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NATURE'S FRIENDSHIPS. 
THE STATE OF WAR NOT SO 

:F BAD AS WE IMAGINE. 

Animals' Dread of Hamas Beings—Out 
Sbngliter of Birds and Beasts—Grief ol 
Pets at losing a Friend—Natural An
tipathies. 

There is a deal of love killed out or pre
vented from manifesting itself. This is true 
not only among human beings, but between 

<•, men and animals and birds, and even insects. 
The state of war that is in existence in na-

v iture is not by half as bad as we imagine. 
The worst half is caused by our own selfish 
interference. On wild islands, when first 

: I visited by men, it is always reported that 
i fowls and birds are so tame that they permit 
the approach of any one without the idea of 
fear But this they soon lose. The same is 
true of seals and animals that have not been 

i hunted. But there grows up rapidly a dread 
of man, so that the scent of a human being 
'to an antelope, elk or buffalo is most abhor-
irent. This becomes an inherited trait. Man, 
[after all, is the great destroyer that is 
<dreaded in all the realms of nature. The fe
line tribes rank next to him, together with 
.wolves, hawks and serpents. This is not a 
ipleasant fact to consider, but it is saddest of 
all that it is a fact. 

Nor does this begin to tell the full truth. It 
is not wild animals alone that dread lis, but 
as a rule there is little love for us among tame 
animals, the dog excepted. The cat has an 
occasional friend, but is compelled for the 
most part to live on the defensive. Some 
races, like the Bedouins, live on terms of 
.'familiarity with their horses and camels. 
These exceptions show the possible friend
ship. In a Quaker barnyard I have seen such 
A rule of love that every animal was a con-
iscious friend. It is only because of our 
(brutality, or indifference, that our animals 
are not our lovers. Cows are by no means 
'"board faced creatures" when gently handled. 
[Trained up as pets, they become affectionate 
;to a degree surpassed only by dogs. I have 
owned a horse that never allowed me to ap
proach without placing her head affection
ately across my shoulder or her nose in mj 
bosom. 

I cannot think without anger of the 
slaughter of birds and animals for no possi
ble reason but sport. The birds would "take 
to us" treely, if they dared; and, us it is, a 
few have managed to break down prejudice. 
The friendship between mankind and robins 
I can hardly comprehend, for this bird is far 
less valuable than some others, and is also 
less beautiful A writer in Vick's Magazine 
relates how she formed a friendship with a 
humming bird. "I have had one brief little 
friendship with a bird during the present 
summer which seems like a tender dream, a 
fleeting glimpse into an unknown land, a 
peep into fairyland." She had come upon a 
tiny young humming bird that had been 
chilled by a cool night, and, picking him up, 
had warmed and fed him. He grew so tame 
that "when he was hungry he would fly 
down to me from top of a picture, and, 
alighting on a twig in my fingers, would sit 
and sip his sugar and water from a teaspoon 
or the end of my finger. These drops would 
satisfy him." and then off he flew. "He de
lighted to be held over a large spoonful of 
soft water, and dip in his beak and splash 
water over his little body." 

There is no reason why this gentle accord 
may not be established on all hands. Pris
oners, as we know, have formed curious at
tachments for crickets and spiders, and thus 
saved themselves from loss of reason during 
solitary confinement. Nor, even in such 
cases, is the friendship altogether on one side. 
Foxes, dogs, cats, horses, have been known 
to die for grief over the death of a special 
friend. I have seen manifestations of in
tense grief in several cases. The cat is capa
ble of peculiarly strong attachments. I have 
known one to be inconsolable for many 
weeks after the departure of a boy to whom 
be specially devoted himself. 

Natural antipathies form the other side of 
this question and the illustrations are all 
about. A stray dog came to my place last 
summer. He laid himself flat on his belly as 
I approached, only moving his eyes with the 
most intent watchfulness. I drew nearer, 
not a motion, but he drew still flatter to the 
soil. He was offering his services. Would 
I accept him? He was a beautiful cross of 
shepherd and hunter. I said, "Yes, you 
may stay." He knew in a moment the pur
port of my words. Leaping up, he came 
with eyes full of gladness and took my scent, 
and at once was a member of my household. 
But the friendship was ever first of all for 
myself. •> 

Now came the question of cat and dog, for 
I had a splendid cat that had had no dogs 
about to annoy bim. Here was the natural 
antagonism of the feline and canine races. 
But "Shep" understood perfectly that he was 
an adopted resident, and must not crowd his 
acquaintance. They could not become quite 
friends, but learned to tolerate each other. 
What is this natural antipathy? Traced far 
enough back, the ancestiy of the felines and 
canines come out of a common stock. But 
these terrible clawing creatures have been 
outlaws from time immemorial. To bite is 
allowable in the animal code; but to scratch, 
that is an innovation and indecent. We have 
codes that allow bullies to pound and kick 
but they must not scratch. It is easy to im
agine how the first that took to using their 
nails were driven out of the tribe. I believe 
the genuine ancestry to be canine; the faiinn 
is a spurious offshoot. 

