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The Foreclosure of the Mortgage.

Walk right in the settin’-room, Deason ; it's all
in & muddle, yon ses,

But I hadn't no heart to right it, so I've jest
let overything be,

Bosldes, I'm going to-morrer—1 onlk’late to
rtart with the dawn—

And the honse won't seem #u home-like if it's
all upsot and forlorn.

T sent off the children this mornin': they both
on 'om bagged to stay,

But I thonght ‘twould be easier, mebbe, if 1
was aloue to-day.

For this was the very day, Descon, Jest twenty
YOAT ngo,

That Caleb and me moved in ; eo I conldn't
forgit it, yon know.

Wea was g0 busy and happy !—we'd boen mar-
ried a month before—

And Caleb wounld clewr the table and brush up
the kitchen floor.

He eaid [ waa tired, and he'd help me ; but
law! that was always his way—

Always hamly and helpful, and kind, to the
very last day.

Don't you remember, Deéadon, that winter I
broke my arm ?

Why, Oaleb skursely left me, not even lo "tend
to the farin,

There night aod mornin' I saw him, a-settin’
o close to my bed,

And I knew him in spite of the fover that made
me #0 wild in my heard,

Heo never did nothin' to grisve me, nntil he
left me behind—

Yes, I know, there's no use in talkin', but
somehow it eases my mind.

And he sot such store by you, Doacon, I nsedn’t
tell you now,

But unless he had your jedgment, he never
would buy a cow.

Well, our cowe is gone, and the horse too—
poor Ualeb wag fond of Jaok,

And 1 eried like & fool this momin' when I
looked at the emply rack-

1 hope he'll be kindly treated : 'twould worry
poor Caleb so

T them Joneses should whip the eretar—but I
g'pose he aiu't like to know,

I've thinkin® it over Iately, that when Mary
sickened nud died,

Her fatber's sperit was Lroken, for she was
allus Lis pride,

He waan't never so cheery ; he'd smile, but the
smile wa'n't bright,

And he didn't care for the eattle, thongh once
they'd been bis delight.

The neighbors il ssid he was ailin’, and they
tried to hint it to me ;

They'd talked of a chureh-yard cough ; but,
2l ! the blind are those who won't see,

I never Lelicosd e was goin' till 1 saw him

aere dead,

There, b= ! don't be anxious, Deacon; I
haven't no tears to shed,

I've tried to keep thinge together—I've been
nlevin’ early and Inte—

But I couldu't pay the int'rest, nor git the

furm work siraight,
BV Ul Cudier LYY BUUE vollluliadeeg s b ulg

farm should sell
For enough to pay the mortgage, I 'posc ‘twill
be doing well,
I've prayed ag'inst all hard feelin's, and to walk
a4 & Chirstian onght,
But t's herd to see Caleb's children turued
out of the place he bought ;
And resdin’ that text in the Bible "bout wilows
and orphany, you know,
I can’t think the folks will prosper who are
willing to see us go.
But there ! I'm keepin' you, Deacon, aud it's
nigh your time for tes.
**Won't I come over 7' No, thank you; I feul
better alone, you ke,
Bosides, I couldn't eat nothin'; whenever I've
tried it to-day
There's somethin' here that chokes me, I'm
nervous, I #'pose you'll say.
“I'voe worked too herd?' No, I haveu't,
Why, it's work that keeps me strong ;
If I sot here thinkin' I'm sartin my beart
would break before long.
Not thut T onre about livin', I'd rother be laid
RWAY
In the place I've marked Loside Oalel, o rest
till the jedgment-day.
But there's the children to think of—that
muakes my dootiy clear,
And I'll fry to follow it, Deacon, though I'm
tired of Lhis earthly speer,
Good-by, then. I shan't forgit you, nor all the
kindness you've showed ;
"T'will help to cheer me to-morrow, as I go on
my lonely road,
For—What dre yon sayin', Deacon. I needn't—
1 needn't go?
You've bunght the mortgage, and I can stay ¢
Btop ! say it over slow.—
Jeit wait now—jost wait a minute—I'l take it
in bime-by
That I can stuy. Why, Descon, I don't see
whal makes me ory !
I haven't no words to thank you, If Oaleb was
ouly here,
He'd sech a head for spenkin', he'd make my
foelin'a olear,
There's a picter inourold Bible of sn angel
froru the skiea,
And though he basn't no-great coat, and no
#pectacies on his eyes,
He loaks jest like you, Descon, with your smile
80 good and trew,
And whenever I sec that picter, "twill make me
think of youn.
The children will be 50 happy!
will 'most go wild:
Bhe fretted so much at leavin' her garding be-
hind, poor ohild !
And, law! I'm as glad s Debby, of only for
jest one thing—
Now 1 can tend the posies I planted there last
spring
On Caleb’s grave : he loved the flowers, and it
sooms as ¢f he'll know
They're a-bloomin' all around him while he's
sleepin’ there below,
—Mrs, E. T. Corbell, in Harper's Magasine.
————

AFTER MANY YEARS.

