The *

In paths of peace and virtue
Always the good remain ;

And sorrow shall not stay with them,
Nor long access of pain ;

At meeting or at parting,
Joys to their bosom strike,

For good to good is friendly,
Aud Virtue loves her like.

Thoe great Sun goes his journcy
By their strong truth impelled :

By their pure lives and penances
Is earth itself npheld ;

Of all which live or shall live
Upon its hills and fields,

Pure hearts are the protectors,
For Virtue saves and shields.

Never are noble spirits

Poor while their like survive ;
Without request theso render,

Without return they give,
Never is lost or wasted

The goodness of the good;
Never agaiust a mercy,

Against a right, it stood ;
And seeing this, that Virtue

Is always friend of all,
The Virtuous and Pure-hearted

Men their * Protectors” call.

Edwin Arnold, in Harper,

JOSEPHINE'S DREAM.

Josephine March lived in an old red
brick house, which stood at the corner
where the Canon’s Close intercepts the
Cathedral square. It looked on neither
of them, cxcept as it were by the side
glance of two big windows which lit its
staircase. All its casements opened on
its own green garden, large enough to
allow of bright flower beds, open sunny
lawns and bower-like leafy dells.

The Misses Knightley, to whom the
house belonged, took a pride and an in-
terest in their garden. They were proud,
too, of the delicate nee lew.... wi.ch
decorated their apartments, and days
had been when they had added to its
treasures; but they were old ladies now,
and their eyes were failing, and they
did no more. But spring and summer,
sutumn and winter, made room for per-

Tama! 811 the information she could get. |
_‘: own heart she entirely refused to
believe that she could be the child of
the outcast woman who had died in the
gypsies’ camp, The police might have
refused to believe about her dying con-
fession—the Misses Knightley might
seem to have forgotten all about it.

What did they care to whom she be-
longed, now that they saw her a fair and
graceful maiden, full of gentle ways
and learned in gentle lore, turning over
their old volumes of the poets with her
fresh young finger , and looking and
speaking and acting just as they could
have wished in that dream-child who
might have been Joseph's *‘if Joseph
had lived ?**

They had her portrait painted by the
rising young artist of the town, and it
was exhibited in the county art acad-
emy,

It was not called ** Miss Josephine
March.” *“Nobody but our Josephine’s
friends need know who it is,” they said
to each other, and the picture was called
“ An English Girl.”

It showed her standing at the
door of Miss Elizabeth’s favorite arbor,
just as she really stood nearly every
morning during the mild months, for
she always ran down there to await
that lady’'s return f om her daily tour
round the garden.

The young artist, Philip Harvey, felt
he had never had a sweeter subjact, and
perhaps there was something in his eyes

something which set Josephine think-
ing what would happen if they fell in
love with each other, and she was sud-
denly discoverel to bo some great man’s
daughter—the child perhaps of some
secret marriage. That dream dominated

to believe in it.

It was only nataral that she should
yearn after the unknown kindred who
must be somewhere in the world. It
was only unfortanate she began to feel
that the two maiden ladies were not
| really her annts, and that this, and this

which said so, for certainly there was |

tha poor girl's mind terribly. She grew |

from here,” returned Miss Elizabeth,
with heroic truthfulness. ‘' Oome into
the house, child, and see your mother's
miniature and hear all your aunt has to
say.”

How different it was from Josephine’s
dream! Yet her courage somewhat re-
vived at the thought of the learned old
gentleman and his scholarly seclusion.

Only her new aunt— her ‘‘real
annt " —damped it again. She was so
ugly and so business like. She did not
want to lay any surreptitious claim to
Josephine's affections. She did not
want to carry her off. A lawyer would
wait on the Misses Knightley and go
into every detail of the matter before
they would be expected to resign their
charge, Then she wounld return for her.
Her name was Payne — Miss Selina
Payne; and her niece had been chris-
tened after her.

“So yon're Belina Payne, too,” she
said, looking at Josephine March; “‘and
I expect you will be very thankful to
have a name that really belongs to
you."