There are intense hatreds, as we well know, 
between birds. Not one of them will form 
an alliance with the English sparrow. So far 
as I have observed the blackbird has no 
friends and does not care for any. He works 
in troops, steals in companies, and has bis 
bill against all other sorts of birds, and is de
tested in turn. An owl is a lonely creature, 
only that it is said occasionally to make apet 
of a snake instead of eating it, which I doubt. 
The friendship is probably like that of prai
rie dogs and rattlesnakes—an invasion of 
makes that can not be prevented. The owl 
may not be able to digest some of his saurian 
acquaintances. As a rule there is someone, 
or two, members of a household, that had 
better let the domestic cat alone—sometimes 
also the dog or dogs. Why these are not 
liked by the animals I do not know, unless it 
be something in the scent. Horses have 
strong antipathies to certain grooms, based, 
I should judge, at least in part, on smelL— 

. '•K P. P." in Globe Democrat. 

, A New Experience. 
Mistress (pumping)—Hold the pitcher 

under the spout, Bridget! 
Biddy O'Galway (under training)—Oh, 

mother ur Moses! Lookit! Sich a t'ing! 
All yez have to do is to be sbakin' that 
an' yez get hould o" one ind o' the wather, an' 
jfisfc pull out a rope of it Sich a t'ing. Sure, 

' .ma'am, the only kind of pump we have in 
Ireland is a bucket.—Woman. 

as Possible. r t 
"See here, my friend," said a farmer to a 

tramp,"you've been ljin' «in the of 
that fence far over thirteen boors. Ain't it 
•boat time to move on?" "If you say so," 
replied the tramp, straggle to his feet, *'I 
s'poseitis. I'm only tryin' to make my shoes 
last as lone; cs possible,1*—Time. 

JUMPING PROM THE SKY. 

Sensations Experienced by a Female Paî  
achate Flyer. 

"I suppose a brief story on the way I jump 
would be interesting to you," said a female 
aeronaut. "It's all so simple to me, though, 
that I can't understand why it should excite 
people as it does, for I have actually seen 
women faint away and men turn deathly 
pale after 1 had cut the ropes and started 
heavenward. Tou see, I always take a look 
downward when I am up a few hundred feet 
—just why, I am sure I can't say. And right 
here let me tell you that I have sometimes 
singled out from the sea of upturned faces 
just the ones I knew were going to be shaded 
with disappointment should I fail to fall and 
be smashed to pieces. You may think the 
notion is all in my brain, but I have it firmly 
fixed there, at any rate, and I know there 
are such people in the world. 

"Where are we? Oh, yes, going up—or 
rather, the earth is dropping away beneath 
our feet—you know that is always the sensa
tion. The parachute which we are to cut 
loose at the proper time bangs listlessly 
downward. The rope which holds it to the 
balloon passes through a steel ring. A sharp 
knife blade, worked by a cord, is so arranged 
that at the proper time a little jerk—and we 
are free. 

"Now comes the exciting moment, even to 
the veteran. Above you the balloon, freed of 
the weight which gave it steadiness, is rock
ing and reeling, while the parachute is whiz-
ring downward. You did not feel that you 
were ascending, but as you shut your eyes 
and draw in your breath in little gasps—a 
long drawn inspiration would be impossible 
—you are fully aware that you are descend
ing—that you are going with such frightful 
velocity, too, that unless there comes an end, 
and that end soon, the end of all things will 
beat hand. Prickly sensations shoot over 
your frame; and as you gasp for breath it 
seems as if a knife had been thrust into your 
vitals. Your thoughts are racing along with 
as great speed as your downward momen
tum; your courage, too, commences to leave 
you, and you are threatened with a total 
collapse—death I 

"Suddenly the mad rush is checked. The 
parachute 'has grasped the situation,' so to 
speak. At least it has 'grasped' sufficient ail 
to open it out, and as it gradually expands 
the motion becomes steadier, until you are 
descending so slowly and gently that you ac
tually have a sleepy sensation. And after 
the thrill, the shock of the moment before, 
the feeling is so dreamily delicious that really 
you are in danger from it unless you brace 
up and fight it off, for Mother Earth is shov
ing her smiling but rugged face close at you 
again—it really appears as if the earth came 
back to you, just as it seemed to recede—and 
you must remember that you must be on the 
lookout for a safe landing place, and that 
mqre agility is required in this part of the 
feat than in any other.—Chicago Tribune;" 

