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E Select Poetry,

#E OLD AND NEW YEAR.

ing last night a dreary moor
fWhere deeply lay the snow
ertook at midaight hour
1 old man creeping slow.
the Old Year, with age subdued

n,
king mid the solitude
place to die unseen
brought me many happy Jays
puld not on his ending gaze.

e had I passed the touching sight,
en a deep silenice fell
rd an old v ny
BAnd o young one chim
fmed mo ; the

ood-night 1"

All's well !

01 Year was gone !
s child

unding on

fin with life! When midst the gloom
s night, we sce
y sink into the to

lnnxmmm‘h for
B0'cr we prized the b

gvlvrt Story,

{EW YEAR'S GIFT.

New Year's Eve;
. The wind dashed the frozen

% unkniown
sing flown

a cold, bluster-

usly against the sturdy walls of
 Btone

that was burning in the

Farmhouse, making the
ned kitchen seem doubly
d which were gathered Farmor
i, his wife and four children,
ther-bronzed face of the farmer
lre-worn, discontented look. He
those “make haste to be
d though he is sarrounded by
sings and every reasonable want
d, as the close of the old year
surplus in his purse, his heart in
being lifted up with gratitude, is
jth repinings.
entle, meek-browed wife is sitting

who

1. Her countenance wears a
Fehastened sorrow, and tears glisten
jyes as they wander to a corner of
p where stands a vacant cradle,
ich smiled, a week ago, the rosy
fl bright-eyed boy, upon whose little
p-night, the snow is drifted heavily
fong silence was broken by a heavy

it the door. |
er Williams opened it, revealing a
gble, middle-aged colored mav, who
farofully in his hand a covered | ‘
|

Mrs. Williams live here?” he

ed. |
) does.” |
lady who buried a child yester-

1 [

, here's a New Yoar's present for |

ing the basket into the farmer's
g he turned and walked quickly |
he road, where could be dimly seen |
flines of a covered sleigh, from
me the faint sound of stifled

flldered and astonished, Farmer |

8 carried the basket into the kitch- |
t it upon the table.

did s0 he was startled by a plain-

J; and upon opening it, there lay a

Y, apparently about three months |

r Williams sprang to the door,
paleigh and its occupants were no-
o be scen.

meantime Mrs, Williams and
ldren gathered around the basket
lamations of surprise and pleas-
the babe saw the sweet face that
it, it smiled, and takiog it up in
she pressed it fondly to her bo-
ust then her husband came back
fruitless search. |
lare, it's an imposition " he ex- |
stamping the snow off his boots. |
on". submit to it. Tl take it |
he luwn fnrm the very first thing '
orning.”

t bear the idea of it going there, :

id his wife, |

be it is !

't see but what it looks like other |

returned John grufily, doing llli‘
Btecl his heart against the little |
I8, in which he only partly sucoeed-

ough as was the farmer's way, he

ndly nature, If ope could only

“Any way, the authoritics will
lake care of it; we can't. We've
mouths to fill now than we can

‘] ful‘.”

Williams' lip quivered as hor
8 reverted to the little grave in

ehyard, Ah! to her there was one

“Just sce what a

Johu," she. said, pleadingly, “it
though God had sent this babe
the place of our own little Willie,
© has taken to Himself. Let me

It will not fail to bring a bless-
may be sure.”

Williams' countenance relaxed
ked in those tearful eyes.
well, Mary,” he said, in a soften-
“I'll think about it. If we do,
the ehildren may have to go with-
od wany things, for these are hard
nd likely to be harder. So you
er weigh the matter well before

Williams did so; and the result
t her “New Year's Gift” became
¢ in Red Stone Farmhouse. He
ip n merry, wingome boy, twining
round the faymer's rugged nature,
ing in the heart of his adopted
F the place of her lost darling, loved
erishod by her with equal tender-
Many sacrifices did she make, many
e hours did she spend, in order
er husband might not feel the ex-
of his maiotenance too heavily.
ell did his growing intell and
yand the ardeut affection he evinced
r, repay her for itall. Thers was
ng about him (hat could give the | words

e | tender memories,

| wi

Simply
[ & bit of white paper pinned to his frock,
| on which were these words, evidently writ-
[ten by a woman, in a graceful but un-.
| steady hand

| slightest clue to his parentage.

ARTHUR,
BORN AvausT 23p, 1851,

““I was n stranger, and ye took Me in.”

