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Tintdl are her cheeks with roae:
hr is waiting in the SInow

i0 thne alling apple-blows.

T'inklings of a drlowsY rill
1 ~Ct.e irnm the up;and oerchard bill
Niches i4 her dre•lse to fill.

D,,ted is her rustic shawl
WiVth the app.e-leavea that tall:
I willgght splendors cover all.

DIeeper lined than earthly grace,
lRst of heaven doth iIt her isce
Rejoice In its abiding-place.

Charity Cross, it grwetlh late:
II.u.• il, d durll.. t.r ull wat,.
hJust beyond the garden-gale.

Leave the apple-blooms to tall,
Far-off brook to vainly call
Lightly cliub tilhe o charl wall.

All your dreanungs softly fold:
L.t them dritt away untold
In the dlying suet at' goll.

Down the path that leads between
Fernts and lno sea, shaded green,
T'he gauled house is dimly even.

Winds, with ipoplar trees at lplay,
Chaie with tolting boughs all day
Weather-beaten walls ot gray.

Open wide the trellised door:
bunset glories go -elore,
Fall upon the kitchen floor,

Turn to gold the swloging loom
Standing in the corner's gloom
Of1 the low browl-raltered room..

Brazen dogs that ever sleep
Silently the entrance keep
Ot the Areplace huge and deep.

Charity stop no more to dream:
Covers lift with puffing steam;
Waiting stands the rising cream.:

Change to white your apron gray,
Sprinkled clothes to fold away,
Ready for another day.

Quickly now the table spread
With Its homespun cloth of red,
Savory meats and snowy bread.
On the shelf a pink-lipped shell,
That lorever tries to tell
Ocean music, learned so well.

Tiptoe on the cricket stand:
Take it in your sun-browned handi
Shell from eastern tropic land.

Let your clear voice through it ring,
Homeward the hired help to bring
From the distant meadow-spring.

Far away they hear the call:
Look! they come by orchard wall,
Where the apple-blossoms fall.

One that foremost leads the plowsees you in the doorway now-
Breaks a bending apple-bougb;

Waves it by the meadow creek :
Answering blushes on your cheek
Tell the words you do not speak.

Out upon the rippling river
Purple lights of sunset quiver,
Rustling leaves reflected shiver.

Shell in hand, she goes to greet
Her lover, where the turl-grown street
And the meadow pathway meet.

Insect voices far away,
Hushed in silence through the day,
Whisper in the night of May,

While In vain the pink-lipped shell,
Murmuring in its bollow.cell,
Would its own love-story tell.

Through the drifting apple-snow,
Wbhre the four-leafed clovers grow,
Hand in hand they homeward go;

And they vow, whate'er the weather,
Mid the brier, through the heather,
They will walked life ' way together.

Parting when the day grows late,
If a moment at the gate
One alone is left to wait,

Yet each other they will greet
Where life's shadeless, dusty street
And the heavenly pathway meet.

-Lippincott's . egazine or July.
000 ---

A SELF-.A:CUSATION.

I t•vu fritted away the happiness of
my Iif :.

Vhy did I marry her? I have often
made this mental query: I did so in the
very days wh ch directly followed our
honeymoon. Still I loved her, as I love
her e ill. The frct is, I should never have
married at all.

She is a most peculiar character. I did
not understand her in her ,,irlhood, and.
I far. I do not understand her yet. Ideas
are ti-rmentlng wii hin her, of which I can
form Ii, conception; and now and then
her eytls reflect strang ., incomprehensible
emotions, which soon again disappear to
he.r inner self, just like prisoners who at
times peep forth rom their bars into the
outer world and then retire again to the
con~ealment of their cells. She is my
wife, and I hold her as few other men
would. She nears my name, sits by my
side when I drive out, or takes my arm
when [ promenade; but I now perfectly
that the loved one no longer belongs to
me, that shte is but the shadow 'of the
blithe Pauline whom I won in the bloom
of her rosy yoith.

It was in the country that I learned to
know her. Although distantly related,
wre had never met. So fate brought me
during a summer vacation to my aunt.
who was living in a small, picturesque vil-
lageon the Patapsco. Had I been cog-
nizant of Pauline s presence, I should nor
have gone thither. I entertained a sort of
aversion fur the woman. What I had
heard of her in the city was not calculated
to raise her very high in the estimation oh
S stald, dignified limb of the law, like my-
slf.

