S

PARSONS,

HENRY A.

Advocafe,

Jr., 'Editor and. Publisher.

NIL DESPERANDUM.

VOI. 1V,

RIDGWAY, ELK

COUNTY, l’i., THURSDAY, MARCH 19,

Two Dollars per Annum.

1874.

NO. 3.

The Path,

Dackwards I look along my path,
A pleasant path by lawn sand lea,
The thrash and linnet ¢ing no more,
No longer hums the summer Loo,
" Ao flowers are fled ¢ thie leaves are dead
Oy ehiruls 81l tree,

Forward 1 look along the path
Thiat I, alns ! have still to trend,
A dreary waste, vagne shapes of pain,
Are there, that il my #onl with droad.
Dottor thin trnoe thiat woinl #Apace,
e with the dead.
Upwards 1 look beyond tha way
That 1. forlorn, have still to go
The cool dews Fall from golden sturs
That glide where tempests nover blow,
Nor somnds of slgns ascond the alijes
Nor tear-drops flow,

ISAAC PENRITI'S THANKSGIVING.

The clock had just siruck three, Tt
was no trifle of bronze or ormoln ; nei-
ther was it one of those qnaint old sen-
tinels of dark wood aud tarnished gild-
ing that yon sometimes enconnter on
auliqae stairways, keeping ghostly
gnavd over the tread of generation nfter
generntion, It was a trim, compnot
littte elock, hanging where its dial, like
an eye, seemed to look thromgh the
fonr deep-set windows of the cireular
gtone room and wateh the tides as they
swing hack and forth, murmuring dis-
content n”}' aronind the solid mMasonry
that npheld the lighthonse, A strange

place, ndreary, desolate place, it reemed |

prison-like in its isolation and terrific
in its frowning strength. Yet even
thero the grace of woman's presence
cast its visible sign and token, Upon
the pine table a vase of Iate antumnal
flowors glowed in velvety carmine and
eold, and o round bLat aecorated with
the courlet wing of a tropieal bird lay
beside if.

Liey Panrith was looking from one |

of the windows—a slender, protty girl,

with tonches of fint erim=on on either |

cheek, and violet gray eves, where the
deep lights seemed toswim, Her blnck
stilt dress was vory simple ; Imt there
wins o flntter of vivid searlet ribbon at
her throat, and a bunch of coral-red
berries in her shining brown braids,
bearing silent witness to the }Yl':ﬂliru
love of the picturesque tunt exists in
overy womau's heart.

“f don't think the sea is very rough,
fulthor,”

Teane Penrith de liln"l’ult-l_\' folded his

newspaper inside ont, and commeneed
on n-new colnmn, He was a Jurd-
{featvred, rugged olid man, with iron-
reny ho'r, and a brow where the

wiinkles stoad ont ke knotted eowd,
Iim 'y stole across the stone floor and
ik her dimpled free hetwen the printed
prage il her father's spectaeles,
S Naw, father, yon will

ners Oh, father, I never ean spend
Thonkegiving evening in this dismal
plaee, and I promised them at the furm
! -
LHNIRE

“ Iash promises are hetter broken
than kept,™ sententiousiy answered old
lwll ||‘_

“Put it was not a rash promise, fa-
ther, All the young people nre fo be
there, and Philip Marbin—"

Hhe hl--!-'\!'l‘ ahruptly, checked by
the dark frown from that corrngnted her
fatlier's hrow,

“Plalip Martin! T tell you, Lucy,
' henr no more idle nonesense about
that boy. Tt was Phillip Martin whose
futher tried to be keeper of the light-
honse iu my atepd—n ]u'n'[‘ blnck-heart-
ed man—and the boy is a branch off the
old tree, 111 go bail, And—"

int Liney was erying, with her hend |

on her father's shonlder. Isanc's heart
relented within him.

“I'm a cross old bear, I know,” he
made haste to ntter, fand T ought to
be o little keerful what Isay. Don't
ory, little one, there ! I'll row ye crose
if

row  meo |

n heavy projecting rock by means of a
loop of Lieavy rope.

“T'll go,” he said, briefly, adding
within himself, ** and if Philip Martin’s
there, 'l bring her back with me nguin,
I doa't like his father's son,"

The old brown honse stood a little
way back on the beach, with a smooth
streteli of siivery sand in front, and a
elnster of black green cedars in the rear,
tossing their plumy hands about in the
blustering salt-soented gale, and a
group of mevry-makers, young and aold,
in their Thanksgiving abiliments, were
on the poreh awaiting the arrival of the
new comers,

' Ohy Luey, we thonght you never
were coming I said a bright-eyed little
damsel, whose hair was blowing about
her face like a mist of rippled gold ;
“what made you so late. And Phil
Martin—""

Lmey's appealing, frightened glanoce
stopped the halfonttered sentence short:
but }smw Penrith had caught its mean-
ing,