“It's always the same thing,—euttin
wood, fetching water, and runnin srg-
rands for mother's bonrders, It's ¢
Tom!' *There Tom!' ‘Look sharp, boy!'
from morning until night, till I'm fnirly
dmn%ei Most of them are civil
enough, but that detestable Col. Monk-
ton speaks to me a8 if I was a dog. I'm
as muoh a gentleman born as thongh
mother does take lodgers now, It's hard
for her, bronght up s she was in wealth
and luxury; and if it wasn't that spe
neads %0 much, I'd leave here to.
marrow,

r-lbsii
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The lad's bright, handsome face grew
dark and sullen, He was hall recliniog
under a tree, T.liug ont over n vast 8%
panse of rilthins waven| for Fairview
where his mother llved, was a seabon
village, Tt was not a fashionable resort,
by any means, bnt a kind of fishing
linmlet, where persons of small means
und quiet tastes oame for their snmmer
holiday.

“I'm full seventeen, and am just rust.
ing away here,” he continned. *'I conld
do better for mother and myself any-
where else, But I'm nothing Liere but a
waiting-boy for that tippling, red-faced
Monkton. What a drunken t he is,
with his bottle of whiskey every day!
And I'm to fetoh it to him, and be sworn
at il he's ont of temper! Mother's al-
ways talking to me about my furions
temper, and it is violent, I know; bnt
somehow old Monkton makes me bad all
over whenever I go near him,"

““What are you doing there, you lazy
rasoal 7 shonted a horse, eracked voice
from au upper window which overlooked
the tree nuder which Tom Courtney was
lying. *“I sent yon after my whirkey an
hour ago, snd there you are yet, Better
be off, or I'll make the place warm for

onl"
¥ The boy sprang up, his face erimson
with rage and mortification. The furi.
ous temper his mother deplored had
mastered him.

“ Go aftor your liquor yourself " he
eried, *“TU'm mshamed to be packing
your drinks through the street. It's a
disgrace to mother's house to have a
tippler like yon in it, and I won’t be
your lackey any longer,"

Qol. Moukton for a few minutes
scomed dumb with astonishment. But
nis fAirst impulees when he recoverad his
scnnes, was to hurl a large water-pitcher
at the boy's head.

Tt miessd him, but, striking
the trunk of the tree, was shivered,

At the uoise, two gentlemen who were
boarding at the house put their heads
outof their windows, and Mrs, Oourtney,
hastening through the front yard, en-
deavored to lend her son into the hounse,

** Eor my sake, my boy!" she eried,
in An Agouy.

He uuclasped her hands, and shook
his fist at Lis antagonist, his eyes blag-
ing with rage,

*Yes, I repeat, yon're a disgrace to
any decent honse—with yonr oaths and
vulgar words, and dronken ways. If
you were not an old man, I'd horsewhip
you ot of it |

“1'll go in now, mother, 1'vesaid what
I Liad to say.

“*Yes, mother,” he repeated, when
they were in her room, “‘he is a disgrace,
and yon kuow it, if he is the only one
who pays libaraliy for his board."

* Couldu’t we have rid of him
without all this tronble?” gaid the
mother, etill trembling and unnerved
hy she gcepe, ** O Tom, Tom‘_l after all
e et . B e bebens b bl e woll-
control, is that nogovernable temper of
yours always to master yon #”

Tom hung his head,

“* But, mother,” he said, “I conldn't
stand the names he called me, I sup-
pose the Courtney blood is mot guite
out of my veins, if we do keep b ers.
Yon see now it's best for me to leave
here, I'm nothiog but a servant, and
an ill-used one at {hat. Any stout,
strong boy can do all I have to do, It
will be best for yom, too, mother, in
every way, if yon'd only think so, I'll
make momrey for you; and then yon
won't be always dreading that I shall
get you into tronble by my temper.”

Mrs, Qourtuey shook her head sadly.

* You won't leave your temper behind,
my boy, I'm afraid. But perhaps you
are right. I may have kept you here
too long. But oh, Tom, it's 80 hard to
give np all I have in the world,"

She was o widow, and he was her only
child, In his delight at his mother's
consent, Tom was utterly unconscious
of the pain it cost her to give it. He
was riotous in his expression of delight.
He clasped his arms around her neck
and kissed her eareworn face,

“ Mammy mine,"” he cried, * yon've
wiade a man of me| Look upon our
fortune as made, You shall play the
lady opnce more, and wear velvet and
lace as 10 the old times—that is, when
my ships come in.

“Ob, youn needn't smile! They're
bound to come in eome day, for I've
wide nup my mind to suceeed, and you
sy yourself I never fail when I try,
Yes, yon've saved me, for there was
murder in my heart when that old mfian
abused me. [ don't think snything he
could say now could move me.”

