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Selected Miscellany.
ARRIERc PENSEE.

He wraps me round with hia riches,
He covers me up with his cares,

And his love is the love of a manhood
Whose life is a living prayer

I have plighted my woman's affections.
1 have given my all in all,

And the flowers of early contentment,
Keiiew their lives ere they fall.

Anil yet like an instrument precious,
That plaveth an olden tune.

My heart in the midst of its blessings
Moes oacK to a lay in J une

To h d:iy when beneath the branches
I stood by a silent stream.

And :iw in its bosom an image,
As one seetK a face in a dream. J

I would not resign his devotion,
No, not for a heart that lives.

Nor change one jot f my condition
For the change that condition gives;

I should mourn not more another,
Nor more for another rejoice,

Tim n now when I weep at his absence,
Or welcome his step and his voice.

And yet like an instrument precious,
That playeth an olden tune,

Xly heart in the midst of its blessings
Goes back to a day in June

To a day when beneath the branches
I stood in the shadowy lieht.

And heard the low words of a whisper
A one neareth a voice in the night.

COMING FROMTHfc PICNIC.

O ! the sun was sinking in the west,
As home we rolled right cheery:

A heart at rest in every breast.
If limbs are stiffand weary.

Yet 1 thought naught of toil and heat,
Nor recked what might betide me;

So happy, I, to share my seat
With the girl that sat beside me.

One soft, white hand in mine was placed,
She leant against me shyly ;

While to sustain her round her waist
My arm had wandered slyly.

She glanced at mc with a saucy smile,
But did not check or chide me.

O! 'twas heaven the while I caught fthat
smile,

Prom that girl that sat beside me.

O ! girls were there both dark and fair,
Some spriifhtly and some stately :

And some there wero whose winsome air
And features pleased me greatly,

but take them all, stout, short or tall
I care not who'll deride me

No eirl was there would compare
With the girl that sat beside me.

Our homeward journey all too soon
Was ended and we parted ;

The band struck up the marching tune
As I followed heavy hearted

With a playful pout, as we passed out,
A merry kiss she shied me

O ! I hove a sigh as I waved good-by- e

To the girl that sat beside me.

THE RIGHT BOWER.

It was Judge Lurlington's own ex-
pression.

Half a dozen lawyers, fresh from
their .studies, and just admitted to the
liar, were listening to his advice. The
old jurist had a bottle of wine at his
elbow, and was in a communicative
mood.

" Young men," he said, " whatever
may be your strait, never take a case
before a jury or before any court, un- -

Vss ' ou have your right bower for a
lead.

U the reader surmises from this
th.it fie old judge was fond of euchre,
he will not have surmised amis..

The vouug men looked at him in-

quiringly.
" I mean," he added, " that you

shall nover advocate a cause into the
work of which you cannot enter with
a clear conscience. You shall never
siccept a client whose cause you do not
believe to be just."

" Can that rule always be adhered
to?" asked one of the listeners.

" !l can," answered Lurlington,
" It is a lawyer's firm

rock of foundation, and the only sure
point of departure to the respect and
confidence of his fellows."

"Have you always followed that
rule, judge ? "

" I was never tempted from it but
nnce," he replied ; " I will tell you the
story if yen would like to hear it."

Of course they would like to, and
having laid aside his pipe the old man
i)egan :

One day I was waited upon by a
man who gave his name as Leban Sar-fur- t.

He was of middle-age- , well-dresse- d

and at first sight appeared to
lie a gentleman ; but the illusion was
drnelled when approaching business.
IJe was hard and unfeeling, and natu-
rally a villain. .Success in speculation
had saved him from becoming a thief
or highwayman. I heard of him as a
heavy dealer in the up-riv-er lands.
He asked me if I was willing to un-
dertake a job which would call me to
Shireton. I told him I was open to
anything legitimate that would pay.

Mr. Lurlington,' said he, tapping
nie with coarse familiarity upon the
arm, ' I want to secure your services ;

you must not le engaged on the other
side.'

I told him if he would explain to
me the case I might le better able to
give him an answer. He bit an enor-
mous cpjid of tobacco from a black
plug, and having got it into shape be-

tween his jaws, he went on with his
story.

