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MISOCYNY.

And have you fallsn, Lo, wy boy,
A vietim to the many srts
3 That womun viclously employ
3 As snares to trap unwary hearts?
You are engaged, your father says.
[ Come, tabe my arm, and let me know
The th:-g of yous fatal araze,
- And why the girl atiracts you so.

Sha's pﬂsllg?—?es. she ought to he:
They all bave loarnt to paiut their choeks!
Bhe sings divinely *—1 shall see;
t probably she only shricks.
B Ehe’s good a.n-d}gnntlu #—Well, of conrsa,
I She wants to get vou well in hand ;
A sieve of oats will woo r horse
To let yon mount and take command,

- Ehe comes of ancient Hnsage ?—TPooh ]
i Thoss Norman barons used to thieve;
] And any girl whom Hodge may woo
Can chfm descent from mother Eve.
Bhe has & fortuno '—And be sure
That all the world will soon be told
That she is rich and you are poor,
And that you coveled her gold,

Hor hair is yellow ns the wheat 2—

Your statement may be justified;
But it is no uncommon feat

For girls to have thelr tresses dyed,
Her figure is perfection —Yos!

Fine figures capture foolish hoarts,
And testify the great sucoess

Of lacing and deceptive arta

I'm harsh *—Ha, ha! But who {5 that,
The girl beneath the chestnut-tree,
With honeysuokle round her hat ?
Her image! Canit really be?
Miss Pink, you say ?—Your sweetheart, Fred!—
Forgive me] How was I to know?
There! Never mind what I have sald!
1 loved her mother, vears ago!

THE NEW MEETING-HOUSE.

BY WILLARD SACKETT.

Come right up to the fire, and warm
yourself. Gettin’ purty cold out, min't
it? Guess we will bave a reg’lar down
East night, like some we used to have
back in Maine where I some from.

What! you from downEast? Shake
hands again, stranger. It does my old
eyes good to see & man from the place
where I lived so long. Yes, I was born
an’ bred in Maine, but times got hard
an’ we heard so many stories of how
poor people was gettin' rich out West
here, an’ so we packed up an’ moved out
bere, but we aint in no better fix than
we was back East. I'm layin' up every

" cent I can an’ some day I hope to have
enough to take me an” my wife back to
the only place that will ever seem like
home to us. An’ I want to go to meet-

- in' in the new meetin-house down in
B the grove once more; 'fore I die.

Y If you like, stranger, I'll tell you
how the new meetin-honse was first

bnilt up on ahill but was afterward
moved down into the grove at the foot.
That was nigh onto eight years ago.
Eight years ago next September.

We allus used to have meetin’ in the
old school-house; but you know our chil-
dren was growin’ up an’ havin’ children of
their own, an’ first thing we knew the
schoal-house was geltin’ too small to hold
all of us comfortably, an’ so we decided
to build s new meetin’-house.

I s'pose it allus does happen so, but
there were six or seven spots chosen
for the location of the church; but af-
ter awhile we got the aumber down to
two an’ there we stuck. You see all
the older folks wanted it built down in
the grove right near the old sckool
house, "cause we had gone tomeetin’ =0
many times in the old school house
that we were kind o' attached to the
old location, an’ wanted the new one
as pear it as we could get it. It was
such a nice, shaddy place to tie your
horse on & hot Bunday sfterncon, an’
the birds used to build their nests in
the trees, an’ there were lots of rab-
bits and squirrels in the woods, an’ it
seemed to be just the right place to
build our new meetin’ house.

Baut the younger folks bad got some

igh falutin’ notions into their heads,

au’ they were bound to have it built

good deal of our strong-
edness an’ stubbornness in fightin'
life's hard battle:
folks had their own way,
tions were made to i
meetin’ house on the hill,
Well, we knew we wouldn’t ha
much longer to "tend meetin’ in the
school house, s0 we made the most
our time an’ resigned ourselves to
‘o We knew it "ad came out all right, for
such things always do. Things went
- on for some time, an’ the new meetin’'

Fald

only one more meetin’ in the old school-
house.

Don't I remember that last Sunday
we went down to the school house to
hear our good old pastor, Dr, Simm:

for the last time? It was s

fallin, an’ they -E.
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upon the hill. Is'pose we older peo- |i
{lla bad loet a

gold, the purtiest sight I'd seen for many
s day. Old Dr. Simmons presched a
fine sermon that day, an’ when he was
through he give out the hymn—*“0Old
Hundred”—an’ I b’leve you could have
heard us half a mile off when we sang
it

During that week the doctor took
sick, an’ said be didn’t think he would
be able to preach the next Sundsy.
When Sam Sewell heard this, he ac-
cused the doctor of tryin’to put off usin’
the new meetin’ house as long as he
conld. Now Sam had been the leader
of the young folks who wanted the new
church built on the hill, an’ he wasa
hot headed young fellow who spoke be-
fore he thonght an’ who didn’t mean
half hesaid. When Dr. Simmons heard
this he told Sam that he wounld preach
in the new meetin’ house sure—if he
was alive.