Pauline was not in the cottage. After
almining my room, dispoosing f my

artgage, and arranging my dress I strolled
lito the woods to seek my favorite haunts.
Nsaring a lovely, secluded spaot, close by
the bank of the stream which I was wont
to fikequenton former visite to my aunt,
I was suddenly arrested in my prres
by the menacing growls of a do. Peer-
ing through the bushes, I saw a girl sit-
ting upou a nossy knoll beneath a shady
holly; at her feet lay a: large Newfound-
lanlder, who had rais•d his head and wasSihotwing me his teeth in a threatening
u•anner.

rbe girl turned and beheld me. still
hahl hiddcen by the .brubbery, staring in
iltonishment at her and the dog. She
burt into a merry laugh.

Contclous that I r•sented a rather lu-
diclu,-t picture, advanced and said
cold(i\ :

'Ar,- yitu Pauline - *.,
o "l am called ,

' i hen, perhaps, I may be so bold as to
Syou cousin, for I am George -. "

" Al! ('ouin George. We have been I
,.xpect:ng you. When did you arrive?" t

"Jlllut now."'
"Fido! fetch any hat," she suddenly i

-aid to the dog. " It is time to get t
,ur supper. Are you hungry, Cousin I

(eorge?'
" Yes- no !" I answered confusally.
She laughed good-naturedly, and took 1

the hat from the dog.
" Hlow good you are to that huge ani- r

mal !" I said, as we rose. I
,"Good! he is my idol; he is the only I

one who has at all times proven true to 1
me. and the only one-" 1

She suddenly checked herself.' Stoop-'
ing, perhaps to hide her embarrassment. I
-he kissed the white spo' on Fido's fore- I
heed. But I completed the sentence t
wvith: "

" To whom you have been true."
" So they say," she returned, laughing.

"But look into his be.autiful eyes, and tell
Inc whether you could help ''ing good to ,
dim. Oh. if I did not po..ss you, my t

wood Filo,!" She stroked his head, 'i
while he' wagetl his tall and gazed at her f
with his large. fai hfil eyes.

" You will hardly be able to keep pace I
with us. Whe, I go through the woods f
with the dog, I generally grant him the
trlicity of a race with me!" And, wlih-
out waiting for a reply, she bounded over i
the sod, the dog in pursuit barking jubi-
lantly. tr

* * it * it -*

We soon became good friends-some-
thing like brother and sister, I thought. L
How this sentiment developed into love, I
cannot satisfactorily explain. One day,.
as I was taking :a ram, le, I came upont
her unexpectedly: she was walking slow- I
ly along, with eyes cast down, and look-
ing more grave than I had ever seen her 1
before. When she saw me her face sud-
lenly became transfigured with radiance,
hut she quickly tripped by. This glow- 1
ing of her face and the respondent throb- f
of my heart revealed to me what we were i
to each other. I a

It was late when I reached the cottage.
It was one of those serene, warm, moon- s
light evenings which exercise such a soft,
magical influence over us. Pauline was f
-itting in the garden arbor, the dlog at her
side. I seated myself so as to obtain a I
full view of her countenance, which wa.
illumined by the moonbeams. Its expres-
-ion made me asi;, anxiously :

" Pauline, are you ill?"
"No." A pause. "I am going away e

to-morrow." i
" Whither?"
" Home-to the city! But what ails

you. cousin? You- " t
'- But why must you go?" I interrupt- !

e'd her hurriedly. :a

" Why ? for a number of reasons. In e
the first place. I had Intended remaining r
only three weeks, and lo! I have been I
here nearly six. Secondly, I have busi v
iess matters on hand, which I must not t

postpone. Finally, my friends demand
my return. and should I not come, they i
would say-that you were the magnet |
that f.'tters me hIere. Is it not nice that t
lily fri nds miss me? Oh. the conscious-
ness- of being missed is truly a delicious t
sellsation !"

l' Then--then you wish to return to I
your old mode of life, and in the course t
of time, perhaps-to marry ?"

Pauiline's hand rested in mine, and the
touch of her warm, velvety little fingers t
quickly scattererl my wisdom and self- t
polssesion. I, who had firmly resolved
never to •fer the matrimonial noose-I
-aid to her. in a voice so soft and tender
that both of us trembled at its tone:

" We have been so happy together
here !"