Josephine had just one more week in
the old Corner House, and a sad and
trying week it was,  As for the Misses
Knightley $hey wept much in secret,
and though they said little about Miss
Selina Payne they often wondered
over Mr. Payne, and remarked to each
other that brothers and sisters were
frequently very unlike, as if that of-
fered the most hopeful view of that
unknown savant.
| Then Josephine left them.
lina cut their farewells short.

‘“You're not parting forever,” she
said. ‘I come very near here every
half year about some money business,
and sometimes I'll bring her with me
and leave her for half an hoar.”

Miss Se-

And before the Misses
conld protest against such
| visits the cab had driven away.
| Their railroad joarney brought them
Itf) s dismal little black village called
| Carrow. It stood up anyhow round a

| great factory, which was pouring forth
|

Knightley
curtailed

was again rich in color and sweetness.
A carriage stands at the gate. Half an
hour ago it brought up three people; in
a few minutes it will carry away only
two.

A group of five advance from the
little arbor. There are the two Misses
Knightley and Josephine. How pale
and thin she looks, and how like a con-
valescent breathing fresh air and sun-
shine after months of fevered confine-
ment! and yet Joscphine has never been,
a8 her Annt Selina says, *‘ really ill."”
And there is Aunt Selina herself and
Mr. Payne.

*“Yes, ladies,” mays the old gentle-
mwan, “I know it's all right. * What can
the girl want,’ says my sister, ‘ more
than to have ns always and to sce the
Mieses Knightley every now and then?

have the Misses Knightley always, and

renewed experiment to prove it would
not do." You needn't defend yourself,
child, I know you did your best. Selina,
are you ready? Well, child, if ever
you hear of any curious specimens —you
remember that rare toad I was always
looking out for—let me know. Good-
hy(‘..“

‘“Josephine,” whispered Miss Eliza-
beth, as the three turned back to the
old house, *“1 have asked Mr, Harvey
to come up and spend this evening with
us—I did not think yon would object
Why, Margaret, the roses on her
cheeks are beginning to bloom again
already!”

And Josephine dreamed no more of
| grandenr and broken hearts.

Cutting the Key Log of a Lumber Jam,

The first thing to be done is to find
out where the jam ooccurred, and then

to discover what is called the ‘‘key
log,” that is to say, the log which
’hnlnh the base of the “jam.” An old

| experienced *“‘steam driver” is soon on
; the spot, for the news is soon carried np
| stream that there is a “jam’ below.

petual changes in that garden, and their | 8100, acconnted for any rebellions feel. | fierce light from a hundred square | Every minute is of consequence, as

gentle exercise in its genial sunshine
did them good. And Miss Margaret
often said to Miss Elizabeth: * What
should we do without, the garden and
Josephine 2

| ings which would arise when the wise
!rutrivtiun! and counsels of age occa-
sionally crossed the whims and impulses
of youth.

It came to pass thatone morning,

| windows.

| **That's the works, Selina,” said her
annt—“the chemical works for which

’yonr father experiments and analyzes.”

| *“Ob, how ugly!" ecried the girl—

Josephine was not of their blood. | Whed she was standing by the arbor, | Which was perhaps ungracions.

8he conld remember the day when first
she wondered who she was.

She re. | Fisze drove up to the gate.

| just as sho stoolin the pictare, a car- ‘ . :
' At least, it | aunt; ‘“and your father will expect yon | comes rushing down with a crush, yon

““It brings us bread, Selina,” said the

to take an interes* in his work and

| logs are coming down and the “jam”
| increasing in strength. The ‘‘key logy
;b«'mg found, there is a cry for volan.
| teers to cut it. Now, when yon consider

that there are some hundred big logs of
! timber forming a dam,_and the instant
{the key log is cut the whole fabric

| will soe that unless the axman gets in-

LADIES’ DEPARTMENT.

Flannel Dresses,

White, eadet blue, olive and black are
the desirable colors for sheer flannel
dresses that will be worn all summer at
the seaside and mountains. The white
flannel dresses are only suitable for
morning wear, but those of colors will
be used for traveling. The princesse
effect, with panier sash and plaited
skirt, prevails for young ladies’ creamy
white flannel dresses, and to these are
sometimes added Byron collars, square
cufls and pockets, of velvet, but as
these dresses must be cleansed often,
the Hercules braid in many rows on the
skirt, with frogs on the cuirass waist
will be a better trimming. A snugly

fitted huniing jacket well belted in,

Say I, ‘Selina, maybe the right chemi- ' hninl'to match i.n oolqr. a.nd a ek.irl like
cal combination would be for her to | that just described, is the design for
| black and colored dresses of flannel. —

|
see ns now and then, just by way of | Bazar.

