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HARVEST IN THE HILL COUNTRY.
BT MILLIE W. CARIESTER.

]y(m e poent grass,

ghit drops from the bending

The dew Ties hoay
And drips in Lr

grain,
And fiom the vines through which the reapers

pass
With trampiing flect aloug the cool, wet
lnne,
The amarantly 1i(is §ts falny, sweet Hosh
ngaln ¢
Some Indian cresson flourish in the hedgo ;
The poison-sumne lets its shame bo scon
In gearlet letters, where the wood's brown
cdge
s brightened with the bemlock’s tender
grecy.,

These late red cureanta glow like rpby beals
Iy elustirs tompting to theé robin's tosto ;
Thie yellow mustard sows its iine brown sceds
Along the sod In rare excess of waste,
Meanwhile, the reapers to thelr work mnke
hnsle,
And through the pasture, where thie red-gak
sinnds,
The Brawl goes wimpling 'mld the grass aud

ferns,
Where the tieed fleld-boy luves his sun-Lurnt
hande,
Oy in the shade o line of Homer learns,

Here, thou and I, O feiend of earlier days !
May sit and llsten while the reapers sing ;
Alout our feet the cardina! flowers blaze,
And honey bees go by on ehining wing.
Out of our listening, music gcems to spring ;
And, floating softly on the clear sunelilue,
These sweet and alien volees In the corn
Reeall old tunes that cchoed l;{ the Rhlne,
Aud Jodels beard upon the Matterborn,

Not moch like these, dear [tlend, were tliose
firat daya

OF freedom, when the wide world secmed
our owi,

And we went wandering ‘long bewildering

ways,

From Grutll meadow Lo the Bols Boulogne,
Now all that sad, sweet folly Is ontgrown :
Our work is done. Not much—was 1t ¥-=for

those
Who were so strong,who saw so much todo,
Who felt 80 brave to right n whole world’s
Wole,
And tear the moask of valo concelt In two,

The reapers slog; the saddened hours creep
on ;
The grain I8 parnered, sweet and clenn and

‘F-\ L]

The long, stralght sunshoafis flicker faiut and
wan,

And primirose clouds elip down the western

sy
Wi tfll'?(‘ of common things—the corn, the
rye:
You l\liflld betwixt the sanlight, dear, and e,
With shaded eyes (a pensive, New-World
Ruth),
And, oh, your fuce grows beautiful to ece,
Crossed with these memorles of our vauisi-
e youth!

THE BACHELOR'S MISTAKE.
-

1Y AMY RANDOLPIL

-

Squire Popham was short and stout,
with a shining bald head, and s nose iu-
clined to be retrovsse—which we take
to be the French for pug. All heroes
ean't be tall, Greek featured, and named
Montmorenci ; and our hero was mould-
ed after an exceedingly every-day sort
of pattern; nevertheless, thera was no
inconsiderable spark of romance in his
soul.

Forty-five years had the squire dwelt,
mateless and forlorn, in the world; and
now, as he entered upon the forty-sixth,
it struck him that he was fu!lnwinfi up
a wrong theory. Bomgpeople wake to
the great mystery of their lives through
the glance of a soft eye, a beam of moon-
light, & half-open rose-bud, a bit of
ribbon. Bquire Popham was sroused
through the instrumentality of s tooth-
ache !

“ It's all very well for & man to be un
old bachelor as long as he's well and
sound,” grumbled the squire, dolefully
regarding the eold mustsrd-draughts
and clammy hop-plasters that bis land-
lody bad sent up after innumerable de-
lays and excuses, * but when yon begin
to get achy nnd shaky, s married man
has the best of it. I'll be a married
man! Ugh! how cold these confounded
puddings wre! why couldn’t she have
wormed 'em a little? Now the tooth
Leging to jump—why the deuce nin't I a
murried man, with a little, soft, peachy
cheek to lay mine against, and hands
that know bow to bold s hop-plaster
without losing three-fourths out of the
other end, right on tos fellow's black
velvet vest. I'll go to some watering-
place or other and get married, as soon
a3 this swelling goes down—I will, as

sure as my name is Peul Popham |

at the widow, who, pretending to ba en-
tiraly unoconscions, hemmed away at ber
dainty frills, or rend small volames in
red ond gold, sending now end then an
eleotric ray of her blue eyes to keop up
the flames in the squire’s heart.

“I think I'm in love,” gaid the squire
to himgelf. “I must be in love! 1
never saw such blue eyes in my life;
and as for lobster salad, they couldn't
get it up better at Delmonico's. Then
again n widow has had expericnee—she's
not like one of thosa girle who know
nothing but the waltz and a pack of
Italinn somgs. I dare say she could
meite a delightful mustard-plastor ; ond
as for water-gruel and milk-punch, I
see "em in hereyes | Yes, I'm undoubt-
edly in love.”

