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TOM FOSTER'S WIFE.

PROCTOR.

BY EDNXA DEAN

1 had just returned from a iwo years'

The  Somergel Press.

tering
down Tremont street, in the golden Scp-
tember mormng, when 1 saw my old
friend Tom Fosier get ont of 8 home-car
s few steps in advance of me. ] kaew
him in & moment, though .
met since wo were al mm
togs'hor, ten vears before—room
ant olithe companions ontil we parted
—1 10 4o tor Mlorvard, and beto his fath-
ar's = cen the well-known hoos=e of Fos
ter & Co., Pesrl St. He was u merry.
practical fellow, clear-skinned and ro-
bust as an Englischman, and self-reliant
and robust as New Hampshire birth and
Boston train conld make him. 1 alwars
lited him. but he plunged into business,
au) so, without weaniog it, we had al
most lost sight of each other. He was
an onl, c<hild, and his parents speat
their summers at their homesiesd in
Greenlnnd, neur Portamouth, and their
winters in Boston

As 1 smid, | knew him in s msomest. |
ile had grown tall and stout, but the boy
was still in his face, and, with » flash of
esrly fleeling I sprang forward and
cavght him by the arm,

“Tom! how are you?"

stay in FEarope, sud was = :

He looked puzzled for & moment, and |

then, bursting intoa laugh, he weized mv
handed in his strong grasp, and exclaim-
ed:

*Why, John Raiston! Is that you?
Where did you come from? ["m glad o
gee you, my boy. Why, | haven't set
eves on you since we made that trip 10
Nahant in yvur freshmnan year. The
truth is, father was so poorly a long time
then that I had everything Vo ree to, and
felt as if the world was on my shoui-
dera. L did henr, though, sbout your
college honorm snd your guing to Ger-
many; and ['ve often thought of you
lately, and wished to see you. Why,
Jack, in spite of my weight and your
beard snd brond aboulders, ] enn't renlize
\hut o years bave gone vince you and |
were at Kucter together. We must alk
over old times nod new. When did you
get back and what are your pland?’

‘I come yesterday, sod shall stay in
the city, on accouni of 8 businessmsiter,
until next Tuesdny. Thea I sm going
home."

*Well, now, thix is Satardsy, and you
can do wvothing after three o'clock.—
Cowe and spend Sanday with me in
the country. | want to show you my
wife,’

“Yourwife Are you married Tom?"

“Married nearly a year,' said he, with
& renile.

“You don"s look very solemn over it

*Bolemn? It's the jolliess thing [ ever
did in my life,. Meet me at the Eastern
depot a: fouro'clock, nnd I'll tell you ali
about it on the way down.’

We parted at the Winler street corner
—h« going to his store, and 1 to the
Parlier Houre.

‘How handsome Boston has grown.'
snid [, glinciog at the fine buddings
and the Common, beautiful in the Sep-
tember #mip.

“We think it a nice town,” he replied,
speaking with modernte words snd the
perfect mwsurance of the Bostonian, to
whom this city in the sun of sll excel-
lence und delight. *Remember, four
o'clowk.” And he disappeared in the
crowd,

“Tum married!” T eaid tofnyself, as |
walked alone. “T dare say it's to his
father’s pretty ward, Clara Maitland,
whom [ saw when | spent a day there
eleven yearmagn. | remember what long
curls whe had, and how fond she seemed
of him. Yen, T dare eay it'a Clara, |
hope, shuugh, she hasn't grown into one
ef those delicate young ladies, good for
nothing but to display the latest fanh-
jon= and waltz a little and torture the
piano. Better ¥ome rosy, slurdy, Ger-
msn Gretchen, than s poor doll like
them. It would be n shame for Tom,
with his splendid physigue and vigor-
ous brain to be tied for life to sucha
woman."” And then, turning down
School street, my mind wandered off 10
s blue-eyed girl I had loved for many a
year—a girl who was nol satisbed with
the emall trivmphs of the crognet
groond, but who wonld send an arrow
atraight home to the mark; and climb
the hill with me, her step light and free
a% the deer’s in the vale below; and hold
a steady oar in a bost on the river, and
awio arhore if need be; and when walk
or row was over could sit dewn to a
lunch of cold mest snd bread and butter
with an appetite keen se 8 young Indi-
an's witer a day's hunt; yves, and who
Enew how to be efficient in the kitchen
and was the rareat ornnment of the par-
lor. How impatient I was to see her,
the hewitchiug maiden whom s prince
might hare been proud to marry! And
sgnin | said 1o myself as | went up the
Parker House steps, “1 do hope Tom
haen't made a fool of himself 7’

Four o'clock found me st the station,
and a mowent later in walked Tom, car-
rying & buaket filled with Jersey peaches
‘They don't grow in Greenland,’ said he,
tucking the vaper down over the fruis,
‘Come this way." [ followed him, and
we had just seated ourselves comfortably
in thecar when the train moved off.

*Now forthe story, Tom,” raid I, an we
crossed the bridge and caught the cool
brecze from the sen, ‘But I ¢an guess be-
fureband the girl yon married. It was
Clara Maitiand.’

A shadow passed aver Tom's face.
*Clarn has beeo dead four years,” said he.
‘SBhe inherited consumption from her
mother. We did everything for her—
took her to Minesota and Florids, butit
was no use. She didn't live to see her
sighteenth birthday.’

‘Poor Claral She loved you dearly.
Then, | suppese, you chore some Boston
girl of your aequaintance?’

