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Oh, to die, and I Boyoong I 
%hU will darling mother say? 

Ben the heart so cruelly wrung ! 
Help her, Jeeus, now I pray! 

You, my Captain, called me brave; 
••Brave Jean " were the word* yon said. 
Xy heart beats proudly near (be grave. 

Teil It to mother when I am dead. 

Rfteen years—short space of life— 
When this young hero fell; 

Mrst amid tbe bloody strife, 
Torn by a truant shell. 

j a friendly knee, 
iter and fainter comes his breath. 

Brave men crowd around to see 
A Southern soldier boy's death. 

He is dying near the camp-fire's glare, 
Bath given all he has to give. 

Gods of battle, could ye not spare 
One so young, so fit to live? 

The rough group stirred, murmuring low, 
" Great God! alas, he i* gone!" 
Bevenge on those who dealt this blow 

We will mete ere day shall dawn. 
CABXERSBURO, W. Va. 

A STORY FOR LITTLE FOLKS. 
Abram's Boy and the Ugly Ghin. 

BY REV. E. A. BA2TD. 
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"Oh-h-hJ" 
Then there was silence. 
" I wonder what's dat!" 
It was Abram's boy looking through a 

fence knot-hole into Uncle Tiislia's yard. 
Sometimes they called him Abram's boy, 
•ndsometimes "little Abram." 

"I saw, I saw"— 
"Saw what, honey?" asked Abram 

Senior. 
44 Saw a long, long, black"— 
" Get froo sometime, chile. Saw som-

thing long an' black, sort of a barr'l like ? 
Dat's a gun; an ugly one, too." 

"A gun?" 
" Sartin, honey. It shoots people and 

knocks him ober." 
44 Wliar's de place dat the shoot comes 

out ob ?" 
"Oh, dar's a hole in front. Cotch 

TJncle Tiisha to hab a barr'l in his yard 
widout a hole in it!" 

Here Abram declared that he should 
" die a-laffin" at the idea! 

44 Why, chile, you's ignunt as I was 
fore I got into de primer." 

That gun in Uncle 'Lisha's yard was 
a great mystery to Abram's boy, and of
tentimes he planted a big wondering 
eye at the fence-hole to view this piece 
of ordnance. Several times he saw Un
cle 'Lisha's tall, stately form bowing 
over the gun, a big • yellow mug in his 
hand, and then little Abram heard what 
he called "a sizzlin' sound." 

44 Dat sizzlin' sound, honey? 'Pears 
to me dat must be de powder workin' its 
way out ob de gun," was the explana
tion of his father. 

The gun in Uncle Tiislia's yard was 
a cider barrel. Its shape was rather 
peculiar. It was very long, and looked 
something like a surly Columbiad 
thrusting its black muzzle out from un
der a shelter Uncle Hiiska had made 
lor it. 

44 It shows it must be dangerous, or 
he would keep it in de house," said Ab
ram, Senior, triumphantly. Uncle 'Lisha 
was the proud owner of an apple tree. 
Its fruit was so sour that Abram told his 
boy it would44 pucker one's mouf out of 
shape for a month," and the apples were 
wormy enough to satisfy the most in
veterate drinker. Uncle liisha refused 
to see any harm in the beverage, and he 
wanted Abram44 jest to keep his temp'-
rance stuff to hum." 

44 Honey," said Abram one day, 44 do 
you want to go wid me and see what 
such a gun as, dat will do ?" 

Little Abram was glad enough to have 
{he invitation, and his father led him 
down to a neighborhood cursed by cider-
drinking. It was called 44 Scrubby 
Lane." 

44 Dar, chile! Dat is a poor feller 
knocked ober by de cider-gun;" and 
Abram pointed out a man stupidly sleep
ing, not far from a pig-sty. 

44 It would serve him right to be 
penned in a while. An' see his house ! 
Dat was battered by de cider-gun." 

The house was ragged and rough as 
the pitiful sleeper on the ground. The 
ehimney had lost its top, the shingles 
were rotting out on the root The win
dows were broken and rag-stuffed, the 
door was off its hinges. A woman's sad 
face appeared at one of the windows, 
and was then hastily withdrawn. 

44Ghile, do you wonder I don't like 
Uncle 'Lisha's cider-gun? I know just 
what misery comes from de stuff. A 
man might as well haul a battery front 
ob his house an' let it bang away. I 
know, I know, fur I hab seen an' can 
tell what will happen when de cider-
gun comes," ana Abram shook his 
head with all the positiveness of 
a prophet. 

