a bachelor who
had inherited great wealth from his
uncle. He had drained the pleasure
cup of all kinds of amusements, had
kept servants, horses and carriages;
numberless friends had congregated
at his splendidly furnisbhed apartments
snd in his country residences; he had
even widely speculated without rhyme
or reason 1n Lombard street, but won
in spite of his folly; he had traveled,
he had celebrated orgies, he had lived
like a sybarite and thrown away his
money with both hands and now he
was tired of life, satiated and blase in

known of each

spite of his youth.
morse and misantiropy troubled him
incessantly, and he could not help re-
peating to himself that his life had
been an utterly useless one. There-
fure he had finally come to the delib-
crute conclusion to end his worthless
existence in the waters of the river
Thames,

The laborer was dumbfounded.
Never in his life had he listened to
such a queer tale.

“How incomprehensible!” he ex-
claimed, My life tells cxactly the
oppot {< story. Tam very poor, have
an niliu‘g'wife and seven children,and,
alas, no food for them; thus far I
have honestly and tirelessly tried to
muke the two ends meet—in a manner
—Dby hard work, but a few days ago
I lost my place in the factory on ac-
count of the dull times.  Icannot wit-
ness the misery at home any longer:
it tears my heart to look at my starv-
ing loved ones: and though my poor,
suffering wife tries hard to console
me and to give me courage, bidding
me not to despair, Isee no escape. 1
have no hope left and am resolved to
put an end to my miserable existence.
May God in His infinite mercy have
pity on my family!"

“Puor fellow!” The rich young
man’s countenance was full of deep
felt pity and unbidden tears gathered
in lis eyes, Such a tale he had never
beard, vever dreamt of amid the afflu-
ence of his surroundings.

*Now I know that there are people
in this world who are a great deal
more unhappy than I considered my-
self to be, fool that I was,” he re-
fleeted,

“But cheer up, man, there is help
Come, lead the
way, take me to your house.
I can end your troubles, and as far as
the—the—jumping into the Thames
is concerned, I think there is no
special hurry about it, do yon? ”

A cab soon brought the two former
candidates for self-destruction to the
dirty narrow lanes of the working-
men’s quarter in Southwark, where it
stopped in front of a tumble-down
cottage. Poverty and want stared at
them from every nook and corner as
the master of the house and his young
companion entered a small but tidy
and scrupulously cleanroom. A group
of children of a pronouunced blonde
type had hardly recognized their
futher when they ran up to them and
pitifully begged forbread. Her eyes,
redand swollen from crying,her body
emaciated from want and sickness,
the mother painfully tried to rise from
her work, as soon as she beheld the
aristocratic looking stranger, aided by
Ler 17-year-old daughter Mary.

The young man was shocked when
he beheld this scene of what appeared
to be unmerited but great misery.
But when his sympathetic and aston-
ished gaze full of pity, had fastened
itself upon the face aud figure of the
benutiful blue-eyed, slender blonde
girl he gave a start of genuine sur-
prise.  Full of a generous impulse
and quickly resclved, he grabbed the
laborer by the hand, exclaiming:

“Cheer up, I shall be back in an
hour,” he explained, and left before
the family had time to recover from
their astonishment over the unexpect-
ed visitor.

All the father was able to do in re-
ply to the many questions of his  wife
and children was to cousoie and cheer
But
he said nothing about his suicidal in-
teutions or about the strange meeting
that had prevented their consumma-

tion.
Suddenly the door opened once

more to admit the wan who was upper-
most in their thoughts,  Behind him
appeared two servants carrying bas-
iiets filled with choice eatables, which
they deposited upon the table and at
once withdrew.

The young man walked up to the
astonished and speechless laborer,
saying in tremulous tones:

“My friend, tonight you have saved
my life. Let me offer you and yours
a smail token of my gratitude. Do
me the honor to accept what I brought

in a case like yours.

I guess

them in a half-hearted manner.

you, also this sum of money. And

Melancholy, re- |

now, cheer up, for you will have no
more worries if I can help 1t.”

All shed tears of joy. Again and
again they showered blessings and ex-
pressions of their overwhelming grati-
tude upon their noble beneluctor; but
when Mary approached him to kiss
bis hand for saviug the mother, whose
life was fast ebbing away from sheer
want and ailment, he drew back, say-
ing:

“My friend!
you.

I have more to tell
My name 18 John Grabam, aud,
as I have already informed yon, I have
inherited great wealth, But I have no
peaceful home, my life is not a regu-
lated one. \When an hour ago I left
vou I went to the next police station,
to find ont all I could about you, also
to your former employer, and to the
clergyman of this distriet. I have
heard mnothing but good spoken of

{ rou, especially so and in the highest

degree, of your duughter Mary, for
whom I should like to care exclusive-
ly, if you will let me.”