The moon—un full barvest shield of
mellow mlver—ro The equire wtill
smoked big cigar and raminated on the
delicious posaibilities in slore for him,
until the Widow Martin's kerosene lamp
glowed into brightnesa on the table.
Through the deveitful sereen of the flut-
tering muslin curtain he could ses her
moving to and fro like s fuir vision of
dream !

“ T wish I wis 0 good hand ot poetry,”
soliloguized the sguire know
could got in something about & star be-
hind & cloud, Crowd—prond—lond—
hang it, they don’t hitch at sll. *Star
behind the cloud ;' but it isn't midnight.

W

Shroud—shrond—might ns well say
skeleton at once and done with it
Vowed—how could & fellow lug in

vowed ¥ *Star behind a midnight cloud,
to worship thee 1 have vowed' —some-
how that seems to go liln\l.w'.‘ly-cntch.
Shudes of the Nino muses! 1 hadn't
eny idea poetry put oneinto such a per-
spiration. I thiak perhaps I wasn't in-
tended for a poet; but that idea of the
star beliind the clond was o pretty one,
if I conld only have hit upon a rhyme
that dido’t hobble on three legs ! Hallo !
hallo! what's that she has in ber arms 7"
For through the floating muslin dra-
pery which the rquire's fancy bed in-
vested with the poetic fullness of n
cloud, he could see the bawitching little
widow pacing up and down the floor,
her brown ringlets drooping nhove her
face, and her duleet tones murmuring
some sweet Inllaby,
“'Pon—my—word !"
puzzled equire. It isu't her second
busband—unless he's o smaller man®
than the average; it must be—a buby !
Deceitiul enchantress, false as fair! does
she intend to pass Lerself off as possess-
ing no incumbrance ¥ Doea she mean
o keop the exictence of her child a se-
eretr Good Copul, how fortunate I am
to have penetrated her treachery before
—before the fatyl word wos spoken !
Fauoy me, Panl Popham, married to o
woman with 4 baby ! 1'd rather live on
cold musturd-plesters and stewed hops
for the rest of my life! Tush-sh-sh! it
is nsleep now ! what's that she is eall-
ing it! *Her precious darling, sweet-
est pot!' Aha! little does she know
who listens to.her honeyod accents!
Now she's putting it in its crib—a
dencod unhealtliy place to keep w
child, that unventilated closet; but I
suppose it would be discovered anywhere
else, Bhe must dose it with Dufly's
Elixir und Soething Syrup all day, and
it comes out, like & bat, at night!
Heavens ; what cold-blooded heartless-
ness!| Now sho hes gone out with a
pitcher in her hand—the opportunity is
here; I'll investigate this thing, or my
name isn't Paul Popham! Ab, Melissa
Meurtin ! who could ever have dreamed
this of thea!"”
Squire Topham waited until the rus-
tle of the widow's half-mourning mus-
ling had died away in the hall, nnd then
crept softly acrcss the threshold of his
own sapartment, entering hers with
noiseless, slippered tread.
The light burned with soft, steady
flame on the table ; the dsinty, half-
bemmed frilling lay besideit, with a tiny
pink Bohemian wasg, in which Bquire’
Popham recognized s bouguet of white
roses he had that afternvon presented
with & pretty speech to the widow. And
clese beside the big arm chair lay a pair
of tiny slippers, rosetted aud buckled,
and a white cambric peignoir, enough to
melt the beart of auy bacheler into
whose nature suspicion had not entered
with its poisoned dart. .
But Paul Popham, beiug forewarned,
was consequently forearmed. He psus-
ed not to hinger round the bewitching
insignia of the female presence, but stole
on tiptoe, with hushed bresta and lips

tjwealated the

And that was the way our squire came
to contemplate matrimony.

The Seaweed hotel was crowded full |
that season, with old girls, young girle, l
middle-nged girls, widows, mutrons, snd
old maids; in fuct, the very multiplicity
of the artiols puzzled Squire Popham in
muking his selection.

“For I can't marry ‘em all,”" argued
the squire; “ und what between waltz-
ing und eroquet, and the German, they
don't any ot em stand still long enough
fur me to make up my mind, Perpetual
motion, indecd ! it's nothing 1o » Iwu|
woman 1"

‘Now the Beaweed hotel wai & huge l
brick Luilding, with a colossal wing ex-
tending out ut right angles and enclos-
ing a sort of court ; aud the window of
Mr. Pophaw's room, the last in the main
building, looking directly into those of
Mrs. Martin, who occupied the first ad-
joining, in the wing. Bo that, if there
18 such a thing ss baving your next door
neighbor opposite to you, Bguire Pop-
ham snd Mrs, Martin enjoyed that par-
adoxical felicity.

Mrs, Martin wos 8 widow—a plump,
m’ﬂ, widow, with red cheeks, pear
teeth, and big blue eyes, full of wiukac’l'
glancu-—n widow who liked a joke, and

ad, at the same time, an exquisite ap-
precistion for u bit of whispered senti-
ment. And one day the business was
tinished for Bquire Popham by the deft
way in which the charming widow
mixed some salsd dressing st the din-
* ner-table,

“ 1 like that widow," thought the
squire, holding his knife and fork admir-
inFly in mid sir es he watohed the skill-
ful operstion. *1'll marry that widow
—if she'll let me.” .