The Kind of n Man te Marry.

A young man, receiving a small sal-
ary, determines to put aside cach week
a certain sum a8 a foundation for the
pleasant home he some time hopes to
have. It forces him to make many sac-
rifices; he eschews jewelry and canes,
unperfumed handkerchief. When in
suit (perfectly preserved) two seasons
old, he calls on a maiden whose com-
pany he desires, she looks with scorn at
| the dowdy dress, and is suddenly other-
| wise engaged. Discouraging as this
may be, he plods on in the choscn path,
and finally lays his heart belore a quiet
maiden who has read:

‘1 noe & man:
I do not see his shabby dre

I see him in his manliness

I soe his ax, 1 #.0¢ his spade,

1 soe & man that God has made

Ifeuch ar you stand —

Give him ¥ give him yvour hand,
And thank y r for such

They make this old earth young again.

The beginning of their wedded life is
| devoid of much of the splendor that at-
! tended the other pair, but to them there
| is no runde awakening to misery and woe.

Their affection having never been trifled
| away, but reserved, each for the other,

proves a constant joy snd ever-present
| delight.

A Woman's Warning.

The Lowell Courier reports a recent

soda water and cigars, and carries an |

this semi-rustic plight, and wearing a |

The hair, to be fashionably dressed,
must fall low on the neck snd slso on
the brow.

In spite of efforts to make all even—
ing dresses short, trains are worn ex-
tensively.

Pink is a favorite eolor for young
ladies’ dresses, both for morning and
evening wear,

Hideous curtain paniers disfigure s
large proportion of Paris-made dresses
of this scason.

Pale gray and tegra coita, pale blus
and canary yellow, are favorite com -
binations for tea gowns.

Bridemaids wear white straw Rem-
brandt hats with white plumes falling
over the front of the brim.

A loose, puffed drapery just below
the hips all around the skirt appears on
handsome dresses for children.

The colors for neck ribbons are terrs
| cotta, nurora pink, porcelain blue, ma-
| hogany, ruby and cardinal red.
| Parisian hair-dressers are making sn
effort to revive the Roman coiffure of
the first direclory period in the style
worn by the Empress Josephine and
| Madame Recamigr just before the days
| of the empire.

Information About the Aged,

After Mrs. Mary McElroy, of Greens-
burg, Iod., had lived 100 years, she was
burned to desth.

| Mrs. Lally died recently in Chicago,
| aged 108 years, Her health had not
| been good for three years.
Mrs. Catherine Mannion died Iately
in Baltimore at 106, Her sister, ninety-
| two years old, had died just, before.
|  Colonel Camp, of Shippensville, Pa.,
| was ninety-four years old when he was
| married recently, and his bride, Mrs.
Rich, was seventy-two.
| Christopber C. Graham, of Louisville,
Ky., is ninety-eight years of age. He
[ recollects that he was s guest at the
| wedding of Abraham Lincoln’s parents.
| After ninety-six years of active lifs,
Polly Herr, of Phenix, N. Y., passed
into eternal rest.  She was never sick
1 in her life, and died in her sleep.
| At a birthday surprise supper given
to Mrs. Hannah Roberis,of South Bend,
|Ind., the united ages of the sixteen
persous at table made 1,053 years.
| Archie McTavish bas just made =
long journey by rail to spend his old

membered asking that question of Miss | Wa% 10t & carriage, but a cab; and out
Elizabeth. And sbe remembered the i ol this cab stepped an elderly lady, with

kind lady’s answer, * shat when .hn’»lm\n dark face, mufMflod in rich but

| lecture of Mrs. Mary A
which the speaker said:
‘*A prominent canse of the degener-

Livermore, in

age with a favorite son. Heis at Ux-
bridge, in Canada, and 106 years of age,

to help him, I can tell yon," she |stantly away he is crushed to death,
| added; “thongh he'll claim more from | There are usually in camp plenty of |

ewas old enongh she should know all

| rather rusty black lace.

