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CHRISTMAS,

ROSE THRARY COOKE,
—

Hore comes old Pather Chiristmas,
With sonnd of fife and dritrus;

With mistletos abont his brows,
Bo merrily he comes!

Hia arms are full of all good cheer,
His face with Inughter glows,

He shines like any household fire
Amid the eroel anown,

He 14 the ol folka' Christrons;
He warms their hearts like wine,

He thaws thelr winter fnto spring,
And makes thelr facea shine,

Hurrah for Father Christmas!
Ring all the merry bells !

And bring the grandsires all around
To hear the fate he tells.

Here comes the Christmas Angel,
Bo gentle and so calm,
As softly as the falllug fiakes,
He comes with flute and paalm.
All In & cloud of glory,
As oneo upon the plain,
To ahephord boys in Jowry,!
He brings good news again.
He s the young folks' Christmas;
e makes thelr eyes go bright
With words of hope and tender thought,
And vistons of delight.
Hall to the Chrlstmas Angel!
All peace on earth he brings:
He gathers all the youths and malde
Beneath his shining wings.
Here comes the little Chrlst-child,
All Innocenee and Joy,
And bearing gifts fn elther hand
For every girl and boy.
He tells the tender story
About the FHoly Mala,
And Jesus In the manger
Before the oxen lald,
Like any lttle winter bird
He sings his sweetest song,
THL all the cherubs in the sky
To hear his carol throng,
He Is the children's Chirlstmas;
They come without n call,
To gather round the graclous child,!
Who bringeth joy to all.
But who shall bring their Cuiistmas,
Who wrestle still with life?
Not grandsires, youths, nor Hitle folks,
But they who wage the strife}
The fathers and the mothers
Who tight for homes and bread,
Who wateh and ward the lving,
Aud burs ull the desd.
Ab! by thelr side at Christmas-tide
The Lord of Chrlstmas stands;
He mmooths the furrows from the brows
With strong and tender hands.
“I take my Christmas gift," he saith,
“From thee, tired soul, and he
Who giveth to my little ones
Gives also unto me!"

A NEW YEAR’'S STORY,

By Ernest Glilmore,

Pull up my shawl on my shoulder,
please, Bessie dear, I feel so cold,” the
minister's invalid wifo said with a shiv-
er. “There has been s great chango
in the weather, Bessie."

“Indeed there has. My teeth actual-
ly chatered this morning when I help-
od papa get breakfast."

“Did you not have a good fire?"'

“Yen, yes, we had a good fire, but
I was ohillod through, motwithetand.
ing."

] am afraid you nre not dressed
warm enoi gh, Bessie. You have your
winter flannels on, of course!" ques-
tioned the mother anxiously.

Bessie laughed, *I have got on what
we did call winter flannels, mother,
two years ago; but I hardly think it
consistent to dignify them with that
pame, Do yon, mamma? Lock!"
and the young girl pulled up her dress
sleeve to exhibit her underwear—rag-
ged and thin, and past mending, in
fuot, long ago.

It is too bad, Bessie; and you so del-
joate,” snid Mrs. larrison pityingly.
“We must contrive some way to get
you o new supply. Flunnels belong to
the necessarios of life; and surely a
minister's family onght to be supplied
with things which are absolutely nec-
essary to one's comfort.”

“Don’t worry nbout my flannels;
mumma; I oan get along better than
you. Yours are in no better condition
than mine; only. mamma," and Bessie
spoko lowor, *Hf the patches on your
flannel wrappors were colored, we
might call it *Joseph's coat,’ for I verily
believe thore are at least one dozmn
patches upon it. Some people belicve
in great friction of ‘he skin of the
body. Who knows but what it was
some poor minister's wife who orig.
inated the iden out of hv r own suffering.
Do you holieve it, mammaf"

Mrs, Harrison smiled,

“I don't sco anything to call forth a
smile, unless it is from the inference
one might draw that one thus ciroum
stanced does not need to purchase both
towels oul of a slim purse, but rather
simply path their flapnels piece upon
plece. Ugh! I prefor wearing mine all
‘tattered and torn,' like the man
“Who mart fed the malden all fororn,

Who milknd the cow with the crumpled horn,'

“#What's the trouble, Sam?"' It was
Bossie msking the question of her
brother, who was hunting among the
medicine boltles *‘for a stray ohicken,"
Bassie thought by the clatter.

“Trouble, eh? A-ketchum, a-ke-ke-
Aum." Sam sneezed his answer,
there's amything good to catch,

inllﬁ, ing nios and warm,
I'm the o¥8 to'Jbld forth hands to catch
‘em," laughed Bersio from the dish-pan.

