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BY LONGFELLOW.

1 like that ancient Saxon pl:ru& which oalls

It consecrates each grave within its walla,
And breathes a benison on the sleeping dust.

God's acre! Yes that blessed name imparts
Comfort to those who in the grave have sown
The seed that they bhad garnered in their ’

|
Their bread of life, alas! no more their own. |

Tnto its furrows shall we all be oast.
In the sure faith that we shall rise again
At the great harvest ; when the archangel's '
blast !
Shall winnow, likea fan, the chaff and grain. |
|

Then shall the good stand in immortal bloow,

In the fair gardens of that secoud birth | {

And each bright blossom mingle ita perfume |

With that of flowers which never bloomed |
on earth

With thy rude ploughshare. Death, turn up the !

sod,
And apread the furiow for the secd we sow |
This is the field and scre of our God,
This is the place where human harvests grow’

Mrs. Jones' Elopement.

i

|

Mr Jones came home that afternoon |
feeling cross and tired. Business had |
been dull, and the clerks had been pro-
voking. When he felt out of sorts, as
he did that day, & nice supper and his |
wife's company were the best antidotes |
he knew of, and he hoped to have them |
effect a cure in this case, as they often |
had in other instances, 1

But Mrs. Jones was out, thegirl said. |
She had been busy all the afterncon in
her room; she didn't know what she |
was doing. About an hour ago she had |
K\n on her bonnet and gone out, and|

ad charged her to tell her husband,
when he came home, that she should
not be back until late in the evening.
< Gone out on particular business,” she |
said,”” added Bridget.

“Qn particular business,” growled |
Jones. ** 1'd like to know what particu- |
lar business she has. 1 should say it/
was a wife's business to stay at home.
She knew, of course, that I was coming
home completely tired out, but that
doesn't interfere with her pleasure in
the least. She can enjoy herself just
the same—probably all the more—be-
cause I am out of the way. I wish 1
knew where she's gone.”

He went up to her room te see if she
had worn some ot her best clothes.

“ Because, if she has,” reasoned Mr.
Jones, “she gone off to have a good
time with some one she cares more for
than she does for me."

Mr Jones' brow was black as any
thunder cloud at the thought. He was
in isely the right frame of mind to
make moauntains out of mole-hills.

But she hadn’t worn any of her new
dresses.

“It can’t be she's
then," concluded Mr. Jones, * or she’d
have rigged up more. It must be she's

ng somew here else and wants to keep
ark. It begins to look mysterious. A
woman don’t generally gooff in this
way without saying something to her
husband, and wear her old clothes,
without its meaning something, ['ve
observed,” said Mr. Joues, solemnly,
to the Mr. Jones in the glass., *“1'd
like to know what it all does wean, any-
bow."”

It was just at this juncture that Mr.
Jones discovered a letter on Mrs, Jones’
writing desk. It was a freshly written
page, beginning:

“Dgar Epwarp.”

Mr. Jones’ hair raised on end when
his eagle eye caught the sight of timt
pame. What awful thing had he dis-
covered? Could it be that his wife was
in the habit of writing letters to gentle-
men? Perhaps she had gone out to
meet Oue now,

He read the letter through without
stopping to take breath from beginning
to

end.

It read as follows:
Drar Epwarp:

1 have read your touching appeal over
and over, until every word of it is
stamped upon wy heart. [t has caused
me to fight a terrible battle with myself.
I love you, and there is no use for me
to deny it. I cannot deceive myself nor
you by so doing. But my duty is w
stay with my husband. I loathe him—I
despise him; he is a tyrant—but he is
my husband, and, as such, I suppose he
has & clalm upon me in the eyes of the
world that you have not. But, my
dasling, I love you, and I have come to
the conclusion to cast my lot with yours.
I will doas you wish me to. I will
meet you at the oak tree to-night at ten
o'clock. I hope [ shall—

And here, at the bottom of the page,
the letter broke off abruptly. The other |
side of the was blank.

“Great Jehosophat!” That was the
awful word that broke Mr. Jones’ lips
when he had finished reading. It was|
the nearest to swearing of any word he
indulged in. If ever he felt justified in
using it he did now. His face was a
sight to behold. It was full of anger,
and surprise, and complete bewilder-
ment.

“She loves him, does she ?™ he ejacu-
Iated, faintly. * And I'm a tyrant, am |
1? The wretched creature! She loathes
me, and despises me, does she? I'l]
show her a thing or two. Let me see
—ten o'clock, and I'll learn your * Dear
Edward’ something he won't forget.
I'll go out this blessed minute and get a |
couple of oificers, and we'll wait for
you. I fancy we'll surprise you a little.
Great Jehosophat! and she’s actually |
been deceiving me all the time, and let- |
dn: some er man talk love to her, |
and coax her to elope with him! I can’t
believe it, and yet I can’t doubt it, for |
here it is in her own handwriting., |
wouldn’t have believed it if I hadn’t
#een it in black and white, Dear me! ]|
wonder if I can bear up under the awful
blow? What will folks say ? I shall be
ashamed to meet anybody. [ts awful— |
awfull” and Mr. Jones wiped his face
with his hankerchief and iocoked the
complete picture of grief,

Mr, Jones was 80 *‘struck all of a
heap,” to use his own expression, by |
the terrible intelligence that he didn’t |
stop to reason over the matter. He
never once thought that ‘““dear Ed-
ward "’ couldn’t by any possibility have |
received this letter, since it hadn’t been |
sent. He only realized that she'was
going to meet {l(l’ lover at ten o'clock.

“I'Il be there my lady,” said Mr. |
Joues, significantly, putting on his over- |
coat preparatory to setting out in search |
of the proper officers. *““I'll be there!
and ’ll give your * Dear Edward * some- |
thing he didn’t bargain for. I'll * Dear |
Edward "him !”’ ‘

About nine o’clock Mr. Jones and a |
couple of officers came up the road |
stealthily and secreted themselves be- |
hind a clump of bushes near the place [
where the two main roads crossed each
other.

“Now you mind what [say,” said
Mr. Jones. “I'll go for him, and you
keep out of the waf' till I'm done with
him. I’ll make him wish he’d never
thought of such a thing as making love
to other men’s wives, see if I don’t. I'll
pommel him! I'll trounee him within
an iggh of his life, the contemptibl:
puppy !”” and Mr. Jones struck out right
and left at his visionary rival in a way
that made the officers titter.

They waited and waited and kept
waiting. The ten o’clock train came in,
whistling shrilly, And still no sign of
either man or woman for whom they
were waiting.

Presently Mr, Jones bade them listen ;
he heard steps down the road.

The night was dark, and they could
not see a rod off. But he was right in
thinking he heard steps. Some one was
coming.

s him, curse him,’”’ muttered Mr.
Jones. “* Now you lay low, and mind
what I say. Dont come till I tell you to.
I dare say I shall half kill him. But you
keep off, and I’ll take the consequences

If Ido kill him completely. Great
Jel at! I just yearn to get my
hands on the wretch.”