The case was ono of ejectment. An
elderly man, named Philip Acton, had
died, leaving a valuable estate. There
was nearly a thousand acres of land,
with opportunities for developing im-

mense vater ower, and ere many
years that land would lie worth more
than a million dollars. At present
upon the place, and claiming it as a
son of the deceased, was a man calling
himself William Acton.

But,' said 8 irfurt, ' he is not a le-

gitimate child at all. His mother was
Betsy Totwood, at one time a girl in
Acton's employ. Acton, I know, was
never married. He brought the boy
up and educated him. and now the fel-

low thinks he will step into his protec-
tor's shoes. I can prove .that I f.m the
only living relative of Philip .Acton.
J le was my uncle my mother's broth-
er and, to a lawyer as smart as you,
there can be no difficulty in proving
my title. I can bring the witnesses to
your hand.'

He fold me he would give me five
hundred dollars if I would undertake
the case, ami an additional thousand if
I gained. That was a big fee far more
than I had then made in all my plead-
ing. It was tempting. And yet I si

Herald
that it was not yet perfectly clear
not honest. Theentirely. ....... probability
was that this William Acton was 1 tul
ips child; ana it was not impossible
that Philip had married Betsv Tot--
wood. It struck me that Leban Sar
furt was a villain, and that he fancied
that he had young Acton so far in his
power that he could eject him from the
title. But what had I particularly to
do with that? If I accepted a client
I must serve him. I had no business
but to serve his interest. I finally
told Mr. Sarfurt that I would think
the matter over. I should probably
have business in bhireton during the
session of the court, and I would call
on him there and examine more fully,
I could not take his retainer until I
had further lieht.

.But, said he, ' will you promise not
to take up lor the other side r

1 told him I would do nothing with
out further consultation with him

4 Because,' he added, ' if you are for
me 1 am sure to win. Acton cant
find a lawyer that can hold a candle to
you. i Know them all.

No matter whether I believed him
or not, I did not feel flattered.

Two weeks later I received a letter
from Sarfurt, promising me five thou
sand dollars it I won.

j.ne nve thousand aouars was a
strong argument. Was not law really
a game of chance, in which the strong
est hand and longest purse must win 7

1 told myself ves. les and I sat
down and wrote a reply, saying that I
would take the case, liut 1 did not
mail it at once. That night I put it
under my pillow and slept over it:
and on the following morning I threw
it into the fire. I would not make up
my mind until l had seen other par
ties until 1 had oeen on the grounds,
And I wrote to Leban Sarfurt to wait,

iwo weeks later 1 harnessed my
horse to the wagon, and with my wife
and child started for Shireton. I had
been married two years, and our little
babe, a girl, was a year old. our pride,
our pet and our darling. Shireton was
a distance of about thirty miles. We
had been having rainy weather for a
week or so, and it had now cleared off
bright and beautiful. We stopped
and took dinner at a wayside inn, four
miles beyond which was a stream
which must be forded. The innkeeper
told me that the stream was somewhat
swollen from the late rains, but that if
my horse was thirsty there could be
no danger.

Arrived at the stream, the Wampa- -

tdck river, 1 found the water indeed
risen, and the current strong, but 1
saw that others had recently gone over,
and I resolved to venture. I knew my
horse, and had faith in him. My wife
was anxious, but she trusted my judg-
ment. A third of the way across the
water was over the hub of the wheels.
A little more and it would have reach
ed the body of the wagon. I legan
to be alarmed ; I feared that I had
left the true track. Presently my
horse stumbled and staggered, having
evidently stepped on a moving stone.
The wagon swayed, tipped and the
flood poured in upon us. My wife
lipped, and in a moment more we

were in the water. ith one hand
I grasped the harness upon the horse,
and with the other I held my wife. I
was thus struggling when a wild cry
from her lips startled the air. Our
child was washed away.