“You emphsasize the warm; are y-u
cold, sweethonrt?’ asked Sam, reading
the label on a bottle, then glanving
toward Dhissister, winding up_ his
question with “‘a-ke-ketehym, ka-
ketohum,"”

“Tell me what you are looking for.
Perhiaps I can find it snid Bossie,

o want the ginger. Mother said I
should take some, and then hest my
foct, No use, though, not one bit; but
I promised her, and I'm not the hoy to
ba k down on my woud,' sald Sam,
sitting dawn dolefully by the stove,

“Throe cheers for Sam Harrison,"
Bessie sald, waving tho tea-towel,

«1f he is o poor minister's son," Sam

“What's wanted besides thi ?'* Bes-
sio nsked, handing S8am the ginger;
“something! I know by your solemn
face."

“It would bo easler to tell what I did
not want."'

““Are you gotting avaricious? Tell
what you want most.”

“I want—, let mo see, first, & warm
coat. I'm almost frozen In this. When
I get entirely so, I want you to ask the
church-psople to set me up in the vesti-
bule as the ‘Frozen Mummy, the Only
Son of the Rev. J. W. Harrison.' "

*You are getting savage, Sam," Bes-
sie said, half roguishly, half reprov.
ingly; “but I don't blame you too much,
for it is hard to be cold, I know."

* Not from experience, I hopo, Boas,
Aren’t your clothes warm?'’ asked Sam
anxiously; for he loved Bess devotedly.
**Not as warm as they might be Sam;
but goon with your list. What else
would you like?"

“Some flannels would not come amiss.
It comes rather hard on a follow who
has to be out as much ns Ido, to go
without any.""

“Without any, Sam; Surely you wear
your old flannels?*

“With all due respect, sister mine,
I will say, *Surely I dont,” T'ruth 1 I've
buried them.™

**Is your mind wandering?"'

“No, not at all. Did you notico n
lorg pole down in the garden, with a
flag waving alof. P

“"Yes," Boss replied expoelantly,

*That's the Union flag, wecping over
a deserter."

“And the desertor?"

“The deserter! My old underwear.
They wouldn't e union any more; in
fact, they have burst ontirely."

The truth was the Harrison family
were In n great strait. The minister's
salary was painfully small. His wifo
had been sick for several months, and
the physician’s bill had proved a large
one. Then, although they kept no reg-
ulnr servant, provisions for a f mily of
eight was no small item; and now,
nl hough November winds whistled and
pierced, and even snow had come, there
had been as yot no addition to the win-
tor wardrobes of the Harrisons,

Ina palatinl homeon Dunham Square
there was warmth and luxury, though,
sirictly speakiug, not so much comfort.
The November winds swept flercely
past the house, but could find no en-
trance to its well-guarded doors and
windows. Thedecorative window strips,
ard satin damask hargings were senti-
nels bidding defiance to the elements
And yet sunshine and happiness had no
nbode in this elegant mansion; and so,
of course, it would not take a philoso
pher to infer that there was a wrong

somewhere. Dr. Harold, the owner,
vitld mob UBTOTIUMILG sl dlde  covmoiepy

might be, although he felt it. May,
C ara, and Edith, his three daughter:,
wore not quite sure, but thought it
might be because their mother was o
confirmed invalid.

But was that the reason? Aunt Han-
nah Eames, who had come for tho first
time sinee her nieces wera bsbies,
theught not; but she wisely kept her
counsel for o time, One dark day, after
the snow nhad fallen continuously for
thirty-six hours, Msy, in afretful mood,
tossed Ler work—an immense ottomun
cover—uneross the room, and burst into
a flood of tears, which surprised no one
but anunt Hannah.

Aunt Hannah laid down her work—
a child's sock—quietly, and stood beside
her niece.  **What is it, dear? Are you
sick "

Only sobs for an answer.

Aunt Hannah smoothed May's soft
hair gently, until after awhilo the young
girl, somewhat comforted, looked up
and asked wistfully, but earnestly, “Do
you ever wish you were dead?"

“*May, my child!"’

*Do youn, sunt Hannah? 1I'm asking
for information."

“*No, dear, never. I'm willing to
wait God's time; and then, besides,
there's so much to do I never have
ennui, denr."

“S0 much to do, sunt Hannah? It
does not sesm us if there was anything
to do except thi t old ottoman cover."

“I thought it was new,” interrupted
Edith,

I call it old boevause l.huru‘s}wthlng
original about an embroidered ottoman
cover, That old thing, aunt Hunnah,
is tho seventh [ hoave made, bepides
tidies of every colorof the rainbog
toilet sets innumeravle.”

“And stools, and chairs, and
of eluborate articles," added Clar

“Poor child!" auut Hannah saic
ly. k

y"l\'uw. you are laughing at'me,",
said half resontfully, ]

*No, doar, not laughing; I'm picying
yuu.||

“For what, may I ask?"

