Two lines slong the avenue,
A strip of emeral betwesn,
Year after yoar 1've seen renew
The beauty of their glossy green;
I've woan the sunsets sloping gold
Along their giant tree-tru lakd,
Until seemed to Faney boid
. Bome temple's pillared colonnade,
Aud in and out 1 have no doubt
That sunbesms never shone like these —
Links of gold thread that touohed my head
Amongst the dear old chestnut-trem.

Down drooping to the mellow tarf,

The lower branohes sapread themselves
In many and many & greoful curve—

Moeet shalter from o to ssand elves;
Whilet upward 1n o pyoseaid

The woven branchos thiokly grow.
From leat to leaf the sunbeamas slid,

And not & my might venture througb,
Bocanse the roof was sutibeam-proof,

A shudy nook for dreamy ease,
Heenre from bisze of hot noondays,

The shadow of the ohmtnut-trees,

And ob the blossoma, faintly Hushed,
Het on the outer ledge of green!
1 used to think they gently bluahed,
Half shamed at stunding to be seen,
Amongnt thom in their order set
The happy birds wingoed in and ont;
Their little stir, thewr Lght wings' fret,
Was all the sound of life sbaout,
The Bummer fair bad everywhere
Lullod into rest the alichtest broeas;
No sound came in of worldly din
To vex me ‘nesth the chestnut-troes,

b flush of life grown wan and pale,
And woary feol, in wintry days
fand'ring alone sod nigh to fall

Adown the city's orowded ways!
droam! The sunbesms on the grass,
The glowing pyramids of bloom,
he birda' ohirp as they fleetly puas
Through the thick leaf roof’s tender gloom,
bat only wtir of light wings' whirr,

My mem'ry from the past retrieves

all that's gone, been said or done,
Yours sinee beneath the cheatnut-troos,

fo's done with flow'is; around me now
Ibe busy turmoil swoeps and swims;
swioat of brain and sweat of brow
Afe slow Lo its foregone end wins,
i far off in the happy West
‘he chestout-troos stand leafeless, bare,
p shadows on the tarf do rest,
nt mine will never darken there!
HE, strife, of work-dav Life,
d heart grown eold snd bard with these,
Id it be best give up to rest—
» bnek amongnt the chestoot-troes,

! 1t was not leaves and bloom

e that fadedat the prime—

nly sunshine and perfume

t altored at the tyuch of Time—

nly birds that sang most swoet

onget the trees to one denr ntrain,

w'rs that sprang beneath our feet,

t never oan come back again;

arta wo had, the young hearts glad,
I'ime counld chill and Sorrow freese—

8oy are lost—they bave changed mowt
0111 benesth the chestnat-troo,

TWENTIETH
CEMBER,

™ OF DE-

Thrain poured in torrents, drifting
and dving in waves of cold sleet, ul-
most irning my umbrells wrong side

out, wl breaking against my water- |

proof sat as if it meant to penetrate
the smath surface despite the Matility
of preious efforts,  The truin had
droppe me at Dartmoor, where the
stutionmaster’s hospitality extended

to the joffer of a lantern and direc- |

tions tethe nearest inn, a mile distant
where n friend intended to meet me.
That wi why my travel leads me to
take thh lonely walk. The steady
light of sy laatern fell on the pools
und strems of water ns they momen-
tarily desened or gathered under de-
ceptiveqies of slush. Nothing save
a promis to my old comrade, Dernie
Strong, ould have indueed me to
brave thelements on such 4 night us
this,

We hiwseparated ten  years before,
And nowafter ten years, T was fac-
ing the piless storm to meéet him on
lils llil'{lld., and go out to the fine old
mansion Mich had come to him by
way of inbritance. The wind eut in
plercing blats across the moora: noth-
ing broke s wild sweep, 1 had hunt-
ed over the many a day, but never
encountere ¢ storm upon them until
to-night.

I buttone my coat closer and drew
my hat low:: the tempest seemed to
increase, twiting the umbrella like a
vag. “It's slevilish night for man m
beast,” 1 mitered, vainly endeavor-
mg to right ¥ umbrella.

“Ave, 8ir,dls o bad night,” answered
A lemale vole at my very elbow,

If a spirit wd risen from its grave,
I could not hse been more shocked or
ustonished.

“It's alwsyibad on these moors on |

the twentiethd Decémber,” she added,
at ihe sume topent coming close to
my side, aud Hipg into step with me.

The Hght Hll_l'l:ll:\' beameadd upon a
pale, rigid facevith eves steadily gaz-
ing before. Ew in the storm T eould
see thut there as something unusual
about the wong, something almost
weird, Herdres seemed 1o be of gray
serge, covered Yl a long cloak, and
the hand that «ld it together was
slender and whs Hor bonnet evi-
dently belonged s some past fashion ;
indecd, altogethe, her costume was
out of date, and ripping with water,

“There are notuany travelers such
nights as this,” ihe olserved. after

walking & few stés and keeping pace |

with my rapld sthieg,

“Not very often; dy ¥ 1
glancing into the delicute fuce and
noting the palned wpression thereon.
“1t must be & dive mevgsity that tempts
# lady out on such k ight

“Necessity ¥ sha gestioned ; “ves, a
dire ]||'|'|-mi'|l_\. I 18t cross  these
moors if the tempest oays them apart.
Is thi=s the twentisth of Decoember ¥
ehe asked, abruptly wrning her face
toward me, then guing straight in
front of her in the sane figed gaze, as
If she strove Lo peer luio the piteh-like
b lackness always befon ys

“Yes, certainly
that pond of water is jver shioe- top.”