Bo that evening the squire sat at his
window with the newspaper for a flimsy
excuse, and looking unuttersble things

apart, to the closet, where lay perdu the
secret of the Wilow Martin's inner life.

Well, there were dresses, and shawls,
and round hats with saucy birds’ wings
in them, und crinolines, and snowy rost-
ling skirts, and even a twin paiv of In-
dia rubber boots hunging to n peg—but
no erio.

“ Is there & trap doer throngh which
the—the baby has vanished "' thesquire
asked himself, staring vaguely sbout the
closet. Halloo! there comes the widow's
erinoline down on my hesd ! and by sll
the powors, I've kicked over & saucer of
millkk | A queer way she has of provis-
ioning her garrison, und—-="

The gquire uttered a short, sharp €jae-
ulstion ; in groping round the floor to
replace the overturned saueer, bis hand
cawe in contsct with something warm
and soft—something decidedly alive !

 It's the baby, by Jove!" heexclaim-
ed, making s rush st it, but the next in-
stant u short, sbrill bark and ths agon-
iziug sensation of sharp teeth closing to-

ether over his epidermis dispelled the
Erief dream of triumpb, snd s plump
little poodle, sbandoning the invaded
fastness of the basket, rushed past bim
out of the room and down the stairs,
howling at the top of its voice.

“ Ounly a puppy-dog |" reflacted the
discomfited gquire, rubbing his wounded
hand ; “ but it is just the season for hy-
drophobis, and there's no knowing what
may happen. BServes me right for not
sttending to my own business, But
I'm glad it wasn't a baby, and that Me-
lissa wsn't & siren after all, 1'll propose
to that widow to-morrow morning—if
I'm not ranning on all fours and bark-
lng with hydrophobia I

As Bquire Popham formed this men-
tal resolution he was straggling to_free
himself from the bondsge of Mrs, Mar-

human malice to his manly form, At
the same moment the sound of footsteps
renched the oar.

“ Bho's coming back, as sure ns my
name is Paul Popham, she's coming
back I" gasped our hero, struggling
more wildly than ever, * and here I am
in her closet like a caged bear !”

He shufiled half way across the #oom
with the crinoline clinging round his
ankles; but it was too late—Mrs, Mar-
tin woa almost on the threshold, and he
staggered back, just rogaining the friend-
ly shelter of the closet ns she entered
with the villainous little poodle in her
arms, and o young ludy following ber.

“ Come In, Laura,” chirped the widow,
and then buried her plump cheeks in
the dog's woolly hair. © Poor "ittle Pet-
sy, did it get frightened and run away ¥
Never mind, its own, own mistress has
coms back, so she has, Thore, lio still
on tho cushion, like s darling mousey-
kins ss it was, aud bo good. Ilwre are
the poems, Laurs," she added, changing
Ler tone.

# (), thank you,” asasid Miss Vernon,
whose voige Popham recognized from
his stifling retreat. * By the way, Me-
lisan, do you know what has become of
your fat edorver * I haven't szen him
on the piazza to-night.”

“ Do you mean that bald-headed old
baghelor. I'm sure 1 don't know, nor
eare,”

Squire Popbam broke inlo a chill
perspiration, notwithstanding the fever
heat of his hiding pluce. “ Fat adorer!”
* Bald-headed old bachelor!" It was
enough to set any man's blood circulat-
ing to hear himself miscalled in that ri-
dicalons manner.

“ The iden of his presuming to ad-
mire you, Melisea I" Jaughed Miss Ver-
nen, ¢ Do eontrive to secrete me pome-
where when be makes his declarstion—
it will be such fun. How Harry will
lnugh when he hears of it. DBy the way,
have you written to Harry to-night ¥

“ Hurry, indeed " gasped Bquire Pop-
ham. *“No, I don't think be will lsugh
~—mnot if 1 know it."

Hare the bachelor changed his cramp-
ed position, und two or three pairs of
gaiters rattled wbout his ews, down on
the tloor.

“ Mercy upon us, what is that ¥"—
shrieked the widow.

“ It's Popsy,” soothed Miss Vernon,

¢ No indeed, it's not Popsy, for he's
Lere on his cushion,"

" Then it's a ghost !" screamed Laura.

“It's & burglar!” shrieked Mrs, Mar-
tin, and Popsey ndded to the tumnlt by
barking fuanounsly st the closet door.

“Help | Murder! Help! Thieves!
Help!" shouted Laurs at the top of her
voice, while the widow clung round her
neck cachinnating bysterically.

