.

3§

THE GLOBE REPUBLIC SUNDAY MORNING. MARCH2 1886

- —

The Artist's Scoret.
'l‘lma:-tm'- work was done, the sweet, proud
e,

The quevnly bead, the form of lissome grace—
The 1::;:.:-: oyes seemed almost life-like,
whi

The lips were curved, ns if about to smile.

He Inid his brushes and h!...u{-lleﬂn by.
* Tis perfect now,” he “1 will not try
To siter o'en & shadow or color There,

Tis Lady Una's own sweet self, divinely fair.

“Hhe will oome bero for the lnst time to-day,
To view the finish] work, will pay
A tribute 10 my skill, and 1l go

‘ith :um»hu weld word away and never

mOW

That 1 huve dared to love bor, though as far
Benestth hor as the moth beneath the star.
But 1 will hike my secrvt, po sign shail tell +
The agony it costs my heart tosay farewell,™

A soft sigh told him he was not alone,

A warm, white hand wus laid u his own.
Turning ho found Lady Una st his slde;

Bhe hod learued the socret he bad sworn to

n

hide,
Close 10 his face ghe bent her queenly hoad.
L:krcmwherdnrtryu::l‘swﬂwlu-hmd:
“¥ay not farewell, for 1 would break my

I love you Kenneth! must we over part?”

“LEAD US NOT INTO TEMP-
TATION.”

“Why, you miserable young beg-
gar!" roared old Brauuiwn’u. “do you
think [ mean to throw away my daugh.
ter on a fellow who couldn't make
enouﬁh in a year to keep her in shoes?
My daughter! who has a hundred
thousand stitched to her skirt! Love
ber! Who would not, with thous-
and in the bank, and three bundred
acres of such land as that? Guess you
ain't the first one that has found out
that you could keep warm at my fire-
side; so you needn’t take airs
over the discovery!” >

Paul, who bad never looked into
Judith’s bluc eyes from this t of
view, took th bowed, walked
away in silence.

The old elins sighed, because they
bad beard and soen i and

on tho old piazza of w Ja-
cob Branthi .ute had never dreamed,
and Judith, v ho had heard every word
a half-open door,
three stitches to ev two she knit
that evening, and had to pull it all out
the next morning.

There came early the mext day—the
elms only koew how—a note from
Paul, burning, feverish, passionate.

Judith read it with an instant's
flush, then hesitated, and sent an icy
line back.

She could never marry against her
father's will.

That night the Strathmore's had s
merry-maki :F. Both went—Paul, an-
gry and reckiess; Judith, under her as-
sumed coldness, with throbbing sod
expectant heart.

Already she had half repented of her
rigid answer. She might have softened
the manner, if not the matter, of it
She was sick with impatience to speak
with him.

She declined all invitstions to dance,
and waited eagerly till the merry mu-
si¢ should ring out for the opportuni-
ty. :

" She knew that he was sullen, for he
had not even spoken to ber; but be had
sowe canse, and it was not bold in her
to scek him out, since she promised
one day to m him—as snd
would; and ber heart beat high and
fast.

As she thought, the cornet sounded
the call to the floor.

Paul rose quickly and led out Bessie
Strathmore.

Judith drew hor breath hard for an
instant, and then turned, with a gay
laugh, to one of the young men near
her:

“Mr. Conway, have you forgotten
you were to dance with me?"

Puul heard the laugh, but not the
words, and looked searchingly into
her face as she came and stood opposite
him.

She smiled haughtily, and when he
took her hand, suffered it to lie cold
and lifeless in his P

Farquhar Conway was hardly the
most brilliant of partners; but if he had
been a block, Judith, in her present
mood, would have hung out the flag of
flirtation.

She blushed, she listened admiringly,
she taught the clumsy lout how to hold
her fan and handkerchief, all the time
kating herself for her meanness, and
;m.c:ulling in the consciousness that

'aul’s fierce eyes were burning into
ber face.

To the most miserable dance succeed-
ed a more miserable evening. Paul,
raging at heart, and anxious not to be
outdone in folly, drew all eyes u
himsclf and Bessie Strathmore. Judith
was frantically gay, and stopped at
nothing.

One moment in all that wretched
time they were alone. P ity-
ing angels drew them there. Judith’s
heart beat fast, and shé trembled from
head to foot. Paul's dark face softened
a little, for he could not be mear her
without son.hing of the old tender-
ness.

“Have yo' 'ch kind to-night?' he
asked unde. uis breath.

“Have yo.? | half believe my fath-
er was right, after all,” ubumui she,
with true girlish inconsistency, =mnx-
ious to l':i:: the joy she felt even to be

roac
|’e{_lv.'.- dropped her hand as if ithad been
a viper.

“May I ask vou what mean,
Miss Brlnu:ws{lel’" His’ot:m and
action aroused Judith's pride in an in-
stant.

“You are easily consoled, sir; that
is all. After all, Bessie Strathmore
has almost as many acres as I."'

A dark flush leaped up in Paul's face
and he staggered back as i from a
sudden blow.

When be did speak it was in & voice
that she had never heard before.

*Judith, this strikes at my honor. If
you believe your words, we are strang-
ers from this night.”

Judith did not believe them. Noth-
ing but Heaven's testimony could have
shaken ber faith in Paul's truth, but
she revolted at the thought of conces-
sion.