These gracious words were followed
by silence, unbroken but for the sob-
bing of Mary’s mother, who finally
remarked with suppressed tears chok-
ing her utterance, that Mary was her
sola dependence for the household
work, that she alone eared for the lit-
tle ones when their father was away
at his work, and she, the mother, sick
m her bed, that Mary had never
worked away from home, and was
hardly in a fit condition to be em-
ployed elsewhere.

“Employment? A position? My
dear madam, you have altogether mis-
construed my meaning. Nothing is
further removed from my thoughts
than a desire to see your danghter
work for others,
own, for my wife !

I want her for my

I could not pay
the debt of gratitude which I owe the
family of the man who preserved my
life more appropriately than to hence-
forth keep want and distress from
And on the other hand,
what better compensation counld I ask

their home.

in return than the permission that
would give me the right to do so by
making your beautiful daunghter my
wife, providing she shares my love
and is willing to make me the Lap-
piest of men !”

Of course there was no objection,
and a few weeks later the marriage
took place. Two men, tired of life,
were fated to become the preservers
of two families who henceforth led a
happy and useful existence.

The young couple fonnded an asy-
lnm for poor laborers, If fair
reader, ever go to London, and while
“doing”’the town should have a chance
to visit this iustin‘lte, over the main
entrance to which is the motto**Never
Despair,” you will

you,

surely have no
difficulty to recognize the gray-haired
superintendent as cne of the heroes of
this true tale, the old laborer, and by
his side his now fuily recuperated
wife, trying to do all the good 1n their
power to those in need. —From the
French.

Chinatown’s Star Attraclion.

The star attraction of Cainatown,
San Francisco, is n6 more. Blind
Aunnie is dead. For twelve years the
old Chinese woman has held her court
in the filthiest hut down the filthiest
alley in Chinatown,  There every
celebrity that has visited California
for the last decade has made a pilgrim-
age to Blind Annie and her cats. For
vears the old woman has not moved
from the hovel.
been the first Chinese woman to come
to Californin.  Whether she was that
or not, she was among the first,reach-
ing here in 1851, in the Chinese
bloom of fresh fourteen. Woman,
white or yellow, were rare in those
days, and an enterprising merchant
bought Annie for 32,500 and made
her his wife. Toward the eund of her
life she became quite helpless,and her
animals deserted her. Onily omne
yellow dog sat out the death-watch
beside The last
great visitor she had was Paderewski,
who saw her twelve hours before she
died, and gave her a five-dollar gold
piece.—Harper’s Weekly.

She was said to have

his benefactress.

- .
His Wife’s Refuge.
Mr. Starzenstripes—It's all
well for
marry a British duke, but what would
she do in case of war?
Mrs, Starzenstripes— What
any wife do in case of war?

very

yon to want our Mary to

would
Go back
to her mother, of conrse.—New York

World.
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A VOYAGE TO NIDDY-NOD-LAND.

Now a trip for the baby to Niddy-nod-land,

Where the sea is on rockers, and e'en the
smooth sand

Is made of white flannel as downy and solt

As the summery clouds that are floating
aloft.

Hi, ho! for our journey so grand,

In a billowy eradle to Niddy-nod-land.

We are off ; we have started for Niddy-nod-
land.

We are blown o'er the ocean by breezes so
bland

That they scarce left a curl from a voyager's
Lead,

Yet our craft far away on the waters has
sped.

Up, down, with a motion so grand,

In a billowy eradle for Niddy-nod-land.

O, how long is the journey to Niddy-nod-
land ?

Not so long whilo the zephyrs our white
safls expand,

We are nearing it now ; we will land on a
rock—

Hush, hush, it's of feathers; we won't feel
the shock

Slow, slow, we have
strand,

And our voyage i3 ended in Niddy-nod-
land.

touched the soft

-—New England Homestead.

BEUGAR THAT FLOATS.

Here is a pleasant little trick that
will mystify the guests ata dinner
party,unless they read here how sugar
may be made to float upon the surface
of tea or coffee. Takea few lumps of
suger and dip them for an instant in a
weak solntion of collodion, which mny
be obtained at any store where pho-
tographers’ supplies are sold.

Expose the lnmps to the air for a
few days, in order to give the ether in
tie mixture time to evaporate, and
thin collodion
skin or envelope. DPuss this sugar out,
preferably, when iced tea is being
to their surprise, the

leave behind only a

served, and,

rise to the surface, and refuse to sink,
even when tapped by the spoon.