““Because your wors has been [psat-
isfying."

“Don’t you believe in fancy
aunt Hannah p" ]

a1 extent:
yond that it hecomes demoralizing."

“Demoralizing!" Edith said laugh-
ing, as sho crossed the room aiy pick-
od t?f: May's embroidery; “'Is thote any-
thing demorahizing in working these ex-
quisite rose-buds? Look aunt Han-
nah!"

“‘Not in the more act of embroidering
tho buds, dear, but in persisting in such
work untll the whole nature cries oul,
and one wishes to ba dead.”

“But ono must do something," May |
sald fretfully.

“You denr, of course it Is bottos to
eontinue embroldering ottomans, than |
tosit with folded husuis; but is there |
nothing else you can do?

ah

; ork.

be-

anawered savarelr

“In the sewing llne

e t————————————eeeee

*'In the sowing line or apy other line
that will bring satisfaction."

“‘I have my dresses all made out, and
Ihave my wardrobo well supplied. 1
don’t know what I should do with any
n.ore. The attic is full of east-oft clothes
already."

*You are no Flora McFlimsey, May,
for yon admit that you are well suj-
plied; but, in regard to the attle, I won-
der if there are not many things we
could make over."

“What for, when we'vo got all we
want without ' Edith nsked,

**Make over for those who do need
them,” aunt Hanvah answered,

“I fenr we would make poor work
making over things," laughed Clara;
‘it is something altogoether out of our
lino."

“A very good line, Lowever, aunt
Hannah said with a smile. “Wou'd you
like to mako over the clothes in the attie,
girls, if your mother is willing?"*

“For whom " asked Clara.

“For a poor minister's family who
live in C "

*“Do you knyw them personally o

And for answer aunt Hannah told a
story which caused tears and smiles to
chase each other over her nieces’ young
cheeks.

“Sweet Bessie Harrison," May said
o8 her aunt finished, I wish I were as
brave assha."

The exploring exvediiion to the attic
had passed and had been wonderfully
successful; and as threo girls and aunt
Hannah eat about o large table in the
morning following, their fuces looked
bright and earnest. Even the invalid
mother onught some of the new cheer-
iness; forshe sald with a smile, “It does
me good to see you so busy for others,
The thonght of the clothes in the attic,
lying there unoared for, has worried me
a groat deal. I feared they would get
moth-eaten, but there's no danger now."

“And Mammas, dear,” said Muy,
jumping up from her table nnd kissing
hor mother, “you must have thought
our love for you was gotting moth-
eaten, too; but we'll bo devoted to you
henceforth, to make up, il possible.
Thanks to Aunt Hannah's advice."

. - - - - - .

It was the day before New-year
Bessio had not vrepared very elabo-
rately for that precious dny, because
she had not the materials to prepare
with. Mr. Harrison endeavored to ns
sume a cheerfulness which he did not
feel; for it was rather depressing to
know of so many things really needed,
and no money to spare for them. But
he trusted God and went on with His
work bravely.

“There's the express.man, with a
great box directed to you, Bessie, '’
Sam said, clapping his hands with the
joy of anticipation, as he burst in upon
nis sister, who set == = ~=-b - wsvudiug
boe= <14 30088,

“For me, Sam? There must be somn
mistake,"

“No; no mistake, sweet Bessie Har-
rison, but a gladsome reality."

I cannot picture the joy of that ap-
preciative family on New-Year's moin-
ing: but 1 will say there was a great
luscious turkey on their table pait for
out of the ten dollar bill that aunt Hun-
nah hal slipped into the box for “my
darling Bessie."  Apd how warm and
preity Bessie looked in the dark-bluo
camel's hair dress; and how handsome
and comfortable Sam appeared as he
tried on the heavy ulster that Mary’s
father had cast nside, because it wos
too short.

“0 mother, it does seem as if they
had thought of everything," Bessio said
when shie unpacked the box. *“Here
are books for father, and mittens and
fiannels, and n great gray woolen scarf,
50 soft and warm; and here are blankets
and o felt skirt, and a hood, and one,
two, three dresses to muke over, And
0O mothert—"" and Bussie burst into
toars, tears of joy. She had been too
lrave to shed tears, becnuse of her
wants; bul she eould not withheld them
at this evpresion of generosity.

“Gnd is very good to us my darling,”
Mrs. Harrison said smiling.

“Good!" O mother, how good he 's."

“And how good these people nre,
who sent these things to us," addwl
Sam.

*Both good and thoughtful. *Blessed
is ho that considetoth the poor,’

Blood lioumlu in the Russiun .\_;my.