Farmer Williams made some inquiries
in the neighborhood, and learned that a

lady with an infant, accompanied by a ser-
vant, Lad been stopping for a week past at
the village tavern; that she was very beau-
| tiful, but pale and sad, and kept her room
| most of the timo. But they had disap-

peared as suddenly as they came.

It is just ten yeors from the time that
Mrs. Williams received her New Year's
gift. Let us take another peep into the
kitehen of the Red Stone Farmhouse. The
group is smaller now than then. The
farmer who murmured ten years ago that
he had manymouths to feed, has now only
one child left him—the little flaxen-haired

| girl that is sitting beside his knee. The
s 1n the little churchyard.

A heavy misfortune has befullen him; the |

thirst for riches has brought its usual
curse. Possessed with the mania for spec-
ulation, he mortgaged the farmhouse and
The gilded bubble burst,
and the dawning of the New Year found
This

and his wife

all it contained

him a ruined and homeless man.
was the last night that he
were to remain in the old homestead, that
had been in his family for four genera-

The boy that you so generously received
ten years ago, and have so tenderly cher-
ished since, will never, never be taken
from you. The mother, forced to relin-
quish her babe, dearer to her than life, is
in heaven. The futher, who so basely for-
800k his child, and her he swore to cher
ish, is unworthy of so sacred a trust. In
the 8 Bank you will find the sum of
820,000 deposited in the name of your
adopted son, of which he is to come into
possession when legally of age; and the
interest of which is to be appropriated to
his support and education during his mi-
nority.

To this singular letter there was neither
date or sigoature. There were various
conjectures in regurd to the stranger, who
in the
and from whom it was eviedently this let-
ter came, as well ns the package received
the night before,

But when Arthur recalled to mind the
look of sad, remorseful tenderncss with
which he had regarded him, he felt that
it must have been his father. Yet he of-
ten said, as he looked into the face of his
adopted mother, that he wanted no dearer
friends than those he had already. As
for Mrs. Williams, among all the blessings
that surrounded her, there was no one that
brought a purer joy than he whom she
had taken to Lier heact when a friendless
babe, her New YEar's Grer.

had been village some days,

e

Uhearful Women,

tions, and was linked to his by so many |

On the morrow they
were to
is true, many of the old neighbors—Kkind,
good souls—had offered him a temporary |
home; but it was hard for that proud, self-
reliant man to accept charity from any
“What can we do?

go?" heg

Where can we
roaned, as he thought of the
morrow.

“The Lord will provide, John," said his
wife, lifting her sad, patient eyes to his.
Neither will
He ever forsake any who trust in Him."”

But the
resignation that made the gentle heart
of his wife such a heaven of peace and

“He has never forsaken us.

love.

“Aye, that's whats you've always said,
sec what we've come to. For my part, I
don't think the Lord troubles himself
much about us, any way !"

Mrs. Williams might have said that he

had brought his misfortune upon himself, |

| but she wisely forcbore
came the sound of a quick, buoyant step,
and there burst iuto the room a fine, sturdy

{ lad of about ten, his eyes bright, and his

cheeks glowing from the keen, frosty air.

“It's bitter cold, I tell you, I tell you!"

||\ exclaimed, flinging his cap boy fashion

| upon the kitchen setteo, and stepping up |
| to the kitchen fire.

Not but what I've been warin as toast,

he added, |

all bu( my ears and fingers,’

| blowing upon the latter as he spoke.

llcrc is something for you, mother,”
he said, seating lnuml! on a stool at her |
feet, and tossing into her lap unlnum"
piece of gold

"\\'hy, Arthur, where
this ?

did you get

“The strange gentleman down at the
tavern gave it to me, mother, e asked |
me into his room, and gave me as many |
nuts and raisios as I could eat, besides.”

“I wonder who he is?" she said mus-

‘m gly.

“I can tell you,” exclaimed her hus-
band, his eyes flashing angrily. “He is
the owner of Red Stone Farmhouse! He
is the man who bid against men on the
few articles I wanted to reserve.
curse of the homeless rests upon him !”

“Nay, John,” interposed his wife, gen-
tly; “perhaps he did ot know how highly
you prized them.”

“Yes he did; Parson Woods stepped up
and told him. Bat he only smiled, and
said he wanted to buy everything just as it
stood.”

“Well," said the boy, gazing thought-
| fully into the fire, “I can't help pitying
He asked
lots of questions about you, mother, and
| all of us; and kept walking up and dowa
| the room, wringing his hands and groan-
ing as if he was in great trouble.”