“Lney,” he said, drawing bis dangh-
ter aside as the group hurried merrily
into the honse onee more, whers a fire
of drift wood blazed redly in the huge
old-fashioned fireplace, and the “old
[ people,” in caps and brass-buttoned
| snits, were purring around the genial
glow—* Lney, ia there anything be-
tween you and—and Dorr Martin's
son 2"

She colored and turned her
away, while the tears sprang to
eyes,

faoce

“T1 will have no more
Has he asked yon to

ing lLer arm ;
half eonfidence,
| be his wife 27
| “Yes, father.,”

“And you—what answer did you
make 2"

“Father,"” simply answered Luey,
with her violet eyes raised to his, ]

| love Irim,"”

“Child,” answered Isanc Penrith,
| *“eouquer this idle folly as best youn
may. I never will give my danghter to
| Phalip Muartin! So now you know
{my will and determination in
| mutter,”

He turned abrnptly away, releasing
Loy to ~the demnnds of Lalf o dozen
l_nl- :--liJJL’ |15!‘ll-\‘-'il‘r-l {fir]*, ‘\-Ili]l‘ he
himself briefly deelined the kindly
honors of hospitality that beset him on

L every side,

I must

be goin' back, friends"" Le

said; *"Twasn't fairly right to come {

over, It Luey was s0 set on't, dind 1
mnstn't no more time, By the
looks o' the elonds we'll have s stormy
wight, anid the Lond help them that are
ot to sea along this eruel shore 1"

Auil g0 lio 1id the revelers a * Goaod-
night, and loaked bis last ot the raddy
glow of the drift-wood fire, and Lucy's
sweet fuee, flushed by its rndiance—or
something else—as she stood adjnsting
a lale rose in Barbara Cliffe’s gold- |
misted hoir,

I walk down to the shore with |
ye, neighbor Penrith,” said old Truman |
Clifts, pulling on his dreaduanght coat.
“ Bomehow, I've been a sailor so long
[ con’t bepr to keep indoor when the
wind is blowin® up like it does now."

The late antumoal sunset wus frin-
ging the overhanging clonds with a sul-
len tire—sneh five s buens itself out in
stormy reflections, leaving a track like
bloody footsteps neross the tides—the

lose

| winds were monning sullenly along the

barren shore, and the distant thunder
of the ground swell sounded like the
bass chords of Nature's organ,

“You're right, Isaae," suid Truman
Cliffe, *“It's goin’ to be an awful
night !  There's mischiel in them
clouds, and il ever there was murder in |
the sound of the breakers, it's there to-
night, Why, what's the matter "'

For Tsane Penrith had uttered a ery
that made the old sailor's blood grow
chill in his veins,

“The hoat!

yo say so; tain't near dark yet, and | hout has gone!”
it is rather hurd on a young gal like |

It was true ; the loop had somehow

you to live in this stone dungeon year | hecome loosed, and the little hark was

in and year ont. I wish I hado't told |

rocking somewhere on the waves, be-

Sam he could have the day to Limself. | yond sight or sound.

But never mind; T'll be back long be-
fore lightin' time,”

. ehower,

“Ch father Tam so glad!
want to go,"”

She tripped baclkkward and forward,
ndinsting the ronnd hat with the searlet |

I do so

wing, folding the brown shawl, and re- |

arranging the coral berries in her hair,
while old Issaes, with his fur cu]lii on,
and his bhands in his econt pockets,
watched ler with a proud, amused
sense of propristarship,

“She's more like one o' them foreign
birds with plumage like fire, and little,
glanein’ ways, than she is like a human
critter,” thonght the light-house
keeper,

“T know I am goin’ clean agin all
riles and regalations, leavin’ the place |
alone; but "twon't be but for a few min-
utes, and I don't like to disappoint the |
gal, lier heart's so kinder sot on't ! I've
got fo be father and mother both to the
ghild—and she's n good gal and a pretty |
one, too, if she doss happen to be
Isaae's Penrith's darter,”

ST carry the flowers over, father,”
said Lney, removing them from the!
vage, und wrappiog a bit of paper round
the damp stems,  “Thereis not much
loft in the farm-lionse garden, and
they'll help to make the 'l'huul:h'giviug |
table gay, Now, father, I'm ready !"

Anid #s Tanae Penrith pulled the shell.
like little boat out to sea, with the long, |
steady, vigorous strokes that betokened
Lis daily Lhabitution to life on the deep,
he fell into o musing remembrance of
the far away Thanksgivings of his youth,
with their rains of red and golden
leaves, and the odor of sweet fern in the
pastures, and fthe old red farmhounse |
anmong the bleak New England hills |
And unconscionsly the rour of the

green translueent tides beeame the wall
of wind in upland forests, and Lucy's !
blooming face opposite him seemed her |
mother's smiling out from the mists of |
yeurs. |

Nor was the salt Clrog on old Tsaac's
cheek the spray from his steadily dip-
ping oar.