*Jack, you couldn’t tell who Mrs.
Tum Foster was, if you tried from now
till morning. I shall have to enlighten
you,” and moving the basket to coe aide
and settling himpell in the peat, he went
on: “Youo know I have the misfortuns
to be an only child. After I was tweniy-
one, father and mother began to talk
sbout my marrying. [ had plenty of
cousins, you know, and we always had
young ladies guing in and cut of the
house; but while Clara lived, she was
company for me, and after she died 1
was full of business, and didn"t trouble
myself about matrimony. To iell the
truth, I didn't fancy the girls. Perhaps
1 was unfortnnate in my acquaintance;
but they seemed to me all curls, and
flounces and furbelows, and | would as

dow ides] of & woman was o
-ho:anﬁiﬁ‘idt&imm raction.
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“Dwi you recollect father’s furmer part-
per, Adam Lase? He's a clever old
gentieman and & millioosire, and father
hus the grestess liking and respect for |
him. He has two danghters—one mar-
ried years ago; and the other, much
younger, [ather fixed upon as & desira- |
ble wife for me. [ rather think the iwo
families had talked it over together; at
any rais Misa Matilda came to Gmn-l
land for a long rummer visit. She isan

in mind and body. She looked very gy

in the evenings, sstired in Jurdon,

Marsh & Co.'s latest imporation. Bui |
she was always late at breakfast, she did-

o't dare to ride borsoback, she couldn’t

wke & walk without stopping to rest st

\'wvery stone; and once, when | had asked

her if she had read the battde of Sedan,

she looked op, 10 her childish way, and

said: "No, Mr. Foster. Newspupe=s are
s0 tiresome.’ Bless me! what should I

have dune with such a baby?

‘A yesr sgo this summer | was very
much confined to the store, and, when
August came, instead of spending the
whaole month at home, I thought I would |
have a change, and so [ went down fors
fortnight 1o the Clif House, on
Beach. [It'sa quiet, pleasant resort, sod |
you'll always find from fifiy to voe hua-
dred people there daring the semson. |
The lsndlord ia & good fellow, and s |
distant relative of mine. I thonght he |
looked flurried when I went in, and af- |
ter & few winutes be took me to one side |
and raid: |

‘Tom, yon've come at an unlocky
time. | had s very good cook that | '
got from Boston at $20 a week; but she's
s high tempered woman. Last evening
she quarrcled with her assistants, this
morning the brenkfast was all_in confu-
sion, and now she is packing her trunk
to leave on the next tmin. In two or
three days 1 eéan probablv get snuther
one down in her place; but what we're 1o
do meanwhile, I don't know.”

*But, Norton,” said I, ‘ien't there some
one near by, or in the house who can
take it?’

‘1 doubt it. ['ve m dozen girls from
the vicinity doing up-stairs work—one
of them from your town, the best waiter
in the dining-roam. But I soppose all
of them would either he afraid of the
responsibility, or think it beneath them
to tura cook; though they would have
plenty of belp, and earn $20 where they
now get $3."

‘Who's here from Greenland' I asked,
for I knew something of almost every
one in the place.

‘Mary Lyford.’

‘Mary Lyford? A black-eyed, light.
footed girl sbout twenty years old, with
two brothers in Colorado and her father
u farmer toward Siratham?’

‘Yes, the very snme."

“‘Why, she's the prettiest girl in
Greenland, at least 1 thought so two
years ago, when I danced with ber atthe
Thanksgiving party in the village; and 1
beard lakt full that she took the prize at
Manchester for the best loafl of bread.
But why is she here?””

*Oh, vou know fsrmers haven't much
ready money, and I suppose she wanted
to earn something for herself and come
to the heach like the rest of us. You
any whe took the premiom for bread. I
believe 1’1l gojinto the dining-room and
‘proposs 1o give cook's place to any of
the girls who would like it, nnd who
feels competent to take it. I must do
romething,’” and, looking at his watch, Le

went onk.
‘Ten minutes Inter he eame back clap-

ping his hands and exclaimed:

‘*Mary Lyford says she will try it.’
“‘Hurrah for Greenland!" cried 1.
‘Isn’t that plucky? By Jove! I hope
she'll succeed, and I believe she will.
““Yon musn't expect much to day,’
said Norton. *Things areall topeytarvy
in the kitchen, and, it'll take some time
to get them straightened out’

‘Just then a new arrival claimed his
attention, and with a serene face he turn-
ed away.

* Dinner waa poor that day; supper was
a litile better. And, in spite of Norton's
eaation, I began to be afraid that Green-
land was going down. Bus the next
morning what a breakfast we had—juicy
stenks, hot potatoes, delicious rolls and
corn cakes, griddle caken that melted in
your mouth, and coffee that had loat
none of its aroma in the making. Thence-
forth every meal was a trinmph. The
guests praired the cook and hastened lo
the table at the first sound of the bell,
Norton was radisnt with satisfaction,
and | was as pleased as if I had been
landiord or cook myself. Several times
I sent my compliments, and congratula.
tions to Mary; bat she was so constantly
oceupied that I never had a glimpse of
her till the night before I was to leave.

‘1 was dancing in the parlor, and had
just led a young lady of Matilda Lane
stamp, o her mamms, when I saw Mary
standing on the piazza. 1 went out shak-
ing ber cordially by the hand, told her
bow interested I had been in her success,
and how proud I wasto find a Greenland
girl s0 nccomplinhied. She blushed, and
thanked me, and said in a modest way,
that nhe was very glad we were all suit-
ed; and then Norton came up and ex-
pressed his entire gratification with what
she had done. As she stood there in a
white pigque dress, with a scarlet bow at
her throat, and her dark hair neatly ar-
ranged, she lodked every inch a lady.

‘Do me the favor, Miss Lyford,’” maid
I, ‘to dance the next cotillion with me.'

*Abl Mr. Foater,’ she replied, looking
archly st Norton, ‘ihat isn't expected of
the help.

“The belp!’ 1 said, indignantly.

“You mre the gueen of the establish-
ment, and [ invite you to dance, and so
does Mr, Norton.!

*‘Certainly I do, he answered: ‘Go
and show the company that you are at
home in the parlor an well as the kitch-
en." Bo, smiling and blushing, she took

my Arm.

“Didn"t we€ make a sensation when we
went in. Perhaps there was no fellow
there with a better ‘social position’ (you
know the phrase) than I; and I had been
quite s favorite with the Iandies. You
should have seen them when we tock
ounr place on the floor! Some lsughed,
some frowned, scme whispered to their

neighbor; but I paid not the slightest at-
{4ention to it all, and Mary looked so

believe all regarded har with
on. I didn’s wait for comments,

her out as if she had Deen
of Boston.

