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FORESHADOWINGS,
When the fitlr mothier n?nur rane
Stoodl on I?n verge of Hddekel,
And plugked, with bent and thoghtfl fbe,
The §lx-rayed stare of !I.!]I]Itll‘l‘{.{

Bia any
Upon ¢

A Db,

Ensanguined nmurunlh‘ or seent
Of myrrh, or willows' shivering

With strange inoltement muy have
Her thought to some dir

!nruuninm Mney hiirm

e tnblet of her ears,

of dust-encireling urn,

VIth those twined und hollow spears?

IFlrmm,
et
1 sonse of doom.

Bhe henrd at times the turtle-dove

Monn from her height; the forest throng

Lay silent, while his hopeless love :
eanng, who i= the lord of song.

Ah, sorrow! loth to wait thine hour
Didet thou thit hn.l\p
Wy

¥ bower invade,
And through a sound, or ghinde, or flower,

Suggest the ruin thon hast made?

If &nd was Eve, in lightost tinco—
It drooping eypress hough and cone,
And boding yew, obsonred her face,
By shidows deeper than thelr own—

Perchanee, from mist of coming years,

LA voloe, not mine, bul sweeter far,

Glanced backwnrd to her strainoid ears,
And, soft as syYIVan murmurs are,

Breathed \rnr;'uu!yu‘c:-r her *wildersd thouglht;
A wandering wind, from distant seas,
Stirred her long tresses, ns she canght
A musie set to words like these:
“"Toke henrt, O thou divinely fair!
Death §8 the voot of 1fe; and we,
Through Ilnl_w from thee, ascend the stoir
Thit ellmbs to domes of victory,
" We, tao, look forth, and long to know
And win some glimmering slght of things,

That from’a higher fature throw
Their blont nnd faint foreshadowings,

“*Yet what we dimly see, we tench
But dimly. ‘Death’ and *eonquest’ seem
To thee the ldlest breath ol gpeech
That whispers through o morning dretm,

**And sinoe thy spirit has the gate
OF evory sense thrown back so wide,
That coming (118, importunate,
In shatow o'er the threshold glide,
Lot Nature still be Nature's key,
For her own puin supply hey balmes;
To buys look thou from Nineral tree,
And cateh the mormured Tungh of palms.
“"Turn from one sad nocturnal lay
To notes that take thelr choral bivth
When birds upapring to hail the day,
And gird with song the rolling earth.”’
— Oviriand Monthly for April

— - —
CATCHING A BUTTERFLY.

Karg, love, who do you think contemp-
lates a visit to us, next month 2

“OIf it please heaven, not your Aunt
Emily, with her five unruly chernbs!™
replicd my wife, upsetting her work-box
in her consternation.

“ No, my dear,” I replied, with an in-
ward shudder at the suggestion, “That at
least is spared us, T'his letter isfrom
Cousin John Durham.

“ What! our scientific
Harvey !

relative ! —0,

My dear, consider—we hawn't seen |

him for over tive years,”

s And consider, Harvey. how much |

more scientific and absent-minded he will

be than he was five years ago; he was |

dreadful enough then, Do you recollect
his wiping his mouth with Mre. Dean's
point-lace handkerchief, mistaking it for a
napkin ¥ Or, how he salted his coffee in-
stead of his egg, remurking aftorward,
with a surprised countenance, that the
coffee had a ‘*somewhat peculiar Havor’
that morning ¥**

w Eecentricitics of geniug my love, as
Mr. Pickwick says.”

s And O, his room ! pursued my wife,

unheeding the interruption, “think how |
here, |

it will look all the time he's
gwarming with snukes, and tomds, and
bugs with dreadful Latin names, spitted
on needles

“I'here, take breath a little, Kitty,
Why, [ thought you were really fond ef
John."

wAnd g0 [ am. He's adear old fol-
low after all.  But here’s the rub, Hur-
vey—Cousin Floy is coming at the same

time. Now, to bring a beautiful, fashion-
able young lady into collision with

such a queer gening as John Durham—
they'll certainly clash !
absurd with young girls i treats them as
if they were children, not worth his no-
tice.
thirty-cight himself."

“ Well, my love, I ean only advise you |

to get your rooms ready, and—trust to
Providence "'

Three weeks after arrived our charming
Cousin Floy. C
New York had left the roses still unfiaded
in her cheeks, and her eyes as brighta
blue as ever,
and piquancy about her savoring rather of
the woods and flelds than of crowded ball-
rooms and unhealthy hours. She laughed
merrily as Kate related her tribulations.

“ Why, Kate, I'm delighted—what a
queer geniug he must be. 1'm gulug to
try untFmake a conquest of him.”

* Kate shook her head, ]aughlnF. sy
wouldn't attempt 1it, Flof: ‘ou might as
well try to flirt with an elephant.”

s We ghull see, suld Floy.

Next day, about tea-tiime, John ap-

wared, A fine-looking, although not
ndsome fellow; massive, and broad-
shouldered, with a pair of very dark-gray
eyes looking out from black, overhanging
eyebrows ; black hair curling thickly over
1\{5 head, and a complexion deeply em-
browned by his long sojourn ina southern
land; rather careless in his dress, and
dreadfully absent In his manners—such
was John Durham, the hero of my story.

Floy, looking her sweetest, in white
and blue, her blonde ringlets Gilling over

her shoulders, awaited usin the drawing- |

roomni.

“ Our cousing Mr, Durham, Floy,” says
Kate., **John, this is o dear little cousin
of mine—Mizs Florence Bird,”

“ Good evening, sir,” saP‘s Floy, as she

Janced upward in timid admiration at

15 tall, broa:-shouldered genius,

* [Tow d've do, sissy,” suys John, shak-
ing her httle hand yery kindly, though
gearcely glancing at her as he does so,

Kate luughs—L langh—Fley, deepite her
vexation, luughs too. John stands grave
and puzzled, regarding us with wonder-
ing attention.