We tried our best to persnade him
not to think of it at all, but he said he
had made up his mind to do it, and
nothing wounld keep him from it. Well,
the next Sunday came 'round in due
time, an’ sure enongh, when our new
meetin’ honse was chuck full, our poor,
sick old minister, bowed an’ tremblin,’
came in an’ walked up to the pulpit
steps.

Here he stopred an’ rested a few mo-
ments, an’ then he tried to go up; but
he sank down again, an’ we could hear
him mutter “Welll well!” to himself.
In a minute a dozen of us were around
him, an’ 'Liza an’ I tried to get him to
let us take him home; but he said that
he had promised to preach there that
day an' be was goin’ to keep his
promise. We helped him up into the
pulpit. The church was as still as the
grave. 1 shall never forget how I felt
when he turned his kind old eyes on
his people. Sam Sewell sat there an’
fidgeted in his sest, an’'his pale face
told what an impression it was makin’
on him. I can see him now as he sat
there; and when Dr. Simmons tottered
an’ sank to the floor, he ran forward an’
caught him, an’ turning towards us he
asked us to be qumiet, ss the doctor
wished to say a faw words.

“I want to ask s favor of you,” he
said, very feebly; “I'm afraid you will
think it childish, but I feel that if I
could go back to the old school-house
once more, that I would be as strong as
ever.

‘We all rose and left the church, and
went down to the old school-house by
the path through the trees. Sam helped
the old doctor along with his arms
aronnd him, almost carrying him, and
when we reached the school-house we
helped him into the old pine desk which
served as a pulpit. The people came
quietly into the room until they had
filled every seat, an’ some stood up an’
some stood outside near the open win-
dowa.

‘When the doctor looked ‘round at the
old familiar walls and faces all his
strength seemed {0 come back to him,
an' he stood up alone as he had so0 often
done before. He then raised his hands
an’ prayed the humblest an’ most lovin'
prayer ever heard ‘round those
He gave out & hymn, an’ when we were
done singin’ he leaned over the old
whittled desk an’ preached one of the
finest sermons I ever heard. He didn't
talk long, an’ when he was he
pointed out & hymn to the leader of the
cheir for us to sing an’ sank back into a
chair. We were all so affected that we
couldn’t sing & note. Deacon Brown's
bass could not be heard at all, an’the
Thompeon girls, whose voices always
rang out so shrill, were s-crying’ behind
their handkerchiefs. BSam Sewell

bouse was done an’ we were to have| lived.

She bad been ailin’ for several
with consumption, an’ when we saw her
we knew she couldn’t last much longer.
However, it was nigh onto a year be-
time
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house, all painted up new an' bright
Sam BSewell had brought some men
down from Boston an’ had it moved
down from the top of the hill an’ had it

painted.

When he saw us he asked us to be
sure an’ come °‘round as they had a
yo minister an’ he was sure we
would like to hear him.

‘Well, stranger, here's the stage. I'm
afraid you'll have a purty ocold ride.
An’ say, if yer re ever 'round in these
parts again don't forget to come an’ see
us, -bre.

A Terrible Hevenlge.

It was on s suburban train ecoming
into Jersey Cily. A bald-headed,fussy-
looking man, with a puir of spectacles
on his nose and his hat on the seat be-
gide him, kept rubbing his pate in a
nervous wuy and hitching about on the
seat as if he was afraid of tacks. Oppo-
gite him sat = man who was closely
watching his movements and chuckling
and grioning until the attention of a
dozen people was atirscted. He was
asked to explain and he said:

“The old chap over there sat down on
my hat, stepped on my toes and elbowed
my ribs, and didn’t apologi 1 deter-
mined to t'heran with i.ln He al-
ways sits in thatseat if it isn't occupied,
and he always hunts around to find a
paper instead of boying one. I am get-
ting even with him this morning.”

“But how?”

“That paper is just 3 years old to-day.
It cost me 50 cents to e it, but
I've had €50 worth of revenge. | I left it
on the seat, and he's been reading it the
last twenty miles. See?”

The old fellow struck the headlines
of a railroad accident. He looked puz-
zled, bobbed up and down, and slewly
shook his head. He jumped from that
to a murder—on to news from Washing-
ton—and for a minute was interested in
the stock market. Then he folded the
Faper up, removed his glasses, and
ooked out of the window with a tronbled
expression on his face,

“He's wondering if his mind isn’t giv-
ing way, and is half scared to death!”
chuckled the joker. “Been flattering
himself that he is good for twenty years
yet, and the first thing he does when he
gots to the city will be to buy some

rain food and & liver pad. I'm not a
bad, bad man, but the chap who sits
down on my hat must st least apolo-
gize.”

e

The Servant Question.

It is a curiouns fact that there is noth-
ing which is so wholly nnanimous as
the desire that other people’s danghters
should be cooks and chambermaida
Wa never think of it as a thing desir-
able, or perhaps supposable, for our
own, and this fact seems fo damage
most of our arguments for others.
Artemus Ward was willing to send his
wife's relations to the war, but we are
not inclined to contribute even these
to the kitchen, for we should hold,
righttully, that it was “menial service.”
Now, il we draw the line at menial
service for ourselves and our relatives,
why should we speak severely of those

PAria. | oo draw the line at just that point for

‘themselves and their own relatives?
The whole difficulty of this much-vexed
question seems to lie precisely there,—
Harper’s Bazar.
Ussiul Housshold Article.
After s housekeeper fully realizes the
worth of turpentine in the household

Manner of Death,

The Skeptic.