"

**Good uvight, Miss Lyford,’ I said,
when we resched the hall. *I am going
in the moruing, but | shallses yrou agsin
when you get back to Greenland:"

*"Guod pight, Mr. Foster," she replied,
‘I thank you for your kindness.'

“Then she added, laoghing:
youo any orders fur breakfas?

‘Why yes | should like to remember
you by = plate of such muoffins as we bad
yesterdsy.'

‘Have

aminble girl; but so petted and spoiled | “*You shell have them sir,” she mid,
that she's good for nothing, undeveloped gu she disappeared in the doorway. And |

hare them we did.

“Three weeks Jater Mary came home
1o Gireenlsnd with more than $100 in
her puree, and a fame thas wan worth
thousands. | went (o see her at her fath-
er's house. 1 foand her every way ex-
cellent and lovely; and the end was that
A Chrisimas we were mnrried.’

*Glorious,” 1 exclaimes. ‘Give me
your hand, Tomn. | was afraid you bad
been taken in by some Matilda Lane.'

‘Do you think [ am a fool?’ ssid he.

Then | wid him of my own choice,
and I waw still talking when the train
stopped at the station,

We soom arrived at his hospitable
home. His wife was all he had pictun 4
her; a refined, intelligent, bandswome wo-
man, who would develop and grow in
atiractiveness every yenr of her life.
After a merry evening in their pleasant
parlor I went to bed and dreawed thas
the milleniom bad eowe, and that sll
women were like my bine-eved girl and
Mra. Tom Foster.

MISCELLANY.

The Pyramids.
A correspondent writing to the New
York Evening Post thus describes his
senrations on first viewiog the pyramids:

Let os suppore mow that you never
raw a pyramid. You mway have reserved
those st Geezeh fur the last, and if. in
your resding, you have ¢ver stumbled
upon any speculations as to the original
deaign and motive of the pyramids you
may possibly have turned from it as sn
extremely mouldy and uninteresting
topic; but as your donkey, making his
last turn, clears the shadowing palms
and brings you out upon the desers, you
are confronted with romethiog concern-
ing which, as it rises there before vour
eyes, it is just as impossible not to be
curious ns it ia not to breathe. That
huge and towering mass of stone, whose
very simplicity of outline and vuter ab-
sence of ornament lend (o it & majestic
grandenr and dignity which sre all its
own —who reared it there? What did it
hide? And whether or not you have an
answer ready for these questions, this at
least you know, that those mighty mon-
uments bave not beep reared in wain.
If they were meant to perpeiute the
memory of s great peogle, venily they
have done it. The race which conld
plan such structures and then rear them
—the kings who could make their tumbae
#0 sinble that already they bave out-last-
ed fifty centuries, and luok down to-day
upon the ruins of mightiest empires
mingling their dust at their feet—such
kinge, wicked, cruel, remorseless though
they may have been, wers men snd not
children, rulers and oot puppets. And
yot all this is not the mere ruperlative
of a heated imagination, it ia the simple
truth. If we can be certified of any
fact un earth, then we may be rure of
this—that it is more than 5,000 years
«ince the mupervising architect of the
Great Pyramid of Geezeh walked into
the throne-room of Cheops and maid,
“Sire, your tomb is finished.” You re-
member that the pyramids of Sak Karah
are even older than this, and while you
are trying to grasp this fact, your guide
heckons you down into one of the splen-
Jid tombs which lie at the fout of these
pyramida, and you find yourself sur-
rounded by a wealth of color and a pro-
fuzion of adornment which scores of cen-
tnries have not been able to dim or efface,
“Who were the people that did these
things?" yon ask yourself, and at once
piqued and stimulated by you own
ignorance of them, you rideslowly back
to yonr dahabeeh agnin, busy with a
hundred questions to which a month be-
fore you pever conceived it poinible you
could tske the trouble to seek for sn an-
BwWer,

Utllizing His Danghters.

John Luikens, » musician residing in
Grand Haven, Michigsn, is earrying ont
a novel plan to otilize his rather Iarge
family of girls. He has eight daugh-
ters, the eldest of whom is seventeen
and the youngest in three vears of sge.
He thinka there will be twelve or fifteen
of them some day in the future, and be-
ing s comparatively poor man, “how to
make daughters self snpporting” has
been an exceedingly practical and im-
portant guestion to him, an earnest con-
rideration of which led him to decide to
tench his girls music and organize them
into a string and brass band, and thersby
make them pay for their keeping. Abont
one year ago he, with considerable diffi-
culty, procured the necessary brass
horne and violing and efkaged a teach.
er. His four cidest girls hare made
such progreas in their art that, assisted
by their father and teacher, ther play
in public occasionally, and will, un-
doubtedly, in the course of time, grow
intoa firat-class band and earn their
own “pin money."

In the life of Hayden, recently pub-
lished, thess hints may be found: “A
man on the wrong side of the ledger nel-
dom cares to have hir real cendition
known. With & good balance tn his
credit he invites investigation.” “Iy
sepmus 8a if & man deeply in debt be-
comes #0 long aceustomed to suppression
that he dislikes the process of dinclos-
ure, even if it brings retief.” “Tt ir not
the great debta that trouble an involved
man; it is the small ones, as Dr. John-
won smid, ‘that rattle sbont your head
like shot.

Norristown Herald: A correspondent in
Upper Merion aska us how to hive bees.
This is a subject we have never given
much stady; but we suppose the safest
way would bs to go mround and pick
‘em up, ous by one, with a puirof tongs,
and drop "em inte the hive. Creat care
should be teken todrop 'em in gently,
#0 88 pok %0 distarb their slumbers, for
s bee suddenly awskened has more
courage than an African lion, and also
more danger in s tail,

e )
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The Widow.
| New York Worid.]