“ He’s close by now,” whispered one
of the men.

I see him,’> answered Mr. Jones, in
an awful whisper. ‘' Here, hold my
hat. I'm going for him, and may the
Lord have mercy upon his soul!”

Aocordingly, Mr. Jones ‘ went for
him.” He made a rush at the tall, black

coming leisurely up the road. He

ve it a puush in the stomach with one
and another in the ribs with the
other fist, snorting like a wild bull. He

gone to & party,

The burial ground God's sere ! It is just ; !

i You old villain,
| ronnd the Jones family

{ man among the band of eminent men
Revolution, | lustration of this mode.  As late

| to the reputation which might hs
sulted from a parade of originality in | Hebrews, out of the city.
in the city
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such an extaordinary greeting seemed
half inclined to run at first, but on sec-
ond thought, scemed to think better
it and turned upon his assallant,

* Take that, und that, and that ! eried
who had got so he
utter words a trifte more coherently by

ol

Mr. Jones, could

{ this time, dealing blows right and left.

with my wite, will you?
'l learn you to swoop
trying to hreak
and that ! and—oh,

*Run away

itup Take that
great Jehosophat !

Mr. Jones' tune suddenly
the victim of a husly )
wrath had brought his ca
his foe and was doing good work with
1.

* Smith--Dobson ! help! help!™
shricked Jones, as the cane fell upon
his head and shoulders in unmercitul
blows. ** Murder! help!™

The otficers came to his
and suocead in securing the stranger

changed ;

righteous

» Lo bear upon

assistance,

“1'd like to know what this mea
he demanded. ** 1 supposed this neigh-
borhiood was respectable, but | should
think vou've all gone crasy,
wrned highway robbers.™

“ We'll let you know what it means,™

*1 dont believe you will
away with Samuel

or else

eried Jones,
wautl to run
wife aguin.”

Jones'

“Is that you, Samuel Jones?"’ aske
the prisone *1 thought your voice
nded Kind of familiar before,
owed so | couldn’t make it o
or what¥"

but vou

Are

you lusane or idiotie
“ Lord bless me, if vou:
Joshua!™ said Mr. Jones, fai

felt small enough just then
through a kuot hole, ** 'm awtul
that this has happened, but 1
help it. 1 dida't Know It was you
Amelia’s fell in love with some
low and I came scross a letter this a
noon that she had written to him say
she'd meet him here at ten o'clock,
I got these men to help me and
waited for him, and I thought you were
the man!"

see

“Fell in love with another man and

promised to meet him here at ten
o'clock? Stuff and nonseunse!" ex-
claimed Uncle Joshua,

“You were always the
You're crazy!™

“But I tell you I saw her own
exclaimed Mr. “1 ain

Jones.,

now, but J shouldn't wonder if 1 was be-

fore long.”

“You've lost all the senses you used
to have, and that wasn't enough to brag
of,” said Uncle Joshua, rather

uneom-
plimentary. ** Come along to the ho

and we'll ask Amelia what it means,

Uncle Joshua led the way with a pain

his caused by Mr.
energ b tot his s
rival not to 1 the
family, and Mr. Jones followed |

wake with & sore head an

eye.

1 a very black

There was a light in the sitti

‘¢ See here
Joshua, bursting in like a thunder st

t, exclaimed Uncle

** you're fool of
fell iu love with
wrote him a 3 )
him at ten o'clock to-night and run
away with him, and he says he's seen
the letter. Now I don’t believe a word
of it, but I'd like to have you explain,
if you can.”

“You did!" exclaimed Mr. Jone
“It's no use for you to lie about it
Amelia. You've broke my heart, an
you did write that letter. [ found
your desk and hereit is. It
* Dear Edward.’ "’

“ Oh, | know all about it now," e¢rie
Mrs. Jones, beginning to laugh. *“ 0
dear me! You see, Laura Wade and 1
agreed to write a story, and I have got
mine half done, and went over to read
it to her this afternoon, and when 1 got
there [ found that I'd lost a page of it,
I must have left iton my desk. It was
about a woman who was going to elope
my story was—aud she wrote that
would go with her lover, and that, when
she thougnt it all over, concluded to
stay at howme and do her duty. The page
that was missing was the one that had
the letter on it that she wrote to her
lover. You found it, and thought I was
going to run away! I never
heard of anything so fun O d
me !and Mrs. Jones laughed until the

begins

i

she

tears ran down her cheeks,

‘1 can't see anything very funny
about it,"” said Mr. Jones, feeling rather
sheepish. ““How was I to know you

were writing stories? You've no busi-
ness to spend your time in that way.”
“ That's so0,” growled Uncle Joshua,
whose stomach began to feel sore and
bruised. * You're a fool for writing sto-
ries, and Jones is a fool anyway!"
Which was poor consolation for Jones,
The story of the whole affair leaked out,
and he will never hear the last of Mrs,
Jones’ elopement. |
P T

Alexander Hamilton

Alexander Hamilton was, o

next

| was too excited to tlk intelligibly ot |
first. The unsuspecting recipient of

An Essay on Fish,

Fish may be divided into ¢lass
codfish and fresh tish, The propricty
of dividing them nto classes wil |
once apparent when we refloct that
thoy are usually for s -

'he mackerel s not exactiy a
but he ‘ y much nearer |
owdlish than a tresh sl that lw
he preseut classed with the formes
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pt to be all right.
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National Barial Castoms,

These several m ods were practl

in the earlier ages by all the ea n
nations, The Egyptians have become
80 identified with the first that we now

Franklin, the most consummate states- | turn toward the land of the Pharaohs |

2 M !
who had been active in the

and who afterward labored to convert a

loose confederation of States into a na- | process of preservin

tional government. His mind was as
t was the appropriste intellectual ex-
pression of a poised nature whose power
was rarely obtrusive, because it was
half concealed by the harmonious ad-
Justment of its various faculties. It was
a mind deep enough to grasp principles
and broad enough to regard relations,
and fertile enough to devise measures,
Indegd, the most practical of our early
statesmen he was alsothe most inventive,
Ie was as ready with new expedients
to meet unexpected emergencies as he
was wise in subordinating all expedi-
ents to clearly defined principles, In
intellect he was probably the most crea-
tive of our early statesmen, as in senti-

ment Jefferson was the most widely in- | and to bury
And Hamilton was so bent | intended to inter the re

fluential.
on practical ends that he was indifferent |

their accom-
There never was a states- |

the means he devised for
plishment.