* Ladies, allow me to explain,” began
the squire, opening the door three-
quarters of an inch, wherenpon Popsey
redoubled hLis barks and the widow
screamed louder than ever,

“Villain ! stand back!” commanded
Luure, dragging two rocking-chuirs and
an embroidered foot-stool in front of the
door. " Ol thank goodness, here is belp
st last, There, there " she waved her
hand tragicelly toward the closet door,
“the band of desperadoes is secreted
there "

The gentleman boarders gathered
round with all the pokers, tongs, pistols,
croquet-mullets and rulers they had been
ablo to collect at such short notice—the
ladies stood back, shrieking in chorous.

“1'll open the door, Jenks," said the
landiord to the head waiter, “and yon
be ready to collar the first one that
rushes out, One—two—three—and Lero

e

goes !

But to the surprise—and to confess
the trath, disappointment—of the as-
sambled boarders, nobody appeared save
Squire Popham, in a flowered dressing-
gown and a very red fage, shrinking
vack among the widow's silk dresses.

“ Why, bless my soul !” exclaimed the
iandlord, *it's Mr, Popham ! How came
you here, sir ¢

“It's—-it's & mistake,” stuttered the
miscrable bachelor, creeping out with
sheepish countenance,

“1t's u confounded queer-looking mis-
tulee,” muttered two or three of the more
belligerently inclined boarders, But
mine bost good-naturedly interfered in
Mr. Popham's behalf,

“Tum quite sure Mp, Popham is no
burglar," he said. * Mra, Murtin, you'll
benr witness to it's being s mistuke, 1
am gure,”

And Mrs, Martin, with « Popsey " still
barking irrepressibly in ber arms, de-
clared that *she was so sorry such a
misunderstanding had taken place.”
“Apd T am sorry too, madam,” said
the old bachelor, stiffly bowing as he
marched out between the lines of silent
and amazed gpectators,

“ My dear,” whispered Laura Vernon,
“you may (lr-!aemi he bLas heard every
word we said !

* But how on earth do you supposs ha
came in there "'

o1 am sure I haven't the least idea,”
said the puzzled young lady.

Nor did they ever discover n clug to
the mystery. Squire Popham resolutely
kept at bay the curiosity of the whole
hotel by obstinately reiterating his first
statement, * that it was a mistake," and
nothing more. And the next morning
he packed his valise and left the Bea-
weed House.

We ura sorry to record the fact that
he is an old bachelor still, and likely to
remain so, bis first adventure in the ser-
vice of the little god having proved se
disastrous that he will never pluck up
courage to hazard another ! Perhaps
L:=ap year may do something for nim ;
but it is n forlorn hope, at best!

(L

This is the era of, taxing luxuries,
and the constant demand is to raise the
tax on articles of this nature and sbol-
ish it on others, The province of
Quebee responds nobly to this demand,
Herstofore the cost of 8 marringe licensa
in that region has been six doliars, but
it is now intended to increase the reve-
nue from this tax by making it two
dollars higher, and the additional sum
is 1o be sdiad to the public school fund,

tin's crinoline, which clung with almost

Truly o wise spplication of the money,
and evidently an appropriate one.

at the Mormun Tubers
nacle,

The San Francisco Chronicle pays :—
What a dengs mags of humanity is o be
gwon at the great Mormon Tabernaclo on
a Babbath wmorning | Tho congrega-
tions vary from threo to ten thousand,
according to the bill of fare offered, If
Brigham is ndvertised to speak thore is
certain to be n full houss, and if the
times are lively and exciting, standing
room will ba searce. Next to Brigham,
Elder John Taylor, the best of the
Twelve Apostles, draws the best, and
then comes George Q, Cannon, ancther
of the Aposties. Orson Hyde and the
Pratts were formerly big guns; but of
late they do not tzke a very asctive part
in discussions at the Tabernacle. The
earnest saiuts in attendance never know
who is going to presch, except in the
case of Brigﬁmn, and any other Lrother
present may be called upon to make re-
marks, which constitute the Iatter Day
Boints' wermon, The old elders pnd
fathersin Israel git upon the nmple plat-
form specially built for them, and it is
from their ranks that ecolesiastical ora-
tors mostly come, The Mormon preach-
eére never usa mnotes, ns they counsider
that ¢ preaching from paper” is a sure
sign that a man's religion is his profes-
gion, not his life. In taking their texts,
which they seldom do, the Old and New
Testament, the Book of Mormon and the
Doctrine and Covenants are the sources
of inspiration. They open them at an
given page by chanee, and the text read,
they construg it in & material sense.
The listener, not knowing their style,
will be eager to know according to the
text, what tho preacher's views are re-
garding the resurrection of the daad, the
immortality of the soul, the attributes
of God and the angels, or some other
hair-splitting theologicsl problem, Bat
the listener is most gloriously fooled
when his ears are burdened with * re-
marks” about building good roads, and
best mode of irrigation,how to bierd stock
and run saw mills, tho prospects of the
cotton and silk trade of Utan, the boau-
ties of pologamy in household economy,
ete., and * all glory of God,"” as the
preacher enthusinstically exclaims, The
sudience listens with reverent attentjon.
Thue sen of upturned facss isa remarka-
blesight. Anglo-Baxon physiognomics
of sll shapes and sizcs, and expressions,
golemn and stolid looking, handsome
and bomely, young and old, green and
withered, sre to be seen, All national-
ities are represented—the English,
Welsh and Dunes predominating.  Nor-
way and Sweden come next.  An ocea-
stonal wandering Jew or renegade Celt
may bo sven hero and there by way of
variety. The men are mostly clad in
homespun, and the women, svine in fine
silic and others in coars: garments. The
costumes of the Eoropean lower classes,
which have not changed in centuries,
are to be seen here in all their primitive
beanty. Many of the Mormon women
are dressed richly, and some of the young
saintesses looks us pretty as peuches.
The old elders, who sit on the plutform
are a grave, earnest, solid-looking class
of men, whose countenances are stamp-
ed with the mysterious force of fanati-
cism,