He wes wrong. It was for him to
sue for forgiveness, since he had com-
m d this wretched misunderstand-
ing. She felt that he was seriously,
terribly in earnest; that, perbaps, her
next words would shape and color both
his destiny and hers; and, in the very
face of conviction, answered, with a
fippant falsehood:

"I. never say what I don’t think,
sir.”

A spasm contracted Paul's face for
an instant; but he answered only by a
low bow and left her.

The next morning, as she sat under
the elms, wondering how soon he would
come, and what he would say, some-
one ing told her they had just seen
Paul taking the train for the city.

An hour after came a package forher
—a book he had promised, on the fiy-
leaf of which was written:
*An eterpal luewell.‘;"

- L

sssed on, and old Branthwaite
died. Then Judith to look and
wait for something. It could not have
been Paul; for, though she heard of
him often, prospering and famous, in
the great city, she had never seen him
or received any token that he remem-
bered her existence.

-
Time

Still she warlvd.  1uere oever caude
a knock or a quick step up the walk,
but it bronght a flush to her cheek,
She never peered in the little post.
office without an unacknowledged hope
warm at heart.

She was fond of meeting Farqubar
Conway; and ali the village thought
that the clumsy, well-meaning fellow
was to be the lucky winner of the girl's
beart and fortune.

But it was only because he now and
then got & letter from Paul, and, find-

t it pleased her, brooght them
to read.
At last came a letter, ot from Paul,
but from her little fair-haired cousin
Elsie, written in the first flush of a
bride’s happiness.

*She was Jadith’s neighbor now,
living only twenty miles away, in the
dearest old house, where Judith must
come and spend a month with her.
She would tell her nothing about her
busband. She had told him nothing
about her, because sho intended them
to surprise one another. They would
be friends—she was sure.”

udith was tirod of her own anxious
thoughts. There was something con-
tagious, too, in Elsie’s gaicty and hope,
and so she went.

It was sunsot when she reached the
place. A fine house, just old enough
to avoid that painful look of newness
common to modern country houses,
and standing in full view of the river,
to which sloped banks, shaded by ma-
ples, elms, und willows.

. *They were all out in the grounds,”
the servant told Judith.

And, bearing merry sin np'i; she
' “m::..' s them. . Bt Jooking o5
to m. Elsie, looking up
&aﬂ , and gave a gleeful niou

busband, who was sitting on a
::3:. started to his feet, and faced Ju-

It was Paul. The shock was too aw-
ful; and Judith, who had never known
8 day’s illness, and scoffed at the men-
tion of nerves, fell senseless at his feet.

If she had died then and there, bless-
ed and happy had it been for her! But
the efforts of the unsuspicious Elsie
soon t her back to life, while a
warning look from Paul checked the
words were on bor lips.

Heat und fatigue were hinted at; her

cousin was too much oceupied
with her own happiness to think long
about the matter, and Judith did her
best to shine in the virtuous hypocrisy
and moral suicide line, which women
are so fond of.

Paul only was silent.

Sitting apart in the shadow, his wife
thonﬁht im uninterested and sloepy.

Judith knew his cyes were fixed on
her—that he was watching every move,
and noticing every inflection of voice.
Though be was almost as motionless
as if he had ceased to breathe, she felt
that he was questioning her, fiercely,
eagerly, and that. spite of herself, she
was answering him.

She blushed, and shrank away in the
very silence and solitude of her own
room, when she thought of what his
eyes had said to her.

When she looked into her own heart
she cried out. and struck her hands
together, and seizing what she bad al-
ready taken from her trunk, began to
thrust it back aguin in desperate hastoe.

Someone touched her, and spring-
ing up she met the eyes that had haunt-
ed her,

“Paul!"

“Well, Judith,”"—and oh, what
depths of tenderness in his voice—
*you are not afraid of me?"

**No, not afraid.™

“Why are you going, then? For
you are going;: I know what these prep-
arations mean."”’

“Because [ am not stone nor steel.
I should go mad.”

“Then vou did love me?”

“If it will give you any pleasure o

know, yes."
(lghllhu had territied ber be-

to

The

fore lused up in Paul’s eyes.

“My darling, you mecd not shrink
from me. You have nothing to fear.
Only stay. Judith, if you love Elsie,
stay. It has been so long since [ have
been near you, looked into your eves,
heard you speak. Deprive me not of
it too suddenly, Let me contemplate
and grow familiar with my sorrow, or
I shall die in my despair.™

“Oh, Paul!" she burst forth, *why
did you stay away all this weary time,
and why did you let me come here?”

“Why did you answer me as vou did,
the last night we were together, Ju-
dith? As for vour coming, 1 knew
nothing of it. 1 never dreamed that
Elsie's Judith was my Judith.”

. “Poor Elsie!"

“You pity her? Suay, then. If yon
fnnow she will learn all. Stay, and

promise not to offend by word or
m!l

8o Judith stayed—from pity for
Elsie, said ber deceived heart. Cruel
mercy, that held the poison to her own
lips day by day.

At first the guileless Elsie saw noth-
ing of the tiny cloud arising. that was
one day to darken her whole horizou.

She fancied that, somehow, Paul and
Judith didn't agree, and, auxious that

thev should know and appreciste one
A00Ioer, Was cOnUINUALY ieaving nem

alone together, fancying thut Ler pres-
ence was s restraint.

By one of those convenient sophis-
tries which poor humanity calls in
when right and reason have deserted
it, Paul argued that because his wife
was pure and trusting, there wus a
destiny managing his affuirs over which
he no control.

