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BY THE LATE LORD BROUGHAM.

“FEhereis a God,” all nature cries;
A thousand tongues proclaim
His arm:almighty, mind all-wise,

+ And bid each voice in chorus rise
;. To magnify His name.

" Thy name, great nature’s Sire divine,
‘ Assiduous we adore;
Rejecting godheads at whose shrine
Benighted nations blood and wine
In vain libations pour.

Yon countless worlds in boundless space
Myriads of miles each hour
Their mighty orbs as curious trace,
. As the blue circle studs the face
*" " Of that enamelled flower.

But Thou, too, madest that floweret gay
To glitter in the dawn:
The Hand that fixed the lamp of day,
Theé blazing comet launched away,
5 Painted the velvet lawn.

3 .
‘‘As falls a sparrow to the ground
Obedient to Thy will,”?
By the same law those globes wheel round,
-Each-drewing each, yet all still found
In one eternal system bound
One order to fulfil.

THE RIGHT.

.. .. BY 0. 3. VICTOR.
There is a joy for every hour
;... That hangs upon the heait;
There is a charm whose magic power
Drives grief from us apart.

It is the ‘‘Sense of Wings'’ we feel,
When crushed low in the dust-—

The spirit’s might to scorn the heel
That, tramples on our trust.

“Barth, in her wisdom, can not make
in to bind the mind;

It can not in its anger shake : :
The hopes around us twined. . 53 »

The consciousness of right is strength
Beyond the fire or sword }

Though arms are weak, the tongue at length
Will conquer by the Wbrd.

Then let us bear.us bravely forth

Through storm, and doubt, and strife;
The goal before us well is worth " -
The strength of this poor life.

e ]
An Eutevesting §tmtg

SUCII IS HUMAN CHARACTER.
Accumulativeness is a principle of na-
“\ ture, of business, and society. In the
\Qtnnl world, whatever has, receives
moreih busiuess, wealth creates wealth,
+ and in society, gifts accrue to the gifted.

This principle suggested itself to my
mind with peculiar force when Carl
Mublenberg appeared on the veranda of
our hotel at the sea-side and walked
straight to Marcia Saxe.

There were ‘those sitting there; alone
sad nnentertained, and Mareia Sixe al-
rcady divided her attention between Gus
Ferrill and Wiathrop Allen.

Thel;e were those sitting there to whom
flowers were rare and precious; but Carl
Mublenberg gave his exquisite bouquet to
Marcia Saxe, and she- lived in-an atmos-
phere-of flowers, filling gardens and con-
sexrvatoties,

“There ‘were those sitting there who
would have set a priceless value on Carl
Muhlenberg’s words and gifts, but Mar-
cia Saxe listened absently, and picked to
pieces the carnation she t.ook from the
bouques. * ¢! * ¢

Carl Muhlenberg watehed her, with a
strange look ia his deop meaning eyes.

**Does it deserve no better fate P he
asked reproachfally. .

*‘1 always analyze my pets and favor-
ites,” she answered, with a low, indiffer- |
ent laugh.

**Honor me with your analysis!” ex-

.

|dow?” asked Gus Ferrill.
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claimed Wintrop Allen, in his gallant
way.

“* Avec beauncop de plaiser,” she answer-
ed, with a bright bewitching smile.

“I think analysis sometimes means
destruction in Miss Marcia’s vocabulary,”
remarked Carl Muhlenberg, as he gazed
on the carnation petals strewing the floor.

‘‘Fishing means destruction, when the
clouds look like this,” said Gus Ferrill,
walking to the window. *“Will you go
to-night, gentlemen ?”

The gentlemen looked at each other,
and then at Marcia Saxe.

*T should grieve if you became food for
fishes,” she said in & low, tender tone.

Her eyes were on Winthrop Allen’s
face, and Carl Muhlenberg’s lip curled
scornfully.

“‘The rest may do as they please, for
myself, I go fishing,” he exclaimed deci-
sively.

I will join you,” said Gus Ferrill.

Winthrop Allen hesitated.