Strange Sighls

Things We Like to See.

We like to see young ladies who are
bitter enemies kiss each other very affec-
tionately when they meet, It reminds
us of & man named Judus who lived sev-
eral years ago. We like to see a fushion-
ably dressed lady promenading the
streets wearing a blue silk dress, trailing
a yard bebind her in the mud—it cleans
the strects so niurli'. We like to see
young men very polite and obliging to
other young ladies, who are scarcely
civil to their sisters at home—it proves
that the lords of creation are void of de-
ception. We like to see little boys come
to church in the evenipng, and wmuse
themselves by sticking pins in their
sleepy neighbors—itshowa that they are
not burying their talents in the earth!
We like to see & man invarinbly throw
his newspaper, boots and hat on the
floor for Eiu tired wife to pick up—it is
evidence that he remembers the promize
to *cherish her!” We hike to see the
choir spend their time during the divine
service in whispering and telling stories
—it helps us to appreciate the sermon,
and convinces us that they are capable
of ginging * with the spirit and the un.
derstanding nlso I We like to see young
ludies keep their juws in constant mo-
tion, endeavoring to musticate a huge
ball of chewing gum—it looks so lady-
ltke! We like to ses & man sporting
fust horses, whila he owes the printer
and gives nothing to the wminister—it
looks honorable! Theraare many other
things which we would like to see, but
we forbear.

———— e

Death of Two Singular Characters,

The Fort Wayne (Ind.) Seatinel nar-
rates the lifo and death lately of Archi-
bald Leroy, who lived a hermit's life
for nenrl{' half & century in a rude log
csbin in Wayne County, in the heart of
the forest. When he was & youth of
twenty he met o young lady to whom
he besame srdently sttached. They
were betrothed, but on the evening prior
to ber marrings sbe begged him to re-
lease her from her pledge, because she
did not love him. He complied, and
she wedded s MWase man of the world,
whose money was his only recommends-
tion, and whose reputation was thatof a
roue, Archibald Leroy thereuppn with-
drew from society, built the house
where be lived, and ncross whose thresh-
old he was carried on the Oth inst., in
bis coftin.

He was o great student. The walls
of bis cabin are lined with standard
works, and all these bear the evidence
of frequent use. He wus also an artist,
and in his portfolio were found a num-
ber of exquisite sketebes of the beauti-
ful scenery which surrounds his late
bhome. He wss in many respects a re-
marksble man, with excellent traits of
charaoter, as bis neighbors testify, and
with & wonderful store of information on
every subject, no matter how obstruse
or profound its character,

he Manchester (Vt.) Journal sn-

nounces the death of Oliver Elmore, the

“Hermit of Wanhall River,” in that

Btate. He died from the effects of ex-
posure last week, at the foot of Stratton
mountain, whers he has lived for thirty
years in u hole dug in tho hill, with no
companion sive %\is dogs and hens.
When s young man ho resided in Con-
ntoticut, and wos driven to this strango
life by the death of the woman whom
he loved and wns to marry. Ils had
many weatlhy and inﬂnentfnl ralatives
in that State—among them a menber of
Congress—wlyy have often tried to in-
duce him to abmdon hissingular habits,
but without avail.

Surface Movement of the Earth.