Winter-kept apples, seasoned wine, a
ciouded meerschaum, & vase arcund
which the scent of roses still hangs, all
these have a rare, ripe, evanesacent flavor
ghat suggests bul cannot express the
| charm of widowhood. A young widow
is, perbaps, the most interesting ohject
in natnre—or in act. She represents ex
| perience without its wrinkles or its gray
hair. She ismatronly beauty and maid.
enly freedom combined. She is grief
| with laughing eye—sorrow in a house of
| festival —a silver moon in a sable cload.
| She is 100 sweet for anything! Like all
gooed things, she can only be created at a
| great sacrifice. Mrs. Browning says
| that you must spoil & man ts make &
poet; and certainly a man mast be pretty
thoroughly spoiled before he can leaven
widow. This black swan—this mourn-
ful Phenix—rises'only out of the fun-
I.ﬂll urn that holds the ashes of & bus-
(band's hesril Let us wipe away the
| briny tear and proceed. Pergite Picrides.
Poeis, staresmen, heroesand philosophers
have each felt the indefinable influence |
of widewhood. li= quality is not steain-
ed. It falls alike npon the just and the
unjust. Noune can escape it. Edward
Plantagenet wedded the widow Eliza.
beth Grey, though she knew she brought
civil war for her dowry. Ned Waller,

ington, Napoleoa Bonaparte, John Wes
the boys, married widows. Henry the

Eighth was so fond of them, that he
took two; and King David was so pleas-

ed with Abigail, the widow of Nabal, |

whom he took to wife, that he turned
Bathsheba into a widow on purpose to
marry bher. When Judith cesses her
cogitation- over the virtues of the lste
lamented Manasses of Bethnlin, puts uff
her mourning and adorns herself in
hrave attire to set out for the camp of
Holofernes, we feel instinctively thatrhe
will come back with his heart, his crown
or his head, whichever she goes for.
When the widow Nsomi counsels the
young widow Ruth how to Iny her snares
in the harvest fields of her kinsman and
spring her net on the threshing foor, we
knuw at once that the wealthy bachelor,
Bass might aa well order the wedding
garments. Allan Ramsay wrote a song
telling how to woo & widaw; he might a=
well have left directions how to get
struck with lightning.

A Singular Faculity.

[Dexter (Towa) Herald.]

About twelve years sago two men nam-
ed Jamer Neeler and—Cassidy, who
were neighbors and resided in Warren
County, Iown, had some difSculty about
a line fence. One day Neeley discoversd
his neighbor's dog chasing and biting
his boge, while he was hunting ducks
near a pond. He had s douhle-barreled
gun in his hand, one barrel of which he
diecharged at and killed the dog. Mr.
Cassidy being told of the affair by a
boy, took n gun with him and came up
1o Neeley in a threalening manner—
Both men pointed their guns at each
other and fired. Neeley was shot through
the hand, and Cassidy was shot through
the body and killed. Neeley wan arrest-
ed, tried, and convicted of murder in
the second degree, and was rentenced to
fifteen years' imprisonment in the Peni-
tentiary, He served out faithfully ten
yeara and s half of his time and behav-
ed hiwmsell 80 well that he was pardoned
out Ilast winter. This man Neeley has
been a resident of this town for some
montha past,and is now ai work on our
roads.

But what we wish tospeak about more
particalarly is his remarkable Jreams
and visiona, A few days ago, while a
waork on the streets, he informed his fel-
low-workmen that his sister, who resid-
ed six miles gouth of De Soto, had died
the previous night, for he had witnessed
her death scene during his sleep, Sure
enongh, in half an hour our telegraph
operator brought him a dispatch cor.
roborating his dream of the night be-
fore, During his imprisonment he wit
nessed the death of his father and meth-
er, and circumstances connected there
with. The events were corroborated
just as he had dreamed, and, what is
stranger still,® alwaya before receiving
letters from wife while he was in prison
he was always visited in his dreama by
his wife, who conversed with him and
told all that was written in his letters, so
that he nlways knew when the letters
were com:ing and what they contained,
and would tell’the news before he got it
to his prison comrades. He also has
had remsarkable visitations at times
When he was a school boy in Iudiana,
and only eight yeara old, he met every
morping for two weeks in succession, in
the road, a ghost, which he ealls his an-
gel, and which sppeared in the shape of
an old, venerable-looking man, with long
white hair and beard. One day he met
the ghost at a spring, when it approach -
ed him and strack him twice over the
shoulders with a hickory stick. The
ghost, he eayn, looked like one of the
Deputy Wardens of the Penitentiary.
When he was a boy he also had visions
and dreame=, In brief, suffice it 1o sy,
that Mr. Neeley is a very quiet, inoffen-
sive, penceable kind of & man, with no
bad habits about him, and has alway=
been grently repentant and horrified ae
any man could be at the nct which sent
him to the Penitentiary.

TBE Go-BETWEEN.—There is, par-
haps, not & more odious character in the
world than that of a go-between—by
which we mvean one who carries to the
earnof one neighbor every injurious ob
servation that happens to drop from an-
other. Such a person is the slanderer’s
herald, and ia altogether more odious
than the slanderer him-elf. By his vile
officiousness he makes that poizon effec
tive which elee were inert; for three-
fourthaof the slander in the world would
never injure their ohject, except by the
malice of go-betweens, who under the
mnask of donhle friendship, sct the part
of double traitors.

It would require the applieation of
tremendons mechanical power to stretch
a bar of iron only the fraction of an
inch in length; yet when heat expands
it to the mame extent it does it at the
expense of precisely the same amount of
force. The same principle is forcibly
illastrated by a wagon tire which some-
times crushes a wheel by its contraction
when the heat is removed.

Joe Addison, Sam Johnson, Geo Wash. |

ley, Tony Weller, Ben. Disraeli, and all |

THE NATURAL PICTURESQUE,

Relativns Between Architecture and
Landscapes.

Every scene has its special beauty if
not marred by man's work. It ia witha
feeling of pain nigh to agony that we
have revimited what was once a lovely
vale, down which meandered & brawl-
ing brook bordered by roshes and for-
get-me-nota, to find planted theres hyge

factory vomiting forth clouds of amoke, |

and pouring forth into the once pellucid
current a stream of fillhy, discolored
matter. This i an extreme thouwh by
Do means & rare case; but there are oth-
ers where the intention has been to car-
ry out an improvemens and to produce a
pleasing effect, and where the result has
been the reverse. Oune of the chiefl aims
of the modern architect should be to
master this problem; if he does so  he is,
i no mean eense, an artist: he must
have the eye of an srtist, s fine percep-

{ tion of the fitness of things, a feeling for

harmony, and a keen sympathy with na-
ture. If so endowed he not only pro-
duces srtistic work but themes for artists.