Oh, mv soul ! 1 cannot tell you what
I suffered during those moments. I
could not help our darling. If I left I
my wife she was lost. 1 clung to the
horse and clung to my shrieking wife

shrieking to Crod for mercy for her
child. In the distance, upon the 1ks-o- m I

of the surging flood, I could see
our little one, her white dress gleam-
ing in the sun, being borne quickly
away. A moment more, and I saw a
man plunge from the bank into the
river. I saw this much, and then an
intervening point of land shut out the
scene. Ihe horse was now rapidly
Hearing the shore, and ere long my
wife and I were on dry land, with the
horse and wagon. As soon as I was
sure my wile was sate, 1 leu her to
care for the horse while I posted off
down the river bank in quest of the
swimmer and the child.

You may well understand that all
this time I was frantic. I was a ma
chine being operated upon by a surg-
ing and agonizing emotion. How long
or how far I wandered I do not know,
but at length I met a man, wet and
dripping, with my darling in his arms.
my darling, safe and sound. He told
me that he had caught the child within
a few rods of the falls, and that in
landing he had cleared the fatal abyss
by not more than two yards. He was
a young man not more than twenty-fiv- e,

handsome and stalwart. He said
he had seen my wagon tip, and was
coming to my assistance when he saw
the child washed away. ' I threw my
life into the balance, said he, with a
genial smile, 'and, thank God, both
the lives were saved ! '

I asked him how I should ever re-

pay him. He stopped me with an im-

ploring gesture.
'If you talk of more pay than I a

have already received,' he said, if you
can rob me of the only solid reward I
can claim, mercy, if saving the life of
such a cherub is not enough of reward
in itself, then hard is the heart that
craves more.' And with moistened
eyes he told me that he had a child of
his own at home an only child of very
nearly the same age.

I asked if he would tell me his
name. With a smile he answered that
his name did not matter he was not

and Mai
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sure that he had a name. I then asked
him if he knew me. He nodded and
said he thought I might be Mr. Lurl-lngto- n,

of Walbridge. When I told
him that he was correct he said he
must hurry home. And with that he
turned away. I was too deeply moved
to stop him, and when he had disap- -

I peared I started to rejoin my wife with
a dawning impression that the man
might be slightly deranged. But my
darling was safe her broad, fleecy
cloak had floated out and kept her
head above water and I went on my
way rejoicing, resolved that the pre
server ot my .child should not be for
gotten.

I will not tell you of the emotion of
my wife when she held her child once
more in her arms. We reached'Shire- -

ton before night, and found quarters
at a comfortable tavern

On the following day Leban Sarfurt
called upon me and was about to spread
his evidence for my inspection, when
I interrupted him. I told him I could
not accept his confidence until I had
made up my mind to take his case in
hand. Something seemed to whisper
that theie was danger ahead. 1 did
not feel comfortable in that man's pres
ence. 1 felt as though he was trying

. . t.i l u -
ai uuy me. me court wouia Hit in
four days. I told him I would give
him a final answer in two days from
that.

That evening I made a confident of
my wife, and asked her what 1 should
do. ' If I take the case,' I said, ' I am
sure ot hve thousand dollars, bhe
bade me do what was light. ' God
has been very kind to us,' she said,

let us look to Him for guidance.'
After this I called on the clergyman

ot the place, whose son had been my
classmate in college, and whom t had
once before visited. He received me
heartily, and by and bv I asked him
about William Acton. The result of
all he told me summed up in his clos
ing sentence. Said he : I am sure
William Acton was Philip Acton's son

in fact 1 know it and I think the
father and mother were married. Betsy
died very soon after her child was
born, and we know that Philip always
treated the boy as a legitimate child ;

and that he loved him as such I can
confidently affirm.'

On the following morning, after
breakfast, as I sat by the window in
the bar-roo- I saw coming from the
street the man who had saved my
child. He was walking slowly, like
one in trouble. I pointed him out to
mv host, and asked him who he was.

' That is illiam
.
Acton. Perhaps

i i i lityou have heard ot the trouble he is
likely to have with Leban barturt !