The fact is, the apparent sugar is a
The real sugar has been
dissoived, and only the thin envelope
of the collodion which filled the inter-
stices remain.

The presented by this
“chost” of the sugar Inmp 18 perfeet,
flonté lightly on the surface.
Tuken between the thumb and fore-
finger it collapses into a gelatinous

delusion.

illusion

as 1t

muss. —New York Jonrnal,

A VERY QUi

R ANIMAL

With the exception of the jagunar,
the great ant-eater, the ant-bear, or
crested ant-bear, whichever yon choose
to eall him, is the most showy quad-
ruped in all South Ameriea; nor um 1
at all sure he is not entitled to first
place. In height and bulk & full-
grown specimen is about as large as a
Newfoundinnd dog, and is really gquite
bear-shaped 1 body and legs.  Tts
tail is long and strong, and bears a
tremendous brush of coarse,
brown-bluck hair,

wiry,
which makes this
orgun very noticeable,  Its head is so
smull, and its muzzle so fearfully pro-
longed, that it reminds one of the
head and beak of an 1bis, Its mouth
is n narrow slit across the end of that
curious muzzle, its tongue is like &
big angle-worm a foot long, and it
bas no teeth whatever! Its covering
is a rough coat of long, coarse, brown
hair, most strangely marked by a
black band underneath the throat,
which on the chest dividesintoa long,
wedge-shaped stripe of black that ex-
tends backward and upward across
the shoulder.

To me it has always been a puzzle
why this creature should possess suci
a luxuriant coat of hair in so hot a
climate. Another point still more
open to criticism is his clubbed fore
feet. He walks on his claws, and the
outer edges of his fore feet, in a most
awkward, aud even painful way, for
which there seems to be no adequate

iidrens C

D == R

excusc—unless his feet were formed

that way to vex the souis of wicked
taxidermists, Tut them ‘as you will,
they will not look rigzht; but to the
living animal their big,strong, hooked
claws are very useful in tearing the
bark off deecayed logs, or ripping
open ant-hills for the insertion of that
sticky, worm-like tongue. I have of-
ten been told by South American
hunters that the ant-bear uses bhis
long, bushy tail to sweep up nnts
with, so that they can be devoured
more expeditionsly ; but I faney that
is only a

Even where it is most plentiful, the
great aut-cater is a rare animal.  Al-
though I have huuted it many days, I
never saw but two specimens alive,one

yarn, ”

of which was a young one 1 captivity
at Cindad Bolivar, on the Orinoco,
and the other was a maguiticent large

specimen in Forepaugh’s menagerie,
Owing to their lack of teeth and the‘*
peculiarities of their diet, they are

difficult to keep wlive in eaptivity, {
North of Panama this species is fornd |
only in Guatemalu and €osta Rien and

is very rare in both those conutri

It lives npon the gronnd and its worst

enemies are the juguar aud pumu, — S, |
Nichoias, {

|

HOW THE CRADLE CAME TO ROCK.

It was an old wooden eradle, un- |
painted and Leavy. It had held two
generations of babies. Gl'cm-grun‘l-‘
mother Donovau's bLabies had slept
under its bright quilt while she spun
flax on her little wheel beside it, not |
even stopping iu their work as she'
now and then gave ita fresh move-
ment with her foot. |

Hardly was the last of these thir-
teen babies able to walk when graud-
father Donovan began keeping house,
and his ten little ones, one ufter nn-
other, kept the eradle rocking
for many years more. L'ben it seemed
to be through with serviee,

The children grew up and went
away. The old house was very quiet.
Grandmother Donovan  and uucle
Robert, who never murried, were all |
who
grandmother

appeared in it.  Years alcer, |
went np into the attic
one day after some herbs when, hap-
pening to look acrossthe room, she
saw that little cradle

was rocking!

under the eaves
It would swing rapidly |
to and fro, for a little time, and then
almost stop, when some unseen power
would set it going again, just asit
used to do when great-graudmother
Donovan sat beside it, yenrs ago.
Grandmother always prided Lerself
on her courage, Dbut it was sometime
before she grew brave enough to cross ,
the attic and find out what made lhui
cradle rock, Then, what do you think |

she found? Three of the sweetest,
plumpest littic kittens you ever saw! |

They were having a great frolic,and
as they rolled over each other aund |
Jjumped up on the sides of the cradle, ]
they kept it rocking quite as it used
to do.

