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Tt is estimated that our American tours
iets in 158% spent  ninety million dollars
in Europe, and it is almost certain that
searcely & bngatelle of all this will ever
float back to our shores, This is an enor-
mous amocnt of money.

the Nationa! basvks of the country. It is
nearly the ¢or: which Secretary Noble
estimates  fo-  the entive peasion ls:om
1890, It ix far more than it takes to run
two or three department of the (overn-
ment for o yoar. It is abont time, the
New York Telegeons believes we had a
fair oo this sule of the water and pre-

vented !l this flow of wosd cash to

Europe.

Dr. Alfredds de Luy. of Rio Janeiro,

ab tae climate of Brazil s des

- i Earopeans, cspecially to
persons from the north.  He has notieml
thai Draziliune in meneeal are more pols
lid. and are lees ¥igorous and energetie,
than pursons ot ning frone temperate and
enld elinstes.  The degeneration of the

Portuzuese rae may also be noted in

Rio de danwiro.  An anemic  condition,

cause:d by malerions influences, i com-
mon among them, and, while it does not
kill by itseli, weakens the hold on life and
greatly ineresses  the infunt mortality.
The children of Portuguesy agd  Italiuns
do ot seen to fare so badly as the ehil-
dren ef parents coming from more north-

era countries,

Even in conservative England  the
times are mdeed changed. The ecane
has always been considered as necessary
a pari of the schoolmaster’s possessions
a= the spelling book and corporal punish
ment  prevails there to ag extent that
would mot be tolerated here, A school-
master wae rovently sued by the father
of a pupil whom he had wamercifully
besten by van'nz him on the haad, avd
the pmgistrate gave jalzmeat agelast the
pedazogue vz tie growad that caning on
the hand was attended by a risk of in-
jars, and ther: were *‘maethods of cor-
poral punishment quite  as  available,
o Yeacious and not necessarily atteaded
br any risk, which the defendant might

have userd "

The post schools of the army ma; re-
ceive suwne attention from Congres dur-
ing the eurrent session.
that any attaapt will be made to carry
out General Lew Wallace's idea of con

It i= wot likely

verting every military station imto s
academy ; but,according to the New York
Timey, this vien i< maining adherenisthet
8 sozewhat better use could be made ol a
part of the time of the enlisted men than
employing it in endless  vepetitions of
The recrait must of
coume b made first of all a zood soldier,

rudimentary drills,

and have such daily truning as will keep
him u good soldier; but it is not neces-
sary to look at West Point
what proportion of the day is really re-
quired for that and how much is left for

to see about

mental improvement

- —

To Avoid Accidents in Factories.

A wery useful invention, tending to
tessen the possibility of accidents in fac-
rories, is now being extensively adopted
i Evgland,  The breaking of a glass,
which 4 wdjusted the wall of
every room in the mill, will at onee stop

wwramst

the engive, an electric current being es-
tablished between  the and  the
throtle valve of the engine, shutting off
By this means
ine was stopped ot ‘one of the
cosptly in a few seconds, and a
soung girl, whose clothes had hecome
entangled in an upright shaft, was re-
leased uninjured.

OO

the steam in an instant,

It 15 double the |
amount Upcle Sam has on denoesit moall |

| acarlet.
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A muot!
At somedunz that the cluldren did.

1,

o with gesded care

L ahowt lier work,

witde wonkd o ten

s st that et nnbid

Rle watotel with pride some Loyish feat
She mwarked her givks and sow
he thonghi 1l
Of Tiaby gras
The swift vetort of childsh wit

Bhe eard, and keenly rolishd it:
And underneatl the look that elid
She ‘m!n! at what the cluldren did,

sizhit was passing fall

«at the air.

When at the weary emd of day

The children, soumndly sleeping lay,

The mather by the evening fire

Recalled their prouks to please their sire.
And when the fire wos but o spark,

Awd all the yuiet house was dark—

When slumber came with drooping hd.
She dreamed of what the ehildrendid!

—Detroit Free Press,

PRISCILLA'S FORTUNE.