“It doea not matter” she nnswered,
walking through the slushy pond with-
out a glance at it. “Are youn sure this
is the twentieth of Dessmber ¥

“Yes, perfeotly certain

*Then, she rejolnsd quickly, “1 must
gross the moor. Ah! | must—there
is no help for it, I wus walk—walk
in apite of the blasts and pyin”

She might have sat for e portrait
f some high-bred dame of 4 contury
yust, with her long peliss, and sleeves
alling back from the wristg und enot-
mously high-heeled show. The [face,
a8 well a8 1 could see it was prefiy,
without being very voung She looked
troubled, almost agonized, gnd utterly
regardless of the wretchs] walk we
were having ; neverthelessihis autique
femnale lled me with compgssion, |1
trove to shield her from the deiving

in with my umbrelle. “Madam,” 1

id, after a eritical side glunee, “Per-
haps you will allow me Lo aitend to
your errand; ifit is in my power to
BIVe you, It will give me¢ pleasure to
[0 8O,

*“Yon are wonderful polite, gir.” she
pplied  with & formal courtesy. *1
must attend to my own errand, but ah,
hir, perhaps you will (¢l me whether
his is the twentisth of December.”
*Muadim, there s not a doubt of it 1
ure you ib is perfectly true, 1 left

queried

It s,

: |
Fake care,

London this moming, und have the

inmy ; you oan see them
f you wish; mm—- .

“No" she interrupted with a depre-
cating gesture, and & strangely hope
less tone; “1 must believe you,sir—ihe
raln will wet the paper. It raing won-
derful fast, and the train came later
than it did the last thwe"

“Yes;: ] presume it was on time yes.
terday. The storm deluyed us,” was
my reply.

“] meant the last twentieth of De
cember, the night was not s0 wild ns
this," rejoined the woman, drawing
her eloak around her, and shivering.

“l shppose you were never out in
such a storm,” 1 said between the gusts
of wind and sleet, almost blowing the
words down my throat and making
me gasp for breath,

“Ay, yes; 'tis nothing. 1 crossed
the moors onee when the snow had
banked up to the lower branches of
the trees, and well nigh coversd the
little Dartmoor Inn before the new
kitchen had been added to it; and there
was no rallway crossed it then; but
there was no one to tell me whether it
was the twentieth of December, al-
though I sought to know."”

“Before the new kitehen had been
wdded ¥ My Dbrain began to whirl,
The old plate In the stone corner of
the inn kitehen I had looked at so
often, and studied its date with all a
boy’s perseverance in nothing to do;
and then that legend of the great snow
on Dartmoor had been one of my ehild-
ish delights as my grandmother related
it. Strange that this young creature
shiould speak of it, when I remembered
that my grandmother had it from her
grandmother.

“The old inn kitchen was built one
hundred vears ago, madam,” 1 observed,
in unmistakeable ineredulity,

“Yes, so it was, and the great snow
wiis ten vears before. No one ven-
tured abroad but me; no one would
tell me whether it was the twentieth
of Decetber, although 1 longed to ask,"
she responded regretfully, quite undis-
turbed at my stare of amazement
somehow as she spoke [ observed that
her custom was in the style of a greal-
great- grand mother, and mentally |
,’ caleulated from the date of her decease
| =1t had been one hundred and forty
| years ago. J

“Pray, madam, may [ ask whether
younre mindful of how long it has
been sinee then? It was not in our
day,” 1 ventured to observe.

“Aye, not In yours,” she answered
quietly; “the snow was more than one

| hundred years ago. That was a derce
night for me.  Ah, it was hard to keep
the path when the big tree had been
blown down and lay flat on the
ground.”

“What tree ™ 1 inquired. She point-
ed to o great elm tree we wore passing
fat that wmoment, the wet branches
blown about by the rough winds, and
knocking our heads with uncomforta-
ble rudeness,

“That was & shoot from the
stump. It isa gosdly tres now."

Just then I eaught the first glimmer
of light from the inn windows, and de-
spite the loguucity of my companion 1
| confess Lo a feeling of relief. Besides,

a curiosity to view her by a better
| Hght, and understand something about
| this strange personnge, was just as
| strong as my desire to see her safely
| under shelter and out of weather too
| tempestuous for a woman,

[ “Weare near the inn, madam; you
can see the lHght.”

“Yes, they had u window in the
north gable, which guided belated
triavelers; one could see the light from
it far across the moors,” she responded,
in that clear treble of hers.

I made no reply; this time 1 reflect-
ed. She is mistaken: no such window
has ever been there, to my knowledge.
The wind was not as high, although
the rain and slest still fell in torrents,
giving as much as 1 could do to find
the way, and in some messure defend
the woman from its pelting. As far,
however, as my efforts were concerned,
or indeed as to the weather, she ap-
peared oblivious, and evidently never
noticed either except by a quaint ac-
knowledgement when ) called her at-
tention to it. We were only a few
yards from the inn, walking rapidly,
| when she turned to me again with an
| imploring gesture.