* My dear John,” says Kate, at length,
figwere you aware you were introduced to
a young lady? Miss Floy has been ‘out’
a whole winter,”

¢ 1 beg her pardon, most sincerely,” re- |
low, with u degree of | .,

plies John, bowinig
grave irony in his tone, for his second
glance has scarcely convineed him,

And so we all sit down—Floy pouting
a little, Kute rosy with the laughter she
tries \'ainl{; Lo suppress,

« Well, Cousin Jehn, we were all deep-
ly interested in your Yast article in the
Monthly,"” said I, after a pause.

“ Kxoept me, If i’ou please,” aaid Miss
Floy, pertly, * for I never took the slight-
est, Interest in flies, und grasshoppers, and
such disgusting ereatures,”

I looked at the little damsel in astonish-
ment ; she tossed up her hands disdainful-

ly; John eyed her as he woulda very |

saucy child,
s fHlave some bread®’ he asked, coolly.
¢ Thank you,' said Floy, ** perhaps you
will have the kindness to pass my third
cup of tea without drinking It, Mr. Dur-

ham ; you have disposed of two cups of | that butterfly.

tes that were on their way to me, already.’
Florence, despite her

not avoid a little hysteri

And John is 50 |

It's rioienlous, for he's scarcely |

One wirter of bellehood in |

There was arustic freshness |

bank. Shalll eall? N
enough to take eare of himself,
wouldn't thank me-—-0 "

spoke. John, really coloring, ed her
pardon, and passed her cup. 1en, by
way of concllintion, he addressed a few
words of conversation to her,

“What school are you attending at
present, miss—Mliss Flora ¢

'L have cotiipleted my education, slr,** |
in a frigidly dignifled tofie.

“ladjeed ! 1 wish I could say ne much, | disastrous.

herself, John, in the Imrr?'
ment of the chase, had aet hi

£ foot upon

an amnged smile he turns away from her | port.
to direct his eonversation to Kate and me.
When Johin chooses to talk, his converaa-
tion Is truly delightful—even Floy gits en- | Then she rushed forward,
tranced, listening to his animated deserip- | bank, and, kneelin
tions of the new and strange countries he | down, with an agﬁnﬁu
had geen. ' i

* Well, what do you think of your ‘con-
quest’ now ¥ whispered Kate, a little
maliciously, as, ten ended, we enter the
parlor together,

An appallin

sllence followed,
Floy stood one

i

ained the
on its edge, looked
ul ghrinking glance,
| There he lay, poor fellow ! quite pale and
still, hishead dangling back ward a little,
while over those sable locks a narrow,
crimson stream slowly wound its way,

such an old bear asks Floy, shortly.
But next morning, lo and hchnl{Y! np—!
enred Miss Floy, in her simplest dress,
wer pretty fair hair braided round her |
head, and an air of demure propriety | heart grew sick, Was he dead? How
diffuzad all over her little person,  She | st and still he lay! She burstinto loud
greeted John with dignitied humility. | eries of entreaty nnd self-reproach,
John, who had quite forgotten yesterday’s | * O, John—John ! are you dead? Look
little passage-of-arms, returned the greet- | up, for God's snke! 0, wicked girl that
ing kindly, but took elight notice of her | | wins, not to speak. Help—help!™ she
otherwise. She tried to talk profoundly shricked, wildly.
to him, #nd bored him terribly: and| Slowly the heavy eyes unclozed, With

clusters he had elutched in his fall,

Floy, frozen with horror, knelt silently
nmoment, gazing at the pale face and
rigid form beneath. Her head swam, her

bearing a ponderons geological work, one | ** Who's that®* he salid, faintly.
passage of which she innocently asked | “ O, thank God !V cried Floy, joyfully,
him to **explain,” John, I am =orry to | springing to her feet, ** Keep quite still,
say, lost patience, and * snubbed™ out lit- | und I will come down to you."
tle cousin shamefully. Johh muttered somet
“ My dear Miss Floy,” he said, very  understand. Going a little distance, she
blandly, * If I were not” afraid of offend- | began to deseend the steep path leading
ing a young lady who has ‘completed her down the bank. It was ticklish work,
eduecation,” [ wonld advige you not to at- even for our light-footed Floy, und, halfk
tempt at present a work of this profound | way down, she slipped, fell, and rolled
nature,  Kate has in her library o book  ignominionsly the rest of the way, John

