.

A

After and Over, {

After the shower, the tranquil sun,
Bilver stars whon day is done,

After the snow the emorald leaves,
After harvest, golden sheaves,

After the clonds, the violet sky,
Quiet winds when the winds go by

After the tempest, a lull of waves, |
After the battle, peaceful graves,

After the knell, the wedding bells,
Joyful greotings from sad farewolls.

After the bud, the radiant rose,
After our weeping, sweet repose.

After the flight, the downy nest, {
Over the shady river—rest.

The Dainty Maiden.

Rast thon seon the dainty maiden
As she swiftly passos Ly !

Yes, indeed !~ Ler hair is goMon,
Clearest azure in her eyo.

Flits she awiftly as tho swallow
Toward the nest where it doth bade ;

Gelden hair a queen doth orown her
Al I would she were my bride!

Thou art mine my dainty maiden,
Delicate and manneriy ;

Yet, ah, yet, thou lackest something
Eyes of bloe, what can it be !

Delicate thou art in kissing
As the swallow water nips ;
Much too delicate and dawty,
Kissing with such pointad lips,
—From the Gaman of Goelhe

THE STOLEN LETTER,

One rainy night, about haif-past eight
o'clock, the train had dashed into Me
Kibben's Corners, and the mail had
been delivered at the store and post
office.

John Fairjohn, the postmaster, had
;‘r‘m\l the bag and counted the letters,

ere were, &s he made out, just ten,
and one was larger than the others and
had a red seal ; and then he had found
that he had left his glasses on the news-
paver in the back room, and without his

he could not read a line; and so,
of course, he had gone after them, re-
turning to find two persons in the store
—Farmer Roper and Squire McKibben,
whose ancestors had given name to the

place.

* Wet, ain't it!" said Mr. Fairjohn,
nodding.

“Wet or not, our folks ain't going to
do without their groceries, you see,”
said the squive. “Maal'sin, Isee. That
train came near running into my truck,
too. Wasn't noticing the flag, and drove
across just in time to save myself. Auy
letters for me "

“I'll see,” said Mr. Fairjohn.

He turned to the little pile of envel-
opes, and told them over in his hand like
a deck of cards.

*“Why there's only nine,” he said.
“ I'm sure I connted right. I counted
ten, and I thoughtone had a red seal. 1
might as well give up koeping the office
il I'm going to lose my seunses like that.
There wasn't any one in here while I
was gone, was there, squire i

“Only Roper and 1,” said the squire,
“and Roper's son. Bat he didu’t come
in, did he ™

“No,” said old Roper.. “I don't
think that Job came inatall. He just
went off somewhere.”

““ Well,” said the postmaster, after an-
other search, ‘‘well, I must be mistaken.
Yes, there is a letter for you-——your
folks, anyway—and something for you,
Mr. Roper. And you wouldn't mind
tossing that in at the Smith's as you

s |

“Oh, no,” said farmer Roper. “Give
it to me. That's from Swmith that's
clerking it in New York, I reckon. Can't
get any of 'em to stay and farm.”

* Your son Job did,” said the 'squire.

“Oh, my son Job. He'd try the

i:ience of his namesake,” said Farmer !

per. .\I;‘ son Job, bah.”

Just at this moment the door of the
store opened, and there entered at it a
little woman dressed in a cheap ealico,
and wrrpped in a thin and faded shawl.

She looked timidly about the store,
still more timidly at the heap of letters,
and then, in an “i’ll""‘h“*' voice like that
of a frightened child, said:

¢ Mr. Fairjohn, is there any letter for
me this time ?”

The postmaster, who was a little deaf,
bhad turned his head away and did not
know that she had entered, and she
came closer to the counter and the light
upon it before she spoke again. She
was a faded little woman, and her face
had signs of gnief written upon it, bat
she was neither old nor ugly yet, and
there was something in the damp curl®
clustering under the faded calico hood,
and in the little round, dimpled chin
absolutely childlike even yet.

“Js there a letter for me this time, |

Mr. Fairjohn 1" she said again; aud this
time the postmaster looked ap.

“No, there ain’t; and yon're a fool
for taking such a walk to ask,” said he,
with rough kindness. ‘ Wounldn't I bave
sent it if it had come, Mrs. Lesteri”

‘*‘ Well, you see, I felt ina hurry to

it,” saad she.
or being in a hurry, it's so long.”

“That's trune,” said the postmaster.

“Well, better luck next time. But
why dou't you wait? Mr. MeKibben
will take you over when he goes. He

your corner.”

““Yes, wait, Mrs. Lester,” cried Mr.
McKibben, *“I'll take ye and welcome.”

Bat she had answered:

“Thank you. I don’t mind walking,”
and was gone,

““Keeps it up, don't she1” asked the

master.

“Jt's ashame,” said Mr. McKibben.
* How many years is it now since Lester
went off "’

“Ten,” said the postmaster. I
know, for it was the day I came here,
Bhe was as pretty a woman as you'd
want to see then, wasn't she 1"

“ Well, yes,” said Mr. McKibben.

““Sailed in the Sphynx,” said the post-
su;;ter. “And we all know that the

nx went down in that voyage, all
hnmiu along with her. The rest of the |
women put on widow’s weeds, them that |
lost husbands—four in this town itself,
They took what the Almighty sent and
didn’t rebel. She set up that her hus-
band wasn’t dead, and would come back.
She’s kept it up ever since; comes for
his letter regular, and he was drowned
along with all the rest, of course, ten |
years ago. She must be thirty. Well, |
she’s changed a good deal in that time.” |

“Yes,” said the other man; “‘but
there’s my son Job wild over her yet.
He's offered himself twice. He stands
ready to offer himself again any day— |
ready to be a father to her boy, and al
goo!l.mnh-nd to her. He's better off |
&l‘hnell:;. Igli:.mother'l I}thcr left lm; |

s crazy a8 Job—erazy,
call it. Plenty of ]ﬂ::g gals, and |
healthy, smart widows, he sees no |
one but that pale, slim littie thing that’s |
just gone out into the mud; and she— !
why, of course, she’s lost her senses, or |
she’d have him. Works like a slave to |
keep herself and child, lives in a rickety |
shanty waiting and waiting for a drowned
man fo come back again. Why, every |
one knows Charlis Lester was

saved, not one. It wasin the

! stranger still,

| would."

| at last—very sensible,
| & wetter one than the other—later, too,

{ called a ““night cap ™

i and was supping it by the stove, when
| heard it, there staggered in out of the
| morrow.

| flood of tears.