“Sir, I beseech you to tell me wheth-
er this is really the twentisth of De
cember. T have loat my count, and do
not know—ah! I implore you to tell
me truly.”

“Madam, I swear it is," was my en-
ergetic response, hurrying forward to
the friendly cover of the inn porel.

She seemed to hasten her pace, also,
|and &8 1 ran up the steps sald, with
| the most heartfelt gratitude

“I mn wonderfully fortunate.”

I knocked sharply at the door, which
was opened immediately by a rubleund,
jovial bindlord, with his pipe in his
wouth, and a blazing fire in the cheery
background.

“Come in, sir, come in; it's a nasty
night,” he said, in & hearty volce, as I

hesitated.

‘ “The lndy,” 1 said; “here 18 0 lady
| who ¢laims your attention.”

“Where? there is no lady, is there ?"
asked the landlord, an expression of
surprise crossing his honest face,

I turned my lantern around; there
was no one to be seen ; we searched the
porch, for 1 asserted positively that a
Indy hidd accompanied me. All in vain:
the landlord pointed to my tracks in
the sleet-covered, freezing alush ; there
were none beside them—mine and no
vthers

“Are you sure of it, sir?" he asked,
rather doubtfully ; “leastways, its very
strunge. Was she friend of yourn?”
he interrogated, following me to the
fire, and assisting me out of my drip-
ping overcoat. “Maybe you never
hear'n of her before™

I told him of my adventure in cross-
ing the moor,

“Was she
musty like ¥

“Very much so; I ean't account for
her disappearance.”

It gave me a decidedly uncomfort-
able feeling to sit quietly before that
delightful fire and think of & woman
out in the storm.

“Waa she mainly troubled about the
twentieth of December, sir? asked
my Dbostess, as she handed me the
punch,

"Yes, yes; she persisted in asking
over amnd over If this was really the
Lwentieth of December,” [ responded.
ongerly,

The two glanced at esch other mean-
ingly.

“I'hat's her,” said the landlond.

“That's her,” ejaculated his wife,
turning pale, and moving nearer her
husband,

“We have heard of her before, sir”
he explained, dropping his voice into a
whisper: “you're not the first traveller
that’s seen the gray woman of the
moor, She only walks once a year, on
the twentieth of December, My father

old

pretty and old-timed

night when he was belated, and sie
begged pitiful for ham to tell her
whether it was the twentieth of De-
cember.”

“It's the same, undoubtedly, Did
you ever have a window in the gable
end of the house ¥

“Lord, sir!™ exclaimed the landlord,
with a mystified look, “that wus closed
up ninety years ago, It was in the old
stone purt. How did yon ever hear
of that, sir?"

“My companion across the moor in-
formed me of it," 1 replied, somewhat
bewildered by this elreumstance, yet
inclined to laugh at thelr absurdity,
nnd think it some witless ereature out
in the tempest, when she ought to be in
a mad house.

“They used to put lights in it, sir,
for travellers, for you see, In those
days there were no rallways; men
moatly took it afoot, or on horseback,”

I made no answer, It was all very
odd; take it inany light and renson as
I would, no explanation presented it~
self,

“ Who is she " I nsked. aftor o few
moments rapid reflection plunging me
only deeper in the fog of mystery.

“Well, sir, they do tell of her about

here,” unswered the wife of my host,
glancing furtively at the door; “but
leastways it's no luck to talk of her
when she is abroad. Who knows what
she might do if she heard us; not that
I believe the like of that, or mind tell-
ing you," corrected the good woman,
dropping her voice in a mysterious
whisper. You see, I've lived on the
adge of the moor all my life, sir, and
my mother and grandmother, and her
grandam before me, so I ought to know
the rights of it. My grandam says
that the old house over in Wyndeworih
Park is where she lived—Lady Cicely,
I mean—and that she was to mary a
hundsome baronet on the twentieth of
December And, sir, my grandam says
he went abroad to the French war,
promising to come back. She would
wialk on an evening across the moor to
see if he was coming, but he never
came, although the poor thing fretted
her life away, watching and walting
for him. My grandam says she was
always begging them to tell her wheth-
er it was the twentieth of December,
and everybody was afraid to do it
lenstways they didn't; but she must
have found it out in some way. Atlast
they heard that her tine knight had
narried a French lady, and poor lady
Yicely got more daft than ever, amd
grandam says her grandam  had heard
how she wouldbeg piteously for some-
Likly to tell her truly if it was the
twentieth of December, and would sit
day in and day out watehing the way
he had to come across the moor. No-
body told her, but on the twentieth of
December she slipped away unknown
to anybody in an awful storm, and the
next day they found her dead on the
ImMoor,

The landlady glanesd frequently over
her shoulder at the door as she whis-
pered her story in my ear:

“They do say she crosses the moor
every twentieth of December, sir,” ad-
ded the woman under breath, starting
mvoluntarily as a just of wind shook
the door and rattled the windows.
“I've never ventured abroad, but If I
do, sure as I'm living, Lady Cicely,
her gray, musty clothes and mouldy
cloak will meet up with me, I know
that, sir, for you've seen for yoursels
and there's ill Inck on the place, e
enuse nobody has lived at Wyndeworth
Park these fifty years, all aloug of the
gray woman—Dbegging her pardon,”
supplemented the hostess with the
most timid hamility.