One of Gotham's Bohemians. 
One striking looking man has quite a his

tory. Over six feet tall, of fine physique, 
with a round, full face, the lines of which in
dicate a broad, genial nature as against the 
rigors of hard luck, he is a type of that pecu
liar Bohemian class which flourishes in no 
place so well as New York. He is in contin
ual good humor, and people who pass daily 
are as accustomed to his bright, sunny smil« 
as they are to the magnificent portico of the 
house. This man has been a figure in city 
life for ten years past. He is a bright law
yer, a brilliant speaker and a man of won
derful ability: yet no one has ever known 
him to turn these talents to advantage. He 
has no income. When he came here from 
the south, where he was born and bred, he 
was not overburdened with wealth, and at 
no time in his life has he been the possessor 
of $1,000 that he could call his own. Yet 
this man dines at Delmonico's or the Hoff
man, has elegant apartments at a well known 
hotel, and to many is looked upon as a pros
perous citizen. He to to be seen at all the 
swell dinners, at the theatres and at the 
clubs. Bubbling over with good humor, a 
reservoir of epigrams, one of the most com
panionable of beings, he flits about from 
place to place. 

To those who do not know him intimately 
it is a mystery how he manages to exist. One 
of his friends explained that this gay fellow 
has lived in this precarious way since he 
reached the age of manhood. He is a most 
insinuating talker, and can borrow money 
from a casual acquaintanoe with the grace 
of a Bentinck. Many who have been 
"touched" by this talker have never been 
able to understand what possessed them to 
loan him money. Light hearted, free of care, 
he sails through the sea of life a magnificent 
craft with a defective rudder.—New York 
Star. 

A Caution to Consumers. 
Ice cream, cream cake or lemon pie 

should be eaten within twelve hours after 
they are made. In the case of a party or 
picnic where the ice cream is purchased from 
the confectioner particular inquiry should be 
made as to its freshness, and if it is more 
than twelve hours old it should be unhesi
tatingly rejected. Canned meats, and in fact 
all canned goods, should be eaten or cooked 
as soon as opened, and under no circum
stances should they be placed in the refriger
ator to be kept. They are cheap enough and 
can be bought in packages of any size, so 
that there is no necessity for opening 
more than can be used in one day by a 
family of ordinary numbers. In re
gard to canned fruits and jams, if left for 
any length of time after being opened, 
fermentation sets in, and it continues in the 
stomach after they have been eaten. The 
practice of reboiling home made preserves, 
which have begun to ferment, or "work " as 
it is popularly expressed, cannot be recom
mended, for, although frequently this may 
destroy the organism which causes the fer
ment, it is by no means Invariably the case. 
The cheap jellies which come put up in gi«"» 
tumblers should never be used. They are 
made from a very poor quality of gelatine, 
colored and flavored artificially. The color 
and flavor are harmless in the majority of 
cases, but the jelly itself is indigestible, and 
generally has begun to decompose, as shown 
by the layer of "mold" on top.—Boston Her
ald. 

The Ugly British Bulldog. 
Talking of "handy" weapons, what a 

frightfully convenient weapon, cheap enough 
to be within tho reach of all, and carrying a 
ball big enough to make a hole like a gas pipe, 
is the British bulldog revolver. It has taken 
more lives-in its brief space of than 
any other form of translation known to in
ventive genius. You don't need to cock it; 
it does that for you. Just pull ou the trigger, 
up goes the hammer and down it comes again 
and the deed is done; that slight finger pull 
bas made a corpse and a murderer. Think of 
it and leave your gun at home. Teach the 
boys to use their fists, and give the women 
and old men clubs to hit with, but put up the 
self cocking revolver except for mad dogs.— 
Buffalo News "Man about Town." 

Gastronomlcal and Mental Sympathy. 
Vassar Girl (looking over chum's gradu

ating essay)—1 think, Cloely, that the tone is 
a trifle morbid and pessimistic. 

Cicely—Do you think so, dear? It must be 
the pickles J ate whan writing it. —The Epoch 

THE SWISS "VINTAGE. 
AN OCTOBER DAY AMONG THE 

VINEYARDS OF SWITZERLAND. 

A Merry Party Off for a Holiday—Getting 
the Grapes Beady for the Press A Bit 
of Fun—View of a Vineyard—Three 
Grades of Wine.. 

A Swiss village, a bright October morning 
and a full wagon. We were all going to 
Monsieur P.'s vineyard, some miles distant. 
It was the first day of the vendanges, there
fore the first of a three days' holiday, ac
cording to the canton laws, when business is 
abandoned and every one, grown people and 
children, fall to and pick grapes in their own 
or their neighbors' vineyards. 

A merry party ours, even sober Monsieur 
P. looking almost jovial, for how could he 
help it with such a lively crowd of boys and 
girls all promising to work like beavers, and 
such a day for the gathering. 

Wagons big and little, with many and 
with few, we passed. Here a whole family, 
baby and all, with the mother clicking her 
needles over the never forgotten stocking; 
there a small faction of two or three, but all 
out on the same intent. We passed many 
acred vineyards and tiny slopes where all 
alike were working, and finally we reached 
Monsieur. P.'s vineyard. And what a vine
yard was this. There was none to excel it in 
that part of the country. 