*“I will buy you a new jacket with this

| him, he looked so sorrowful.

| Arthur,” said Mrs. Williams, as shie ex- | us see if we cannot tie one which will not |

amined anew the gold coin. “You need |
one badly enough,” she added glancing,
with a sigh, at his well patched rounda- |
bout,

“You shall do nothing of the sort,
mother,” said the generous hearted boy.
“You shall buy yourself aud Sissy a nice
warm shawl |’

Before Mrs. Williams could reply there
was a quict knock at the door, Farmer
Williams opened it. [t was only a boy,
who had brought a small parcel, for Mrs,
Williams,

‘“Another Now Year's gift, I suppose,”
he said bitterly as he handed it to her,
for he was in a bitter mood. Mrs, Wil.
liams glanced reproachfully at her hus-
band.

“God grant it may briog us as much
comfort,” she said, laying her hand fondly
upon the head that was resting against her
knee.

As she opened it, she uttered an excla-
mation of surprise. It was a deed of
Red Stone Farmhouse made out in her
vame!  On the inside wrapper were these
words :

" ulel.u;:‘:ll;ihl:.unto :;‘d it unto the least of

There were greatful and hp" hearts
beneath the roof of the old homestead that
night.  Though with Mrs. Williams' joy
there was mingled an uneagy feeling.
She was well assared that it was io some
way coninected with Arthur, and trembled
with apprehension lest somo one should
appear who had a stronger elaim to hiw,
This fear was dissipated the next -o@ln'
by a letter that came to her by the first
mail. Tt contained a ehock 'N five
ilo-ld dollars, together with theso

go they hardly knew whither. It |

father lacked the Christian |

he retorted, impatiently, “and you |

Just then there |

The |

In marrying, men <|u uld scek happy
They make
| when they marry for beauty, or for talent,
| or for atyle; the sweetest wives are those
who posscss the wagic sceret of being
’ha”) under any and every circumstance.
Rich or poor, high or low, it makes no

women. a terrible mistake

inhﬂlruuc the bright little fountain bub-

bles up, just as musically in their hearts.
Nothing ever goes wrong with them—no
| trouble is too serious for them “to make
the best of it.””  Was ever the stream of
calamity so dark and deep, that the sun-
light of a happy face falling across its tur
bid tides would not wake an answering
gleam? Why, these joyous-tempered peo-
ple dou't know half the good they do.
No matter how cross and crabbed you feel,
| no matter if your brain is full of medita-
tion on “afflicting dispensations,” and
your stomach with medicine, pills and
tonics, just set one of those cheery little
women talking to you, and we are not
afraid to wager anything she can cure
you. The long drawn hue about the
| mouth will relax—the cloud of settled
gloom will vanish nobody knows where,
and the first thing you know, you will be
laughing! Ah, what blessings are these
happy women! How often their little
| bands guide the ponderous machine of life,
| with almost an invisible touch !  How we
look forward through the weary day to
I their fire-side smiles! No one knows, no
’ one will ever know until the day of judg-
| ment reveals, how much we owe to these
| lnlpful hopeful,

| women !

uncomplaining  happy

e
| Saying smart things does not pay. It
{ may gratify your spite at first, but it is
| better to have friends than enemies. If
{you cannot make people happy, at least
| refrain from adding to their misery. What
| if this woman is not yourideal of womanly
[ perfection, or that man your model man ?
| Your mission on earth is not to remind
| them of the fact. Bach of us has faults
[ of his own or her own; in correcting l.hLm
| we shall find ample oceupation. A “sting”
or a “dig” never did any good—never
helped any one to be better. One who
| falls into the habit of giving them soon
looks ill-natured. Tt is not always possi-
ble to join the Mutual Admiration Society
and be a good member, but at least one
can hold one’s tongue.
2% sl
Wesster's Woorna.—In olden times
it was the fashion for a suitor to go down
on his knees to a lady when he asked her
to become his wife, which, with very stout
gentlemen, was an uncomfortable proceed-
ing. The way in which Daniel Webster
proposed to Miss Fletcher was more mod-
ern, being at the same time neat and poctic.
Like many another lover, he was once
holding a skein of thread or wool which
the lady had been unravelling.  “Gracie,”
said he, “we have been untying kunots; let

untie in a lifetime.” With a piece of

‘ tape he fashioned the half of a true lover's
knot; Miss Fleteher perfected it, and a
‘li.u put the seal to the symbolical bar-
gain.