Bernie laughed at the adventure
when he heard of it, but all his raillery
did not take away the apprehension
and awe-stricken look from the coun-
tenance of mine host and his wife,
“Its her and naught else, if I may
make bold to say," they persisted. For
myself the incident was perfectly inex-
plicable, The peculiarity of the wo-
man's face and costume, and the aceu-
racy of her recollections presented an
unsolved enigma. Every inquiry only
served to deepen my perplexity.

That was ten yearsago. Last night
Bernie  came tome after a three
vear's absence to spend the holidays
with us. It was dark and cloudy, but
lie sent the carriage back and preferrad
to walk over the moor to the station.
We had not long to wait before his
quick step came crunching over the
gravel-bed walk, and we had wealeomed
him home again,

“It'sa confoundedly lonesome walk
over that moor,” he said, as we all sat
down to dinner, after Bernie had fresh-
ened up his toilet. “The deuee take it,
some gueer-looking woman met me
and inquired if this was the twentieth
of December. 1 don't know whether
she was that old ghost the servants
used to term the *gray woman,” but
odidly enough she had a gray, moldy
look, and seemed afraid 1 would not
tell her the truth.”

Here was another adventure precise-
ly similar to mine, and equally inex-
plicable. Whether there is any foun-
dation for my belief, or whether the
world will merely laugh at my folly, |
do not know, but for the life of me, 1
cannot shake off the idea that my com-
panion of that stormy walk over
the moor was the uneasy occupant of
some other sphere. 1 never cross the
moor after dark, as frequently ocours
when the sport has been good and the
game not shy, that I don’t expect that
antique figure to step out of the shud-
ows. and that plaintive voice to asl:

“Will you tell me if this is the twen-
tieth of Decomber? A, sir, I've lost
my count; will you tell me truly "

—————

Rather an extrordinary joke is at
present curvent on the North-West
frontier of India. The dirtiness of the
Afghan is proverbial; and itis sald
that upon one occasion General Rob-
erts captured a Mongol who was so
nerpetually dirty that it was thought

sovwsaary for the safety of the whole
camp that he should be washed. Two
eénuine Tommy Atkinses wera told
off for this purpose. They stripped
the prisoner and serubbed at him with
Jormidable brushes and a large quanti-
ty of black soap for two hours, at the
end of which time they threw
down their brushes in disgust
and went to their captain, “What
18 it men ®®  “Well, sir,” they replied
somewhat excitedly, “we've washed
that Afghan for two hours. but it
wisn't any good, After scrubbing him,
air, till our arms were like to break,
blest if we didn't come upon another
suit of clothea!™

A correspondent of an eastern  jour-
nal says: When large enough, wcarts
may be removed from cow's teats by
tying & strong waxed thread around
them. When this cannot be g
they may be washed with Thuja)
ture or cmmphoretted olive
burned below the surface

phate of copper,

The koy married the baboon's sister,
ﬂm-k:h.x’llip-aldthmhwht.
Kisned no bard be misod & blister,

Bbe set up = yoll,

The bridesmsaid stuck on some court
1t sback so faat it couldn't atick any faster,
Wasn't that asad dissster?
Protty soon t got well,
What do you think th- oride was dressed in?
White gause vell sod a groen breastpin, :
Hed klz shoon; she looked guite interesting—
Hhe was guite a belie,
The bridegroom wore s blue shirt collar:
A blsok silk stook thet cont & dollar,
Large false whinkors the fashion to follow,
He out quite s awell.
What do you think they had for supper?
Blaok-eyed beans and bread and butter;
Duckn in the duck bonse all in a flntter;
Piekeled vysters, top.
Chestonta boiled sod raw and roasted ;
Apples wtewed and onlons toasted ;
Musie in the corner
Waiting for the cue,

What do you think was the tune they danced to?
The drunken sailor and sometimes Jim Orow,
Tails in the way and some got piached too;
Beonuse they were too long.

What ao you think they had for a fiddle?
An old banjo with a bole in the middle;
A tambourine made out of s ruddle;

And that's the ond of my song.

Johnny's Essay on Tails.

There was a dog and there was & cat,
and there was a labm, and there was a
ox., The dog it sed to the ox, the dog
did: “That's & mity long tail you got
there, mister, with a nice tossle to the
end, but you can't waggle it wen you
meet yure master,”

Then the eat it sed to the ox, too:
“No, in deed, and yon can’t blo® it up
like & bloon wen you git nuwul.”

Then the labm it sed- “You ain't
able for to twinkle it, either, wen you
think of something funny.”

The ox he thot a wile, and bime by
he spoke up, and sed his ownself: “I1
played hooky wen 1 was a little boy so
much that I dident lern them vain ac-
complishments, that's a fack, but 1 got
# tolaby good bisness edceation, and 1
gess mebby you fellers wude have to
cum to me for to hullup you out if you
hiul to ] a order for ox-tall soop.”

— T
The Godfather Death,

A certiin poor man had twelve chil-
tdren, and was obliged to work day and
night to find bread for them to eat;
but when the thirteenth ehild was |
born he ran out in his despaiv on the
high road to ask the first he should

ige, and the smallest to the n&::l and
Snyvheulul. Yot some ot chill-

ren and youth In the world have but
the smullest lomps."”