they conld tell her.” The promise was ‘ She paid the cabman, aud lingered

kept when she was saventeen.
That was three years ago, and Joso-
phine would have started to be told

for a moment at the gate, looking to
the right and to the left. Then she ad-

{ vanced up the straight center walk to-

how many hours she had spent in re. | Ward the arbor.

volving the few meager particnlars she |

then heard. She was u fonndling dis-
covered in an encampment of gypsies,
whose thievishness had brought down
the polics upon them. The pretty
baby’s fair hair and blue eyes had pro
voked inquiry, and some of the old
women of the gang had eagarly con-
fessed that she was none of their people;
she had belonged to a strange young
woman who had joined them some
months vefore and had since died.
They conld not be quite surs whether
she was the mother. She had always
said she was not. One harridan went
80 far as to narrate the dead girl's con-
fession that she had a baby of her own,
which had died, and thatshe had stolen
this one to personate it, for the sake of
some monay,

The Misses Knightley had heard all
this at the time, and, like most of the
neighboring innocent ladies, they had

. gone to see the poor little babe crowing
in the honest arms of the constable's
wife, who had it in temporary charge.

The Misses Knightley walked home in
silence till Miss Margaret said: *‘Liz-
zie, the little thing took to you.”

Then she saw her sister was crying.

But Miss Elizabeth put aside her
tears, with a strong effort, and said:
“Bhe curled her little fingers round
mine just as Joseph did when he was a
baby.”

Joseph was & brother years younger
than themselves, who hed died in boy-
hood.

‘“Her osyes are the color of his,” ob-
served Miss Margaret. ‘Al if he had
grown up and married, we might have
had his childeen about us now.”

“Why shouldn’t we take this one?
asked Miss Elizabeth, impulsively. “We
have aright to do as we like, I sup-
pose,” she added, with a dash of defi-
ance at the storm of criticism and ridi-
* cule which she felt would rise about
them.

And in the end the two ladies drove
‘back in the twilight and bore home the
‘baby in trinmph.

A o] never in my life felt 40 much as if
I was committing s crime,” Miss Mar-

Josephine to hear, though it was dressed
up with loving litfle details of how they
gave her the feminine form of their
dead boy-brother’s name, and added for
that of the ‘‘roaring moon
of duffodils,” during which she was
earried into their quiet retreat.
‘Whas dwelt most in Josephine’s mind
- was the vague unknown which lay be-

Bhe was nobody whom Josephine hai
ever soen befora—a sour, comm »placa-
looking person, who eyed her with great
curiosity,

“This is Miss Kaightley's house?"
she asked, abraptly, when she
within speaking distance,

‘* Yes, madame, it is,” answered Jose-
phine.

wWas

The lady came a step pearer and
looked at her shrewdly.

‘“And you area Miss March,” she
said; *“and your portrait is in the —
Gallery. Have they been good to you
—these people here ?”

Josephine flushed hotly.

*“ They have been my trnest, kindest
friends,” she said, warmly. * But for
them —"

“There, thera ochild!" interrapted
the stranger, ** don’t go into heroics, |

want to see them. Take me to
them."
Josephine obeyed. She 1led the

stranger to the prim little drawing-
room and bade a maii to seand the
Misses Kuightley to her immedi-
ately.

Then she retarned to the arbor, Her
heart beat fast with uneasy fears. No,
no; it could not be; she was foolish to
imagine it. This was somebody from
the county town, probably begging on
behalf of some institation.

Presently there was a light step on
the gravel walk beside her. It was only
Miss Elizabeth; but her face was pale
and her eyes tearfal.

Josephine's heart stood still.

“Ohild,” said the oid lady, tenderly,
‘it is a comfort to think you will not
suffer in leaving us as we shall suffer in
losing you. We often felt that yon
maust long for your owr people. We
think they are found now,

“That is not—not my mother?"
gusped Josephine.