Uncle 'Lisha took quite a fancy to 
Abram's boy, though he disliked the 
father's principles, and he told the little 
fellow one day that his son Lemuel was 
ooming from the city, and he kept in a 
confectionery store, and he would bring 
little Abram a sugar horse, big, big—his 

' eyes steadily growing—" big nuf to ride 
on, most 1" 

Every day young Abram planted an 
eye at the fence-hole to see if the sugar 
horse had arrived and was prancing 
round in Uncle *Lisha's yard. Alas! he 
saw a different sight one day. He ran 
into the house screaming: 44A man 
shot by de gun 1 A man shot byde 
gun I" 

Abram's father was not at home. He 
hn/l stepped into Uncle lisha's house 
on an errand, but he was not able to ac
complish it. Uncle 'Lisha was a sitting 
in his old leather-bottomed arm-chair, 
his Bible in his lap. Uncle 'Lisha 
wished to be considered very religious, 
if he did have an ugly cider-gun in his 
yard. Apparently he was reading, but 
really he had gone to sleep. His head 
was bobbing up and down, and a fly 
perched on bin flat nose was see-sawing 
away, enjoying his free ride very much. 
Abram Senior was looking and grinning 
from ear to ear. 
' Suddenly little Abram came running 
in, screaming, 44 Uncle 'Lisha, Uncle 
Tiisha, a man &hot out in your yard !" 
Uncle 'Lisha's head came to a halt. He 
rubbed his rose and opened his eyes. 

44"What, what?" he asked. 
44 A man shot !" 
44 Whar, whar ? " 
44 In your yard." ^ 
44My yard?" ana, spying this, Uncle 

"Lisha sprung out of the house. And 
there before the 44 barr'l" was a man 

) stretched out, drunk I How long he had 
• been there, no one could say. Uncle 

lisha had been away for half a day, and 
all that time the stradge man may have 
been there in the yard, a target far the 
jMroOflM shooting of the gun. 

4'No wonder," said Abram to his little 
boy; 44 'nuff charge in that old gun to 
knock ober de whole villij." __ 

At the stranger's side was Uncle 'Li
sha's big yellow mug, and around his 
pocket were the fragments of a sugar 
horse. 

44 Berry likely dat was a temp ranee 
hoes," suggested Abram to his boy, " an' 
he strained so hard to get away from 
bad company he jest strained hisself in 
pieces." 

It was Uncle 'Lisha's son Lemuel who 
was the victim of the shooting.^ The 
old TnflT> was so mortified, and in the 
presence, too, of the little fellow _ whom 
he intended to make so happy with the 
sugar horse! Abram saw tears on the 
old man's cheeks, and he pitied him 
thoroughly. 
"I Bpec," he whispered to little 

Abram, " dat Unele 'Lisha am badly hit 
by de gun also, an' he is struck in de 
heart. Dat's what makes me 'spise a 
cider-gun so much, for others must suf
fer beside de drinker.'' 

Abram was known in the neighbor
hood as a man " wid a heap ob power in 
his arms." He now bowed carefully, 
and, tenderly lifting Lemuel, _ carried 
him away "as if he went behind you 
into de house," said Abram's boy to him 
as they went away together. 
" Dose sobs tell de story. Dey prove 

de hurt. Dose ole guns are apt to kiok 
back and hit de pusson who owns 'em, 
sartin and sure." 

Uncle 'Lisha was a man of decision 
and a man of conscience also, though it 
is pretty hard to get at a man's con
science when a cider-gun is on top. He 
asked his neighbors and friends to gath
er about him the next morning. They 
fonnd him in a field back of the house. 
The field sloped down to the river that 
ran through the village. Uncle 'Lisha 
had rolled his cider-gun into this field, 
and stood beside it resolute as any grim 
gunner by his battery. He made a little 
speech. 

44 Friens an' neighbors, Bruder Abram 
calls dat barr'l a cider-gun, an' he am 
right. It has done some tall shootin'. 
I'se gwine now to see how nigh it will 
come to hittin' de riber. Dis shall be 
its last shoot, de old piekerprite. I'll 
jest ease it ob its load a leetle, and aim 
it, ver know." 

de swung an ax, knocked out the 
spigot, drove in tbe bung, and made 
several ugly gashes in the heads of the 
44 barr'l." 

44 Now I will aim it," he said. 
He aimed the gun for the river, and 

then gave it a push. Down the slope it 
rolled, turning over and over and over, 
bumping and thumping and jumping as 
it struck any rock, the heads coming 
out at last, the cider gushing and splash
ing and frothing, the gun going faster 
and faster and faster, and, as it reached 
the edge of the bank, it there gave a 
tremendous spring, and—down it went, 
striking the river ! There was a lively 
bubbling for a time, and then the river 
was still. 