“You can't blame me |

| 8aid she. ;
| thought Charlie came to me and said:

| written, I have written.’

{ himself.

| in his hand.

! the Sphynx was drowned.

wned Ro,” he said.
in the Sphynx. There wasn’t a soul letter a month ago, off the oonnwr'
rs. | yonder.

"T'HE

FRED. KURTZ,

VOL. VIIL

I ditor and Proprietor.

CE

INTRE

HALL, CENTRE CO., PA.,, THURSDAY, JULY 15, 1875.

Terms: 82.00

g e m——

a Year, in Advance.

NO. 28,

No, no; they are right
Iam wrong. He must be dead.”

Aud as though the news had just been
whispered to her, she clasped her hands |
to her forehead, gave a ory, and sank
down en her knees in the road. |

Sho knelt there a few moments and
then arose. In this interval the wind
had blown the clouds from the sky, and
the moounlight lay white upon the path
and lit her on her way to her poor home, |

Ihore at the door sat & man, a strong,
determined looking fellow, who arose as |
she approached and held out his hand,

** Here you come,” he said, *“‘tired to |
death, worn out, still on that fraitiess
ermnd.  Jessio Lester, can’t you give
up this nonsense and think of the living
a little. Think of me, Jeasie, for just
half an hour.”

*“I do think of you," she said. *I
am very sorry you should be so good to
me when 1 must seem so bad to you.”

Then she sat down on the porch and
took her little hood off, and leaned her
head wearily against the wall of the |
house; and the man arose and crossed |
over and sat down beside her,

“(ive it a softer resting place, Jessio,”
he said, ** here on my heart.”

She looked out iuto the night, not at
him, as she spoke:

“Job,” she said, **I begin to think
you are right, that he went down in the
Sphynx with the rest ten years ago. But
\\‘&‘.'\l good would Ido you! What do |
you waut to marry me for 1" |

The man drew closer still as he
swered:

“‘ Before you were married to Charles
Lester Iloved you. While you were a
warried woman I loved you. All these
ten years since that vessel went down
I've loved you. A man must have the |
woman he loves if he gives his soul for
her.”

“ What a horrible thought !" said she.
“ His soul.”

“]1 should have said his life,” said
Job., “I don't want to shock you. Bat
you don’t know what it would be to me |
to have you. And then I'd do every-
thing for your boy." |

““Yes,” she answered, ““‘I know you |

an-

There was a panse. Then she gave |
him her hand. |
“Job,” she said very softly, ** I shall
pretend nothing I don’t feel, but I know
I've been crazy all this time, and if you |
want me you may have me. It's very
good of you to love me so.’ |
And thus it seems to have ended, that
ten years' watching and waiting, and |
there was trinmph in Job's eyes as he |
turned away and left her with his first |
kiss upon her brow. But at the end of |
the green lane he paused and looked
back. |
“I told her the truth,” he =said, |
““when I said that when a man loved a |
woman as I love her, he must have her, |
if the price were his soul itseli.”
And then he drew from his breast a |

{ letter with a great red seal upon it,

looked atit for a moment, and hid it |
away again.

Marriedi Yes, they were to be
married. Every one at McKibben's |
Corners knew that now. Jessie Lester |

went no more to the post-offiee for her
long-expected letter. Job was fernish-
ing his house—had furnished it, for on |
the morrow the wcdding was to take
place. And it was night again. A |
month from that night, when she had |

{ come for the last tume, as every ono |

thought, throngh rmin and mud, to make |
her sadly foolish query, she was sensible
She had chosen |
the substance instead of the shadow.
And now, as we said, it was night, and

for Mr. Fairjohn had closed the store, |
and was compounding himself what he |
of some fragrant
liquor, warm water, lemons and sugar,

foable

there came upon his door a
knock, and when, being repeated, he

ramn a dripping figure—that of Jessic
Lester, the bride who was to be on the

She was trembling with cold, and as
he led her to the fire she burst into a

“ Some
I heard

“I'm frightened,” she said.
one followed me all the way.
them."”

“ You've no business to be out alone
at night,” said old Fairjohn, bluntly,
“ And what's the matter 1"’

She looked np at him piteonsly.

“ I thought there would be a letter,”
*I dreamt there was one. I

‘Go to the office once more. I have
And I thought
I saw a letter with a red seal.”

“ So did I1,” muttered old Fairjohn to

And he went to the box where the let
ters were kept and brought them to her

¢ Look for yourself,” he said. ** And
now, Mrs. Lester, I'm an old man. Take |
my advice. Remember what your duty |
will be after to-morrow. Remember not |
to go crazy.

|
“Ten years have gone since your hus- |
band left this place. If he's alive he's |
a rascal, and you are free of him bygaw; |
but we all know that every man on board |
8o be agood
wife to Job Roper and forget this folly.
I'll take you home sgain this time.
Don’t come again.”
She made no answer, but only tossed

| the letters over in her lap, and said: |

“I seemed to know it had a red seal.” |
And as she spoke, old Fairjohn, glanc- |

| ing at the door, saw n dark shadow there, |
| saw it grow darker ; saw it enter, and
| startin

up on his defense, if need be, |
recognized Job Roper.