" Very happy !" she whispered, quiver-
ing.

I held both of her hands tightly; she
avoided looking at me., but did not turn I
away her darling little face. I continued :

" Betwixt you and me there is a con-
siderable disparity in age. and I am by
nature much more seriously constituted
than you. Excepting you, I have never
loved a woman, while you have conquered
-Heaven knows how many hearts. You I
are not what the world says of you; you
have a heart that can love and be true.
T erefore I pray you, tell me frankly and
faithfully whether you can love me-or
do love me. I am not accustomed to ad-
dressing such questions. and I do not
know, perhaps, how to express myself
conformably to tre requirements of an
occasion like this; but b lieve me when
I say that you have won my heart, and
that I do not think I could be happy with-
out you."

" I believe you."
" But will you trust me, too, and love

me?"
" I love you and trust you," she answer-

ed frankly. " Are you notsurprised that
I tehl you this so quietly? That is be-
cause I shall never marry you. I an
capricious and presuming, and would
soon make you weary of life with my
cons' ant demand for attention. I was
born to be treated like a spoiled lap-dog;
you are, although capable of loving, nev-
ertheless not an affectionate man. We
shou d not have passed two months in
wedlock before you'd wished me in Cay-
enne, or someother torrid locality. But
as that would not be prscticable, there-
fore you would break my heart-not rude-
ly and harshly, oh no!--undemonstra-
tively and calm ly. That is just as clear
to me as if I hadit all before my eyes at
this moment !"

She looked at me, and her whole soul
was in the glance: it spoke love, passion,
and yearning tenderness. Oh, what
strange feelings, never hitherto experi
enoed, this glance awakened within me!l
Th next moment I held her in my arms,
and exclaimed:

" Pauline, if ever man loved woman
with all his heart and soul, unreasonably,
madly, and yet so truly and honestly, itAs
I."

"But will that last, Georgie ?"'
I bent down, and our kisses breathed

all the delirious fervor of a first true love.
"You must be my wife, Pauline!" I

cried. Her head drooped upon my shoul-
der, and her hand sought and clasped
mine.

" Is this your answer? May I call this
hand miner'

" If you wish, George!"
Shortly afterward we were married.
" I only needed a master, Georgie," she

usedl to say to me. " During my maiden- I
hood I was constantly on the lookout for I
him-could not find him, however, and i
came to the conclusion finally that I
-houll never meet him. But I heard you
for the lirst tisie, and gazed into yourI eyes, then I knew that f- had loundrthis

laster at la-t. And how gladly I carry I
he chains of my master!"
Sirhe loved me. Every chord of her del- f

catelv-strung heart vibrated at my merest
ouch; ne.verthele.-s I way not satisfied. i,
undertook to mruoify tie tones; herloting IDumage itself was the instrument. ci
'rue-now I see all clearly-this instrIu- w

crnt was a sword, with which I cruelly f_woundted her. A very sage idea entered
ny head, and whispered to me that I was i

naking a child of Pauline with my ir.dul li
oence, ainl that with so much warm sun- p

ight her full womanly power woauld never tl
o dev'l, pedl. I acted aeording to this
lea, altogether overlooking tle fact that
,wr mental and moral force had already tr
wefn entirely unfolded andi matr cd, and I
hat, too. at a time when others juat be- b
,in to he' aware that there are roeks :cud
torns. sirh al and qulr'kmands in the ie
e'ianr of litfe. I al'o forgot that, in spite n:
if hr youthful gayety and' exuberasce
if spirits, the !e:;onz of a long, bitter, lii
oomy past would tnever be lost up 'n nI

ter; their impress was merely hidden 01

roml my eyves beneath a blithe exterior. tt
One lday. as she raised her eves to ine. p

happened tibe in a very unreasonable
rams. of mind ; her rallvingr love-look a:
Ilmost irritated me, and I Qaitr shortly :
" You annoy me when you look at me rt

n that manner." ci

Glad to get an opportunity to chat with ino, she dropped her pen, came to my

ide. and bent over me. I
"Why. my dear? The glance was for ci
tim I love."
That was a poor beginning for the pre- n
epts I wanted to enforce. I collectednyielf and began to study my papers i
irofoundly.
"'Am I irksome to you ?" she asked, the itPast bit sensitively.