I said 1 had heard.
' I hope he may come out all right,'

the host added ; ' but I am fearful.
He has got a hard and heartless cus-

tomer to deal with.'
I shut my mouth and held my iieace

until Leban Sarfurt called for his final
,w ianswer. 1 said to him :

Mr. Sarfurt, I have been consider
ing all this time whether I could un
dertake your cae with a clear con-
science whether I should be helping
the side of justice and right in helping
you. 1 had concluded that i couiu
not do so before 1 had seen w illiam
Acton, to know him by name. I now
know him for a man who nobly risked
his own life to save the life of my
child. For that deed I will reward
him if I can. I lnwe not, as yet, ac-

cepted one of your private disclosures;
have gained from you nothing which

von could wish to keep from the pub--

he. I cannot take your case, but 1 to
tell you frankly, that if you prosecute

will defend William Acton.'
I did not mind Sarfurt's wrath.

He raved and swore and stamped, and
then he went off and engaged two
lawyers from Herkimer to take his
case. I called upon Acton, and tol l
him I would defend him if he would
accept my services, as I had accepted
his. He took my hand and thanked me.

I have made a great many pleas in
my life, but I think I never made a
better one than J made to that jury on as
that occasion. They were out not
over five minutes. By their verdict
William Acton was the lawful posses
sor of the estate his father had left.

From that day I never hesitated to
refuse a case to which I could not give
mv heart. Such a stand on the part
of a lawyer becomes known, and the
public feels it; and what' the public
feels juries are sure to feel.

Concerning William Acton, 1 will
only add that he became my bosom
friend. He always felt that he owed
his title to his valuable property to
me ; and I knew that to him I was in
debted for the home that was mine for
thirty years. He was very delicate in
the gift of that piece of property. He
deeded it to my wife. The husband
of my oldest daughter is his oldest son." it

Two new and distinct breeds of
sheep have lately been introduced into
England from the west coast of South
America. The first are two tine,
white-woole- d sheep, each having four
long massive horns, two of which have

forward curve over the head, while
the other two curve downward under
the eyes, giving the head a singular
appearance. Of the second, which are
said to be a species between the llama in
and alpaca, there are three, one male
and two females, which are thieklv
covered with long, dark-brow- n, but
exceptionally fine hair, or wool, which
is highly prized by the native Indians
for the manufacture of their more del-
icate fabrics. The male stands about
three feet high at the shoulder.

For Our Young Folks.

Rain-wate- r barrel in the sun
Little mosquito-lif- e just begun.
Mother has left her baby lone.
To swim by itself until it is grown ;
And there we find it, wrigghag and brown.
Its tiny tail up, its poor head down,
Breathing away as best it can,
Dreadfully scared at even a man.
And Johnny and I are laughing to thiBk
How it dives to the bottom aa quick aa a wink,
While we are only waiting to see
What a funny fellow he will be
When he grows so large the cunning elf
That he splits his skin and crawls out of

himself.
Then, if you listen hum hum
You'll hear his music and see him come ;

For he'll be aa starved as a polar bear,
And who gets eaten he does not care.

Tom'a J?rimr68es A Story for Children,

l ernaps it was because lom was
quiet, inoffensive and good humored
that the boys liked to tease him. It
was a strange reason, no doubt, but I
can think of no other, for Tom was
always pleasant, kind and obliging to
them. Some one told me it was be
cause Tom was so much poorer than
the rest, but this I cannot believe, for
surely no boys that made any preten-
sion to honor or goodness would be so
mean as to despise another because he
had not so much money in his pocket
as they ! liut whatever may nave
been the reason, it was a fact that
Tom was laughed at and made fun of
on every possible occasion. A lew
davs aco the bovs. bavin? a holidav.
decided te take the train as far as Bad
kin, and go to the woods for primroses.
lorn showed great eagerness to go
which he vainly endeavored to sup- -

and Charlie, seeing the sudden
Eress,in his eys, made a mischievous
resolve to tease him. They were at
the station in good time, and found,
indeed, they had ten minutes to spare,
Then Charlie came to Tom with a very
grave face

"Tom, could you help me?" he
said. " I have left a very important
letter on my desk at school. 1 want
to take it with me, but 'if I return Mr,
Smith may very likely prevent my go
ing to Badkin. 1 wish you would go
and get it for me.

Tom locked anxiously at the clock,
It was ten minutes walk to the school
and then there was the coming back

n. It he ran as fast as he could
he was afraid he would lose the train.