The Russians have strengthened their
army by the novel nddition to each com-
pany of a pack of powerful and care-
fully trainel dogs. Theso wa'chful
animals are sent out with the sentinels
on picket duty, where their sharp ears
andd still keener scent will prove an im-
pregnable barrior to the lurking spies
of the enomy. The dogs used are o
species of bloodbouud from the Ural
mountsing, Thodog is selocted becsuss
of its habitual silence. It growls but
never barks—a matter of the first im-
portance to soldiers nesr an enemy's
ecamp. Tho Ural hound is gifted wih
an exceedingly fine sense of smell, keen
ears, and is ever aleit. Most comfort-
ing of all to the lonely picket, the dog
is eald to be especinlly courageous in
defonding his master. It is curlous
that, with the example of the King
Charles spuniels “before us, no ono
thought before of using these intelli-
gent animals an gentinels, The value
of the plan is solf-evident. The Mus-
oovites have gone further, and are
wralning swift hounds, ns well as thess
samo Ural dogs, to aot ns dispateh
bearers—much o8 the cnvrier pigeons
were cuployed in 1871,
would be lianl messengers to eateh,

[ whon sont stzading through the woods

ot night.

LT e e
Nover botrow more thau you ean pay

CHRISTM A8 CAROL.

A WITTSPEI IN YOUR BAR A8 CHIRISTMAS 14
COMING,
Tn'o the silent waltirg Fast
There cometh s ahining lght— .
Far, far,
Through a dall gray bar
Closing over a dying star
That watehed away the night—
Rise, rise, ahine and glow,
Ovorn wide white world of anow,
Eunof the Chirlstmas-tide!
Out of the Northland, hleak and bare,
O wind with a royal roar,
Fiy, oy,
Through the broad arched aky
Flutter the snow, and rattle and cry
At every stlent door—
Loud, lowd, til the children hear,
Lnd meat the day with a ringlng cheer:
Sl to the Chrtstmas tida!"
Out of the four great gates of day
A tremulous musle swells;
Hear, hear,
Now aweet and clear,
Over and under far and near,
A thousand hnppy bells;
Jay, Joy, and jubflee!
Good-wiil to men from sey to sea,
This merry Christmas-tide!
Lo! In the homes of every land
The children relgn to<lny;
They alone,
With our hiearta their throne,

And never a scepter but thelr own
Small hiands to rmle sl sway!
Pence, peace—the Christ chill's love—
Fliea over the world, a white, white dove--

This buppy Christmas-tide!

e — ——
A STORY FOR CHILDREN,

How Three Children Saw Kriss Kringle and

How Thay Talked With the Old Gentleman,
Phdiadeiphis Timen,

ST just belleve there was a roul live
Kriss Kringle," sail Nollle.

+Me sink so, too,"" said Nol.

"1t was Christmns Eve andIife ohifl-
dren were paying o visit to Aunt Re
becen and uncle Timothy, who lived in
un old-fashioned frome house near tho
Chesapenke bav, in Maryland.  Supper
was over two hours and the children
had talked so mueh atout Kriss and
the fun they were going to have the
next day that they felt very sleepy.
They had hung their stockingsfon nnils
that were driven in the live-place wall,
for in Aunt Beeky's old-fashioned sit-
ting room the chimney was open, and a
nive, warm backlog fire burned every
duy,

“S8o you don't believe in a good,
kind Kriss?' said Aunt Becky.

“When I wasa boy," saiduncle Tim,
“woe always found somothing in our
stookings on Christmas morning, One
time brother William and I tried to sit
up allnight to catch old Kruss."

“Did you eatch 'im?" nsked Nellie
eagerly.

“No," said Uncle Tim, ‘‘we fell
as'eep while watching, and next morn.
ing we found two hickory switches in
our stockings."

**Ouch, did zoo try, Nunkey?" said

Binet o
“Well, we began to feel hurt and to
think that old Kriss had punished us
for not believing in him when both of
us found a bright silver doliar way
down in the toes. Now suppose you
children watch to-night. We'll bring
your bed and erib Into tuis room and
leave the lamp burning, and maybe
when Kriss comes he will make so
much noise getting down the chimney
that you'll wake up and see him."

“0Oh, that's just jolly,” exclaimed
the three children.

So Uncle Tim ealled the stable-boy,
Joe, and wold him to feteh in the bed
and orib. Joo was quite an odd-look-
ing Indd.  He was tall for Lis nge, and
almost as slim as the hitehing post at
the yard gate. 'T'wo years before,
while Uncle Tim was in the eity, he
found Joo on the street—n ragped,
rough boy, who lovked as though he
were half starved,  As the cliilmnoys at
the old farm house needod sweeping,
Unele Tim tovk Joa home with him
and Joe lived there from that time on.
Joe putthe bed and crib in place and
very soon the children were fast
sslvep.  Onco Willopened his eyes, and
rewoembering that he was to watch for
the coming ot Kriss, e looked toward
the tire-place. The fire had gone out
snd in the place of the backlog was a
pile of gray sashes, The stockings had
not been touched. The lamp burned
with a dim light upon ihe uautel.
Will muttered to himself that he didn’t
think Kriss would come ot all and
sgain feli asleop.