Jennie Godfrey whispered to her neigh-
bor, ““Mr. Allen would rather be angled
for, than angle. Marcia Saxe is a fisher
of men. - Carl Muhlenberg was the best
fish in the sea until this Winthrop Allen
dropped in our social waters. Evidently
Carl has made up his mind to allow him-
self to be caught, when lo! my lady aug-
ler withdraws the bait for a finer piscine
specimen. Mr. Allen has more money
than Carl, and money seeks to ally itself
to money, as surely as water seeks its
level.”

Jennie was uo philosopher, but intui-
tively she comprehended the principle
of accumulativeness.

T beg you will not go, Mr. Allen,”
said Marcia Saxe, entreatingly. Mark
Radley is a lover of the piscatory art and
will gladly take your place.”

‘“Three fishers went sailing down to the west,
Down to the west when the sun went down,
Each thought of the woman that loved him the

best,
And the clnldren were watching him out of
the town,
For men must work and women must weep,
And here’s little to earn and many to keep,
Though the harbor bar be moaning.”’

sung Gus Ferrill. *‘Each thought of the
woman who loved him best,” he repeated.
*“Of course I shall think of Jennie God-
frey. Carl Muhlenberg, who has your
thoughts

I am thinking of no woman’s love,”
bhe answered, coldly. ‘It is too slight a
thing, too hardly won and too’easily lost,

{{for a man to build a hope upon.”

**Who is that tall girl over in the win-
““That girl
with the hungry look in het eyes hasa

/|6nq face, like one of the weeping women
“lin the song who stand wringing their

hands over dead ‘hopes.  Those eyecs
would look like angel-eyes if they shone
out of a happy soul.”

“‘She has a fine face,” ssid Winthrop
Allen. .

‘*“How can I get introduced ?” asked
Mark Radley.

Carl Muhlenberg glanced at the tall
girl indifferently. Then he smiled, and
- | said

«Ah ! Blanche Parker!” .

Half secreted by the damask curtains,
Blanche Parker had sat in the window all
the morning with the hungry lock always
in her eyes, and a mute sorrow in her
quaint childish face.

Carl Muhlenberg crossed to her window
and sat down. - He was weary, that was
all. 'He had not come for companionship,
Carl Muhlenberg would never go to his
aunt’s governess for that. -Society be-
lieved that, at all events. The governess
believed it too; and when she had made
and answered a fow general inquiries, she
retnrued to her watch of the sea dgain.
Her eyes were blank now. Had they
been closed, they would have revealed no
more.

Marcia Saxe and Withrop Allen were
plainly visible from this hidden nook, and
the man’sproud lip curled as he locked.
Turning around, his eye fell on the gover-
ness with the leaden eyes and stony face.
Hunger? There was no more hunger in
those eyes than in 8 dead woman’s. She
made him think of one, standing there so
mute and' motionless. He would rouse
her to life.

“*Miss Parker,” be said, *‘do natures
like yours suffer 2” ;

She came to life with a sudden start
and a look in her face that was pitiful to
| see.

“I beg your pardon,” he said. I
tever saw you butin impenetrable calm.”

She turned sharply around. It was
the turning of the trampled worm.

*“To him that hath shall be given, and
he shall have more abundance, but from
him that hath not shall be taken even that
which he hath,” she quoted. *‘Is there
no suffering in that? I have nothing
but a dream to lose. I think I shall lose
that.” ’

Carl Muhlenberg looked with wonder
on the passionate girl who spoke. Here
was a nature capable of - loving intensely
and loving to the end. He bowed to
her as he bad never bowed to Marcia
Saxe.

Blanche Parker’s face was calm now,
with the old unfathomable look, but when
three fishers bowed their adieus to the
faces in the hotel-window, Carl Muhlen-
berg saw, for a single instant, the hunger
and the weeping in an altered face.

*Each thought of the woman who
loved him the best,” sung Gus Ferrill. —
“Eh, Mublenberg, is it s0?”

Carl Muhlenberg shook his head. *‘No,
I have no reason to suppose she has the
slightest regard for me.”

Gus Ferril exclaimed :

**She is ouly flirting with- Allen.
is not your equal!”

¢Oh, you mean Marcia Saxe!” said
Carl Muhlenberg.