A VIEW OP A VINEYARD. 
Far back it stretched, covering the slope in 

even, well trimmed rows, the huge white 
bunches of chasselas and the dusky purple 
muscat bearing down the vines with their 
rich weight. A small, rude board house, 
wherein were stored all things pertaining to 
the vintage, was open, and there we put our 
lunch baskets. A number of men were pick
ing and already great heaps of the fruit were 
lying on tLe ground and in barrels and 
baskets. 

We little folk began working with a will, 
each trying to outdo the other in speed and 
number of baskets filled. It was fun till we 
began to tire, then another part of tho work 
claimed our attention. On tho roadside by 
the storehouse they were crushing the grapes. 
The branches were thrown into hogsheads, 
tho different varieties by themselves, and 
then pounded with a big wooden dasher till 
tho grapes were well bruised and thus made 
ready for the press. This was rare sport, 
and wo began pounding with all our might, 
splashing the rich juice about, first in our 
frantic efforts to show our skill, and then, 
from very mischief, into each other's faces. 
In went the grapes, higher and higher rose 
the juice, and with it our spirits, till Jean, 
mischievous boy, hit upon a delight
ful plan. Searching by the roadside, 
he found and cut a long stem of 
hollow jointed grass, and, dipping it in the 
nearly full barrel, began sucking up the 
fragrant liquid. We were not slow follow
ing his example, and how refreshing it was 
to our little thirsty throats! An innocent 
beverage, surely, in its first unfermented 
state. 

"Ah! that's the way you help, is it?" said 
Monsieur P., coming along with a fresh load, 
but he laughed, so we knew it was all right. 

A BIT OF SPOBT. 
Down went my head for another sip, but 

instead—sputter, gurgle, swallow, choke. 
A peal of laughter from the children, a 
mocking apology from mischievous Jean, 
and I emerged from the rosy liquid with 
dripping head and shoulders. It was too 
funny not to laugh, so wiping off my face I 
joined in at my own expense. 

''Oh, no! it did no harm," said the vint
ners, "only a little American flavoring; be
sides, it would be purified in the fermenta
tion." 

Never was frugal meal of bread and cheese 
eaten with keener appetites, all sitting about 
in true picnic fashion. An hour's "nooning" 
was allowed, then all fell vigorously to work 
again. 

There was much for a novice to learn. Be
fore the day was over we knew that the 
crushed grapes went through the wine press 
not once only, but twice and thrice, the last 
pressing making a thin, inferior wine, de
cidedly sour. Also that the mout or must, 
when only a few hours' old, was a delicious, 
sparkling beverage not tiniib-A cider, and also 
a most excellent plant fertilizer. We found 
out, too, that nothing was wasted, and that 
the dried skins and steins were pressed into 
cakes and used for fuel. 

Poor indeed is the peasant throughout the 
grape growing region who cannot boast of 
at least a strip of vineyard, be it ever so 
small. According to his wealth so is his 
vineyard. Then tho thing is to get the fruit 
gathered for the vintage as soon as possible, 
for there is always danger of hail storms, 
which often lay waste acres of vineyard, 
causing great loss. 

It was a tired party that rode back that 
evening, but there was much that was de
lightful to recount of the day's experience, 
in spite of aching backs and blistered hands. 
—Evelyn Carol in Home Journal. 

Forests Preserve the Moisture. 
The importance of preserving forests be

comes evident in South America. J. G. 
Gamble, in the "Proceedings of the Institute 
of Civil Engineers," points out that the soil of 
Africa becomes dryer every year. Although 
the amount of precipitation !s not decreas
ing, the springs become less strong, and 
rivers that used to flow permanently are dry 
during summer. Gamble considers the de
vastate Qn of forests and the grass and bush 
fires the principal reasons for this state of 
affairs. And besides this, the trails made by 
animals are transformed into canyons of con
siderable depths by sudden rainfalls. In 
these canyons, which are in some cases more 
than thirty feet deep, the surface water runs 
off before it has time to percolate the soil. 
Tripp has made observations on the amount 
of evaporation and found that on the high
lands fully one-half of the falling rains run 
off without penetrating into the soil. This 
experience emphasizes the fact that the ulti
mate aim of rational forest culture, so far as 
its influence upon agriculture is concerned, 
is the increase of the power of the ground to 
hold moisture, and thus to prevent the rapid 
flowing off of the precipitated rain.—Science. 