But he was very anxious to oblige
Charlie, aa that boy knew.

"Will I have time to do it?" he
asked wistfully.

" Yes. if vou are quick," said Charlie.
" then I will try and Tom but

toned his jacket, pulled his cap over
his head, and started off so fast that
he was flying.

Then Charlie joined the other boys
and they all began to laugh.

'.'lie will find an empty' envelope
on my desk," said Charlie, "and come
running down with it about five min
utes after the train has started.

" What a spree ! Won't he be
cross ? I shouldn't wonder if he cries
over it."

" It is too bad," said one of the boys.
" Well, it is quite bad enough,"

owned another.
They watched Tom until he was

quite eut of sight, and then they went
to talk to an amusing old soldier, who
had plenty of good stories to tell them,
and to whom they listened with great
pleasure, so that they did not notice
that the train was late. Presently,
however, the bell rang, and they ran

tret their tickets and tumble into
the train.

" Hullo ! Look at Tom ! Here he
comes like a hare, but he will be left
behind."

The guard blew his whistle, but the
train did not immediately start, and
Tom managed to get in. He was cov-

ered with perspiration, panting and
out of breath, but he gave the envel- -

v
ope to Charlie, and did not appear to
have noticed that it was empty. All
the boys in the carriage laughed, but

soon as Tom had recovered from the
effects of his exertions he laughed
with them as merrily and with a3 much
good temper as ever.

Soon the boys were all out of the
train, and they spent the next hoor in
the woods. The primrose was not so
well blown as they expected to find
them, and they had to search diligently
before they saw any. With patience
and perseverance, however, it was
possible to secure some ; but the boys
did not care to work hard, and there-
fore, when they had gathered a few
they were content, and ceased their
labors, but Tom kept steadily on ; and
even when the others called him to
join in their games he preferred search-
ing for treasures. lie was so very
happy at his task that he did not find

at all irksome. The boys noticed
that he was singing softly all the time ;

and they occasionally joked him about
it, but he was so usea to being teased
that he took very little notice of that.

When it was time to return Tom
had the most splendid bunch of prim-
roses. It was five or six times larger
than those of the other boys, and so
nicely arranged that it would have
done credit to even a professional bo
quet-make- r. He held it very carefully

his hand, and now and then glanced
at it with looks that expressed both
love and jy. The other boys noticed
it, but said nothing, although some
significant signs passed between them.

But when the train had gone well on
its way, and about half the distance
had been traveled, the boys grew ex-

cited. They looked out of the wui- -
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dows, and pretended to throw each
other's caps out ; and presently one of
them suddenly seized the bunch
flowers from Tom and flung them up-
on the line. I do not think they would
have done it if they had guessed the
effect it would have upon lom. He
usually quiet, was roused almost
fury. For a momext he looked as
he would throw the boys out after th
primroses. His eyes flashed, his hands
were made into fists, and his lace was
crimson. But Tern had practiced self
control for a long time, and it came
to his aid now. Still, the loss of his
flowers so pained him that he coul
not keep the tear from his eves. " Why
did you do that 7 What right had you
to rob me of my flowers? I woul
ndt serve you as you serve me for all
the world : and 1 think such conduct
is despicable and abominable."

The boys were surprised at the out
burst from lom, and some, more far- -

seeing than the rest, understood that
Tom was really very greatly pained at
the loss of his flowers. Charlie was
one of these, and as he looked a
Tom's pale face he could not help feel
mg grieved at his part of the matter,

When they had reached home again
he followed Tom at a distance, intend
ing to say a word of apology to him.
He noticed that he went towards the
cemetery, and then Charlie remem
bered that lom had a little sister lying
there. He went softly up and saw
Tom go to a certain grave that had no
head-ston- e, and only a number to mark
it. Tom sat down upon the gra and
laid his head upon the grave and cried
bitterly. Presently he spoke, and
Charlie, who was hiding by, heard
what he said :

Bessie, darling, I do not forget
how fond you were of primroses. Do
you know how hard I tried to get a
bunch for you to-da- y ? It is not my
fault that I've not breught them.
But I hope you are so happy in heaven
that ypu do not need them ; and oh,
Bessie, how I wish I were with you ! "

Charlie hurried away. He was
afraid if he staid longer he would cry
too. He went back to the other boys
and told what he had seen. Their
hearts were touched, and they were
ashamed of their conduct. " How
can we make up for it?" they asked;
and Charlie made a suggestion :

Let us club together and buy a
tombstone for his sister's grave, and
present it to Tom."

