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house is always like a church—still, clean,
and monumental; hut to-day. by George!

_ it smells like Delmonico’s.” And he went
sniffing over the basement stair rails. “Bet
the landlady’s going to have a party to see
the old year out."

“What's up, I wonder?” said .Smith,
>r jocosely. “Say, Parker,” as another man

entered with his latch-key, “did you ever
see our landlady!”

“Never. Don’t want to either. Ipay
up to an old dragon of a mulatto. Hello !
smells here like the supper some fellows
gave me last New Year’s.”

“Ican tell you,” remarked Smith, “our
Miss Vandcrwhat-you-call-’em Ls a rum lot.
She looks like a royal Egyptian mummy;
gives me an arctic bow now and then; be-
longs to one of the old families.”

“Old families be—confounded !”replied
Parker, carelessly; and he turned to go up
stairs, nodding on the way a hasty “How

; are you ?” to a little Japanese gentleman,
: who had come in with his pass-key like
; the others, and had been listening to the
' conversation.

Presently the Japanese advanced civilly
toward Black, and asked, in very precise

; English, crushed to a strange, inimitable
; softness on his foreign tongue ;

“Pardon; but kindly inform me why the
i lady prepares a feast ?”

“Oh, for New Year’s, I guess,” respond-
ied Black, airily. “It was an old fashion
i to go round visiting, and make a pig of
i yourself, on that day;” and after the man-

i ner of the festive lodger, he franchised the
1 stairs at a few bounds, and loudlyslammed

| his door up above.
I Mr. Tokugawa gazed after Black’s heavy
| heels with that air of quiet observation pe-
j culiar to these well-bred little yellow gen-
tlemen; then he took his own noiseless way

ito his room. With a delicate hovering
| hand that proclaims familiarity with books,
: he chose certain volumes from his well-

i filled shelves, and at once began carefully
j searching them.

i New Year’s Day was bright, crisp and
| clear. Nature herself seemed inclined to

I wholesome festivity. Miss Vanderwey-
ster’s parlor looked much as it had looked
half a century before; the solid mahogany

j furniture was a little worn as to the hair-
cloth covering, but improved as to the color

j and polish of the wood; and there stood the
embroidered screen representing “Rebecca

j at the Well,” and there were the claret
I moreen curtains, and in each window hung
a wreath of evergreens, and beyond the
bright grate fire the folding-doors stood

i wide open, displaying the dining-room, with
i its shining sideboard, and the table spread
with a substantial banquet. Meats and
salads, temptingly garnished with fresh
lettuce and ruddy beets, were dispersed be-
tween forms of translucent jellies and piles
of spicy cakes. Solids and dainties, piquant
sours and luscious sweets, were generously
set out all together; steaming coffee offered
solace to the cold and weary, and punch
wafted a subtle invitation through the air.

Sylvia hovered about the room, her
wizened features all relaxed with a house-
wife’s satisfaction, and when Miss Lisbeth
appeared from behind the tall screen which
hid from view a bed and dressing-table,

| the old servant let her off with actually
j only one command:

1 “Jess go straight away an’ put on your
I pearl pin, Miss Lis’.”

Miss Lisbeth hesitated. “Isn’t itrather
gay ?” she asked.

“Bress us ! not a bit. Nothin ain’t too

gay for such a New Year’s. Look at de
sunshine; look at de punch; look at me;”
and with a merry display of the interior of
her toothless mouth, Sylvia turned about
to show the bow of her starched white
apron, which was in a state of sheet-iron
perfection.

I So the pearl pin—a poor little trifle at
best—lent its glory to the neck of Miss
Lisbeth’s black silk gown. There were

bits of court-plaster that mended the sun-

dry wounds of time in that gown; but, on
the whole, the glisten and the paper-like

; rattle of the costume were very satisfactory.
“Now, Sylvia,” said Miss .Lisbeth, “it’s

nine o’clock, and the calls ought to begin.
I declare Ifeel nervous about meeting so
many gentlemen, though at my age it is
ridiculous, of course.”

“Oh, dey’ll be cornin’ in crowds putty
soon, Miss Lis’. Hark! dere’s a ring
now;” and Sylvia trotted off to the front
door and flung it open wide, ejaculating

I promptly, “Miss Vanderweyster in de
parlor, sir.” But a surly messenger-boy
stepped in, handing over a bundle unmis-
takably made up of quart bottles, and,
thrusting a pink ticket in her face, growled :
“Mr.Smith; second floor. Hurry up.”

When Sylvia returned to the parlor she
remarked: “Is’pose dem lodgers ’ll be
makin’ calls.”

“Of course,” answered Miss
“they probably call on persons of their own
class. But they had very decent refer-
ences, Sylvia; and when they come to pay
their respects to me, pray see that they
have enough to cat. Iremember mamma
used to give the tradesmen wine at the
sideboard.”

“Bress us, Miss Lis’,what days dem was !
but to-day’s not fur behind uni. Jess see
dat table!”

“Dear! dear! you'd better keep the
coffee hot, Sylvia; the callers will soon come

. crowding in all together. It used to take
several servants to supply the gentlemen
when they arrived by threes and fours.”

“Why, Miss Lis’, Ioften see fiftyin here
: afore dis time o’ day. Dere’s a ring again.

Dat’s Major Spuytenduyvil sure.”
But it was only some books for “Mr.

To-ku—To-ko—Co-co—Mr. Heathen Chi-
nee, or suthin," said the facetious young
man who delivered them.

“Bress us!” exclaimed Sylvia; “dat ere

i yaller thing knows how to read, Ido be-
• lieve. Let colored folks keep up to de
i basement, says I.

“Certainly,”remarked Miss Lisbeth; “I
had strong objections to that heathen per-

; son, but his references were excellent, and
i so I couldn’t refuse him. Another ring!”
i And she ensconces herself majestically ex-
' actly in the middle of the sofa. “They’re
. coming, surely.”

But no; this time it was a tramping beg-
gar; next time it was a circular; then a

friend to see Parker; and at each alarm the
i coffee-urn was rushed up-stairs in mad
i haste; then afterward lugged to the kitchen
i again with anxious care,

i “Take your lunch, Miss Lis’,” suggested
Sylvia at last; “it’sone o’clock.”

i “No,” replied Miss Lisbeth, firmly; “we

; never used to eat anything all day long,
• except a few morsels while the guests were

: regaling themselves. Oh, what a decided
¦ ring!” and she looked all expectancy,

i while Sylvia hurried up the coffee-urn once
, more, and answered the imperative sum-

¦ mons.