“Tiog-tick, tick-tick," went the old
clock in the corner. A little mouse
peeped out from under the buresu and
ran across to the cupboard. v was
midnight and very still.

Buddenly Nellie pinched Will on the
arm and said: *Listen, what's that?”
Will rubbed his eyes and lookel al the
fireplace. The pile of gray ashes still
restod about the feet of the brass and-
irons, The stockings still hung un-
touched. The lamp still burned with a
dim hght. Nellie and Will fixed their
eyes on the black openirg of the chim-
nuy just under the mantsl and waited.
The monse, which hud been nibbling in
the cupbonsrd, ran to the middle of the
room, raleed its ears und all sl once
flow under the Lurenu as fust as its feet
would carry it

Ihat mowse heard something,"
whispered Nellie, “aad 1 really thiok
old Kriss must be coming."

“Look! look!" Will exclaimed, *'don’t

They certainly

you see a fool there in the chimney? 1
[ see It—aud there's another fool—just
| look."

“8h! ah! gh!" snid Nellle under ler
! bresth, punehing litvle Nod and paints

biage to tho tvepluce,

Six eyed were ns wido open ns eould
bo, amd, truly, those six eyes saw
funny sighit,  First two foat conge down
Liyo lllll‘liit]‘r‘: in the chimnuey.
feet were DTS which

vy shives,

back, sud never lend wmore than you turned up at the toes like rugnerss of a

enn borvow,

sled, Next a pair of legs, clothed in

Oun the !

red trousers as wide and baggy as
balloon, came into sight, then the edges
of n grest cont that looked like a buf-
falo robe turned inside out, was seen;
then two hands, with woolly gloves on
them, and finally a face covered with
long shaggy whiskers. When Kriss got
his feot on the andirons he stepped into
tho room and 12oked around him, His
oyes so. med to tho children to be s big
ns butterplates,

“Ho! you're awake, aro ye?' snid
Kriss, in & voice like thunder.

“Yes, ma'am,'" said Will, faintly.

“He! he! laughed Kriss in a woo,
small voleo; I'm not & ma'am, I'm a
sir. I thought you youngsters were in
the land of Nod, or I'd have kept on to
the next house."

“Wa were so anxious to see you, dear
good Mr. Kingle," said Nollie.

“You were, eh? but what if I get
mad and roar an’l shake the house
down?"

‘ Please don't, Mr. Kingle; we'll go
right to sleop this minate."

“Then I'l wait here until you're
asleep,'’ anid Kriss. So Kriss took n
sent in tho big arm-chair and waited,
By and by, little Ned whispered: M-,
Kinglo."

“Woll?* sald Kriss,

“I'so ns'oep, Mr. Kingle," said Nod.

Kriss Inughed aud went over to the
stockings, Into ono of Wil's he shoved |
o glittering thing of stesl and into the
other stocking another bright thing
made of steel.  Will, who was watch-
ing from tho corners of his eyes, snid to
himself: I wonder if they'll fit; iv's
colil out doors to-night and I guess [
oan uso ‘em tomorrow.”  After he had
tixod Will's present, Old Krigs went int s
another room and Nellie and Ned were
afrnid he had forgotten them, but he
soon came baek.  He took Nellie's
stockings from the nail on which they
weroe hanging and in their place put a
thing made of wire. In tho wire thing
was a tiny yellow thing, with little black
oves, Tnen Ol Kriss made another
vitit to the next room and brought in
wooden thing that had wheels and that
was painted bluo and white.  To thie he
tel a bitof paper marked “Ned's pres.
ent.” The children wondered what he
waeg going to do next, but he didnt
keep them waiting long, for he took
three boxes of candy from the pockets
of his great cont, left the boxes on the
mantel and shouted *‘good-bye," nnd
disappeared up the chimney. The
children jumped out of bed and took a
long look at their presents, after which
they carried tho preients to bed with
them and slopt soundly until morning,

Now, van children guess who old Kriss
wns?  And can they guess what the
presents wore?