Ho we will. Come along. Jjet
us r to the stone-maso- n and order it
to-da-

And so they did.

Two Waifs.
One of the patrolmen at station five

had brought m a ragged, dirty feur
vcar old gamin and his dog, the waif
having been found comfortably riding
m a Ived Line coach, and bound neuh--

I 1er knew where nor seemeu to care.
The driver of the coach said the biped
and quadruped got in with other pas
sengers on Causeway street, near the
Eastern depot; and he did not take
notice of them again until they had
gone a couple of miles toward the
south end.

When the officer lifted the little fel
low, the canine, a very handsome,
bright female, became very much in
terested as to what was to be done by
with her charge, for she seemed to
feel the responsibility of a mother. to
On the way to the station-hous- e she
would iunin up against the officers
legs, look inquiringly in his face, . and
then at the youngster in the same
mnnner. When they arrived m the
office, the actions of the dog and child
were quite amusing.

The little fellow at nrst was very
uneasv. and the doe seemed equally
disturbed. When the officer found
that all they could learn of the lad
was his name, Georgie Wood, they sat
him down on the floor. Ihis pleased
the doir which had stuck closely to
Georgie. and the twe soon commenced

o 'plaving. Presently, the boy became
drowsy, and the dog appeared glad to
lay down by his side lor a nap, anu
thev would soon have been sleeping
had not Lieut. Pierce brought along
part of his lunch.

The child's yes began to open as he
crammed his mouth with cake, and
the dog drew up closer, watching
eagerly for his share, which was sure
to come, for it was evident from their
actions that they lived together and
had everything in common, w nen a
bowl of 'water was brought them, the
child drank first and then the dog,
and the division of the supper all
they had had for the day, the boy
si id was continued to the end.

The dog had throughout shown the
greatest affection lor the cnna, dui
when the food came his behavior was
noble. For a while he took only the
crumbs that fell from the little hand,
not offering to touch the tempting food

close to his nose or laid down by
his feet when the child drank. After
they feasted they had a frolic, which
lasted till they were both tired out.
Then the lad wanted something to
"cover them both up," and they cud
dled together and went to sleep.
Boston Journal. in

Monkeys. as
The new-bor- n monkey is a homely

little creature, with long limbs and
wrinkled face, but the mother's ten-dern- es

for, and care of, the little imp
is unceasing. She presses it to her
body, takes it in both hands as if to
delight in looking at it, lays in on ht r
breast, and rocks it to sleep. Pliny
dec ares that the monkey-mothe- r often

presses its yeung to death in the excess
of her affection. As the young one
grows large, it naturally becomes
more independent, and at times re-
quests some liberty. This the mother
grants, and lets the darling go from
her to play with the other young
monkeys ; but her eye follows it con-
stantly, and at the least sign ot dan-
ger she calls it to her arms again.
The obedience of the young monkey
might furnish a lesson to any human
child. The natives believe that the
large monkeys are really men, who
give themselves the appearance of be-

ing wild and stupid because they fear
being made slaves and forced to work ;

for this is the most terrible of all
things to the true African. They also
think that the souls of their defunct
kings take up their abode in the goril
las.

Honesty Tested.
There was a lad in Ireland who was

put to work at a linen factory, and
while he was at work there a piece of
cloth was wanted to be sent out which
was short of the length that it ought
to have been, but the master thought
that it might be made a little longer
by stretching. He thereupon unrolled
the cloth, taking one end of it himself,
and the boy the other. He then said,
'Pull, Adam, pull. " Ihe boy said
' I can't." Why not," asked the mas

ter. " Because it is wrong, and he
refused to pull. Upon this the master
said he would not do for a linen manu-
facturer. But that boy became the
Rev. Dr. Adam Clarke, and the.
6trict principle of honesty of his youth
ful age laid the foundation of his fu-

ture greatnesB.