Cure for Rheumatism. 
Dr. Price, of Oconee county, Ga., suffered 

for years the pangs of rheumatism, vainly 
trying all remedies. Six years ago one of 
his sons in Texas heard that a hairless Mexi
can dog, if allowed to sleep at the feet of a 
sufferer from rheumatism, was a sure cure. 
He bought a dog and took it home to bis 
father. The old gentleman laughed at the 
idea of such a cure, but to please bis son tried 
the dost The account says that as soon as 
the doctor lay down in bed the dog "sprang 
in and coiled itself around his feet. In less 
than an hour the dog gave him evident re
lief, and in a short time effected a cure. 
.Wherever the pain struck bim he made the 
dog lie against the place, and the heat from 
the animal's body drew it out like a mustard 
plaster. Every night for six years the doo-
tor has slept with his hairless bedfellow, who 
now begins to showthe effects of age, and 
Dr. Price says that after its death, if the 
rheumatic pains return, he will at once send 
off tor aaothsr Mexican dog."—New York 
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AS IT WORKS THERE. 

n 

English Workingman—Can't I have a 
little bite? 

John Bull—Run away, my little son. 
Do you want to see your poor sick father 
starve?—Time. 

IN A DEMOCRATIC POSTOFFICE. 
The Difficulties Which Officeholders Under 

This Regime Have to Contend With. 
"Thomas," said the Democratic post

master in a small New York state town, 
to his assistant, a couple of hours after 
the arrival of the 9 o'clock mail; "Thomas, 

and put in democratic reacting matter?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"Have you inserted those small letter 

size free trade leaflets in the letters?" 
"All finished." 
"Inclosed the Mills bill in all the pack

ages, eh?" 
"Everyone." 
"You didn't forget to put extra strong 

free trade talk in all of old Uncle Abner 
Stagger's mail, I hope? Uncle Abner is 
getting old and a little feeble minded, and 
we might *be able to convert him, per
haps." 

"I fixed him up all right—put Cleve
land's letter in all Ills papers and a circu
lar shoving the responsibility for the 
potato rot onto the Republicans in his-
letters." 

"Then why don't you open the window 
and let the folks get their mail?" 

"S-sli! I'm steaming open the regis
tered letters and putting in fac-similes of 
Cleveland's §10,000 check—be through in 
half an hour." 

"Oh—all right; I'll tie the new ban
dannas to the handles of the mail sacks 
while you are doing that."—New York 
Tribune 

A Fable—The Free Trade Ass. 
It was a careworn beast of burden, who 

had a long but narrow pasture on the 
highway, and he looked over the fence 
and addressed a well fed horse in a rich 
meadow: "My equine friend, open the 
bars and let me in and I will assist you in 
kweringtbe surplus." 

"A surplus does not worry me as much 
as a deficit would, "remarked the horse, as 
he stowed away some more clover. 

"But look at the blessed law of compe
tition, and how it would equalize the bur
den of mastication," said the stranger. 

"There is no competition about it," re
marked the horse. "I am in the meadow 
and you are in the road." 

"But," remarked the stranger, "don't 
you think a few more feeders would 
stimulate business?" 

"Without doubt, when the feed got 
short," slyly remarked the horse. 

"Well, but this fence was only a war 
measure, and, now we are at peace, why 
not take it down?" the stranger sighed. 

"The fence works tip top and the feed 
gets longer every year; jog along, my 
friend." 

And the stranger picked another thistle 
in the road and moved along. He was a 
free trade ass, with ears like a pair of 
cavalry boot legs.—Goshen Democrat. 

Gen. Butler on the Political Issues. 
Gen. Benjamin P. Butler recently ad

dressed a large audience in Tremont tem
ple, Boston, upon the tariff and fisheries 
questions. Theoretically, he said, free 
trade between all nations, as between all 
men, is correct in principle. That is, if 
all nations in all things were exactly on 
the same footing. But such conditions 
of equality cannot exist among nations, 
and therefore, all theories upon the ques
tion of free trade become useless. Said 
Gen. Butler: "I cite the president on my 
side as against free trade: but I must con
fess at the same time that the president 
seems to try to get as near being a free 
trader as he can. I believe if he had ob
served and known, as 1 know, how much 
a protective tariff has done for American 
workingmen, his tariff message would 
never have been penned. It is not his 
fault, but the laboring man's misfortune, 
that he did not know the facts."—Ex
change. 

About Appropriations. 
The total appropriations for 1889amount 

to $306,392,296. In 1885, tho last year of 
the Republican administration, the total 
was $195,710,588, but this did not include 
a river and harbor bill, and later the pen
sion appropriations were increased. The 
total appropriations from 1886 to 1889, 
inclusive, were, up to date, $1,038,476,-
184, an average of $259,619,046 per an
num. The total appropriations in the 
preceding four years, 1882 to 1885, inclu
sive, were $943,178,130, an average of 
$235,793,282. The annual difference is 
•bout $24,000,000 more under Cleveland 
than under Arthur.—Indianapolis Jour
nal. 