Presentiy he ceased to argue at all.
He took matters out of destiny’s hands
and refused to listen to conscience.

It was all the worse that he dared
not speak out the thoughts of his heart.
He was all the more cager to bs by
her—his eyes more constantly sougit
her face. She seemed to wove in an
:ll;lmosphm of his waiting and watch-

ness.
in Judith wished to go. Aguin
lh:ﬂlaym;l for Elsie’s suke. e =

At length, what experience had not
shown the poor young bride, instinet
did. She felt first that there was re-
straint and unhsppiness. She saw that
she was repeatedly forgotten. There
were walks and conversations in which
she had no share; allusions that she
coutld not understand; looks that made
her angry and frightened even to think
of.

Once the horses ran away, and she
and Judith were thrown ont. Judith
was only slightly scratched; yet on |
coming out of her death-like swoon, |
she saw her husband kneeling by her
cousin’s side, and forgetful of ber very
existence.

Peoplg talked and shook their heads.
The servants vowed loudly that it was
a shame; and, at lust, even Elsie’s gen-
tle spirit rose.

She had been waiting supper for her
busband and Judith., who had gzone out
to hunt violets, and it was two lhours
past the usual time when she saw them
coming slowly across the fields,

|
l

udith, coming in alone, remarked
ber looks with surprise, and stooped
to kiss her. But Elsie drew back.
*No, Cousin Judith, don’t! I can't
say *Our Father’ any more, because 1
think of you always; and I sometimes
feel as if vou were so cruel that I can’t

TOFZIVE JOU. Fitaih 51 1 Beve, swes-
in, and you want to take him from me.
I wish I had died before I had learned
to believe it.”"

“No, Elsie,”" returned her cousin
gently; ~there you wrong me. I have
not been blameless; but I have not been
as heartless and wicked 'as you think.
Dear Elsie, long ago I was to have been
Paul's wife. When I came here, and
found who your busband was, I
wius goin% away. Now I will go, dear,
and your happiness will come k to

ow.  You are fairer and sweeter and
stter than I, and Paul will love you
better than he has ever done me. Only
don't tell him that [ am going. Elsie.”

She was too delicate to say why, but
Elsie understood.

So, in tears and silence, all was made
ready, and, when Paul was absent,
Judith hurriedly kissed the pale Elsie
and drove away.

Amidst all the bitterness of depart-
ure, she found one ray of comfort—the
souse of freedom from bondage. Her
last weeks had been weeks of terror.
She had seen the fate fast appmchinﬁ.
and, magnetized by Paul’s strong will
had been powerless to escape.

As sho said this to berself, she me-
chanically drew away her dress from
the vacant seat where a gentleman had
placed himsell beside her. He bent
forward and looked in her face. It
was Paul

*You sce you can’t escape me, Ju-
dith,” he said, under his breath; “‘you
might have known that I would have
followed you to the Antipodes. Further
disguise is useless. Fate has united us
again, and Fate itself shall not sepa-
rate us,”’

Three days after Elsie's loving
heart was crushed into s lifelong sor-

TOW.
A most hurried letter from Paul said
to her what he had said to Judith, and
built up a great chasm between her and
them forever.
Let us not condemn them, but pray,
rather: *Lead us not into temptation.”

One of Gov. Cartin's Boys.

Gov. Curtin, who is quite a
uous figure at Washington, both in con-
gress and in social cireles, writes a cor-
respondent, created a sensation at the
theater one evening. He had beenanx-
ious to see Henry Irving, and told Mrs.
Curtin and their daughter, Mrs. Wilson,
to go, and he would meet them there.
*“They need not engage a seat for him
No. no; he would get u seat and be all
right,"" he said as they parted. The
house stayed in session on the river and
harbor bill until it was quite late, and
by the time the governor reached the
theater there was standing room ouly,
and very little of that. He wedped
himself in one of the aisles and
happened in front of some men who
were perched upon a window-sill.  Ope
of them touched him upon the shoulder
and told him to stand aside. Just then
a big, double-fisted fellow, who was
stauding close® by, pointed his index
finger up at the three window-sill oruna-
ments with the firm inquiry, “Do you
know who you're shovin'? That's ex-
Gov, Curtin, our old war governor.”
Then getting louder: *'m one of the
boys; 1 served under you, governor; no-
boddy shall shove you around where 1
am; git down off that window-sill,”” he
shouted; “git down guick,” and as they
slid from lfl sir rth yelled, “shill 1
knock them down, governor; shill I
kuock them down?"' and the fellow
fairly danced with excitement. By this

7 time the door-keepers had reached the

parties, when Curtin's protector shout-
ed: +Git the old governor a seat;” and
pulling cut a roll of bills, *git him a
seut,” he continued in & voice that
silenced the aetors on the stage.  “Git
him u seat; here's the money for it."
There was one private box not yet oc-
cupied, and the managers were glad to
rush Curtin into it to end the scene that
wias not on the bills. *“One of the
boys,” as he ealled himself, then took
his station in the middle aisle, aud for
the rest of the evening gazed intently
into the private box at the old war gov-
£rnor, wm during the melee, was un-
able to aveid the attention he was re-
ceiving, It crested more amusercent
and applause than any scene in the play.

A Trade in Curlews' Wings.