He was very pale, and took no notico
of Fairjohn, but crossing the store, stood
beside Jessie Lester. |

“You love that man best, even now,"”
he said. “‘You'd rather have found »
letter from him than not, though to- |
morrow is our wedding day.” |

She looked up into his face with a |
piteous glance.

“I never lied to you,” said she.
“You know that."”

He grew whiter still.

“I told you a man would lose his soul |
for such a love as mine,” said he. |

| ““Did you think those were idle words " '

Thet; &lunged his hand into his |
bosom, e next instant a ietter, with |

| & red seal, lay in Jessic's lap. |

“I've made you happy, and now I'll |

“ Fairjohn, I stole that ’

I knew who wrote it at a|

| after which he

{ the subject of mistakes and

| thinks they rarely escape him,

| the close

=4 '
| alas

| own side

their way to New York to meet the Silver
Star when it made port,

After Thoughts.

A writer says : How very often it hap
pens in conversation, as Bernard Barton
remarks in one of his letters to Crabbe,
that the thing yon might and would and
should have said oocours to you just a
little too late. He draws on his own ex
perience for the record of many a long
and animated discussion with a friend,
called to mind some
pithy argument that would have smash
ed his opponent’s case, and which,
afirms the gentle Quaker poet: *1]
should have been almost sure to have
had at my fingers' ends had I been
quietly arguing the matter on paper in
my own study.”’ Cowper complains that
when he wrote a lotter to any but a fa
miliar friend, no sooner had he dispateh
ed it than he was sure to recollect how
much better he could have made it
Horace Walpole opens his epistle with
the remark that mere answers that are
not made to lettors immediately are like
good things which people recollect they
might have said lnu\ they but thought of
them in time; that is, very insipid, and

| the apropos very probably forgpbten.

Little Henry Fsmond, when pointed
out by saucy Trix to my lord as “saying

| his prayers to mamma,” could only look

very silly. If he invented a half-dozen

| of speeches in reply, that was months

afterward ; “‘as it was, he had never a
word in answer.” Mr. Thackeray's writ-
ings offer divers illustrations of the
same kind. There is Mr. Batchelor, for
instance, when impertinently quizzed
to his face by that supercilions Captain
Baker. “oSir!" says I; ‘sir’ was all
I could say. The fact is, I could have

| replied with something remarkably neat

and cutting, which would have transfix
ed the languid little jackanapes, * ¢
but, you see, I only thought of my re-
partee some eight hours afterward, when
I was lying in bed, and I am sorry to
own that a great number of my best

| bon mots have been made in that way.”

Dr. Holmes suggestively records on
slips in

writing, that he never finds them out

| until they are stercotyped, and then he

Southey
once assigned as the reason for his not
reading for the bar that he was so casily

| disconcerted, that the right answer to

an argument never occurred to him im
mediately. “I always find it at last,
but it comes too late ; a blockhead who
speaks boldly can baffle me.” A state of
mind figured in a modern poem :

# own delay,
own

“ Bpeech, only quick to blush it
ado me a fool, when fools had their

WAy,
And awkward-silent when conceit was lond.

Charlotte Bronte relates how Mr.
Thackery met her at the door, at
of one of his readings, and
frankly asked her what she thought of
it; and how, liking his naivete
entirely disposed to praise him, haviag
plenty of praise in her heart, “‘but,

no word on my lips. Who hs
words at the right moment! 1 stan
ed out some Mhme expressions”
doubtless hit on some neat and pithy
euloginm soon after his
turned.

The good dame, in one of Mrs. Gas-
kell's fictions is speaking for thousands
when she says of the rector and his
wife that they both talk so moch as to
knock one down, like ; and it's not till

she was

AN
r

back was

they have gone, and one's a little at
peace, that one can think there ar
things one might have saidl on one's

of
again John Sercolaske,
Philip van Artevelde as our **
friend "-—than whom a better
need not be, if only he have full scope
beforehand to ponder and devise what
to say; but ““ask him on the sudden”
a simple enough question, and-—

the question.” And so
introdueced by
sagacious
sounselor

Confounded will he stand
Till livelior tongues from etaptier Leads have
spoken;
Then on the morrow to & tittle know
What should have been his answer,

A Missonrl Loye Letter,

The Hawmilton (Mo.) News gives the
following as a true copy of a veritable

ter written by a maiden in that State :

May the 22, ——, Mo.—Dear love it
tis with Much pleaser that i take my pen
in my hand to Drop you afiew linds in
order to let you No that i am well and
hope that when those fiew bad liends
Coms to hand they will fined you the
Same. well, jon heénri, i want to No
what is the resen you hant ben oup. if
you Dont waut to Com all you hav to
Do is to write and let me No and i wont
write eny More. but i would like toSee
{nu and telle you my Minde. i hav
ooked for you every snndey, buti Dont
think i will look eny more 'tilli see you
a coming, and thene i wont, well, jon
henri, if you Dont want to Com, all you
hav to Do is to Say Bo, and thet will
Bee anouft for me. i Dont want to run
after eny wone. well, jon henri, this is
my last if you Dont write or Com. now
you can Do just as youn plese, and i will
Do as i ean, but i will never forget you
as long as i hav breth, and i will Dance
arowned your gorave when yon lye cold
in the erth. Now jon henri, you can
just Do as you think Best, not as i Cer.
1 would like to See you—that is if you
want to See me—and if you Dont want
to Se me i will Not take onn abowut it.

the world is wiide, the See is Deep,
my love for you i will always keep.

well, jon henri, i will quitt writen
Now, and remember that this is my
last if yon Dont write or Com rite away.
if you Dont want to Com you Can Stay
at home if you want to, annd if yon
Dont want to yon Can go where yon
plese, but I want yon to ancer this as
soon a8 you get dm-, if you plese, and
tell me your mined. derect to Jacksonn,

Mo.

now you may remember what i hav
told you in this letter, for i mean what
i Say, aned if you Dont Beleav it yon
will fined my words true. i must quit
for this time by asken you to write
soon. SARAH ——
to Mr. jon henri —,

good by for this time.