"'Not exactly." y
Her soft hand toyed with my locks andter warm breath caressed my cheek. I si

Alt th ,t my wisdom was rapidly expiring. tl
tgain I collected mi self and assumed an
itr of coldness. cl

"One kiss, only one. and I will go!" c'
he b 'ged.
.'Nonsense, Pauline! I have no time
or kissing."

She gazed into my face and asked ; "Do
vex you ?"
"Exceedingly." y
A sigh scarc, ly audible escaped her
ips, and she left the room.

'For this morning at least I had destroy- ri
'd her cheerfulness. It was the first cloud ar
u our matrimonial sky.

My plan had succeeded excellently i
vell; she had learned to doubt my affec- jt

ion for her. That was revealed to me oc-aslonally by her stealthy, wistful glances, a

nd the manner in which she began to
.ecupy herself with Fido-as if she now b
elled alone upon his leve and faithful- El
eas. But I was too proud to admit myprong, even to myself, and daily widened cl

he breach. it
Then the dog began to grow slckly; he atad grown old and feeble. She abandoned ts
er work and devoted the time taken from a
ier labors to the dumb brute. When life
vas extinct, she bent over him. bu st into q

ears. kissed the white spot on his fore- n
iead, and then closed the eyves which even b

n death, seemedtto regard her with affeo- n
ion.
Great as was her grief, she sought no

tondolence from me. She provided for r
h bui al of Fido, who was interred by v
;he gardener close under the window of v

)ur study. She would fr. quently tarry v
v the l:ttle mound, at which times Iiloomy reflections seemed to agitate her I,
soul. Now still, while sitting at her t

lesk, she often gazes pensively toward the d
spot. She is true to him beyond the I1
;rave, because-het had remained true to
aer. I
The year so auspiciously begun was ap- aProaching its end, when one morning I
was amazed to hear Pauline singing mer-
rily ; it was the first time since Fido's I
keath. Soon thereafter I heard her com-

rig toward my room, and I at once affect--d profound preoccuiation. t

It was a warm, beautiful morning, andier entrance seemned to usher in a hapovr
sunlight. Her face, too, beamed with I
that serenity which it had in her girl- a
hood.
What is it?" I asked, looking up from

my work.

She placed a lovely little nosegay of Fviolets, tied with a blue ribbon, before me.

in I said: "See, Georgie, these are the
irst violets of our garden. I have gome-
thing else in petto, but of that here-

ifter."
And now she stooped over me, placed
her hand lightly upon my shoulder, and I
kissed me. It was the first exhibition of
rondness she had voluntarily tendered me t
these many days. I contemplated her in
surprise and said :
' % ou appear to he inan unusually hap-

py humor to- ay, Pauline." I
"'It is somebody's birthday to-day,"she rejoined, as she sat upon my kneeand
gazed into my eyes. "May Heaven grant
this some one many happy returns of the
day, and-and-' she paused for a mo-
ment, then continued in a voice whoser
quivering was not easily concealed-" if, I

luring the past six months all has not I
been between us as it should have been,

then let us forget It all from this day
forth."

Silently she encircled me with her armsand sunk her head upon my bosom. How

would it have been possible to remain in-
sensible thereat? Kissing her silken hair,
1 said that I would gladly forget all (as if
I had anything to forget but my own cnl-
pability !). whereupon she raised hereyes, I
smiling blissfully, and thought, in sober
truth, that I was very magnanimous to
her.

" Now, Georgie, •rwll bghlsew to-
day ?"

" As you wish, my child." And at once
she proceeded in her old way to dally with
me.

Shall I meet with credence when I say
that hardly had my wife been gone five 1
minutes, before I began to fancy that I
had let her s e too freely the Infa- nee she
possessed over me ? For months I had prac-
tised the art of appearing tranquil and in-
<tiflerent, vet the first smile or kis had
proved sufficient to overpower me. She
had harassed me insufferably the last six
months--as I put it to myself; therefore
to, grant her at once a fullpardon seemed
to me at lea-t a matter for consideration.

ro. when she returned, she found me ab-
sorbed in my documents.

"'One moment, if you please !" she
cried, taking tihe pmen from my hand and l
hhlulng it above ury head. '" I have a
present for you--will you have it?"

" Why. c':rtainly, if you will ive it to
me."

" Ti ,n bg for it."
I *d nothing, and seized another pen.