“*You don’t el, you yonng vagabondi"”
cried the well-known hoarse voice ; and
turning, Mrs. Coartney and her son
saw (Col, Monkton standing on the
threshold, with a large horse-whip in
Lis hand, and his red face purple and
swollen with passion,

“* Can't be moved by anything I say,
eh 7" And the colonel advanced into
the room, ** Perhaps, young sir, some-
thing I ean do will move you., Tl
teach yon to insalt gentlemen !"'

And before Tom Uourtney fairly took
in his meaning, a entting lash descended
upon his shoulder,

With s ery like that of a furions ani-
mal, Tom fhrew himself upon his an-
tagonist, Col. Moukton was an old
man, but tall, and being still powerful,
the strnggle was & violent one,

The sereams of the widow brought the
other gentlemen from their rooms ; but
when they entered, Tom had freed him-
gell from Col Monkton's grasp, and
pushed him violently against the wall,
upon striking whish, he had fallen
heavily on the floor, where he was now
1 an uneconscious eondition,
with a strange sound.
““Yon've killed him, I believe,” said
one of the gentlemen who had ex-
amining the fallen man, ** At least, I
think he's dying. Here, Miles, run for
the doctor, He's at the next cottage.”
.0 my boy! my boy " mosned Mrs,
Courtney, wild with terror,

Bewildered, and hardly koowing
what he was doing, Tom fled from the

st

room,

** You've killed him!" rang in his ears
as he ran towards the beach, Was he
indeed a murderer, he kept asking him-
self ns he hurried on,

Bome distance from the shore a
schooner was preparing to sail.

“Jt's the Minnie,” he muttered,
“hound for Galveston. 1 Leard yes-

terday she was short of hands,  1'll ship
“ “' L

Asina dresm; ht fidstened down to
hisown little skiff, looking around with
terror to see if he was pursned. He

| loosened the rope, jumped in, and in a

fow minutes was on board the Minnie,
and soon ont of sight of Fairview,

Then for the firat time he realizged his
sitnation and his mother's desolation,
At thought of his mother's tears, he
wonld have returned at any hagard; but
it was too Inte,

In the meantime, the plysician who
had been summoned hastily entered the
room where Oolonel Monkton still lay,
everyone being afraid to move him,

face, ** These cholerio, stout, drinking
old men generally end in this way.
Apoplexy and not the first
attaok,
fatal,

* Then it's not—oh! it's not——"" And
Mrs, Ooursggyl, ut{:\blot tt::) finish her sen-
tence, gis or breath,

*Whet does she mean?’ asked Dr,
Lyle of ote of the gentlemen present,

* Her son Tom had a senffle with the
volonel when he fell, and she was afraid
he had hurt bim,”"

Dr. Lyle turned again to the prostrate
body and examined it carefully.

“"Not a bit of it, madam,” he said, “I
dare say his fit of passion and the exer-
tion hastened the old man's end. But
it was bound to come. I told him yes -
terday, when he complained of his head,
that nnless he threw his liquor out of
the window, and held his temper in
check, he wotlldn't live six months,
True prophet, yon seel”

Mrs, Conrtney tottered to her room,
and there on her knees offered up a
fervent prayer of thanksgiving that from
blood-guilt, at least, her son was frae,

Bat now, alarmed nt his absence, she
searched for him,—sin the house, the
garden,—and then, with swift steps, she
went timmgh the village, asking every
one she met if they had seen Tom,

3 No, he had not been seen that morn-
ing.

Old Nathan, a weather-beaten sailor,
who had just bronght in a load of fish,
heard her q.neqt&nn, and answered it,

“‘Lookin’ for Tom, mistress? I seed
him, abont an hour ago, goin' aboard
the Minnie, jest as she was gettin' under
way. She's jest started on a eruise,
But I wouldn't take on, mistress. Tom’'s
i bri%ht boy, and a handy one. He'll
most like come back twice the man he
was when he started.”

8o he had gone, and with a fancied
load of guilton his poor yonng shoulders!
Mrs, Courtney felt as if her burden was
more than she counld bear.

She had a faint hope he would write to
her, and for days, weeks and monthsshe
haunted the post-office. At last she
went as if mechanically, and without
asking a question would look at the

mmt.mnntg. He understood the innky
and would answes,—

“*Nothing to day, ma’am.”

But about six months alter Tom's
departare, she had no sooner entered
the office than a letter was placed in her
hand.

“Oome at last,ma'am," said the cheery
postmaster, “‘and it's Tom's handwrit-
ing, Bit right down here and read it.
You're all in a tremble, and youn can't
walk home yet.”