The cowboys here, writes a Midland,
Tex., correspondent, in the good weath-
er are doing a little business on their
own account by killing wolves with
-:rychuit';e lué I:lwi.r hides. Tb'e hides
they send to Chi tting & fair re-
tunj: for them. A ﬁwgr\'o woman,
who came out here to keep a hotel, with
her husband, has started up an interest
in curlews' wings, which are fashion-
able adornments for Indies' hats, and
the cowboys are killing curlews now by
the score: The curlew is abundant on
the staked plains, and their win
which are brownish green, with splashes
of dark brown and darker green, are
very good backgrounds in millinery for
« few more brilliant feathers.  The cur-
lew nests in the prairies by scraping up
some dry grass under a tuft of gramma
grass. They drop four eggs iuto the
uest, and it is as rare as to discover a
four-leaf clover to find a nest where the
four small vods of the eggs are not to-
gether.  The curlews’ wings bring 10
cenls o pair here.

e — o —

Killed by a Queer l‘ng&nlle.

Ou Monday afternoon, while Mr. John
Wendell, of Helltown, was at the mills,
his wife was in the parlor at work on
the sewing machine, while her child
Willie was seated near the window, di-
rectly in front of her, looking at one of
the large children's pictare books. Mrs,
Wendell was sewing busily on the ma-
chine, a large and heavy one, when sud-
denly the needle snapped.  She re-
placed the broken needle and had
nrain taken her seat when she noticed
hier child's head leaning upon the book.
Going over to him she was horrified to
observe a tiny stream of blood trickling
down from his bright golden hair. Lit-
tl: Willie was dead.  The fatal needle,
breaking, had been hurled through the
air and hud plereed the child’s  brain.
The parents are almost heartbroken,
and many an eve in Helltown has shed
a silent and unacenstomed tear io mem-
ory of their lost darling. —Chico (Cal.)
Chronicle.

= — e
An Essay on Cider.

The upple is the king of all fruits. A
choiee apple of high quality, when ex-
actly properly ripemed, has no superior
among the things that grow on trees,
amd what the kitchen has done for civ-
ilization baking does for the apple. It
i= refined in the oven and brought out
still bigrher than the richest of its un-
couked fellows.  But, while the raw ap-
ple is fine and the cooked apple is finer,
there is a fecling that both are inferior
tocider itself.  They are hampered by
ehe meat of e fruit—the limitation of
he flesh—but the cider is the very es-
wuee of it, and in time develops the
“wre spirit.— St Pawl Herald.

Infants born on unlucky days among
sertain  tribes of Madagascar have
pieces of cloth tied over their mouths
and are then buried alive.

A Japanese Girl's Tollet,

When a Japanese girl gets up in the
morning, she washes her face, but does
not have to dress her hair,  That is at-
tended o but onee a week.  The hair-
dresser comes to the house and arran
her jet-black locks in the fashion 'i{::
little girls of her age. So she has mo
trouble about her hwr, and after her
bath the servant assists her to powder
her neck with a small white brush. Sha
puts a little red paint on her lower lip,
and a little gilding in the middle. When
she removes her sleeping-dress, she has
on only a short skirt, which is simply a
square piece of cloth. erape, orsilk, tied
around the waist. No other under-
clothing is worn.

In making her toilet for the day, she
first puts on a garment made usually of
some coarse material, -not very long,
and reaching only to the waist, but wi
long sleeves.  On the neck of this gar-
ment is sewed a deep fold of searlet or
some bright-colored crape or silk. A
long, straight skirt of blue orred erape,
silk, or wool is tied around the waist
and over all three of these garments is
worn the kimono, or dress. This is of
some dark color, and made of coarse
spun silk or thick crape.  For festivals
and holidays the dresses are of very fine
malerial and very handsome. The
outer dress is simply & wrapper reach-
ing to the feet, with very long and wide
sleeves hanging nearly to the ground,
and used as pockets. © On each shoul-
der, a deep tuck is made which extends
to the waist, thus making a little full-
ness for the skirt. But the dress hasno

hers, and is straight all the way
own. The neck is adorned with a
wide piece of black velvet or satin,
which reaches nearly to the waist, and
the dress is crossed over the bosom and
confined by a girdle. Over this is worn
a very wide sash, a picce of brocaded
silk or satin, stif with embroidery in
gold or silver, lined with soft silk, and
fastened behind in & very large bow.
When these are all one, but barcfooted,
or il in cool weather, in white mitten-
socks, made to reach only to the ankle,
and with a place in which to put the
great toe (just as mittens have a place
for the thumb), she goes out to say
*“Ohaio.” or good-morning, toherfather
and mother.— M. C. Grifis, in St. Nich-
olas for March.

Profits of Literature,

Some idea of the profits of literature
may be gained from the fact that an
author generally receives from the pub-
lisher but 10 per cent on the retail price
of the copies of the work actually sold.
As most books do not sell more than
1,000 copies, the suthor gets, provided
the book costs 2, 8200; or 8150, if it
costs 81.50. A successful novel may
sell 10,000, even 20,000 copies or more,
and such 8 novelist has a chance of
something like a recompense for his la-
bor. Buta successful novelist is one
author in two hundred, perhaps five
hundred. And even he, or she, getsfar
less than is commonly supposed.  Mrs,
Stowe received, it is said, owing to var-
ious untoward circumstances, only some
210,000 or £12,000 from “Uncle Tom's
Cabin,” which has, probably, had =
larger sale than any work ever pub-
lished.  The “Innocents Abroad” earn-
ed for Mark Twain only about £20,000,
although he has been credited with
thrice that sum. So popular a series of
books as “*American Men of Letters™
and “American Statesmen™ will not
have an average sale of more than
3,000 to 3,500 copies. At 8125 per
copy the authors would not get more
than #375 or #4537, and yet five or six
months must be required to do one of
the volumes properly. Thisis a much
smaller compensation than the most or-
dinary clerk or salesman would receive.
Indeed. it is not equal to the wages of
a common mechanie.  Consequently,
only those who are in mdependent eir-
cumstances, or who support themselves
by other means, ean afford the 1
of literature.  Authorship ought to
bring a good deal of honor, since the
emolument is so starvingly slender.—
New York Post.