both amusing and Instructive.” | erwise uninjured. Searcely pausing for
‘Thank you, sir,”” said Floy celoring breath, she bounded to John's side.
searlet, and making him a sweeping cour- “ 0, Mr, Durham, are you much hurt ¥’
tesy, ** I'm sorry I disturbed your sub-| she asked, in tremulous tones, as she
lime meditations, even for a moment.™ knelt beside him.  John opened his eyves
From that time, Floy, throwing aside ' again, and fixed them on ler with a be-
her lttle pedantic mask, resumed her | wildered stare, a moment. ‘Then, with
enrls, her petulance, her sarcastic on- | snother low groan, he tried to raise him-
slanghts, One day, she wrote a parody | zell. )
of his last article—very cleverly done it | Don't move—don't move?" entreated
was, too, with most laugh-provoking car-| Floy. 0, your poor head—how it
icaturez—and left it in plain sight on hiz | hleedz! There's a brook near by ; I'1l be
study-table, Her little sarcastic speeches | back in a moment.”
were a2 stinging ns the wasps'-nest she!  Taking up his cap, she bounded off in
hired our little Irish boy to deposit in hiz | the dircetion of the stream.  Dipping her
coat-pocket. The good professor, though | handkerchief in the water, and Ii}
usually indiffirent to her attacks, mani- | eap, she darted back to Jobn's side.
fosteil at times the frritation of a great “Now, let me sce this poor head,” she
dog when a fly tickles his nose too inces- | aaid 3 and, sitting down, she took it gently
cuntly : at which time Floy's exultation  on her knee. Poor child ! she was little
wis e xorssive, { used to wounds and bruises: the very
5 " . !sight of the lowing blood made her trem-
“ Now, John, I'll take no denial, you  hile from head to foot. Butshe controlled
st go to the plenie with us,” herself bravely. and, with what simple
*0, my dear Kate —." skill she possessed, bathed his head and
| You newdn’t talk Iif you don't want face, and bound up the former carefully
to: but go you must. 1t's very buld fer | with her two handkerchiefs, Then she
vou to cenflne yourself to the soclety of | paused a moment, looking down with
thies, and cockroaches, and such * pesky | womanly tenderness at the pale face on
varmint'—isn't it, Floy, darling—mustn’t | her knee. How helpless helay—the great,
he go ¥ strong fellow—aus helpless as alittle infant,
L wouldn't urge him,™ sald Floy, with | almost! She felt a great rush of pity and
a haughty shrug, * the flies, and cock- | tendernezs toward him,
roaches, and the other pretry little erea- | “Thank von," sald John, faintlv. The
tures, would shed more tears over lis ab- | fresh, cool water had somewhat revived
sence than we are likely to, I dare say.”’ him
John looked really hurt for a moment, (), don't thank me,” sald Floy, bur-
4= he glanced across the table at his sav- | riedly, “You are in dreadiul pain, aven’t
age lHitle opponent.  Kate gave hera cross | you ¥
look that appalled her somewhat. T BYes: it's my ankle," muttered John,
* Come, John, you'll go with us." “I'm alrpid it's bhroken,  Where are all
S Well, John assented at last, the rest, Miss Floy #*
with a sigh of resignation; butto Floy he “The dear knows ! suid Floy, clasping
addressed nither word nor look during | her little hands in distress. *Hurry, Kate
the remainder of the breakfast. —help, O Lelp 1™
Two honrs later we were on our way— “It's of no use,"”
:I\ merry party of thirty or forty at the g moment,
eust,
us to Sylvan Fualls, 1 place whose wild ' gnkle, Mr, Durham,"
and romantic® beauty rices before me “No—n0." sald Jobn, a little fretfully.
now, lke the memory of a delightful “What ean yor know about broken bones,
dream.  Plunging into the woods at | ehild!™ :
onee, we followed the narrow path that
led to the falls, the distant musle ot
which soon resonnded in ourears. Onwe | Sl you could slit the boot down from
serpmbled, often ** Indian file,” over the | the top,” sald Jolin, his brow contracted
| narrow un-hill and down-hill path that led | with agony. *“Here's my knife.”
| through the woods ; shonting and seream- Floy took the knife, and, following his
ing as we elambered over the huge rocks | i][rm;[%lm.ﬂ, ciarefully slit the boot from
| that often strove to arrest our way, The | the tep to the bLottom, on bLoth sides.
music of the fulls grew louder and louder, | Phen, with a hand still slightly tremu-

# =

sonit 17
L. 5

she said, after waiting
“I must go in search of them

or.

"
.

rently persisted Floy,

ling the |

nnnem.‘.:; he's blg
He

With a plercing shriek, Floy sprang
from the thicket where she hnd concealed
and excite- |

| a rolling stone. "The consequences were
Over the steep bunk he went,
Miss Floy,” is John's <ry rejoinder,as with | clutching vainly at the brambles for sup-

atant, white pnd al-
most stunned with the sudden shoek,

| His arms were thrown out, his hands stlll | fuls of g
“Who wants to make a conquest of | clenched convulgively over the bramble | trees,

doctor livez only & couple o' miles from
here.”

Floy groaned in spirit, but, resolving
to be patlent for John's sake, mildly en-
treated the farmer to seck out ** their
friends.”

“ Friends ?
examine this here leg.
nbove the ankle, marm,'’ ,

t Knew that before you told us,” snap-
ped Floy. ]

“ You seem kind o riled, marm. Yes,
as | was x?lyln‘. it'a hroken jisf above the
ankle—bad job, marm 1"

“ Well, I "must try and make him a lit-
tle more comfortable ; this hat stin ghines
right in his face,” said Floy, with & com-
| wissionate look at the poor tortured fel.

,nw. Pressing Farmer Stokes into the
serviee, ehe made him strip several arm-
reen branches from the ml_loln!nF
Sticking her parasol in the ground,
| she digposed the branches over and arouny
it, in such a manner that it formed a shady
bower above her patient’s head.

““Ah, how refreshing that is 1" gasped
poor John, “And now, do go under the
shade of the trees, Miss Floy : your poor
little face will be burned to a conl.”

“0, no 3 I have on my broad-brimmed
hat,” sald Floy. Seating herzelf near the
entrance of the green tent, she waved a
long bough to keep away the flies. John

l

Yes, marm 3 so goon as I
{t's broke Jist

when that evening she approached hiu, | infinite pain, John turned his head a little, | half-closed eyes, What n darling she was,

ﬁing ghe did not | to him, altogether."

entitled *Short Lessons in Natural His- | uttered a brief ejaculation, but Floy was | short and ineffectual attempt to find *their
tory for Youthful Beginners,” which if up in an instant, seratched and bruised. | friends,” again obtruded upon them his |
you really desire to learn, you will find  her white dress black with mud, but oth- |

A ride of several miles bronght | again. But first let me look at this poor | swered him,

“But I might make it feel a little easi- | don’t it"

|
|
|

aid at length # sudden turn in the path | jous from the operation, she gently re-|

brought them to eur view, Daewn whut | noved the remuins of the boot.