The Physician begged to be shown
hils own lamp, and Death pointed to the
one almost expiring, sayving, “There,
that Is thine”

“Ah, my denr godfather,” exclaimed
tie Physician, frightensd, *kindle a
ew one for me; for your love of me
de it, that T muy enjoy some years of
i, marry the Prineess and come to
the erown.”

I cannot,” answersd Death; “one
lngp must be extinguished before an-
otler can be lighted,”

“Then place the old one over a new
lnogg, that its dying fire may kindle a
fresh binze,” sald the Physician en-
trealingly.

Daath made as if he would perform
lis wish, and prepared a lage and
fresh wmp; but he did it very slowly,
in order to revenge himself, and the
little Lame died before he finished.
Then the Physician sank to the earth,
and fal forever into the hands of
Death!

e —

Fashion Notes,

The Brighton ulster is very fashion-
able and emvenient for travelling,

Laece and embroldery are even more
used for trimmings as the senson ad-
yunces,

One of the prettiest lace ping worn
is 2 well e, with the bucket-pend-
ant from it.

Stylish eombs, beautifully carved
in the form of flowers and leaves, and
in very dark tinls, sve much worn.

French shell combs, in besutiful de-
signs, are becoming more and more
fushionable, us the coiffure lecomes
lower,

A pretty travelling bonnet can be
made of black, roigh-and-ready straw
trimmed with black, wuatered ribbon
and red roses. Itis very stylish, and,
withal, modest.

Novelties in parasols are now shown
In every conceivable style, shape and
ecolor,  They are much more faney
and showy this season than last, and
add, by their pieturesqueness, to the
pretty face of the bearer.

Pretty English stockings are now
very tashionable, of Lisle thread in
ecre Linls, open-worked vertically, and
embroidered with small dots which al-
ternate in different colors, blue, gir-
net, brown and black.

English ladies ure weuring for in-

meet to stand godfather for it,

Presently he mel Death striding |
wlong on his withered legs, who said
“Take me for godiather” The man J
asked who he was, and received
for reply, *“1 am Death, who!
muke all things equall” “Then,” an-
awered the man, you ure the right per-
son =you make no difference between
the rich and poor; you shall be god-
father for my boy"

Death replied, “I will make your child
rieh and famous; he who has me for a
friend can nesd npought., Then the
man told him the christening was fixed |
for the following Sunday, and invited
him to come; and at the right time he |
did appear and scted very becomingly |
on the occasion.

When the boy arrived at the years
of diseretion, the godfather came and
took him away with him, and leading
him into a forest showed him an herb
which grew there, Now,” said Death,
you shall réceive your christening gift.
I make you a famous physician. Every |
time you are called to a sick person 1
shall appear to vou. If I stand at the
liead of yonr patient, you may speak |
confidently that you can restore him
and if you give him a morsel of that
vegetable he will speadily get well ; but
if I stand at the feet of the sick he is
mine, and you must say all medicine
is in vain, for the best physician inthe |
world conld not eure him. Dare not,
however, 1o use the herb against my
will, for then it will go i1l with you.”

Ina very short . mee of time the
youth became the wost renowned phiys-
ician  in  the world. “He only
Just wants to see the sick person, and
he knows instantly whether he will
live or die)” said every one to his
nelghbor; and 8o it came to pass that
from far and near people came to him
bringing the sick, and giving him so0
much money that he soon became n
very rich man.  Once it happened that
the King fell sick and our Physielan
was called in to say if recovery were
possible,  When he came to the bed-
slde he saw that Death stood at the
feet of the King, “Ah) thought he,
“if 1 might this onee cheat Death lhe!
will certainly take offense: but then | |
am his god-child and  perhaps he will |
shut his eyes to it—1 will venture.”

So saying he took up the sick mun
and tnrned him round, so that Deatl
stood at the head of the King: then he
gave the King some of the herb, and
he instuntly rose up quite refreshed.

Soon afterwards Death, making an
evil and gloowy tace, came to the
Physician mnd pressed him on the arm,
saying, “You have put my light out,
but this time I will excuse you, be-
cause you are my god-child: however, |
do not dare to act so agnin, for it will
cost yon your life and I shall ¢ome and
take you away."

Soon after this event the daughter
of the King fell into a serious iliness,
and, as she was his only child, he wWep
day and night watil his eyes were ul-
most blinded. He also caused it to be
mde known that whoever saved her
Hife should receive her for a bride and
inherit his crown. When the physi-
clay eame to the bedside of the sick,
he percelved Death at her feet, and he
remembered the warning of his god-
futher; but (he greut beauty of the
Princess and the fortune which ber
husband would: receive so influenced
him that he cast all other thoughts to
the wind. He would not see that Death
cast angry looks at him, and threat-
ened him with his fist; but he raised
up his patient and lad her head where
her feet hiad been, Then he gave her
i portion of the wonderful herb, and
soon her cheeks regnined their color
and her blood clrealated freely.

