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PROFESSIONAL C.ARDS OF
BELLEFONTE.

C. 1. Alexauder. C. M. bower.

LEXANDER & BOWER,

ATTORNEYS AT LAW,

BELLEFONTE, PA.

Ofce In Garman's new bullding.

Joux B. LINN,

ATTORNEY AT LAY,

BELLEFONTE, PA.

OfMice on Allegheay Street.

C LEMENT DALE,

ATTORNEY AT-LAW.

_ BELLEFONTE, PA.

Northwest corner of Diamond.

Y OCUM & HASTINGS,

ATTORNEYS AT LAW,
BELLEFONTE, PA.

High Street. opposite F.rst National Bank.

‘V M. C. HEINLE,
-
ATTORNEY AT LAY,
BELLEFONTE, PA.
Practices in all the courts of Centre Counfy.
Spec al attention to Collections. Consultations
in German or Engl sh.

|V ILBUR F. REEDER,
ATTORNEY ATLAW,

BELLEFONTE, PA.

All bus'ness promptly attended t3. Collection
of clalms a speclallly.

J. A. Beaver, J. W. Gephart.
BE.\VEK & GEPHART,

ATTORNEYS AT LAY,

BELLEFONTE, PA.

OmMce on Alleghany Street, North of High.
\‘f A. MORRISON,
ATTORNEY AT LAYW,

BELLEFONTE, PA.

Bomce on Woodrlng's Block, Opposite Court
OU-¢.

D S. KELLER,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,

BELLEFONTE, PA,

Consnlitations in Engiish or German, Qflce
in Lyon' Building, Allegheny Street.

li)ll.\' G. LOVE,
.
ATTORNEY AT LAYW,
BELLEFONTE, PA,

OMce In the rooms formerly occupied by the
late W. P Wilson.

BUSINESS CARDS OF MILLHEIM, &.

(:‘ A. STURGIS,
- IFEALER IN

Watches, Clocks. Jewelry, Sliverware, &c. Re-
pairing neatly and promptly don' and war-
ranted. M.:ln Street, opposite Pank, M llheim,

Pa.
q O DEININGER,
*  NOTARY PUBLIC
SCRIBNER AND CONVEYANCER,
MILLHEIM, PA.

All business enrrusted to him, such as writing
and acknowledging Deeds, Morlgages, Rele s s,
&c.. wili be executed wi'h nrutuess and dis-
patch. Cffice on Malp Stre«t

I [ H. TOMLINSON,
L

DEALER IN

ALL KINDs OF

Groceries, Notions, Drugs. Tobaccos, Clzars,
Fine Confectioueiles a d everyth ny in the line
Of 2 fr=t-class '.rocery st re.

Country Produce +aken in exchange for goods=.
Mailn =t eet, opposite Bank, M1 lhein. Pa.

TYAVID I. BROWN,

MANUFACTURER AND DEALER IN
TINWARE, STOVEPIPES, &c.,
SPOUTING A SPECIALTY.

Enop on Moin Strect, two h uses east of Bank,
Millheim, Peuna.

EISENHUI'H,
JUSTICE OF THE PEACE,
MILLHEIM, PA.
All business promptly attended to.
collection of claiins a specialty.
Oillice opposite kisenhuih’s Drug store.
;\1 USSER & SMII'H,
®

DEALERS IN

Hardware, Stoves, Oils, Palots, Glass, Wa
Yaper-, Coach Trimmings, and saddiery Ware,

&c¢,. &c

All grades of Patent Whee!s,
Corner of Malu aud Penn street , Millheim,
Penna,

J ACOB WOLF,
FASHIONABLE TAILOR,
MILLHEIM, PA.

cuungg@@pectalty.
8i0p nexr dour tu Journal Book Store.

{\11__,{{,&1 EIM BANKING CO.,
AYRS

F RnAIN STREET,

7
/

=

MILLHEIM, PA.

A. WALTER, Cashler, DAV. KRAPE, Praa,

A HARTER,
> -
AUCTIONEER,
REBERSBURG, Pi.

Matiataction Guaranteed,

J

UNWRITTEN POEM.

There are pocms unwritten and songs unsnng,
Sweeter than any that ever we heard ;
Poews that wait for angel tongue,
Songs that but long for a paradise bird.

Pocms that ripple through lowliest lives,
Poems unnoted and hidden away

Down {n souls, where the beautiful thrives
Sweetly as flowers in the sirs of May.

Poems that only the eagles above us,
Looking down deep in our hearts may be-
hold ;
Felt, though unseen, by the beings who love
us,
Written on lives all in letters of gold

An AQkaérd Mistake.

Now, Tom don’t forget to bring my wa-
terproof down to the station, if the weather
is damp or rainy. I ghall come up by the
eight o'clock train.”

I looked up from my books at the spealk-
er, my sister Lottia.

““yvery well, my dear,” I replied, submis-
sively; 1 suppose I must come; but, really,
if you young ladies learned to be a little
more self-reliant 11 these small natters, it
would bg better.”