I Somebody was entering; the step drew
i near, Miss Lisbeth rose with cordial greet-
l ing, and faced—only Hetty Simms, daugh-¦ ter of the person who kept a boarding-house
I next door.
i “Oh, say !’’ cried Hetty, who was a

r bouncing girl in crimson plush, fashionable
livery, “ma wants to know if yen'll nlease

i send her the receipt for real Dutcn crul-
: lers.”

1 “But,” said Miss Lisbeth, with solemn
s reproof, “this is no day for a young girl to

be seen out of the house. Don’t you re-

i ceive ?”
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OVERCOATS,

I . and most varied in the city,
IV ‘•lI>

I men. VI'ITIISand children.

IJjyics and Prices to Suit all Tastes.

I (toons rildl’Eßl-V SHRUNK BE-
B*0,

FORE BEIN')i MADE UP.

I CUSTOM DEPARTMENT

I fall), stocked, from which to order.

I ,v.MPI-KS and PRICKS sent free upon

Miration.

9 N OAH walker & CO.,

H 165 and 107 West Baltimore Street,

I tr Baltimore, Md.¦ novJH*
I FLOUR! FLOUR!¦ r¦ Westminster Flouring Mills,

I tv S. MVER & BRO. Pbopkietors.

I tlamifaclure and have on sale the following

Ilonds of Flour:¦ Oriole Family )
> Patent Process.

¦ i No. 1 Family }
¦ Westminster Family

I Pit's Ridge Family .
I Process.¦ festminstcr Extra J

IjkuvrBrands Flour on sale at Barrel Prices,

IHalf Barrel Sacks, (08 Ihs.l
Quarter

" (-4D IDs.)¦ Bth
" (-¦*! tbs.)¦ Scccnth“ (1-2 IBs.)

¦ j,r( . constant Iv on hand and for sale Bran,
H Middlings and O flail in general. Agents for

I standard Brands ofFertilizers.

| Tie sale at Manufacturers’ Prices.
I feb t It.'--ly

IOHAB. C, KRAFT,

I Ute Organist ,\A the First Presbyterian and
Iyjii-rclntrelies inBaltimore for over 15 years,)

I TEACHER OF PIANO, CHURCH AND

PARLOR ORGAN, HARMONY

AND VOCAL MUSJC.

I Vocal Classes and Schools Taught. |

¦ fnNCKItTS AND MUSICAL SOCIETIES S
CONDUCTED.

I TINEK AND REPAIRER OF PIANOS,

I rHUBCH AND PARLOR ORGANS.
Permanently located at

I MARSH HOUSE, Westmikstkb, Md.

I Allorders by mail or otherwise willreceive |
¦ prompt attention.
I Refers to Dr. Chas. Billingslea, Westrain- j
¦ fter, Praf W. H. Zimmerman, AVestm instcr, IINew Windsor College, Protestant Episcopal i
IChurch, Westminster. sepl,B3-ly

I £UMBEE, COAL, LUMBER.

I I have just returned from the Lumber Re-
I rr-ions—and inn now receiving the largest
| selection of LUMBER ever offered at this ;

t. at Reduced Prices, consisting of Yellow
Spruce and Hemlock

JOIST AND SCANTLING
ot alt lengths and sizes, 4-4, 5*4, 0-4 and B*4 j
White Pine Boards and Plank, Yellow and i
White Pine Flooring, Dressed and Undressed !
ffeatlierhoarding, White Pine, Cypress and j

Chestnut Shingles, Walnut and Ash Boards ¦
mil Plank, Plain and Headed Picketts, Shin-
gle and Plastering Laths, prime lot of Chest- j
ant Rails and Posts. Also all the

DIFFERENT KINDS OF COAL.

Thinking large sales with small profits bet-
ter than small sales with large profits, I have j
toncludcd to adopt the former as r— guide,
md hope I shall he enabled to earn it ant by
persons inwant of anything in my line giving
we a call before purchasing elsewhere.

EDWARD LYNCH,
Near Depot, Westminster, Md,

feb 29-tf

Y H. HUBER,

NO. 3 CARROLL HALL,

DEALER IN

DRUGS,

CHEMICALS,

PATENT MEDICINES,
!

AND PERFUMERY.

especial attention paid to phy-

sicians’ ORDERS AND PRE-

SCRIPTIONS.
april 25-tf

o THE PUBLIC.

Having withdrawn from the firm of M.
Sebaofler A Co., with whom 1 have been for
'tv years, I will open business for myself
“outthe first of April in the room opposite jT. Wamplers store, and will conduct a

stove, gas fitting, plumbing, tin roof-
*ngand spouting business. All kinds of pipe
furnished and laid. Slate mantles of all styles

furnished at the lowest price. Large stock of
®>lk cans on hand or made to order ; old ones

Mending and repairing at thelow-
est price. Tools and machinery of modern
patterns. An experienced tinner employed.
Personal attention given toall work. Work
done by us guaranteed. A liberal share of
[ue public patronage solicited. JffegT’ Agent
0r the Splendid Fire Place Heaters. Other

s| jakes furnished to order. Estimates free of
charge. 0. I). GILBERT,

1888-lyr Westminster, Md.

T P- BUCKINGHAM,
• (Successor to A.M. Warner),

West End Westminster, Md.
DEALER IN

SYRUPS, SUGARS, COFFEES, TEAS,

bacon, lard, salt, fish,

burning and lubricating oils,

CONFECTIONERIES,
P, RK CIDER VINEGAR, TOBACCO,

CIGARS, CIGARETTES, ETC.

Also Agentfor ROLAND CHILLEDPLOW.
..pairs constantly on hand. A call is so-
licited.

joly2B-lyr T. P. BUCKINGHAM.

Sale bills.

Those who contemplate having a Sale of
•lock, Farming Implements, &c., during the
foiling spring, should see the various sizes of
Handbills at the Advocate Office. We
j*8* white and yellow paper for the sheet and
naif sheet size, which have a border around

making an attractive and showy bill.
. Lest paper and ink are used,
jan. 5-tf

JpOR SALE
BY A. N. STEPHAN.

The finest stock of Spring Goods ever of-
fered in this market, such as Hames,

jTRACE CHAINS OF ALL GRADES,!
Tongue, Breast, Stay, Halter,

B6T LOG AND FIFTH CHAINS, “®a
Forks, Shovels, Hoes, Rakes, Spades, SAWS
of every description. Grindstones and Hang-
ers, Vises, Anvils, Bellows and Blowers.