How \Vunu Pray Waisr.—All wo-
men play cards alike. Wateh a woman
at a game of whist and you'll get a pretty
good idea how all women play whist :—*La
me, Henry, is it my play? Lot me see—
second hand low—that's the first time
around of that suit, uin’t it? Well, 'y
play—no, I hardly think I will—now you |
stop looking at my hand—did you see
anything? OF course I'm going to play,
but T must have time to think—what's
trumps ?—spades—I thought 'twas clubs
—well, 'll—no—yes—well, there !” Then
she will clap an ace on her partner’s king,
and insist on keeping the trick for fear
she will be cheated out of it in the final
count.—St. Louis Journal.

Five of lho sweetest wards la the Eug-
lish language begin with h-—heart, home,
bope, happiness and heaven, Heart is a
home-place, and howe is a heart-place and
that man sadly mistaketh who would ex-
change the happiness of home for anything
less than heaven.

L i

Tho first step towards making a man of
your son is to train him to carn what he
qwath;llom-hphhmibhb'
to save his earnings.

Three-fourths of a cubic foot of water
porated per hour will produce one horse
pm.
ok
- Never nlup l- chureh or smoke in a

Things Abroad.

Soenes in Oairo,

Although Cairo is, strictly speaking, in
Africa, it is the most intensely and typical-
ly Asiatic city in the world. Except, per-
haps, at Damascus, there is no other place
in which the characteristics of Moharime-
dan Semitic races can be so easily studied.
The people call themselves not Egyptians,
but Arabs. They talk Arabic, and are of
the religion of the Arabian Prophet, though
it would not be easy te say from what orig-
inal stock they are really dirived. Are
they, in the main, descendants of the
ancient inhabitants of Memphis? The
Copts, whose name would make them the

'| representatives of the old Egyptians, are

even now casily distinguished from the
ordinary “Arabs” by their superior appear-
ance. But they may represent the gov-
erning classes, those who compelled the
construction of the great monuments, and
whose features are fonnd in the statues of
the mighty monarchs of thirty and forty
The lower ranks are Mo-
hammedans. and possibly many of them
are Arabs; but they are a down-trodden
race, the servants of servants, the toilers, |
and cannot differ very much fiom the peo-

centuries ago.

ple of whom Herodotus says, truly or
fulsely, that a hundred thousand of them |
at a time were forced by Cheops to build |
his pyramid. But Marshal Kahira, “the |
victorious city,” is altogether Arab. The |
Roman fortress, erscted to overawe Mem-

phis, and still known as Babylon, is toler- |

ably perfect; much more perfect, indeed,
than any remnant of the Roman rale in
England; but it lies some miles south of
Cairo, and was not even included in the
early Arab town, Fostat, now cailed old
Cairo. As Egypt was one of the first
conquests of Mohammed's disciples, one of
the earliest seats of the great Caliphs, and
long the centre of Arab civilization, it has

more features of purely Arab type lhnni

Constantinople, or indeed any other Orien-
tal city of its size cither in Europe, Asia,
or Africa. The traveller, therefore, who
desires to see the Mohammedan at home
cannot do-better than seek him in Cairo,
and he finds in the narrow, picturesque
streets of the old parts of the town scenes
of interest which he may seck in vain else-
where.
ern quarters the change is remarkable.
Though all the tyranny of the Turks ha a8 |
not sufficed to alter the indelible character- |
istics of the place, and though the wide
squares, the fountains, the gardens, the
arcades, the watered roads, the rows of
villas have a half-French look, the people
who crowd every thoroughfare are as un-
like anything European as they can be.
Here, a long string of groaning camels, led
by a Bedouin in a white capote, carries
loads of green clover or long fagots of
sugar-cane. There, half a dozen blue-
gowned women squat idly in the middle of
the roadway. A brown-skinned boy walks
about with no clothing on his long, lean
limbs, or a lady smothered in voluminous
draperies rides by on a doukey with her
face covered with a transparent white veil.
A bullock-cart with small wheels, which
creak horribly at every turn, goes past with
its cargo of treacle jars. Hundreds of
donkey boys lie in wait fora fare, myriads
of half-clothed children play lazily in the
gutters, turbaned Arabs smoke long pipes
and converse encrgetically at the corners,
and every now aud then a pair of running
footmen, in white shirts and wide, short
trousers, shout to clear the way for a car-
riage in which, behind half-drawn blinds,
some fine lady of the Viceregal harem
takes the air. She is accompanied per-
haps by a little boy in European dress, and
by a governess or nurse, whose bonnet and
French costume contrast strangely with
the veiled figure opposite. A still greater
contrast is offered by the appearance of the
women who stand by as the carriage pas-
ses, whose babies are carried, astride on the
shoulders. or sometimes in the basket so
carcfully balanced upon the head. The
baskets hardly differ from those depicted
on the walls of the ancient tombs, and
probably the baby, entirely naked and its
cyes full of black flies, is much like what
its ancestors were in the days of the Pha-
raohs. In the older quarters of the town
the scenes are much the same, only that
| there is not so much room for observing
them, for the streets are seldow wider than
Paternoster row, and the traveller who
stops to look about him is roughly jostled
by Hinbad, the porter, with his heavy bale
of carpets, or the uncle of Aladdin, with
his basket of copper lamps, or the water
carrier, clanking his hrazen cups, with an
immense skin slung round his stooping
shoulders.—Saturday Review.
\ g
The Oapture of Hyenas.