Yes, it was from Tom, He was in
QGalveston, and had made several trips
on the Minnie to different ports,

“Do you know, mother,” he wrote,
“I've been afraid to write to yon, fear
ing it might give the clew to my where-
abouts. But I've a friend here, a young
lawyer, and he tells me I was n simple-
ton to run away as I did, Col. Monk-
ton made the first attack on me, and no
law could bring me in guilty of murder,

‘“I've often wondered how the one
blow which knogked him up against the
wall conld have killed him, It was the
first I gave him after I got away from
Lis grasp, Iknow I'm really guilty. I
wanted to kill him, and his blood is
on my hands,

“I'm going for a long cruise on the
const of Africa, in the Albatross, and
when I return I'll come back to Fair-
view, For I feel that I must see you,
whatever the consequences may be,

T will write when I can; but as I do
not know the conrse we areto take, or
the ports we are to touch at, I eannot
tell you where to address your letters,
In tw&{‘eare I will be at home.”

Th ul for the letter, Mrs, Conrtney
took up the broken threads of her life,
and tried to fill it with the old interests
and the old duties,

But the two years spread to four, and
no further tidings came from Tom,
The mother's hair turned gray, and her
eyes lost their light, It was euch a
weary work waiting and watcbing for
what never came |

Bhe knew by heart all the shipwrecks
on the African ocoast, and the plagnes
which desolated it. Where so many lost
their lives, how could she expect her
boy would escape? Had he been alive,
he would surely have written.

T shall never seen my boy in this
world,” she would think in her hours of
despondenoy. )

'he seventh Ohristmas after Tom's
departure found Mrs, Courtney not only
sick, but without means to defray the
necessary expenses of her illness, It
was raining and blowing without, and
the invalid shivered over her wretahed
fire of drift-wood, just brought in bya
kind neighbor.

“It's come at last,” she murmured,
with her sad, patient smile—** tho pover-
ty I've fought against so hard and so
. Ihad hoped to die and be with
my before this hour came u me,
Bat why should I murmur? He doeth
all things well ? I will trust Him even
if He "' —

As she spoke, the door was thrown
open, sud 8 sprang forward. It
was muffled up, and the face was
bronged and changed, but the mother
knew her son, and lay sobbing in his

madam,
This one, I fear, is going to be

Arms,

No guestions were asked or answered.
It was enough for them both that they
were er once more, But aftera
long time he told of the loss of his ves-
sel, and of s long sioknesa on
the ooast, He had written and sent

kill him, I thank Him, too, that I am
cured of my terrible temper; or, at lenst,
that it never quite masters me now."

“ It haa been a cruel lesson to bo'h of
nus,” And Mrs, Oourtney shuddered.

;; But ahy to irou’ nﬂgg 1:' hg oried,
vehemently, ** nnocont and good,
shotld not have C:?Gl‘ed fo¥ my ﬂoug.
doitig, That does not seem to me right
or iult "

 Hush, hush, my boy I" she answer-
ed, uoolamnly. I seide t 1

pe son | my @in you an
weak o?gr- indnlgence deserved chlsh'm,se-
ment, Bat all my sorrow is forgotten
now; and God is indeed good to us

““Just what I e::{l)eu!ed,“ said Dr.
Lyle, bending over the purple swollen | hoth,

Edison and the Unseen Universe.

Hitherto man's knowledge of the ex-
tent of ths universe has been bounded
b{ the limits of vision. Daring the day,
when therange of sight isnarrowed by the
stin’s txcessive brightness, we see but a
minute fraction of the little world we in-
habit. At night a wider reach of vision
is possible, and some thousands of stel-
lar and planetary bodies ate added to
the domunin of positive knowladge, thus
enlargi 5enormonnl;' man's idea of the
magnitude of the universe, But the in-
crease of knowledge which darkness re-
veals is almost nfinitesimal compared
with the wider view of the universe
opened up by the telescope; and every

dition to the telescope's penetrative
power brings a larger and larger universe
within our ken.

That the most powerful of telescopes
enables us to resch the limit of the uni-
verse no one imagines, See as much as
we may, more—perhaps infinitely more
—lies beyond. , 6t least, all experi-
ence leads us to mfer; but our sfti
knowledge ends with the limit]of vision,

Must this always be so?  Hitherto
science has Fiven no hint of the possi-
bility of exploring the vast and mysteri-
ous beyond, from which no visible ray of
light has ever been deteoted, or is ever
likely to be deteoted, by the most far-
reaching and sensitive of optio aids.
Buat now there comes a promise of an
extension of positive knowledge to fields
of space so remote that light is tired out
and lost before it can traverse the inter-
vening distance, A new agent or organ
of scientific sense for space exploration
has been given to the world in the tasi-
meter, by which it is possible not only
to measuro the heat of the remotest of
visible stars, but, Mr, Edison believes,
to detect by their invisible radiations
stars that are unseen and unseeable!
Mr. Edison's plan is to adjust the tasi-
meter to its ntm et degree of sensitive-
ness, then to attach it to a large tele-
scope, and so explore those parts of the
heavens, which appear blank when ex-
amined by tel s of the bhighest
penetrative power, If at any point in
such blank gp.f\" the tesimatar indicatea
an pocession of temperature, and does
this invariabls, the legitimate inference
will be that the instrnment is in range
with a stellar body, either non-luminous
or 8o distant as to be beyond the reach
of vigion assisted by the telescope; and
the position of such body can be fixed
and mapped the same as if it were visi-
ble, Beeing that the tasimeter is affected
by a wider range of etheric undulationa
than the eye can take cognizance of, and
is withal far more acutely sensitive, the
wrobabilitities are that it will open up