*Of course !”

I was not thinking of her at all.”

Gus Ferrill whistled. That act was
evidence of surprise, and a desire to know
more.  Carl Muhlenberg was not the man
to gratify the desire.

That night, youthful feet tripped mer-
rily to the sound of ravishing music in
the sea-side hotel, but there was a dark-
robed figure looking from her chamber-
window on the sea, like the women in
the light-house tower.

Suddenly the music ceased, the dancing
feet ran burriedly to and fro, and the
dark-robed figure left her wateh.
There was another scene upon the sea,
a sudden gust of wind, a boat capsized,
and three men struggling in the waves.
Then there were lights and other boats,
and half-drowned men upon the sand.—
All but one! Gus Ferrill was quite
drowned, and Jennie Godfrey was the
weeping woman with wringing hands.
Carl Muhlenberg wrote to his brother,
of his narfbw escape, and added: ‘‘Com-
ing so near death, I found a new value to
life. Returning to consciousness, I was
sensible, for a single instant, of a wo-
man’s arms around me, and a woman’s
prayer for my life. I had not thought
myself so dear to any woman, as in that
moment I knew myself to be. I reached
out my hand to detain the blessed pres-
ence, and my fingers clasped a golden
cross that broke from a chatelaine. By
this golden cross I hope to find my wife.
Thus far I have no clue; and she, whom
most of all I wish could be my wife, has
neither watch or chatelain.”

*Months after a lady, travelling, drew
her watch from her belt and examining
the chatalaine a moment, replaced it.—-
Carl seated opposite, watched her curious-
ly and smiled.

*‘Madam,” said a shrewd-looking wo-
man, coming behind the lady when the
car stopped: ““You’d better look out for
your watch and pocket-book. There’s a
man sat near you whose actions were very
suspicious when you took out your watch.

I think-he means to rob you. Here he
comes now.”

The lady turned around and exclaimed:

“Mr. Mublenberg! I bave seen you
before.”

Carl Muhlenberg was evldently puzzled.
“Pardon me,” he said; “‘I lm.ve forgotten
when.”

The merry little lady laughed. *‘You
never knew,” she exclaimed. “‘You
were quite. unconscious of my presence,
having just received a protracted bath in
salt water.

Carl Muhlenberg’s heart sank. Wasit
this woman whose soul had cried out in
her prayer for his life? His life was
naught to her.  Another mowent assured
him he was right.

““There comes wmy husband,” she ex-
claimed. ' ““Charlie, - dear, this is Mr.

Muhlenberg, the gentleman whom I told
about at the sea-side. He came near
drowning and—"

She stopped suddenly in embarrass-
ment.

*‘There is a lady waiting for you at

He

home,” said her husband.

——

tell you whoitis. Mr. Muhlenberg, will

you ride with us ?”

Carl Muhlenberg thanked him. I
should not trespass on your hospitality,
but that I may restore a trinket belonging
to your wife,” he said.

The husband and wife exchanged mean-
ing glances.

Carl Muhlenberg laid the gold cross in
the lady’s hand. :

«“This chain is like yours,” are you the
owner of the cross ?”

The lady bowed, laughing and blush-
ing.

«T suppose you know how I happen to
possess it,” he continued.

She bowed again, but said:

T solemnly affirm, I did not the slight-
est service in your resuscitation.”

It is a problem I shall spend my life
in solving,” said Carl Mubhlenberg.

“Tell me, did you hear the woman’s
words ?” she asked.

I heard enough to make me believe
in woman and give life a new blessedness,
if I might find her who spoke to me that
night.”

“Well, I can’t tell you,” said the lady,
regretfully. I was stoppmg for the
night at the sea-side with & friend. I
gave her my watch to keep, and when she
returned it, the charm was gone. She
has purchased my silence with threats and
entreaties.

¢“‘Blanche Parker is the lady waiting
for you,” said her husband. °

“Why, Charlie! How could you,” ex-
claimed the wife.

I didn’t tell,” he answered.