Lucy Penrith sprang lightly to her
feet, as the keel of the boat grated |
softly on the smooth shining sand of
the beach,

“You will walk up to the house with
me, father, See how high the sun is !"
lsnne stopped and secured his boat to

! N | anick as possible, !
Lney brightened up like a rose after | Jown, but 1 ean reach the light-house

“Truman, [ must have your boat ns
yon
The sun is nearly

yet before lighting time!"

He spoke in o husky voice, while the
beating of his heart scemed like the |
strokes of a maflled drnm,

Truman Cliffe turned a white, dis- |
mayed face towards his old companion,

“Onr boat is down to Kilcoran, with
Jared and his girls; they won't be back
until to-morrow mornin’!”

There was an instant’s silence, and
then Isane epoke, still in the same |
hearse, nunatural voice,

*Ig there no other boat that I could |
get?.'

“There's Hugh Donnelly's down to |
the Point 5 drut that's twoumiles off 1"

“T1'il go for it,”

Truman stopped him, as he was turn-
ing blindly toward the shore, |

* No, Isane, your lnme and stiff, and |
I am a good walker, Keep your |
strength for the hard rowin' you'll have |
to do, and I'll be back as quick as mortal
man can go and come, Sit down on the
rock, old friend, and rest—yon're
trembling like o leaf.”

Ispac Penrith obeyed, mechanieally,
and dropping his head upon his hands
he sat motionless, while the bloody
track upou the waves grew purple and
mare indistinet, and the far-off thunder
of the ground swell seemed to utter |
wennees in his ear,

Two miles away ! and the brief twi.
light was alrdady setting in! How
slowly Trumau Oliffe plodded along ;
and yet those idiots on the shore had |
always oalled Lim a swift walker., He
would go himself and he started up
only to sink back again wesk and help-
less,

** I have no strength left,” hethouglt,
“1 must wait., I muost wait for that |
sunil to creep elong the sands, They
wera right ; it will be a fearful night at
sea | And there is no light in tlm’iight-
house to wnrn homeward-bound ships
off the reef "

As he closed his oyes he counld al-
most see the stately ships drifting upon
their death, and going to pieces along
the snnken rocks, while their croew were
looking ont in vain for the red signal
star of davnger! He conld hear the
ereak and groan of shivering timbers—
the crash of mast and yard-arm—the
shriek of humun creatures | He shud-
dered convulsively,

her '

"¢ Tell me,” he nrged, sternly grasp- |

the |

Morciful Father, the

“And I shall be a murderer! O,
God ! why did I desert my post ?"”

And in this moment of agony and re-
pentance, Dorr Martin's mocking face
rose up before him, full of evil exulta-
tion,

“ He always said T could not be trust-
od, and he was right.”

Daorr Martin's triumph wne the bit-
terest drop in the bitter eup that Tsnae
Penrith drained to the dregs that
stormy night |

“The snn has set—the honr of grace
has passed,” he mnttered to himself.
“ T will not live to have widows nsking
me where are the hnsbands who perish-
od on those reefs —T will not look little
children in their faces and hear them
whisper that I murdeved their father !
~I will not see Dorr Martin trinmph in
my ruin | No ; better 2 quict grave at
the hottom of the sen, than a life of re-
morse and dishonor | My little Luey
had better monrn me dead than live
to blnsh for me! Good-bye, my fair-
hnired darling ! 1 thall never see your
bonny free more 1™

How the wind blew Lis gray, uncov-
eved hiair abont, ns, murmnring o faint
half-forgotten prayer, he erept down to
the heach, going to seek his death
where the ernel, white fringed waves
writhed along the shore, An instent
he paused, to look a Jast adien to the
world, the sky, the far-spreading shore,
when all of n sudden n wild shriek
| broke from his parched lips.

For, like a red star, traling  its
glory along the tumultnons sen, the
light of the light-honse streamed npon
his vision! The danger signal—the
steady finger of the fire held up to bid
a hundred erafts *‘ howare " —the bea-

con for which many an anxions helms- |
man was gazing ont info the night | He |

was not drenming, his senses were not
benumbed, vet the light was all in g
blaze in its hage erystal lantern, and
he was guiltless of the weight of erime
and misery that had so nearly weighed
him down,

When Truman Cliffe rowed up to the
shore an hour afterward, he found Isaae
Penrith kueeling on the wet #and, with
forehead against the chill white roelk.

“*Well, 1 say for't " ejuenlated Tru-
man,
house and back, ’eanse yon huin't got
wings, and none but a Lird could ba'
done it !  Who lighted up ™

“I don't know, (iive me the onrs,
quick, Cliffe."