The old geologioal theory that from
time to time the surface of our earth has
been changed by grand catastrophes,
which destroying plants and snimals,
were, on an immense scale, similar to the
lounl eatastroplies produced by voleanic
eruptions and earthquakes, has been
ubandoned by reason of our more cor-
rect knowledge, founded on careful ovb-
servations which investigators have been
making for woany Jeara. These obser-
vations have proved that sudden eatas-
trophes are always merely lecal; but
that all the great changes in the surface
of our enrth, as the upheaval of mounn-
tain ranges and the depression of wval-
leys snd their ultimate change into lakes
and oceans, are gradual and go always
on, even at the present day, The moun-
tans bordering the Pacific Ocean—in
fact, the whole eonst of California—ara
perpetually rising, and have probably
been doing go far half a million of years,
while all the land containing in its
bosom our great American lakes is slow-
ly sinking, with a probable correspond-
ing upheaving of tf'w state of Keatucky,
of southern Indinnas and the surround-
ing countries. Geological iuvestigations
prove that once our lakes had their out-
lets south, till by depression at tlie north
n new outlet was first formed, about
forty thousand years ago, throngh
Niagara to the St. Lawrence River. The
division line of the watershed of the
lakes and the Mississippi valley has been
glowly travelliug southwaerd since that
time; and when the city of Chicago re-
cently turned the waters of Liaks Mich-
igan up the Chicago River into the Mis-
sissippt valley, sho simply re-established
the old stute of afluirs, which, it the
motion in question continues, will be
more diffieait to meintain in the futare
that it is now. Fortunately this motion
is very slow, and only n very remote
posterity, some thousands of years hence,
will meet with the difliculties we now
toresee, when the bed of the Chivago
River becomes lower and lower at its
junction with Lake Michigan. It ap-
pears, further, that the stute of New
Jersey is sinking, and this is even par-
ticipated in by the city of New York,
Brooklyn, Long Island, &o, st the rate
of sgomo sixteen or seventeen inches per
century. This is insigniticant, to be sure;
but let it only go on for a thousand
years and it is somo fifteen feet, so that
the new stone decks now commenced in
New York city at that time will be to-
tally submerged; but then they will
probably not last so long, snd the soil
of the lower part of the city may be very
easily raised half a foot every thirty
years, It is evident that the most cor-
rect date may be obtained at the sea-
shore, as themain height of the ocean
possesses & perfect stability, This muain
height is, of course, obteined by con-
tinual observation of the tides under
different circumstances, snd if anywhere
the highest tides reach a higher level
than they did one hundred or two hun-
dred years ago, it is & proof of depres-
sion or sinking of the land.

This depression is going on along the
coast of Northern France, Belgium,
Holland, and northwest Garmany, while
the cost of Sweden, along the Baltic, is
slowly rising, including the capitul of
Sweden, the city of Stockholm,

The latest scientifio journals réport
two very striking contemporary up-
heavals in Bpain, entirely authentic,
M, de Botello describes them in detail,
and the most curious fuct is that the
short time of gearcely & quarter of a cen-
tury was sufficient to produce an effect
which has surprised every inhabitant
who observed the circumstances former-
ly, and c:}m;lmred them with the present
condition. In the province of Jamora,
it is obssrved that from the village of
Villar don Diego, it is now possible to
se¢ the upper half of the church-steeple
of Ransfarzes, in the provinee of Valla-
dolid ; whereas, twenty-three years ago,
the summit of this steeple could only
just ba perceived. The suime thing oc-
curs to the same degree and under the
same circumstances in the province of
Alva, where, from the village of Salva-
tierra, the whole of the village of Bal-
duende can now be seen, while in 1817
the vane of the church steeple could
hardly bs peresived. These four points
ure on o line parallel to the system of
the Banserrois Mountains, while the ex-
treme points are one hundred and forty
miles apart.

All the movements we speak of here
have nothing to do with voleanie erup-
tions; they are, of course, csused by
changed conditions of the inteior of the
earth's mass, which by these facts is
proved not to be solid, the opinion of
some modern geologists notwithstand-
ing; the earth, if not liguid inside, must
at lenst besoft and plastie, in order to
make depressions in one placewith sim-
ultansons elevations in another.

One other interesting fact we must
mention in this connection; it is that
the highest mountains arenok the oldest,
us one would naturally suppose, but
belong to the systems last elevated; so
the high Bwiss Alps are much younger
than the lower Jura, and the Catskills
younger than the lower Bhawangunk
mountaing.— The Manvsacturer and Buil-
der,

A substance called * Xylonite,” is
coming into use ag a substitute for wood,
ivory und tin, and is composed of oxide
of zinc, kneaded up with colledion and
camphor, snd then forced in & strong
press between hot metallic plates, into
the desired form. Caution is, however,
advised in to using this sub-

Romance of American History.
CHUISTINE OTI3 AND JIER COMPANION.

In the valley of the Merrimac dwelt
in early times the Pennacock Indians,
who gunerull{]cnltiwucd o friendly in-
tercourse with the whites, even nmid
troubles  which oneuled. strongly to
their feclings nas Indians. In Major
Waldron, of Cochero, they bad great
confidence—a confidence which he
abused ernelly, for, in Beptember, 1676,
four hundred men, women, and children,
of the Eastern tribes, assembled ot
Cochieco to sign a treaty, but were seized,
oversl of the number hanged, the rest
rirried off to Doston, and eold into
foreign slavory, sent to toil and die be-
nenth & West India sun, far from their
native home.

The Indians smothored their resent-
ment, aud awaited the hour when {hey
could punish the treacherous nck.