STEEL SHOVEL BLADES,

lofall sizes. To any one needing such goods
it willbe to their advantage to call and see my

| stock. Also HARDWARE, Iron, Steel,
I Coach Goods, Wheels, Leather, Glass, Oils,
i Paints, &c.

CUCUMBER PUMPS,
j The Celebrated Excelsior COOK STOVES,
LONDON HORSE and CATTLEFOOD ,

KSr READY-MIXED HOUSE PAINT,

Barb Fence Wire.

A. N. STEPHAN,
i feb 17-tf Near Depot, Westminster, Md.

J^UGGIES!
Look to Your Interest and do not

Miss the Main Chance.

! We have just unloaded a car load of the
finest

TOP BUGGIES
and

JUMP SEAT JAGGERS
Ever brought to this county for the price.
They are good work and warranted, and will

BE SOLD AT LOW FIGURES,

In order to close them out at once. Those
who call early will have best chance. Another
car load of

OLIVER CHILLED PLOWS

received a few days ago. Also

A FULL LINE OF IMPLEMENTS
Constantly on hand at the Agricultural Imple-
ment Warehouse of J. Q. STTTELA,

jap2l-tf Opp. Depot, Westminster, Md. 1

'YJ'AEYLAND
SCHOOL BOOKS.

Newell’s Revised Readers,

Shephard’s Grammars, ¦
| Piet’s Universal Speller,

Kerney’s U. S. History,

Scharf’s School History of Maryland

i JOHN B. PIET k CO., PUBLISHERS,

Baltimore, Md.

Catalogue Mailed on Application.
! april 28-lyr

A CHANGE in Proprietorship
OF THE

WESTMINSTER CITY HOTEL.

Having taken charge of the above Hotel
and thoroughly renovated it, I am now pre-

; pared to accommodate either transient or
permanent custom in the best manner. Per-

j sons attending Court willreceive especial at-

¦ tention.
The Stables are in charge of a reliable and

experienced hostler, and guests are assured
that their horses will he promptly fed and at-

; tended to.
Free Hack to and from the depot for all

I guests. H. H. POWER,
Formerly of Dill House, Frederick; Antie-

tam House, Hagerstown; Arctic House, Cape
May, and proprietor of the City Hotel, Lan-

I caster, Pa. may 5-tf

TO CREDITORS.

This is to give notice that the subscri-
ber has obtained from the Orphans’ Court

1 of Carroll county, letters of Administration
on the Personal Estate of

ELIZABETH STONESIFER,
late of Carroll county, deceased. All per-
sons having claims against the deceased are
hereby warned to exhibit the same, with the
vouchers thereof legally authenticated, to the
subscriber on or before the 7th day ol August,
1884 ; they may otherwise by law be cx-

i chided ffom all benefit of said estate.
Given under my hand this 7th day of

I January, 1884.
WILLIAMA. ERB,

jan 12-41 Administrator.

Fire Insurance Company
OF CARROLL COUNTY.

I OFFICE, WESTMINSTER, MD.

J. W. BERING, President.
RICHARD MANNING,

Secretary and Treasurer.

JOHN T, DIFFENBAUQH,
General Agent, Westminster, Md.

Directors.— Dr. J. W. Bering, Alfred
I Zollickoffer, Edward Lynch, David Prugh,

Granville S. Haines, GranvilleT. Bering, Dr.

Samuel Swope, R. Manning, Charles B. Rob-

erts David Fowblc. jan 12-tf.

SLEIGHS!

1 have just received a fine lot of New York
Cutters. lam sole agent for the famous F.
P. Conrad make of Sleighs and will sell
wholesale and retail. Come and sec them at
my Buggy Repository on Main street. 1 will

sell them so cheap that anyone can buy. They
are finely finished and worth looking at whether
you wish to buy or not. 1 willsell a first-class

swell body Cutter for $35; or three for
$100; line two-horse Cutter for §OS. Come
’and sec me,

R. C. MATTHEWS,
Westminster Md.

P. S. if I am out of town when you come,
see E. O. Grimes,

oct 13-tf

rjAHE GREATEST BARGAINOUT

A Country Store for Sale ! !

i Having disposed of my property at this

place 1 offer for sale ray entire Stock of Mer-

chandise at a low figure. It consists of all
; goods usually found in a well stocked country

store. The House can he rented at once, and
a goon business can he done. Call and see

me within the next ten days, or yon willmiss

a bargain. Call or address
J AMES F. RINKER, Carrollton, Md.

i P. S. The party buying can also receive
| P. 6. and R. R. Agency and Express Agency.

1 jan 12

| rj-'O THE PUBLIC.

I Different sizes of the LION FEED MAS-
-1 TICATQR on hand. It will cut hay and

straw into different lengths, at from 300 to

i 800 bushels per hour. Hominy Mills that
! j willmake 4 bushels of corn into good hominy

I per hour, and makes it dry; a four-horse
: power will run it at 000 revolutions per min-
i ute. Circular Saws for making Shingles, 5,000

I to 10,000 per day; will point rails or rip any
t kind of lumber; with two saws it will cross

cut wood, right or left. All these machines

f are warranted.
R WAGONER,

f dec l-2m Westminster, Md.

j T) A. GOBSUCH,
f r, AUCTIONEER

Westminster, Md.

Special attention given to Sales of Real
Estate and Personal Property. dec22-tf

foetrjj,

THE JUDGEMENT HYMN.
BY THOMAS VON CELANO, A. I>. 1250.

lOver one hundred versions and renderings of
this fiimons hymn arc known to exist]

i>ay of Ire, day most dire,
That shall melt the earth infire,
Sibyl’srote and David’s lyre.

Who may sound the depth ofsorrow,
When the Judge, on that dread morrow,
Tests allcov’rings mortals borrow?

Trumpet matins, raining thunder,
Bursting sepulchres asunder.
Call all ’round the throne and under.

Death and Nature arc astounded

O’er new life in forms surrounded.
Andin judgment sore confounded!
Pages ofa volume open,
And, in glaring light,betoken
Kv’ry verdict to be spoken.

When the Judge assumes His station

Secrets turn to revelation;
Naught escapes His observation.
What plea shall poor Ibe making ?

Who. my patron meditating!
Scarce the saints know an escaping !

King of Kings and ev’ry Nation!
Having souls by free oblation !
Cleanse me, 100. Font ofSalvation !

O remember, Jesus Holy!
For such was Thine advent solely;
Lest at lost Iperish wholly.

