The End.
The rich man at morning looked over his lands,
All bright in the gold of their harvest pride:
He counted the plonty that came to his hands,
But he saw not the angel who stood at his
side!
For doath waits not, though riches increaso:
And the sordid may trust in treasures that
censo,
But their boast must end in mourning.

Quoth he, “The woalth of my fair fields toem-
ing,
I will hoard, and eat while the years roll on:
And I'll build broader barns"—but
broke his dreaming,
And his flush’d check with terror turned
haggard and wan.
For death waits not, though riches increase,

a  voico

Atd the hope that flatters a miser's peace
1s the hope that ends in mourning.

That night, still and cold, in the silence dim
Of his stately chamber the rich man lay;
And his barns, and his harvests, what are they

to him?
And whose was his wealth when his soul
flod away?
For death waits not, though riches increase,
Nor the gold of the miser can buy him release,
When the day of his doom comes in mourning.
Brown.

— Theron

The Belle of the Bakery.

It was not one of your common baker-

108,

It was a very genteel bakery, in

deed, with a solid plate-glass windo
and “Parties and Weddings Suppli

gilded in sprawling letters across the |
front. The floor of
marble, and the were frescoed |
with peacock feathers and half-open
fans.

was xhvwln.-rul |

walls

And Mrs. Biggs knew nothing |

at all about “the business,” but came
in and out of a private door, and Miss
Edelgitha, her daughter, was taking
lessons on the pia and in arrasene

work, and read D'Israel

As for Mr. Biggs himself, he wasin
visible half the day in the subterranean
, whenee he would occasionally
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So Mary, in

with the mist of

till 1 \
her eyelids, went d nto the w
rooms, to help her uncle
She was a brisk, eflicient girl, w

had what Uncle Biggs called “a I

business head.” She was a good a

countant, and kept ti | below
stairs; and once in awh she amused
herself with making up a pile of dain
ty, snow-white meringues, «r a batch

of dongl
store d
sure, among the busy

she sighed at times when

old-fashioned the

to be

wnuts, for
It was lonely down there,

workmen, and
heard
her Cousin Edelgitha practicing the

she

scales.

“It is very ungrateful of me,” she
said to herself. “I ought to be glad
and thankful to help good Uncle

Biggs.” |

And it never occurred either to Mary
or her uncle that if she hadn’t been so
very much prettier than Edelgitha she
never would have been banished tothe
basement of the bakery.

“Edelgitha must marry rich,” said
Mrs. Biggs.

“We have prepared her
to adorn any station; and Mr. Lilburne,
certuinly was very attentive when he |
met her at the private view of the pic-
ture gallery. 1 really think likes
Edelgitha”

he

| they was only lard and molasse

| son in Mr.

“He's a queer old fish!"” sald the ba-
ker, meditatively.

“But he's rich,” said Mrs. Biggs.

“Well, then, let's ask him to supper,
and leave him and Edelgitha alone to-
gether Mr.
Biggs.

“Biggs, don't be a goose!”
lady, irritably. *“You
of Your
~-no, nor you won't never have.’

afterward ¥ suggested
“That is, if she likes him.”
the
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haven't a
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flour-barrels |

| ery

So Mr. Biggs retired, and gave his |

whole attention to the checking off of
a load of St
being delivered at the alley-door,

Louis flour, which wuas

Mary Biggs had come up the
her uncle's
messages to the stylish young woman

into
store to whisper one of
behind the counter,

when a

girl hurried in and emptied about a

servant-

peck of little, flat, brown cakes on the
glass top of the show-case,

“Mr. Lilburne's compliments, miss,"”
said she; “and they're trash!”
“What!" said the shopwoman,
“Mr

and
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Lilburne's compliments;

they're trash!™ re peated the maid,
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d the ki
bake, of Saturday mornings,

tusted he

want nd his mother

threw on

Well,”
tossing her head,

remarked the

don’t

siit the gentleman,

possible to suit him, Th

sl
‘He's been sick, you k vid th
it,  apologet And
tting better, and h
l ' 1
v he t ght
W e to te t \ it e
G ‘ Tust |
een i My 1
Vs M
" ot
' ( T \(
Oh, I H
¢ ]
v () 1 I
t \
‘
1
. '
I
\ (
'l '
‘oor Mr. | I rry
I'he ¥y
w ( ght
\ ) ' 4
1 N
' W t \
I ! 1 tair
' t b M i
t \ )
a of Wt
( P, r \ } \1r
lour What 1 i
\s | K J A ’
f 1 f ' s
) ir@e |t I r
wnd must ! Hled r
* . . * * .
Mr. Leonidas Lilt t ['4
easily t} } 1 | it
. > the g it t
} 14 t I K
it t mar 1
\fts in ha el
\ wrding e, 1 I tol
' | & ks {
I am fort t
I was thinking
wh there
e!" said Mrs
ginger-snaps.”
burns Fling
w! G em t
it an) of
are quite dif-

coaxed “made

by a young woman from the country,
as works in Mr, Biggs' bakery And
I was to ask, would yon be so very
good as only to taste ‘em ?”

“Oh, yes, I'll taste them!” said Mr,

Lilburne, “It's no tron
ble to
people!

And Mrs, Pugsley,

apprehensive air, put

sarcastically
poison myself, just to oblige
entering with an
the plate of
round, golden eakelets on the table,

“I really think, sir,” said she, “if you
would only taste them

“Hum! ha!"
“These are quite
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different
These are the kind my old mother used
to turn They're
they're food for the gods!
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“Order & carriage!” sald Mr. Lilburne
“and bring me my sable-trimmed |
overcoat at once! I'll go and see that |
young woman. [ don't
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believe there |
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another American
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person on
continent that
like these, now that my poor old moth-
er is buried!”