“If I weren't sure that you said that to
aggravate me, Tom,” retorted my sister,
“you shouldn’t come at all. Some day
you'll be glad enough to carry bag, cloak,
and wnbrella for some fair damsel or other,
and won't 1 tease you thea!”

“*You d» that pretty well now ™ I ven-
tured to observe. ‘*But excuse me, Lottie,
you'll certainly lose your handkerchief if
vou let it hang out of your pocket li%e that;”
fo. Lotties dress was of the most fashiona-
ble description, and the pockets were cer-
tainly more for ornament thaun use,

**] haven't lost it yet, Tom.” was the re-
plyand 'm not more hkely to lose it now.

Miss Lottie disappeared, and I went back
to my books.

Absorbed by my occupation, the time
passed unnoticed, till the chime of & distant
clock reminded me of my engugement.

*Haulf-past six, 1 suppoee,” 1 muttered,
and was resuming my work, when 1t occur-
1ed to me o make sure

1 looked at my watch. Could it be cor-
rect? Haif-past seven! No doubt of 1t, and
1 had only just time to reach the station.
But stay; what was the weather?

I walked to the window, devoutly hoping
a8 | drew aside the curtain to see a clear,
dry night. Vaiuo hopel The clouds were
gathering, and there was a damp, chill mist
perceptible.

I dropped the curtain with a sigh, hastily
put away my books, took up Lottie’s water-
proof from the chair on which she had
piaced it, and stepbing mnto the hall, put on
u loose, rough overcoat and soft felt hat that
I often wore after dark, and thus equipped,
sallied forth.

Eight o'clock struck as I arnved, and I
saw, close al hand, a young lady, evidently
my sister Lottie, standing st the edge of the
road.

“*Ah!™ I said to myself, “the train was
in a little earlier, and Miss Lottie is look-
ing for me.”

I was just about to speak to her, when a
sudden thought flashed into my mind. As
she stood, her back was toward me, and
her white handkerchief was plainly visible
hanging over the edge of her pocket.

I remembered my caution to her before
she started, and exulted at the opportunity
of convincing her of its wisdom.

First taking another look at the uncon-
scious damsel to be sure of her identity, I
stepped quietly forward, and taking hoid of
the handkerchief, gently drew it forth.

As I did se, something fell to the pave-
ment with a sharp metal sound.  This star-

| tled the young lady, and she turned with a
| slight exclamatnon.

Good heavens. it was a perfect stranger!

For a moment 1 was speechless; then, re-
covering my<elf a little, was about to stam-
mer forth an apology, when a heavy hand
was laid on my shoulder, and a gruff voice
sald:

“Now, my man, you're caught this time,
and no mistake!”

And looking roand, I saw a policeman at
my side.

This unexpected salutation gave a sudden
turn to my feelings.

““What do you 1aean? How dare you?” I
exclaimed, indignantly, while the lady
Jooked from one to another in amazement.

“Come, now,”’ responded the unmoved
official, ““that’s good, that is! Why, I've
been watching you all the time.  You come
up unheknown to the lady, take her hand-
kerchicf, and Why, there’s her purse at
your feet now!”

And as he gpoke, he pointed to a darg
object upon the pavement.

it was a purse, sure enough, and I must
have puiled it out with the handkerchief.

“Pick it up, please, miss, and per'aps
you'll be 8o good as to accolpany usto the
station.”

While he was speaking, 1 gathered to-
getder my scattered genscs.

“I ussure yon, policeman, you are entire-
ly mistaken,” I said, as calmly as [ could,
which was not very calwly, as a number of
persons had by this time collected, and ap-
peared to be highiy enjoying my discomfi-
ture.

*My name 18 Henderson—Thomas Hen-
derson; I came to the station to meet my
gister: I mistook this lady for her, and, in
a joke, took her handkerchief. Btay; 1
will give you my card.”

And I put my hand into my coat-pockel
for my card-case. It was pot there.

Then 1 remembered that 1 tad left it
with my pocketbook on the hall table, and
I had thus no means of proving my state-
ment.

I thought so,’’ remarked the official, in
a tone of intense garcasm. ‘‘Per’aps your
sister’s got it, mindin’ it for you.”

At this juncture the stranger interposed.
She had, no doubt, noticed the unfortunate
waterproof which [ still clutched, though I
had entirely forgotten 1t.

*“This"”"—=¢he hesitated a moment—*‘this
gentleman is carrying a lady’s clock, and
he surely would not do so if he——""She
stopped short.

*“If he had meant to take your property,”
said the policeman, completing his sen-
tence. *‘Lor’ bless you, miss, you've no
1dea of the dodges of these ehapg.”

For & moment the .wild thought flashed
across my mind of tripping him up and thus
escaping, 1If 1 could, but I dismissed it as
soon &8 formed. Recaptured was highly
probable, and the attempt would only give
a colar to the accusation.

So, swallowing my wrath as best I could,

and subsiding into sullen silence, I walked

t by the side of my captor, arnd followed by

a miscellaneous erowd, who indulged in »
variety of remarks on my appearance and
demeanor, we reached the station.