Seeking me, Thou sat’st a-sighing;
On the cross bought’st me a-dying;

Is all vain, such self-denying?

Righteous Judge of just exaction !
Proffer me some benefaction,
Ere that day of satisfaction !

Guilty culprit, I am groaning:
Blushing, am my sins bemoaning ;

Save Thy suppl’ant. Lord atoning!

Many Thou didst grant acquittance ;
Andthe dying thief admittance ;
Maynot I, too, gain remittance?

True, my prayers poor avail not;
But thy merits surely fail not!
Gates ofhell o’er these prevail not!

’MidThy sheep assign me nigh Thee!
Far from vilegoats safely hie me;
Let Thy right hand hold me by Thee!
Must the wicked be lamenting,
O’er their torments unrelenting:
Call me with the blessed repenting.
I, Thy suppl ant, pray prostrated
Heart in dust humiliated ;
Have me quite regenerated !

Day of tears, aud ever nearing !
When vile men, from tombs appearing.
And shall all their doom be hearing!

JMn\ £torg.

THE GOOD OLD CUSTOM.
jFrom Harper's Bazar.

Miss Lisbeth A’anderweyster was a state-
ly gentlewoman above seventy years old,
very long-favored, and very straight-backed.
She put on her rusty cloak, tied her modest
bonnet, and announced to Sylvia, her ser-

vant for a half-century, “I’m going to

market to buy provisions for the New-
Year’s table.”

Sylvia was an aged, toothless mulatto, i
born in New York, and in the Vanderwey- j
ster family, hut curiously retaining the j
characteristics of her enslaved race, and with j
affectionate impertinence she replied, sharp-
ly, “Now, Miss Lis’, yer shan’t go out,
chile, in dis yerc weather; ’tain’t fitfur yer,
nohow.”

But Sylvia’s admonitions were as fre-
quent as the kling-kling of the old church
bell hard by, and Miss Lisbeth had long
ago ceased to bo conscious of either; so she
went on, quietly:

“What with illness, and mourning, and
the scattering of our family, I’ve not re-

ceived for ten years, but in coming out ofold
Trinity last Sunday I mentioned to the
Stuvtevants and the Ten Brockels and the
Trivingstons that I would certainly be at

home "this New-Year's, Everybody has
heard of my intention by this time, Sylvia, j
Oh yes, Imust do my part towards keeping
up the good old custom, almost the only
reminder now of New York before it be-
came an emigrant station and a gambling
den. I shall receive all friends of the
Vanderweyster family.” No queen-dowa-
ger could have said these words with a

more benignant condescension. “And,
Sylvia,” she continued, “there must be a
great many of our friends left; papa and j
mamma had a large circle. ’

“Bress us! Miss Lis’, Gineral Van
Bruyster and Mister Peter Vanduyckinck¦ called dat ’ere last time yer received; but
de gineral he’s gone stonehlind, an’ Mister
Peter he’s gone clar silly—both wid ole
age, Lor’ bress us!”

“Ay, hut there’s Major Spuyteuduyvil,
he’ll not forget us; oh yes, the major will
certainly come; as a young man he was al-
ways here ou New-Year's, and a very hand-
some fellow he was. Ah, we don’t see
such men nowadays! There’s my grand-

i nephew, Mr. Evart Vanderweyster, come
; home from Europe at last; he has quite a
tine figure, but not like the major’s—not
like the major’s. Why, on Evart’s account

I wouldn't fail to receive this year, Sylvia,
What would he think if the oldest repre-
sentative of the family should refuse hospi-
tality to him and his young friends on New
Year's day ? Now there'll be certainly a

hundred of Evart’s acquaintances, and a

good hundred besides of my own. Oh,
i everybody will be rushing here! As mam-
ma used to say, they all appreciate the

!honor of calling on a Vaenderweyster. Let
me sec, we must have cold fowls, and potted

, meats, and salads, plum-cake, wine, punch,
icoffee, and—”

“Them tings costs a lot, Miss Lis’,”
mumbled the prudent Sylvia.

! | “There are moments in life when cost is
| not to be considered,” answered Miss Lis-
: both, with a calm exaltation; and out to

market she stalked, very upright, very
¦ shabby, and very much of a lady. At the

j corner, when a grand carriage in dashing
; by splashed mud all over her well-worn
clothing, Miss Lisbeth's fine scornful smile
was something to sec. She looked after
the gay equipage with a pitying contempt,

and said, half aloud: “The Jacksons’
. i carriage! Why, Tim Jackson was my

: father’s shoemaker. Poor wretches!”
The Vanderweyster house was in the

neighborhood lying about Washington
j Square —a neighborhood which to-day has

i a charm that all the up-town wealth of fine
architecture fails to secure —the charm of

j a history. Of course the history is not a

1 long one, nor has it any regal glitter; but
I it begins with the century, and is respect-

able, which facts, in a land where most
things are still painfully new, bear some-
thing of weight and interest. Miss Lisbeth

I lived under the roof built by her father,
, and on land belonging to the family for
t two hundred years. Yet the house was

' j much like a carriage without horses—there
! was nothing to keep it going. She had
) therefore lately begun to rent out the upper

r rooms to “single gentlemen with undoubted
i references,” and she and Sylvia lived in

* the basement and parlors with a frugality
dignified by exquisite neatness.

Such odors of roasing and stewing, such
steam of fruit and spice, such tempting
sounds of hashing and grinding, as floated
upstairs all day lung, made the lodgers, as

j they came in pause in the hallway,
f “Why,” Black whispered to Smith, “this

i, •Receive? Oh, go way!” answered
! the delightful young creature. •¦That’s all
it played out. My beau just sends me a
it card, or, what’s better, sends me a present
e at New Year’s. Ma ties a basket on the

bell knob, so if any old fogy should come
i, round he can drop his pasteboard into
a that.”
f “His what?” asked Miss Lisbeth.

“His pasteboard," answered Hetty,
y coolly. “Why, you dear old thing, didn’t
! you ever hear that name for a visiting-
s card ?” Then, happening to spy the table

in the dining room, she cried out: “Hello!
r I declare ! It’s regular free lunch, ain’t

. it? But why don’t somebody come to cat
; it?”

“Dey’s a cornin’, —heaps of ’em—real ole
families, too—none of your upstarts!” re-

-1 sponded Sylvia, pointing the last word
j with such a snarling display of her tooth- 1

j less mouth that Hetty fairly screamed with
, amusement. Then saying;'“You’re awful-
; ly funny, but ta-ta, can’t stop —got an ;
i errand to do,” she banged the front door !

and was off.
j “An errand! —an errand on New Year’s

i Day!” gasped Miss Lisbeth, struck with
3 horror.