"It has hit de bottom fair and square," 
cried Uncle "Lisha, " and where it has 
stuck may it lay foreber !" 

44 Three sheers," shouted Abram's 
boy. And they were given with a will. 

How They Capture Hyenas. 
The following mode of tying hyenas in 

their dens, as practiced in Afghanistan, 
is given by Arthur Connolly in his Over
land Journal, in the words of an Afghan 
chief, the Shirkaree Syud Daoud: 

"When you have tracked the beast to 
his den, you take a rope with two slip
knots upon it in your right hand, and, 
with your left holding a felt cloak before 
you, you go boldly but quietly in. The 
animal does not know the nature of the 
danger, and therefore retires to the back 
of his den, bnt you may always tell 
where his head is by the glare of his 
eyes. You keep on moving gradually 
toward him on your knees, and when 
you are within distance throw the cloak 
over his head, close with him, and take 
care he does not free himself. The beast 
is so frightened that he cowers back, 
and, though he may bite the felt, he can 
not turn his neck round to hurt you; so 
ou quietly feel for his forelegs, slip the 
tints over them, and theto, with one 

strong pull, draw them tight up to the 
back of his neck and tie them there. 
The beast is now your own, and you can 
do what you like with him. We gener
ally take those we catch home to the 
kraal, and hunt them on the plain with 
bridles in their mouths, that our dogs 
may be taught not to fear the brutes 
when they meet them wild." 

Hyenas are also taken alive by the 
Arabs by a very similar method, except 
that a wooden gag is used instead of a 
felt cloak. The similarity in the mode 
of capture in two such distant countries 
as are Algeria and Afghanistan, and by 
two races so different, is remarkable. 
From the fact that the Afghans consider 
that the feat requires great presence of 
mind, and no instance being given of a 
Tnn.n having died of a bite received in a 
clumsy attempt, we may infer that the 
Afghan hyena is more powerful or more 
ferocious than his African congener. 

Mahogany Trees. 
The full-grown mahogany tree is one 

of the monarchs of tropical America. 
Its vast trunk and massive arms, rising 
to lofty height, and spreading with 
graceful sweep over immense spaces, 
covered with beautiful foliage, bright, 
glossy, light and airy, clinging so long 
to the spray as to make it almost an 
evergreen, present a rare combination 
of loveliness and grandeur. The leaves 
are very Hma.ll, delicate, and polished 
like those of the laurel. The flowers are 
small and white, or greenish yellow. 
Lumbermen in felling a tree build a 
platform, thus relinquishing twelve or 
fifteen feet of the largest part of the 
tree. Yet some trees have yielded 12,000 
superficial feet of lumber, and have sold 
for $15.000. 

Effect of Climate on the Beard. 
A pingiilar effect of the dry air of 

Egypt, and ono which, if supported by 
gimilnr facts, has a scientific value, is 
thus recorded: 

AnEnglishmanwho traveled up the Nile 
states that his beard, which at home was 
straight, soft and silky, began, imme
diately upon arriving at Alexandria, to 
curl, and to grow crisp, strong and 
coarse. Before reaching Es Souan it 
resembled horsehair to the touch and 
was disposed in ringlets. Ho accounts 
for this by the exceeding dryness of the 
air, and considers that in the course of 
many generations it permanently curled 
and crisped the hair of negroes. The 
hair on the traveler's head was not af 
footed. 