There was once a bold, bad man. He
was the only man in & housshold of
women; butthe women were all annts
of an ancient vintage.

One evening the household was
gathored about the library fire telling
stories. The gas was unlit and the fire-

ht was dim and shadowy.

aunts told in turn of the awful
things which they had heard and ex-
perienced which partook of a super-
natural natare. The conversation was
very interesting, but the man paid lit-
tle attention to it—he was, most of the
time, dozing.

At last the oldest and least comely
aunt told a story of a horribe suicide.

bullet-mold a silver bullet,

Now, averybudj knows that & silver
bullet isa suicidal thing to make, and
that it always finds its way to the in-
sides of him whoecasta it Oh! it is a
grewsome thing to cast s silver bullet.

'The youngest aunt was saying words
fo this eflect when the man awoke; he
laughed loud and long and poo-poohed
the idea. Andhe went and got his
bullet-mold from the cupboard, where
he kept his gun traps and he took a
gilver dollar from his ‘pocket, and he
;olted the dolgin s orucible which

kept read; varions experimen
which his nuitl folt were of the devg,‘
and when the silver had assumed a
liquid form he potired it into the mold
and cast a large silver bullet and he
said “There!” in the most aundacious
“.ﬂ aod, putting it into his pocket, he
walked from the room, yawning as he
went.

It was terrible. The sunts threw up
their hands and in one voice said: “Pre-
sumpiuous!” “Preposterous!” “Fool-
hardy!” and “Sacrilegioua!” (for there
were four of them, which I omitted to
mention before) and their loxclamations
blended into a long composite word,
which soundedjeimply awful; and the
man called back and ssked if they were
swearing and these good women shud-
dered and exclaimed lqnin, and one
said “AbI" aod one said “Oh!® and one
said *Ow!” and these sounds united in
& composite groan,

Now, this skeptical man earried the
bullet which he had made for a at-
piece snd he remained well and hearty,
but his sunts said it was sure to come;
and when they said “it" they mesant
e i

g man
about his silver bullet, fm-‘}u: mind was
taken up with the world’s fair; but, at
Inst,'one day he was returning from
town with an sunt whom he had been
taking about, when his attention was
attracted to a b i i

fair after all, becanse Baby MoKee had
said that he did not want one.
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It was about & mun who cast in his own )

WILL TOWER OVER ALL.
The New York State Monument at Getiys-

The New York State monument on
the field of Gettysburg, to commem-
orate the deeds of the soldi
Empire State on that eventin
ground, is fast nearing completion. The
monument, the loftiest an
posing that will mark the field of
Gettysburg, is ninety-six feet high from

most im-

of the
battle-

[The

THE NEW YOREK STATE MONUMENT.,

shaft that will commemorate the
of Noew York's soldiers on the famons
battlefiold of Gettysburg.)

the base line io the
mounting
monument only rises to s a) height of
sixty-five feet. The base line is
sever and one-half feet square and
dismeter of the
mented in emblematio
kions, lis nine feet nine
ight and five feet three inches in

of
-
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aying up gold ss dust,
as the stones of the

“Where was Ophir? Some say in

; others have located it
Arabia, and npot a

bronze drum,

:

the sur-
national
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The Abuse of Men's Friends
ku.;n- @ — exnoh
ept for sporting purposss we [~
amount of vielent exercise which tells
upon them exsotly as it does upon cur-
selves. A dog who comes home over-
i unless supplied with tempting
food and a warm, clean and comfortable
bed, would break down as certainly as
a man would. All hunting men know
is about their horses, and all
and stablemen are obliged to act se-
But about their dogs men
seem to reason as if they were gifted by
nature with some special exem
from all the consequences of insalu-
brity. There are fools in the world
who think they show their manliness
and strength of mind by laughing at
such as show any solicitude about the
food or treatment of their dogs, or are
not satisfied to leave them entirely in
the hands of servaats. We once
nearly lost an almost perfect
through this misplaced coafidence. We
saw him put mmto a good bed aftern
long day’s 8 ing, and con-
sented to believe that he would be
equally well cared for in all other re-

specta.

At the end of the first day's shooting,
avery wet day, he could hardly crawl
home, and we to lift him over the
stone walls, Still, we had no

£

E

milk,
cold, but he could touch nothing, and
lsy curled round in & corner and shiv-
ering. We found, on inquiry, that, ow=
ing to some feud among the servants,
the boy to whose care he had heen spe-
cially intrusted had been unable to
him any dinner, and three nights
nin lﬂ.;r.w 'dlfl wor dhe
nothing a few sera

Thi;o!mn.lowuhn«r'

was quite unsble to stand
the ecold and wet, eanght a
and would certainly have
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