Another hour passed, broken only by
i sundry false alarms and much weary trans-

portation of the coffee-urn. Once Sylvia,
- on carrying a letter to Parker’s room, ven-

i tured to ask, “Ain’tyer goin’ out callin’?” |
f “Calling?—not much,” answered Par-

- ker, considering the quiet game of cards in
: which he was engaged. “Go you one

1 better, Smith. Play.”
“Surely," said Miss Lisbeth, growing

r weary and nervous —“surely Charles Van
- Shoik’s sons ought to come, and surely the
- major can’t have forgotten us.”

r “Idid count consider’ble on de major,”
; sighed Sylvia. Then came a long space of

. holiday silence, the distant rumble of Broad-
- way hushed, and now and then the hoot-

r ings of some drunken fellow heard in the
street; and so the shadows began to fall,

I and outlines in the primparlor to grow dim
> and uncertain. “You must take suthin’—¦ do, Miss Lis’,” said Sylvia, bringing her

1 mistress a cup of tea.

r “Oh, I can’t,” said Miss Lisbeth—“l
- can’t. I am thinking, Sylvia, of sixty
• years ago —of all the friends, all the cheer. ;

i all the kind neighborly customs; of how j
i this parlor was filled with guests, and I— !
: I—a young girl—a young girl,” she re-
; ipeated, musingly.
i “And a pretty young girl, too. I re- !

1 members yer well. Don’t cry, Miss j
. Sylvia added, huskily, as she saw tears on

1 the wrinkled cheeks.
1 “I can’t help it,” answered Miss Lis-

beth, giving way at last—“l can’t help it.
I’m crying for poor mamma.” Perhaps it

; was the fatigue; perhaps it was disappoint-
ment, or the sad failure of her festivity,
and perhaps it was something of a strange
foreboding, but withered Miss Lisbeth, at
seventy-five, thought of her mother, dead
thirty years, and wept with all the passion
of a girl.

“’Pears like ’twould do me good to cry
for de ole madam, too,” Sylvia quavered
out; and she fell at her mistress’ feet, sob-
bing, in the lonely twilight. It was long
after the parlor had grown quite dark when
Sylvia found courage to speak. “Come,
Miss Lis’, cheer up, chile; there’ll be crowds
to see us this evenin’, sure. Why, Sir.
Evart, your own grandnephew, ain’t forgot
yer, nor yet the major. There'll be crowds
yet—crowds.”

At that moment the merry tune of sleigh
bells sounded at the door. Sylvia sprang
up and hastened to light the rooms; Miss
Lisbeth dried her eyes, and in came Evart
Vanderweyster —as handsome a fellow of
twenty-five as ever stepped.

! “Ah, aunty, thought I’d drop in a
minute,” was his salutation, as he dutifully
embraced her. “But, hello! look out! |
don’t touch my game bag; it’s not very nice.
See, I shot these rabbits to-day;” and he !
held up two of the “small deer.” “Beau-
ties, ain't they?” and with a little scream

Miss Lisbeth recognized that Evart was in
a rough driving rig, and had a game bag
over hjs shoulder.

“What! not scared of me, aunty ?” he
exclaimed, good-humofedly, as Miss Lis-
beth drew away with a shudder.

“But—but,” she stammered, “do you
know what day this is?”

“Why, it’s not Sunday; there’s nothing i
to be shocked about. It’s only a legal
holiday, and I ordered my sleigh, and j
stopped for a certain pretty acquaintance,
and we had a glorious drive out toward
Winchester. On the way Ichanced to pop
a little game.”

“But your friends—your calls ? This is j
New Year’s Day," Miss Lisbeth gasped.

“Oh, come, now, my dear aunt,” said j
Evaft, with meek ruefulness, “a fellow I
can’t possibly take up the burden of that |
rubbishy old custom. Why, the city is too i
big, society is too extended and too civil- |
ized; we’re too metropolitan, you know, ¦
for such antique provincial nonsense. By i
Jove ! wouldn’t 1 look nice bobbing in and I
out of people’s houses, drinking like a fish
everywhere and crying, ‘Wish you happy
New Year, neighbor,’ like an old Dutch
colonist ? I did send out a few cards in the
French fashion ; but no, thank you, I re-

: fuse the New Year’s torture.”
“Torture ? Why, I thought calling was

i a pleasure,” said Miss Lisbeth, pathetically.
“No; it’s an awful bore. Now don’t

lake offense, aunty, for this visit isn’t a

i New Year's call.”
“Not a New Year’s call!” repeated Miss

Lisbeth. hopelessly perplexed.
“Oh no; it’s justa sort of dropping in

to show you something. Congratulate me,
auntyand he ran to the sleigh, then
presently returned, bringing a charming
girl of seventeen, whom he introduced as

“Maud Huyderveldt, my future wife.”
“Why, I knew a Carrington Huyder-

veldt,” exclaimed Miss Lisbeth.
“That was grandpa,” Maud explained.

“We have his portrait, and it’s so queer!
! His nose was big, and he had such little

eyes!”
He was a great friend of my father,”

i said Lisbeth, gravely.
“Indeed 1” responded Maud, in her fresh,

fearless, irreverent way ; “and wasn’t his

i nose horrid ? But how nice this room is—-
so jolly! The mahogany furniture is quite
aesthetic.”

Trying to be calm, Miss Lisbeth asked,
“And don’t you receive on New Year’s
Day, my dear ?”

“Receive ? Oh no,” cried Maud ;“Ibe-
: lieve mamma did, ages ago, when we were
, all babies; but we’ve been in Europe a

i good deal, and really I don’t know what
old-fashioned New Year’s calling was like.
It must have been an awful rude custom.”

“Your grandfather didn’t think so, my
dear,” replied Miss Lisbeth; “nor did Ma-
jor Spuytenduyvil and other intelligentand
superior persons. I trust to see the major
here this evening.”

“Hardly, aunty,” said Evart, in a droll
i fashion; as he buttoned up his ulster;

“that ancient gentleman will hardly pay
i calls this year.”
i “Why not ?” asked his aunt, with a little
i asperity.

“Well ‘circumstances over which he has
no control,’ as the theatre managers say.

i You see,” and Evart reached down care-

i lessly to secure the lowest button —“you
- see, last night old Spuytenduyvil—died.”

“Died!”

1 -Yes ; that lamentable fact was printed

1 in this morning’s paper. He was old
i enough. Phew ! think of being eighty!