A landscape painter ennnot give the
true apirit of a seene & hus never cast
eyes upon, nor yet can an architect de-
rsign & building in harmuny with the
surroundings of a site he 18 unnequaint
ed with. His design may iteelf be gowd,
but if misplaced it will appear ugly;
and, on the other hand, a design exhib.
iting no special puwers of beanty, per se,
may in combination with other objecis
be & worthy and  beautiful jtem in
composition.  In certain circumstances
the architect may find it expedient to
rely upon the effect of contrast between
the leading lines of hisx building snd
those of the surrounding objecta; in nth-
ers he muy place his reliance upon the
barmony between his creation and the
scene in which 1t ix placed, and in other
and rare instances he may feel called np-
on to make his work predominate =0 as
to subdoe, as it were, to its influence
everything around.

But this last is a dangerons experi-
ment, only to be undertaken by those
sirong in resolirces.  The salest coure
is to strive for harmony of eflect, =0 that
in character, sentimuent and color the
building may appesr amalgnmuted with
the surroundings eather than form a
striking object elaiming attention, it may
withal be the key to the genersl expres-
sion of the composition, the one olject
which has mnde the scene picturesque
and & subject for the pencil. Far hap-
pier are such reaults. mach more to the
credit of the architect in the long run,
than those produced by brusgue self as-
wertion, which thrusta itself into prom-
inence. The most ambitiour effurts of
man compete in vain with the subli-
mer product® of Nature. St. Peter’s it-
self would appear but as a toy if perch-

the

of such objects man's humbler effurts are
the most aeceptable; they should appear
as the mere trimmings upon the drapery
of Nnture, the smaller ornanments she
uses occasonally. On the other hand,
when the natural featares of a scene are
nut upon & gigantic scale, bat yet pos-
sess A certain ruggedness of character
the architect should give some force
and prominence to his work., The med-
imval castle in more in keeping with a
rocky site than a circular temple, which
ngain isin complete harmony with a
InnJdseape where gentle undulations pre-

may be more so; in a flat landscape the
tall spire which cuts np against the sky
may dominate with fine effect over every
naturnl feature; it may arise from a
thick mass of folinge, or overtop a long
row of poplars, and be the one ohject
which enlivens the prevailing monotony,
A tower, again, i= more appropriate toa
scene composed of hill and dale, and it
may be of no great altitnde if it posses-
ses snfficient bulk.

Pictoresqueness is more sllied to ir-
regnlarity than to symmetry; but irregn-
larity ix not of necessity an imperfee-
tion; it is, on the contrary. a frequent
ponrce of the most subtle beauty. A
homan face which i« perfect in contnar
may be less attractive than one in which
there iz not a graceful line.  Although
sn architect may not be 8 master of de-
tail, although he may lack the power to
stamp his designe with the impress of
geniug, he may be imbued with true ar-
tiatic feeling, and produce works which
have a charm of their own, and which
are a source of delight to the traveler
in rearch of the picturesque.—[ Builder.

A Good Seat.

Some years ago, being in Philadelphia
John Cockerill, of Ohio, received an in-
troduction to a prominent divine of thst
city. The reverend gentleman invited
John to sttend his church on a certain
Sunday, which invitation was accepted.

They entered the macred edifice togeih-
er. It was one of the first churches in
the city, and its members were fashiona-
ble and aristocratic sn the extreme. The
minister put John inan elnborately-fur-
ninhed pew, well to the front. John
nestled comfortably down into one eor-
ner of the same, and looked about as in-
teresting and contented as a toad under a
cabbage-leaf.

After awhile the owner of the pew ar-
rived, and nt once gave signs of intense
disgust and indignativn st the presence
of the interloper. Ie luocked nt John,
locked at the pew, scowled mugnificent
ly, and, finally, after fumbling through
his pockets rome time, drew forth a
enrd and wrote on it with a pencil:—
“This in my seat, sir!” and, with the air
of the loftiert contempt, tossed it over 1o
John.,

The Intter touk it up, read it with
Inmb.like meekness, peculinr to himself,
and then, with the most delightful cool-
ness, wrote in reply: “It's 8 mighty guod
sent. What rent do you pay? and tous-
ed the card back to its owner,

The Iatter wok it, looked at it with
the most profound astonishment a min-
ute or two, and then a broad grin over-
spread his countennnce,

He evidently enjoyed the supreme
brass und coolness of his new nequaint-
ance, and when service was over he np
proached John, apologized for his rude
ness, invited bim to his bouse, gave him
the best he had, and treated him with
the uimost respect and consideration
during bhis sojourn in thecity —[N. Y,
Express.

The effect of ltlp:rm. and irrevoca-
ble misfortune is to elevate those souls
which it does not deprive of all virtue.
—{Guizol.

vail, Where nature is less asvertive man |

| How to Prepare Tomatoes.

There is an ignurance which is far 100
wide concerning the preparation of veg-
etables for the table. Thev ought tn
have cooking very simple and very per-
fect, and they do not alwas=get it. One
of the most  delicious and healthful of
summer foods is the tomato, and it i al-
20 one of the most abused. Baw, it is
often bronght 1o the table cut np into
unshapely lumps with the skin still ad-
hering to them. Cooked, it generally

appears merely a watery red me=s, inter- |

spersed with pieces half done, hard and
greenish in color.  The ideal dish of

raw tomatoes is thus prepared: Choose |

only those which sre large, comipara-
| tively smooth, firm, and thoronghly red-
i ripe, it is an absurdity 1o offer smuall or
| immnture specimens in s salad, and if
| you ean't find such as are here recom
lmuu-lr.i. ¥ou must not sttempt to ent
|u.- tomatoes. Put them in & tin pan
and pour over them boiling water, pour-
ing it off immedintely, Thir so luos-
| ens the skins thay they can usunlly be
pulled off ea=ily, without any violent
apgplication of the knife.  Then with »
| wery sharp knife slice them across, dis-
carding the lir«L piece, which has the
| hard bage of the sten, and the bust piece,
which Make the slices
thin rather than thick, keep them large
and whaole, and pile them earefully in
| Inyers in a pretty dish, delicately sprink.
ling salt and pepper uver them, Then