sremed & huge stalrway hewn in the solid * Al that is a rellef!” gaid poor John
rock, they plunged, bursting into a white | Grage :[rnps of ngon): wera standing on
fury of foam over the detached pieces of | 1y hrow, and Fioy softly wiped them
rock which here and there strove to inter- away. He looked 1 gratefully into her

cept their mad career. face, smiling for the first time. *“ Whata

lere we pauszed to rest, admire the|

displeasure, could | Now
mf giggle as she | G

seenery, and eat our luncheon, for whi
the most poetic mind was b{ this time
ravenously anxious. With two excep-
tions, we were all in the bext of spirits.
One of these was John, who, never much
at his ease in such a guthering, began to
feol excessively * bored,” and took the |
earliest ol.\parlmiily to slip off, unper-|
ceived, The other was Floy, who, for
| such a naturally bright little body, ap-
peared uncommonly  dully and after
awhile, she too slipped away, deserting
seversl youthful admir. rs, who had been
| trying to entertain her. The history of
her subsequent adventures I received
| from Kate,
| Floy, when she set out, had no inten-
tion of roaming to any distance: but, ab-
sorbed in her own rather sorrowful reflec-
tions, she wandered on insensibly. Poor
|little coguette! She now suspected, I
| think, that £he was becoming entangled
| in the net she had cast for another, and
wis by no means so insensible to John's
coolness as she would have had us imag- |
{ine. It was not till she had wandered
some distance that a feeling of loneliness
| oppressed her, and she turned to retrace
her steps, But that was no light mat-
ter; it was easy, very easy, to lose
one's gelf in these old woods. Amid
all the crooks, and turns, and de-|
vions pathways, the poor child soon
found herself bewildered, and began to
cry in sad earnest, Then she called for
help, but no voice answered her. Plung- |
| ing degperately at last into a path she had
& vague hope might lead her in the ri hl’,
direction, she followed it for some dis- |
tance, pausing, all at onee, with a violent |
start, as in a little thicket on the side of |
the hill she saw—John Durham !
Floy’s first feeling was one of intense |
lief; the next instant she shrank back
into the shelter of the trees, ** I'll follow
at a distance,” she muttered, * but not
let him see me for the world—the pomp-
ous ol prig 1"
_ Btill she eould not for the life of her
| help putting out her little head to see
what the pum*mus old prig " was doing.
With his hat lightly extended in his hand
|an expression of mingled rapture and
(anxicty on his face, he was stealing cau-
 tiously toward the edge of the bank.
‘l‘:tlhre eﬂd&ntjy. in the eenter of that
rose tapestry, swinging go
fully from tmemytree‘ hfid iemm
prize he was so anxious to secure. Floy
| watched him, a look of mingled amuse-
ment and contempt comically depleted on
her pretty face.
“There, now! one would think the
whole world depended on his catehing
hope you'll lose her,
Good !—she's fluttered off.
he follows her, all excitement.
ous! he's just on the edge of the

Mr. Pompous,

niee little nurse you are, Misz Floy !" he

d.

Floy rose, blushing a little, and folding
her soft white shawl into a sort of pillow
placed it under hizs head,  ** And now
will go for more eflcient help,* she sald;
turning away.

* But take that path on the opposite
side of the bank," said John, eager f L |
is safer.  And, O, Miss Floy, would you
first do me one more favor, please ¥°

¢ Certainly,"” sald Floy, returning.
# What i3 it?"
o Just see,” zaid John, with o faint

groan. “If that hmtvrll]\' is mnywhere
about, I'm sure I had my hands on it.
only hope it isn't erushed to ploess.™

“ The ruling passion !" muttered Floy, |

as she turned away, **Lying there halt
dead, with a broken unkfe. and he can
gtill think of that miserable inseet.”

“ Here he is,” she said aloud, coming
round to John's side, * Horrid little
thing !"" she could not help adding, with
& vindietive look at the innocant insect she
placed in John's open ﬁulm.

John gave her a slight surprised look,
but smiled with pleasure as he surveyed
the treasure in his hand, ** lvis very lit-
tle injured,” he exclaimed, in almost
¢hild-like delight, ** And go, after my
long search, 1 have obtained it at last,”

* And a broken ankle futo the bargain,”
thought Floy turning away, in mingled
vexation and amusement, ** Now I must

0.

B% Hilloa!"* cried a shrill volee above
them. Floy looked up, and saw a man
standing on the bank opposite the one
from which John had fallen. e was
evidently a farmer—a tall wiry-looking
specimen—dressed in coarse, blue clothes,
and an immense straw hat, ** What on
airth's the matter #' shouted he,

0, sir,” eried Floy, springing joyfully
forwnrd, ** do—do bring some help, and
tuke this gentleman away from here !

The light-blue eyes stared hlankly
down into the ravine a moment. ** How
in thunder did he get down thar®' was
his next question, in & tone of the utmost
astonishment.

“ He fell down, of course,” said Floy,

lmlgmueut}i;.
“ Lost the use of his eyesight, hain't
he?” responded the farmer.

“ No /" said Floy, grinding her little

teeth with rage and anxiety. * How
many more questions are you going te
ask, you inhuman man, before coning to
his assistance? 1 tell you, his leg's
broken."

“ Well, I swan!" sald the farmer, turn-
ing slowly away. *1'll be back in & mo-
ment."

# 1'ye sent little Dan,' sald he, return-
ing, “ to bring some help. He won't be
gone long; he's got the wagon, and the

watched her, a dresny tenderness in his

after all, with her round, child’s face, and
sweet, womanly ways !

“You are too Kind to the cross old bear,
Mizs Floy," he said, suddenly : *“too good

“0, don't speak o0, said Floy, color-
ing violently. *I wanted to ask your for-
giveness for all my impertinence the last
two weeks."

John's answer was prevented by the re-
turn of Farmer Stokes, who, after a ver

somewhat unwelcome presence,

“Can’t find ‘em, nowhar,” he sakl
“Keep that ankle well kivered up, miss;
and here's a drop o' somethin' ‘Il put a
leetle life into him, maybe,”

John drank from the farmer's flask, and

| There lives John Durham and his pretty

me as a sort of imposture, gittin' a lot
of fools to pay a bix sum for what they
know already., Why, Il bet I know
more about bugs 'n he does. Ef he'd
find out somethin® to "tarminate ‘e, now
—somethin' like, Lyon's powder for in-
stance—""

1’11 try to impress it upon his mind,
farmer," said I =olemnly.

“Do, sir—do,” replied the old man,
earnestly, It renllr' concerng me to see a
smart young man lke that throwin® away
all hi: chances of usefulness," .

- - - -

A Lost Art.