-
Romance of the Wine Press,

London Argoey.
YA kad dlw Gdass of apowy <
ments dj'l!d puenl= ekl e jﬁllﬂ(’ of

grapes, and the delicate feet of girls
trending the luscious fruit, under the
shude of vine-clad trellises in the opoen
air. In my imagination there were
fountuing of pure water washing away
all stains and impunties, snd long pro-
cessions of men acd maidens bearing
the fruit on their heads, all decked with
flowers, and singing and dancing to the
sound of harps and flutes.  Had 1 not
seen pictures to that effeot, read pooet-
ionl deseriptions of it, and had 1 not
always been encouraged by my chiad-
hood's instructors in this decision? And
now, behold, there wero not any SNOWY
garments at all: the Hungarians had on
conrse shirts and loose drawers tucked
above the knee, and [ eame to the con-
clusion that they had nevor seen ¢ny
fountains of pure water, and wouldn't
have known the use of them if they had.
For there was a kind of grimness about
them, burned in by the sun, which
seemod to indieate that they never
wushed either themselves or their
clothes, In faet, they had a fiue con-
tempt for the ordinary rules of cleanli-
ness.  One black-eyed, purple-legged
ellow, with the grape juice just drying
on his bare feet, seized a basket and
ran off down the steps and into the
vineyard, and presently returning with
n lond of the fruit, shot it into the press,
and, with all the dust and dirt of the
road still elinging to his feet, mounted,
and begen to tread the grapes, and soon
stood almost knee-deep in the liquor,
which, having served him as a sort of
foot-buth, was to be the drink, perhaps,
of future generntions of refined, fastid-
ious palates. Having seon this [ beonmo
nelancholy, and preferred to leave the
rest of the manipulations of carth's
choicest nectar in obsourity.
- —— & —
Curious Bibles,
Certain editions of thu Bible, owing
to the evrors they contained, have re-
oelved many odd nnmes. What is known
a8 tho **‘Broeches Bible'' (Geneva 1560),
was 8o ealled beouuse Genesis iil., 7, was
translated: *They sewed fig leaves to-
gether and made breeches,’ instend of
“aprons,’ asin the Eaglish version now
used, In the Treacle Bible (1568), Jor-
eminh viil., 22, wns made to remd: *Is
there no treacle in Gilead,” instead of
“balm,” and in 1600 the word wai
ohanged to *‘rosing" “balm" was first
used in 1161, The *“*Vinegar Bible,"
printed in Oxford in 1717 by John Bas-
kot, derived ita name from the heading
of Loke xx., which was made to read:
“The parablo of the vinegar.” The
bouk had many other ervors from which
it hns also been called, after the print-
er's name, “A Bkt of errors.”
[hj.‘il a I'ible was printed in England,
undd dn 1032 suothor appeared in Gors
muny, both of whivh mude the Seventh
Jeounuandment el Thou shint com
it wdultery,™ the word “not'' hping
uindttod, It hasviry appropristely been
cablvdd the “Wiek o Wibsie?
o —— A — —
Those ure the moit bonorable who are

; the wost useful,

The Typleal American.

London World
Far fuller of charaoter than the trav-
olers just faintly describod are the
American families, whose ohief has
“‘mnde his pile" recently. The Kniok-
orbockers, the Codfishors, the ““F, F,
V'a."* will bave nothing to say to such as
theso, They have heard spoak of them,
they say, in & remote manner, but they
know them not. To institute odiens
comparisons, the supoerfine Amerioan
is far loas tolerant of the second qualiity
ditto than our county families are of
new comers.  Either from that extreme
of haughtiness which maintains prac-
tieally, but without broad assertion,
that all beneath a cortain line of birth
nre equal, bo they brewers or bankers,
tinkers or tailors, or from a rational
appreciation of the wvalue of ready
money and a machine for making it,
the old families of England now show
vory little of that morgue and spleen
with which the imaginative Gaul has
credited thom. But the cultivated
Americans, whocold shonlder their own
country on prineiple, turn its chilliest
angle toward the self-made men of Now
Yourk, 'Frisco and St. Louis. They will
not have them at any price, aud loathe
their ways with groat loathing, Now
the prosperous ferrymen and poulterers
and bankers, furriers, brokers, miners
snd wire-pullers of the States are of
quite another complexion. They are
“Amurrican” down to their fngoerstips,
They have what they eall “the stamps,’
nad they distribute the same with o
certain gracions amplitude.  They ralse
the prices wherover they go, and de-
moralize the servants with i-xirm'ng;:_ui
gifts. Their Innguage is puro’*Amur-
riean," which, without being quite as
broad and “English*’ as that of Boston,
is yot a shade strongor than that excel-
lent medium hit upon by Mr. Coghlan
in “The Colonel.™ It is not pretended
that the second quality ditto is exactly
conrse, f r these travelors are of very
various texture, A littlo experience of
them will oxplain the otherwise as-
tounding ‘nfluence of their womankind,
duesimp’y to their manifest superiority,
The wives and daughters of second-rate
Americans aro quite as pretty, elover
and accomplished as their sisters above
the line of “upper-tendom;" but owing
to the fact of *‘pu’s pilv” being of only
recent formation, have not had the ad-
vautage of being brought up in Europe
and European ways. Hence, despite
beauty, knowledge and talent, they lack
the repose and otherthings which mark
the east of Vere-de-Vere. ThoJtoilets
are apt to be amazing, and their din-
monds to rival an exhibition ef light-
house apparatus. Nevertheless they
tower over their husbands, fathers and
brothers. They dress very much like
a barber's block, and talk more non-