= OU were horn to gomd

them sweet | |

woapeat doal, mid T
e foor the fatan adremedy, 1l
in the wreat stome hoase on the bi
uredevtaker and his ae<istants
sy

Wil

amd Priseilla was the only child of his
oniy nephew, el (e Tast of the line. Bt
<he had never Tooked upon herself as the
old maun's heiress,

kuown to do a

vears before, when =he had gone to the |
stone house to ask aid for her dying
futher, who would never have made  the
appeal himself. It bl been refusld in
nov wentle terms

Pve never asked any one to h!'!}llll"."l
safd the old man, “amd 1 started without |
a dollar.  What one man ean do another |
e, When a man's down it’s his own |
fanlt. usually, no one to blame for it but |
himself, and he can’t expect other ped n]alc.!
to suffer for his fanlt=. My money was
made by hard work, and T aint goin’ to
squander i, Yon won't get a cent of it
now, nor after I'm gone.  Don't expect
it; youw'd only be disappointed. My plin
for disposing of my money has been l'l]tl
and dried for twenty vears,”

Inek, Priseilln,™ said

fragrant tea from the |
hands of her nicee, |
“You know I always |
TR said 50 from tln'iimn:
you were i baby," |

Priscilla Carew looked about her, a
faint smile on her Tips,
emall, the furniture old, the floor cow-
ered with a rag A, very much the
worse for wear,  The nask on the tea- |
tabie was the last of hermother's wedding |
gt and Jud been darned in every direce.
tion; amd the only comfortable chair was
i big woodon rocker, with a faded pateh-
work cushion, stufled with dack’s feath-
ers. The room had a edsey look, how-
ever, for Priselawis a born honsekeeper, |
and about her always reigned order
The cookstove was as hricht
ily paolishe comld make it the row |
ttin pans on the dresser shelf |
wore without o <tain, and the old dresser
it<ell was white with inmumerable serab- |
bings,  In the family sitting room beyond |
andirons hefore the tire-place shone |
Tike wobd, the hricks were newly reddened,
uned s imnense buneh of feathery :aﬁp:lt-!
agus filled the empty space, for it was |
only on state secasions that s five was built |
there,  The foor was covered with a
plain, dark, three-ply earpet, to buy which |
Priscilla hall made many sacrifices of
vouthful inclinations in the way of enffs,
collars and ribbons. A round table stood |
in the centre of the room, and on it were |
the f:uni!_\' bible, two small alluims, a copy |
of Shakespeare aud a large lamp. There |
were hall a dozen wooden chairs amainst
the wall, and a settee covered with a cre-
tonne cushion,  On the high mantel were
a panir of gliss vases, o china shepherdess,
a cup and saneer that had belongsd to!
Priseilla’s great-grandmother. and a small
basket of wax fruimunder a glass case.

Prisvilla’s gaze took in every article of |
furniture in the two rooms, and then |
her eyes rested en her mother, a faded,
weary-looking  woman, whose life had
been one long struggle with eare, pri-
vation, poverty and hard work,  Pris-
cilla always felt a little bitter towards
fate when she thought of her mother,
It seemed hard that even now, in her
old age, her mother was obliged to
toil, and to turn every penny before she
spent it,

“I never thought myself very lucky,
aunt,” said Priscilla,

“That's beenuse von ain't one of the
thankful sort,”  said Mrs, Hackett,
“You'd find plenty o' girls willin® to
step into your shoes, now you're to have
old Mutthew Pounce's fortune,

“Oh, very likely, sor,” said Priscilla,
“But don’t be too sure that I'll have
the fortune, Aunt Iackett, The will
may be found after all”

“Tain't likely now; they'se looked
every where for it. Simpson was up there
aesearchin® before the hreath was fairly
out of the old mans body. Pity he
died o sndden,  But perhaps it's better
for ven, Priseilla, ihat he did. for he
might & eut you out o your fortune,
What yvouare going to do first, Priscilla?

“1 wm going to wait until the for-
tune i< really mine before T do anvthing,
Aunt Hackett,  Meanwhile, I shall teach
school, as usual.™

“Well, if you ain't the queerest!  You
don't seem u bit set up.  Some  girls |
would "a’ gone elear out o' their heads
over such luck.,  But maybe you're right
to hold on to your school; for your Uncle
Eben says it'll be some time before the
estate can be settled. T look for yeu
to makea good match, now, Priscilla.™

A sudden flush dyed  Priscilla’s cheeks
Her thoughts flew to John Mor-
ris. Would he be considered a good
match?  Probably not, for Joha had
only his farm and stock, and if report
did not speak  falsely, old Matthew
Pounce had been worth a hundred thous-
and dollars,

Time had been when Priscilla, plan-
ning for the days to come, and sure of
Johu's love, and that he would some day |
ask her to be his wife, had thought of |
the comfort her mothdr would enjoy at
Cloverdale Farm, her working days over !
forover. But now it was of Matthew
Pounee's hig <tone honse that she thousht.
Il she were indeed heiress to a hundred
theusand doflars, shie would not care to
live at Cloverdale Farm, But  would |
John consent to share her wealth?
Would be, for love of her, give up his
independence!  These were questions she
could not answer,