Anovr five years before the fall of
Parie and banizshment of Napoleon II1I.,
the Empress Eugenie discovered one day,
among & lot of old laces which had been
tranferred to her a8 souvenirs of the Em-
press Josephine, and which her daughter,
Queen Hortense, had religiously preserved
ns relios of her illustrions mother, about
a quoarter of a yard of lace flounce of a
mozt singular and beautiful mesh and pe-
culiar design., The ex-Empress is a diE:t.-
tante and connoissenr in luces ns well as
in many other fine arts. She raw af &
glanes that ghe possessed an art treagure,
the more valuable as it was yellow with
age, broken and mutilated, She sent at
once for M. De Lisle, the President of the
Compngnie des Indes, Inee manufacturers
of Parls, and spreading her treasure be-
fore hiz admiring eyes, eaid :

“ Monsienr, I wigh this lace reproduced,
mesh and design, in full lace dress for my-
self. Can vour lnce makers do it

Bowing low befo e the beantiful woman,
the manufactarer replied :

* Your Royul Highness gives me adiffi-
cult commission, one, I fear, impossible
to perform. Your remnant is real old
point de Venise, of which there are but
few zamples in existence, and the art of
making it is lost.

“ Can we nof revive it?" asked the Em-
wrese, ‘1 give you carfe blanehe in mak-
ng the experiment, and another ecarfe
blanehe for my dress when finished.”

** Madame, | will gee what can be done,
If possible it shall be accomplished," and
bowing again he retired from the royal
presence, taking with him the old piece of
point de Venise,

When an Empress commands every-
body hastens to obey., So the President
of the Compagnie dés Indes lost no time.
e first submitted the sample of Queen
Hortense's relic to his own adult experi-
enced lace makers. None knew the mesh.
fle placed it under powerful lenses—no
better success.  [ts intricacy baftled them
all. No instrument. however fine, nor
fingers the most skilled, under eyes the
most practiced, could tell how it could be
reproduced. Our manufacturer was per-

“
Our story grows too long, Three years
have passed since that eventful summer,
during which time great changes have
taken place. Near the dear old mangion
whigh Kate and I inhabit still, has rigen a
rustic cottage, overgrown with vines.

wife, who, with her little daughter, Flor-
ence, makes sunshine In his heart and
home. Youi see, dear reader, in spite of
Farmer Stokes' prediction, John Durham
did eneceed in eapturing our Floy, the
prettiest little butterfly that ever fluttered
across 4 mortal’s path.—Overland Monthly
far April,

Corraces by the sea are going up In all
the New England towns that pretend to
be summer resoris,

Turey have a girl at Searsport, Maine,

seemed somewhat revived by the draught.,
Floy resumed her ministrations, he
farmer, lying back upon the grass, watch-
ed them both wltl[t1 specuiative  eyes, |
“Darn it all,” he suddenly burst out,
“how did you git dogn here, mister? I'm |
hanged if [ ken make it out at all,"

“Well, if you musf know.” sald Floy,
petulantly, *“he was looking for somc-
thing.”

“Pocket-book, ch ¥

l"-\").l‘

“Gold-headed eane ¥

“No, no; a specimen,” gaid Floy, im-
witiently producing it. “*This gentleman
& a naturalist, and, in trying to secure
thig, he lest his footing and fuﬁ."

She held the “specimen’’ out on her lit-
tle, soft palm. The farmer surveyed it in
blank simazement,

“T%aif 2 he asked, incredulously, Floy
nadded, Mr. Stokes sat silent o moment, |
while a broad grin slowly overspread
his Jeathery countenance. ** A miller!™
he exclaimed, ot last, with a long, low
whigtle,

“it's a butterfly," said Floy, indig-
nantly,

“8o | perceive, marm," =aid the farmer.
“Wal, I swan !

After this brief ejaculation, he bent for-
waril, and, pnlnlu'i)z 0 JONny whves oy e
lids had u{:uin closed, he suid, In a low
whisper, “How long sence he lost the use
of his wits, marm ?"”’

“He hasn't lost them at a'l," sald Floy,
staring.  “You do usk me the quesrest
trestions,”

* Why, vou jist said he was a nat'ral,
didn't yon 2

“Noi [ =aid a naturalizt,” said Floy,
choking down a little laugh, as she an-

Wl n-:-:!'mmlvd the farmet, after a
;!um-t-. I don't ‘zactly tuke your meanin’,
Jut chasin® butterflies does seem rayther |
n loony scoppation for a man of his age,

“You don't understand,” said Floy,
indignantly, *“It's a very curious spec-
imep."”

*No, mizs, T don* understand,”” said the
farmer, *“It's a wery kenrlous business,
altogether.”

The dry tone in which he =aid this,
and the manner in which he eved them
both as he rose to his feet, nearly upset
Floy's gravity again, And, glancing at
Johin, she saw the corners of his pale
mouth twitching Bll!!iil.'ll'rll!i]}'. oo,

“Wal, I reckon I'll try and find your
friends agin.” Ilis tone sald plainly,
L | tl‘link you need friends to look after
you,'

* 0, there they are now!" cried Floy,
_crriuglny to her feet. ** Harvey—dear
I :ar\'uy—hrw glad [ am to see you!"
Her voice broke In sobs. She was fairly
overcome with her long excitement and
the sudden relief of my presence.

* w L 3 ® * *

“ Katy, dear, don't you think John snd
Floy are growing quite good friends,
now ¥

* Well, [ shouldn't wonder, love," sgid |
Kate, with a little peculiar smile, as, lean-
ing upon my shoulder, she surveyed the
pretty seene helow,

There, in our rustic arbor, sat John
Durham—a slight pallor and a cumbrous
cruten the only tokens of his late illness,
By his side sat our pretty Floy, examin-
ing with him the huge portfolio spreat
upon his knees, and ﬁ:[&uli]l with child-
like Interest to his entertaining deserip-
tions of the * specimens * he unfolded to
her view.