| put them sway 1o get thoroughly eold in
|

ia 100 swnall
|

your cellar or refrigerator. Prepared
[ thus they are simply ambrowial, and on-
Iy a pagan could scorn them. If any-
| budy wanta to add sugar and vinegar to
the seasoning, that can he done at 1able
by the eater. Slices of the large vellow
tomatoes scattered among the red, some
times make the dish look very tempting.
For stewed tomatves, peel as shove,
but cut in pieces, not in slices. Pt
these in o 1wo-guart tin basin or a por-
!cr!nin-lined saucepan, and add salt and
just enongh water o keep them frowm
While they are simmering
comfortably throw in a very litle pep-
per, s good large pirce of nice butter,
and enonugh fresh ends cracker broken
| into small bits to thicken the mixture,
| withont making it like a podding.
!!huliid be thin enongh to run
from the Epoon, nnd yet not be walery.
Thi= dish is also exquisitely inviting.
here are other methods of coovking to-
llmttwn—sle\ling widh rice, stnffing and
buking,
gnu-l

| [Western Raral,

burning.

eanily

(L]

. The Moon a Dead World.

Among the illusions swept away by
wikdern seienve was the pleasant fancy
Illhnl the moon was a habitable globe,
like the earth, its surface diversifi-d with

varied forma of vegetation.
| inns und savants gravely discussed the
| probabilites of ita being inhabited by a
|
| faculties fur opening communication
with them. in case they existed.

It

ete,—butin no guise are they |
ns those dexeribed above — |

A Story That Ought to Live Ferever.

Frinn the London Eza,

|  There comwes to us from the Weslern

district a story on the details of which a |

Bret Harte or a Colonel John “’!_“
would found a poems.  The other day a
gang of laborers were employed stack
ing blocks of wtone on a permanent way
of the Great Weatern Railrond, between
Keynaham and Brisiol. Tu fact, the op-

| eration of stone stacking was carried on

| within a few vurde of the Brislington
tunnel. It wae at the time of day when
the most wonderful express train in the
world, called the “Flying Dutchman,”
was expected, and by some unlucky ae-

| cident a large block of stone rolled down |
| the embankmwent and lodged on the rail- |

At this inatant the roar of
the “Flying Dutchman” was heard in
the tunnel. There was not s moment 10
be lost, so swiftly down the bank sped
one Of the brave navvies o remove the
stone and save hundreds
livens, or perish in the attempt. Ie had
s wife and family at howe, but he never
thonght of them. [His life was in hie
hand, bot he mever thought of shat.
Down the steep embankment sped the
brave fellow, nerved with the combined
strength of Siayphas and Atlas, to move
the stone and save his fellow creaturea
Un sped the “Flving Dutchman
“Quick, for your life, Jim,"” shouted the
companion on the bank. Alas! it was
Jort too Inte the sgone was rolled oot o
the way, but the hero waa cut to pieces
| by the fangs of the warderous train.—
This is as grand and noble s story s ev-

way line.

vr was jobd,
“Jim Bindse,” the mornl of whose story
i= told with such impetuous vigor and
truth by thenuthor of * Little Breeches:"
*He know'd his duty, s desd saure thing,
And he went fup it thur and then;
And Christ uin't agolng 1o be 100 hard
na man that dr;d for men!™
If even there was a brave fellow who
Inid down hia life for the sake of his
fellow ereatures, it was this hero of the
Brislington tunnel. His wife and chil-
dren voght to be looked after, snd have
no doubt come nnder the consideration
[ of the citizens of Bristol. But the sLary

| oaght to live forever.
——— A i

Washington Knocked Down,

In 1754,
mand of the Virginia Hangers at Alex.
andrin, awniting the arrival of General
Braddocks' troogs, Pll‘li‘!illﬁl Mr. Faur

| fax in an election contest tur the House

Washingwn, then in com-

of Burgesses, against Mr., after=ard Col
onel, William Paype of the Continental
Army
those rare ocensions when Washington's

hat bBlood get the better of hie peerless
judgment. Fieroe words pussed between
the twogentlemen, in the Market Square
| of Alexandrin, ending by an

rage from Pavne, in which he felled

ed Pavne, but Washingion, with ealm
dignity, dispersed them. A duel seemed

| ever, Washington sent for Pavne, and,

of innocent |

It is finer than the tale of

Thi= seeimns 1o have been one of My sunl within was sore dis

St. Nieholaz for July

Makes a fenture of the nationsl holi
day.
comributions,—stories and
poems and pictures, puzzles and porn.
grapha. Al the American Bags of his
tory, from the " Rattlesnske' and the
“Pealmetto™ of 1776 to the Stars and
Siripes of the present, wave out at us
! from two of the pages: the* Boton Boys"
who guined their right 1o the “Commaon™
are remiembered in & poems snd shown
ina drwing; snd on the “Centenninl
Page,"” the events of the Century that
are most worthy of record are duly re-
eorded, and some of them pictured.

In ita miscellaneous contents, the
number includes many other attractive
and interesting articles, Mpn. Oliphant
| hms one of her most charming “ Windsor
Castle” papers; and Susan Coolidge »
romantic story of humble life in Ger-
|many. There s “The Vikings in
America,” in which those adveniurous
| pirates of Norway are crodited with the
|original discovery of the New World:
| “Tuarret-Ships and Torpedoes” n well

illusirnted nrticle, full of information
regarding naval armament, inventiuns,
| and warfare; “The Moth#Ps Stratagen,”
| & eapital story by Edward King; s com-
[ fent pictore culled “The Mouse's Mis-
take,” and u sweet little poem for the
|lirl:, entitled “Jemima Brown.,"” “The
Bay Emigrants" begin digaing out their

r gold under circumstances of excitement

| and interest; and Mr, Aldrich's story of
“The Cat and the Counteas” ends in »
[ very happy and entertmining manner
We nre sorry 1o luse this story, and the
admirable seriea of dainty snd amuning
silhouettes—numbering nlmost one hun-
| dred—which has illostrated it to such

prrivction
II Mazion Harlands ““Liule House-
keepers”™' page gives the girls a recipe

| for “ Broited Chicken;" “A Youug Con-
tribmtor™ furnishes un amusing story;
Jack-in-the- Pulpit, and the other de-
partments, have their ususl store of good
things; and chief among the numercus
Hlnstrations is the frontispice—an excel.
lent engraving of * A Waoden Palpivin
the Church of 8t. Andrew, Antwerp."”