And when Carl Muhlenberg called
Blanche Parker wife, and by the princi-
ple of accumulativeness, the life hitherto
80 poor became crowned with an abun-
bance of good things, Charlie Moore in-
sisted that he dido’t tell.

~Sekecteh Pisortlany, -
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THE OLD STORY.

Many years ago a celebrated Italian ar-
tist was walking along the streets of his
native city, perplexed and desponding in
consequence of some irritating circum-
stances or misfortune, when he beheld a
little boy of such surprising and unsur-
passed beauty that he forgot his own trou-
ble and gloom in looking apon the almost
angel face before him.

“*That face I must have,” said the ar-
tist, **for my studio. Will you come to
my room and sit for a picture, my little
man ?”

The little boy was glad to go and see
the pictures and pencils and curious
things in the artist’s room; and he was
still more pleased when he saw what
seemed to be another boy lookmg just
like himself smiling from the artist’s can-
vass.

The artist took great pleasure in look-
ing at the sweet face. When he was
troubled, or irritated, or perplexed, he
lifted his eyes to that lovely image on the
wall, and its beautiful features and ex-
pression calmed his heart and made him
happy again. Many a visitor to his stu-
dio wished to purchase that lovely face,
but, though poor, and often wanting mo-
ney to buy food and elothes, he would not
sell his good angel, as he valled this por=
trait,

8o the years went on. Oftentimes as
he looked up to the face on the glowing
canvas he wondered what had become of
that boy.

‘‘How I should like to sce how he looks
now! I wonder if I should know him?
Is he a good man and true, or wicked and
abandoned? Or has he died and gone to
a better land ?”

One day the artist was stro]]mg down
one of the fine walks of the city, when he
beheld 2 man whose face and ‘wien were
so vicious, so depraved, so almost fiend-
like that he mvoluntanly stopped and
gazed at him. .

““What a spectacle' I should like to
paint that figure, and hang it in my studio
opposite the angel boy,” said the artist to
himself.

The young man asked the painter for
money, for he was a begger as well as a
thief.

*‘Come to my room, and let me paint

your portrait, and I will give you all you
nsk,” said the artist.
The young man followed the painter,
and sat for a sketch. Wkhen it was fin-
ished, and he received a few:coins for his
trouble, he turned to go; but his eye rest-
ed upon the picture of the boy; he looked
at it, turned pale, and thea' burst into
tears.

*“What troubles you, man?’ said the
painter.

It was long before the young wan could
speak. He sobbed aloud, and seemed

pierced with agony.

“I shall not;

At last he pointed to the picture on
the wall, and in broken tones which

said:

““Twenty years ago you asked me to
come up here and sit for a plcture, and
the angel face is that ‘portrait. ~Behold
me now, a ruined man; so bloated, so
hideous that women and children turn a-
way their faces from me; so fiend-like
that you want my picture to show how
ugly a man could look. Ah! I see ol
what vice and crime have done for me.’

The artist was amazed. ' He could not
believe his own eyes and ears.

d“Pray how did this happen?®’ he ask-
e

The young man told his sad and dread-
ful story ; how, being an only son, and
very beautiful, bis parents petted and
spoiled him}; how he went with bad boys
and learned all their bad babits and vices
and came to love them ; how, having plen-
ty of money, he was enticed to wicked
places till all was lost, and- then, unable
to work and ashamed to beg, he begau to
steal, was caught and imprisoned with the
worst crlmmals came out still more de-
praved to commit worse crimes than be-
fore; how every bad deed he performed
seemed to drive him to commit a worse
one, till it scemed to him he could not
stop till brought to the gallows.

It was a fearful tale, and brought tears
into the artist’s eycs. He besought the
young man to stop, and offered to help
him. Butalas, it was too late. Disease,
contracted by dissipation, soon prostrated
the young man, and he died before he
could reform.

The painter bung his portrait oppouh
that of the beautiful boy, and when visi-
tors asked him why he allowed such a hi-
deous looking face to be there, he told
them the story, saying as he closed:

‘‘Between the angel and the demon
there is only twenty years of vice.”