The charge was preferred at the station,
and the sergeant, turning to wme, uasked
what 1 had to say

I gave an sccount of the whole afTair. e
heard me very quiet y, and, without taking
any notice of my demand to be released,
then turned to the young lady.

She gave her name a8 Margaret Lindsay, |
und- having reluted her share in the matter
(with evident discomfort at finding herself
in 80 unpleasant a position), concluded by
expression her convictiot it was ell a mis-
take.

“*Well, Mr. Henderson,"” esaid the ser-
geant, **l must detain you whi'e 1 send to

the address you have given, and it will sim- |
piify matters if Miss Linesay will be good |
enough to remain for a short time. We |
shall then no doubt be able to scttle tnis

unpleasant affair.  Hilton,"—this to the l
policeman who stiill hingered near the dnmr;
—*‘show this lady into the other room. |
Jones, Mr. Hendersoon will vecupy No. 3.7 |

I follawed my origmal captor, while my |
faircompanion disappeared throughan open i
doorway close at hand, which, as I passed i
it, afforded me aglimpse of a snug roem |
within. l

For my own part, I was by no means |
charmed with No. 3. !

It maght, by a stretchof theimagination, {
have been called a room, but had a wonder- |
ful resemblance to a cell, constructed on &
somewhat larger scale than nsual.

Here Mr. Jones left me, closing the door
carefully atter him.  Beldom has time puass-
ed so weerily.  About a guarter of an hour
clapsed, and there came suddenly a noise
of cab wheels, a hasty rush of footsieps and
sound of voices 1n the outer reom. [ list-
cned intently, and recognized Lottie's
tones, mngled with, and now aund then
overpowered by, thosc of ourrevered parent.

At tlns moment, my door was opened by
Mr. Jones, 1n whose manner was an obvt. |
ous mingling of discomfort and apprehen-
sion.

I passed hastily, leaving his muttered
appeal to me, “‘not to be hard on & man,” |
unheeded, and entered the room where the
others were assewmbled,

“Oh, Tom!"” cried Lottie, running up to
me; ‘“‘what a dreadful plight you've been
in; and «l my fault!” she added, in a peni- |
tent tene:  **The train was in early, and I
didn t see you just ontsi‘de the station, so 1
went straight home, I

I'm so sorry!
My father started to abuse the officer.
“My dear sir " began the sergeant,

blandly, but my irate parent would not be

checked.

**In former days, sir, the police were men,
and had braing, and used them; now they're
machines, like that fellow therel”  And he |
glared wrathfully at Policeman Jones, who |
had shrunk as much out of sight as possible |
in a corner of the room.

“My subordinate,” remarked the ser-|
geant, ‘‘only did his duty in acting as he |
has done.” Here Policeman Jopes brigh- |
tened considerably.  “*Thefts of this kind
are so frequent, that we are cowpelled to
exercise all possible vigilance, and as a man |
of the world, sir, you will readily admit :
that it would not do for us to be guided by |
the appareut outward respectability of the !
accused, when such respectability often |

|
|
|
1

serves as a cloak for nefarious practices.”

This was 80 obvious as to be undeniable,
and my father consequently relieved his ir-
ritation, which had only partially subsided,
by attacking me.

**And whyon earth couldn’t you be more
careful, Tom, instead of making a fool of |
yourself in that fashuon? I can’t see much |
likeness between Miss Lindsay and Lottie.” |

I bad by this time completely regained |
my composure, and briefly saying, *‘I will |
show vou, sir,” addressed the damsel who
had been the innocent cause of my diflicul-
ties.

““Will you beso kind, Miss Lindsay, as to
turn slightiy round, keeping your race away
from us and tbe light. Thank you. Now,
Lottie!” And crossing the room to my
sister, I placed her in a similar position by
the side of our new acquaintauce.

An involuntary exclamation burst from
my father, and even the sharp eyes of the
officiais might have been deceived. 8 and- |
ing thus together, in the wavering rays of
the solitary gaslight, the resemblance was
nearly perfect. In height, figure, and dress
they were almost identical, and the eurling
hair completed the deception.

“It is easy to see how the mistake oc- |
curred, Mr. Henderson, said the sergeant; |
*and I can only again express my sincere
regrets at the inconvenience and delay
which you have been subjected to.”

I bowed in acknowledginent, and we pre-
pared to leave the station.

As it appeared, however, that Miss Lind-
8ay’'s resideuce was not far from our own,
a second hansom was procured, which I
managed to secure for her and myself, Lot-
tie and my father returning in the one by
which they had come.

Somehow or other, the ride seemed a re-
markably short one, and as I said *Good
night!’ to Margaret Lindsay au her own
door, 1 resolved that it should not be my
fault if our acquaintance did not continue.

This resolve I was able to carry out. Ac-
quaintance ripened into friendship, friend-
ship into intimacy, and—well, in short, we
were married some months ago,

The servants of both househiolds enter-
tained their relatives and friends in honor
of the occasion, and among them, evidently
in close attendance on Jenny, our pretty
housemaid, 1 recognized no less a person
than my quondam captor, Policeman Jones.