The following mode of tying hycnas in
their den, as practiced in Afghanistan, is
given by Arthur Conuelly, in his “Over-
land Journal,” in the words of an Afgan
chief, the Shirkaroe Synd Daoud: When
you have tracked the beast to his den, you
take a rope with two slip-nots upon it in
your right hand, and with your left hold-
ing a felt cloak before you, you go boldly,
but quietly,in. The animal does not know
the nature of the danger, and therefore
retires to the back part of the den. but
you may always tell where his head is by
the glare of his eyes. You keep moving
gradually toward him on your knees, and
when you are within distance throw the
cloak over his head, close with him, and
take care ho does not free himself. The
beast is so frightencd that he cowers back,
and, though he may bite the felt, he
canuot tarn his neck round so as to hurt
you, 80 you quietly feel for his forelegs,
slip the knots over them, and then with

Wheo he emerges into the mod- i

lynmu of Iho Pmr'l Lrt.

An entertaining and instructive lecture

" | on the above subject was delivered at the

Hall of the Franklin Institute under the
pices of the Pennsylvania M and
School of Industrial Art, recently, by Prof.
Benjamin W. Putoam, of Massachusetts,
The lecturer, in a familiar manver, gave
an object lesson rather than a lecture, ns-
ing all kinds of illustrations with which to
entertain and iustruct his audience. His
own person, an apple and a ball of clay
were treated as representing the animal,
vegetable and mineral kingdoms, and after
a few remarks on their relations to each
other, the lecturer said he would confine
his remarks to the small division of the
mineral kingdom represented by the ball
of clay. He then inquired of the chem-
ist, the geologist and the archaol
what they had to say about clay, nnd in
course of reciting the replies given by each
gave an interesting account of the com-
position of clay, the processes by which it
is formod, its distribution in the earth, the
| peculiazities of different kinds of clay, and
the value of the material to an archaolo-
|gist. Clay, so plastic that a child may
impress it, is when well burned, almost
indestructible, and preserves for ages the
records, written or pictorial, of the nation
| which used it in making pottery. A fan-
| cifal history of the discovery of the prop
erties of clay and of the invention of the
pm.tcr s wheel waa given, for the true his-
| tory is lost in antiquity. A deseription of |
? different kinds of glaze and enamels fol-
lowed, and then an exhibition was given
of the potter's wheel in operation. A
skillful workman formed, in the presence
of the audience, cylinders, jurs, pitchers,
&e., to illustrate the lecturer's remarks on
form. The potter's wheel is a horizontal
plate, revolved by a foot treadle. The
workman, putting a bateh of soft clay on
the wheel or horizontally revolving plate,
fashions with his hands the desired article.
Articles made on the wheel are necessarily
| circular in all their horizontal sections.
Other forms, such as a pitcher, with its
| spout and handle, are modifieations of the
| vase form, and are produced by after ma-
nipulations, with the soft clay article at
rest.
| The pottery having been formed, is bak-
} ed in an oven and then glazed or enamel-
led. The lecturer described the meaning
of the words Ceramics or Keramics (baked
carth,) which includes all kinds of clay
pru«lucu from bricks to egg-shell china;
‘,uf“‘ln)ohc.\, a name derived from the
| island of Majorea, whence glazed pottery
| was taken to the nations of Southern Eu-
| rope, and of Palissy ware. In this con-
| nection he gave a vivid description of Pa-
lissy's long search for the means wherewith
[to glaze pottery, and of his final success,
| woen, having built an oven and obtained
fire wood on credit, he kept the fire burn-

obliged to burn his fence, his kitchen far-
niture, and finally the door of his kitohen,
to maiotain the fire while his wife (a par-
donable scold) ran down the street crying
that he was a madman. The kitchen
floor melted the glaze, however, and Pa-
lissy entered upon his great art carcer,
during which he decorated dishes, &e. for
the nobility of Europe by moulding and
painting, in exact imitation of nature,
snakes, fishes, crabs, mussels, and other
natural objects. He has given his name
to the decorative pottery of France made
in imitation of his works.