True to the Character.

“T say, girls,” said a little blue-eyed,
flaxen-haired boy ““let me take your
candy and we'll all play chicken.”

“lIs it nice?” inquired half a dozen
six-year-olds in chorus.

“Nice! yon bet itis. Let me show
you. Now, I'll lay the candy down here

Now, the bottle was found with a letter | glance;” and then the door closed be- | on the step, and you all go down there

in it, writ by some one before the nhiP |
sunk. And she’s waitin’ for him yet!” |
““Crazy on that point,” said the post- |
master. “ Well, poor sounl, she’d only
been married a week when the
sailed; that makes a difference.”
“Oh, yes,” said the farmer.
Then their parcels being ready, they |
went out to their wagons, and Mr. Fair- |

|

john having stared into the rainy night |

awhile put up his shutters and went to
bed. Meanwhile the woman plodded on
through the mud. Wi off Yier
disappointment,” she said to herself.
was one she should have been used
and now the absurdity of it seemed
strike her for the first time i

¥ Th laugh

‘“ ) “m’l'M
honelt‘."‘l know they
mad;
Charli

m
m!

hind bim and he was gone.

and looked after him.

But Jessie had torn open the letter

And these were the words she read, |

Sphynx : old Fairjohn reading over her shoulder: |

““ ABOARD THE BILVER STAR.—Jessic, |
darling, I don’t know what makes me |
believe that I shall find you mine still, |
aﬂer all these years, but something |

ocs,

“Five of us were cast on a desert
island when the Sphynx went down.
The twe yet alive were taken off it yester-
day in skins, with our beards to our
knees. We must go to England first—
then home. Jessie, Jessie, if I do not
find {on as Ileft you I shall go mad.
Your husband, Cuaries Lester.”

And so Jessie’s letter had come at last.
And as John Fairjohn looked into her
face he taw how angels looked in Para-

dise.

And Job. Job was found drowned
the next morning. Jessie never knew it,
perhaps, for she and her boy were on

and come up when you hear me call like
a rooster.”
The girls retreated and gathered in a
roup about fifteen feet off, while the
fwy got on his knees, with his head over
the eandy, and began to call and strat
and flap his arms like a rooster’s wings.

“Cluck, ecluck, rat, tat, rap, cluck,”
and all the girls came running np and
bent to pick up the candy, when the
little fellow opened his mouth and took
it in at one gulp.

“Oh, you mean boy,” they eried,
“‘you have taken all our candy.”

““ That's 'cause I played rooster,” said
the boy; “‘roosters always call the hens
up when he finds a grain of corn, and
then picks it up hlmno‘ﬂn

A reprobate held an old shirt np by
the neck before discarding it forever, |
but he wasn't mourning for the garment, |
He only said ; “I wish Ihad all the
drinks again have gone through that
old neok band.”

you amusement,"”

THE POTATO BEETLE,

What He ls Dolug In Pennsylvanin.-Some-
thing about the Hectle.

The Colorado beetle (or ten-lined
spoarman), says a Penusylvania corre
nlmml--nl. has now a foothold in the
Fastern States. It has gradually jour
neyed from the West and has ** come to
stay,” for, as entomologists tell us, we
Al never I'll'l‘~'t to be \\hn“_)’ rid of llllh,
although he will be likely to do the most
damage during the first fow years of his
sojourn. Some two years ago these in
socts were first seen in Pennsylvania,
Last season they injured the tubers
very much, having matters all their own
way, the farmers being unacquainted
with their babits and iguorant of any
remedy to use against thom. The full
grown beetles hide in the earth all the
winter and appear again in the spring,
and, as they are known to increase with
ineredible rapidity scientist esti
mates that from asingle pair the increase
in cne season will equal the astounding
number of 60,000,000 ! —it becomes
matter of importavce to know how great
this multiplication has been since last
year, to what extent the bug has injured
the potato plant in their State, and how
the supply of the vegetable will be
affected in the markets of the country.
In fact, the question of the sucoess of
the crop all over the country is becoming
a very serions one, and too careful con
sideration cannot be given to the neces
sity of finding, if possible, some satis
factory means of exterminating this
vometous little creature, Nor is it the
potato alone that suffers, The reports
show that they destroy the tomato with
equal voracity.

The season is unusually backward all
through the State on account of late
frosts and drouth, and the *‘second
crop " of bugs (and the most destructive
by far) has not yet put in its appearavce
in many places, so that, although the re
ports which we publish show, unfor
tunately, that there has already been
much destruction of the tender vines,
later advices will show a still worse con
dition it s feared. The fomale insect
reachies its full growth in about a fort
night and begins to deposit its eggs by
the thousand. These hatch ont in a few
days, and the young immediately begin
feeding on the tender leaves of the vine,
Soveral generations hateh out in a sea
son, and coustant efforts at extermination
are necessary to keep them down, There
has been a very strong prejudico against
using paris green on the vines by many
farmers, and it seems to be an open
question whether this objection is not
well founded. Some authorities state
that this preparation of arsenic is the
best to kill the bugs, and that no harm to
the vines canresult. On the other hand,
it is asserted that there is danger in
using this poison, Professor William
Paine, of this city, asserts that it is a
dangerous remedy, and that potatoes

which hay wor

one

grown from vines con
sprinkled with this poison are likely to
be harmful. The bugs do not eat the

he says. They eat only the
after its juice has been
arsenic of the paris
i t is fod from the sap
of the as there
enough in the leaves to kill these pam
] i not see why the tuber
infectod.
now experimenting
er, and not quite prepared to
ion; but he strongly in
that the prejudice
n is one that should be
He based his supposition on
it the bugs do not v
itsel

leaves, and 18 poison

clined to ti
nst pans
respected.
the bel

ief tl

, bau om the
aflter they have ab
In this your corre-
ywrate the ]‘ru.'v-w w,
oents with the bugs

for in some
in their fully developed condition he

experit

found that they might be left in the
strongest preparation of paris green or
corrosive sublimate for a day without
any diminution of their vitality.