The lesson of this tale ig in the tale it-
self. You who read it can tell what it is.
Think of it often, and heed it always.

A Bachelor’s Defense.

Bachelors are styled by married men
who bave got their foot in it, as omly
half perfected beings, cheerless vaga-
bonds, but half a pair of scissors, and ma-
ny other ridiculous titles are given to

them ; while on the other hand they extol
- ttheir

wbate.as.stia.st a0k perfect blisg that
a change from earth to heaven would be
" |somewhat of a doubtful good. If they are
so bappy why don’t they enjoy thair hap-
piness and hold their tongues about it 2—
What do half the men get married for ?
Simply that they may have somebody to
darn their stockings, sew buttons an their
shirts, and trot babies; that they may
have somebody, as a married man sasid
once, ‘‘to pull off t.heu- boots when they
are a little balmy.”

These fellows are always about
the loneliness of bachelors. Lo-c ess,
indeed! Whois petted to death by ladies

with marriageable daughters—iuvited to
tea and evemng parties, and told to drop.
in just when it is convement ?—the buh
elor.

Who lives in clovet all hu dayl. and
when he dies has flowers strewn on his
grave by the girls who- could mot entrap
bim ?—the bachelor. - -

Who strewed flowers' on. tlia married
man’s grave—the widow ?: Not a bit of
it; she pulls down tfe tombstone that s
six week’s grief had set-up in her heart;
she goes and gets married again, she does.

Who goes to bed early beeause time

married man.

Who gets a scolding for picking out
the softest part of the bed, and for waking
up the baby in the morning ?—the married
man.

Who has wood to split, house-hunting
and marketing to do, the young ories to
wash; and lasy servants to look after 1—
the married man. - -

Who is taken:up for wlnppmg his wife?
—the married man. -

Who gets dlvo;ces ?——g:e warried man.
Finally, who las got the Seriptares on
his side }—the bachelor. - 8t. Psul knew
what he was about when he saidz -
‘*He that marries not does better i’

Tue Rocks oF CALVARY. —TIn Flemmg s
Christology, it'is stated that an unbeliev-
er, visiting the sacred places of Palestine,
was shown the‘clefts .of Moant Calvary.
Examining thém narrowly and eritically,
he turned in amazement to his fellow-tra-
vellers, and said, “I have long been a
stadent of nature, and T am sure that the
rents and clefts in this rock must have
split according to its veins, and where it
was weakest in the adhesion of parts; for
this,” he said, ¢I have observed to bave
been: doaé in other rocks whem separated
or broken after an earthquake; reason
tells me it must always be so. Bugé it is
quite
split athwart and across the veins, in'a
strange and preternatural manner, and
therefore,” said he, *‘I thank God that I
came hither ‘to see the standing monu-
went of miraculous power by which God
gives evidence to this day of the Dnmmy
of Christ.”

&F Josh Billings, in a burlesque‘ an-
swer to correspondents says:

«Your idea that frogs grow more bob-
tailed as they grow older, is too cussed

good to be lost.”

seemed to come from a8 broken heart, he| .

hangs so heavily on his ehouldeu?—-t!le ;

' {unarmed,: .

erwise here; for the rocks are|

NATIONAL mml

Arabs are very ceremonions. If per
sons of distinction ‘meet, m &m
kiss éach other’s cheeks, en
their own hands. ' Women and elﬂld‘ren
kiss the beards of their husbands and m
thers. ' Their are marked
strong religious character, stich'as :*
grant thee His favors.” "It God will,
thy family Joy good health.” "Pueo
be with you,” ete.

ol the

Bokemians kiss the’
sons whom they wish to

Burmese apply their noses cul ‘checks
closely to a person's ‘face, and then ex-
claim: *‘Give me a smell;” attributable
to their great use of perfumeu ?

Ceylonese meeting superiors, prostrate
themselves; repeating the name and dig-
nity of the i mdmd‘nnf

Chinese are moss pumcnhr in their
personal civilities, even  caleulating the
number of their reverences. Of equals
they inquire—**Have eaten your

rice ?’ - *‘Is your stomach in order 1" and,
“‘Thanks to your abundant felicity.”