Home -- Made B'auty.
The more they use their muscles,

the stronger, and consequently the
more beautiful, my boys

,
and girls will

ml 1 1 1grow, lhey are sometmng une trees
and plants. The more these are stir
red by the wind the more rapidly the
sap flows through their trunks and
branches, and the more beautiful they

ecome. Boys and girls have tms ad
vantage: they can exercise just wnen

ley wish, and need never wait lor the
. . . Ill J 1 L'iwind to come anu diow mem. or.

Nicholas.

Punishment of Drunkards in Old

Mexico.

The ideas of temperance prevaleut
among the ancient Aztecs may well as-

tonish us, though the severity of their
laws in regard to it appear excessive.
Jlr. H. II. Bancroft says: The young
man who became drunk was conveyed
to jail, and there leaten to death with
clubs ; the young woman was stoned to
death. In some parts, it the drunkard
was a plebeian, he was sold for a slave
for the first offense and suffered death
for the second ; and at other times the
offender's hair was cut off in the public
market-place- , he was then lashed
through the street", and finally his
home was razed to the giound, because,
they said, one who would give up his
reason to the use of strong drink, was
unworthy to possess a house, and le
numbered among respectable citizens.
Cutting off the hair, as we shall see,
was a mode of punishment resorted to

these people, and so deep was the as
degradation supposed to be attached

it that it was dreaded almost equally
with death itself. Should a military
man, who had gained a distinction in
the wars, become drunk, he was de-

prived of his rank and honors, and
considered thenceforth as infamous.
Conviction of this crime rendered the I
culprit ineligible for all future emolu- -
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ments, and especially was ne ueuurreti
from holding any public office. A
noble was invariably hanged for the
first offense, his iKxly leiiig afterward
dragged without the limits of the town
and cast into a stream used for that
purpose only. But a mightier influ
ence than mere fear of the penal law
restrained the Aztec nobility and gen-

try from drinking to excess; this in-

fluence, was social law. It was con
sidered degrading lor a person of
quality to touch wine at all, even in
seasons of festivity when, as I have
said, it was customary and lawful for
the lower classes to indulge to a certain
extent. Wine-bibbin- g was looked
upon as a coarse pleasure, peculiar ex
clusively to the common people, and a
member of the higher orders who was in
suspected of practicing the habit
would have forfeited h's social position,
even though the law suffered him to
remain unpunished. Ihese heathens,
however, seem to have recognized the
natural incongruity existing lietween
precept and practice fully as much as
the most advanced Christian.

Beauty.

The standard of beauty differs essen
tially in different races. The Chinese to
admire black teeth and eyelids. On
the shores of the Mediterranean great
corpulency is preferred. "Hair like
wheat, " the honey-coiore- d nair oi
Homer is the most effected of late
among us. " Brown in shadow, gold a

sun," is a beautiful shade, but Eliza-

beth's bright red hair, "capelli d'or,"
6he called it, was inspiration to syc-

ophantic pens in her time, ?vn lovely
Mary of Scots sacrificed her beautiful
dark locks to the "red fronts." Lady
Macbeth and the much maligned beau-
tiful and noble Lucretia Borgia had
hair light and golden. The mast beau-
tiful women are not the happiest ones ;

yet a lovely face is an excellent card of
recommendation all oyer the world.

Truths and Trifles.
A youngster, while perusing a

chapter of Genesis, turning to his fa-

ther inquired If the people in those
day3 used to do their suras on tho
ground. It was discovered that he
had been reading the passage : " And
the sons of men multiplied on the fac
of the earth."

An officer in the French army has
recently died who had met with Ab-del-Ka-

on the battle-fiel-d without
attacking him, which he might easily
have done. Being blamed for this af-
terward, his reply was,' At that time
I was but second lieutenant. Had I
killed him the war would have been
over, and I would not have been cap-
tain now."

Jones is suing for a divorce from
his wife, who has deceived him. He
could not help, after discovering her
guilt, rating her soundly for it. " Th
idea," she said bursting into tears, " the
idea of treating me so brutally, when
I had given myself so much trouble to
keep you from knowing anything of it
so as not to worry you ! And this w
the thanks I get!