“No,” said Miss Elizabeth; * your
mother died when you were born, sweet
one; and that poor outeast of the gyp-
sies’ camp slole you from the woman
with whom were placed at nurse. It
was that pretty portrait which did it
all I’ cried the old lady, bursting into
ears. “Yonr relations saw it, and
hought that nobody but her own lost
daughter could be so like your dead
mother. And so they found out who
you were and all your story. This lady
is your annt—younr father's sister.”

“ Aud my father 7 gasped Josephine

again,
“1s o lonrned and distinguished old
gentleman with whom she lives in pro-

you for his hobbies and his pets and
such useless trash.”

| eracked voice in the hall of the low,
‘:hrk honse into which they were ush-
|ered “*Al, you've got Maggie's eyes.
| Poor Maggie!
l smother me! Wao shall have plenty of
’ time to get to know each other.”

Aud as that life began so it continned
| through that awful winter. The old

i lady and gentleman received no visitors; |

| they had dropped most of the amenities

; of life, and they were waited on by faith- |

ful servants after their own heart.

Mr. Payne'sduties lay among dangerons
gases and acids; his recreation consisted
of the study and domestication of liv
ing snakes and newts and frogs, and the
dissection of dead specimens—delights
which he cordially invited his danghter
to share,

As for Miss Selina, she always gave
a grunt when letters came from the
Misses Knightley, and when Josephine
threw out hints that wshe would like
them to receive some substantial yet
graceful recognition of their goodness
to her, Miss Belina curtly replied that
she had no doubt they bad paid them-
selves in one way and another.

And this was the fulfillment of the
dream for which Josephine had often
torned away from tho sweet realities of
her old life at the Corner Honse !

There was nothing shameful in it; on
the contrary, it had credit and honor,
for the poor girl saw from 2 newspaper
and certificate how high her father
stood in the estimate of his brethren.
And she would inherit a considerable
fortane, too. Bhe was assured of that.
Yet Josephine's head was sick and her
whole heart was faint.

The crisis came one day, when, rising
from a dutifal but nauseating endeavor
to mount a specitaen for her father, she
fancied she heard a familiar voice in
the hall.

What conld have brought Philip Har-
vey bere, and what sort of reception
would he get from Aunt Selina?
Hastening from the studyshe met that
Iady returning from the front door with
a satisfled smile on her lips.

‘““Who has bean here?’ asked the
niece, with a sinking heart,

ing to see " returned Aunt Selina,
“A Mr. y. We don’t want any of
that sort here. Those fellows who live
by their wits are always very sharp after
fortunes.”

low dismal hall reel round her, until it
seemed as if the frayed brown oilcloth
rose up and smoteher on the face—and
she had fainted !

- . L - -
It was summer once more, and the

found retirement, about » hundred miles

old green garden of the Corner House

‘‘Bome youug whipper-snapper want- | enjoying

men ready to volunteer, for a man who

| cuta a key log is looked upon by the

‘““And so you're Salina,” eried a thin, | rest of the loggers jast as a soldier is |

ihy his regiment when he has done any

| act of bravery.
The man I saw cut away a log which

was a quiet young fellow, some twenty
| years of age.  Ho stripped everything
{save his drawers; s strong rope was
placed nnder his arms, and a gang of
smart young fellows held the end. The
man shook hands with his comrades and
jnietly walked out on the logs, ax in
{hand. I do not know how the loggy-
? road one feit, but I shall never forget
| my feelings. The man was quietly walk
ing to what very likely might be his
| death. At any moment the jam might
| break of its own accord; and also if he
cut the key log, unless he instantly got
ont of the way, he would be crashed
by the falling timber.

There was a dead silence while the
keen ax was dropped with force and
skill on the pine log. Now the notch
was near half through the log, cne or
two more blows, and a crack was heard,
The men got in all the slack of the
rope that held the axman; one more
blow and there was a crash like thun-
der, and down came the wall to all ap-
pearances on  he axman

Like many others [ rushed to help
hanlaway the poor fellow, but to my

groat joy [ saw him safe on the bank,
| cortainly sadly braised and bleeding
fr'a sundry wonnds, but safe.— Ficld,

The Tramp’s Reward,

A Western newspaper draws on its
imagination for the following story :

An ingenious tramp, thinking to
wring tears and money assistance from
the stoniest hearts with a new science,
gave it an experimental trial in the
North End. He has decided not to
patent the invention. He told a North
End lady of his unfortunate condition,
and asked if he might eat some of the
grass in the yard. The lady, not less
smused than surprised, said :

“ Certainly.”