Vorse than that.

They were talking about the Texas peni-
tentiary as a reformatory instiution. One
gentleman said that the convict was tanght
a trade and when released, oftzn became a
useful citizen. Gilhooly took the negative
side. He said:

“They come out worse than they went
in. If they are sent to the penitentiary
tor stealing, as soon as they get out they
murder somebody. I knew a young man
who was sent up for stealing a pair of
pants from & house, while drunk. He was
released at the end of three years, and in-
stead of having seme regard for the lives
and feelings of his fellowman, he went
right off and—"

“Murdered his father?”

“Worse than that.”

“Murdered his father and mother?”

Gilhooly laughed and said:

“Ten thousand times worse. He was
no sconer out, than he took lessons on the
violin.”

‘‘Humph! from the way you talked I
thought he got himself elected to the Leg-
islature.”

once.

{ with & laugh.
| in house!

| as the bear had been,

Great qualities make great men,

Rescued by an Indian,

When 1 was quite young, my father went
as missionary to the Indians who lived in
what was known as the Red River district.
We made the voyage down the river from
St. Joseph, Mo., in twoecanoes, which were
drawn upon shore for us to sleep in atnight,
a bright fire being kindled in front of them
1o keep off prowling animals,

In this way our little party, consisting of
my father, mother, one older ristor, myself,
and two boatmen journeyed to the mission
station.  The station was a long, low, dou-
ble building of logs, already occupied by
another missionary named McCoy.  He bad
hved, until our family came, without any
other companion but a halt-breed lndiap
called Tony.

Supplies were sent to this lonely spot by
the Board of Missions and other friends from
the States.  These were brought down the
river in canoes, and hauled up to thestation
on u rude sled by a yoke of stout oxen,

One day McCoy and my father had gone
to the niver for a load of supphes. It was a
day’s journey tothe landing and back. Tony
bad gene with them.  Noone was left at
home but mother and us two girls.

The day passed very pleasantly, Toward
noon, a8 we were watching mother about
her work, my sister suddenly clapped her
hands, and cried out, **Oh, what a big
dog!™

We turned to the door, and my mother
uttered a ery of terror, for in the doorway
there stood, not & dog, but a large black
bear.

He was probably drawn by the smell of
the sugar and molasses, for bears are very

fond ot sweets. We were greatly frightened -

and could not Jeave the cabin, because the
animal was between us and the door.

If we ceuld have got 1o the ladder and
up the loft, we might have escaped that
way; but the barrels were in front of the
iadder, and so was Bruin. There was real-
ly no way of escape, so my mother drew us

| two children close to her, and took refuge

behind the great packing box, where shc
huad been at work, thus putting a slight bar-

| rier between us and our unwelcome visitor.

A barrel of crackers was open, and we
found out then that bears like crackers, for
that fellow soon upset the barrel and munch-
ed asmany as Lie pleased, while we looked

{ belplessly on, and saw our luxuries disap-

pear,

But he was anxious to get at the sugar,
and soon left the craekers and began to
paw and scratch at the sugar |arrel, which
was not open, and which stoutly resisted
s efforts.

He grew angry, and, with afierce grow],
gave it a smashing blow with his huge paw,
and lifted his foot for another; when a re-
port from a ritle sounded in our ears; and
we heard the ping! of & ball just as Mr.
Bruin rolled, u huge, woolly heap, ou the
floor. The sound of horse's feet followed,
und, as my mother hurried out from her
refuge, our deliverer siood in the wide door-
way.

He was a stalwart Indian, with long
black hair streaining half a yard down his
back, und a scariet blankeg wmi.pld around
his strong linbs. ~ We children wére almost
as much atraid of him us of the bear. But
all the Indisns who came to the mission
were friendly, and my mother knew tois
Ile was a Cherokee chicf called Ma-
shoon-tire, which mcans “i'he Running
Wind.”

“Ha! Bquaw heap scare?” he cried,
“Me see tracks, track him
Shootee!  No hurt?” accom-
panying his words with expressive panto-
minie,

My mother told him we were not hurt,

{ and thanked him for shooting tiie bear, in

words which he conld understand.

“‘He! he! Bear much good meat!™ said
Ma-shoon-tire.  **Bear want eatee up you.
Now you eatce up benr.”™

At my mother’s regnest, he dragged the
huge carcass outside the door; but when
she told him it was his bear, as he had shot

[ 4, he emphatically reiused to claim it.

My mosher then gathered up a pailful of
the scattered crackers and guve them to
Ma shoon-tire, who, when he learned their

| use, seemed o be as deiighted with them

He tilled the capa-
cious hunting-pouch at his side with them,
and then began to examine the goods which
my mother had been taking out of the box
when she was interrupted by his bearship.

Among other things there were two or
three little cotton pocket-handkerchiefs,
printed with figures of cats and dogs and
large A-B-C's in brizht red. They had
been eent to us children, but the great
Cherokee chief was so delighted with them
that my mother, grateful to lim for sav-
iog her from a great danger, gave him two
of them.