Seven Times a Widow at Forty. 
For the benefit of that venturesome 

class of people who, like those possessed 
of an irresistible desire to risk their lives 
among savage African tribes, would— 
the sad shipwrecks of so many of their 
friends notwithstanding—venture on the 
treacherous sea of matrimony—for their 
benefit, I repeat, it becomes an impera
tive duty for me to make known a un
ique chance of connubial bliss which has 
lately come to my notice. It is of *Kat.ha-
rina Chasna, of Verbo, in Upper Hun
gary, that I speak, and let him that 
would secure a prize in the marriage 
market hasten to the land of pomade and 
paprika, and without a moment's delay 
make her his own. For time is pressing; 
she has often been snapped up, and will 
in all probability be very soon snapped up 
again. A wife who thoroughly under
stands her social duties, and who is per
fect in her paces, is, I take it, universally 
acknowledged to be a "desideratum;" 
and if the lady I have now the honor to 
introduce to public notice does not ful
fill this condition, then nobody ever will. 
For, like her sister in holy writ, she has 
had seven husbands, and the last one has 
just died. Here, however, the simile 
comes to an end; for, instead of the 
sevenfold widow following her masters, 
Katharina Chasna is as sound as a bell, 
and if what is generally said be true— 
has but one anxiety in life, and that is 
to get married—44 sobald als moglich!" 
Our heroine—surely she must be a hero
ine—first married at 17. She began her 
crusade against the opposite sex modest
ly enough, for she selected a shoemaker, 
who, however, succumbed to consump
tion at the end of fifteen months. He hard
ly lasted as long as one of his own pairs of 
shoes—best quality. Number two was 
a much-tougher customer. He entered 
the list at the ripe age of 87, held out 13 
years, and died a fortnight after his 
100th birthday. How long he would 
have lasted under favorable conditions is 
an interesting but now bootless specu
lation. This affair so preyed on Kath-
arina's mind that she was fain to marry. 
within one month for consolation, and 
this time it was a widower, who, how
ever, came to a watery grave, for he died 
of dropsy after four years of bliss. All 
this ill luck was beginning to tell on 
Katliarina's spirits, and she determined 
now to invest in something " warranted 
to last." She lent a modest ear to the 
burning tale of a stalwart farmer of 28, 
but alas! he succumbed to an " acci
dent," almost before the expiration of 
the honeymoon (whether he committed 
suicide is not clear). I will spare you 
the next three husbands, the last of 
whom died on Wednesday. Suffice it 
that a fate seemed to puraud them all 
and hustled them one after the other into 
the "great unknown." If Katharina 
does not marry again soon it will be her 
own fault, for several suitors are after 
her. Although between 40 and 45, she 
is still strikingly handsome, has a splen
did figure, abundant black hfiir, and 
does not look a day over 35. But, ah, 
well a-day! she has cast her flashing eyes 
on a youth of 21, who is himself over 
head and ears in love with someone else. 
The Mayor of a neighboring town, a rich 
widower of 77, is said to have become 
quite childish on the subject of Kath
arina, and humbly mumbles his suit. 
She will doubtless take him out of 
"pique."—Vienna Cvr. London Globe. 

Weather Wisdom. 
"Gem'len," said the President, "I 

finlr dat de inhabitants of dis kentry am 
payin' altogether too much 'tenshun to 
dis wedder queshun. Dar's a groan o' 
dispair when it's hot an' a growl o' dis-
pleashur when it's cold. If it rains 
somebody raises a row, an' if it's^ dry 
somebody else has a bone to pick wid de 
powers above. Ebery red-headed, one-
hoss white man—ebery broken-down old 
two-cent darky, has got de ideah in his 
head dat de Lawd am boun' to send him 
long jist de sort o' wedder he wants, no 
matter 'bout de rest of de kentry. De 
ole man Rubottom, libin' up dar by my 
cabin, has got about fifteen cents worf o' 
garden truck back of his house, an' when 
it's hot or cold or wet or dry, he am so 
agitated dat he iorgits dat any odder 
soid in dis kentry has sot out an onion 
or planted a 'tater. Mo' dan fifty y'ars 
ago I come to de conclusion dat I mus' 
put up wid sich wedder as de Lawd gim 
mo, no matter whedder it brought on 
chilblains or rheumatics, an' it was a 
great burden off my mind. I take it jist 
as it comes, keepin' de ole umbrella in 
good repair, an' I doan' know nuflin' 
'bout almanacks an' I doan' want to."— 
Lime-Kiln Club Proceedings, Detroit. 
Free Press. 

Astronomical. 
Young Mr. Latehours was sitting on 

the porch watching a 17-vear-old girl 
trying to keep awake long enough to see 
the morning star rise. They talked as
tronomy. "I wish I was a star, "he said, 
smiling at his own poetic fancy. 44 I 
would rather you were a comet," she 
said, dreamily. His heart beat tumult-
uously. 44 And why ?" he asked tender
ly, at the same time taking her unresist
ing little hands in his own; 44 and why?" 
he repeated, imperiously. 44 Oh," she 
said with a brooding earnestness that 
fell upon his soul like a bare foot on a 
cold oil-cloth, 4'because then you would 
only come around once every 1,500 
years!" He didn't say anything until 
he was half way to the front gate, when 
he turned around and shook his fist at 
the house and muttered between his 
teeth that44 by the dads, it would be a 
thundering sight longer than that be
fore he came "around again." But by 
that time the poor girl was in bed and 
sound asleep. 