—_———

The Boiling Lake of Dominica.

A glance into the infernal caldron
that lies before us informs us that we
are standing here at the mouth of a still
active volcano. The basin of the lake
lies in the midst of a deep, steeply de-

ing cup, the crater, to w two
streams come from the north, Omne of
the streams brings cold chalybeate
water, and runs by the basin to unite
with its warm effluent; the other, bring-
ing warm water, empties into the hoﬁ
ing lake. On the south of the ecrater
gaps an opening in the wall which con-
stitutes the outlet of the lake. It is of
uite recent origin, for it dates only

m the great eatastrophe of 1880, in
which the valley-forest was destroyed.
Previous to this time the area of the
lake was about three times as as
itis now, when its diameter is only
about forty-five paces. In the centerof
the basin is a geyser issuing from a
wound of black mud, which, when we
observed it, spouted to a height of some
fifteen or twenty feet. - Other observers
have given it & height of from sixty to a
hundred feet. In the interior of the
mud-hesp of the geyser we remarked.
whenever the wind blew the steam
away, a kind of tufaceous structure, of
which we were not able to learn any-
thing more exactly. Great masses of
sulphurous escape over the whole
surface of the basin from the black,
muddy fluid, and keep up a loud roar-
ing and humming, which only height-
ens the dismal aspect of the whole
place.—Dr. Fr. Johow, in Popular Sci-
ence Monthly for March.

El Mahdi as a Bouncer.

In view of the fact that all of General
Wolseley's advanced commands are on
the run back to Korti, the following
from the ready rhymster of the Minne-
apolis Tribune, published some time
ago, would seem to have been evelved
in the spirit of prophecy as well as of
poetry:

Vew, T am the boss of the eandy Soudan,

And 1 hardly think s more competent man

Conld be found between Tennessee and Japan
Tobounce the bold Britigh invader.

'ma twelve-fingensd, bow-legred son of &
I'm & prophet from way-back—a child of the
=in.

I'm a dandy, a Ink-lab, a darlin’, & bun',
I'ma “handidd ripper sod raider.

My followers number two mililons or more,
And every man of 'em equal to four,
They're not much for style but they're dan-
dies for gure—
They're bad men from Keshirel-Wadir,

ElGordon I've captured, I'm happy to state;
El Brewart has met his well-merited fate;
F'll butcher El Wolseley if he'll only wait,
Am:lqueen Vie will t{mk luck hns
er.

Suitr::.:hnhinlﬂa sons of the shimmering

One mure blow for your prophet (that's me,
understand),
Disembowel the insolent infidel band|
Viviseet the infernnl invader!
—_— e,
“Worth,” sayvs 4 fashion item, *is
making his wraps in such a way that
they give a slender effect to the figure.”
This is well. They have long given &
slender effect to the pockcbfook—
llle Courver~Journal.

GLEANINGS.

0'ex bead and ears hlu‘q;ut scal
We pulls as fur as it will go—
He pulis it good and strong.
In days Hke theso when thi congeal.
Mun wants but little ear .
Nor wants that little long.

Muchines for moistening postage
stamps are being manufactared. |

Natural gas in Pittsburg sells for 12} |
cents per 1,000 feet, possible explosions |
thrown in.

Heanry Irving says much of the mor-
tality of this country is due to buck-
wheat cakes.

A pamphlet has been Iately published
in London advocating the fining of peo-
ple who have more than three children.

Eggs packed in well-dried ashes and
80 as not to touch each other, have been
kept perfectly sweet for twelve months.

The genius of the American work-
man tends toward the rapidity of man-
ipulation rather than to laborious pains-
tuking.

It has been proposed at Harvard Un-
iversity to advise with the students asto
rules of order. Possibly it would be
better to advise with their parents.

It takes the new member of a Legis-
lature about two weeks to understsnd
that not ten members in the house know
him from the fourth assistant superin-
tendent of ventilation.—Topeka Lance.

Another true source of the llisalsair-
pi River has been discovered. Probab
the voy of the future, who lhlﬁ'
set out in quest of the North Pole, !
may be led there by the Father of
Waters.

It is now suggested that the
which flows into the rivers, lakes or sea
does not represent just so much wasted
fertilizing material, but thatit is more

fitably utilized as increasing the

The one-man power, in the
hauds of an unscrupulous ator
like Gould, and coniml]ing the great
systems of transportation, is a standing
menace to the business interests of the
country.—Nashville American.

Woman suffrage has become a politi-
cal issue in England and Scotland.
Women have already municipal suffrage
there and it is only a question of & very
short time till they will vote just as
men do.—Ida A. farper in Terre Haute
Mail.

“Itis doubtful,” says the Graphic,
*if there are fifty men in the United
States who speak and write the English
tongue correctly.” It is quite probable
that every one of these fifty or less is
teaching a foreign language in a uni-
versity.