Professor Putnam, after briefly referring
to the great work done by Wedgewood in
Eogland, mentioned the opportunity which
is at present afforded the manufacturers
of the United States to improve their
works, now confined almost entirely to un-
decorated household ¢ rockery. The Cen
tennial Exhibition gathered together some
of the finest works in clay from all coun-
tries, many of which have been secured by
the Pennsylvania Muscum and School of
Industrial Art, and these can be used as
models with which to teach art to our
children. Besides the practical work on
the potter's wheel, the lecture was illus-
trated by drawings on the blackboard and

ing day after day and night after night
without melting the glaze, and was at last

i lhe reeollacuon of a mgllt spent at &
#mall khan in the mountains of Areadia.
All Saturday afterncon wo toiled up the
gorges in o terrific thunder storm, the
lightoing leaping from crag to erag ae-
companied by the thunder’s ceaseless roll.
Across our path rushed a mountain tor-
rent, so tortuous that we forded it twenty
times between "noon and night. Tts bed
was dry when we first came to it, and the
last time we crossed it a furious, turbid
flood reached to the saddle-girths, threat-
ening to swoep usaway. Drenched to the
skio, at dusk we reached a little hamlet,
und immediately took possession of the
wretched ino, consisting of two apart-
ments, the stable, and directly over it, the
room we slept in. A roaring fire was
built, around it we dried our bedding, us |
our eyes were filled with smoke, and our
nostrils with the odors of the steaming
horses below, discussed cold chicken,
black bread, tea from our tea caddy—the
faithful of our travel d
then to bed on the floor where, in spite of
various other inconveniences, we slept as
only the weary can sleep. —Appleton'’s |
Jowrnal.

| Hunting the mephlnt.

Dr. Livingstone tells us in his Truveh

a beautiful valley, he wandered away from
the natives who were busy cutting up an
clephant that had been killed the day|
before. Looking through his glass, he
saw distinetly, at the end of the valley,
about two miles off, a great mother ele-
phant playing with its baby. The little
thing was rolling in the mud in & atate of
great glee, and would jump up and frisk
about her mother, much in the same way
as a kitten would round a cat; and the old
mother enjoyed the fun quite as much
us the baby did. Poor things! they did
not know they were having their last
gambol.

It so happened that on that morning
some of the Africans belonging to Dr.
Livingstone’s party had gone again ele-
phant-hunting; and just when the mother
was waggiog her tail and flapping her ears,
in the excitement of the game, both ani-
mals heard a noise which made them
stand still, and expand their ears, to lis-
ten. It was ifie hunters blowing through
tubes to attract their ltuntmu. and shout-
ing loudly—

O chief, chief! we have come to kill you,

O chief, chief! many more will die beside you.

The little calf, as the elephant’s young
is called, started off in terror, but seeing
the men she ran up to her mother, just as
you would run up to yours, if anything
frightened you,—and what would your
mother do? Throw her arms around you,
wouldn't she ? and assure you that no one
should hurt you. And so this mother
threw her trunk around her child, and
stood between it and their enemies. Then
came a shower of sharp javelins, which
covered her sides with blood, and made
her flee for her life, even forgetting her
baby in the terrible pain. 8o the poor
little one was easily shot to death; and
then the mother with a piercing shriek,
turned and charged her pursuers. But it
was casy for the nimble natives to escape.
while the poor animal got weaker from loss
of blood, for fresh showers of spears came,
till at last she reeled and fell down dead.

You won't wonder that good Dr. Liv-
ingstone could not bear to watch the pain-
ful scene. “I turned from the spectacle
of the destruction of these noble anlmals,’
says he, with a feeling of sickness, unre-
lieved by the recollection that the ivory
was mine.”

ERER AR S
Uhinese Suspension Bridges.