Tabby has had a sal experience
with kittens,
terionsly disappeared in a duy or two |
and she had learned to be very reserved |
concerning her domestie affuirs, |

Grandmother knew there were kit-
tens somewhere, the barn and
shed had beencarefally searched. She
had even looked in snndry boxes and

They had always mys- |

und

barrels in the attie, but nobody had
thought of the cradle, the most natural
place in the world for babies.

Perhaps Tabby had some dim idea
that all the life which the old cradle
held would be sacred, for she came
up, rubbing contidingly against grand-
mothers dress, and jumped, purring,
in among the kittens, who scruuWiml
after her.

Graudmother’s face looked very
teuder as she looked down on the old,
dented cradle, with its faded patchwork
quilt,

*‘Your babies are safe, ‘l'abby,” she
said.—Youth's Companion.

The Best After All,
Mand—I hear proposing partiess
areall the style this winter. Tue girls
do the proposing,and the one who pro-

poses the best gets the prize. Have
you been to any?

Ethel— Noj; but I bad a pro-
posing party come to me the other

evenitg. How do youlike m . ring ¥
3 d g

PEARLS OF THOUGHT.

°
A man’s life is an appendix to his
heart, —South.

Joys are our wings, sorrows are our
spurs. —Richter.

A lie must be thatched with another
or it will soon rain through.

The great secret of life is never to
be in the way of others, —Haliburton,

Such is the posie love composes, a
stinging nettle mixed with roses,—
Brown.

Is not light grander than fire? It is
the same olement in a stat¥ of purity.
—Carlyle.

Knowledge of all avails the human
kind for all beyond the graveare joys
of mind. —Hogg.

Liberality does not exist so much in
giving a great deal as in giving season-
ably.—La Mieree,

He who always prefaces his tale
with laughter is poised between im-
pertinence and folly, —Lavater.

Joy descends gently upon uslike the
evening dew, and does not patter
down like a hailstorm. — Richter.

The gamo of life looks cheerful
when one earries in one’s heart the
unalicuable treasure. —Coleridge.

You may as well go about to turn
the sun to ice by fauning his face
with a peacock’s feather.—Shakes-
peare.

As the confusion of tongues was a
mark of separation, so the being of

one language is a mark of union,—
Bacon,

Ve paint love as a child, when he
should sit a giant on his clouds, the
great disturbing spirit of the world,
—Croly.

'l‘he&\ pass best over the world who
trip over fit quickly ; for it is but &
bog—if /we stop we sink. —Queen
Elizabeth,

Law is the science in which the
greatest powers of the understanding
are applied to the greatest number of
facts.— Johnson.

The discovery oi what is true and
the practice of that which is good are
the two most important objects of
philosophy. —Voltaire.

—— -—
Ducks Drown an Eagle.

If n writer for the American Field
is to be believed, the crow duck is the
most extraordinary bird on the Poto-
mae river, cutting up such capers a8
to make even a naturalist gasp,

“Four years ngo,” he writes, *‘while
shooting ducks with Mr. Waller
(president Cleveland's dock  blind
builder,) I noticed a crowd of three

or four thonsand erow ducks. After

(half an hour I noticed an eagle going

toward the flock. When he arrived
at the proper distance he made a dart
but the ducks as if by magie, went
under water like a flash, and sent up a
volume of water as if a big mine had
been exploded. This was done time
and time again, andfinally the volume
of water thrown up was so great that
the eagle was drowned. This is a
sight seldom seen, which may occur
but onc: ina ducking life of fifty
years,”

This erow duck is also known as the
Ameriean coot, mud hen, blue peter,
and Fulica Americana by various hunt-
Up North
these ducks may be seen in creeks and

ers and alongshore people.

| marshy, reed-grown rivers, but South

in Florida they resort in enormous
nnmbers to the lakes where bonnets or
yellow lillies abound, associating there
They are
much persecuted
usually, but iu localitics where shoot-
ing 15 prohibited, near the Titusville,
Flu., raiiroad pier for instance, they
are as tame as sparrows, understand-
ing that they are safe.

with lesser seaup ducks,

ehy birds, being

The nearest anybody ever came to
the drowning eagle story was Frank
M. Chapman in his “Birds of Eastern
North Ameries,” when bhe says;
““When alarmed they patter over the
water using their feet as much as
their wings. The sound produced is
' He does not
say whether the water flies or not, but
one could imagine that a crow duck
just as it turned up to dive could give
ita scolloped webbed feet a kick up
behind, hke a vicions mule and so
saturating the eagle that it would be
drowned. Eagles often catch living
fish, out of the water, and of course,
get more or less wet in so doing, but
perhaps the Potomac river eagles are
of a different  species than those
koown to bird booksa

a characteristic one.’

—Hurpers Bazar.