| and Ptolemies for a

| has come down to

‘e re- | earthenware, and deposited, as

deserip 1il-

the Chr

sixth century of

custom among the

ylastic as it was vigorous and profonnd. | superseded by the modern rites, wi

iich
have remained to this day. The He-
brews buried dead, though from
certain passages Seripture it would
m that they nally practi
incineration. ure of their burials
namely, that of

elr
of

A fea

locating cemeteries without the walls
of the city. With them the days of
mourning numbered seven, althougl
when a person of eminend ied they
continued sometimes thirty days, Dur-
ing this period, fasting, mouruning, and
| other sacrifices were Kkept up the

friends of the deceased Ihe Greeks,
as the next nation in point of early in-
both to burn
When it
mains, the body

was placed in a coffin of baked clay o

with the

Burial with- |
The funs
was succeeded usually with fasting that

wecustomed
their dead.

terest, were

Was

was forbidden. ral

man less egotistic, less desirous of label- | was more or less prolonged.,

ing a policy as “‘my"" policy; and one |
of the sources of his influence was the |
subtle way in which he insinoated into |
other minds ideas which they appeared I
to originate. His moderation, his self- |
command, the exquisite courtesy of his |

manners, the persuasiveness of his or- | Christianity was

During the days of the republic in

Reme interment was general, and even
{in the early vears of the empire the
| custom was held, but lat mrning was |

the practice, which, however, fell into

ill-favor in the fourth century, when

ining a strong foot

dinary speech, the fascination of his | hold, and the Emperor himself became

extraordinary speeches, and the mingled | a disciple of that

dignity and ease with which he met
men of all degrees of intellect and char-

th. In the latter
days of the republic and the earlier of
the empire, when incineration was intro-

acter, resulted in making his political | duced, it was the custom, if the deceased |

partisans look nl: to him as almost an
ubject of political adoration. It is diffi-

was rich, to wash the corpse, which wsn [
then anointed with oil and perfumery

cult to say what this accomplished man | by the slaves of the undertaker. A coin
might have done as a leader of the Fed- | was placed In the mouth to pay the fer- |
eral opposition to the Democratic ad- | riage into Hades, the abode of departed |

ministrations of Jefferson and Madison, |

had he not, in the maturity of his years
and in the full vigor of his faculties,
been murdered by Aaron Burr. Nothing
can better illustrate the folly of the

practice of dueling than the fact that, |
| through the forum, where an oration

by a weak compliance with its maxims,
the most eminent of American states-
men died by the hand of the most in-
famous of American demagogues.
—_— o®e —— — -
A Man's Friends.

It is very certain thata man's inti-
mate friends are often the

last to sus- |

spirits. The body was well dressed,

and placed with the ecet toward the |
door of the house in which the deceased |
had expired, The funeral took placea
night. If the station of the dead war- |
ranted it, the body

was conveyed |

was pronounced. It will be remem-
bered how Mare Antony spoke over the
body of Cwsar when his remains were
taken to the place of public assembly.
The body was then burned, the flames
were extinguished by wine being pour-
ed on them, and the bones and ashes
were carefully collected and placed in

pect his possession of unusual abilities. | an urn. to be preserved by the relatives

This is a trite observation,
constantly being surprised at some new
proof of its truth.

but one is | and friends.

The Germanic races at one time |

It was not long ago | ticed what has been Known in recent

that a gentleman told us that he did not | years as cremation. The remnants of
believe a certain celebrated poet had | this old custom are seen even now in
any real genius, because he once lived | their torchlight processions in honor of

in the same town with him, and knew
that his family were no better than
they should be. He had never read any
of his books, however. It was the old
story over again. ‘“‘He is a great man!’,
“Nonsense! I knew him when he was
only that high!”’

their departed princes, which point
unmistakably to the fire-burial once so
prevalent. The views of Sir Henry
Thompson on cremation are accepted by
the descendants ot the Germanic races,
which may serve to show that the relics

Jynr

of the olden time were ter
its darknoss,

luced

sor of theh

when the narrow
unong them
burning burials
remation followed
he
the natives

AVO was inty us
rthmer

the -burial Cmsar, when

1 that

vid Tacitus speaks

Ve
practiced cremation,
o o irind as a Germanic custom,
special Kinds of wood

I'ne Northmen burled the

belng used for
thelr
tlon and planted ftowers over the tomb

e
Sen were
t fos of
ppoear to

the hablt of mummirfying
their dead, This custom
have ever existed
inhabiting the main
the Amerk Aslatic
ide of the sea, 1o the Chukchee Pen
the Aslatic shore,
which to bury the dead, and cre-
on s iy v Tor want of wood,
nations expose thelr dead,
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soll in
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ars, dogs,
Valley,
always

ol

timber abounds,

¢ dead are boxed up in wood
en cotl wnd elevated on posts.  The
Ludiaus of the great Northwest employ
S ar m s of disposing of thair |
leas (] islands soll 18 not per-
(TRUIT \ and graves might be
sty dye, but wood Is scarce, and as
ire o wild animals, the natives |
Y r dead away smong the nooks
1 . s of the rocks I'he Kani
\ 1 Aleuts | rve their dead
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Woest ke g " the remains of
the | s wnd yo g wenand wo
, Whom they wrap securely in robes
blunkets a dJu--n In trees or on
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mes 1 Ihey,
! vever ¢ utmost
die or to
L C . Be
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| Weapons I'iie old Norse war-
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his horse were emated. 1o India
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Kes it only half a mile

t A man who
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nd a quarter Eng

which are
while not

raliy

Loes are

and

lives

he
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lish

halr
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« the names,

Ing what seems to us to be the weak and
sutficient ddet of the labor-

Japanese

r men, their endurance and strength
truly wonderful. 1 have ridden
sixty miles between sun and sun In a

cKisha drawn by
the day after that I
s more with the same two men,

two coolies,
went about forty
At
the the first day’s journey they
did fatigned. Im
mediately after stopping at a tea-house
for ight they took a bath in water
=0 hot that [ conld not have washed my
hands in it, and after comfortably par-
boiling themselves got out, took a heavy
dried fish, and then

not seem to be very

the 1

meal of rice and

sat up alme il the night gambling
wind drinking saki. On the coldest days,
ind even when there is snow on the
ground, you can see these fellows on

he street with no clothing save a thin
cotton shirt, a pair of pants of the same
material reaching to the Kknees, anc
Nor do they seem to be
particularly cold, although a foreigner

straw sandals,

would consider their custume barely |
uflicient for a warm Summer day.—
( - ( nd He
-
A Lucky Man,
Fwenty clerks in a store, twenty
hands in a printing oftice, twenty ap-

prentices in a ship-vard, twenty young
men in a village——all want to get along
in the world and expect to do so. One
of the elerks will become a partner, and
make a fortune; one of the compositors
will own a newspaper, and become an
influential citizen: one of the appren-
tices wtll become a master builder; one
of the young villagers will get a hand-
some farm, and live like a patriarch—
but which one is the lucky individual!
Luck? There is no luck about it.  The
thing is almost as certain as the rule ot
three, The young fellow who will dis-
tance his competitors is he who masters
his business, who preserves hisintegrity,