The most remarkable evidence of the
mechanical science and skill of the Chi-
nese isto be found in their suspended
bridges, the invention of which is assigned
to the Han dynasty which flourished 1600
years ago. According to the concurrent
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An old hllimul Storm,

The severo gaic vhieb has just swept
along our Atlantie coast, causing so muek
damage and wrecking the Huron on it |
course, calls to mind the most severe storm
upon record in modern days, of which Ro-
bert Chambers has given us a vivid de-
scription.  This tempest broke over Eng-
land on the 27th of November, 1703, ¢x-
actly 174 years ago yesterday. It wasnot
merely a short burst of storm, but a fierce
and tremendous hurricane of a whole
week's duration. At 4 o'clock in the
afternoon of Wednesday o brisk gale set
in, and increased so strongly during the
night that it would have been memorable
if a greater one had not immediately fol-
lowed. From Friday to Sunday morning
the tempest was at its extreme height.
The affrightened Londoners left their beds
immediately after midnight and took re-
fage in their cellars. Many thought the
end of the world had come. Defoe, who

{ | was in London, says:—‘“Horror and con-

fusion seized upon all; no pen can describe

no words can express it, no thought
| conceive it, unless of some who were in
l.he extremity of it.” Only on Sunday

that once when he and his party came to 1 morning could the boldest venture forth.

The streets were knee-deep with bricks,
| tiles, stones, lead and timber. On Sunday
| and Monday none dared to go to bed. On
| Wednesday it ceased, and there was a dead
calm just a week from its
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stendard of the Bourbons had been ur

farled.  This oity was not fortified, Tt
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ed by houses; these houses, the

ing churches and
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the foundation, were to bo seen, in each

time and mﬂ.llo‘by neglect, A b

hill, called 1! Torero, commanded the town

ntdilhnuoft.u'.ﬂ“lm
‘bombard-

situation for the most destructive

ment.  Among the sixty thousand inhabi-

tants there were but two huadred snd
twenty regular troops, and the m
consisted of ten old caomon.

The French began the apb -*
slothful style; they deemed much exertion
unnecessary; Saragossa, they said, was only
inhabited by monks and cowards. But
their opinion and their efforts were destin-
ed to an entire revolution. Very seldom
in the anoals of war has greater heroism,
greater bravery, greater horror and misery
been concentrated than during the two
months that these desperate patriots re-
pelled their invaders. No sacrifices were
too great to be offered, no extremities too

Twenty-oue deaths were caused by the
falling of chimneys alone. After the
storm houses resembled skeletons. Plain
tiles rose in price from a guinea a thou-
sand to £6. Brieklayer's wages doubled.
It was found necessary to thatch some of
the public buildings. The Bishop of
Wells and his wife were killed in their
bed. In the county of Kent 1,100 houses
were levelled to the groamnd. At Pen-
nurst, in the ancient park of the Sidneys,
now the property of Lord de L'Isle, 500
grand old trees were prostrated, 800 boats
and 120 barges were utterly destroyed on
the Thames, and scores of dead bodies
were washed up and buried. Three men-
of-war of 70 guns each, one 64, two of 56,
aund one of 46 were destroyed. Rear-Ad-
miral Beaumont and 1,500 officers and
men perished with these ships.

have come into voguo.

life was not even dreamed of in the olden
time.

ing man.

wrecks upon the inhabitants of the neigh

the storm of 1703 two hundred men were

the Goodwin Sands erying and gesticulat-
ing for aid, all of them knowing that at
the turn of the tide they must perish.
The boatmen were too busy bringing in
the wrecked property to waste their time
in saving life.

The Mayor of Deal, a monster of hu-
manity, besought the custom-house officers
to send out the Government boats. This
was refused on the ground that it was not
the services for which the boats were pro-
vided. The Mayor and a few others seized
the boats by force and saved many lives.
The Naval Agent refused to aid the poor
half-drowned creatures who were thus
saved, his duty being, he said, only to pro-
vide for scamen wounded in battle. The
heroic Mayor had therefore to clothe and
feed the rescued people at his private ex-
peuse. It was during the storm we have
boe- d.mhmg tlnt the first Eddystone

ighth Tts

It is only
of late years that life-saving contrivances
That the first
duty of those living on the coast is tosave