. But, aunt, we’re trenching on your dinner,” I
as he looked toward the table in the next
room. “We must be off.”

Miss Lisbeth couldn’t explain; some-
thing of pride held her back, something of
grief’ choked her; but Sylvia was hound I
that coffee should be tasted, and she said
firmly:

“Jess walk dis yerc way, sir, and have
some freshments.”

“No, thanks,” answered Evart; “couldn’t ,
possibly take anything before my regular ’
dinner. Come, Maud.” And, gayly talk-
ing, the young couple bustled away again.

Miss Lisbeth stood quite still in the
middle of the parlor. There were gray-
shadows on her face, and her eyes were
glassy; yet, saying, “Mamma always waited
up until midnight—there might be late ,
callers,’ ’ she sat in state upon the sofa again.
Now and then she whispered, hoarsely,
“Dead, all dead and gone.” Then her ;
lips moved, as if to form the words, but no

sound came. Sylvia, after long consulta-
tion, remarked:

“Iknowed dc major would come cf he
could, but, yer see, he couldn’t—couldn't
nohow.” Then she mumbled, peevishly :
“Iwish we’d had jess one caller anyway.
'Pears like it didn't pay ter set dat ere
beautiful table.”

At the word there was a ghostly little
tap at the parlor door.

“The major!” cried Lisbeth, starting up;
but, controlling herself, fell back again, one

i hand on her heart; and, with a little hys-
| teric laugh, she said : “How foolish ! Of
| course not.”

Sylvia opened the door, and stood aghast
i before a sight as shocking to her eyes as
| would have been the major in his cere-

I ments. There was Mr. Tokugawa, the
jJapanese, evidently come to pay his re-
jspects. He was in full evening dress, and J
jentering with great gravity, and bowing |
Ilow, he said to Miss Lisbeth:
| “Madam, I desire to pay my duty on this •
ancient feast' day. I wish you a happy

| New Year. I will partake of your han-
i quet. Thank you.” He gently and re-
verently advanced to the table, raised a 1

| glass of punch to his lips, and carefully, as
jifrepeating a lesson, ejaculated : “Long
live the good old Knickerbockers! Wish ;
you happy New Year.”

Miss Lisbeth by an instinct of civility
drank with him ; then barely found breath
to ask, “How did you know ? where did
you learn ?”

“From AVashington Irving’s sacred I
writings, madam. After much research
have I procured the right volume, and 1 ;
have read the history of the Knickerbocker
religion. But,” he added, curiously, ob-
serving the sugar bowl, “you no longer
bang the lump of sugar over the table and i
socially pass it from mouth to mouth, as j
the great Irving has described. No; I see
the rites have somewhat changed, but they
are still very solemn and very beautiful. He
ate a few mouthfuls with closed eyes and
in sacramental silence; and again said,

“Wish you happy New Year,” and turning
at the door, asked, “Have I done all with
propriety ?—1 hope so—wish you happy
New Year,” bowed low once more, and
noiselessly passed upstairs.

After he left, not a word was spoken.
Miss Lisbeth stood as one in a dream, and

! Sylvia’s emotions so overwhelmed her vo- j
cabulary that she could only ejaculate. I

j softly, “Lor’ bress us! Lor" bress us!” j
i She helped her mistress to undress, and
when Miss Lisbeth was in bed, arranged
the screen and the night taper; then,

j turning for a last look, she was seized with Ii some nervous fancy, went back, leaned over

j the pillows,and said: “(lood-night; Aliss |
! Lis,” does yer hear? Good-night.”

“Dead and gone,” moaned Miss Lisbeth,
in a hollow voice—“all dead and gone; the
old ways, the old people—dead, all dead!’

“Neber yon mind; I’ll stand by yer,
Miss Lis,” and Sylvia choked back a sob.
“There, now, is yer conifer’ble ?” Hear-
ing no reply, she repeated, in a louder
voice, “Is yer comfer'ble, Mias Lis” ?

She hastily moved the taper so that light
might fall on the face before her. It was

ashy pale. Sylvia searched it with a wild, j
fervid affection, laid a hand upon the for-
head, called, “Miss Lis’! Miss Lis’ !” then
rent the night with ope piercing cry.

Some of the lodgers came down-stairs ; |
| a doctor was brought; there were haste and

j confusion in the orderly house; then all
i was hushed again.

On Miss Lisbeth’s bed lay no longer a

t quaint and shabby old person, but only a

j marble image of Peace and Dignity-, and

i over it a poor, faithful, toothless woman

{ wailed.
I “Dead an’ gone; de ole ways, de ole !

jpeople dead !”—all dead.

Effect of Light Eating Upon Colds.

i Dr. C. E. Page, writing in the Popular
Science Monthly, says; “Though a life-

long sufferer from the disease in various
forms, from the ‘snuffles’ of infancy to the I
‘hay fever’ of adult age; together with oc-

casional attacks of neuralgia, rheumatism,
throat and lung affections, etc., I now find

it impossible to excite any of the ‘well- j
known symptoms,’ or, in fact, any form of |
disease, though subjecting myself to what
many would consider the most suicidal
practices in the matter of exposure to the
elements, so long as I live upon a frugal
diet, chiefly cereals and fruit, served plainly
—nominally two meals a day; holding my-
self ready, however, to ‘skip’ a meal when-
ever necessary, *, whenever any of the
symptoms of indigestion, as acid stomach,
flatulence, pressure in the region of the
lungs or stomach, etc., warn me of having
carried the pleasures of the table a trifle
beyond the needs of the organism. * *

AVhen, however, Ihave chosen to prolong
the experiment by continuing to eat hear-
tily, as is the custom with people in general
at such times, I have found my experience
identical with theirs; the symptoms would
increase in severity, and to nasal catarrh,
headache, slight feverishness and languor,
would be added sore throat, perhaps with
pressure at the lungs, hoarseness, increased
fever and entire indisposition for exertion.

In this case two, perhaps three days' fast-
ing, would be required, with a little extra

sponging of the skin, to completely restore

the balance. Out-door air is desirable,
and, when not demanding too great effort,

exercise. Air baths, when there is much
feverishness of the skin, are comforting and
curative.