| who lives cleanly and purely, who de-

votes his leisure to the acquisition of
knowledge, who gains friends by de-
serving them and who saves his spare
money. There are some ways to for-
tune shorter than this old, dusty high-
way ; but the staunch men of the com-

t | munity, the men who achieve something

worth having, good fortune good name,
ind serene old age, all go in his hard,

dirty road,
R —
Origin of Mahogany Furniture

About the eighteenth century a West
India captain brought some mahogany
logs as ballast for his ship, and gave
them to his brother, Dr. Gibbons, an
eminent physician, who was then build-
ing a house. The wood was thrown
aside as too hard for the workmen's
tools. Some time afterward his wifo
wanted a candle box. The Dr. thought
of the West Indian wood, and out of
that the box was made. Its color and
polish tempted the Dr. to have a bu-
reau of the same material, and this was
thought so beautiful that it was shown
to all his friends, The Duchess of
Buekingham, who came to look at it,
begged wood enough to make another
bureau for herself. Then the demand
arose for more, and Honduras maho-
gany became a common article of

of the fire-burial sull exist, The Saxons

tri

dead after thelr lncinera- |

natives of the islands of Behring |

Notwithstand- |

and

Some Curfous Ways of Observing St
VYalentine's Day

Our own ancestry in England and
Scotland have observed some very funny
customs within the last three centuries,
At one time valentines were fashlonable
the nobility, and, while still

selected by lot, it became the duty of a
gentleman to give o the lady who fell
o his lot present.  Pleces
| of jewelry costing thousands of dollars
not  unusual, though smaller
things, as gloves, were more common,

A gossippy old gentieman named
| Pepys, whose private diary has come

to afford great interest and amusement

to our times, tells how he sent his wife
stk stockings and garters for her valen-
tine, And one year, he says, his own
wife chanced to be his valentine, and
he grumbles that it will cost him five
pounds
Fhere was a tradition among the
conntry people that every bird chose
its mate on Valentine's day ; aud at one
time It was the custom for young folks
| to go out before daylight on that morn-
ing and try te cateh an owl and tweo
sparrows in a net. If they succeeded,
it was a good omen, and entitled them
{0 giftsa from the villagers. Another
fashion among them wus to write the
valentine, tle it on an :tl!lll" or orange,
and steal up to the house of the chosen
In the evenlng, open the door |
| quietly, and throw it in. l
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were
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I'ie drollest valentine 1 ever heard of
belongs to those old times in England,
and consisted of the rib of a small ani-
mal wrapped in white satin ribbon,
which was tied in true lover's knots in
several places, This elegant and sug-
gestive gift was sent to a bachelor, and
asccompanied with verses :
te this lovely sign '

¥ 10 Heasot's alirine,
And ) her vo.ce
No more ive shisdes plirsue,
To hapjiness this gives Lhe clue,
Make but & prudent chotce
So far, it Is uncertain whether or not
the lines refer o the pleasures of eating,

room, before one out of that group of | A Father's Sacrifice - A Story of French
Khllnrmf belngs assembled round the |
P

door will put out s helping hand, When
at last you emerge from your diffenlties
and pass down the stairs they will draw
themselves up In stramme miitarische
Haltung, click thelr heels together and
bring their heads to the level of their
sword-belts; and if that is Is not devo-
tion, chivalric behavior, and splendid
'-'-r*-'l, the world has none to show,
and you are an exacting and irrational
maloontent,— Fraser's Magazine,
I
Age of the French Langunge.

It will be one of the most remarkable
discoveries of the age If there is roally
ground for thinking that the Freuch
tongue was spoken in Gaul o the fourth
century before Christ, and that it was
afterwards superseded by Latn, As
much seems implied in a f
the Times of M. Vicllet-le-Due's “*An-
nals of a Fortress,”
imaginary history of a fortress s traced
from the earliest times to the march of
the Allies on Parls. In the review we
read: “lIn the fourth century before
the Christan era this positon, then
known as the Val d'Avon, was occupled
by a tribe of Gauls." In due tme,
“when Gaul had become a Roman pro-
vinee, the Val d’Avon, with the hI‘h-
land above, was transformed into the

ale review lu |

Io that book the |

| looking with affectionste respect upon

| Ab! that thou wert

camp of Abonia.” Ifthere is any mean- |
ing in words, this clearly implies that |

the Gauls called the place Val d"Avon,
and that the Romans changed the name
to Abonin. That Gauls in the fourth
century before Christ should speak
such remarkably good Freuch Is cer-
tainly surprising.  But, If anything
could make us believe it, it would be
the authority of one who has studied
the revolutions of Gaul so minutely as
M. Viollet-le-Due. It is possible, how-
ever, that the translator or reviewer
may be answerable for the statement
rather than the suthor himself,
Viollet-le-Due, writin in French,
would naturally call his vulle{

d’Avon, whether he was speakin

g of

M. |
| tionate to us, true to Marion, and loving
Val |0 God. If heaven is but just, he will |

|takes thy word as a reproach to her?”

the fourth century before Christ or of |

the nineteenth century after Christ,

suggested (to modern minds) by a rib,
But they go on o explain :
e Al or given,
z wommed like heaven,
s was | updete ;
al friend these Joys t - share, {
Uave tho gay scetic 8 vacant air; l
KNbe catne 't was oil roplete 1
M M . |
which leaves nothing to be desired, I'm |
sure, |
|
Fhose were the days of charms, and

the rural maidens had a sure
and Infallible charm foretelling the fu-
ire husband, On the eve of St Valen-
the anxious damsel prepared
for sleep by pinulog to her pillow five

o course

e's day,

bay leaves, one at each corner and one
in the middle (which must have been
delightful to sleep on, by the way 8

camed of her sw heart, she was

» marry him before the end of the

to wake it a “dead sure” thing, |

lidate for matrimony must boil
ard, take out the yolk, and fill |
with Just bef going
she must eat , salt, shell and
neither speak nor drink after
at wouldn't insure her s vivid
ly could be no virtue

salt.