He took them in great glec from my sie-
ter's hand, tied one on his streaming black
aair, amd the other tothe end of his ritie-
barrel, by one of its corners. Then he
paraded before the small looking-class and
admired himself until he was tired.

At length he turned to my shrinking lit-
tle sister, and said, “Little papoose makee
Ma-shoon-tire fine!  Ma-shoon-tire makee
little papoose fine!  Big much heap fine!”
Aud, taking from his pouch a long string
of briliiant beads made of wvarious eolored
glass, he threw them over her neck, pleas-
ing her almost a8 much as the gay little
handkerchiefs had pleased him.

An English Farmer of the Olden Times,

The house was small, for in those days
farmers did not look to live in villas, and
till within the last few years even the par-
lor floor was of stone flags. Rushes used
to be strewn in the halls of palaces
ancient times, and seventy years ago old
Jonathan grew his own carpets. The soft-
est and best of the bean straw grown on
the farm was sgeleeted and scattered on the
floor ot the sitting room as warm and dry
to the feet, and that was all the carpet in
the house. Just before sheep shearing time,
too, Jonathan used to have the nettles cut
that flourished round the sheds, and strewn
on the floor of the barn. The nettles shri-
velled up dry, and the wool did not stick
to them, but could be gathcred easily.
With his own hands he would carry onta
quart of beans to the pigs—just a quart at
a time and no more, that they might eat
every one, and that none might be wasted.
S0, to, he would carry them a few acorns
in his coat pocket, and watch the relish
with which the swine devoured their favor-
ite food. He saved every bit of crooked
wood that was about the place ; for at that
date iron was expensive, and wood that
had grown crooked, and was therefore
strong as well as curved, was useful for a
hundred purposes. Fastened to a wall, for
instance, it did for a hook upon which to
hang things. If an apple tree died in the
orchard it was cut out to form partof a
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plough and saved till wanted. Jonathan's
hard head withstood even the whirl of the
days when corn was at famine prices. But
these careful economies, this continual
saving, put more money in his purse than
all that sudden flush ot prosperity. Every
groat thus saved was a8 a nail driven into
an oak, fixed and stable, becomng firmer
as time wert o, How strangely different
the farmers of to-day, with a score of ma-
chines and appliances, with expensive feed-
ing stufls, with well-furnished villas! Each
one of Jonathan’s beans in his quart mug,
each one of the acorns in his pocket, be-
came a guinea. Jonathan’s hat was made
1o measure on his own special block by the
hatter in Overboro’ town, and 1t was 80
hard and stout that he could sit upon it
without injury. His tep boots always hung
near the fireplace, that they might not get
mouldy : and he rode into market upon his
“short-tail horse,” as he called his crop-tail
nag. A farmer was nothing thought of
unless he wore top boots, which seemed a
distinguishing mark, as it were, of the
equestrian order of agricuiture. But his
shoes were made straight; not as now, one
to each foot—a right and a left—but each
exactly ahke; and he changed his shoes
every morning, wearing oue on oue fce' ome
day and on the other the next, that they
might not get worn to either foot in pur-
ticular. bhoes lasted a great length of
time iz those days, the leather being all
tanned with oak bark only, and thoroughly
seusoned before it was cot up.  There is
even 4 story of a farmer who wore his best
shoes every Sunday for seven years ju
Sundays—tifty years—and when he died
had them buried with bim, still far from
worn out. At that dgate folks had no bank-
ing accounts, but kept their cein in & strong
chest under the bed, sometimes hidiug it
in strange places. Jonathan was once
visiting & fricnd, and after they ‘had hob-
nobbed a while the old fellow took him,
with many precautions that they should
not be observed, iuto the pigsty, and showed
hiw fifty guineas hid in the thatch. That
wus by no means all his property, but the
ola fellow said with & wink that he liked
to have a httie hoard of his own tuat s
wife knew nothing about.
- —— e —

Juplter’s Satelite Seen Wichout a Glass.