gohso than could be imagingd,., It yaw
some years ngo appeared on Fifth ave-
nue with a red rosette in his button-
hole, and informed another exquisite of
the same caliber that be had just come
home from P'aris, where it was “‘quite
the style" to wear cither a ro<ette or a
bit of plain ribbon in one's coat.
L ——————

8. 8, Cox at Jerusalem,
M. Y. Express,
The tombs grow denser as woe pass
down_the valley, ns the Jews strive in
life to loeate their tombs as near in denth
to Mount Morish as they ean. Now we
enter dry brook Kedron. We see Arabs
digging in the piles of gravel and rub.
bish for old pottery. What for? To
pulverize for cement. It makes rare
and valuable cement, and thus the rnins
of one age become the habitation and
support of another. Then we turn
down the rousky, meandering Kedron, to
the Fountain of the Virgin. Itis said
that here the Virgin washed tho clothes
of the Child, Various rubbish is told
about this fountain, and various modes
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Travel iwproves swperior wine, but
spolls that which is inferfor. It Las the
same offoct on brains,

Glory is well enough for a rich man,
but it is very little consoquence to a
po.r man with a large family.

e —— A —eeee ey

Nomething for the Yew Year,

The world reaowned success of Hostetter's
Bitters, and thelr continued popularity for a
c}nmer of a contury s n remedy for (ndigestion,
[ _nmfm, malarious fevers aml all kindred dis-
eanes |n scarcely more wonderful than the wel-
come that # the annual appearance of Hos-
tetter's Almanac, This '.]unl}[ltmmllrllttﬂllll
I# publinhed by Hostetter & Smith, Plitaby
Pa., under their own sy serviaton, rmpl'mlnrt&
hands In that department,  Ton eylinder print-
Ing pressos, elght folders, 5 joh pro wes, &e., are
runningabout eleven months 1n the year on this
work, and the (ssue of same for 1855 will pot be
fess than eleven milllons, printed In the English,
German, Frencli, Welsh, Norweglan, Bwedinh,
Holland, Boheminn, andSpanish lnnguages, Re-
fer to a copy of It for valuable sl Interestin
rending coticerning health, nnd numerous testi-
monlals s o the ol ey of Hostotter's Bitte
Amusement, varied Information, astronoml
ealealiations and chronological items, &o,,which
can be dependod on for correctness, The Al=
manne for 1SS enn b ohtalvsd froe of cost, from
drugeists and general dealers 1o all vartsof the
country.

. & A ——

Itis an admitted faer that mon who

usdo their brains live longer, other things

being equal, than the men who do not.
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.1l||- Ihitg desired fominad ot fas Ak Thyige
Bonigh om 1late. 11 clears out race, wiiew,
Biew, bed-bafs 1%, hoves r

f futs fur

The work of desiruction is just as
necessaty as the work of construction.
Wemust expose the false in order to es-
tablish the trath.  We must toar down
the old and useloss that we may build
up the new anl usefal. |

e — & A — e,

e genuine Molman's Pad s the only aafe
and absalute retedy for Mularia in all its types,
Meluding Cliths, Fevers, Dull Aching Falne,
Remitiont and  Ditermiittent Fevers, Dumb
Ague, Interrupted Cirenlation, Ague Cako, Eos
lirged  Bpleen, Distressing Headnohies, Lasals
tude, Sleepiness, Gloom, Cliagres Fever, *[sthe
mus"” Fever, and every indication of eve
name and uatuee that the system ls infect
with Malarlal Polson,

Thiwis the only Known remedy Lthat positively
cxpels every vestige of malaria taint from the
evatem without endangering the Lealth by the
fternnl adminlstration of othier polsons (even
worse in the eud than the original oned, which
must remaln fn the systom for years, and per-
hape nally destroy i,

ot the genwine Horsax's Pan, and avold all
apurious lmitations.