Benet's Infamous Order. 
One would have thought that the spite 

of even a Cleveland administration would 
be exhausted in the wrongs done the old 
veterans themselves, in the universal 
weeding them out of the public service, 
and in the denial of their simplest claims 
to justice. But now the order comes that 
If the widow or daughter of a dead sol
dier, or the wife or daughter of a living 
one, is found employed in an armory or 
in any part of the ordnance bureau, she, 
too, must be forthwith weeded out.—U)hio 
State Journal. 

Are Cheap. 
The man who this year votes for free 

trade on the strength of Democratic 
promises of cheaper goods reminds one of 
the Jew in a St. Louisrailway office. "Glf 
me von deekit for Sbringfield," said Isaac. 
"Springfield, Mo., or Springfield, Ills.}" 
inquired the agent, "vich is der sheep-
est?" "Springfield, Mo." "Den gif me 
der Mizzouree deekit. I dakes der sheep-
est ofer dime."—St. Paul Pioneer Press. 
t. < t > 

i »VT. Bnt He Newer WilL 
As a purely humorous article the senate 

tariff bul is a great success.—The Star. 
There is nothing humorous about the 

Mills bilL It is likely to be tragic for the 
workingman if it ever becomes a law.— 
New York Press. 'r 

.CRUSOE SETTLEMENTS. 
ROMANTIC LIFE ON A LITTLE 

SOUTH PACIFIC ISLAND. 

Story of a Runaway English Sailor—An
other Little Colony In the Kermadec 
Group—Castaways on a Coral Reef—Pit-
cairn Islanders. >  ̂

About four months ago, as the English 
bark Queen's Island was passing Palmers ton 
Island, in the Southern Pacific, the captain 
was surprised to see a boat containing eight 
persons put off from the shore. It was gen
erally supposed that this little coral island, 
one of the least important of the Hervey 
group, and about three hundred miles from 
its nearest neighbor, was uninhabited. Capt. 
Reid, however, had accidently approached 
near enough to this little speck in the ocean 
to discover another of those romantic island 
settlements which are now and then unex
pectedly found in the broad expanse of the 
great Pacific. 

The bronzed and rather scantily clad white 
man who clambered up the side of the bark 
said he was William Marston, the chief of 
the little island, where he had lived for 
twenty-five years. When he was a young 
man he deserted from the British bark Rifle
man in Tahiti and made his way in a small 
sailboat nearly 1,000 miles west to the Her
vey group. He took a native wife and jour
neyed on to Palmerston Island, where he 
built him a cabin and started a cocoanut 
plantation. A few natives joined him, and 
now his little world contains thirty-throe 
human beings, of whom fifteen are his own 
children. English is the only language 
spoken in this little community, whose island 
home is not so large as some Dakota farms. 
Here the subjects of the runaway English 
sailor live on the happiest terms, getting 
along very well without the news and gossip 
of the world, while enjoying, nevertheless, 
many of the good things of civilization 
brought to them by small trading vessels, to 
whom they sell the copra prepared from their 
cocoanuts. 

Within the past few years several islands 
have been discovered in the Pacific which, it 
was found, had long been known by smnil 
traders, who in the interests of monopoly 
carefully kept their information to them
selves. After the Sydney newspapers an
nounced the discovery of a fine new island 
not far from New Guinea a sea captain in 
port produced a very good map of the island 
which he had made several years before. He 
had probably hoped to hand down the secret 
to his heirs as an exclusive trading privilege. 
In this way it has happened that Marston's 
little colony has flourished unknown save to 
one or two traders, whose interests have kept 
them quiet. 

Hundreds of the little islands of the Pacific 
are uninhabited, and are very rarely seen bj 
vessels. Who knows but among them may 
be modern Robinson Crusoes, waiting pa
tiently for a sail, and living in a fair degree 
of comfort upon the bounties of which na
ture is so lavish in those regions? We have 
recently told the story of Mr. Bell arid his 
little family, who are monarchs of all they 
survey in the Kermadec group, 600 miles 
from their nearest neighbors. The passen
gers and crew of the bark Henry James, who 
were rescued in May last from a coral reef 
in Polynesia, know what it is to be cast
aways in the Pacific, hundreds of miles from 
inhabited islands. If they had not fortu
nately saved their small boat they might 
have been prisoners for many months on tho 
little island. Five men in the boat carried 
the news of their disaster 1,300 miles to Sa
moa, and in less than two months deliver
ance came. They needed clothing, but were 
not otherwise in serious want, for fish and 
cocoanuts had amply supplemented the slen
der food supplies with which they had 
reached their place of refuge. 