That disconcerted her.
' Don't you-want it?" she asked tim-

idly.
" There was once a saint named Fran-

cis de Sales," I began to sermonize, "who
was wont to say that one should never ask
for nor refilse anything."
" You are no saint, and it was I that

ispoke to you. Will you not accept my
httle gift. Say yes-if it be only to
please me-to make me still happier on
this day than I already am."

" Don't he so childish, Pauline!"
"It is childish, I know it; but do me I

rtih favor, Georgie. It i• so little that
I ask, and yet it would make me so very

I shal never deciine what you offer
me. Bu, be good enongh not to disturb
lne any longer."

Scarcely had these words cscaped my
lips when the present-an exquisitely or-
namented bronze inkstand, in the shape
of a Cupid-lay at my feet. Pauline I
turned away, exasperated and hurt. I I
picked up the pieces. -

"Hlow, you stoop to get him?",she I
asked sarastically. " 

" Upon my word, you are the most un-
reasonable creature in the world?" I ex-
claimed. "Fortunately the little love-god
any be mended."

"Yes, but wounds will leave scars. 0
Georgie!" she continued reproachfully,
casting herself down before my chair,
"'why do you tempt me thus? Do you
really, truly love me?"

"Pauline !" I said impatiently, "do
stand up; this is getting tiresome."

She did so, but a deathly pallor mantled
in her face.

"I will go; yet one question before. Do
you love me. Georgie?'

I was a little fretful and very head-
strong, that was all. D.d she mean to
threaten me?

"Did you love me when we first ex-
changed'vows of aflection?' she demand-
ed anew.

"Of course. But--"
"But you love me no longer 1"
"Well, since you will hare it so-"
"Speak ! only speak !"
"I don't love you-exactly-in the way

you mean."
An ominous silence followed. She be-

cmine so white, gated at me with so strange,
rigid a look, that I forgot my impatience
and self-will, and said anxiously :
"I1 don't mean it so seriously. Good-

iess, how pale you are! Why, I was only
jesting."
" I can bear it, George. Oh. what cannot

a woman bear-this wad or that !"
She went, looking mournful it Is true,

but apparently tranq uil. I dreamed not
that [ had killed her love for me.

From that time Pauline ceased to be a
child. But the sunlignt, too., had departed
from her. Silent and sedate, but rarely
mild and smiling, she carefully superin-
tended her affairs ; she distarbed me no
more. But she grew p'ier and weaker,
so that the doctor earnestly counseled a
trip to the salubrious South. My busi-
ness affairs did not allow of my traveling,
but near acquaintances were just about
making a journey to Florida and Cuba
My wife joined the party.

At last she came back. One evening 1
received a telegraQLfrom Hampton Roads,
where the steamd had made a stop, in
which Pauline informed me that she
w uld arrive at home tV.e following day.
How feverishly I was excited by the tid-
ings! Our estrangement ha I lacera.-d
my heart so terribly, and I saw now how
deeply I had wronged her, that I fervently
longed to win back her I ve at any price.

I went to receive her. I approached
her and embraced her She returned it
all, but there was no life. no love in the
greeting. It was all mere form.

Hlding her at some distance from me,
I scrutinized her ceosely and inquired:
"Pauline, are you not well?" Her eye
met mine openly, but I missed the old,
tender sparkle.
" Perfectly well, George," she replied,

rather indifferently. "It is so long since
[ have seen you that you appear to me
somewhat altered."

For weeks I endured this wretched,
dead existence. One morning, as I vainly
strove to become interested in the news-
paper, I felt more bitterly than ever the full
extent of my wrong, my joylessness, and
my isolation. I rose resolved, and went
to her.
" Are you busy?" I inquired. as she

ceased writing and turned her head
" Not too busy to speak with you," she

returned.
"Pauline, how long shall we cbntinue

this mode oflife?"
"What mode of life, George?" she

asked, changing color.
" The life we are living. It is not the

unshadowed, happy life of yore. You do
not belong to me as you once belonged to
me."

"I know that." She sighed and looked
at me so sadly.
" Why should the old days not return,

again? If I have madeaterribl blunder,
is it then impossible for you to forget it?
I thought it was foolish to love one an-
other so-at least to show it; but I have
discovered now that love is the only true
wisdom on earth."

She smiled in a melancholy way.
"Give me back that love which once I

repelled. Give me back the. sunlight to
my world."