It will be seen by the advices below
that very many farmers find that pickiog
by hand is the only sure way of ridding
the potato patches of the beetle,  This
is the method which is generally used on
small places. Another means of extor-
mination 18 to use benzine, but this de-
stroys the vine as well, even when care-
fully used. Professor Paine recom
mends as a certain cure, and one cheap
enough to be always available, a prepa
ration of water, lime and sulphur, in the
proportions of a pound each of lime and
sulphur and four gallons of water, The
bugs drink greedily of this, and die
very soon afterward.

Another important suggestion to
farmers is to acquaint themselves with
and encourage all 1sects (like the lebia
caccinilla) which prey npon and destroy
the eggs of the beetle, To let the
chickens into the patch if practicable is
an exoellent assistance to the market
gardener, as they will eat the insects
g‘rm’dil)K

The potato crop this year will un
doubtedly fall far short of last year, and
prices will consequently be higher.

Some Fatherly Advice.

““ Is the father of this offspring here "
inquired his honor of the Detroit police
court, 85 a boy named William Barron,
aged seventeen, came out,

No answer,

“ Bub, you are charged with loafing,
being drunk and disturbing the peace,”
continued the eourt.

“Bub"” looked up indignantly. He
had commenced to conx out a mustache,
chewed tobacco, carried a pistol, and he
had an idea that he was a full grown
an.

“I have no doubt of your guilt,” con-
tinued his honor, ** but 1 shall not send
you up. They have no nursing bottles
up there—no cradles—no one to get u
in the night and give you catnip tea.
know you have the idea that you are a
man, and I presumoe your parents have
lost control of youn, but you are only a
child in the eyes of the law. If you
ware a child of mine I should spank you

! and tie you into a high chair for an hour

or two, but as you are not I shall send
you back into the corridor and wait for
your father to come and draw you home
in & baby cart. Follow Bijah, bub, and
if there 18 a rattle-box or a whistle to be
found around the building he will give

The Iln»;f Grllllndo.

Speaking of Jefferson Davis's recent
jonrney a Southern paper says : On the
return trip there were two beautiful
young ladies on the train, who, when
they were introduced to the Confederate
chief, kissed his hand, and the grand
old man, with princely courtesy, bowed
low and with lips which have spoken
words of stern command amid the fire of
battle, which bave thrilled and swayed
senates, dictated the policies of States,
and marshalled the hosts of the Confed-
eracy to a conflict which startled and
astonished the world, tonchied the soft
white hands that lay like snowdrops in
his own, while to the fairone’s cheeks the
blush roses stole and mingled with the
lilies there, The struggle of life is
fierce, and to those who are leaders of
States and kingdoms too often bitter ;
yet when woman bestows the kiss of

| gratitude and reverence upon the hero's
| hand, searred though he be by war,

broken by cares of State and increasin
years, calumni by malice an
cowardice, in that hallowed moment he
feels the strife, the labor, the sacrifice,
was not without a sweet and holy re-

oompense,

vof

that dinner,” ¢

French Reporters and their Ways,

An American journalist writes from
Paris in regard to the mwanner of obtain
ing reports of the proceedings of the
Carps Legislatif by the eity papers, He
records as a fact that some deputies,
over-timid of speech, have a trick of
writing out their harangues beforehand,
delivering but a tenth of them, and yet
handing the entire manuseript to the re
porters for the latters’ convenience, It
18 not rare to flud in such manuscripts
that the orator has forestalled the judg-
ment of his colleagues, and appended
with his own hand the modest record of
cheers and general enthusiasm, Oune of
the royal prinoes in the Assembly is al
leged to have gone even further. His
speech being a short one he had learned
it by heart, but had arranged that at a
certain point one of his friends should
integrupt, so as to furnish him with the
opportunity of making a witt{ retort,
Unfortunately, the friend lost his reck-
oning. The prince paused as precon-
certed; no interruption came; neverthe-
less his royal highness imperturbably
exclaimed: *The honorable gentleman
interrupts me; * * * all I can say
is,” ete. And in the manuscript handed
to the reporters, the ejaculation never
uttered was found faithfully chronicled
along with the witticism which was
pronounced. ]

Newspaper editors are entitled for a
moidite yearly payment 0 receive
ri*f the reports” drawn up by the
offi stafl (which reports, by the way,
are revised by the Assembly’s president,
who has a right to suppress what he
pleases); but most journals have also a
reporter, whose business it is to sum up
the incidents of the debate in a free and
casy style, These summaries deal more
with the personal peculiarities of mem-
bers, their infimuities of temper, the
clothes they wear, and, being generally
interlarded with partisan comments, are
at once more attmctive and more oalon-
lated to mislead than are the ordinary
reports. Under the empire editors were
forbidden to print the nrm{;" rendus
paralleles, as they are called, it being
well known that the public read them
but too eagerly; aad really a study of
the summaries in papers like the Figaro
and the Rappel—to take the two ex
tremes in  opinion—make one doubt
whether it was wise to abrogate the im-
perial law. Is respect for the Legislature
wnch enbhanced by such humorous re
porting as this! *“M. X ascended the
tribune in the everlasting pair of gray
trousers he wore last session,  His voice
was cracked as thongh he had spent the
recoss in shouting abuse at the tailor who
wished to coax him into ordering a new
suit of clothes.” * * “When. M. Z.
arose there was a general murmur of
*Who is that!’ for the unfortunate man
has allowed his beard to grow, and there
is no end to the carroty furge which now
bristles over his features,” * ®
“When M. A. speaks be always asks for
a glass of water and some sugar—not a
glass of sugared water. Note the dif
ference, The fact is, he lets the water
alone and puts the sugar in his pockets.™