The English on the coast consid-
ered themselves heirs of all property which
Providence cast on their shores. It was
even thought unlucky to rescue a drown-
Seventy years after the great
storm of 1703 Burke brought in his cele-
brated bill levying the loss of plundered

borhood. The bill to grant supplies for
carrying on the American war was only
carried by defeating Burke's bill, so stroug
was the opposition made to it by the coast
country mombers. On the morning after

discovered on the treacherous footing of

ppressive to be endured by the hesioged;
but, as it often ocours among the noblest
bodies of men, that one sordid soul may be
found open to the far-reaching hand of
corruption, such a wretch happened to be
entrusted with a powder magazine at Sar-
agossa. Under the influence of French
gold, he fired the magazine onthe night of
the 2d of June. To deseribe the horrors
that ensued would be impossible.
The French, to whom the noise of the
explosion had been a signal, ndvanced their
troops to the gates. The population,
shocked, amazed, hardly knowing what had
occurred, entirely ignorant of the ecause,
bewildered by conflagration, ruins, and the
noise of the enemy’s artillery unéxpected
thundering in their ears, were paralyzed,
; the hrow, the slaughter of
t.honwhonoodnttbeu-prumd
more like a massacre than a battle; in a
short time the trenches presented nothing
but a heap of dead bodies. There was no
longer a combatant to be seen; nobody felt
the courage to stand to the defense.

At this desp an
maiden issued from the Church of Nostra
Doona del Prilas, habited in white rai-
ment a cross supended from her neck, her
dark hair disheveled, and her eyes spark-
ling with supernatural lustre. She trav-
ersed the city with a firm and bold step;
she passed to the ramparts, to the very
spot where the enemy was pouring on to
the assault; she mounted to the breach,
scized a lighted mateh from the hand of &
dying engineer, and fired the pieces of
artillery be had failed to manage; then
kissing her cross, she eried, with the accent
of inspiration, “Death or victory !” and
reloaded her cannon.

Such a ery, such a vision eould not fail
of calling up enthusiasm; it seemed that
heaven had brought aid to the just cause;
her ery was answered, “Long live Agos-
tina !

“Forward, forward, we will eonquer !”
resounded on every side. Nerved by such
emotions, the force of cvery manm was
doubled, and the French Im-
all sides.

Gen. !nfwn,-udlddﬁm
ed result, determed to reduce the place by
famina, as well as to h—hb’h

1.

testimony of all their historical and geo-
graphical writers, Shong-leang, the com-

by examples of different kinds of pottery,
and of biscuit or unglazed ware,

———

Im in tlu Orient,

Well do I n-enber an inn of this sort
in the little seaport of Phocis, on the
coast of Asia Minor, formerly Phocsa,
which sent a colony to found Massilia, or
Marscilles. We ran in there to make a
lee in a heavy gale, just making the en-
trance to the harbor at nightfall, and a
very nncanny night it was. We moored
close to a small, dilapidated quay, that jut-
ted out in front of a coffee house, which
nltbough scarcely visible in the gloom, we

knew must be dirty, dilapidated and pic-
turesque, like evorything else in a Turkish
town, as it proved on furtherinspection. It
was dusky as & cavern, except in the con-
tre, where a pan of coals threw red gleams
on the grotesque features of a group of
sailors lying on the tattered mats around
the fire, wrapped in capotes, and enveloped
in a haze of tobacco smoke. A few leaky
wine skins and casks, two or three old
flint locks, a number of pipes, nargiles,
coffee cups, aid & broken mirror, set in
mother-of-pear], scomed to complete the
outfit of a primitive hotel, which, as indi- | means
cated by the mirror, served also as a bar-
ber shop and a surgery. In the East the
keeper of such a hostel is expected to uc

uhun-k:,'
phicbotomy, the

one strong pull draw them tight up to |

the baok of his neck and tie them there.

mander-in-chief of the army under Kaou-
ts0o, the first of the Hans, according to

lmhdbunhﬁtothalq:mhinefw

Thoruton's “History of China,” undertook
and completed the formation of the roads
through the mountainous provinee of | P®
Shen-so, to the west of the capital. Hith-
erto its lofty hills and deep valleys had
rendered communication difficult and cir- | geq
cuitous. With a body of 100,000 kbor-
ers he cut passages over the

throwing the removed soil into the valieys,
and where this was not sufficient to raise
the road to the required height, he con-
structed bridges, which rested on pillars
and abutments. In other places he con-
ceived and accomplished the daring pro-
ject of suspending a bridge from one
mountain to another across a deep chasm.
These bridges, which are called by the
Chinese writers, very appropriately, “fly-
ing bridges,” and represented to be nu-
merous at the present day, are sometimes
80 high that they cannot be traversed
withoutalarm.  Oune still existing in Shen-
se stretches 400 foet from mountain to
mountain, over a chasm of 500 feet.
Most of these flying bridges are so wido
that four horsemen con ride on them
abreast, and balustrades are placed on each

side to protect travelers. It is by no |
means improbable (as M. Pauthier sug-
gests) that, as the missionaries in China

up in n
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