She walked to the garden-gate with

The room was !

s,

L™ she though,

| from the saddle.

| word,

, vidden away again, and as she washed the

| being very lonels when Cicely should he

The cold, heartless words came back 1:1!
Priscilla now, a< she stood at the gate in |

stout Mrs. Hackett, as | the dusk of the June evening, the frag- | year.  She Hves in B:mu-t-vil’lt'."nnhwl'rull
she aceepted g eup of | wipnee of roses filling the air. Matthew | Cieely,

Pounece was dead, and no will could bhe
found. If he had died intestate, as |
seemed to be the case, Priseilla wnuldl
have every thing. |

“It's only on mother’s account I want |
“Poor mother!  She |

cwon't know herself as mistress of Unele

Matthew's big honse.” |

she heard the sound of horse’s hoofs |
on the hard road, and looked up cagerly,
her color brichtening, as she saw John
Morris on his big black mare Diana. 1t |
seemend at first as i he did not intead to |
stop.and Priscilla’s heart turned sick with |
disappointment amd surprise, for John |
sededom passied the cottage without pans- |
ing for a few wonds with her at least,

But just heyond the gate he pulled up
the mare with a jerk. |
1L hear you've come in for a big fortune,
Priscilla.,” he said, as he swung himself |
=1 suppose 1 onght to

congratudate vou,”

*Wait until the furtune isreally mine,™
said Prizcilla.

“0h, there seems to be no doubt that |
you'll have i, said John, gloomily. l
“And T can't affurd to wait, for prob- |
ably T shall leave here in a day or two,” [

The eolor died out of Priscilla’s face,
For a

moment she could not utter a

“What do you mean, John?" she asked,
when she could command her voice,

“Only that U've had an offer for the
farm, and [ think I'll take it. I want to
try ranch life in Colorado,  Cicely's
oing to be married next month, youn
know, and there’ll be nothing to keep me
here,”

He did not look at her as he spoke, but
kept his eyes on the ground.

Priscilla said nothing in reply. She
was asking herself what eould be the
cause of the change in her lover,  She

conld not understand it.  He was usually
radiant with good-humor, and she had
expected to talk freely with him of her
changed prospeets,  But his air of gloom
and the coldness of his manner did not
invite confidence,

Her heart was very heavy when he had

supper dishes and put the kitehenin order
for the night, she was scarcely conscious
what she was doing, so oceupied was her
mind with thoughts of John Morris, Tt was
almost o year since he had began to be at-
tentive to her.  He had met her often as
she was leaving the schoolhouse at four
o'clock. and had walked home with her,
leading his horse by the bridie, and say-
ing all sorts of pleasant things, which,
while neither brilliant nor witty, made
Priscilla’s heart beat fast, und guve her
the assurance that she was beloved.

He had made & practice, too,of coming
to tea on Sunday evenings, and lately hnd
referred more than onee to his dread of

woue,and only old Samh Cole left to keen
Lim company, 7

And Prisvilla had  fondly imagined
this was the pretude to asking her to
make Cloverdale her home,

“Seems to me you're awful quiet this
evenin’, Priseilla,” said her mother, who
was Knitting by the light of a kerosene
lamp.  “Yon don't seem a bit pleased
over your {ortune.”

Her fortune!  Prizseilla had, in her mis-
ery, forgotten all about that., What
did it matter i she were rich or poor

Vel
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It was saturday.
amd Priseill bnasy
It was 2 jelly cake, el |
very thick Twtween
as Jolin Jiked it

ik
waks 3l

sehonl
mukin
the jeliv was= daid
the thin loaves — just

i,

come to ten as usmal the
next ovening

“You don’t fook a hit
ess, Priseilla,” said Cicely.
suber as an owl,”

“What ought 1 to do?" asked Priscilla.

SWell, 1don't know exactly, T never
saw an heiress before. T read up on the
subject and let von know, Are you going
to the funeral this afternoon: But of
course vou are.  Evervbody's going: ev-
erybdy exeept John,  He has gone to
Barnesville, aud won't be back till night.
1 shouldn’'t wonder if he were courting
Amelia Bacon, ™

The lmife with which Priscilla was
spreading jelly dropped to the table with
a clatter. She pulled open the table
drawer, and bent over it pretending to
be searching for something,

“Who is Amelia Bacon:” she asked.