Absence of Mind,

We heartily concur with the Philadel
phia Ledger in its assortion that among
the bad babits, which are usually classed
with the minor fanlts of mankind, is that
absence of mind. Says the writer:
We have all langhed at the awkwarl
binnders of the absent-minded, their ir-
relevant remarks, their lndicrous mis-
takes, their forgetfulness of the ordinary

proprieties of life. Often, however,
serions results ensue through these
soomingly trivial oversights; property
is wasted, friends estranged, losses in

curred, health and even life sacrificed.
In times of strong excitement or peril of

any kind, nothing isx so waluable as
presence of mind. It is nol exactly
courage, or fortitude, or sagacity, or

judgment, but rather the ealm and well
poised ability to marshal all these forees
mto action just where and when they
are most neoded. How many lives bave
been saved and disasters averted by this
simple endowment ! How mueh of the
beroism which we delight to honor may
be traced to this potent source !

It is precisely this attribute of which
the absent minded man is destitute,
Whatever be his knowledge, or wisdom,
or skill, however excellent his motives
and intentions, however great his
powers and capacities, he has not that
control over them that insures the right-
ful action of each in its own time and
place. He is continually off guard, sur-
prised, confused, unprepared. His mind
may be of the finest order, but it is not
at 1ts post of command, and his powers
are scattered and lost like soldiers with
out a leader,

Much of this sksence of mind might
be avoided if concentration of thought
upon one subject at a time were made a
prominent part of eduneation.  Children
should be accustomed to think earnestly
for short periods, and then to dismiss
the subject wholly from their minds
Weariness, listlessness, and half-hearted
attention should always be prevented.
It is far better for a child to play with
his whole sonl than to play with but a
fragment of it. If he be thus tramned in
his youth, if work and play and study,
each in their turp, absorb him utterly
for the time, there will be but little
danger of hisgrowing up to be an absent
minded man. Those in mature life who
have unfortunately acquired this perni-
cious habit may, by a similar process of
self-culture, gradually overcome it. No
one who indulges in it can make the
most of his powers in any direction or
give out to the world his full value ;
and certainly no one in our present
varied and complex civilization can falfill
his manifold relations in life unless he
resolutely bring all the powers of his
mind to bear upon each one of them in
its own appointed season.

The Wits of the Press,

““Gen. Sheridan was married in his
spurs,” This was a grave error on his
part, for now he will go the rounds of
the fuuny paragraphists somewhat after
this sort. The Boston Advertiser will
remark that it was proper he should
have his spurs at a bridal. The Chieago
Tribune will probably contradiet the
rumor, asserting that it has not a bit of
truth. The Detroit Free Press will
hope that the general will enrb his tem-
per better than when he was a sir-single
and not pommel any of his wife's rela-
tions, The Rochester Demoerat will in
sist that these remarks are caleulated to
make the groom feel saddley. But the
Boston Post will exclaim: What boots
itt Why stirrup such a commotion,
And then then the lesser wits will buckle
into the work and use up the entire har-
ness, — Hartford Courant,

Not Afrmd.

A man ordered a most elaborate din-
ner at a restaurant, which he enjoyed
and praised much—after which he {ighb
ed a cigar and sauntering up to the land-
lord, declared his inability to pay for it.
““But I don’t know you,” said Bomface,
“Of course, or you would not have
given me a dinner.” The enraged man
seized a pistol, collared the offender, and
taking aim at his head, said: *‘ Now,
see if you get uww without paying for

‘What is that in your

| for pastimo,

Flowers, The Destruction of Our Forests,

The country losks at no time more u
rich and beautiful, says the New York | communication deploring the mapid de-
Times, than when in spring the trees are | struction of the forests of the country,
in full leaf, with all the brillianoy of | in which he says shat railronds play
their verdure ; the crops are fresh and | important rﬂ in the
groen with rapid growth; the lands, as a | timber, but the fences of the United
rule, are clean and well tended, as at Hhuamnsll’ the great consumers of
this time of year they of necessity must | our trees, This drain is
be; and in the meadows the grass and | human computation i
clover are fast hastening to maturity, | every State in the East our farmers are
Trees and shrubs are in blossom, and | becoming alarmed as to what they shall
the whole aspect is one of life, health, | do for fence timber in
and Juxuriance,  But you may visit very | twenty years. Each one is yearly soono-
many farmbouses, very many country | mizing more and more Mld
residences of city men, without finding | timber, but still he sees it
a well-planned flower gardon, Here and l and no new forests at hand
there a farmer’s wife may be found who { It is an astonishing fact that
has a taste for sach things, She has a | of the United States have cost more
few flower beds which she cherishes on I the land, and they are the
the front lawn. Approsch them, and | valuable :‘W in the coun-
you must walk knee-deep in grass, only Lr{u:.uqn i aud real estate in the
to see, perhaps, a lot of drawn-out | eiti Our fences are
petunias, or a group of sickly pansies at | §1,800,000,000, and
the bottom of a grassy well. If she | costs $98,000,000 annually,
have a soul a little above pausies, she | it is estimated $2,000,000
will apologize for the state of the lawn ; | fences, sifty
but the grass is growing up for hay, she | boards, post rail,
tells you, and the flowers meanwhile | wire and hedges.

fE
i
i

have to get along as best they can. | §175,000 sunually for and yet
Flowers do net pay, but grass is money, | Illinois is one of our new
is the sentiment which too much pre-| The effect of trees upon the rainfall is
vails, no longer a question. I see

Bat is it true that flowers do not pay ! | gists and geologists do not agree as to

In the first place, we deny uuﬁeum | the connection between the rainfall of &
the doetrine that nothi ich is | country taken in fm- and the diminu-
not eonvertible into dol and cents. | tion or i its forest