Egyptians kiss the back of a superior’s
hand, and, as an extra civility, the palm
also. Their. fevered country is strikingly
portrayed by asking: ‘‘How goes the pes-
spiration ¥’ *‘Is jt well with thee 2” and,
*‘God preserve thee.”

En_qyuh —An old salutation in polite
society was—*‘Save you sir ;”’ an evident
abbreviation of ‘‘God save you; sir[”

French.— Comment vous apportez vous? |
whicb hm,l'i‘y siguifies "deo you car-
ry yourself

Germans.—In some of their coun: |°®
try they, invariably kiss the hands: of all]
the ladies of their acqumhnoe whom they
meet.

Greeks.—The salutation among the an-
cients was ‘‘Rejoice ?” Among the mod-
erns, ‘“What doest thon ?”

Hollandere, with their proverbial love
of good living, salute their friends by ask-
ing. ‘‘Have you had a good dinner ?”

Ttalians, on meeting, kiss the hands of |,
ladies to whom they are related, with the
strange inquiry, ‘‘How does she stand I’

Japanese remove their sandals when
they meet a saperior, exclaiming, ‘‘Hurt
me not !”

Laplanders, when they meet on the
l‘%e'; press their noses firmly : together.—1

y?

Mohomedans.—**Peace be with you ,”
to which the reply is—“On you be'peaoé;”
to which is added, ‘“Aund the merey and
blessings of God.”

Moors of Moroooo ndeu hll;p?d
ward a stranger, m tben
fire a pistol over his !re

New Guinea peuph on™ their
heads the leaves of trees, uo-bknl of
peace and friendship._

Pelew Iilanders seite the  foot of '-he
person they desire to salate, and rub thcir
faces with it.

Persians salute by inelining 'the mol‘
over each others necks; and then llohl
cheek to cheek, with the um
greeting—*Is thy exalted bigh cond
ﬂ:d‘l” m!, “thym u%r ba

" Poles lsoc lﬂh .'“ with m
deference to friends they . meet, with the}
significant inquiry—*‘Art thom gay I”

omans, in ancient

“Be healthy;” or *'Ba

iors, when s servant exn-ihu whether'
e has been esting
so,-he is kicked owts :t not hupﬁd
u
p.Spanuh gnqdeu wear Mlnu in
&e pr:mee of their ity , t0 'show
at t are not: m nw
as'to thz rest of the nation m?%

royal
open the eloak: to show that the 4
Swedes are. by no me;a!s deu;)p'm s "";
in their courtesies ; on 'meétin lbey sim-
ply inquire, ““How ean'you P* -

Tarks cross their bands, place them'on |

under the care of God”—*‘Forget.me not
in thy prayers”—-“Thy visits are as rire
as'fine days”—an ancient greeting, as it
is by no means applicable tothieir present

country.
Washoe. —Peop!e here no longer sa {

“How d'ye do?" when they meet.
reply,. ‘‘Pretty - well, - thankee—-how’s:

2 The speaker who was “dnn out,”
measured eighteen inches more.than, be-

: deub of kiugs.

i~ {other worlds—the decay. of

g offensive ; “lﬂ:lemn like bethb

ﬁhaﬁ ﬁ%\: mlti to ﬁ“ l?““

their breasts and: bow, exclaiming, *‘Be} '

“How’s your suit progtessing 1" snd" thel':
a “Hember of the O

1 I!J'T‘ fH'I‘

Q-X l"“!

iz ';:“.JHT
N——

akat ,'f -4

B’i" m‘:nu Yo e
oW
The lamb tha{ sporle? in the %f
soon feel the knife. ..The ox in. theE
ture is fattening for the
do but grow that they: ma be fellal.—-
Yes, and greater .things
death. Ewmpires rise an
flourish but to decay;, theyrue
How oftén do we také op ¥ vol -
lnstory ;ndwnnd of ﬂ!ﬂzo [
mpires e hocbﬂbom
Death i thi
vant who rides hebind lf chariot of
See life, and death i3’ o,lou bebigd it —
Death reaches far thrﬂugli'&nt th
and hath stamped é gs 'hl
the broad arrow of the ER "g
mayhap; it is said that conflagrationis
been scen afar off in~the ' ether, ﬂﬁ
tronomers have; marked: $he-
kets of silver to glisteri &e the™
of Mky Blessed be' to'
lace where death s not life’s brothim