Fulilished by Roguest.)

LINES,

Sogeested by the npprosching anni-
versry of the desth of MHomer C
Geach, who died May 20d, 1875, nged
o0 vears, B monthes and 2 darvs

BY HIisa MOTHER

As I lny moe down tir rest.

Lreremiad

My aclhiong leart and throbliing beepst
Whispered 1o me—bereft, bereft,

S.nt quite three years had jssed uwav,
Since he from home had gons 10 siay:
Time #ped along from day 1o day,

outburst of | Month after month soun relled away

How glad we were o hear him tell,

ed on the Matterhorn. In the presence seas, lakes, continents, and islunds, and | Warhington to the earth. The Rangers | By pen and ink, ma, | am well:
Thealog. | rushed from their barracks and snrround- The wtampn I'll have when Christinns

~ comae
Oh, then I am & coming Lome!

Bat al! before next Christmas day,

race of sentimentnl beings with formsand | ineeizable. On the following day, how- | & telegram mid come immedingel y

Our henrts werenlmost rent in tuning

“m.|rslrmiim: his hand, sid, with a gentle Fo save our boy; it was i vain

His ps got there on Fridav morn,

of these was to construct nn the broad | CoRrtesy, that tonched the cther to the Before death had i k qui i
= X . . . bl heart: “Mr. Payne. to err i | . .. * UeR t s s wor quite done
highlands of Asia a series of geoms tri- Fhe, to er 1? finman, Ty ith Isngnid look 10 him he snid
(eal fignres on o senle ko gigantic s to | Woe wrong yesterday; but if you have | Bav what you wish, for well he knew
| be visible fro.a onr planciary neighbor, bad sufficiont satisfaction, et usx  be he'd soon be dead
| on the supposition that the woon people | friends.” Until the day of his death, | You are too wenk, my darling ehild.

| would recognize the object, and imme-
i dintely construct similar figures in reply,
extravagant and absord as it may ap-
| pear, but the discussion was kept np at
intervals, until it wns discovered that if
there were people inthe moon they must
be able to live withont breathing or eat-
ing or drinking. Then it ceased.

Besuiiful to the ere of a distant ob

world of death and silence. No vegeta-
olation traversed hy monstrous ereviceses
broken by encrmons peaks that rize like
gigantic tombetones into space; no luve-

nersof iteaky. The daytime is only
pnight lighted by a rayless sun. There
i= no roxy dawn in the morning, no twi-
light in the evening. The nights are
pitchdark. In daytime the solur heams
are lost against the jagged ridges, the
sharp points of the rocks of the steep
wides of profound ahysases; and The eye
seen only grotesgue shapes, relieved
agninst fantastic shadows which makes
the charm of a terrestrial landscape.
There is no color—nathing but dead
white and black. The rocks reflect pas-
vively the light of the sun; the craters
and abyaser remnin wrapped in shape;
fantastic peaks rizo like phantoms in
their glacial cemetry; the atars appear

maon is & dead word; she has no stmas-
phere.

Wnilnﬂo:'a Temper.

Miss Jane Stuart in Scribmer for July,
tells the fullowing story of her father,
the celebrated painter, and General
Washington:

While talking one day, to Gen. lenry
Lee, my father happened to remark that
Washingt-n bhad a tremendous temper,
but held it under wonderful control.
General Lee breakfusted with the Presi-
dent and Mre. Washington n few day af-

| terward.

*] maw your portrait the other day—a
enpital likeness," enid the General, “but
Stuart rays yoo have a tremendous tem
P"r-"

“Upon my word,” said Mra. Washing-

desl upon bimsclf, to make such a re-
mark."

“But stay, my dear Indy,” enid Gener-
nl Lee, “he ndded, that the Pr sident
hud it under wonderful contrel.”

With something like a suiile, General |
Washington remarked, *He in right.”

"

Gienius is the most peculiar of attrib-
utes. Genios lenves the water in the
wash-basin. Qenins never shuls a gate
or a door. Genius borrows small sums
of money, never to return them.  Gen-
ins getadronk and affeets filth.  Genins
loses ita kevs and speetscles, Genius
usex other people’s stamps and  sation-
ery.
incapnble of folding n newspaper prop-
erly ur keeping a book clean,
always leaves a litter on
desk. Genius ina grown baby that du
arranges everything. Genius in system-
atlo only in bad manners.
faults are ascribed 10 eccentrieity. Gien-
ius would be happy, but his selfichness
won't Jet him nlone. Genius, in an ad-
vanced state of civilization, would be
stamped to death by an infuriated mob,

Geniue inoften a poet.  Geniues in

|
Lt |
Lienins |
romebod y s |

paradoxical assucha tragedy muy seem.

like #pots in the blackness of space. The |

Geniua's | shall shed a common feagrance on the

Colonel Payoe retained for Washington
s devoted and unbroken regard.—[*A
Little Centennial Lady;" Scribner for
July,

|

i —
Two Classes of Conversers.