itherto inaccessible regions of space,
and possibly extend the range of our
real knowledge as far beyond the limit
attained by the telescope as that is be-
yond the narrow reach of unaided vision.
Possibly, too, it may bring within human
ken a vast multitude of nearer bodies—
burnt-out sunt or feebly-reflecting plan-
¢ts—now unknown becanse not lumin-
oun,—Svientifle American,

Foreign Bodies In the Nose and Ears,
Dr. Mason, in a lecture on the Sur-
gery of the Face, published in the Zan-
cet, says that foreign bodies, such as
cherry stones, locust beans, brass rings,
slate pencils, sorews, buttons, pieces of
wood, peas; eto,, are nov unfrequently
met with in the anral and nasal cavities
of children, and even of adults, Buch
substances have been known to remuin
in one or other of these cavities for near-
ly a lifetime, causing little or no incon-
venience, Thus a case is related of a
lady from whose nostril a foreign body
was dislodged during the act of sneez-
ing. It wasfound to be a button which
had belonged to her little brother when
they were both infants, Another case
is recorded in which a piece of slate
pencil was removed from the lady's ear,
and which had been put there when she
was al school forty years before., And
& third instance, in which a cherry stone
bed been in an ear for sixty years. A
case is recorded of a gentleman, aged
forty-one, frbm whose ear a piece of
cedar wood was removed by syringing.
The patient remembered distinctly the
fact of an introduction when he was a
boy’ at school, at least thirly years
previons, No attempt had been made
to extract it, and it had not troubled
him until now, It occasionally happens,
however, that a good deal of inflamma-
tory action is set np by the foreign body,
as in the case of & girl who was nndir
the author's care in the hospital, to
which she had been admitted on sccount
of asmall stone in her ear. Bhe subse-
Tmntly had paralysis of the facial nerve,
oase is reported of a child who not
ag'z had facial palsy, but died of menin.
gitis, cansed by the presence of a locust
bean in the ear, Liviog larvee have
been found in the meatus of the ear,
Dr, Routh publishes such a case, The
patient was a gentleman who three
ears before was tormented by a fly near
is urr mﬂanlvuhim;: l;ol:ﬂ:ed the pres-
ence of the larves, bu tient re-
covered, although he mm.mn‘ed deaf,
Dr. Blake of Boston, has seen four such
cases, A case isreported which shows the
curious course taken by a pin that had
been introduced into the external mestus,
It passed throngh the middle ear, proba-
bl ﬂtx the Eustachian tube, and was
exino by the patient from her throut
by hooking it with her finger,

‘“ A little four year old, bright eyed

. ey
flt who has j/lanted a little all
i'l“ U, was asked an om

TIMELY TOPICS,

A Western hnil insurance company re-
cently paid £19,000 for damages to crope
in one Minuesota connty.

France and Switzerland exhibit more
olooks atid watches at the Paris Exposi.
tion than all the othet ¢onntries put
together,

The entrails of ocattle are now manu-
factured into cord, rope, ronund aud flat
belting, and other material where extra-
ordinary strength is required.

Ttena Willis, a colored girl, dled a fow
minutes sfteraiwing baptized in Wilkes
county, Georgia, She was overheated
when she wa;ﬁ‘nw the water.

An Illinois lawyer, who @ ed 8
widow $25 for making out a bill of sale,
teddoed his bill to 88 after the widow's
brother had taken off his conk

On one day recently there were sixty-
four steamers, fifty ships, seventy six
brigs, 229 barks, and ﬂﬁ schooners,
lying at the port of New York waiting
for eargoes,

A woman of Bteele County, Minn.
had her husband and son killed by light-
ning five years ago, She married again,
and her second lord was killed by light-
tiihg last week,

A man recently died in his bed at
Peckham, England, from suffocation

roduced by eating a hearty supper.
lE‘lm undigested food hnd risen and
choked him to death in his sleep.

The longest daily malil and stoge line
in the United Btates, 1,600 miles from
Fort Worth, in Texas, to Fort Yuma,
on the Oolorado river, has been formally
inangnrated with a procession of Con-
cord stagea drawn by 200 horses,

Figures founded on the nominations
made indicate that there will be B00
regular candidates in the fleld for the
208 seata in the Forty-sixth United States
Congress, although in many Southem
districts there is mo opposition to the
Democratic candiduates.