For nearly a month the Sacramento avd
Coast Range valleys have been ftilled with
dense swoke, and the distact mountain
ranges have all been hiddew. Evén the
bold, dark, grand mass of Mount Helena,
distant but twenty-four miles, was barely
visible through the thick atmospliere.  The
upper lint of the sioke stratum was quite
shurply defined to the eastward ; above it
the sky was generally clear, but upon the
present occasion ouly n oderately so.  Tuoe
weatlher for some time hiad been warm and
pleasant, witiout clouds or wind. On the
early evening of Moaday, September 20,
we were looking at the obscured moon
strugghng thiough the dense smoke; Jupi-
ter, at an estimnted elevation of about 8
degrees, was emerging from it, and for an
elcvation of 26 0 30 degrees the whole sky
was hazy, and stars of the fifth magnitude,
aud even some o1 the larger ones, were nol
visible to the vaked eye. There was not the
least radistion to Jupiter, and the planet
rose through the smoky but quict atmos-
plbere into the thinner smoke ur huze with-
out radiaut points of light to blur his ap-
pearance.  With the unassisied eye Prof.
Davidson dctected the th d satellite of
Jupiter, to the left and below the disk of
the planct ; but, lest he might be mistaken,
bic refrained from calling attent.on to it for
some minutes, unt:l there could be no pos-
sible mistake, when he apnounced the vis-
ibility of a satellite, but without stating
its position in relat on to the primary. All
the officers immediately announeed its visi-
bility aud position, but paturally wondered
why it should be seen so unmistakably
threugh such a thick, hazy atmosphere.
A binocular, or good field glass, with ma:-
nifying power of 7 diameters, revealed it
and al:o showed the other satellites on the
side of the planet, but revealing the first
and sccond sutellites with ditflculty, uwntil
the planet had risensomewhat ngher.  TlLe
third satellite continued visible to the naked
eye for perhaps twenty minates, when the
n.0on r.se above the smoke stratum, and
the planet began to exhibit traces of radia-
tion, when the sateilite was lost to the
naked eye, although all the sateilites had
beeome mueh brighter than before in the
ficid of the bnocular.  Upon subsequent
nights, after the smoke bad in a great
measure been bYiown away, with a remark-
ably clear sky and no mooa, but with great
radiation to the planet, no satellites have
been surely made out with the unsssisied

VISion.
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Extracting Essential Oil,

The extraction and cuncentration of the
sweet odors of flowers is an aucient art,
and up to recent times the old methods
were followed with only small improve-
ments. If the plant was very rich in o1l,
like orange-peel, the wmethod of ‘‘expres-
sion”—that is, pressure—was used; or if
the essential oil was sutliciently volatile to
leave its natural bome by appiicatiou of
gentle heat, * distillation” was sufficient,
and is still adopted. When, as is com-
wonly the case, the heat required for dry
distillation would char the petals or leaves
and partially decomnpose the oil, the distil-
lation was effected with the aid of water,
the steam of which carried over the per-
fume, which was condensed with the water,
aud afierwards separated from it.  Extrac-
tion by solution of the resinous matter in
alcobol or ethér, and slow evaporation with
or without water, is another method; but
ueither of these is applicable to some of the
most delicate perfumes chat reside closely
packed in the cells of flower petals, and
are 80 sensitive 1o chemical violence that
their sweeiness departs if they are
strongly heated or otherwise coarsely treat-
ed. I'he old method of operating on these
was 10 macerate or soak them in carefully
melted fats or cold oils for sevsral hours,
and then to separate the essential o1l from
the fatty oil by ugitation with alconol oil.
The pomades and iip-salves of our grand-
mothers were the fats thus perfumed di-
rectly, and from which the concentrated
perfuine was either partially or not at all
separated by the alcohol. *‘Entieurage”
18 stili more delicate process applied by the
old perfumers for obtaining some of their
choicest products. They saturated cotton
cloths with olive oil, spread these on frames
of wire gauze, sprirkled the buds or petals
on them, then piled them in layers and left
them, in some cases several days, to absorb
the perfume as it rose naturally; or a film
of pure fat was spread cver apia‘e of glass,
and the buds sprinkled upon that.

Icis one thing to be tempted; an-

other to fall.

A Hacknev Coach Driver,

““Business is getting dull in my hine,”
said & hackman in Piusburg. “‘I don’t
make the good hauls that I used to, I’spose,
young man, that I have hauled more people
of note in that hack of mine out there than
all the rest of the hackmen in this town
wgether.” “How is thatf” queried the
reporter.  “Well, I have hauled all the
great actors and actresses that have come
to this city for the past twenty years.
bSeems to me tuat the profession is getting
to know me, and whenever | see Lawrence
Barrett get off the train 1 says, * How are
you, Mr. Barrett? and bhe turne round and
recognizes me. Barrett is a good fare and
pays double, 8o he don’t forget the hack-
men.  The last time that he was here 1
hauled him to the hotel and then to the
theatre and when he got out he felt in his
pockets and found he hadn't a cent with
him. [ says ‘All right, Mr. Barrett,’ and
he told me t cail at the hotel tuie uext day.
I went around and he gave me a gold piece.
Barrett is geperous to us hackmen, and
always has a Kind word or & joke to pass
with us, He 18 not like old Forrest, who
is dead and gone. 1 hauled him down
from the depot onee, and my [ront axle
hroke at the corner of Grant Street.
thought old Forrest would kill me. He
Jumwped out of the hack and stormed and
raged and swore like a madman. [ tell
you he was not anvice customer to handle.
Alice Oates, in her palmy days used to be
a very dainty customer. She would come
out and look into my coach very carefully
before getting in, and was dreadfully afraid
that the cushions would soil her dress; then
she would look at the horses and the rig
to see if it was stylish. Within the last
few years, however, she has not bven near
80 puriicular. She has changed a great
denl since those early days. Formerly she
would come dancing out in a vivacious,
sprightly way, that made her look very
pretty, but now when she comes here she
waiks 1o my hack with her head down, as
slow and demure asa priest. Sbe don't
seem o care now whether the cushions
soil her dress or not.  She always paid me
well, and 1 rate her among my best fares.
I suppose you remember when thatold
[talian, Sulviny, was bhere.  Well, he was
& curious fare; he couldn’t speak English,
and when I started for the hotel would
rattle on the window and stick bhis head
out looking at the buildings. He stopped
we on Smithfeld Sireet, sud pointed to
the smoke overhead:; it was rather misty
that day, and he did not seem to under-
stand what caused it.