In 1688, Andros seized and planderad
the establishment of Baron do St. Castin,
s French nobleman, who had settled on
the DPenobscot, and by marrying s
daughter of the Obief Madockswando,
identifled hiwself with the Indians of
Maine. Tho tribes in Mainoe flaw to
arms, but before the news spread some
squiws, one stormy night, asked admis-
sion into the garrison houses at Cocheco,
They ware admitted without distrust ;
but at midnight they opened the doors
to the bLravee, and the slanghter com-
menced.

Waldron himself lodged in an inner
room, and, wikencd by the noise, he
leaped out of bed, erying, * What now !
what now " and seizing only his sword,
met the Indians, and, old as he was,
with his white wrath blazing loftily
over the flarce devils, he drove them be-
fore him from door to door, till he had
passed the tiird. As he sprang back
then for other weapone, the Indians
rushed up behind him and stunned him
with their hatehets, felled him, and
dragged him to the hall, whero they
sestedd lim in an arm-chsir, placed on
the top of a table, and, tauntingly nsk-
ing him, “Who shall judge Indinne
now " left him to recover his seuses
while they compelled gnch of the family
as they hid spared to prepare them some
food.

Their hunger being appeased, they
returped to Mujor Waldron, had his
books, in which their trade had been
registered, wnd ns each Indian's turn
came, he stepped up, erying, * I cress
out my account!” and with his knife
drew a deep gash scross the breast of
the old man, .

It is not recorded that Waldron ut-
tered & cry of pain or an entreaty for
their mercy. * Oh, Lord I he seid, * ob,
Lord I” aud, spent with anguish aud
loss of biood from the shocking mutila-
tion to which he was further subjected,
he fell forward on hia sword, which one
of the tormentors held roady to receive
him, and the vengeance that had brooded
and wdited thirteen years was satisfied,

After setting fire to the mills and
houses, the Indians, having killed
twenty-two persons, and made prisoners
of twenty-nine, retreated by the light
of the blaze, so rapidly as to bs beyond
danger before any other settlers were
aroused to a senve of what had been
done,

Awong the captives of that night was
a little graunddaughter of Major Wald-
ron's, who, baving been sent by the In-
dians, while at their dark work in the
garrison-house, to bid forth those hiding
in another room, had crept into a bed
and drawn the clothes about her ; she
had been found sgain, though, and had
been forced to undertake the march with
them, half-clad and on her little bare
feet. Bhe was only seven yeurs old, and
her trinls were bitter. At one time her
master made her stand agninst a (ree
while he charged his gun and took sim
at her; aguin, an Indien girl pushed
her off & procipice into the river, and,
having clambered out, she dare not tell,
when questioned, the reason of her be-
ing so wet ; once the Indisns stole off in
the moruing and left her, covered by
the enow, alone in the woods with the
wild beasts snd bunger, and, tracin
them by their foot-prints, the poor littlé
thing went erying after them through
the wilderness; and at another time,
building & great fire, they told her she
was to be roasted, whereupon, bursting
into tears, she ran and threw ber armas
round her master’s neck, begging him
to save her, which, on the gondition that |
she would behiuve well, he promised lher
to do,

Another. capture of more subsequent
importancs was the wifa of Richard
Otis, the ancestress of Honorable John
Wentworth, of Iilinois, snd of Mr.
Charles Tuttle, late of the Cumbridge
Observatory., 'The unbappy Mrs. Otis
had seen her busband killed us he rose
in bed, & son share his father's fute, o
dunghter's brains beaten ont against the
stairs, and with, her little daughter
Judith, who was subsequently rescued,
and her baby of thres months old, she
was led up throngh the White Moun-
tain Netch to Ounada, This infant of

three months became & personsge of
great interest in her day. Baptized by
the French as Christine, on resching
meturity, she was married to 8 French-
man by the nsme of Le Beau, who ouly
lived a few years.

Upon her husband's death an inex-
tinguishable desive to see her uative
land took control of her, and not being

ermitted to carry her children with

er, she left them in the hands of friends,
upon the liberation of prisoners, and at
the loss of all her estate, which was not
inconsiderable, as she herself suys, jour-
neyed back to Dover. A fow years uf-
terward she returned to Canads, where
she appeara to have been greatly valued,
made an unsuccessful effort to recover
her children, and again underwent the
l;srdships of the perilons pilgrimage

ome.

‘A large Arctic owl, quite a ouriosity,
came into the hen-house of n gentlemsn
in Biduey, Mo, in broad daylight last
weel, and, after killing & hen or two
was shot dead. The owl measured five

feet three inches from tip to tip of win
and was larger and o togekgar unl&';

stance, as it is extromely i ble.

MISCELLANEOUS ITEMS,
—fa:
A new siyle of shoes for ladies' house
wenr, are o sort of half-high slipper, and
are called the Louis Quinze tie.

The dreariest prelude to plessuras in
hinman life, it is said, is the interval of
waiting before dinneris annoutced.

An uncle of George Francis Train has
made oath that Francis ie n lunatie, and
lias nsked to be sppoint.d guardisn over
him,

There sre 50,000 hend of eattle in
Holomon Valley, Kansas, and there is
not hay enough to winter 10,000, The
loss must be very heavy.