I arose and advanced toward her; she,
however, pushed back herchair and shook
her head.
"George, do not demand that of me."
"I will know how to value your love

now. Pauline."
"That may be; but, my poor George,

I have none to give."
I clasped her in my arms. The passimlon

glowing in my heart seemed to me great
enough to inspire response even in a
corpse. But she remained untouched. She
lay like a cold statue in my arms, and
looktd at me and said sighing:

"Too late. George, too late."
"Shall you then never lorgive me?"
"Forgive you? You do not believe

that 1 entertain the least unfriendly
thought toward you? By no means; but
I have grown cold through and through.
My love is dead and buried. The best we
can do now is to resign ourselves to our
fate and bear with this life as well as we
can."
I hid my face in my hands and-I am

not asham d to conf,-ss it-wept. My
tears si-smed to arouse in her suddenly a
kind of frenzy.
"Wl Wct!" she burst forth, almo-t

Sshrieking, "you can weep--you who sowed
the seed which is now bearing itsr bitter

fruit? Ah! yes, yes, it is you who are
weeping now!" She seemed s:iddenly
exhausted, -and growing calmer, after a '
while continued: "Do not weep, George; or
take what I can give you-my friendship app
-and, so God wills, we will remain united it v
here and beyond." fore

" Will you then love me in the life to wit
come ?" cea
"' What would a lone soul do in heaven the

itself? . Plainly, George, love alone is life sus
in heave-n and on earth !" ma

"'God knows, dearest Pauline, that I sa
loved you truly on the day we plighted the
our troth, and loved you as truly on that ovt
ill-starred day when your heart became has
chilled, and that I love you now with the me
sanfe devotion, but m ,re wisely." we

" It gives me a real pleasure to hear ann
tlhik," she cried with animation.
"Heaven alone knows, George, how I besuffered at first. day and night. I thought be
then actually that I would have to yield iou
up my life. I believe every one thinks hal
the same when struck by some fearful enc
blow. But the strength to endure my ex- affsistence came with time, and afterward gaialso came calm and peace. George, be- km

lieve me that even though I may not be cavable to give you love, I shall never- cep
theless feel a felicity in being about you tati
and to live with you until death doth us cra
part." ter

I opened my arms, and now of her free ton
will she fell upon my heart and placed her I
arms abou' my neck. Our lips met-not cor
as they did once, yet tenderly. del
" We are older, more sensible than we felt

were, George, though sadder too,'" she ilu
said smiling. "But, who knows! It is buy
yet possible that the old Flve may notbe my
altogether extinct." This kindled a mo- col
mentary spark ofhope within my breast; nu
but alas I no fuel hasbeen offered since to hoi
keep it living. sig

Thus endeth this chapter of our lives. toe
Since that day we have never touched the

upon this subject Years have passed ap
and I have waited patiently for the return of
of Pauline's love, but I can never see
aught shining in her eye but the same do
clear calm. My heart yet thrills as of an
yore when 1 hear her speak or sing. An for
angel could hardly be gentler or kinder cal
than she, who once was so impulsive and tac
fiery. She was unreasoning, passionate, eel
and exacting in those days. and my phleg- I
matic nature was sorely exercised to keep lad
pace with her. I inow that all well- At
hut oh! what a winsome, fond, bewitch- jo
ing creature she was! cat

* * * . for
Whosoever thou mayst be that readest or

this, remember in time that a kind word
and a tender glance costs but little, yet can ho
acoomplish much, and that no wrong is in
greater than that which is committed
against a loving heart--P. . Marellus, lo
in July Gala~y.

Graveyard Hamor. cot
-- isb

IN a town in Connecticut a man died, uu
who had a large wen on the top of his head, we
and his tombstone bore the following trib- gei
ute to his memory, and also to the wen: as

"Our father lire beneath the sod, tid
His spirit's gone unto his God, hebWe never more shall hear his tread, hoRor see the ween upon his head." br

A stone-cutter received the following
epitaph from a German,'to be cut upon
the tomb of his wife: to

'"Mine vile Susan is dead, if she had life till cif
nex friday she'd bin dead shunt two veeks. As a
tree falls so must It stan, all tings iD Impossible thi
mit God." w8

A monument in Burlington, Iowa, is of
said to have this stanza upon it : sol

"Beneath this stone our baby lies, ha
He neither cries nor hollers,

He lived just one and twenty days,
And cost us forty dollars."