There has never been a government
in any age of the world now, in
wln'og organized incendiaries snd as-
sassins were allowed to plan publicly
and declare with impunity schemes for
the wholesale destruction of property
and life.—Indianapolis News.

Colored men will do well to give heed
to the wise counsels of Fred glass.
If they want to be considered the equnals
of white men, they must make them-
zl‘m such ‘I;y ihd ow:r!u peml;al. xin-

vors, and not depend upon a-
tive acts.— St Pawul Honcrri-mi'ru&.eg“

The average abuses and the average
injustice, through the usual prevalence
of might over right, and the impunity
of the governing element as compared
with the governed, run pretty much in
the sume proportion in the east as they
do in the west.— Hobart Pasha's paper
on Turkey.

The Almighty Las done much for us,
giving us a prolific soil, rich minerals, a
temperate elimate, and every advantage
at our very doors except population to
develop our resources, and money to
enable it to do s0.  These two essentials
we need and we peed them badly.—
Modile Register.

The Chinese are the importesk of much
evil, and are the initial promoters of
one of the most vicious habits ever in-
stituted. But the Chinese question will
never be settled in the United States as
long as this country receives with ap-
parent welcome all the pauper refuse of
other pations.— Minne  Tridune.
b:‘l:'nminent theatrical manager of

o holds that no , Save &
nius or a low comedian,
m in the i

profession
unless possessed of physical beauty. It
sught not to have required a very pro-

Atracted mental effort to arrive at this

sapient conclusion. It will be gener-
y admitted that a person who cannct
act should at least be good to look upon.
A new ar has just been pub-
lwhedinE:glnnd whicli has some new
features, among them a Sound Alpha-
bet. The suthor gives the following
example of its use, which will be of in-
terest to the students of phonetics in
this country:
8weto Auburn! luvliest vilaje ov dbe %
Whare helth and plenti cherde dhe

The Brooklyn Eagle s theat-
rical manager as saying: “Idon’t know

dividual who holds
of the power behind the
who is not generally known to
lic as the head of the firm."
with nearly all commercial and
eal enterprises. The world does not
know the men who are really moving it.

A Washington dispatch says: “*A new
wrinkle in tﬁl?hm has been discov-
ered and is endorsed by Professor Bell,

which messages transmitted by tele-
one are taken down automatically
upon paper in the same way that the
telegraph prints the Morse alphabet
upon paper. This telephone im-
provement is being kept a close secret,
only two or three having been given
mhuwledge of it, while
is working to perfect it in order to
obtain a patent upon it. Those who
have a knowledge of what it is expected
to do declare that it is the de-
velopment of the telephone since it was
originally patented.”

A letter from Hartford City, Ind.,
says: “*Viola McDermot, one of the
sons who has told the most vivid stories
of her trance journeys in the revival
here, said to me: ‘I know as well as
anything when the trance is coming on,
for I have been in obe four times. The
darkness begins at the edges of the |
room and comes toward me from all
sides, growing closer and closer. I get
iey nnd stifl, aud then my sight is X
Ican't talk. 1am in both workg:nien
this, because I can hear everything that
is said around, and in the other, because
there are habitations, as you call them,
which rise up on eachside, glorious and
magnificent. The light is not white,
but radiant and bright. I there in |
two ways,—oune, with nothing on my
mind, and all is happiness; the other,
when 1 have a sinner to save and am
appealing for him. That is hard work,
and I sutfer. My coming back is just
the same as my go I am always

managers, half so much
quiel?ﬁ

IIZEAICTT A0 SVEW SUKR Gvruod Saysc
Mahdi, or Mahadi, as D'Herbelot spells
it, is an ancient title in the Mos

worlid, which at first simply signitied di-
rector of the faithful. But in the course
of Moslem history, and especially Mos-
lem history in Afrien, it came to have
apother signitication related to an ac-
cepted propheey of Mohammed. It
necessarily refers to the African part of
Arabie history. By this secondary sig-
pificance of the word, the Mabdi is a
second ancient leader come again.  His
appearance is the “second advent’ of
a prophet who lived in the old days,
and who in all the meantime has been
with the immortals.  Mobammed, the
twelfth Imam, and the twelfth in de-
seent from Al is the real original,  He

| 18 the Mahadi who comes azain every

pow and then.  He was hidden from the
world at an early age aud communed
ouly with his discipies throngh his life-
time, and finally did ot die but “went
up' with the fixed intention of return-
ing to revive the glories of Moslem.

Ericsson’s :Imuuycr."

John Ericsson. who invented the
Ericsson engine and the monitors, has
completed a new war vessel which he
calls *“The Destroyer.” It is intended
for harbor protection only, and he has
offered it to the United States Govern-
ment for its actunl cost to hims<elf, which
was $150,000. He asks 100,000 more
for the patents covering the principles
on which it is constructed.  “The De-
stroyer' Is the most formidable defensive
machine ever constructed for war pur-
poses, and but two or three of these
cheap affairs wounld defend the best
harbor in the world against a hostile
fleel of the most powerful iron-clads.