A few dollars will suffice to provide all | tree gives off eighteen pounds
the material for a very excellent flower ' two gallons of moisture
garden. A moderste amonnt of labor | hours. The e
will suffice to get such a garden into | through trees is immense
order, and to keep it so. Still, there | often draw from springs themselves and
must be the expenditure of a little | throw off their branches
money and of some trouble, and besides | volumes of hamid air. Those who have
that, there is the loss of probably a| watched the effect of forests on painfall
couple of dollars more in the desirability | say that by
of not turning the lawn into a hayfield. | auy dry belt the forests and consequent
On the other side of the account, we | rainfal myu?ndullybow“
confess that no dollars are to be placed ; | the whole of the dry beit.

i]
3

but there are profits of snother kind. | That we have wantonly and shame
The custom of measuring everything by | fully ed our forests, I think must
its money value is o mistake, It is im- man.

| now be evident to every
pressed upon the minds of boys and | We cannot undo the
girls from their infancy, and there is no | still provide for the ful
telling how much evil springs from it | abont it in earnest
The farmer who teaches his boys that | What, then, should be
the gurden lawn must be tmned into | man remember when
dollars, would do them an infinitely | thicker than his body
greater service if he would devote that ' act which he can never
lawn and its flower beds to the culture of | stroys that which in his short life
his chiliren's msthetio faculties. They | never replace. Farmers
might possibly grow up more honest, | more he and avoid as far as
and they would certainly grow up less | the catting of young timber
rugged and uncouth. Division fences between farms

The city merchant who moves into| ways to be made of hedges.
the country every spring, and takes a| herd laws should be passed 1
sort of city house on a village lot, may | and stock not allowed to run
think that he is giving himself and his | thus doing away with the
family all the enjoyments of country | so many fences. A million
life, He is to be there only a few ! capital in many of the States might th
months, and he argues that to cultivate | be utilizsed and brought into use
the little plot of ground around the | other sses. States should
house wuul«‘ not pay. So he is content | appropriations and foster the replanting
to let its nakedness be ocovered with | of forests. Congress should enact strong
woeds,  Put for the same reason that | laws for the protection of timber on the
he adorus his parlors with works of art, | public domain, and we should have »
and cuoltivates the elegancies of social | commissioner of fi . Overseers
life in his city mapsion, should he also | roads should bo made to plant
fill his garden with flowers. His wife | along the highways at the public
and children, his friends, and he him- | pense, Railways should be
self, too, would reap the reward in the {ny law to plant trees along the w
influence which such luxuries, cheap | their lines on either side of the
though they be, have upon the mind | We cannot in one or even two genera-
Farmers and permanent residents of the | tions undo all the damage that has been
country bave no excuse whatever for not | done, but by beginning at once we may
enjoying and letting their familios enjoy | still be able to avert s timber famine in
all the advantages which the country|the United States.
affords. The fow dollars they may save |

Lots of Pine Logs.

by their present plan are more than set |

off by the loss which accrues to their| z Mich

children in edneation—for mental train (b;{:‘:lm\.}':'liﬂ;ugj;;in u‘Z‘ Tli:flnpam.'au
river: Can our readers outside the
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ing is as much a part of education as the
of school learning.

s 1"“3“”‘““'“1 s , limits of the lumber region realize what
And t """"""';"‘ - "'":; "‘ 'm';“'l‘:‘:::;: [ it is to see a river, from$wenty to forty-
Weans for SMNDIng $hes oot { five rods scroas, filled, jammed

general, the sooner we shall have ul-i
tained to the first step toward a higher |
standard of mental and moral cultgre.

full of pine logs for sixty miles! Yes,
| if they bave a mind to toavel up this way
| just now and view the I\t:L' Wassee,
{filled in just that way, with & heavy
| double and triple jam of noble pine logs,
from Saginaw to above ille, &
distance of about sixty miles by the
| course the stream pursues. Just en-
| deavor to imagine the stupendons thing,
and then consider whether or not

work was done in the ““ dim old aisles™
of the lumber forests during that cold

Casting off its Dress,

Speaking of the pine snake of New
Jersey, a writer tell us how it casts its
skin as follows : On looking in the box
near the close of September the skin |
was found to be started from the head, |
and the process of denndation was
steadily going on. What surprised me | winter. Sixty miles of logs! Bixty

| was that there was not the least friotion | miles of logs, and y, on an aver-
in the act ; that is, there was no rub- | age, four million feet of lumber to the
bing against any exterior object. As |mile, so the lumbermen inform us, or
the old skin at this time was very soft | approximately, 250,000,000 feet of m
and moist, any swelling of the body | lumber in the whole jam! Can
stretehes and loosens it. 80 soon as the | all that iz?  No, not yet. WQI.EO& us
exuvistion has reached the part of the | figure a little further: Four logs to the
body containing the large ribs this | thousand feet is about a fair average;
dofting of the old suit mkmln more | then in each log would reside two hun-
rapidly, and with a singular system. It | dred and fifty feet of lumber, or to make
is done just in this way. Exactly at the | 250,000,000 feet of lumber, it would re-
place where the skin seems to be mov- | quire one million logs! Can you com-
ing backward a pair of ribs expand. | prehend that figure! One million pieces.
This action enlarges the body, unli >robably sixteen feet is about the aver-
loosens the skin at that place. Inthis | age length of these logs—it will not at
movement both ribs in the pair act at | least widely vary from that—and then
the same time, just as the two blades of | the distance those million pieces would
the scissors open together. Now comer | extend if placed end to end in ono con-
in & second movement of this pair o |tinuous line would be 16,000,000 feet or
ribs, One of them-—say the one on the | a litile above 3,000 miles, the distance
right side—is pushed forward, and made | across the American continent from New
to slip out of the constriction, when it | York to San Francisco. If sawed so that
is immedistnly drawn backward ; that | all the waste would be worked up, this
in, agninst the neck of the old skin. | wonld make almost a sufficient amount
Now the left rib makes an advance, and | of inch lumber to build a sidewalk two
in a like manner presses backward. | feet wide completely around the globe,
Thus the final action of the ribs is not | oo g T 513 o
synchronous, but alternate. This rib All About Consumption.
sction produced a singular automatic| Consumption is notm disease of the
movement of the serpent on the floor | lungs, but of the system, showing itself
of its box. and even sacross the folds of | in the lungs. If yon fully comprehend
its comparion, which keptasstill as if | this you are ready for the common sense
it were dead. The movement of the | treatment. Avniding all local treatment,
suake’s body, as the skin did not follow | by inhalation, all the pansceas, ineclud-
it, gave the creature the appearance of | ing whisky and cod-liver il (fashionable
crawling out of a tubular case. The to-day, exploded to-morrow), employ
skin was turned inside out in rolling | those natural methods about which wise
back, and the whole operation took | doctors have never differed. 1. Walk
thirty-five minutes, in all kinds of weather, two or three
3 times a day. If too weak for this, begin
| with the saddle. 2. Hang by the hands