A girl he met at the country fair last

Tike an Tiedr-
You're as

*+]s she ngly #* asked Priscilla, remem-
bering her dream,

Cicley stared at her a moment,

“What & queer question,” she said.
“No: she's perfectly lovely.  But she
't the sort of @ wirl to et along en a
farm. John ougiit not tothiok of her for
i moment.”

Mrs. Hackett come in just then to see
if Priseilla intended 1o wear mourning to
the funeral, and so the subject of the fair
Amelia was dopped.  But enongh had
been said to add considerably to the
weight on Priscilli's heart, and she began
to feel as iF the culf between herself gnd
John was erowing very wide indecd,

The funeral was o lone, dismal affair,
the discourse rullm'lull|.-|u 1l tedionas

il |
saw Jolin Morpisd

d walked witht

there was mo b

{ e said, a5 B took from her the pile of

amd Priscilla was very glud when it was
all over, amd she wa
home.

she had hardly removed her honnet
and the blaek diess she had worn ont of |
respect to her Aunt Hackett's ideas of
decornm, when Mre, Simpson, her late
granduncle’s lawyer, ealled to see her, i
manner was the very essence of respect,
1t seemed to Priseilla that be did not for-
get for a moment that she had inherited
olid Matthew’s money.

“There's been a thorough search made
for the will, Miss Carew,” he said. *“‘Buot
it hasn't been found. 1 ean’t account for
its loss, for Mr. Pounce wasn't a man to
burn one will before he had made an-
other.  And his heart was set on building
an hospital for old men; he spoke of itto
me very often. But as things are, you're
the beir, and you can move into the stone
house to-morrow if you like,™

1 think I'll wait awhile,” said Pris-
cilla, coolly,  *1 want to be on the safe
side, and the will may yvet be found.”

“There's not much vhance of it,” said
Mr. Simpson, but he did not argue the
matter.

Priscilla put on her best dress and tied
a pink ribbon at her throat Sunday even-
ing, for, in spite of what Cicely had suid
about Amelia Bueon, she felt that there
was 4 chanee that John might come,

But hour after hour passed and he did
not appear, and only Mrs, Carew tasted
the jelly eake at sapper.  Priscilla would
not touch it. She told herself she was
sorry she had been so foolish as to make
it, and that she might have known there'd
be no one to eat it exeept her mother,

“Let him go to Colorado,” she thought, |
as at nine o'clock she repuired to her own
room,  “I sha'n't say anything against
it. And he can marry that Amelia Ba-
con'! Iden’t eare.™ .

She eried herself to sleep, neverthe-
less, and looked like a ghost when she
came downstairs the next morning,

She rode to the schoolhouse after
breakfast in Farmer Neshitt's light wagon,
having thankfully accepted the offer of a
“lifty” but before she had driven a rod
she wished she had gone on foot, as
ustal, for Mr. Neshitt began at once to
talk of John Morris,

“John told me last evenin’ that he had
to give an answer to-morrow about the
farm,” said the old man,  “He seems set
on goin’ to Colorady, "n' won't wait no
longer'n to get Sissy married. I don't
see who first give him the notion o’ =oin',
Lallers thought John one o' the steady
sort.”

Priscilln. was glad when the school-
house was reached and she could esca
the sound of her lover's name, But she
found it hard to give her thoughts to her
work, and her tesching that morning was
purcly mechanical.  She could not forget
for a moment, that John was going to
Colorado.

At recess, as she sat at her desk, try-
ing to give her mind to the correction of
some examples in multiplication, she was
surprised to see her Aunt Hackett enter,
breathless and excited,

CPriseilla, I've got some awful news to
tell vou,” she eried, as she threw herself
exhausted into the nearest seat.  ““Try to
bear it, child, They've found the will
—tucked awavin an old dictionary. And !
FOU WOR'T get i penny—not a penny., It
all goes to o hospital. Oh, ain't it shame-
full T declare. 1 could "a’ hHurst right out
eryin’ when 1 heand it,”

Priscilla had started to her feet as her
annt bewan to speak, but now sank into
her chair again,

“1 always supposed thev'd find the
will, Aunt Hackett,” she said.  “I never
felt at all like an heiress, And you see [
wasn't born to good luck, after all,”

at liberty 1o return | miles long in all its windings, from its

=, Harkett was ainaeed ot ey niqm.:

ife il T see anyd
s Pri=eilla,” she s
story ol Lereall at the
ivthing <he seemeq
e
ary by 1o the yor
<l wis detained g
k], having 10 pre
for the morrow. Tt wae
eessly six o'clock when <he locked the
sehronthonse door b hind her, and tumed’
away —tosee John Morrsis standing ug.
der U tree net a vand off

= Tve Twen waiting for you, Priscilla"

fews s
m teii
T,

JHATE SO WOr

Dovks <lie was carrying, 1 want to tel)
you that I'm not woing 1o (_'Olnrudo‘ uftey
all.”