» bedd

ol, an
it If th
Iream, there st

harms,—5 \
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German Gentlemen,

It has been sald that the well-born
German s distinguished for his morgue
] of those in a lower sta-

and  disregard
than himself I'his was, and is,
his chief reproach in the eyes of his

mi

fellow-countrymen., He
ral that he despises thelr
n rr, their glarimg sole- |
cisms, their extraordinary coarseness of
behavior,and absence of tact, They,who |
perhaps know as much as he does, are
richer than bhe s, are unconscious of all
that jars and grates upon one of a finer
fibre than themselves, and are apt to
to declare that he trades on his nobllity,
and assumes a3 merit that he is far from
possessing. Not  from the so-called
“lower orders'’ 18 resentment ever like-
Iy to become dangerous, but from the
well-educated, underbred middie class ; |
the very middling—if refinement of
speech, suavity of manner, and gentle-
utterance for anything
Fhe middle class as we understand it—
wrother a merchant, another in the
, the eldest son of the house heir !
to a baronetey, the youngest walking
the earth in an M. B, walstooat, and
walting for the family living—is almost
incomprehensible to the ordinary Ger-
man mind; but let us hope that the day |
may not be far distant when the arro |
gance of the aristocrat may be tempered |
and the to f the citizen refined. So
long as commerce means here shop- |
keeping, every petty grocer writes |
Kaufmann (merchant) over bis shop |
door, and every Jew usurer signs me
sell  Banguier, it is to be feared thata
commercial carcer will not prove very ‘
| attractive in the eyes of, or draw many |
| recruits from, the upper ranks of sock- |

!

ness of count

one |

gua

| ety. 1t is not given to every man to be |
what in common parlance is called
“born & geuatleman:” but if his birth |

his manners may make |
“cotton |

be not gentle,
him so; and we all know that a
lord"”” may be a truer gentleman than
| the descendant of a “hundred earls.” |
I'he modest independence and self-re-
which bring about suavity of |
| manners and an absence at once of the
servile or the arrogant in a man’'s ln-
tercourse with those of another rank is
Fnot at a preminm in Germany, where
| self-assertion or obsequiousness sirikes
the outsider with a sense of pained sur-
! prise. The German gentleman, the
{man of noble birth, of splendid pres-
ence, of polished if of cold and arrogant
| manners, 1ails where we might expect
| him to fail. “Without love,” says our
lgra-ul humorist, “Ican fancy no true |
| gentleman' —love that is, not of the in-
| dividual, which may be but mere sub-
| limated selfishness, but that chivalrous
l-lv\ulinn which high-minded manhood
| ever bears to gentle womanhood. The
| German gentleman may be gallant, he
may be a man of pleasure, a lady-Kkiller,
| a g as a rule he is perfectly
| ready to flirt with any pretty woman,
l to make daily Fenster parades before
| her windows, to whisper soft sentimen-
tal nothings to her during the course of
the cotillion, it may be even slightly to
“compromise” her, She is of course, a
married woman (for these attentions
would mean marriage to a girl,) so she
knows, and ought to know, how to take
care of herself. He will go away and
laugh over his little social successes,
when his comrades banter him on his
bonnes fortunes; and she will be backbit
ten in the “Kaflees,” and a tolerant so-
ciety will view the matter with indiff-
erence, unless, indeed it comes to such
|  climax as makes indifference, no lon-
| ger possible; and even then, an easy-
going temper disposes the lookers-on
generally to be tolerably lenient. Their
bark is much worse than their bite in
these matters, and, after all, one must
not draw the line too tight., Marriage
is beset with a thousand difficulties; life
is more amusing behind the scenes of &
theatre than in the dull, domestic
round. One likes to have one’s moments
of relaxation, and eternal parade, elvil
as well as military, is rather a gilding
of the lily. Women are well enough to
be “a moment's ornament,” but life is
easier en garcon. One has a thousand
egolsms and ambitions to occupy one's
time and thoughts, and a man gallooned
all over with gold, and staggering un-
der orders, cannot be expected to sit
like Hercules at Omphale’s feet. Ger-
man ladies are not accustomed to the
entire and untiring devotion which En-
glish women accept with all the un-
consciousness of a right.  No mun rises
to open the door for you when you leave
the room ; if cups of tea or coffee have
to be handed about, it is the lady of the
house that will carry them round; she
| will be rewarded with a ** Tausand Dank,
meine Gnadigste,”’ but the ““most gra-
cious”” will be allowed to trot about all
the same. A man need not wait (in
that happy land) for *‘pain and anguish’
to “rack the brow’ before the minis-
tering angels appear upon the scene.
You (one of the angels ) may search an

| liance

ind rivie

| skirts,

| chance
|
| tender

! nearly dry, in the dark.

He would naturally say that the Romans
lanted thelr camp of Abonia in the
‘al d’Avon. But
slon from this that the Gauls called the
place Val d’Avon, and that the Romans
changed the name to Abonla, Dr.
Guest, writing in English, might say
with perfect correctness that Aulus
Plautius founded Londinum in the
valley of the Thames. But it would be
rash to argue from this that even Plao-
tius himself ever used the words **Valley
of the Thames,”” and still more rash o
argue that forms of words was usual
among the Britons of the fourth century
before Christ.

i i
Children s Winter Clothing.

It Is a favorite maxim with city
mothers, says Scribner’s Monthly that
children are warm-blooded, and need
less clothing, than adults. Especlally
is this held true of bables and girls.
Boys are warmly protected by cloth
leggins, kilt sults and stout shoes,
while their little sisters defy the winter
wind in bare knees and embroidered
There Is & poetic faney, o
that girls should be Kept in white up to
a certaln age. A dozeu little girls, of
from three to five, were aussembled the
other day, and the universal dress was
an under vest and drawers of merino,
a single embroldered flannel petticoat,
and an lnbumbent alry mass of muslin,
ribbons and lace. Meanwhile, their
mothers, women of culture and ordinary
intelligence, were wrapped in woolens,
skins and furs. In consequence of this
under-dressing the children are housed
except on warm days or when they are

t is a hasty conclu- |

{ us not borrow trouble,

| o,

Terms: $2 a

1876,

tonseription.

Up four flights of stairs in & house in
I'nr{- were three snug little rooms in-
habitated by the family Ronmille, They
had only peaked roofs, chimneys and
the blue sky to look out upon, but so
pleasant were the rooms within, aud so
neat, and tasteful and sunny, that there
was small temptation o turn the eyes
uway from them,

It was evenlng, and the family were
assembled at supper. They were ob-
serving a fete, and the best giit china
glittered on ghe table,s little bouguet of
fresh Sowers stood by each glass, and
an leed cake, surrounded by a wreath
of rosebuds, distinguished the center.
Around the board sat the Jolly, affec-
tionate old father, the dellcate and lov-
ing mother, thelr brave, handsome boy,
and one other not now belonging to the
family, but soon to be ealled daughter
by the parents, and wife by the son,
She wus a gentle, lovely young girl,

the old folk, and with fond, modest eyes
upon her lover,

“Son," sald the mother, “*for tweuty-
one years this night hast thou been the
delight of my heart. Thou hast glad-
dened my eyes every d.t thou hast lived,

ut & few years
f'uun‘rr. that [ might be sure of thee
onger !

“Wife, dost thou not see that Marion

sald the father. ““Thou would'st have
thy son all for thyself, thou sayest.”

“I do not mean that I would not have
my child Marion for my daughter,” she
replied. **No, no! Bless her Lem,
she need not blush so. And she need
not fear, I think even my Robinet hap-
py to be her hushand. But the conscrip-
tion, father! Our boy is of age.”

The old man's happy face grew pale
and uneasy.