“Fechter was a mighty particular man
about driving, and would almost always
iake me drive slow. When he came here
to opez the Opera Honse 1 hsuled him
from the depot, and he began rehearsing
some part in theehack and got very much
excited. I guess people oo the sidewalke
who heard him and saw his gestures
thought I was hauling & madman. Heory
Ward Boecher is a nice fare. 1 get him
every tune he comes here to lecture; he
always has a kind word and a joke and
never gets mad if I get stuck in a crowd of
wagons. He always gives me a pass to
uis lectures.  Theodore Tilton is a cranky
sort of a fare, and never would say much
tome, [ tried to draw kim out two or
three times when I have hauled him, but
be would always tell me to mind my own
business. He always saw that he gave me
the right fare and no more. 1 tell you
what 1t is, taking them all 1 all, lecturers
and professionals make the best fares. 1|
have got 30 now I can tell as quick as 1|
see my old customers whether times are
good with them or not, and while they
always pay well, they pay better w.en they
have had a good run of luck.

**I could go over a long list of stars"that
1 have hauled, but these 1 have given you
will do for samples. Clara Louise Keilog
is a curious fare to haul. Every time I
have hauled her she finds something to
scold me about. And ore time she had a
terrible row with Miss Cary in my hack
about something. 1 tell you I expected to
sce & hair-pulling match, but they quictec
down before we reached the hotel. I see
by the papers that Ole Bull is dead. Poor
Ole, he was a mighty Kind-hearted man.
The fir:t tin.e I hauled him I looked a nttle
hard up, and he talked and chatted with

e shout my busiress, and gave me a ten- |
He was & mighty good man, |

dollar biil.
#0 he was.

“Lucille Western was a strange fare.
She was always beaming with kindness. I
bauled her down to the hotel one night,
and she told me to wait and take her to the
theatre. The front window was open, and
she would ask we all sorts of que:tions
about Pittsburg and its people. After she
got her supper she came out to get into the
hack, and 1 noticed she had been drinking.
She spoke very kindly to me though, and
when she got to the theatre told me to
keep my hack at the door for her. I toid
her all right, and was dnving away when
she called me back and asked me 1if I
wanted to sce the play. I told her I could
not afford to waste the time, and she said:
‘Oh, never mird, I'll pay you double.’
She gave me a pass and 1 went in.  She
played Leah that vight, and I tell you she
played it for all there was in the part.
When she came to the ‘curse scene’ she
beat her face on the floor.  She was very
much excited, and 1 think I will never see
s woman play that part as she did that
might.  Poor Lucille, she didn’t live very
long after that night.

The Great River of Alaska.

Alaskan explorers report one of the
largest rivers in the world, the Yukon, as
navigable for steamers 2500 miles, and
500 miles from its mouth it receives a very
large navigable tributary. The basin
formed by the confluence is twenty-iniles
wide. The Yukon is nearly as large as
the Mississippi. Indians are everywhere
and war between the tribes is continucus.
There is snow for six months, and without
roads, dog sledges find good traveling.
Game abounds, and Indians have an easy
life. From seven to nine dogs make a
a team, the old one being the leader. The
driver has to watch this dog. If it gets
on the scent of game it is off and the whole
team demoralized. = Off tkey scamper
through the woods and thickets, upsetting
the load, swashing the sled, tearing the
harness and giving him days of hunting to
restore the status quo. So vast acountry,
traversed by navigable waters, will tempt
the restless and speculative adventurers to
explore it.

If evil be said of thee aud it is true,
correct it; if it be a lie, laugh atit.

Shame is worse than death., He who
weeps from the heart will draw tears
frow the blind.

NO. 50.