—w life = aloge; *
Tnot the first Hl whiab i km
ed by ‘the p?xt ":o die. n .

lsud wlitre the ‘death-knells sré heVel
tolled, where graves ‘are’ never:dufide
Blest land beyond the &N m

it we must die

orbs that we haye jmagined

513 -#nﬁq 5
ug 1 it

“No Secret, Doctor.”
*Toticed,” said Franklin 'w’m

ic, among's namberof otllﬂ ‘at work oW

a house erecting but-a m_m

office, who always ap)

merry bumor ; who t

ful smile for évery ohé he h

day be“ever 80 Gold;, globth { ’&’

& happy smile densed

his cheerful_countenane#:

one morning; I asked hithto"!

seorét of his eonstant hap

its. { *Nosecret, 'dostor;* e

luvo oue: of the best' of

whet T go'to' work she alnyg

rd of encouragement for me ;

g0 liome'she’ meets me with &

kiss; and then'tes is sure ts be

.Inhnimn

me; that-Eean not

speak aw ubkind” word wﬁy

{What inflaence then has weman

heset, enm %o soften it, snd m

gﬂnh‘; ‘-t c&}

ence may- “bave already
[important l.w. < And

;-'"-., ‘J*HMI
" when it|'"8

kiss: go tar with #°y
e

was customaty o hh” by the |®
ears and kiss thx —t Epketno v > 8 Mﬂ
reverence to mo mperor o
of Austria; by whd bo is-kissed. - e of ﬂe;:t{tﬁ m
Rupsian ladies pérmit ok only *elr seifodwith bléedin
md&b-t&ou“d-bhki-dbyle. dt.bm
their fﬁtend;. S‘h:i-aadm'” T b u d.lul‘w
ing ‘““How do you live.on we 2t
Siamese prosteate themselves before su- lamudo'n :fbti?e” borax, an ! F e

with the chloroform motbnl

peodlly mhon guge

20 sdamel

c}”"ﬂ"‘. 33
% o

o passes, itiethe rulé to throw| | ‘I want yon.'*!mdua

we a sualghbforw-mm:m“

0, s9ve K.m‘ jaf od7 BA
::"Il;})fn‘:::ﬁb%s;gt!; t'g ‘%m -
ulnq 5 atx;‘?yvgp a gue :flzﬂtzf m!;o.%
rep;“s;l; for [ llsc :lu‘lf:ﬁf ¢mo
business said
“You ktiow, Doctof, this Pt ieeey

| The bn’vedd batet ofevery m

dnd, liateful, -spoly replied that
*“gce the lslqt newesdity. for thaby"s e riney

2% An, Iriahma'n‘,'ﬁewly :anv

your's?” A man without a lawsuit,ip \hoard-toexnlaim; as tho'stesmior: b
ig’:l::ganpon as a vagrant in th.e State of J'Ql D‘-‘f.?'};gw, et _asogesq .aolley ¥8q
Fye vpidor -
5 dn1 foui' wee sm.Amen #

PmLosomucAm—A shdcnt ex- 5 44 ”
smination, who was asked the.di t bqnt etT!ai"ﬁy = ﬁl:ﬂ!‘ zad of b:
effects of heat and cold, replied: - "r i 4 ’, boy. l!hﬂl'

*Heat expands and od g uﬁ elquons m J

*Quite nght- ‘oan yon give: -on excfiyat it me",g Dear Te
ample ?” | 108 e v Kbk Mﬁm

““Yes a]n-, in %lnme:. which uzot.ﬂw ther, ‘you mww

s are long ; but in mnier. whio LI ssdall :

il the days are short.” h' tht oo ok o s, o

2w A mzu”mm adfrossed
congregation- Mndmlu-?-’o
bretheren, because the prethereg: embehos-

fore.

ed the ladics,