““The Destroyer™ is intended to oper-
ate entirely under water, and presents
no surface as a target to the attacking
vessels. It is moved by engines of great
epergy, and has a gun at the bow carry-
ing an explosive projectile weighing
1,450 pounds. When the gun is fired
the port hole is opened and closed by
outer and inner valves, to prevent the
inflow of sea water. This submarine

ranges up to within 300 feet of
the ship it is to attack, and the voleanic
force with which the projectile is dis-
charged will lodge it inside the thickest
plates of an iron-clad, whereit explodes
with terrible force, as it is loaded with
gun cotton instead of powder. :

The money which a first-class steel
cruiser would cost would build enongh

sub-marine monsters to defend
the barbor of New York inst any
naval force in the world. ere is no
measure which can be placed on the
debt which this country owes to the in-
ventive genius of John Ericsson.— Chi-
cago Journal.

She Enjoyed Cold Weather.

The recent spell of weather calls at-
tention to 8 recent article in  Littell's
Living Age called “A Lady’s Life in
Manitoba.”” The writer says she bonght
frozen milk by the pound all winter;
mustard froze in the mustard-pot, which
stood a foot from the kitchen stovepipe
and two feet above the stove, where
there was a blazing fire all day. The
kitten's ears froze, und broke off; sodid
the ears of a neighbor’s pony. A pail
of water left in the kitchen all might
would freeze solid before morning.
When she had been ironing the top of a
pocket handkerchief the lower
would freeze on the table. The ther-
mometer went to 58 degrees below zero.
This is commented on at considerable
length, and then comes this remark:
“But I say deliberately that I would
rather pass three winters on the prairie
in Manitoba than one summer."” Worse
than all the freesing, the cold, the con-
finement, and the whole category of
winter, is the mosquito, she says.— Hurt-
ford Courant.

Pitiful Bare Arms at Balls.

Young girls who are pitifully thin
bare their bones to the cold serufiny of
a crowd, and show miscrable little pipe-
stem arms and acute-pointed elbows to
the derision of the multitude, and no
human person in their family seems to
interfere, and even grandmothers make
::Jelsme show of themselves. [t is us-

supposed that a marble-white
mg nff arms were the desirable thin
and that powder, washes, and epame
were laid on to attain the desived fair-
ness. This season. in addition to the
unfortunates who have red and purple-
@:M arms paturally, a oumber of

1s bave taken to rouging their arms.

hat madness or erazy faney brings
about this fashion no sine person can
tell, but there are at every hall arms
daubed with from the elbews up-
ward and streaks of paint put on so
thick as to leave a8 mark on any one's
gzova or dress that chance to rub them.

much for the folliess of the age.—
Wash. Cor. 8t. Louis Globe-Democrat.

The Gordoa Type of Heroism.

Gordon's English heart o English
faith did not parrow or confine him.
His manhood was of the universaltype.
Place him in China, in Abyssinia, in the
Soudan, or smong English roughs, this
sligh, delicate, and emirate-
looking man became a king in whom
men trusked. He is the most striking
example of the universalism of the hero
character in the whole range of bio-
graphy. He had some force in him that
was intelligible to everything that had
in it the ions and perceptions of a
man. world will wait long for an-
other such career, and longer vet, per-
haps, for another such example of sim-
plicity in character and in action. En-

land has had heroes who loved duty
ter than Dife, but never one before
who, while he loved life little and never
cared for it at all as an end, crowded
its days and night, in unpitying rigor,
with the service which makes it most
worth ljving. .

Failing to Hit at Three Paces.

In the Baltic provinces a of
dueling prevails which at first sight ap-
pears even simply murderous, The ad-
versaries are placed only three paces
apart; the pistols are held with the
muzzle pointing upward, and are
brought down and discharged at a
given signal. It may appear slmost
impossible for two men to miss each
other at so short a distance; but this is
pot the case.  Ench of the opponents is
so desperately anxious to gain the least
fraction of asecond on his adversary
that, on the signal being given, the
weapons are often brought down with
so hurried and violent a jerk that the
bullets bury themselves in the ground.
A:aduelz t last year at Riga be-
tween an officer and a student m this
fashion, three shots were exchanged
without any result, while at the fourth
discharge the student had the great toe
of his right foot cut clean off by his op-
ponent’s bullet.

“A Greeley lady has in her possess-
ion & ring which was taken from the
finger of a Chevenne Indian who was
killed at Fort Robinson. The name of
*Alice Cheney’ is engraved in the ring,
and she is anxious to find the owner or

ing.
very tired Mal‘ﬂ.g =
Everybody is now asking “What's a

friends of the former owner of the
ring.""—Greeley (Col.) Tribune.

MeClellan as an Organizer.

Gen. MeClollan was indefutigable
rearganizing the army routed at hE
Run, writes Ben: Perley Poore to- the
Boston Budget, and he used every day
tor ride or walk Ihrr-uzh.lhf't'amplm
Waushington in eitizen’s dress, looking
ont for abuses to be remedied. One
duy as he was strolling through the resr
of a regnuental encampment, he saw 8
pail of some dark-looking mixtare
standing by a fire, nnd asked what it
was. *It's coffee,” said the soldier
who was officiating ascook. ““Tome,"
replivd MeClellan, “it looks more like
slops.”  “Oh,” said the soldier, *it is
not fit to drink, but we have to put up
with it. and our other food ig not & bit
better.” “Well, whose fanlt is it? he
asked. *“Oh, our guartermaster is drunk
most of the time, and when he is not
he is studving how to cheat.™ MeClel-
nn pussed on, and seving more evidence
of llu: dirty and slovenly maoner in
which the quartermaster conducted the
operations in his tent, he aecosted him
with the remark that the men were
complaining of bad treatment from
him.  The guartermaster flew into s
imesion, and swore it was none of his
lm,-cilw-a-a, and he had better not come
sneaking around trying to make mis-
chief. !\-I--t‘!ellan answered him, telling
him he had better be caations how  he
talked. Quartermaster replied: “Who
are vou, that vou assume so much IE
arent anthority 2" I am George
Ll.-{ ‘lellan, and you ean pack up your

traps and leave’”  The quartermaster

wis struck dumb, and MeClellan turned

and left him. That evening the quar-

termaster  left, to the tune of the

“Rogue's March,™ played by some of

the boys who bad got wind of it.