“Not going!”  exclaimed  Priseiila,
* Why have you given itup”

* Because vou ve lost yonr fi
Priscilla, and 1 want to take the place of
it. if you'll have ml'.flin;ling. I couldn't
ask you to e my wife if you were going
to be vich, Priscilla, but—"

“And—antd Amelia Bacon,” interrupted
Priscilla,  ** Cicely told me—"

A lot of nonsense. She told me shout
it, dear.  She only wanted to find out if
you really carcd for me, Do you, Pris.
cilla®”

It was quite dark when Priscilla en-
teredl the snug kitchen of her humble
home, where her mother and aunt were
discussing over the tea-table the loss of
old Matthew's money, and wondering
why Priscilla didn’t come home to discuss
it with them.

The girls eyes shone like stars—her
cheeks  were flushed  and  her  mouth
smiling.

“*Aunt Hackett,” she said, bending
over that comely little woman to press a
kis= on her still smooth cheek,
were right. T was born to good luck.”

“Whatever do you mean, Priscilla{
Gracious! to look at you, one wouldn't
suppose you had just Jost a fortune.”

“1've lost one and found another"
Lauglwdd Priscilla.

Aud then she told  them about Johm,
— [ American Cultivator.

China’s Chief River,
The Yang-tsc-hiang, the thind largest
river in the world, and more than 3,000

vise in the narthwestern mountains of
China toats discharge into the Yellow Sea,
is mavigable, says 2 correspondent, by
steamboat as far as Jehang—1,000 miley
up from Shanghai, -

The distanee from Shanghai to Hankow
is 500 miles, and the trip there and back,
which oecupied nine days, proved in every
way interesting and enjoyable. At near
intervals, all along the river banks, are
Tittle mud-hovels, similar in shape to, and
not muech  bigger than, an ordinary d
kennel.  Here the fisherman lives
plies his trade all day, occasionally, by
means of a bamboo-pulley, raising his net
from the water when he imagines he
made a good haul of fish,

“I've been on this river over twenty
years,” said ow captain, “and 1 never
saw one of them catch anything yet.”

As he spoke, the fisherman at whom we
had been looking drew up his net, and
10! there was one great fish in it, some
two feet long,  Oddly enough, it was
the only fish 1 saw caught while en the
river,

All that day we passed walled towns,
built on the slope of the hillside, and oc-
casionally bristling with fortifications;
and now again we would see a
of chilidren playing beside the water, far
from any signs of habitation, or a water
buflalo would appear to enliven the scene,
but as a rule there was a still, desolate ait
over everything.

Nest day we passed close to the walled
town of Nganking. It worca
air in the early morning—the drooping
willows and brown sails of the fishing
junks beneath the old gray wall, and the
slender pagodas, and the quaint joss
kouses within the city, rising from amid
green folinge, lent a pretty and pictor-
esque charm to the scene; but those whe
could read between the lines, and wha
knew what an amount of degradation,

ualor and viee i Chinese town is capable
of containing, were not deceived by this
outward appearance of slumbrous calm
and peace, It was horrible to think that
even as we looked some poor wretch be-
hind those walls might be undergoing
tortures indeseribable.

The Favorite Beverage of Turks.

Coffec- drinking in Turkey is universal
and continuous. The writer passoed 8
greater part of four years in Qonstanti-
nople, where he had oceasion to call w
the officials of the Sublime Porte so fre-
quently that it would be difficult to enu-

merate these official visits; and with few

exceptions, when the visit was protracted
to any length, black coffee, pure in qual
ity and prepured with the grounds, wab
regularly served in small, delicate gups.
All Turks, from the highest to the low:
est, indulge in the beverage, a few swal-
lows at a time throughout the day,
without any evil effeets.  What makes
the fact more remuvkable is that neither
the sedentaty habits of the Turk nor the
quick, energetic tempernment of the
Greek, secms to be affected by the perpet-
ual imbibing of the bevernge.
Spectacios, it may be remarked, are 88
little used in Turkey asin Greece; noe
are complaints of the eyes more prevalenty
if we except opthalmis, which is brought
from Ezypt, and exists chiefly among
unclean and dissolute lower orders.
old pasha once told us that he cmi"l?'d
coffee to be one of the greatest blessings

vouchsafed by Allah to the faithful, nok
teful aroma, but from it9

only {rom its

health- 2 qualities,

b i