1t is & very remarkable circumstance
in the native conntry of wheat that oats,
barley and rye should be entirely un-
koown. This has led to the opinion by
some naturalists that all our cereal plants
are artificial productions, obtained acci-
dentally, but retaining their habits,
which have become fixed in the conrse

of ages,

Annording &0 the bost mullivrities, the
entire population of the earth is now
1,439,145.800, broadly divided as fol-
lows: Europe, 812,808,480; Asia, 831,-
000,000; Africa, 205,219,500; Australia
and Polynesin, 4 411,800; North and
Sonth America, 86,116,000, The human
race as a whole is increasing slowly in
nnmbers,

Tha publisher of an estesmed contem-
porary on Monut Washington prints the
names of the young men at the hotels
who work off on a hand press the great-
est number of copies of his paperina
given time; musenlar summer boarders
covetons of fame flock to the office, and
thus he saves the cost of a steam engine
or a mule.—New York World.

A disenssion of the question, * What
is Tunpiration 1" appears in the SBeptem
ber-Octaber numberof the North Ameri-
can Review, The writers will (be the
Rev. Dr. I, H, Hedge (Unitarian), the
Rev. Dr. E.A. Washburn (Episcopalian),
the Rev. Ohanncey Giles (Bwedenbor-
gian), the Rev. Dr. J. P. Newman
(Methodist), Most Rev, Dr, James Gib-
bons, Archbishop of Baltimore, (Roman
On{l;olic),md John Fiske (Independ-
en

Forty-five millions of paiwrs of sewed
shoes and 55,000,000 of pairs of pegged
shoes were made and sold by the manu-
faoturers of the United States in 1877,
und eighty-five per cent, of the work
done on these shoes was done by machine-
ry. The uppers are cut out by hand,
simply because of the variableness of
the guality of the leather in the same
skin, The scles are ent out by machine-
ry, and the binding, pasting, closing,
crimping, stitching, heeling and polish-
ing are all done by machinery, without
the aid of human hands,

**'Wall, the dence I" remarked Mr, R.
Townsend, of Newport, Ky, , when, hav-
ing asked for supper st a Oincinnati
hotel he received no change back out of
8 one dollar bill, Then, as if in a
dream, he went to the dinfns;room and
consumed two oups of coffee, three plates
plain bread, two plates fried mush, one
plate corn beef, one plate chicken, one
plate’cold ham,two plates loin of veal, two
Elnwuibmilad , three plates broiled

am, four plates fresh flsh, three plates
fried eggs, two plates fried potatoes and
one plate of baked potatoes. The clerk

nz’uud it ount that, at tanrant prices,
. B, Townsend was §3.05 ahead,

A Girl whe Could-Throw Stenes,

A Nevala man writes to the Virginia
Qity Territorial Enterprise as follows :
“The writer once knew a family in
which there were six bouncing girls
without a break, Being very poor, the
father had taken the eldest to assist him
in out of door work, To thia she seem-
ed to take naturally, and eventunally be-
came an adept in mowing, reaping, tree-
felling, and even snow. —one of
the most diffioult of things to uire
command cf. Although fully equal to
the boys of her age in doing the above
work, was only one in which
she showed a decided su ty, and
that was in stone-throwing, The pre-
cision and with which she
oould hurl one of missilea was to
me, who was a yesr or two her jumior

a soarce of never vonduuai
i Wdh&lk

Superstition About Precions Stones.

The moonstone, was, a8 its name im-
plies, venerated from its supposed lunar
attraction., It is one of the prettiesl,
though most common of precions stones
in Caylon, Pliny desoribes it as con-
taihing an image of the moem, *‘which,
if the story be true,” he observes, *‘daily
wakes or wanes, according to the state
of that limitary,” Obalcedony hu
about the neck dispefsed sadness, an
if n person oarried one perforated, with
the hairs of an ass run through it, he
would overcome nll dieasters, Orystal
dispelled witchoraft. The chrysoprasus
gladdened the heart: the chrysolyte ex-
pelled phantoms, and, what was more
perviceable, tid le of their follies,
The onyx in the Middle Ages was be-
lieved to prevent ugly dreams by night,
and law-snite by day. The jasper was
a charmer of scorpions and spiders, was
worn as a talisman by the Roman
athelete; Burton, in the Anptomy of
Melancholy, tells us that, “if hun
about the neck, or taken in drink, it
much resisteth sorrow and recreates the
heart.,” The same gualities were attribu-
ted to the hyacinth and topaz. The crys-
tal lins been the most popular of all
ornoular stones; a favorite stone was the
beryl, “which,” says Aubrey, in his
Misoellanies, “isa kid of crystal that
has a wenk tincture of red; in this ma-
gicians see visions," The custom wis
to conseorate, or ‘““‘charge” them, as the
modern term is, for which purpose set
forms were used, which are described in
Heginald Boott’s Discovery of Witcheraft,
The famous orystal of that prince,of