He went out, and getting down on all
fours commenoced on the grass after the
neglected and never popular fashion of
Nebuchadnezzar, and apparently uot
the diet any more than that
sncient sinner of olden time. Presently
the tramp's anxions eye oaught sight of
the servant girl beckoning to him from
the back yard. He thought a rich re-
ward for his humility was in store, sad

As her aunt spoke Josephine folt the | instantly

responded.
** Did you motion to me ?"
“ “"
“What did you want? He now
wore & look of most hopefal expect.

-:’iol-aph&ohdy-l"m

acy of woman is the compressing of their
chests by the nse o corsets,
not necessary to a good figure; what
artist would choose a corseted female
for a model ?

They are not necessary

for support. Indeed, they are destruct. |
There, there, don't | brought down the whole jam of 10gs | jve of those very means upon which a

[romuu should depend to uphold her

body. The female form is provided
| with muscles cxactly simiar to those
‘ol the male, but in the former those
muscles are not developed, they are
weakened, compressed, until in a
woman forty years of age, who has al-
WAYS worn enrse's,
have entirely disappeared, and the
woman is absolately oblige 1 to depend
upon the artificial means %o support her
body. This practice also interferes
with digestion, and with the operation
of the lungs.”

Mrs. Livermore also discountenanced
the support of clothing upon the hips,
and the use of small peg-heeled shoes.
The latter occasion permanent injary to
the muscles and incurable lameness in
MADY cages.

Fashion Notes.

Worth uses jet profusely.

Batin straws are popular,

Tournures are very large.

Cloth jackets are severely plain.

Roses border evening dress skirts.

Some of the new mantles have pan-
iers.

Polka-knotted handkerchiefs are again
carried.

Lace is worn with everything and on
everything.

White camels’ hair is much worn for
tes gowns,

Historical and pictaresque costumes
grow in favor.

Brocaded China crape appears among
late novelties.

Some of the new ulsters show box-
plaits in the back.

Hip draperies and tunios are much
tucked and gauged.
Ostrich feathers droop over the front
edge of large straw hats,
Soldier-blue is the pupular shade for
oloth jackets and suits,
Patent leather low shoes will be worn
in the summer by ladies,
Worth uses striped and changeable
silks in his richest dresses,
White flannel dresses will be popalar
in the country with young ladies.

want to. The grass is taller thaye.”

i

They are |

the waist muscles |

Mr. Sarah Fifield, who died recently
at Deer Isle, Va, at the age of ninety-
| eight, had been a strictly pious womsn
for eighty-three years, and of descend—
ants had 252,

The united ages of a family of New-
burg, consisting of eleven brothers and
sisters, is 700 years, an average of nearly
seventy years. Their father lived 100
Years.

With good physical health and all his
mental faculties unimpaired, Andrew
Bisconnior still liveg at 108 in the city
of Byracuse, N. Y. He is now cattiog
weeth and recovering his sight.

The father of Robert A. Wright, of
| Santa Rosa county, Floride, is 116

years of age, more or less, and he has
three sons filty-two years old. Healthy
| triplets, that is to say, were vouchsafed
| to him in his sixty-fourth year.
“ Fun’ With a Mule,

| A little Southern boy, when asked if
| bis father had a good mule, mournfully

replied: **One end of him is good.”
| Personal attempts to play with the heels
of a mule are generally failures. A
correspondent of the Chicago Times,
writing from Fort Buford, gives an ex-
ample of that kind of an experiment :
| A gallant captain of the Fifth In-
| fantry, on a notable occasion, attempted
to coercs a mule which had backed up
agninst his teot on a wild and stormy
night to secure some slight protection
from the whirling blasts. The mule
was an old offender, and was continually
wandering about the camp after night.
Upon this occasion he backed up against
the tent, and the light inside permitted
an accurate view of the avimal as his
shadow fell on the canvas. The
was entertaining s party of friends, and
when he caught sight of the mule he

The aim had evidently been true, as
the shadow was seen to move on the
canvas, and then followed an awiul