How She Cooxed His Rice,

Sakti Kumara, the hero of a curious Hin.
dustani story, preferred testing a damsel's
capability before tying the knot. Master
of a presperous and profitable business, he
came to the conclusion that a wife was
wanted to complete his happiness, and de-
termined to go in search for one. Adopt-
ing the guise cf a fortune-teller, and carry-
ing some rice bound up in his cloth, he
started on his travels. Whenever he en-
countered a girl that pleased his eye, he
asked her to cook his rice for him. Bome
laughed at him, some reviled him, none
seemed 1nclined to comply with his modest
demand, and it seemed as if he would have
to take his rice home uncooked. At last
he reached Swira, where he beheld a
beautiful girl, who, instead of ridiculing or
abusing the strange traveler, relieved him
of the rice and bade him be rested. Then
the kindly maiden set about preparing the
rice. First she steeped it in water, then
dried it in the sun, and that accomplished,
rubbed the grains gently on the ground,
removing the awn without breaking the
rice. Calling her nurse, she dispatched
that worthy to sell the bran, and with the
proceeds purchase an-earthen boiler, two
platters, and some fuel. By the time this
commission was executed the rice had been
brayed ina mortar, winnowed, and washed,
and was ready to be put in the boiler with
five times its bulk of water. As soon as
it bad swollen sufficiently, the boiler was
taken from the fire, the water cleared of
the scum, and the boiler put back, and the
rice constantly stured by the pretty cook
until sne was satisfied it was properly
done. By turning the boiler mouth down-
ward she extinguished the fire, and collect-
ing the unconsumed fuel, dispatched the
old woman to convert it into butter, curds,
oil and tamarinds. This achieved, she
told the enraptured BSakti Kumara to go
and bathe, and not t¢ omit rubbing hiuw-
self with uil. Having o'eyed orders, the
wife-secker was directed 10 seat himself
upon & piank on the well-swept floor, ou
which were already laid a large plantsin
and two platters. His charoung hostess
then brought him water in a perfumed jug,
and administered two spoonfuls of weli-
scasoned rice and ghee, preparatory to
serving up the remainder of the rice mixed
with spices, curds, butter and milk, of
which Sakti Kumara ate his fill, and then
indulged in a siesta, with a nund at ease,
knowing his quest was ended. As socn as
he woke, he asked the girl to become his
wife, and she beicg willing, the necssary
ceremony was gone through without de-
lay ; and the supposed fortune-teller took
his bride home, to astonish her as the Lord
of Burieigh astomshed his rustic love; but
the Hindu lass was lukcier than Tenny-
son’s heroine, for we are assured that sue
lived long to worship her husband as =
god, to pay the most assiduous alteution 10
iis househola affairs, to superintead the
regulation of the family coming 1a due
course, and make her house such an abode
of bliss that Sakti Kumara was well repaid
for the trouble he had taken to gzt & good
wife, and tasted 1n his well-ordered bowe
the joys of Paradise.

Furaiture.

The strike amongst the furniture makers
in Pans has given rise to a singular ques-
tion, which the Freach press is disoussing
very learnedly. We are told that before
the Middle Ages there was no such thing
as furniture. There was a bed and there
was & chair—more like a throne—and there
was a tabie almost like a platform; but
there was very little else. The ancieat
sculptures and the contents of museums of
antiquities are appealed to in support of
this view. Even to the Middle Ages sup-
plied few additional items to the furaiture
of a nobleman’s roem. Art had chosen
another direction for its civilizing influ-
ences, and carving in ivory, enamel, jewel-
ry, tazzas inlaid with gems, cameos, chal-
ices, und illuminated missals usurped the
taste of artists and the patronage of ama-
teurs. Even the carved woodwork of
Belgium and Switzerland seemed to be
limited to church decorations and pulpit
ornaments, but it was the carvings of pul-
pits which supplied the transition between
sculptureand furniture. At first oak, from
it3 hardness, was the principal material
used, and soon afterward ash and walnut
came into vogue. The introduction of
light fancy woods, such as satin, maple,
tuiip, belong to a much later date. France
was, of course, the originator of art furni-
ture, and the Gobelins tapestry which Louis
X1V. patronized, and which came from tke
insiitution which he foanded, was incon-
sistent with dark woods or delicate carv-
ings. The style knowh still as ‘‘Lous
Quinze” also demanded profuse giiding
and florid decoration for the framework ol
the delicate needlework which adorned the
ohairs of the period. It was not till the
end of the sevenieenth and the beginning
of the eightcenth centuries that polished
woods and severe outline took the place of
the flamboyant carving and gilding which
preceded them. It was at this period thau
mahogany owned to an accident its intro-
duction, and it madeits entry into the
saloons of Europe, not through Parisian
influence, but through the Londoun
market. In the year 1720 a Dr. Gibson
received from a brother of his, the captain
of a trading vessel, several balks of a new
kind of timber just imported from the
Indies. The doctor, who was furnishing
a house which® he had taken thought to
utilize the wood for the doors and windows
of his rooms. But the builders and car-
penters refused to have anything to dowith
it. The grain was so close and the surface
8o hard that they could not work it with
their tools. Dr. Gibson took specimens of
the wood to Wollaston—at that time an
eminent cabinet-maker. A whole suite of
furniture was planned and executed, and
at once a new fashion set in. This was
the origin of mahogany furniture, which
in England, at ieast, hassurvived all the
changes of a fluctuating fashion for a period
of over a century and a half.

There i3 herol¢ fear as well as heroio
courage.

A chasm that often separates friends;
sarcasm.

Unnecessary delay often ruins the
best designs.

Those who jump at conclusions
leap into delusions.

Whereever we go,we should take our
religion with us.

When you have noobservers then be
afrald of yourself,

None have less pralse than those who
hunt 08t after it.