Miss Hlizs Lyman bhas contracted to
farnish all the lumber of the water-
tanks and depot-building of a Vermont
railrond. Bhe will * boss" the job her-
self.

The latest London announcament is
noss machine, by which homely noses
are pressed into the most fashionable
shape, according to the taste of the
OWner,

A soaret organization of thioves and
desperadoet iy said to exist in_the west-
ern part of Wright Conuty, Minnesots,
along the line of the 8L Paul and Pacilic
Road,

In the Tennesses House of Representa-
tives last week, n bill was introduced
providing that “attorneys shall not be
sllowed to charge in accordange with
amonnts involved in snits, but be gov-
erned by services rendered.”

The New Haven Polleditm mentions
this incident : A student in Yale who
is just now passing the term examinn-
tion, & few nights sinco drean.ed that he
should bie called up the next dey nupon o
vertain passage, the dream poinling dis-
tinctly to the chapter und section. Ha
thought nothing of the dream uutil he
entered the exsmination room, and wus
surpriged to find that the passage given
him to render was the name precisely us
that indicated by the dream. All Yale
15 now vignrously engazed in dreaming.

At Boston, at one of the engine honse
wires like bell pulls are placed in vari-
ous parts of the building, upstairs and
downstairs, connecting with the stabl .
When an alarm is gounded, by pulling
one of these wires the horses are un-
hitched and the stable doors thrown
open. As tho horses ars tesined to start
fron their stable ot the sound of the
gong, i gometimes occurs that they are
in their places at the pole of the cngine
before uny of the firemen can reach the
machine,

Railrond companies are likely to learn
after a while that the travelling public
nave some rights that they are bound to
respect, and that they will not be per-
witted to confiseate the tickets of pas-
sengers who neglect to obey all the re-
strictions they undertake to impose upon
travel. A woman travelling on the
(Grand Trunk Railroad had a ticket on
which was printed, “good only for this
truin and the doy reccived. Not good
to stop over.,” DBut she did stop over,
and when she attemptod to resume her
jonrney she was put cff the cars, Tor
this the railroad comprny bas paid $600
wnd costs,

The latest manifestetion of lunacy is

| s Spiritual Postoflice, eetnblished by o

fellow named Flint, in New York. Let-
ters from lunatics im the flesh directed
to spirits in heaven or hell ns the case
may be, are forward to Mr. Flhint's post-
office in New York, and he sends thew
by express to their destination, fud
roceives the answer. The postage is
rather binding, being two dollars per
letter 3 but it must be remembered that
the department is new and the expenses
hegvy. By and by & movement will
probably be made in the direction of
chesp postage, us the facilities for inter-
communication between the ocelestinl,
infernal, snd terrestivl kingdoms are
incressed,

It is common belief {that * ballooning”
is an exceedingly dangerous busivess,
Perhaps this is partly due to thy fact
that many ascents are * unheralded and
unknown,” but every ncoident is reeord-
ed end spread abroad with amuzing
rapidity. At ooy rate the Londou
Telegraph having asserted that one-half
of the number of professional seronsuts
had been killed in the exercise of thiir
vocation, My Coxwell, an aeronaut, re-
plied, and denied the fact, neserfing that
of the thirty-five hundred sscents made
in Europe end America, fifteen deaths
only have been recorded. This exhibit
is certainly a more favorable one than
the kerosene mortality Hst.

A gentleman visited New York, went
to one of the largest hotals, and took &
room. On going to bed st night, he
locked his door and pluced his watch and
money under his pillow. Itis probable
that nine out of every ten strangers who
visit New York would do the same thing
under like circumstances. Oo waking
in the morning, he disvovered that both
watch and money bad been stolen.
Thereupon he sued the proprietor of the
hotel for fifty dollars, being the amount
of money lost, and for the value of the
wateh, about three handred and fifty
dollars. On the frial, evidence was of-
fered in Lebalf of the defendant to shew
that the notice hed heen given which
the law required. The plaintiff obtained
# verdict in his favor for the full amount
demanded, and an sppeal wus taken
from the judgment,

When a woman makes up her mind to
have nuithing she is pretty sure to get
it. Probably that asswxtion will not be
disputed. At sny rate an illustration of
its truth comes from Cincinnati The
good dame of a citizen of that place
could not persuade her spouse to get ber
an patent clothes-dryer. Bo sbe took the
pole out from her old-fushioned line the
other evening, and erouching down be-
hind the fence sereamed * murder,” In
an instant her startled lord came flying
out of the house, was canght anross the
throat by the clothes-line, and before he
could recover himself it had nesrly
sawed his head off. The next morning
s sombre-looking individual, with his
neck all don.otap in oloths and handsges,
Was seen pu up & patent ¢ es-

er in that y:-li. %OFP‘NIR’ divorce
ts might be saved by u like mmple ex-

our native owls,

.

pedient.