Afghan Etiquette. 
An Afghan never receives unceremoni

ous calls. The visitor must send a few 
hours' notice of his intention. He is 
then received at the door by some confi
dential retainex or retainers, and con-^ 
ducted through an open courtyard to the 
foot of a rude, winding staircase, which 
leads first to an uncovered landing, and 
thence to the ordinary reception room or 
balcony of the proprietor. Here he is 
received by the host in person, and con
ducted with every mark of courtesy and 
respect to a small row of chairs,' the use 
of which article of furnituie seems to 
be general in good society in Cabul, and 
to have quite superseded the carpets and 
felts which satisfied an older gen
eration. After a few words of welcome 
and inquiries in a set formula after 
health on both sides, a tray of fruits usu
ally appears, and is placed  ̂ upon the 
carpet at the feet of the visitors. The 
fruits are followed by the tea-txay, ana 

a cup of higmy-sweetened green tea, 
without milk, is placed before the vis
itor. The conversation is then carried 
on with more or less spirit on the ordi
nary topics of the day, and here, if the 
visit is a merely formal one, the inter
view comes to an end and the visitor is 
conducted to the door with the same 
formality and courtesy with which he 
was received. If, however, a confiden
tial interview is desired, the attendants 
are requested to withdraw. 

Died as a King Should. 
J. E. Murdoch has written a book on 

the stage, in which occurs the following 
story: 

Mr. Macready was fond of telling the 
following story as his experience of 
American independence, exemplified in 
a Western actor, of the self-satisfied 
kind "In the last act of 4Hamlet,'" 
said he, 441 was very anxious to have 
the King, who was rather of a democrat
ic turn of mind, to fall, when I stabbed 
him> over the steps of the throne and on 
the right-hand side, with his feet to the 
left, in order that when I was to fall I 
should have the center of the stage to 
myself, as befitting the principal per
sonage of the tragedy. No objection 
was made to this request on the part of 
the actor, but at night, to my great sur
prise, he wheeled directly round after 
receiving the sword thrust, and deliber
ately fell in the middle of the scene, just 
on the spot where I was in tne habit of 
dying. Well, as a dead man cannot 
move himself, and as there was no 
time for others to do it, the King's body 
remained in possession of my place, and 
I was forced to find another situation, 
which I did, and finished the scene in 
the best way I could. 

44 When 1 expostulated with his Maj
esty for the liberty he had taken, he 
coolly replied: 4 Mr. Macready, we 
Western people know nothing about 
Kings excepting that they have an odd 
trick of doing as they please; therefore, 
I thought, as I was King, I had a right 
to do whatever I pleased; and so, 
sir, I fell back upon my kingly rights, 
from which, you perceive, sir, there is 
no appeal.' I retired," said Mr. Mac-
ready, " to my dressing-room to have a 
hearty laugh over what I felt more like 
crying over a moment before. 

The First Sleeping-Car. 
A writer in the Davenport Democrat 

thus tells the story of the first sleeping-
car and its first public appearaiice : "I 
remember the date of its very first ap
pearance—Sept. 16, 1856. I was on my 
way West, and had arrived at Toledo 
early in the evening, behind time, and 
had two hours to pass before the depart
ure of the train for CliiApgo, in the 
waiting-room. I had nolfced a rather 
queer-looking countryman, and, some
what to my surprise, he accosted me 
with the inquiry : 

44 4 Wouldn't you like to see something 
new?' 

44 Of course I would, and I accom
panied him out through the depot, 
among innumerable cars, one of which 
he opened; and, after lighting several 
lamps, invited me to enter. Well, it 
was something new—a large, car filled 
with a double tier of beds—bunks, more 
properly speaking. The man was Wood
ruff, the well-known sleeping-ciir pat
entee, and this was the first sleeping-
car and its first appearance in public. 
Mr. Woodruff had, during several years 
past, been obliged to. accompany his 
wife, a chronic invalid, from Ohio to 
Philadelphia, for medical treatment, 
and her sufferings on the journey had 
constantly suggested the possibility of a 
more comfortable conveyance, so that at 
last he conceived the idea of portable 
and adjustable berths; and, buying an 
old car, he worked out his idea and had, 
only an hour previous, brought it in for 
a trial trip which was to be made that 
same night." 

A ShlJling-and-Sixpenny Dropping-Ma-
chine. 