As A Detroit man was digging in
his garden his wife appeared at the
door, and shouted : " Come, you old
fraud, come to dinner ? " As he did
not come she opened the door pretty
soon and yelled : " Hain't you coming
to dinner, you blasted she saw a
neighbor in the garden along with hrr
hushand and finished " old darling,
you!"

Not long since a dark mahogany
colored female obtained a position in
a San Antonio family as a cok. A
few days after she met an acquaint-
ance, who inquired how she liked her
new place.

" Ise gwine to leab Vm," was the
answer.

" Dey 'buses vou, does dey ?"
" Dreffcl. Wu5s den foah de 'liel-lio- n.

Dey locks up all de pervisions
and asks foah de change from de market-m-

oney."

" Whv", dat's no better drn stealin'!"
was the indignant answer.

Thky were fond of each other, very,
and had been engaged. But they
quarrelled and were too proud to
make it up. He called a few Jays
ago at her father's house to see the
obi gentleman on business of course.
She answered his ring at the door-

bell. Said he :

" Ah ! Miss , I lelieve. Is your
father within ?"

" No sir," she replied, " Pa is not in
at present. Did you wish to see him
personnally?"

" Yes, Miss," was his bluff response,
feeling that she was yielding, "on very
particular personal business." And he
proudly turned to go to way.

"I leg your pardon," she called
after him as he struck the lower step,"
but who shall I say called."

He never smiled again.
TiiOMrsoN, the artist, is of a some-

what testy disposition. His charming
wife knows this, and whenever her
lord and master wears a frowning
brow, hastens to appease him by some
of the myriad little foolishnesses so le- -

coming in young onm-n- . umvi
dav she was out of town, and Thorny-so- n

embraced the opportunity to dis-

miss a fat and stupid serving-ma- n

be aliominatcd. Half an hour
afterwards, as he is at work in his
stud'o, he hear a scratching at the door
and then a timid bark like that of a
dog, but not that of a dog :

"P,ow! Wow!"
He opens the door. It is ihe servant.
"You infernal ass, what do you

mean?"
" O, I had noticed that my mistress

had often appeased you so !"

" Have you any old clothes, mum,
you could give a jwur man

who has a sick wile and six small chil-

dren to supiort?" inquired a dilapi-

dated person last Saturday, at the
door of a High street residence. "I'vo
got a coat with but three buttons gone,
and a pair of pantaloons that have
had but a small patch behind, which

guess you can have," said the good
woman after she had examined her
closet. " Is the coat double-breaste- d,

with a velvet collar?" inquired the
poor man. "No, sir." " Are the
pantaloons of a plaid pattern and cut
with with spring Iwttoms of twenty-tw- o

inches?" "No, sir." Then I
guess you needn't trot 'in out," said

the poor man ; " they ain't my style,

and I don't want Yin." VW nr.
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Evils of Early Rising.

The attention of medical men in
this great republic, observes Hawkeye
Burdette, is called to the injudicious
and absolutely hateful habit, much in
vogue in the rural districts and among
early risers in the city, of getting up

the night to eat. This nocturnal
meal is faintly disguised under the
name of breakfast, and there is no
doubt it has much to do with creating,
spreading and sustaining the national
disease, dvspepsia. The custom is

sometimes visited with severe judg-

ments, but nothing seems able to deter
its votaries from continuing its prac-

tice. We once took summer hoarding
with a man who used to eat in the
night, and roused up all his househtdd

share the unnatural meal. One
night he stirred u all up at 4:0
o'clock to eat. We rose and ate.
That very day his lest cow immolated
herself on a wire fence, one of his
horses bit himself with a rattlesnake,

reaping machine ate up his b ft tarm
hand, a distant relative sent his young-
est boy a drum, his wile took to writ-
ing poetry, and one of hu most popu-

lar, talented and handsome boarders
flitted, leaving an unpaid summer's
board bill to remember him by. The
latter circumstance ss indelibly im-

pressed ujion our memory ; we often
think of it in connection with the
somewhat striking coincidence that
we never have !een in that country
since.