At Crosskirk, Northmavin, Scotland, an us
epitaph reads thus: eel

-He was a quaint man, and to all appearance
a sincere Christian. His death was caused by
the stupidity of Lawrence Tulloch, who sold him
niter instead of epsom salts, by which he was
killed in the space of three hours, after taking a
dose of it."

The tombstone of a child, in Portland, sit
Maine, has the affecting couplet: 01

"Thelittle hero that lies here C
Was conquered by the diaree." h•

In Cape May Cemetery is a stone erec- oi
ted to the memory of "Mary Jane, aged tu
11 years and eight months," and tells the wi
following mournful ditty: at

"She was not smart, she'was not fair, a
But hbrrts with grief f ,r her are swelling, co

And empty stands her little chair
she died of eating watermellin '

The following lines are said to have a
been copied from a stone in Oxford, New to
Hampshire: ar

"To all my friends I bid adieu, hi
A more sudden death you never knew,

As I was leading the old mare to drink,
She kicked and killed me quicker' n awink." at

On a tombstone in South Carolina. it w
the following beautiful tribute to departed ci
worth: he
"Here lia the body of Bobert 3ordin, I

Month almighty, and teeth accordin', di
Stranger, tread 1lghtly over this wonder, p

i he on his mouth, you are goat by than-

An inscription on a monument in East
Tenn see, winds up with the following f
touching obituary :

"She lived a life of virtue, and died of th
cholera morbas, ecased by eatll green fruit, in
the hope of a blessed immortality, at the early 'I
age of 21 years, 7 months and sixteen dayst"

Beder, "Go thou and do likewig."

Trainin Heifers.

Nowueo is more agreeable to most a
cows than the operation of milking, ex- a
cept, perhaps, eating, and a cow with a
dstended udder will usually prefer to be e
milked. Nevertheless, beifers are gen- b
erally nervous about It, frequently kicEk,
and never stand still at first. Kind treat-
ment and a gentle hand are essential. A
rough man will be sure to make the heifer b
akl..ker. Thebest way to begin la to alt a
by the heifer, on her right side of course; M
make her place her riglt foot back, then
grasp the cord above te bhok of the leg a
with the left hand and hold ao. She can- v
not lift her left leg well. and will Dot .,
but she will try to step oer your a~
foot. This ls easily preven.tedy rang
the elbow, and she is absolutely foried to a
stand as she is. Meanwhile you can first 5
clean and manipulate her bag and tes ti
with your right hand with entire safety.
When she stands quiet you can use both
hands, but be ready on the least susplelion
of movement to replace the left. The I
heifer should be tied in a stall at first and
have son ething to eat, perhaps, and if
very wild it may be neceasary tobegin by
handling her, rubbing, brushing, or card-
ing her gently, and gradually getting her I
accustomed to have her under handled; IIbut all this ought to have been done be-

i fore she calvei,-Ex.

Smuggling.

THnRa is no part of a ship or its cargo,
or of the personal effects or the wearing
apparel of the crew and passengers, which
it would not be necessary to examine De-
fore it would be possible to pronounce
with certainty that there was no con-
cealment of goods liable to duty. Even
the very rigging is to be regarded with
suspicion. Ropes have been hound to be
made of tobacco and the same material
s6s constituted the pully wheels inside
the blocks. The lot of wood han ing
over the ship's side by way of "fender
has been sometimes discovered to be
merely a shell filled with the fragrant
weed. A log of wood, indeed in almost
any form is to be eyed with misgivings.

Cargo in the most unlikely forms must
he carefully scrutinized if deception is to
be detected. Baskets of fruit have been
found with lace at the bottom, and eggs
have been imported in cases the thick
ends of which have been d illed so as to
afford carriage for a large number of ci-
gars. A bundle of willows has been
known to conceal eight or nine pounds of
cavendish in the center, and a similar de-
ception has been practiced in the impor-
tation of a hogshead of arsenic. and a
crateof live ducks, the tobacco in the lat-
ter case being hidden benefh a false bot-
tom to the crate.

False bottoms and lids are among the
commonest and clumsiest of smugglers'
devices. Only amateurs would risk for-
feiture and fine on their chance of escap-
iug detection in this way. A much more
business-like attempt to impose on the
myrmidons of government was once dis-
covered in an importation consisting of a
number of broomsticks. The custom-
house officers of course passed such aoon-
signment, and very much to their credit
too. The fraud was discovered by one of
them being accidentally broken, when it
appeared that they were hallow and full
of cigars.