{
! Aroand and sbove all other distine-

tions, there are two grent clarses of con-

you are of some sccount in the world,

& ) .
server, the moon is asepulchral orb—s | and those who have a subtle way of con- | Lhough very slow 10 me it seemed;

prRyes, (l' ]ll}l.‘l l.\' ‘A“‘\ lJlJl \

vincing von that yon have no right to

tion clothes it» vast plaine of stony des- | exizt. The |atter class in small in nom- | fow

her; but what they lack in quantity,

they make up insting. Sometimes they

| are gified with a gharp tongue and an |
Iy forms of cloud floatin the black- | nnerring faculty of saving the most !

grinding things. Bometimes
apparently sunve and
But, in either case,
you ga away from them with s feeliog
that the world s stuffed with ssw-dust,
—that you yourself are an imbecile and
It may take days for von
to recover your proper standing with
yoursell, Then, if von sk your sonl
what fatal gift has the tormentor, which
earries with it this power of making his
fellow-mortals minerable, vou discover
that it is gift of selfishness. The per-
| #on to whom you have been talking is
ungenerons. .‘\:stl'ns-rnn- tnan, & gener-
Ol Woman—vyou eannot come near siuch

[ llw}‘ are
|
|

manner and lll} rase,

an impostor.

an one without receiving something that
makes amends for your own disappuint-
with, your own
yourself, An ungenercus person adde
| the weight of anmber to your side of
I’ the seales, and down vou gol—[The Old
| Cabinet; Scribner for July.

| -
i Wa-hinglon’s Appearance.

ment iil opinion of,

| 1 once heard my father. in a prieate
conversstion with Washington Allston,

wive his enndid opinion of Gen. Wash-
ington’s appearance. IHe said that hia
figure was by no means good; that his
shoulders were high and narrow, and his
| hands and feet remarkably Iarge. He
had “sldermanic proportions;” and this
defect was increased by the form of the
veet of that day. But, with all these
| dirawlbacks, his appenrance was singular-
Iy fine. 1 have heard my mother say

entry to the parlor, and thatshe thought
him the most superb-looking person she
had ever seen. lIle was then dressed in
hlack velver, with white lace ruffles, ¢te ,
exactly ns Stuart’s picture represented
him.—[Jane Stunrt; Scriliner for Jaly,
-

Rev. G, (3. Bwith, of La Grange
Ga ., in an address on Decorntion Day
snid:

“Giolay your garlands on those graves,
and if perchance some one who ware the
blve, who died far from his Northern or
Western

homwe 1o save n Union he had
been tanght to idolize, liea beside him
who wore the grey, lap a garland upon
his tomb,  And it may be on each grave
some little vioelet mny take root and,
both reaching toward the skr, they will
embrace one another, and Qowering, each

graves of those who loved duty more
than life. Bobe it"

A shirt dealer adveriises a bosom war-
ranted 1o wenr longer than the shiri.—
But who wanis a longer than his
whirt?—[ Norristown Herald.

consideraie in |

1’1l wait, you mny be better after whijle:
If nny thing 18 on your mind, '
I'll put it together, word at a time
|| am too wenk to talk, he said,
| The blaod ran gushing to his head
Perhnps he had something 10 suv,
Wishing his pa to lead the way
A telegram then came tn me:
“Btart to-night —come immediately,”
No time was apared; at ten at night

There can be no life without air.| versers; those who maxe you feel that |Good-bye, I said, voon out of sight.

Cars sped nlong with lightning wpeed,

Vith ach

ing heart ard fervegt
Oh,

God! my darling ehild do apare.

as the second of May day Inst,

Just one year ngo when this month i
sl

Tlm_rwimh were blowing when in (iibsou
I arrived

Almost speechless, said 1, “Steanger, is
my boy alive?”

“He was nlive at six thiseve;

There is no hupe, though, 1 beljeve:

The doctors say that he must die;”

The shock was so great [ could nut ery

Up to the house | almiost flew—
fow I got there, | never knew;
My grief | tried my best 1o smother:
I sermed t0 henr his voice: Mother, dear
mother!
| “Brave up; cheerful meet your child,”
| They maid, “be ealm, put on a8 smile;
On this a good deal now depends;
| We thought it best for you 10 send.”
“I nm watching him,” the doctor said
| “It in the tenth, the turning puing,
Hoping by morning we miny see
Change for the better; may it be.”
The moming dawned, we thought we
mw
| Bame slight hope for our darling boy,
Bat, oh, alas! before "twas noon,
From us we knew he would be taken
S

Rewtlews his wenry form hegan;
The awful sight 1 conld not stand,
It seemed my grief T conld not bear,
Seill, grief 1 hid without s tear.
| T watched him close; how fast he failed,
Numb got his hands, purple hin nnile,
He lnskeid at me, his pilse they flew,
| Pointing to hix naild, so very blue,
| “Don’t be excited, donr,” 1 said,
“Remember sister's nuils, how blue they
were,
"Tis the diseare, perhaps, that makes
them o™
He sermed to say | soon must ge
| Never oan I mvaelf forgive,
When 1 saw he eould no longer live,
Oh, had 1 to him of hesven spoken,
Before the cord of life was broken.

| He fell naleep, then sweetly alept,

ton, coluring. “Mr, Stuart inkes n grent | that the first time she saw him, he enter- | A= death so slowly o'er him crept,
| ed the hall door, as she pamed from the

| Bleeping so sweetly he never stirred,
As to the brink of death he neared.
Without a murmar or a sigh,
Oar darling, darling one did die, |
The second of Mn_v‘w bid adien,
Left us to mourn him, and we do,
Hia friends in Gibson loved him dear, |
For him they too did shed a tear,
| Their sympathe went with us home, i
| For brothem, aisters, all who loved. |
| Giod help us to be reconciled,
Theuo that hast taken onr dear child,
| Oh, may he in heaven bloom,
While we are traveling to the tomb

| We eannot bring him back to us; |

We all must die, we know we must:
Oh, may we meet in heaven above,
Meet with sll those we love.

Yes, we may meet our darling child,
Then he will greet us with a emile;
Brathers, vou with him may meet,
Bisters, yes, you may him greet,
Thanks to oar Gitwon friends so dear,
Your kindness makes you scem so near;
Denth makes even sirangers friends;
Denth often God in mercy sende,
Receive our warm aflections, all,

May you be ready at His eall,

At heaven's door, Dootor may we meei,
Our denrest boy forever greet.

Pictures frames of all kinds st P. G
Matthios & Co's,

Sp—

Iis tribnte to 1t includes severai |
nketohes, |

timre & Ohdo B, B, Co.
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CARRIAGESB, &o.

| AT THE OLD STAND!

'West Main Street,

MARNTFACTUR
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KIS ]

CARRIAGES,
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rder and
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Thvitve thin wt
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amenis

Ohio.

Ex
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