When Death thus saw his kingdom
a second time invaded and his power
mocked, he strode up swiftly to the
side of the Physician and sald, “Now
8 your turn come:” and be struck him
with his ley-cold hand so hard that the
Physicinn wis unable to resist, nnd was
obliged to follow Death to his under-
ground abnde, There the Physician
saw thousands upon thousands of
lamps burning in immeasureable rows,
BOTHE Iulrlg». others siwall, and other
yet smaller. Every momenbsoen
extinguished Sutlothers i 8he
ins ' I
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viceable manterial for

| materinls,
| are the usaal trimmings, put on browd

| according to taste.

| of biue, Llnck

| B
| with

doors o long pliain dres: Jsomething like
the “Esma”™ wrapper. The plain prin-
cess dress is also & verv gond design
for ginghams or cambrics for mourn-
ing wear, amnd the “Waltenn,” set into a
suire yoke, i very graceful style for a
breakfust dlress in country houses,

Twilled Nannel, dark Blue or Runs-
slan gray, is the best and most  ser-
bathing dresses,
#s it does not ehill, does not hold water,
nor eling to the body 50 much as other
White, black or el braid
and in elusters, or simply 45 bindings,

Among tke prettiest dresses pre-
pared  for afternoon receplions ure
Jondards with ecpne ground, and smull
olive and blue fligures, tiny leatlots,
acorns with stems, and the like, The
sl design containing several shules
of olive brown and green, with lines
and a deeper shiade of

yellow to bring out the dark tints

An exquisite jalot of crepo o Chine
trimmed with silk  Valenciennes, 1t
consists of a deep plaited point, edged |
Valenciennes, and a4 coguille of
the same lace, ornmmented with Joops
of ninrrow pitle blue gros grain rilibop,
and a small bouguet of field Nowers
with foliage, Another bouquet s

placed nearly at the bottom  of the

pointed eml,

One of the most popular combina-
tions which has been effected this se
son, consists of i union of plain cotton
or woulen materials with plaid or eheck
different kinds, cvolors and sizes.
The plain dark blues and wine colors |
are always combined with plaids into
whieh these dark colors inter, and are
united with u great deal of gold color
of different shades, The paler materi-
als, on the contrary, such as mustics
and very light stone color, or ash KTy,
are combined with checks, made up of
pinks and blues, with lines of olive and
brown, or black.

A novelty insummer tollets consists
of 4 white tlounced or trimmea skirt,
in thin woul, gauze, and muslin, and
ligh, sleeveless bodice of dark wine
colar on ruby silk or satin,
I8 of the same material as the bodics,
but has a pufl at the elbow, of the thin
fabric. A necklace made of numerous
little chains, with o pendent locket, is
worn at the thi'o o, and the siine effect
is produced at the wrist by a muanv-
stranded bracelet, the sléave heing
longer than the ordinary elbow sleeve,
but fitbing close, and allowing the space
upon  the wrist necessary for long
gloves and ornaments.

——— e

Home-Made Pleture Frames,

| traeted
| Washington.

Myrtle Burr in the Rural Home
writes :
80 landsome that | asked her permis-
gion Lo examine them more closely.
They looked like beautifully carved
wood, She told me she had made them
all hersell from common brown wrap-
ping paper. She takes the paper and
cuts it in inch and o half or two inch
s(uares, then folds it in the middle to
make ‘a three cornered square, then
folds down each corner, making & per-
fect square, with o crense or line run- |
ning through the widdle (which must
be left outside.) She then places one
close above the other, so the pomits will
run up, leaving the crease running
through the center, and sews them to-
gether ina long strip.  This is the cen-
ter.  She now Ltukes two of the paper
auarés (or Lhree | she wishes) folded
in the same way, places and sews them
same as before, and places them along-
side of the strip, so that they will come
ont far enoungh on the side to make
notches, She then continues sewing
these notehes down each slde until she
hins it long enough, She then takes
pasteboard a little larger than the pict-
nre which she wishes o frame, and
sews thils on it. She measures it before
sewing, leaving room for both glass
and pleture to come far enongh under
it to hide the edges and make it tirm,
A Lhis is all dome she gives It a gomd

’ i These frames will
i, AL properly mide.
must be nsed

Carrie’s picture frames were |

From the Natienal Live Stock Journal,

The labor of solling is compensated
in three ways—{irst, in saving fences;
secondly.in suving manure ; and,thirdly,
in the extra production of milk, meat,
wool, or growth, The suceess of Lhis
system must depend very mueh upon
the siill exercised in the production of
the proper solling crops. It is not pro-
posed Lo cut meagre green crops for
feeding in stall or yard; for the labor
—which we have just been considering
—would be too great for any gain to be
anticipated. - It s expected that the
land for soiling will e put in such
fine condition as to bear excellent erops,
and that these ciops be located con-
venlent to the place of feeding. A good
erop of rys, clover, ete, will require
only one rod or less per duy for each
animal, whilst & thin erop might re-
quire three rods for the same purpose.
It is, therefore, most important that
we should give careful attention to the
best erops for eutting green,

WINTER RVE

This flourishes best on & sandy or
gravelly soil, but will gow large erops
on heavy clay loam, if well under-
drained. It yields a large supply of
green food on soil only moderately
rich, as its roows spread out in a thick
network over a considerable spaee, and
furnish a large number of absorbents.
It being an annual, it must be cut be-
fore the head forms, and it will then
spring up again ot onee for a second
crop., Some German authorities say
that it may be cut at short Intervils
during the first sunimer, and then mu-
ture a crop of seed the mext senson.
Gireat eare should be taken to eut 1t in
its young and succulent state, so as to
keep it in vigor. If the crop is good,
and the land sufficiently moist, it mav
be eut every three or four weeks.