“Wife,” he sald, “our boy Is sffec-

‘muuruoca-m-o:mdwu

Year,

afternoon in midsummer, and the jew-
vler who J'l‘no h‘&bo sun 1).& shower-

w o ne-
1'1:: "“’of 3:! who llv“: the

ful workman is he,and now he w. mm
tying great busbel-baskets full
!uot out of his dwp-'iadowa'
inke was all gold, as the
eyes could nee, the green trees were
Jl covered, s0 were the blue

softly down through the air from
youd the white clouds. One

3 the clouds, tos, how it
bad fallen upon thew, and had

the gold!™ One was a poet, who san
d one
yellow
Aee

aad

whoe I
visions, and painted pictures that
tolks joyful with longing.

8 all lool at the gold, and
ench one thought to himeelf: =W bat
may | do with it 1" :

And the miser thought : “T will

not draw the fatal Jot. Heaven blesses |
the good.”

“Whom God loveth he chasteneth,”
sald the mother, with a #igh, and Mari-
on's cheek grew whiter,

“Come, do not darken asunny day
by clouds of fear," said the young mau. |
“To-night I am free. To-night | can |
be the happiest fellow alive. Eveu if |
to-morrow | draw the wrong number, |
and must go to fight, | may return to |
you covered with honors. Will you not |
e glad snd prond then ¥ |

“My son, my soun, I have known many |
a brave boy join those rauks dreaming |
as thou dost ; but few came back to their
mothers. Oh, Rodivet, thou art my |
only one, and if thou art killed I shall |
be childless.”

“Ah, wife,” said the father, foreing |
back his tears, “Could’st thou not be |
almost happy 1o be a widow ¢t The con- |
scription spares the only sons of widows, |
If thy useless old husband were gone,
thou could’st keep thy brave young son.

“Ah, ah,” erled the wife; “‘stop the
old man's tongue. Put thy hand ou his |
mouth, Marfou. [ canuot bear to hear
him talk se." |

“To-night let us be happy,” sald Robi-
net. “I am not yet a conseriptand | be-
lieve I shall escape to-morrow. So, ‘be- |
gone dull care!" Father, shall I cut |
my birthday cake "’ !

“Yes, my boy,” said his father. “Let |
It would kill |
me to see thee among the dissolute sol- |
diery, driven to slaughter! [ will not, |
cannot think of it. Yes, cut thy ‘
cake but do not harm those pretty buds,

|
|

| Marion placed them there in token of |

driven out in carriages, and therefore a |

cold wind brings to these
hot-house flowers, lostead of
health, disease and death, It Is abso-

lutely folly to try o make achild hardy

| by cruel exposure, or to protect it from

| how she will round thy life with pleas- |

ures, Eh, Marion? Each bud for a
kiss or kind word, eh ¥ |
Marion uilrd her eyes and smnled |
blushingly. Cheerfulness was restored,
and the happy fumily gave themselves |
up to enjoyment of each other, the secret ‘

! thought that perhaps it was for the last |

| time, making every voice tenderer.

croup or pneumonia by a string of am- |

ber heads or by shutting it up in fur-
nace heated houses, Lay away its
muslin frills antil June; put woolen
stockings on its legs, flannel (not half
cotton woven vests) on its body, and
velvet, silk, merino—whatever you
think you can afford —on top of that, tie
on & suug little hood and turn the baby
out every winter’s day, unless the wind

| be from the north-east and the air foggy

and before spring its bright eyes and
rosy cheeks will give it a different
beauty from any pure robes of white,

- —
Leal Photographs.
A very pretty amusement, especially

study of botany, is the takiog of leafl
rhomgr-ph-. One very simple process
s this: At any druggist’s get a dime's
worth of bichromate of potash. Put
this in a two-ounce bottle of salt water.
When the solution becomes saturated —
that is, the water has dissolved as much
as it will—pour off some of the clear
liguid into a shallow dish; on this float
a piece of ordinary wrltlnﬁ pufer tll it
is thoroughly moistened. lLetit become
It should be
ofa bright yellow. On this put the
leaf ; under it a piece of soft black cloth
and several sheets of newspaper. Put
these between two pleces of glass (all
the pieces should be of the same size)
and with spring clothespins fasten them
together., Expose to a bright sun,
placiug the leaf 50 that the rays will
fall upon it as nearly perpendicular sa
possible. In a few minutes it will be-

gin to turn brown, bat it requires from |

alf an hour to several hours to pro-
duce a perfect prict. When it has be-
come dark enough, take it from the
frame put in clear water, which must
be changed every few minutes till the
yellow part become perfectly white.
Sometimes the venation of the leaves
will be quite distinct. By following
these directions it is scarcely
to fail, and a little practice will make

| white cheek and dilating eye, drew,
{ while the father stood by, his usually
| Jovial form trembling with agonizin,

| and with a groan of despair the old man

On the next day the drawing was to |
take place. Father and son proceeded
to the place of decision. The son, with

apprehension, It was a fatal number:
fell upon his son's neck.

*“Ob, my boyl™ he said, ““I cannot let
thee go! 1 canpot see thee driven to
slaughter! Thy mother's heart will be
desolate. I cannot, no, God forgive me, |
I cannot.” !

He wrung his sou’s hand, and, sha- |

| King his head at the few brave, consol- |

possible |

perfect. The photographs, if well taken |

are very pretty as well as interesting. |
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A “Necret Blon™ In Fencing.

Very silly is the belief of the exist-
ence of secret blows, whose magic defies
the most consummate skill, “The com-
mander's blow™ and ““the Italian blow"’
are the most famous of these secret
blows, They are simplicity itself, and
cannot be successfully executed if the
adverssry be a tolerable swordsman and
carefully on his guard. To explain
them here would obli me to enter
into technicalities, which would be
Greek to the majority of readers. The
only secret blow which is certain of
success is “‘the gendarmes’ blow.”” The
gendarmes are the rural police. When
your adversary is about to attack you,
assume a horrified expression of coun-
tenance, cast a terrified glance at the

horizon back of him, shout: *“There
comes the gendarmes!” As he turns
his head to look, run your sword

through him, exclaiming, as you do so,
and this artfully, that the whole sen-
tence may seem to be one ejaculation :
“Let's make haste!” It wrings my
heart to be obliged to add that judges
and juries are not dis; to consider
“‘the gendarmes’ blow'’ as a legacy of the
Chevalier Bayard.—Seribner's Monthly.
- e ®e——

Old Saws.

Among the wise sayings for the year
are the following:

A blind man’s wife needs no paint-
ing.
Death 1s before the old man’s face
and may be at the yuuuf one's back.

Review the time you have misspent;
think upon it and lament.

Sloth is an argument of a mean and
degenerate mind.

Lvil company makes the good bad,
and the bad worse,

Good men are safe when evil ones are
at variance.

In a thousand pounds’ worth of law
there is not a ehilling’s worth of pleas-
ure,

Recreaiion should fit us for business,
pot rob us of time.

He that can do us an injury may at

hour for your sortie de bal in a oloak

one time or other do us a kindness.

| zing fervency.

ing words Robinet’s trembling Hps ut- |

| tergg, hie stopped them short by Kissing |
for those who have just completed the | v o !

him tenderly. [IHe then went out, with |
A gesture torbidding any one 1w follow ,
him.