Gen. MeClellan made a laudable en-
deavor to secure Sunday as & day of
rest for the vast body of troops en-
camped around the federal metropolis.
The chaplains were accorded the sover-
cignty of the day after the usual Sun-
day morning inspection, and the men
were not given any leave of absence, so
that but few of them were to beseen on
the streets of Washington. Those
strects were as quiet as those of a north-
cern village, There were no horse rail-
roads, and the rickety omnibuses did
not run. A few scattered army-w.
loitered throngh the streets, bearing
their loads of bread and pruviduli to
some suburban camp. A few private
earrisges bore their owners to church
or to take the air. Now I.nl:lb;‘lu.‘.nl
conch was seen, driven slowly by s
paragon of propricty in white
and ruffled shirt, with an ebony hat and
complexion, while within were seated,
in softly-cushioned luxury, Mr. and
Mrs. Moneybags, wearing no expres-
sion save one of mild resignation to the
plumes of fortune. No newsboys smote
with their shrill, disconiant cries the
stillness of the summer air.  No jang-
ling bells from rattling wagons an-
nounced to all the neighh(mmd the
sudden arrival of somebody’s
milk. No street-cars bowled
by, their cushioned seats filled
happy, social faces, which would have
made even aristoeratic Mr. Hanoybap.
in his mlit:lrymet;i;*l:. ‘hll'll - po'da
envy. Save the light foot
trisns and the ereaking noise of the-
public pumps, as their Jong iron han-
dles were plied incessantly by those in
quest of water, no noise was heard in
all the streets of Washiogton.

—— . —
The Treadmill Cold Bath Fields.

But now we come to the strangest of
all the sights in this great prison—the
gallery where the great treadwheel con-
tinually revolves with a dull, resound-
ing clank. It is a fine, well-ventilated
hall, lighted from above, and on either
side are rows of gray-coated prisoners,
the strangest colleetion of human sso-
ramouches, as, clinging to a wooden
bar above them, they skip from step to
step of the slowly turning wheel, and
are never an jnch the further advanced
for all their skipping. A sad, terrible
sight of himun degradation—as painful
to witness, perbaps, us to endure—with
a ludicrous touch about it, too, that
seems 1o add to the degradation. Nos
all the prisoners are at work, however,
a third of them are resting—for easch
man's daily task is divided into quar-
ter hours, of which ten mioutes are
spefit on the wheel and five minates sis-
ting down. A prisoner with a ean goes
round and supplies those who are rest-
ing with water, And this is the real
hard labor of the prison—an ordeal
that all must go through who sre thus
sentenced. A month on the tresd-
wheel is the preliminary for all who are
not pronounced unfit by the prison sur-
E::n. As a punishment it falls most

vily upon the lenst criminal; the
regular prison bind is scenstomed to the
"01‘*, his muscles have adeoimm
themselves to his peculinr conditions of
life. But to the prisoner who has not
been previously convieted the first week
ortwo are of positive torture,
muscle and sinew being racked
strained by ‘the unaccnstomed labor.
Silence, of course, is imperative.  The
lightest accent brings punishment, and
yet the prisoners contrive to talk
the wheel. With faces to the rﬂum
wheel, and without turning in either
direction, 8 whisper is breathed in the
air and meets a receptive ear. Ocea-
sionally the mceplive ear is that of &
warder, who, having a little leisure
time, devotes it to the chase of small
offenses—a cruel sport, perhaps, bus
then, the relations betwesn pri
and warders are pot marked m
dence and affection. But it is rather
startling, as we pass by the ranks of
prisoners toiling up their never-ending
pairs of stairs, to hear, softly murmur-
ed, a distant personal allusion to the
group of visitors passing through the
w. It is impossible to say whence
the voice proceeds, and the warders
shake their heads and look sterner than

ever; but the incident has its l.'bevrhlE
side as showing that all human spirit
not erushed out by the flanges of thak
hideous wheel. = Turning from the
wheel room, we see the result of this
economic application of human foree
in the shape of mill wheels and stones
and powdery streams of flour.—4ll the
Year Rou

A young lady at Forest City, Sierra

County, Cal., while fast asleep, got out
of bed, partly dressed, pick alan-
tern and started for herglomn at
sota, in the same county.  She passed
some terribly bad and si roads, and
finally arrived at Kanaka Creek, two
and a half miles from herstarting point,
in safety, but just before stepping upon
the fondt bridge to cross it she stumbled
and' the jar woke her up,  She com
hended the situation 1':;1' quickly, ﬂ
me--du-d on to Minnesota,

vme some time before daylight.  For
sume days In-vium to the ‘above evens
the giel hud been suffering from bomes
sickness,

Supposing a prayer on a formal oo~
easion is read from a printed slip and &
typographical error completely ruins

e proper sense, will Providence re-

ceive the petition as read or as o#h-
ally written? The students in & West-
for

ern theologioal seminar
50;8 about this, and tho! vote was
s i,