Rye should be sown early for soiling
—suy the latter part of Augtist, or
early in September, for the Middle and
New England States, and, for the
Southern States, it may be sown as
late as November, It is better sown
with a drill, at the rate of two bushels
peraecre. 1 it grows vigorously in fall,
feed it off if the land is dry, or cut it
high with a machine, so that it will
not smother undersnow, The propor-
tion of dry organiec matter in green rve
is about per cent., which is more
than in clover, but its albumineids are
in less propoction  than in clover or
peas,  And, althongh we have foond
cattle to do well upon rve for a few
weeks, vet it better to give some
more nitrogenous food with it, such as
clover, oil-cake, wheal middlings, oat-
meal, ete. 1ye is ready to cut wefore
clover; and small quantities of these
other foods may be given with rye till
clover is ready to be eut amd fed with
L Hye and clover, combined, make o
most exeellent ration for steers or cows.
The rye erop is much benetted by har-
rowing onee or twice in spring after
the ground becomes sufliciently dry to
dvive upon it.  The slanting-tooth har-
row is used,
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CELOVEL.

This must always be one of the most
important erops for soiling, both on ae-
connt of its early eutting, and its large
amonnt of exeellent green food upon an
pere. It containg more water in the
green stale than rye; but its albumin-
oids, and earbo-hydrates are in bettor
proportion a8 a fosl for young and
growing animals, and for the produc-
tion of milk. On dry, rich solls very
large erops may be radsed, even as high
as twelve tons of green food at the flrst
cutting in early blossoms, and often
two more cuttings, amounting to eight
or word tons—ylelding evew as high as
twenly tons of green clover in a sen-
501, or Over six tons of dry clover hay,
This proportion of greéen to dry clover
% ealenlated fiom experiments muade
by Prof. Voelcker on the College farm
at Cirencester. The erop s cheaply
riised, is subject to but a lew insect
enemies, and not affected so much by
drought as most other crops.

ORCHARD (RASS
Is anexeellent soiling grass, and shouid
be grown with clover, as they arve both
remudy to cut at the same time. They
both comnmence a fresh growth imme-
diately after cutting, This gruss at-
the favorable attention ot
Hesays: “Orochard grass,
of all others, is, In my opinion, the
best, mixture with clover; it blooms
precisely at the same time, rises quiek-
ly mgain after cutting, stands thick,
yields well, and both eattle and horses
are fond of it, green or in hay." This
1% 0 good description of its excellences,

The sleeve | although in order to “stand thick™ the
| s0ll must be made very fine and & large

amoun. of seed sown, We have seen
it growing luxurbantly on & heavy clay
losm.  With proper attention and
manuring it may be cut at least three
times ina season.

LUCERNE.

This plant has, where the soil |s
adapted to it, a pecullar value for soll-
ing. Itbelongs to the class of legu-
minous plants, und, like clover, takes a
very deep root, penetrating even
deeper than elover, the roots having
been traced as muach as thirteen feet
beside n pit, Tts nutritive qualities
are about equal to elover, and it pro-
duces in favorable situations a much
greater weight per sere. On riel,
warm land it gives an early cutting,
and four orfive in u season. It is, per-
haps, one of the oldest eultivated for-
age plants—wis in common use among
the Greeks and Romans, It was enlti-
vated in New York nearly a century
ago. Chancellor Livingston experi-
mented with it in 1701, und reports
some three yenrs of his trinl. He ob-
tained over six tons of hay in five eut-
tings, The soll best adapted to it isa
deep, rich lowm, inelining to sandy,
\\'ilia i porous subsoll, or a well drained
clay losm.
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Milk and Lime Water in Nervous
Disorders,

In a paper on “Milk with Lime
Water as Food and Medicine in Ner-
vous Disorders,” presented by E N.
Chapman to the Medical Society of the
State of New York, at its recent an-
nunl meeting, the author deprecates |
the warfare of (ll'dgﬂ nguinst isense
whieli is now being waged by special-
ists more vigorously umr systematleal-

cthan ever before. Digestion and
assimilation, he usserts, are ignored,
and the attention is absarbed by one
or more prominent symptoms in a part
rmote trom the primary source of
morbid action. Consequently the of-
forts of the phyiscian to cure his pa-
thent are too oflen unavailing,

He states that having used, the last
few vears, milk with lime water al-
most exclusively us the diet of his pn-

nts, he has attained o success un-

.

known to him when he

on medieine and leas on food, “To illus-
trate the ready assimilation, the nutrl-
tive quality and the remedinl power of
milk, when rendered digestible by lime,
he presented notes of a number of cus-
e Lrentod by hom, embracing o class [n-
volying the nerve ocenters, and that
are acknowledged to be litthe under the
command of secepted modes of treat-
ment ; such, for instance, as moarasmus
amenria, parnlysis, indigestion, nearal-
g, chorea, dewentin, and aleoholism,