A Bostoman traveling in England 
gives his experiences in the Iransoript 
of Tflnglisb extortion, as follows: I write 
it with the greatest unction and em
phasis after my name, whenever I am 
asked to record it, 44 U. S. A.," not that 
I love England the less, but my country 
more and more. But I have found, 
whatever the honor and privilege of my 
birthright, it is not an economy to be 
recognized as an American. And recog
nized as such, at once, you inevitably 
sre. 44 But how did you know I am an 
American?" I said to a chatty, intelli
gent li'Tiglisbmn.n, who, like myself, had 
possessed a doorway to get out of a too-
exuberant shower. 441 should not have 
known," he answered, 44 had you not 
spoken." And so my speech "bewray-
eth " me everywhere, and everywhere at 
a cost. An American is, by the average 
Englishman, supposed to carry a rail
way in one pocket, and at least a silver 
mine in the other, with an oil well as a 
reserve. He knows you. He spots you. 
You are his gudgeon. Wherever you go 
you hear of the foolish things Americans 
have done, until the English idea is that 
the American exists simply as a shilling-
and-sixpennv dropping-machine, and he 
keeps the machine well at it. They talk 
of ducks shedding water, but one sheds 
these silver favors at every step. It is 
no economy to be known as an American. 
It is a luxury, an extravagance, an im
prudence. 

Praise. 
As a general thing we axe too chary in 

praising and encouraging the efforts of 
the young, too free in criticising and de
preciating them. Many a child's powers 
in various directions are thrust back into 
inactivity by the cold, unappreciative re
ception they meet with. Children quick
ly adopt the sentiments of their elders, 
and soon learn to put the same value on 
their own powers that others do. The 
parent, the teacher, and the employer 
can easily teach lessons of self-deprecia
tion which may cling through life, and 
forever prevent the development of pow
ers that, under more favorable auspices, 
might have proved a bless'ng to the 
community; or, on the other hand, by 
cheerful encouragement and wholesome 
commendation, they may nourish many 
a tiny germ of ability and talent that 
may one day come to be a mighty influ
ence—a perceptible power in the world. 
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HEKBKKT SPENCER will make the tour 
of the United States next year. 

A FIFTY-EIGHT DAISP FAST. . 

A Ffwneb Prisoner Who Bert Dr« 
Tanner —The Phenomena of Stnnra-
tion. 

[From the London Standard.] 
Ann Moore, the famous fasting woman 

of Tutbury, pretended to have lived 
for eight years entirely without food. 
A watch committee was appointed, 
which detected the fraud in a very in
genious manner. The bed and bedding, 
with the woman in it, were placed on a 
delicate weighing machine, which re
sulted in the inevitable exposure. At 
the expiration of the ninth day of this 
strict watching, being warned that she 
was sinking, she acknowledged her im
posture, and admitted—which is an im
portant fact—that, so long as the watch 
upon her was bnt imperfect, her daugh
ter had contrived, when washing her 
face, to feed her every morning by using 
towels made very wet with gravy, milk, 
and other nourishing fluids, and had 
also when kissing her contrived to con
vey small portions of solid food from 
mouth to month. Gtiillaume Granet, a 
prisoner at Toulouse, resorted to starva
tion to avoid punishment. For the first 
seven days the symptoms were not very 
remarkable. After that period he was 
compelled to drink water to - relieve his 
raging thirst, and, after lingering on in 
terrible agony, he died in convulsions on 
the fifty-eighth day. The case is re
ported by Van Swieten. There* is no 
doubt as to its truth, and it shows that 
up to the present, at any rate, Dr. Tan
ner has at the most onlv done what 
others have done before him. Viterbi, 
a Corsican, condemned to death for the 
assassination of Frediani, resolved to 
starve himself to death. He died on the 
twenty-first day. He, too, occasionally 
moistened his mouth with water. The 
medical details of his case, which are 
very horrible, will be found in Paris' 
44 Medical Jurisprudence." Of actual 
starvation, the most remarkable exam
ple is, perhaps, that reported by Dr. 
Sloane, of Ayr. 44 A man, some 
65 years of age, a spare habit of body, 
and uncommonly vigorous! or his time 
of life, was accidentally incarcerated 
in a coal mine for twenty-three days, 
during the first few of which he had ac
cess to water strongly impregnated with 
iron. He then became unable to move, 
and had unfortunately fallen some dis
tance from the water. In this instance, 
Dr. Sloane thinks that an impure atmos
phere, by lowering the vital powers, 
might tend to slightly prolong life under 
circumstances of privation. The un
happy man died on the third day after 
his removal." In 1866, Capt. Casey, of 
the James Lowden, passed twenty-eight 
days in an open boat without food or 
water. He contrived, however, to drink 
as mueh rain as he could collect, and 
it is possible, of course, that he may 
have chewed fragments of his clothes. 
Thus, then, so far as ascertained cases 
go, life has actually, on one occasion, 
been sustained for fifty-eight clays with
out food, but not without water. 