* A pretty fableax,”’ sail Kate; * but
there comes an inferruption, in the
ghape of Mr, Stokes, Come, Harvey; we'll
go down,”

* Good morning, Mr, Sto'ces,"” said 1,
meeting him at the entrance of the urbor;
* yom find our patient pretty well recov-
ered, sir,"

* 0, yes; I shall soon be in condition to
hunt the * pesky millers® agin,” John re-
plied, with a humorous glance at Farmer
Stokes,

“Humph!" said that worthy, con-
temptuously, it does seem & plity astrong,
able-bodied f'uung man like you ean’t find
# better business than that,’

“ That's a fuet, Farmer Stokes," said 1,
gravely,

* He won't git no sensible gal to tackle
herself to Asm, in a hourry—eh, Miss
Floy " the old man went on.

* I'm sure I don't know, &ir," said Floy,
assuming an alr of supreme indifference.

** Ef he ever axes you, Miss Floy, yon
bid him fust quit this varmint business
You can't make grasshoppers an’
serve for wittles, as they ul[(' in John B
tist's time,”

' A delicate way of putting the matter,

farmer,” sald I, a8 Floy, her cheeks like

bramble-roses, vanished with Kate ; ** but

I must inform you that this * varmint bu

giness,’ us you call it, is really quite &

Eromls'ghlu thing for our young friend
ere,

“ But does it really pay? asked the
farmer, staring, JohuI: );mlug wlt‘h
laughter, followed Floy into the house,
while I strove, by my explanations

h
ap-

to en-
lighten a little the farmer's bewlldered
mind. But I found it a difficult as well as

a thankless task.

** No—no, sir,” he Interrupted me, tes-
tily ;s **I don't see It at all. haf pardon,
if 'm imperlite, sir; but It strikes

1 i2 to own 1he finest library and have eggs

plexed, but not in despair. His next step
wis to ransack the whole empire for thed
oldest lace muakers living. bout forty
old women, sexagenarians and octogena-
rinns, ware taken to Paris. They were
provided with the best of glasses and most
powerful hand lenses. One after the other
examined the old flounce. Alas! not one
knew the mesh, M. De Licle was almost
dt_-.al[u‘rulu. He had tried adult ingenuity
and the experience of age, now he must
resort to youth., He selecled from his
voung girls twenty of the most intelligent
workers—those with the strongest eyes and
deftest fingers, To each he gave a seetion
of the old sample. He provided them
with lense¢s and every appliance for work.
In the mean time they were secluded gnd
ven every necessary comfort, so that
thelr eyes, their fingers, and their minds
might be in perfect working order. [Ile
watched the work from day to day and
week to week 3 still no progress scemed
to be made. At length fu! eft the honse
one evening almost  persunded to give up
the experiment. This was ubout one
year after the Im{mrmi order had been
given, The next day he was late in reach-

thirteen years old, who weighs 220 pounds,
and is growing nicely.

Larrre chony barrels, with gold hoops
and sliver hunting horns, are the latest in
chatelaine vinaigrettes,

Lacut brown is a very fashionable color
just now among the Parisian ladies,
especially for out-door costumes,

Ix Buffilo, New York, the :wwspnror
owners run to fust horses, and secing
which office can do the best job work.

“Orp Probabilities™ is a descendant of
# Connecticut family. Probably that's
what makes him 2o good on a guess.

A Bosroxrax asked a few friends around
to a4 strawberry supper the other night.
About twenty went, and there was one
strawberry.

A youna woman was recently taken
from Burnham, Maine, to the asylum at
Augusta, who was rendered insune from
impure vaccine mutter,

Bostox editors care very little for dress
and wear paper collars, but their ambition

“very morning for breakiast.

Ax aged couple in Delaware eelebrated
their diamond wedding, recently, receiv-
ing diamond Tennysonz, Longfellowsote.,
in token of their friends" kKin! remems-
brance.

A Marxg girl lost one of her var-rlnf.&
on the road In a reeent snow storm, and a
day or two after o nelghbor’s horse picked
it up, and it was found inusnow-ball
knocked from hizs hoof,

ﬁ‘up to
-known

Goop society seems to be wakin
a sense of its Jluties.  Two well
helles have recently been sent to Covent-
ry for bad behavior in the way of flirting
with other girls® intended.

Tug * Vanderbile University,’ accord-
ing to the Nashville Union,is to be the
name of the Methodist university soon to

—_—

some of our scientific readers may bein-
duced to pursue the investigationy the re-
sults of which L feel confldent, would be
interesting, not only to the readers of the
Soizntific Ameriean, but to the world et
Inrge.—Cor. Seientific American.

MG Mo 0
The Next Century.
Not that which Bualwer I.yténn de-
goribed with most sareastic faseination and
exqulsite irony. We are too busy to waste
hreath upon Impossible situations and
persons who are always coming but never
arrive. It is the American man and wo-
man of the next generation we are think-
ing of. Rev. Dr. Osgood, of this city, re-
cently gave a thoughtful and scholarl
lectire entitled **Guesses at the Twentist
Century.' It will be the blossom of which
this century is the bud, if not the bulb.
It will contain plenty of felicities and at-
tractions, without doubt. But what sort
of men and women will it have? Its
schools, art, literatura, music and =ocial
life may be grand ; but we are more con-
cerned in its persons than in its mechani-
cal products or artistic triumphs. The
question that coneernsg us most i not how
people will travel and what they will eat
und where they will live, but what kind
of men and women will eat the dinners
and wear the elothez and build the homes
of the continenr, and flll the century with
their aots and aspirations, their sorrows
and their songs,
The question is easier asked than an-