“The mother will weep over her son,
sald a by-stander--Marlon’s father; “‘but
an old man, like an old dog, goes alone
to grieve. He thy poor old father, 16ol-
izes thee, boy. Ah, Robinet Roumille,
there Is another—a poor young girl—
whose bitterest tears will be secret ones.’

M™ie youth, almost stunned with de-
spair at his fate, returned to tell his mo-
ther and Marion. They awaited his
arrival, kneeling at the feet of the Holy
Mary's lmage, and praying with agoni

Robinet eutered quietly, and stood
rigid and pale behind them, his eyes
large, and his nostrils quivering. The
mother turned and looked at him, then
fell back in a swoon. Her son raised
her, and laid her upon a sofa in slow re-
covery. Murion clung to hisarm, and
held one of his hands in hers, weeping
bitterly. None asked for the words

they could not bear to hear.

“Ah, thy poor father!" the mother |
murmured, “I know he Is weeping in |
secret. lle was ever slow to show his
rief. His heart is broken like mine.
»h, that | had thy father here! We |
would mourn together.™ !

There was a stir below, and a sound |
of many steps coming up the stalrease, |
It paused at the door. Robinet opened
it. They were bringing howe his fa-
ther—dead. He had Killed himself that
Robinet might be exempt from con-
scription. He had fallen a sacrifice to
Let us not

an insane idea of daty.
judge him too harshiy. He meant well,
his brain gave way, he died that his

son might live. God is more mercitul
than man !

Thus the widow Kkept her son; but
the memory of the father was held in a

tender depth of regret, in the forever

| saddened hearts of both mother and son.

—— G -

The origan of phrases and some of our
common words presents an interesting
study. The term ** sub rosa ™ is said to
have originated as follows:

Cupid gave a rose to Hippocrates, and
from this legend arose the practice of
suspending & rose over the table when
eating, when 1t was intended that the
conversation should be kept secret.

The explanation of * by hook or by
crook ' is that in the olden time persons
entitled to get firewood in the King's
forest were limited to such dead bran-
ches as they could tear down with a
“hook or crook without hurt to his
majesty’s tree.”

“In sopite of hiz teeth” originated
thus: King John of England once de-
manded of a Jew the sum of 10,000
marks, and, on being refused, ordered
that the Israelite should have one after
another of his teeth drawn until he gave
his consent. The Jew submitted to the
loss of seven, and then paid the required
sum ; hence the expression, *“ In spite of
his teeth.”

The word ““‘derrick ™ is an Amerlcan-
ism, and yet it had its origin in Eng-
land. Early in the seventeenth century,
when the office of hangman in England
was no sinecure, one Derrick held the

lace, and, among Puritans and Calva-
ﬂeru alike, his nume became associated
with the gallows. The Puritans brought
the word hither, and gradually it was
applied to hoisting-cranes, by a very
patural process of metonymy. The

word appears only in American dic-
tionaries.

on shore as soon as ever | uﬂ
will hurry aod get all the largest triuoks
up all the gold, sod nobody
woy of it but me.” Bo he got W land,
:elul!
a4 & bureau, But when be got them to
the place, the gold was nowhem 1o be
: wsmallest
the miser get. E
And the barterer thought: I will fill
it

that ever | can, and be first to |
| have
and
aud fonnd sixteen trunks, each
seeu, and not gold-flake
my kets with the , and
w e"cilv. sod buy w‘:l“uu nr",-m

more.” So he opened all his
as wide as he could, and the fell
in, and bo buttoned and stic and
double-stiched them up, as safe hs safe
could be. But when he got to

he

and opened them,—it had
—there was no gold in them !
uud the artist thought : <1 will let it

upon my rnloue. catgh it in
wy brush, and thus | will mixit with
my colors and paint pictures wi
make people joyous and me
So he did, and painted sea a
and sky so wonderfully that men for-
got their sorrows snd were joyous, and

raised the artist.

fie

Aund the poet? The poet’s was
o full that he could do nothing; he
could vot thiok what was so tiful
that he might use so beautiful’a thing

for it. He could only open his soal to
the beanty of it and pray that bp might
give its beauty also td others. The
it lay, till one time when he was sad
and in trouble, and then it ped it-
:Iluwlo strange, swoel -d:"fcl;l y and
y the poet wrote & won .
so that all the hearts of orn
opened to lnm, and they | ]
be sang to them of bappi ana
how to know and to hel.hcl:?.we
u?\e,;ngh:he beau ufuld—lhum was it
0 miser an barterer
wished : “Oh that 1
and the artist wished : “Oh that | were
the poet !"—5t. Nicholas.

)
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Winter and Spring.—An old woman,
:l‘i::—;:ed and t, sat on a Beach at

oor of a but in spring time.
Above her head tree c‘u had
just put on its first leaves. Beliind her
ran & river, down which & vessel was
making way 1n the direction of the sea.
On the roof of the little hut, binds were
mu'ns in the fresh, warm air. Near
the old woman's feet sat a little girl
who had been reading. The Yook lay
open by her side,

The little girl looked up at the old
woman with wonder and child-like pi-

y.

“Shall 1 ever be like that 1 thoaght
the little clild. “Can | do apything
for you, granny 1" sai ,

And granuy, dozing in the sun,
thought to herself. “Al, my véioe was
once like that, and my feet and hands
were swift to help ; bat pow | am old.”

The wind blew softly, -the birds
chirped, and she dozed off into & dream
of her own childhood. The fields were
green around her, for it was fullspring:
the doves were cooing; and she was
playing with a ball by the side of her
mother.

River, river, where ave you floning
to? The river, which came from the
mountaing, is going to the sea, where
it will be lost in the great world of wa-

ters.

The trees and hill-sides will put on a
deeper green, for the summer will fol-
low the spring. Bat the sumwer, too,
will pass; the browu astamn will
come ; the leaves will fall; the winds
will blow; and some night, when the
little girl is asleep, a frost will kill off
the last st ing flower. Good by
flower! goo? y};.. mw;en’ But you wil
come again in the spring.

And what will the h‘qu maid do?
She also will pass through spring to
sammer, irom summer to autamo,
=0 on, through the fatling years, to the
wintry days. some one shall
give her back the love and care she
wave io ber own early springtime to the
old and feeble grandmotber.

-

The Wise old Hare.—There was a lit-
tle dog whose name was Dart. He was
owned by a lady, and she took great
care of him. Une day she put a nice
red ribbon, for a collar, aronnd his
neck, and said to him* “Now, Dart, this

| is Sanday; and I want yon to keep
| still at home, and not soil this nice new

ribbon.