Referring to the cases which occurred 
during the Irish famine of 1847, Dr. 
Donovan says: 44They described the 
pain of hunger as at first very acute, 
but said that after twenty-four hours 
had passed without food the pain sub
sided and was succeeded by a feeling of 
weakness and sinking, experienced prin
cipally in the epigastric region, accom
panied with insatiable thirst, a strong 
desire for cold water, and a distressing 
feeling of coldness over the entire sur
face of the body. In a short time the 
face and limbs became horribly ema
ciated. the eyes acquired a most pe
culiar stare; the skin exhaled peculiar 
and offensive fcBtor, and was covered 
with a brownish, filthy-looking coating, 
almost as indelible as* varnish. This he 
was at first inciined to regard as incrust-
ed' filth, but further experience convinced 
liim that it was a secretion poured out 
from the exhalants on the surface of the 
body. The suflerer tottered in walking 
like a drunken man; his voice became 
weak, like that of a person in cholera; 
he whined like a child, and" burst into 
tears on the slightest occasion. In re
spect to the mental faculties, their pros
tration kept pace with the general wreck 
of bodily power; in many there was a 
state of imbecility; in some almost 
complete idiotism; but in no instance 
was there dilirium or mania, which is 
often described as a consequence of pro
tracted abstinence, among shipwrecked 
mariners." 

Poverty's Grip. 
The annoyances to which a man with

out money can be subjected are almost 
without number, but it is seldom that 
two acauaintances are in the same box 
at once? Chi Congress street one man 
said to another as they met: 

44 Ah! you miserable iiar, I'd break 
your nose for a dollar !" 

The person thus addressed opened his 
wallet, but it was empty. He wanted 
his nose broken ever so much, but he 
couldn't raise the cash. Then he re
marked : 

44You gray-hcaded poltroon, Id lick 
you for 50 cents!" 

The gray-head felt in all his pockets, 
but he found no half-dollar. He was 
cast down over the condition of his 
finances, but managed to say: 

44 I'll give you a boss licking for just 
5 cents!" . 

The other went down into all his 
pockets, but no nickel could be discov
ered. Disappointment sat inthroned on 
his face as he replied : 

44 Give me 2 cents and I'll roll you in 
the gutter!" 

The other couldn't raise it Even 
when they offered to lick each other for 
a cent the money could not be produced, 
and both went their ways realizing how 
keen the grip of poverty can be tight-
ened.—Free Press. 

A Satisfactory Candidate for Life In
surance. 

Josh Billings says: 441 kum to the 
conclusion lately that life was so onsar-
tin that the only wa for me tu stand a 
fair chance with other folks was tu git 
my life insured, and so i kalled on the 
Agent of the Garden Angel Life Insur
ance Co., and answered the following 
questions, which was put tu me over the 
top ov a pair ov goold specks, by a slik 
little fat old feller, with a little round 
grey head, and as pretty a little belly on 
him as enny man ever owned: Ques
tions—1st. Are you mail or femail ? If 
so, pleze state how long you have been 
so. 2d. Are you subject to fits, and if 
so, do yu have more than one at a time? 
3d. Did yu ever have enny ancestors, 
and if so, how much ? 4th. Du yu- ever 
have enny nite mares? 5th. Are yu 
married and single, or are yu a bachelor? 
fth. Do yu believe in a future state? 

• • • • • ' •  ' • : m 
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If yu do, state it. 7th. Have yu ever | 
committed snicide, and if so, how did it 
seem to affect yu ? After answering the 
above questions, a man, in the con-
firmotif, the slik little fat old feller with < 
goold specks on eed I was insured for!! 
life, and proberly would remain so for a 
term ov years. I thanked him, and-
smiled one ov my most pensive smilee.,, 

Golden Words* 
The following extracts are culled from 

on address by Hon. Horatio Seymour to 
the young-lady students of Wells Fe
male College, Aurora, N. Y.: 

Youth is beautiful in the eyes of age, 
and it looks with admiration upon the 
courage with which the yonng confront 
the uncertainties of the future, and the 
faith that leads them to look forward to 
happiness and success. 

Self-cheating is the most common 
kind of fraud. It is a good rule, when 
yon find that subjects of importance or 
objects of value are matters of indiffer
ence, to conclude that there are some 
things which yon do not, but which yon 
ought to, know. 