Among the jubilee presents received by 
Queen Victoria were some hats and other 
manufactures, most skillfully made of straw, 
the humble tribute of the most unique and 
famous of Pacific colonies. In 1890 the Pit-
cairn islanders may celebrate the centennial 
of the landing of their mutinous fathers on 
the little rock where Lady Belcher, their his
torian, says they have become "such a com
munity as has been the dream of poets and 
the aspiration of philosophers." It is not 
often the world hears from these happy and 
peaceful islanders now numbering 112 souls, 
who have perpetuated the remarkable colony 
founded ninety-eight years ago by English 
sailors; but it is refreshing now and then to 
contemplate their idyllic existence, cut ofl as 
they are from the busy world, tilling tho fer
tile valleys of their little home only two and 
a quarter square miles in extent, possessing a 
schoolhouse and a church, but no jail; intelli
gent, neat and clean, with plenty of books 
and fruit and flowers, a simple hearted, de
vout people, and the only Christian com
munity in the world that has no strong 
drink, tobacco or money. 

A traveler on an English bark which 
touched at Pitcairn in February last says he 
saw among the islanders men who in stature 
would be a credit to the Royal Guards, and 
women who were fair to see, though their 
garments were not rich and fashionable; 
women who are skilled in the arts of house
wifery, in the making of fancy baskets and 
shell work, and some, too, who can play ex
cellently on the little church organ. Born 
to this life of isolation, the Pitcairn Islander 
hears with wonder and delight, but without 
envy, of the world beyond his sea girt home. 
When, years ago, Pitcairn became too 
crowded, considering its slender resources, 
and the people were removed by Great 
Britain to Norfolk, that island, small as it 
is, bewildered them by its vastness. Having 
only footpaths in Pitcairn, they thought the 
wagon roads of Norfolk unsightly, and the 
echoes aroused by their voices in the stone 
quarter where convicts had once lived im
pressed them as a most disagreeable novelty. 
A minority decided that they could not be 
happy among these strange surroundings 
and they returned to Pitcairn to live and die 
—New York Sun. 

•0' Experimenting; with the Beggars. 
A Paris philanthropist, who was struck by 

the alarming and painful increase of men
dicity in the metropolis, recently made a pe
culiar, although, perhaps, not a novel experi
ment. He went around to several generous 
merchants, manufacturers and tradespeople, 
and succeeded in inducing them to take into 
their employment all the "Vagrom men" 
that be should send to them with letters of 
recommendation. Then he summoned to
gether an army of the "unemployed," mado 
a speech to them on the advantage of labor, 
the advisability of economy and the dangers 
of absinthe and petit bleu, and finally di
rected them to call for the letters of recom
mendation, which were to procure for them 
immediate and remunerative employment ut 
theminimumrateof four francs per diem. 
Out of 737 of his ragged audience, more than 
half disappeared as if by magic from the 
scene, and have never bothered the philan
thropist since. Of the remainder, some took 
the letters, but never presented them; others 
worked half a day and clamored for their 
wages for that brief period, while at the end 
of three days only eighteen men, who were 
all genuine artisans apd laborers, were et 
their post.—Boston Transcript. 

m 

REST. 

Bflenee, sleeping on a waste of oeean; 
Sundown, westward tr&ileth a red streak; 

One white sea oird, poised with scarce a motion. 
Challenges the stillness with a shriek; 

Challenges the stillness, upward wheeling, 
Where some rocky peak eontaineth her rods 

nest, 
While the shadows o'er the water they t 

stealing 
As they whisper to the silence: "There is restl" 

Down where the broad Zambesi river ;.<* k ; 
Glides away into some shadowy lagoon, ~ * ' ' 

Lies the antelope, and hears the leaflets quiver. 
Shaken by the sultry breath of noon; 

Sees the water ripple in its flowing, ^ 
Feels the atmosphere with fragrance all op- w5 

prest, p 
Dreams his dreams, but the sweetest Is the know- & 

ing fife. 
That above him and around him there tenet 

Centuries have faded into Shadow; ^ 
Earth is fertile with the dust of man s decay; 

Pilgrims all men were to some bright El Dorados 
But they wearied and they fainted by the way. & 

Some were sick with the surfeiture of pleasure; 
Some were bowed beneath a care encumbered % 

breast; '$• 
But, in turn, they all trod life's stately measure, s; 

And all paused betimes to wonder: "Is then s: 
restf" Si 

Look, O man I to that limitless hereafter, 
When thy anguish shall be lifted from its dust: 5 

When thy weeping shall be melted into laughter. 
And thy love shall be severed from its lust; 

When thy soul shall be sanctified with 
The ultimate dim Thule of the Blest, 

And the passion haunted fever of thy being 
Shall be drifted in a universe of rest) 

1 . —Percy Somers Payna, 

A Lesson in Art Criticism. 
At one of the elegant homes of the city i : " 

there is a daughter who is quite an artist. ,; 

Recently a gentleman called who prides htm- 3 
self upon being an art critic. ;̂ 

"O, did you know we have just purchased ; :'-
one of Frederic Leighton's pictures, Mii s 
Adelbert?" asked the young girL "Do come ' 
out and see it," leading the way. It repre-
sented a deserted wharf, with a young girl, 
her draperies blown by the wind, . 
out over a rough sea. 