== — ==

swered, The progress of the race is no
longer a speculation.  Itis an unguestion-
able fact. But the

rmgrnss 15 not a stoady
ascent on straight lines, It is made in
spite of temporary r.lvl'_ure»-':aiuua and re-

ressions, It iz impossible to prediet that
the next plunge of the ship on the storm-
tossed sea will not be into a deep rrongh,
or across a current that shall sweep hLer
out of her course, It is the next genera-
tion we are concerned in, And the next
generation will be made by this. 1t is
making to-day. In the strects the schools,
the nurseries of to-dny, we see the mate-
rial out of which the men and women of
the future are being shaped. And, how-
ever excellent the material may be, it is
impozsible to conceal the fuct that much
of the shaping of it is faulty, i not bad.
There is little ground for the growls of
our British correspondent.  The world
wias not made for the exclusive use and
enjoyment of grown-up people.  Chil-
dren have rights, and are cntitlwl to con-
sideration. They may properly claim a
slace and play-room in a world they are
n from no fanlt of their own.  We have
no sympathy with these zeltizh, =enzitive,
fussy, fretty people, who are always scold-
ing at Young America because it is in
their way, and sometimes distutbs their
slumbers, and breaks their mearselisums,
and plants its heels upon their corns, snd
mikes their follies appear ridiculous by
carienture, But it i8 a serious question
whether the ph}'siu\l care, the intellectual
und moral training, the habits and aims
we are giving the youth of to-day, nre
caleulated to maka a generation of girong,
honorable and happy people. It is a seri-
ous question whether our forcing schools,
fust ways and unlimited indalgence are
calenlated to create a race we shall take
pride in or eare to have write our epitaphs,

be organized In Tennessee upon the fund
of §500,000 donated by Commodore Van-
derbilt,

Lite o Tliusy oy ey cditors lien in
hopes that lightning will strike the other
office, and thus give their own a it
U'lieir chief employment consists in rela-
ting confidentinlly hiow hard up * the oth-
er paper” is,

A remarxasry collection of china and
pottery, illustrating the history of the va-
rious kinds of work in ceramics carried on
in England with 8o much suecess more
than a hundred years ago has just been
s0ld in London.

Sixce the breaking of Foster's neck the
opponents of capital punishment have
come el masss to the front, showing up
dend Cresar’s wounds to excite the pity
and disgust of the populace for such bar-
burous cruclty.

IT was a Hartford swell who attempting
to cross the Connecticut river, recently,
broke through the ice, and when a rope
wis thtown to him, requested those who
were trying to sate his Jife to be careful
not to tear his cont.

Havs of “cerenl disposition,” made of
conrse straw and bedecked with ears of
wheat and other sgricultural emblems,
are already displayed by the wholesale
dealers, foreshadowing that rural sim-

licity is guing to be fashicmmble the com-

ng summer. .

A yvouxg womnn, while eating a stew,
in Middletown, Coun., the other evening,
complained that one of the oysters wug
full of bones, and careful, it not attractive,
examination showed that it contained for |
ty-five pearis, faryiog in size from a pea
t0 a pin's head,

A Westrienp (Mass.) whip maker’s wile
appeared in person at one of the shops, re-
cently, to explain his ahsence, saying:
o Jinn is not well ; you must excuse him ;
e and I bhad a Fmin difficulty at the
breakfust-table this morning, and he won’t
Lie able to work this week.

A xgw style of rouge has made its ap-
searance. 1t consists of a tablet of what
l()uks like green tinsel, which, when rub-
bed with & damp cloth gives a red pig-
ment, which seems very natural when
trunsferred to the cheek of metropolitan
beauty. It is a Chinese Invention.

Tae title of the new hair-dressing 15
horrible in its assoclations, A la gull-
lotine,” it is called, becanse the halr of
the female vietims of the French revolu-
tlon was arranged on the very top of the
head, 8s imitated in the present fashion,
in order that it might be ant of the way
of the knife of the guillotine.

Mg, WaHIFPLE says women, to the end
of time, will never be tired of gazing on
those insipidly handsome faces, and those
perfectly Bul. mpossibly fitting gurments,
which gladden their cyes when l.lu:?' look
at plates of the fashions. Mr. Whipple
stands & good show of being snatched
bald-headed by utiering such sentiments
a5 these.

Ixdrean of regarding the letter of the
law they ste going to make the law re-

rd s letter—or rather two letters—in

altimore, In that eity there is & man by
the name of Green indicted for umbn-zzliu{_r.
but upon this little error he is likely to
sget off.” The Indictment should charge

ing hiz office, but as soon as he arrived
the superintendent of the lace workers
met him with the long wished for, wel-
eome, but_almost ineredible intelligence
that one of the young girls had discover-
¢ the old point de Venige mesh, "The
President hurried to the room where the
stiecessful voung worker was bending
over her liee eushi n,  He selzed a lens,
examined the work in her hands, com-
pared it with the original, and a quict
=mile stole over his features,

Y ER bien!”' he excluimed softly, *
est acheve ™

Turning to the snceeseful discoverer he
rewsrded her with the place of teacher to
the others and « enersl superintendent of
the work, und communieated with the
Empress, who among all her engage-
ments had kept diligent wateh of the pro-
greas of affiirs,

Now the work was beguun in earnest,
It was fuur years before it approsched
completion, but from time to time the
Empress visited the manufactory, show-
ing the greatest joy and pride that a lost
art had been restored by the luce weavers
of Franee in her reign. Before the dress
was finished Paris was in ashes and Eu-
genie an exlle. But the luee weavers es-
caped the general destruction and Euge-
nie’s dress was spared. The generous
and noble woman did not forget M. De
Ligle nor her order, She wrote to him
from England saying that * though no
longer un Empress nor enjoying the in-
come of royalty she would take the dress
when finished if he should be a loser by
keeping it.”

The manufacturer, not to be outdone in
nobility or generosity, laid the case as
stated In the Empress' letter before the
directors of the company. They were
touched with the misfortunes of the beau-
tiful womsn, and unanimously decided o
release her from her engagement. This
now historie dress iz to De exhibited at
the Vienna Exposition as the first speci-
men of point de Venizse manufactured in
more than & hundred yeaps.—N. Y. Sun.

Il
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A Test for Phrenology.