There is nothing yon can learn about any 
subject which will not give it new inter
est in your eyes. The deeper your learn
ing the better, but the quality of knowl
edge is like that of gold, which, although it 
is reduced to the thinnest leaf, yet makes 
all the things glitter that it touches. 

Surface knowledge is lightly spoken of 
by the learned, bnt it is information 
worked out in the past by toil and study 
nnfil it is brought within the reach of 
all. 

In the course of my lifel have studied 
all classes of men with care, and, as a 
rule, I have found those to be the most 
cheerful and wise whose habits and ob
servations have given the widest range 
to their mental action, and have brought 
within the scope of their thoughts the 
most varied topics, although they may 
not have been learned with regard to any 
of them. % 

Men do not live in the same world. 
When we look around us we see that 
they live in very different houses; some 
are humble houses, but poorly finished; 
others are' costly residences, adorned 
with paintings and statuary, and every
thing that art can do to gratify the 
taste. 

We make the world in which we live. 
It is more disreputable to live in one 
that is dull and barren than it is to 
m«.lcft our home in poor and dilapidated 
houses. 

Intelligence will enable us to cope 
with the problem of life, to endure its 
misfortunes with fortitude, and to bear 
its successes with moderation and wis
dom. 

The office of the eye is to give facte to 
the mind. Things are not seen in a 
true sense merely because they are 
brought within the range of the vision, 
but when they have stirred the mind and 
thoughts have been evolved. 

So strong are the enjoyments of look
ing upon famous objects, or of treading 
upon ground made sacred by events, 
that men cross broad oceans to visit 
them. And through after life they are 
wiser and happier for the knowledge 
thus gained. 

It may be that some are gifted with 
aptitudes in certain directions beyond 
others; that some have faculties for 
learning, for arts, or for science, that 
gives them peculiar advantages in their 
pursuits. 

"When I am visited at my farm by 
those who feel no sympathy with nat
ure, and say they have no taste for 
country life, I make up my mind they 
do not like it because they , do not know 
enough about the world around them to 
enjoy its beauties. 

No one who has reached the age of 
three-score years and ten would, upon 
reflection, be willing to rub out from 
the experience in life the sorrows which 
have softened his character, the mis
takes which have taught him wisdom, 
or wrong-doings which he has ever re
gretted, and which, by their influences, 
have made the golden threads which 
may be formed in the texture of his 
moral character. • 

Electricity in the Human Body. 
Most people are familiar with the 

44 spark " which may be produced under 
certain conditions by stroking the fur of 
a oat; and travelers in Canada and other 
cold, dry countries have witnessed the 
still more remarkable phenomenon of 
the human body being turned intoa con
ductor of electricity, and the possibility 
of lighting the gas by merely placing 
one's finger—given the necessary condi
tions of electrical excitement—near the 
gas jet, without any other agency. Mr. 
A. W. Mitchison." the African traveler, 
who is engaged in writing a narrative of 
his exploring expeditions in Western 
Central Africa, gives some still more 
startling faets. He states that, one even
ing, when striking an African native, in 
a moment of anger, with a cowhide whip, 
he was astonished to see sparks produced, 
and still more surprised to find tho na
tives themselves were quite accustomed 
to the phenomenon. He subsequently 
found that a very light touch, repeated 
several times,* under certain conditions 
of bodily excitement, and in certain 
states of the atmosphere, would produce 
a succession of sparks from the bodies of 
native men as well as native cattle. A 
lazy negro, it seems, yielded none of 
these signs of electricity—a rather un
fortunate circumstance for his more ac 
tive brethren, who may possibly come in 
for a share of undeserved flogging from 
the hands of future travelers in search of 
electrical phenomena among the human 
race. We are not aware that these facts 
have been recorded by other travelers, 
but they certainly deserve thorough sift-
iner by competent observers.-—London 
Lancet. * 

Strange Freak of a Cat. 
A Brussels journal relates the follow

ing anecdote of a cat in that city, and -
declares it to be a positive fact: The( 
mistress of the cat having drowned all 
its young ones, the p*x)r animal suffered 
much from excess of milk, and was ob
served for sOme days afterward to make 
her appearance only at meal time. At 
last, an unusual noise haying been heard 
in the cellar, the servant went down to 
ascertain the cause, and found the cat 
lying on her side and buckling a brood 
of eight young rats, which had appar
ently been abandoned by their dam. 
For a .week longer the cat continued 
thus to feed her natural enemies; but „ 
at the end of that time, being no longer 
incommoded by her milk, she one morn-
ing killed them all. 

A DAKOTA farmer has a singlewheai 
f old covering thirty-six square miles. 
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