To CueeStammeri.no. —Dr Dio Lewis
in his magazine gives a rule for the cure of
stammering, wliich is certainly simple
enough, and which the Doctor says has
cured three-fourths of all the cases he has
treated. The stammerer is made to mark
the time in his speech, just as it is ordinarily
done in singing. At first he is to beat on

every syllable. He should begin by read-
ing one of the Psalms, striking the finger
on the knee at every word. “Time can be
marked,” says the Doctor, “by striking the
finger on the knee, by hitting the thumb
against the forefinger, or by moving the
large toe in the boot.” The writer beli ves

the worst case of stuttering can he cured if
the victim will read an hour every day
with thorough practice of this remedy, and
observing the same in his conversation.

#ur ®lia.
- -

How Cigar Boxes are Made.

From Tin Ermine/ Wisconsin.
Three different kinds of lumber are used

inthe manufacture of the boxes. Common
boxes are made from bass wood, brought in
heavy boards from the northern part of the

I State. It is then recut, planed, grained
and stained, in order to give it a cedar-like
appearance. The best wood is red cedar,
which is grown on the sunny southern slopes

' of Mexico, Cuba and Central America,
where the vertical rays of the sun may pen-
etrate its fibre and the heavy forests shelter
it from the northern and western winds.
This wood possesses the sharp, pungent odor
which renders it particularly valuable for
the packing of fine cigars.

| The wood is purchased either from first
hands in the South or from New York

] dealers. It is cut in the requisite thick-
ness, one-fifth of a car-load always being of

[ the necessary thickness for ends. The
strips of wood arc run through a rip-saw
and sawed in long strips, and cut into the
required lengths on a second machine.
The ends are then planed as smooth as the

; sides, and they are ready to be made into
boxes. The lids and sides are then put
into printing presses, such as ordinary
printers use, only much heavier and the

J brand, trademark, &c., are indeliblyimpress-
ed on them. They next pass into the hands
of the nailers. They are not nailed together

I by hand, but by machines which look like
I type-setting machines. The nails are fed
into a hopper on top, and arc led through
small brass pipes into little tubes at aproper
distance apart. By the pressure of his foot
the nails are forced by the operator out of

! these tubes into the wood as accurately and
i six times as rapidly as the most expert me-

i chanic could do with a hammer. First an
[ end and head piece are nailed together and
i placed in large piles, and then two of these

; are nailed together, forming the sides.

They are passed to boys at the right, who
rapidly nail the bottoms on by hand. The
half-completed boxes are then taken by

I girts, who tack on the covers by hand,
fastening them in place temporarily with

i partly driven nails. They pass along to

girls who dexterously paste cloth hinges

i upon them. The boxes are then piled up
to dry.

The next operation consists in trimming
off all over-hanging wood, which is done

on a rapidly revolving planer. They are

then placed against whirlingsand wheels
and nicely smoothed. The boxes are now
ready for the large force of girls upon the
upper floor, who proceed to place the fin-

¦ ishing touches upon them. First the edg-
ings are pasted on, then the inside labels,

J linings and flaps. The girls are paid at
the rate of 8(1 cents a hundred, and can

! earn from SI to S 8 a week. The labels
are made by houses in Chicago and New
York. Some labels are very artistic. The
designs are the work of distinguished artists,
and the coloring is rich and varied. They
are expensive, ranging in price from 2 to 10
cents each.

It has been noticed that the quality of the
cigar can be told by the style of the label.
Those labels which resemble a cartoon in a

comic paper are intended for cheap cigars.
Those which describe ladies in very decolettc
toilets caressing impossible birds ofunheard-

I of colors, by fountains of emerald water,

| seldom accompany a good cigar. The best
1 Havana cigars usually have motto labels,

I bearing some Spanish name, or containing
scenes in Cuban or Spanish out-door life,

i The more gorgeous the label usually the
J poorer the cigar. The same rule holds good
with the box itself. Those which have
brass hinges and a small catch in front,
and fairly glisten with a varnish polish,
generally hold cheap cigars. The printing
department of a large factory is as nearly
complete as a job printing office can be.
The names of the brand ordered by manu-

facturers are printed upon the labels at the
factory. The boxes are now ready for de-
livery. The silk ribbons used for fasten-
ings form quite an item, the factory visited
by the reporter using over 8100 worth a

month. A car-load of cedar is used every
five op six weeks’ and costs 840 a thousand
feet.

Decay of the English Watch Trade.

Cheapness has gained the day. The
! Swiss and the American can beat the En-
glishman in price, and do.

They turn out as good a watch as most
people care for at a cost which puts En-
glish competition nowhere. The Ameri-
can learned the secret of organization and
the use of machinery, which the English
cannot or will not learn. Here things go
on much as they did 100 years ago, save

that the movements of a great part of the
cheaper English watches are simply im-
ported from abroad. A dozen trades con-

tribute to the making of a single watch,
carried on under different roofs by separate
firms, often at a long distance from each

| other.
In America, as you know, they have

been combined and to this combination with
the added advantage of machinery and the
mathematically accurate production of pre-

I cisely similar parts of innumerable watches,
is due the surprising fact that a single

j American firm now turns out annually as

j many watches as all the English makers
together—2oo,ooo. The Swiss are said to

make the enormous number of 3,500,000.
, France produces over a million—9o per

cent, of them from Besaneon. So that if
we leave England behind, we are very far
indeed from driving Switzerland and France
out of the world’s market, as sanguine
Americans not many years ago predicted
we soon would. The Swiss are said to

make now a million watches more annually
than they did five years ago. The French
business has grown tenfold within thirty
years. But the English are not idle, and,
on the whole, not despondent, although

the Times thinks watchmaking, as a great
industry, doomed.

Sun-poisoned Potatoes. —No person
should buy potatoes of grocerymen who

let them stand in front of their stores in the
j sun, potatoes belonging to the “Solatium

1 family, of which the deadly nightshade is
one of its lull brothers. All branches of
the family contain more or less of that poi-
sonous narcotic called “solanine.” The
bulb, or potato, contains the least of this,
unless they are exposed to the sun, which
rapidly develops this element. Long ex-

posure to the light, without the direct sun,

will develop the solasine in the potato, and
make an article unfit for food. But expos-
ure to the sun is so injurious to the potato,
making it not only unpalatable but actually
injurious to health, that any grocer, for the
offence of selling potatoes which have been
exposed two or three days to the sun, ought
to be indicted for selling unhealthy and
dangerous human food.— Continent.

Ifa shirt bosom, or any other article has
been scorched in ironing, lay it where a
bright sun will fall directly on it; it will
take it entirely out. Tie a lump of wax in
a cloth and keep it for that purpose; when
the irons are hot, rub them with the wax

rag, then scour with a paper or rag sprinkled
with salt.
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The Value of Civility.