But no sooner had this lady left the
house to go to church than Dart crept
forth, and went into the swamp for a
frolic. Soon le started a hare, and
took a great leap after him. Bat the
hare was not much afraid of such &
young dog. :

The hare knew of a hole in the trunk
of a tree that bent over a pool of mad-
dy water; and there he ran while Dart
ran after him. Bat, just as the hare
ran into the hole, the dog lost sight of

him, and made a leap into the pool.
He yelped and barked; and it was
some time before he conld get ont.

Then what a sight he was. with his
hide all dark with mud, and his nice
ribbon spoiled !

When the lady csme home from
church, and found that Dart had not
minded ber, she had him chained up in
his little house, aud did vot let him go
with her when she went to walk that
afternoon by the side of the sea.

Dart was very sad because he could
not go. He barked and cried a good
deal: but he had been naughty, and so
was made to know, that, when he was
told to stay at home, he must stay, and
pot ran after hares, and jamp into

pools.

Musclies and Steam.

A buundle of muscle-tibres (as a recent
German writer puts it) is a Kind of ma-
chine, consisting of albuminous mate-
terial, just as steam engine is made of
steel, iron, brass ete., and, as in the
steam-engine, coal is burnt in order to
produce force, so in the muscular ma-
chine, futs, or hydrocarbons. are burned
for the same purpose; and just as the
constructive material of the engine—
iron, ete.,—is worn away and oxidized,
the coustruetive material of the muscle
is worn away, and this wearing away is
the source of nitrogenons constitnents
of the urine. This theory, it is asserted,
explains why, during muscular exer-
tion, the excretion of urea is little or not
at all increased, while that of carbonie
acld is enormously augmented; for, in
a steam engine moderately fired and
ready for use, the oxidation of iron, etc.,
would go on quite equably, and would
pot be much increased by the more
rapid firing vecessary for working, but
much more coal would be burned when
it was at work than when it was stand-
ing idle.

The Shower of Gold.—It was a bright

m".lt’l‘:h".whthl-min turns
w-drops spark M.Smd-,
and at poonday makes bow brid-
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Meat has been sent from,
Ayres o France in a
reservation in &

, and longer the

This life will not admit of eq H
mm,mmmmuﬂ

rives consequence 4

keeping others at a distance, is a8 base-
nlnd: a5 the coward who ' shuns the
(onc-lfm- the fear of an attack.—

The old settlers and Indisns up in
the Dakota country assure us that the
beavers and muskrats have constructed
their winter-houses very lightly, and
this indicates 3 mild winter, sy
this sign never fails. One old

suys he bhas watched them forty years.

more, the United States government
owes it more than the mmount of s

Death is ivfigitely unlike sleep in
that as we contem it, onr sense of
the emptiness of the casket grows ever:
instant while we gaze, wheress, whi
we watch one whom we lovein slumber
:t Wtul dn"ll"h tivi wd:: rrk:;
nt. e
ll’our friend indeed. -*ie dead is
only the garment which he has left be-
hind in our keeping.
Be careful how you name your baby
“Centennial J, th ;" it sounds well,
we admit, and bat the
first l.hh:f you know he will nick-
named “Centy™ Smith, from which o
“Penny” Smith is but & sep, and then
that chjld will only pray that it may
live longh':uoufh to whallop l:: fond
rents before it joins the an, A
?:Eanon Free MM P
When we look around and see the
large number of able-bodied men who
spend their and their time atthe
beer saloons, while their wives are
stitching at hotae, or go out washing to
earn money w0 keep themselves and
their chtidren from starving, we natu-
r‘u{ wonder wh -ou-y:::f men
don’s get m: -—and more
that 85 many young ladies do.
Observe a ng person
with what by custom
o
ry en ng pe! to
eration? Or yonn” presence
young person entitie the g
consi ¥ dtis wellwo w
these things, for we don’t like 10
our admiration and thus rob an ob)]
that is eutitled to the whole of
Fuitom Times.
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of such rel these con-
fess to lity of effort, then the court
consents to take the leation in
hand. Things are serious in Prussia—
always a matter of life and death.

If spring came but onée in a century,
instead of once & , or burst forth
with the sound of an
not with silence, what
pectation there would be in all hearts
to behold the miraculous change! But

ingZgests

now the silent succession |
nothing bui necessity. To mst men
only the cessation of the miracle would
be miraculous, and the perpetual exer-
cise of God’s power scems less won-
derful than its withdrawal would be.—
{Longfeliow.

The National Museum of Bucharest
has been robbed of its neipal treas-
ure, the golden be:‘ ehmm

p—which was of pure WAas pro-
usely adorned with stones,
and weighed thirty-four pounds—was
of ancient workmanship, and was dug
at Petrosa. The

7

found in the snow, oatside the Museum
building. .

Awmong the public houses of London
there are 87 King’s Arms, 23 Queen's
Arms, 49 King's heads and 60 Queen’s
Heads. The signs of the Royal Oak
number 26, of the Royal ﬂn.mi):d, 12,
To the I'rince of Wales 49 taverns are’
dedicated ; to the late Prince Albert 23;
1 the Iron Duke, 26, and to Lord Nel-
son, 22, Among the lions xre 74 red,
26 white, 17 golden, and inuumerable
?lloe ones, m:;nhnr of Smnw“'c

ead: v an ns, te
Swnn:’, m»lavk mlx)(;.e%!k, Ball's
Heads, &c., is almost beyond computa-
tion.
An Euglish journal of recent date
says: “A family journal is a thlnfm{et
unkuown to Mussulman readers, it
i« as assuredly a sign of the ress of
ideas that a publication of this class is
announced as being about to appear.
The inmates of the harem have n¢
hitherto, as a rule, been distinguish
for their literary tastes; but as in his
prospectus the editor appeals mainly to
the support of that sec of Ottoman
society, there is reason to believe that
the intellectusl culture of Turkisn
ladies has of late years undergone some
improvement.

T A A

Activity is mot Always Energy.
There are some men whose failure to
succeed in life i= a problem to others as
well as to themselves. They are indus-
trious, prudent and ecouomical; yet
after a long life of striving, "old T
finds them still poor. They complain
of ill-luck. They say fate is always
against them. But the fact is that they
miscarry because they have mistaken
mere activity for energy. Confound-
ing two things essentially different,
they have supposed uuna if they were
always busy, they would be certain to
be advancing their fortunes, They have
forgotten thaut misdirected labor is but a
waste of activity. The person who
would suceeed inlife is a marksman
firing at a target if his shots miss the
mark they are a waste of powder. So
in the great game of life, what a man
does must be made to count, or it might
almost as well be left undone. Every-
body knows some oue in the circle of
friends, who, although active, has this
waut of energy. The distemper, if we
may call it such, exhibits itsclf in vari-
ons ways. In some cases the man has
merely an executive faculty, when he
should have a directive one; in other
language, he makes a capital clerk, for
himself, when he ought to do the think-
ing of the business. In other cases
what is done is not done either at the
right time or in the right way. Energy,
correctly unders is activity pro-
portioned to the end.—Scientific Ameri-
can.