uackery, Dr, Dee, is preserved in the

shmolean Museum at Oxford. The

roperties of the rubies were endless;
Eraused in water it was a panacea for all
complaints; it had the peculiarity,
whenever worn, of discovering its
presence by its luster,which would shine
through the thickest clothes, Powered
agate was an infallible remedy for “all
the ills that life is heir to.” Pliny

notes the Magii, as teaching in Persia
g.mf. storms could be averted by burning
ngates. The amethyst wonld prove a
boon to modern tipplers, if, as the an-
oients asserted, it prevented intoxication.
The sapphire and the emerald strength-
ened the sight, a property said to have
been also possessed by the targuoise ;
but it could confer a still more wonder-
tul gift on its wearer: ‘*Whovever,"”
gays Van Helmont, ** wears a turquoise,
go that it, or its gold setting, touches
the skin, may fall from any height, and
the stone attracts to itself the whole
force of the blow, so that it eracks, and
the person is safe. The Romans regard-
ed lﬂe dinmond with superstitions rev-
ereuce, and Pliny tells ns that it bafiles
poison, keeps off insanity, aud dispels
vain fears, Ben Mansur, alluding to
the electric properties of the diamond,
says: *‘It has affinity for gold,small par-
ticles of which fly towards it. It is also
wonderfully sought after by ants, who
crowd over it as thongh they would
swallow it up.” A marvelons curative
power was supposed to exist in a dia-
mond belonging to the Rajah of Matara,
in the Island of Borneo, the Malays be-
lieving that o draught of water in which
it had been placed wonld cure every dis-
ease,

The Dead-Peoint in Mind Tenison,

It is & common subject of marvel that
criminals in the presence of immediate
execntion are usnally self-possessed, and
often exhibit singular composure, The
doomed creature sleeps through the

night before his violent death, and rises ['aud said in a whis

composed to pass through the ordeal,
The exceptions to this rule are few, and
there is no reason to suppose that the
individnals who display greater emotion,
or who are prostrated by the agonizing
prospect of death, feel their position
more acutely than those who preserve
control of their demeanor, It is a preva-
lent but a gronndless error to suppose
that the state of mind in which most
capital offenders meet their doom is one
of scare or paralyzing amazement, They
rotain every faculty, taste, consideration
and even fancy, They frequently give
tokens of especial thoughtfulness, and
are punctillious in the observance of
rules and the adoption of measures to
minimize their own pain,and the trouble
and sympathetio auﬂeriﬁ of those b
whom they are surrounded, or who wi
be left burdened with their memories,
Mentally and physically the eriminal,
during the last few honrs of his life, in
the immediate presence of a oruel death,
is sell-possessed and tranguil, His
pulse is even less disturbed than those
of the officials who are compelled to take
art in his execution, Why is this?
e answer will be obvious on reflection,
The mind has reached what may be
designated a ‘‘dead-point” in its tension,
The excitement is over, the agony of
anticipation, the trembling donbt be-
tween hope and fear of escape has ex-
haunsted the irritability of the mind, and
there is, a8 it were, & panse, an interval
of passive endurance between the end of
the struggle for life and the bitterness
of remorse and agony of disappointment
which may begin at death. In this in-
terval the mind is released from the ten-
sion of its effort for self-preservation,
and almost rebounds with the sense of
relief that comes with certainty, even
thmtfh the assurance be that of impend-
ing death, In the pause there is time
and opportunity for the recognition of
surrounding ecircumstances, which have
beem, a8 it were, overlooked in the
yearning for life. The clearness of
mental vision, the cognizance of detail
st such 8 moment, are remarkable, not
only on account of the strange circum-
stances under which they occur, but in
Men and women who have for
some time previously exhibited no trace
of delicacy or refinement exhibit charac-
teristic traits of thoughtfulness, They
are, o to say, lifted out of themselves
and pl:zed i:.l}mw uo:fditions mlcnlm
to awaken feelings conrtesy, w
seldom fail to The mental
state of a oriminal during the hours pre-
ceding execution presents featurves of
interest to the pl{oiolnsilk. and, rightly
ool::ﬁ;ahmded.i is to bs feared the
would throw new light on the anppmé
preparation these unfortunate persons
évinoe for a fate which, being inevitable,
they st the final moment are able to
meel with a com in which hypoe-
riny or self-decep finds the amplest
soope,—London Laneet,

A may is not & man—when he's a

Items of Interesf,

Parts of speach—The lips.

Ashard thing to sharpen—the water's
edge,

Every base ballist should have s strik-
ing face.

What & dressmaker may boast of—I
am engaged to sew and sew.

“(Jan storied urn or animated bust”
exceed in elognence the words, “No
Trust,"—Exchange.

A man may doubt his ability to climb
n pioket fence, but a tgmw] from a d
wﬁl inepire him with confidence an
alacrity. o

When Barnum receives word from one
o e AF°"Se ‘itapty “islograpbe back,
oa e egTap b
"‘th, mﬁemunl:: th.ﬁ“

An Iowa farmer, worth 19,000, start-
ed ont four years ago to secure legal
roevenge on A neighbor, The lawyers
have his all now, while he has revenge.