Mary Biggs came, laughing, up from
the subterranean deeps of Biggs' bak- l
“Oh, yes, Mr. Lilburne,"” said she, “I
made the snaps! Don’t you remember

me ~Edelgitha's cousin #”
“But  what down

here?" demanded Mr. Lilburne, in some
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Samuel Clarke was an i
worker.  His edition of “Cwsar’'s Com

his seventeen

ser

mons, his

mentaries,"

twelve books of the lliad, e, prove
the fact,
Otway performed  an  immense

amount of literary labor before he had
attained his thirty-fourth year,

Doctor Lardner was a voluminous

writer. His “Credibility of the (;u.!;v"l
Iist " ulone comprised fifteen vol
umes !

William Cobbett wrote more than |

one hundred volumes,
Thomas Miller anthor of “Fair Rosa-

mond,” “Lady Jane Grey,’ wrote

one hundred volumes in twenty years,

Hook thirty- |
eight books in sixteen years, and as he
was during that time editor of a paper,
and contributor to the magazines, he |
may well have been considered a great

ete,,

Theodore produced

worker.,
Jacob Abbott, author of the *Rollo |

Books” wrote more than one hundred |

volumes for his juvenile series,
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Killed by a Grizzly.

William Farley, who has just arrived
from the Medicine Bow country, says
a Denver paper, tells the story of a
thrilling bear hunt in which two old
lost their lives. Farley
and two companions, James Wilson

frontiersmen

and Jake Schultz, were on a prospect
Little TPass
into the Medicine
the North Platte south of
Mountain.

ing trip on the Creel

which

debonches
Bow fork of

Elk One night about thres

capers. If a warrior throws out a |
| defiance to his enemy, it i done in a
dance, in which he brandishes his
spear and  kris, pr n ¢

Japanese Dancing.
No nation ever carried a love of
dancing to such an extent as the Java-

nese,

There I8 scarcely an occasion,
whether serious or comie, in which |
they do not cut the most extraordinary |

If a

phatic challenge. !
same country runs a muck, ten to one |

native

weeks ago a grizzly was seen near the | but he braves death in a dane ing
tent, and Farley and Schultz went to | posture, When they swear eternal
take a shot. The two men had not | hatred of their enemies or fidelity to
gone more than half a dozen yards | their friends, the solemnfty i3 accom-
from the tent when Farley broke the | panied by a dance, in which a great
limb off a fallen tree in stepping over | deal of vivacity is displayed All
it, and the loud report startled the | orders executed in the presence of a
bear. | nese monarch, on pub casion
The grizzly fell back on his hind accompanied by a dance When a
puarters, uttered a furious growl, and | message is to he conveyed to the r l |
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Knowing Dog. the United State
Everybody in Medway, Ky, know vember 10, 1620, the
ld “Ned,” the children’s dog He | Jand at Prir .
formerly belonged to the late Mrs day the Pilg
Margaret Buford, but as there were no which was the forerunn
children at her house he came to town ' gitution. On Frid
and took up his abode at Mr. N. 8. | 1620, the Pilgrims ls
Roger's He goes to school with the rock On Friday. Feh, 2
hildren every morning and remains | jngton was born. On Fr lay, June
there all day. When they go out to | 16, 1775, Bunker Hill was scized and
play he goes, too, and is quite expert | fortified. On Friday, October 8, 1777
at catching a ball; indeed, in a game, | gocurred the surrender at Sar oga.
he takes the place of a child. When | o Friday, September 22, 1780, Ar-
the bell rings he is the first to run into | nold's treason was discovered. On

the school-house, and when the classes
are called to takes his
place in line at the foot. After the
child next above him has recited, he
answers the next question by an intel-
bow of the head
Should a question be missed by the
child at the foot of the class and pass
ed to the next by the teacher, “Ned"”
will answer it in his peculiar way.
Spelling seems to be his favorite branch
of study, his answers in that being ex-

mlingli quick and vigorous, .\l-‘
though he turns the children down,
after his fashion, he never goes above
them. He will fight for any of the
pupils, as well as teacheer, and could
not be induced to stay where there |
are no children. y

up recite he

19, 1781, Cornwallis

Friday, October
surrendered at Yorktown, and the war
for independence ended in complete
victory. Other events might be named.
In the war with Mexico the battle of
Palo Alto began on Friday. The
northwestern  boundary  question,
which threatened war with England,
was settled on Friday of the same

| date,
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Recent investigations into the den-
sity of population in Paris, as publist.
ed in the Globe of that city, develops
the fact that there are 68,126 houses
with a population of 2,269,000 inhabit-
ants, giving an average of 33 persons

| to each house.
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stout man of dignified presence. He
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Id walk solemnly in

and wou sudd
any knot of

ple he might happen to

or bar,

enly
before four peo-

When

him,
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they turned their eves upon as

v would do, he proceeded,
his
The result of this was the

they natur
ith

with great gravity, to unbutton
waisteoat
lisclosure of an enormous beard some
two feet in length, the lower part of
which was kept inside the waistcoat
when not required for professional
purposes. He would then, after re-
ceiving any comments with perfect
silence, button up his waisteoat, angd
hold out his hat. His whole demes
seemed to say, “This truly

beard speaks for itself; mo

mine can add to its beanty,

haven't sense enough to appre

and to drop a copper in the o

hat, words would be wasted on you

[ London Globe.