SCIENTIFIC tests are now all the rage,
and are applied to a locomotive boiler as
well ag to a plowman’s prayer; I there-
fore venturs to lay before you a test of
phrenology, which 1 believe to be both
novel and sclentific,  Its infallibility rest
on the fact that the brain of man, as well
13 his body gives off more heat when in a
state of activity than when in a state of
rest ; and that this surplus heat can, and
has been, measured In both instances by
menns of the thermo-electric multiplier,
The miodus operandi isas follows : you get
a subject, or a patient, or what is better a

rson who iz willing to be both, and set

im to read a novel, orto do some light
work, such as shelling peas, eto., which
requires no thought or exercise of brain
power. You then upIJl a dellcate ther-
mo-electric plle (which is connected with
! mu]ti’pllur‘ to one or more of his bumps
(having previously geen that there is no
local inflammstion of the parts). You
then carefully note the degree of heat
shown on the multiplier in each Instance
(say of the bumln of imitation and con-
structiveness), 1his belng done, you set
the subject to copy a drawing or some

him with having * frandolently embez-
zled,” but because the two letters *“ul”
were omit'ed, and the word left to read
sfraudently,” the indictment has been
quashed beécause there is no such word in
the English language, and Mr, Green
profits by the mistake,

sSome time ago a New Hampshire farm-
or discovered a large toad near his bee-
hive, uctively at work eatching and de-
vouring bees, With that wonderful for-
bearance and kindness of heart character-

writing, and again ‘apply the electric pile
to the bump of imitation. Now If the in-
strument shows an excess of heat abave
that noticed in the first instance, or even
if it shows any excess of heat, In the par-
tieular spot known as the bump of imita-
tion, Above that of the surroundin
bumps; 1 think, sir, that we may conclu
that phrenology is not altogether a farce,
and that the bump in rtuea on is the seat
of the greatest ac vlrﬁ n the brain during
the action of imitation. We can

tic of New Hampshire farmers, he the bumpa of constructiveness and am-
-1::‘11::?])' icked up thI::t l’ro§ and earried | ativeness by setting the subject to write
him & half mile away from the hiye. The |a love letter or the bumps of veneration

and caloulation by settin
prayers and add up a row of figures,
on think there is any difficulty in
{he subject to be patient and trac
der the test, | advise that he be

ized before p
the experiment my

g him to say h}li
tting
table un-
mesmer-

next morning that identical frog was
baek agaip at the old stand, actively ab
work 88 before, He ugain took him up
carried him along mile awn*. and droppeci
him. But in twenty-four hours he was
back again, redusing the number of bees

also | one passes its

Our manufaeturérs stamp their nomes up-
on their wares 3 but we are not sure that
the parents who are petting and pamper-
ing all the vigor and virtue out of their
children to-day will care to have their
names inseribed upon their handiwork in
the men and women they are manufactur-
ing for the future. The character of the
coming race is not a question of mere idle
speculation, It is the mostintensely prae-
tieal question we shall have to dedl with.
And whether that race shall be o eurse or
blessing to jtzelf and the conntry depends
on what our people choose to make it.—
N, Y. Graphic.
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An Immense Newspaper,

Tue New York Heralil of April 6, ap-
peared in quintuple form, with twenty
puges and one hundred avd twenty col-
umns, a feat never paralleled in the histo-
ry of the dily press. The Herald cele-
brates this extraordinary event by a de-
seription which our readers will thank us
for reproducing :
*I'he Herald coantains to-day one hun-
dred and twenty columus of matter, of
which seventy-cight are occupled with
compaet, solid advertisements,  Thercare
in these one hundred and twenty columns
about one million ems, To stereotype to-
day’s edition one hundred aud forty-eight
plites are cast, each plate \.v(-hzhlnt_r thirty=-
eight pounds, thus making n total weight
of five thousand six hundred and twenty-
four pounds of metal used in stereotypin
thiz single edition. ‘I'he paper is printe
on five Hoe rotary eight and ten eylinder
presses and two Bullock perlecting
presses, being seven presses in all, which
ennbles us to issne the edition at the rate
of one thousand sheets per minute, taking
two hours and a half to issue one hundred
and fifty thousand papers. As this work
iz all done within the space of twenty-
four hours, the labor can readily be imag-
ined even by those not fumiline with the
business. Day and night the endless
round of work goes on. While men in
ordinary occupations rest and sleep, the
censeless task of journalism knows no in-
termission, Click, click, click go the
types into the sticks day and night, night
and day, until the one million ems have
been get up and the matter proved and
corrected, Day and night, night and day,
the telegraph is at work bringing us intel-
ligence from all quarters of the globe;
the corps of correspondents, reporters
and editors are bugy obtaining news, put-
ting It into shape or commenting upon
the eventz of the moment; the proof-
readers are at their post, pursuing their
onerous and weary task ; the stereotypers,
Inrt-samen and assistants are awaiting the
nstant when thelr services are to
hrought into requisition ; for there ean be
no delay, no pausg no rest, nntil the daily
paper 13 off the press and ready tb gointo
the hands of its readers. All this for cach
duy’s paper, and all to be done within the
space of twent -four hours! Day and
night, night and day, the press, the great
engine of elvilization, the educator of the
people, the bulwark of our free Institu-
tiong, labors and tolls for the people, and
the appearance of the Herald w—drg“is
sufficient proof that the people amnru te
thiuily

be

the work when itis well and
done, and are prepared to extend to ita
commensurate reward.”

Bostox papers say that the bauks of
that city have done a profitable business
during the past six months, and the high
price for money has enabled them to keep
up their rate of dividends, "T'hefiflty-one
banks in the city pay semi-annual divi-
dends in April aggregating $2,432,500,
Three pasy seven per ceat, ten six per
cent,, twelve five per cent,, two four and
& halt per cent., and fifteen four per cent.;

dividend.

TiMBER P d with any of the poi-
sonous mi —pmervlnﬁm utions needs
to be used with care. In building a bridge

on & Western railroad, of timber prepared
with a solution of corrosive sublimate and
arsenie, several of the men were taken
glek and some . The econtractor is
now sued by one of the workmen for $30,-
000 damages,

As & y 86 ever.