Large Sized Newspapers,

in rings suspended from the , SiX
The 8t. Louis Globe and Democrat ""“ above the floor, swing ba and
says of large nowspapers : The immense | forward, sideways and in a circle. The

* | effect upon the walls of the chest is
| very remarkable. The writer bas known
shoe-buckles and witeh burning in New | :‘l‘")! "‘““R"iﬂ wl'“l““‘lum pulse sensi-
England. For years past they had been | iy 10 & week, 1n such exercise con-
fm‘l‘i{ng into din!{ﬂ\r; 'but jllb{ after the | tinue N!w ‘hl;hu! "hﬂ‘“}i- 3. Wash
war, when greenbacks were plenty and | the entire skin with tepid water and
shoddy show was in order, they flour- | §00d natural soap every morning on re-
ished for a gime, Their race was soon | turning from the first walk, and rub the
run, however, when the coun fairly | skin to "9“"“‘" every night on
sottled down to business, Whilo whole | to bed, with sharp har gloves, 4. |
columns full of startling head lines of | much, retiring before nine, adding a
terrible battles and great victories were | DAp in the middle of tho day. Never
eagerly bought and read by anxious peo- | forget that good ventilation during the

rlv all over the country, the huge hand- | l;‘,‘“"‘ “{ lﬂl“‘P i%"i;:‘ i’“r°h x“n:{
diseased lungs. 5. or break

vill newspaper was in demand. But now | - phirge. o Rg o s o g
dinner eal, o

live men eannot afford to waste hours y
poring over whole goulams of conjee- | ton, plain bread, potatoes. Use no pas-

newspapers known as *‘ blanket sheets *
are out of date-—as antiguated as silver

tures and suppositions and personal ar- 'f.' or other ,"‘“h- Eat no su r. 6.
guments to find an idea or a bit of news | Cultivate jovial P‘:Tl& s et
that mighit be condensed into a fow lines, ]‘ most precious of all possible exercises

for chronic affections,
Beet Sugar,

The production of beet-root sugar in
Europe has increased with ing ra-
those newspapers which give the most ridity during the past ten years, It
information in the fewest words have | has now reached such a &oint, and the
bocome the most popular and the most | flow of the article and the syrups ex-
snecessful.  In the \‘nyn when the peo- | tracted from it into England has become
plo of America received by slow-going | 8o abundant that the sugar refiners have
stages pewspapers a week old, snd ex- | protested against the further free intro-
pected to receive no more for a week or | duction of these articles into the coun-
a month, according to the condition of | try., It is stated that Franee, um,
the ronds and the rapidity of sailing | and Holland are manufacturing im-
ships, they could afford to sit down and | mense quantities of beet sugar that they
wade through a blanket sheet, merely | are underselling England in her own
But that day has gone | markets. The total increase in the an-

It is a loss of time and patience. |
Nowspapers are like turnips—the |
 smaller they are the more substance |
there is in them, as a general thing, and |
the people have found this out. Hence

handi” g the impecunious cus- | by. When you go to a man fex iufor- | nual sugar product during the last fiffeen
tomer, drawing back. ‘‘ That, sir, is a | mation you want it at once, without an is put at 1,200, tons, and of
Eistol.” “Oh ! that's a pistol, is it? I | prolix preamble or nnucoe-?h addi- | this increase 775,000 tons are said to

on’t care a fig for a pistol; I thought it | tion, and the same is the case with news- | have been mppfiod the beet-pro-
was a stomach pump.” papera. dncing nations and
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The Book Agent Plague.
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In 1827, Mrs, Church *
of RL, $30 ina
svings bank. In she drew $30,
mu&m found $368. 01 to her

An *‘honest” Indiana man, when
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b iy work and sy S peggmen o | conmsiod of refiections 0n Prince Bis-
cren
- o §wa ¥y o0 XN
toe. m.&mlg-:“ %~,ﬁ~=.*u
three hundred francs and a | sion of broken into St. John's
Those who are not found worthy of & | chureh and “the poor box of its
certificate receive, um M*w g g
bundred france. i um-;-a—-n‘ Ianl:
4 Tang Wity en S5 Wi ’f"  balloon. Bah
The Danville (N. Y. | Dt the ropes which confive it are to be
that on May strong, and his serial home is
to be &t a good height above
war of 1812, who has passed his the earth. - 8 >
v Sherman assured of
i was burod there T T s
“ yrgent personal solicitation of
5th day of J Baaceolt, with that of the
the inside of torian, Dr. John Dmper of New York,
ee e s that o allowed bis recently-published
Mbmly w. hs & -..I‘.." s ~~ .'a
concave on one How sweet is o <t understanding
of the bone whi between man " He was to
Pm H
ocoating the lead i m‘m time he
it was over half 1 one, 'word, and
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