There would be fewer broken friendships,
fewer unhappy unions and family quarrels,
were it not so much the custom amongst
intimate friends and relations to neglect the
small courtesies of life, to show less and less

1 mutal deference as they grow more and more

1 familiar. It is the foundation of misery in
1 marriage, and many a serious and life-long

2 estrangement has begun, not from want of
1 affection so much as from lack of that del-

- icatc and instinctive appreciation of the
> feelings of others, which makes a person
3 shrink from saying unpleasant things or

j finding fault unless absolutely obliged, and
- in any case avoid wounding the offender's

r sense of dignity or stirring up within him
• feelings of opposition and animosity, for,r although many persons profess to be above

r taking offense at honest censure, and even
seem to court criticism, yet it must be very

t carefully administered not to be unpalata-
: ble. Even kind and generous actions are

- often so uncouthly performed as to cause
the recipient more pain than pleasure, while-a reproof or denial may be so sweetened by

' i courtesy as almost to do away with any
- { sense of mortification or disappointment.

• i True good breeding is always inclined to
; 1 form a favorable judgement, and to give

> | others credit ofbeing actuated by worthy
! j motives; it does not wish or seem to know

' I more about people than they themselves
' i desire should be known, but it is always¦ j prepared, when necessary, to take an inter-

> j est in the affairs of others, while self is not

' | suffered to obtrude unduly. In a superior
- it never reminds an inferior, by tone or ges-

-1 | ture of his position ; in an inferior, it never

¦ j apes equality. Ashow of respect never
' fails to beget respect. Suarifer in moelo¦ fortiter in re, should be the motto of all

who desire to be either useful or beloved.
I The stronger an individual, the more im-¦ pressive is his gentleness ; the wiser he Is,

the more gratifying and complimentary his
1 deference; and in a world where there Is so

' much unavoidable discomfort and unhappi-
ness, it is surely every one’s duty to cul-

-1 tivate those gracious manners, under whoso
'¦ magic influence the restless and dissatis-

fied grow more content with their surround-
ings, by which the diffident are encouraged,
the invalid is roused and interested; the
young are inspired with self respect, the

1 old are kept bright and hopeful; which, in
short, beam sunshine everywhere, and in-
crease a thousand fold the aggregate of hu-
man happiness.

Sturgeons on Dry Land.

A letter to the Forest and Stream says:
—ln September last, while superintending
repairs to a dam across Pearcy’s Slough,
a minor channel which connects the Wil-
liamette and Columbia rivers at medium
stages, but is bare at low water, Iobserved
a number of slides, such as would have
been made by dragging heavy, smooth,

j cylindrical bodies up the banks of the
slough, which are five feet high and very
steep, and across the low level island be-

! | tween the slough and the Columbia into
! I the latter. The soil of the island and its

banks, consisting of sandy loam formed by
the annual deposits of the summer floods
of the Columbia, with a scanty covering of
grass and young willow sprouts from one
to three inches high, was plainly marked

, with these slides, which seemed to have
' been made by bodies from six to eighteen

inches in diameter, all leading in direct lines
, i to and terminating on the bank of the Co-

lumbia. At first I thought they were
’ made by beaver or seals, which penetrate
: ! the sloughs along the Columbia during the

{ summer run of salmon, but the large size
I ! of one of the slides showed that it could

not have been made by either seal or beaver.
| I inquired ofthe men employed on the work,

one of whom, a fisherman, said, “That is
’ i sturgeon trail. They get among the

; ! sloughs when the river is np, and when the
water begins to fall they strike a bee line

I for the river. Sometimes they die before
they get there.” Acting on this sugges-
tion, I looked carefully among the young

| willows near the bank of the Columbia,
and found at the end of a large slide, and

| within six feet of the bank, the carcass of
, a sturgeon nearly seven feet long, with its
i head pointing toward the river. Its

strength, exhausted by crawling eighty feet
: overland, had failed when almost within

: reach of its native element.

Genius in Reporting.

In a sketch of J. J. McElhone, chief of
jthe official stenographers of ‘the House, in

¦ whose service he has been as official repor-
ter since 1849, the Washington Post re-

lates this incident: The hardest piece of
reporting ever done by McElhone was du-

-1 ring the exciting incidents of the counting
’ in of Hayes by the House of Representa-
¦ lives. When Beebe, of New York, immor-

! talized himself by jumping upon his desk,
’ perfect Bedlam appeared to have been let

¦ loose. To report what was said with twen-

• ty or thirty members apparently talking at
! once must have seemed almost an impossi-

-1 bility. In less than a second McElhone
saw that his reputation as one of the great-

' est of living reporters was at stake. He
1 seized his note book and dashed right into

'¦ the centre of the excitement. The voice of
’ every member was familiar to him. With-

> out turning his head he stood erect amid
J the wildest confusion, and caught with

3 rb'id accuracy the words of the most distant

3 speaker. He was very nervous over the
5 result, because ifany member at that time

• had by chance been omitted from the pager of history of that day, McElhone would
• have been the subject of many a row.

r None of the members believed that he had
3 been able to get them all, yet when his rc-

- port came out in The Record next day,

1 not one had a single word of fault to find.
5 In fact, it is the only perfect picture of

( that excited period. It was one of the
1 greatest feats of stenographic reporting ever

i done in Congress. When McElhone had
> finished he was bathed in perspiration from

1 head to foot, and was as weak as ifhe had
been running a ten-mile match.

What Makes Corn Fop.—Chemists

i who have examined Indian corn find that
> "it contains all the way from six to eleven

; parts of a hundred (by weight) of fat. By
proper means this fat can be separated from

5 the grain, and it is then a thick, pale oil.
f When oils are heated sufficiently in closed

• vessels so that the air cannot get to them
: they arc turned into gas, which occupies
, many times the bulk that the oil did. When

i popcorn is gradually heated and so hot that
- the oil inside the kernels turns to gas, this
, gas cannot escape through the hull of the

kernels, but when the interiorpressure gets
- strong enough it bursts the grain, and the

, explosion is so violent that it shatters it in
r the most curious manner. The starch in

5 the grain becomes cooked and takes up a

i great deal more space than it did before.
t ¦ ¦

1 In Japan the age and sex of a baby may
be known by the tuft of hair on the back
of the neck, or the ring around the crown,

s or the bunch left in front when all the rest

i is shaved. A girl of 8 has her hair made

I up into a bow at the back and wound round
i with red crape. A young lady combs it

i high in front and arranges it in the form
: of a butterfly on the back of her head.

I while a married women must keep the

waterfall style