—— -

Domestic Water Supplies,

From the American Cultivator,

Water, next to air, is the chief nee-
essily of life, henee it is all important
not only that we should have a boun-
tiful supply, but also that it should be
pure.  Sanitary sclence hasw shown
that water is, or can be, a earrier of ap-
ldemie diseases. The history ef chal-
era, us propagated in the East, in
Europe and even in this country,
shows that it has undoubtedly been
conveyed by streams or by the drink-
ing water directly supplied to the in-
lubitants, The swme kind of propa-
gation occurs as regands typhoid fever,
ulso epidemics are diarrhoen und dyson-
tary, Scientists are undetermined ns
to whether such water has been pois-
oned from the surrounding polluted
utmosphere or whether It containg ne-
tual and active germs of disease. In
the rural districts the water supply
must necessarily be produced direct
from a well, a spring, from & river or
from the clonds.  Surface or shullow
wells are to be avoided it possible, as
they are all likely to be contaminated
with sewage, No well should be usasd
that is near a cesspool, or if on the
slope of & hill, below the Jevel of the
cesspool,  Wells secured by digging
through the surfuce strata, taking
water from lower levels' are far less
liable Lo contamination. If water be
taken from a spring or a brook, care
should be exercised in avoiding such a
supply as is contaminated with sewage
pollution.  Comparatively few wells
are safe from some sort of surface im-
purities.

Rain-water, if properly stored, is the
purest Kind obtainable, and in some
sections the only resource, Whethe
tanks, cusks, clsterns or other recep-
tacles are used, great care should D
exercised in keeping them serupuionsly
clean. A large wimount ean be collected
from the roofs of farm buildings. In
many sections of New Eugland boun-
tiful supplies of pure spring water
can be secured by mederate outlay,
where families, either thirough lack of
knowledge on the subjeet, or Uwrough
inditierence, are risking health and
even life by the use of impure waler,
Wherever the sources of water supply
are liable to any suspicion of impurity,
the safest course is that of fltering or
boiling before use. Charcoal is in-
finitely the best liltering and eleansing
medium, and animal, or bone, Is much
better than vegetable or wood el
coal, Fine sand and gravel are some-
times used for (tering water. Water
for domestic use should be clear, in-
odorous and tasteless. It should also
be colorless and free from sediment of
any kind. Above all, great care shoald
be taken 1o see that the water supply
does not. commumente with the dinin,
Numerous instanees have ocourred In
which, from close proximity of soil,
gas, drivin and wader pipes, foul eman-
ations  have impregnated the water
with disastrous results. As you value
the health and well-being of your fam-
ilies and yourselves, let the domestic
water supply receive yvour eareful
seratiny and your constant thougnt.

o ———

Buttermilk as a Beverage.

Eight years ago, savs Dr, T S Lam-
bert, I wrote the first article that 1
ever penned upon buttermilk, und the
editor said: “I will put it in as a enri-
usity ; but, Doctor, vou do not mean,
do you, to really try to get people into
the habit of drinking that vile stufi#
You will not succeed,” | answepred
that 1 really did mean to try aml to
succesd, and every yeuar sinee, except
Inst yeur, I have rekindled my offorts,
Then it was very difficull to find a
pluce in New York where good hutter-
milk could be obtained, or a person
who wished that there was suen a
place.  One keeper of n resturant ob-
tained some out of politeness to me,
hut those who cialled for it were so few
that he gave up the atlempt. How
different now! Almost everv milk-
dealer makes it a point to have butter
milk, and to sell that which he has,
The hot season is near upon us, and it
i8 time to again cons'der the subject.
Itis not of small importance, but to
this State alone it is o matter of mil-
Hons of dollars value,

There are two kinds of buttermilk.
One i8 mde from eremm, the other re-
snits from churning the entive milk,
The latter is fortunately the wmost con-
sumed, for though not in some respects
g0 rich as the other, it s mueh more
wholesome on that very aecount.
When the butter is taken from the
milk all the other elements of the milk
remain,  The butter Is simply heat-
producing or fattening in t§ natare,
We do not, therefore, need that in hot
weather. The sugar of the milk serves
the same purposes a8 the butter Jdoes,
When the sugar sours, therefore, no
harm I8 done in hot wenther. Indead,
a blessing has been wrought, since the
acid produeed from the sugar aids in
cooling the body. It appears, then,
that the buttermilk made by churning
all the milk is not only as nutritions
a8 the fresh milk, but in summer it ve-
ally has o greater physiologienl value
a8 an article of food. This not being
understood, there ia not a market, as
there ought to be, for every quart of
buttermilk made in the State. QOur
farmers give it to thelr hogs, esteoming
it worth for the purpose of feeding
them only an eighth of a cent per
quart. Now if it was appreciated so
that they could get only one cenl por
quart for it, that would bring to them
elght to ten cents against every pound
of butter that they make. This wonld,
ere long, of course, bring down the
price of butter,  Yet it would leave
more money in the pockels of the
farmers than they now realize from
their cows,

Cineinnati Enquirver : Several lead-
ing statesmen, of all politieal parties,
made patriotic addresses in this State
on the Fourth of July, We nre grath
fied to learn, from their dispassionate
discourses, that this eountry is getting
along pretty well, after all —that it is,
in fact, the greatest country in the
world,  This remarkable state of sta-
bility and prosperity, however will on-
ly last till about the first of August,

The potatoe erop in Califormia has
never been so large as this vear. Some
sales are quoted at 26 cents per sack,