Why shionld any young nin hesitate about
where 1o go for a thorough  propuration  for
business!  In It not well understood that 1. B,
Hrevant s Chileago Buslness College 18 the stande
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rnp-‘n the Wonen axp Sonnirr, publistivd st Waal

ngton, 10 O Gt contelns siories of the war, eamp 1ife,
socres fron the b feld, and w thisisand things of
Interest 1o our ey's dofendirs, It (s the Rreas
soldiers’ paper. It contalos ol the lews aod (ustrog-
Hons relating (o peastons sod bounties forsoldives sp

thetr heles, "Every ex-soldivr photiid etiroll 1 bam
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World and Soldier,
Washington, v C.
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RAZER

AXLE GREASE.

Best In the World, tiet the gennlne. Eve
ory puokonge hius onr Trade-mark an &.
wnrked Frozer's. sOLID LYERYWIHENE.

NEW RICH BLOOD !

PARSONS' PURGATIVE PILLS ¥.A 52

Blood, and will mmﬂ!rulg‘ehnue the blood o the en-

tlre pystom (o thres ent Any person wio wiil tal

1 pill ench nlght from § (0 18 weeks may bo reator

to sotind hewith, [f such s thing be possille,  Bold ey-

erywhere, ar ar n'tI h‘r mall for 8 ielter nlmu.' .
A Lo AL

JulNson & Co.

'WHY WILL YOU COUGH

When _one bottle al Db. Taft's WHITE
PINE sYRUP | eare the worst Congh,
Cold, ng | the Throat, or Consum

no maller how bad

THE OLDEST MEDICINE inthe WORLD

Dy saac Thomson's Gelebrald Eve Water,

e artiele e a carefully proparsd nhysjelnns pres
soription and has been I constant wse for nearly &
contury, and notwithetandting the many of o e pee -

i at have beon Introduced into the market,
1o of thinartielo [s eonatantly inerpasiog. 1f the

to account for the appearsnce of the
water were given, until somo little sci-
ence was brought to baar upon the phe-
nomenon of its irregular low. We see
many women here washing clothes in
a most motherly way, and filling their
gontskins for the irrigation of theirlittle
gardens below. Wo retrace our steps
and go up out of the cave into the som-
bre light of the wvalley. Tombs of the
“Judges" and tombs of ‘‘Prophets,"
old and new, surround our steps. There
are tombs on every side. Indeed, we
begin to fiind the place populous with
olhers beside the dead. There are wa-
ters flowing here, and some green re-
sults appear. Old Arabs in striped
mantles appear also with antiques to
sell in the shape of coins in the time of
Titus, and pottery in the age of Herod.
We buy much doubtfully, for ever so
little. Now, we are under the southeast
corner of the Temple plateau, How
finely the battlements stand. This is,
indeed, Jerusalem, and fills every ex-
pectation! From the village opposite
comes the soun'l of a rude flute and the
jabker of multitudea. The hills oppo-
site are terraced and tenanted to their
tops. In the valley below are some
olives, some cabbages, and o cow! A
fow carouba trees and many eaves; a
few vegetable plots and many donkeys.
From another point Siloam seoms n
larger village, We pass a well; thore is
a bronzed Rachel at it, filling her goat-
skins with water to irrigate her pateh
below in the “King's Garden,” The
lime-rock and soll wre very white, and

In |

the dust and gravel very thick, and the
wonder is that, even with waler, any-
thing ean grow here, Hore we are
eaded on o examive somoe exonvations

recently made by & German paliwsntol-
vglst,. Ho had found the old wall of
tha ey, nnd was prosécding to mako

ot of Dis Inner conselonsness the Tome-
Pl in all s parss sl majesiy of pro-
partion, when the good Pasha called
!t on Lis enterprise,

direotione are followod 1 will never fall,  We par-
fenlnyly tnviee the attentlon of Qhrlh'lnlpt o lts meps
[;_n i’klh, Lo THOMEPRON, 50ONS & OO,

o
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BUCKET RETURN TRAP.

! This trap sutos
matically  dralns
the water of con-
donsatlon from
HEATING COILS
and  relurne  the
sane to the Holler,
whether the Colle
et ABOYE OB HE-
LOW  Lhi walir
level 1h  Duller,
thus daolng awas

with pumps un.

uther  mechanle

deyloes for  sug

PUTpES,

SV AMARTPACTURED

Sigam Trap Co,

ALBANY, N. Y.

SRICK TOWNSEND, Prestdent.
'“““Muhfn;r}(:u ] ’fu. ZERIND Bucty and Tress

An Open
Secret.

The fact Is well understood
that the MEXICAN MUS-
TANG LINIMENT fs by fa
the best external known fo:
man or beast. Tho res*™:
why becomes an ¢ ¢
socrot ” when we explafu that
“ Mustung ™ penetrates skl
flesh and musele to the very
hone, t‘vmnrlu% all disens «
and soreness, No other Hnoi
ment does this, bence nom
other i3 so Inrgeoli used oL
does such worlds of good,
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