Mr. Adelbert was charmed. 
"Such color! Such a curve of the arms! 

Such poise and grace in the figure! In Sir -
Frederic's best vein. Believe me, you have ^ 
a gem in this picture." 

The young lady's mother was alarmed. i: 

She could not permit such deception. "Why, ' 
Gladys painted that herself, Mr. Adelbert ^ 
She is just teasing you for flattery." 

Exit Mr. Adelbert with a queer look on his 
face and with Miss Gladys biting her lips to 
hide the dimples that came from the laugh 
bubbling up from her very toes. TT^If the 
art critics are just like that, too. So much 
inaname. An artist does one thing grandly. ; 

Then he can sell daubs forever after on repu- > 
tation. 

An author gives us one good book. The " 
rest may all be trash, but nobody knows it 

The ways of this critical, ignorant, fawn- s 

ing world are, indeed, past finding out-
Carrie M. Ogilvie in Arkansaw Traveler. 

Huge Rafts on the Rhine. 
The Christian at Work, alluding to tho 

proposed method of transporting logs from 5' 
Nova Scotia to New York, points out tfrgfr 
the project "has almost its counterpart in 
the huge Rhine rafts which are floated down 
that river every year. These rafts are formed " 
of several smaller ones which have been 
floated down the mountain streams from the 
Black forest When they reach the • 
one huge raft is constructed. Layers of huge ' 
pines are placed upon each other, and over 
all is laid a rough deck of deal. Upon this 
deck are erected small cabins sufficient to 
accommodate, in some cases, as many as 400 
persons, as the raftmen generally take their 
families with them. Live stock is also put 
on board, and the whole constitutes a float-
ing village at once unique and picturesque. 
The final destination of these rafts is Hoi- ^ 
land, where they are sold for amounts rang- -
ing from <100,000 to $150,000."—The Epoch. 

: \ 
Painted by the Snn« ft 

Those who attended the hopat.oneof the • 
summer resorts not long ago were startled 
by the appearance of a Philadelphia lady in 
a decollete costume of a pale heliotrope g»iir 
It was not the dress, which was altogether 
comme il faut An intricate pattern in 
bright pink was outlined on the ivory skin of 
the fair Philadelphian. What artist had 
thus decorated her? The secret was simply 
this: The lady had been sitting half the 
afternoon in the sun, clad in an airy muslin 
waist, with an open worked neck. The sun, 
shining through the holes, had imprinted the 
pattern in pink on the skin as carefully and 
accurately as if it had been done by hand.— r • 
Home Journal .  - .v 

To, Make Wood Uninflammable. 
Experiments made at the instance of the 

Belgian minister of public works indicate 
that wood cannot be rendered incombustible. 
It may, however, be protected from Are to a 
considerable extent, either by the injection 
of certain saline solutions or the application 
of a paint or coating. The latter plan is the 
more practical, and the substances mostly to 
be recommended are cyanide of potassium 
a dangerous poison—and asbestos paint— 
Arkansaw Traveler. 

The Grave of Wendell Phillips. 
The grave of Wendell Phillips, at Milton, 

Mass., is unmarked. Bnt a monument is 
soon to be erected by Mm Green, the sister 
of the dead orator. It will be a rough, 
weather stained granite bowlder about fiv» 
feet in height, and in the front center will be 
placed a sunken tablet bearing an inscrip
tion. The stone will be placed in the rear of 
the lot and in view of the path.—New York 
Tribune _ •>,  v ,  

Observing the Proprieties. 
Minister (to bereaved widow, whose hus

band was blown up by dynamite)—Would 
you prefer a short sermon at the church, my 
dear Mrs. Hendrickst 

Bereaved Widow—Ah, yes, Mr. Goodman; 
there was so little of poor John found that I ~ 
think it would be more appropriate. —New 
York Sun. 

————— j / 

Ages of Our Presidents. * ' ' 
There have been twenty-two presidents of 

the United States, five of whom were niofted ' 
at 67, and six attained that great office before 
the age of 60. Three military men past 60 
have been elected. Two died very soon, and 
the other was Gen. Jackson, and he was bnt 
01 when elected.—Chicago Herald. ? € 

— 
An ArchtBological Wonder. 

Kxcavations made in Tzintzuntzan, in Ya-'' 
catas, Mexico, in search of treasure are said 
to have revealed a magnificent palaoe, whioh 

archffiological wonder.—Boston Budget 
li •• • 

The Russian Cradle. 
"The Russian cradle is never empty." As 

•statistical fact the excess of Rmwinn births 
•nnaaily is from 1,000,000 to 1,250,000. 

There arobut three ocniet factories in the 
country, and these an at Boston. Philadel-
phiaand Elkhart, Ind. . ^ " 

The Iondon Times pays out nearly $16&-
000 a year in salaries to its oMwspondsnta 