A man bet another ten dollars that he
conld tell him how muoch water to a
quart went over the falls of Niagara in
ayear, The bet was taken, '‘ How
much 7"’ was the guestion, ‘‘Two pinta
to n quatt,” replied the first, ns he pock-
eted the wager.

PARTING.
Wide seas wait for on.r.uhlpu.
In the grey fﬂm-r‘:: ::dlll l';;l AWAY,
ol 8o
Thihia::a ?ith hopes that die to-day.

Oling, sweet, close to my heart,

lJl:F: will c{]l:‘gul ﬂll:r:uornin; light;
When seas ne ap

We'll waep for moments lost to-night.

m::dupm':lm] ynnlr “dfq“ ery tear
[ am ove, Tor av

ugh oight-tino ios ’
till morn Is here.”

The poison so freely used by the Ital-
jsns in the seventeenth century was
ealled “‘aqua tofann,” from the name of
the old woman Tofania, who made and
sold it in small flat vials which she
called manna of 8t, Nicholas, on one
side of which was an image of the sainf,
Bhe earried on this traffic for half a cen-
tury and eluded the Eolica, but on being
detected confessed that she had been a
party in poisoning 600 people, Numerous
persons were implicated by her of all
ranks, and many of them were publicly
exeonted. All Italy was thrown into a
ferment, and many fled, while persons
of distinetion, on conviction, were
stravgled in prison. It appeared to
have been nsed msinly by warried wo-
men who were tired of their husbands,
Four or six drops were a fatal dose, but
the effect was not sndden and therefore
not suspected. It was ns clear ns water,
but the chemists have not agreed about
its 2 1] composition. A proclamation of
the Pope described it 18 aquafortis dis-
tilled into arsenic, and others considered
it ms a solution of crystallized arsenic.
The secret of its preparation evas con-
veyed to Parie, where the Marchioness
de Brinvaliers poisoned her father and
two brothers, and she, with many others,
were executed, and the preparers of it
were bur.ed at the stake,

What He Was After,

A strong, Lealthy-looking young man
enterad the County Clerk’s office and
gazed reapectfully around, Harry
Thompson, the Clief Deputy, +tepped
up and blandly inquired of the stranger
if he wished any business transacted.

The yonng man, when spoken to,
started back as though dreading an as-
sault, but he soon recovered himself,
r:

*t Yes, sir—I enlled to see—I wanted
to have a little talk—how much isit,
anyhow?"

He beld a soft cloth hat in his hand,
and kept turning and twisting it about
as he apolke; his fnce had grown terril ly
red, and big drops of perspiration were
standing on his brow.

“What is it yon want?" asked the
olerk. -

The man looked at him pleadingly,
but struggled in wvain for utterance,
His eyes bulged out, his face grew red-
der, and the veins in his neck and on his
forehead swelled till they looked like
great knotted corde. Hetwisted the hat
convnlsively and then straightened it
out again, and then he pulled the new
lining out of it and dropped it on the
floor, Then he lpicked it np all dusty
from the fldor and wiped his steaming
face, leaving a dirty streak after each
wipe. Finally it seemed as though the

r young man had quite recovered
imself, for he looked cheerfully around
the room, and then turning to Mr,
Thompson, remarked in a plensant and
confidential tone:

““'Well, it is real warm for this see-
tion, isn'vit?"

“ Vary warm, indeed,” replied Mr. T.

¢ It is o good deal hotter than we have
it down in the valley, and somehow I've
always had just the other notion about
it—t{ut the higher up you got, the
cooler—""

““Yes," said Mr. Thompson; *‘but
about that business of yours."

Another flery blush that looked as if
it wonld scorch the collar off his neck,
followed this remark, but the stranger
held up bravely, He leaned on the desk
in sn easy, careless sort of way, and
began to toy with a mucilage brush.

““The fact of the matter is, that I
wanted to—"

_Here he puansed again, and medita-
tively Lummed the mnuecilage-brush into
the ink-stand,

* What the dence are yon doing with
that brush?” asked the clerk, somewhat
impatiently,

4 0l, by George—excuse me," stam-
mered the man, ss he hastily withdrew
the brush, spattering the ink all over
the clerk’s bosom, and as if it had
been molasses dripping from his fingers,
thrust the Lruosh into his mouth, danb-
ing himself with ink and mueilage, and
then bolted from the office.

“That's about the worst case I have
ever seen,” remarked Mr, Thom , B8
he wiped a big ink spot from the star-

of his Roman

board side nose,

“COragy as 8 loon,” said Alderman
Orndorff, who had been an interested
spectator of the whole scene,

ought to send a policeman after that
ml‘i

*t No; he's not exactly crazy,” replied
Thom 1 knew from the

shaying.

.