One of the most ingenious -and auda-
cious attempts at imposition by means of
an article of wearing apparel was an ef-
fort to pass eighteen hundred-weight of
cavendish tobacco in the form of soles at-
tached to the boots of the crew of a ves-
sel.

In concealment by means of dress the
ladies are by far the most enterprising.
At one time the skirts of a lady arefound
Jo colceal twenty-on,' pounds of tobacco,
car fully distributed in receptacles ma e
for the purpose, and supported by bands
or braces passing over the shoulders.

Not only the garments of passengers,
however, but the simplest articles carried
in the hand, are often used for the pur-
pose of illicit concealment. A venerable-
looking old gentleman with gold-rimmed
spectacles and a broad-brimmed hat is
thoughtfully pacing the deck, evidently
conning over the chapter he has just fin-
ished in the solid and serious-looking vol-
ume under his arm. The olfcer who
would doubt the respectabilitj of that old
gentleman would be only one degr' e less
suspicious and uncharitable in his disposi-
tion than the man who would question tle
bona tdes of a broomstick. There are,
however, men to whom, alai! even a
broad-brimmed hat is not an absolute
guarantee of respectability, and who have
so little reverence for learning as actually
to seize a classic-looking volume on suspi-
cion. On examination it is found that
that old gentleman is a smuggler of
watches. He has a large book, the leaves
of which have been stuck together in a
solid mass, and the body of the volume
has th" n been hollowed out into a recep-
tacle large enough to contain sixty or
seventy Geneva watches, which, at the
time this deception was practlced, were
liable to an ad ealorem duty of twenty per
cent.-Eschange.
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Curlews Story About a Hawk.

A cualous incident occurred a few days
since a snort distance from this city.
One of our well-known merchants had
gone out on a vist to a friend, at whose
house there was a bright little boy, and
one day, to please the child, he manufac-
tured a very large kite, and as the wind
was strong enough, the kite was raised
at once. After it had gone up nearly half
a mile, a large crowd of country people
collected to admir it, as such a magnif-
cent toy had never been seen in that see-
tion before. While the spectators were
admiring it a very large hawk was seen
to fly slowly out of a neigboring grove
and go directly toward the kite. The
hawk approached within a f-w feetof the
strange looking object, and then circled
about under it for perhaps five minutes,
when he flew just above It and again cir-
cled around several times. Suddenly he
hovered directly over the kite, and after
looking at it intently for a short time,
darted downward, and striktng the paper,
passed directly through the ite, cemlng
out on the under side. After this strange
experience whilch no doubt puzzled the
hawk vastly, he flew off a short distance
Sfor reflection, but still keeping the kite In
view. Net beng disposed togive ist up
so, he quickly returned to the charge

nd this time fuastened on the long strn
of rags that were used as a tail to t
kite, which he tore and scattered In the
air in a savage Ianner. Finding, how-
ever, no resstnd on the prt of the kits,
he became disgusted or scared, and ew
t way toward the woods from whene• he
came. The gentlemn asi that whm
ever tbe hawk made Samk ha Iwomld

e retreatalittle asibeeipeatedthestrauge
. bird was going to return the amult.-
, BUtineerr Asmess.

k Tas prosperous undertaker of a neigh-
r boring town is a sboemaker by trade, and
it an acquaintance calltag o. him aw days
t; saes wa suaprised to fad him gseted at
a the bench, and at hs &
Smear bumanem. s"oO- ssd te

vib ior, UItbought yon ad i the ee
et saleir thte bodie." ",SoIbed,
s o I hLad said the earer for role and bod

walt •emhatc cra of his hamrer and
ashu of his leeyelid. ' Bu Dr.

it 8 went to Europe las month, an' the
a berr'ln' business sin't worth follerin'

II. now."

n A Sourw rr~ n - physican having
e been appealed to by a number o his
d patlents for some medicine to cure them

if of excessive drinking, sid he knew no
y other remedy for them than a first cla
-case of hydrophobia which he declared

er to be the only th ng that would save them
fI; from dsliri•ntremess. And hydrophobia

e- he considered the last disease they were
in danger of.