Trumnn started, but made room for
the keeper, and gave up the oars. Not

| word was exchinged between them,

15 Tsane rowed with giant strokes, and

{ the little boat daneed over the troubled
| billows swift and light asa floating leaf,

Nearer and nenrver glowed the gigantic

| star, cleser nnd closer its glory scemed

to shine, nntil at length 1sane Penrith
sprang npon the gtone ledge, and rush-
cd two steps ata fime ap the Arst stair-
wav, and into the lontern-room.

“Philip Martin 1"

“Mr.fPenrith 1"

* You—you lighted the signal 2"

“Idid. 1 eame over to bring Lucy
to shore, and found the light-lionse
empty. Of course T coneluded some-
thing was wrong, so T went onduaty my-
sell until I should heae from you."

Isase Penrith wrung the young man's
hand.

* Philip—if—if there had Dbeen no
light on the reefs all this night your
father woull have heen keeper to-mor-
row, and I shounld have been a ruined
man "

The deep color rose into Philip Maor-
tin's cheek,

11 I had been n villain, My, Penrith,
I shiould not be Philip Martin !

“God bless yon, Philip ; God bless
you!" murmured the old man, *I
shall never forget this kindly office you
have done me !”

“ But Luney 2"

“Tmey is over at Chife's,
bont Philip, and go joiu her,
is below, And Philip—"

Sy Y

Tell her—well, tell her what yon
like I"" The old man smiled faintly as he
suw the warm flush deepen on Martin's
bronzed check, acd the next moment
he was alone,

Philip knew that the coveted prize
was lis at lnst, and the little boat flew
back over the waves almost like an
enchnuted bark,

Take the
Truman

And throughout all the length and |

breath of the rejoicing nation that night,
there wis no Thanksgiving half so fer-

vent as that breathed in the light-house |
when the signal star threw its fiery |
lines far ont to sca, and the fog and |

mist brooded like a phantom over the
face of the great deep,

The Fish.

The fish of the United States are un-
sarpassed in flavor in the world.
Bportsmen who, with rod and line,
have whipped European waters, say
there is nothing like them there from
the Norway fords to the Guadalguiver,
Africa and Asin are both poor in this
respect, Even in Ohina,where fish isan
abundant artiele of food, and is found
in great variety, the flesh is coarse,
The salmon of the Seotch lochs afford
the nearest approach to the cucenlence
und tender delicacy of our mountain
trout and the Haky tenderness of our
salmon tront. Then there are the
white fish, the bass, the shad, and an
innnmerable multitude of others, We
Lave but one rival, and that a prolifie
but small one. It is the French sar-
dine when fresh. This delicious fish,
ina few years, will cease its rivalry,
however, il reports are true from the
coast of France, At present the sar-
dine flsheries employ tweuty thonsand
men, women, and children on land to
prepare the fish for market, Fach year
shows an advange in the price and a
diminution in the ecateh, any in no great
time overfishing will have produced its
usunal consequence—a failure of the

A WoxperrFun Axman.—A Western
papeér publishes the following notes:—
“Lost or strude from the seriber a
shepe all over white—one leg was black
and half his body—all persons shal
recieve five dollars to bring him, He
was & she gote,”

According to an Ohio mathematician
one man dies from the use of aleohol

“You bain't been to the light-,

Hypatia,

{  Ome of the purest eslebrities of the
famons school of Alexandrin, in which
city she was born nbout the year 870 of
the Obristinn era, was Hypatia, the
danghter of Theon, the celebrated
mathematician. She was tanght geome-
try and astronomy by her father.
Meeting the famons philosophers of the
day, and attending their schools, she
aequired the fundamental principles of
other sciences, After n journey to
Athens, then the brillinnt centra of
Greeinn civilization, whither she went
to increase her knowledge, ehe returned
to Alexandrin so learned that the pro-
fessors of the schools and the mayor of
the eity called her to oceupy the pro-
fessorship of philosophy, made illus-
trions by eelebrated men, and recently
held by Plotinus. To her beanty,

purity, and enchanting eloqnence she |

[added, a profonnd Eknowledge of
philogophy nnd the sciences. She mar-
ried Tsidorns, the philosopher, and was

[on intimate terme of friendship with
Licemus, the Bisliop of Cyrene, and

[ Oreites, the Governor of Alexandria,
who, nlthongh Christians, had a just

| esteem and  admiratien for the fair

phagan,
of his friendship for Hypatiaa strag-
gle ensued between Oreites and Cyril-

Ing, the Patriarch of Alexandria. A

school-teacher named Hyerax, who was
also a personal enemy of Hypatia, hav-

ing been killed, one PPeto, n reader in

It is snpposed that on account |

|

[the Chureh of Alexandria, spread the |

report that Hyeriax had lost Lis life at
the instigation of Oreites and Hypatin.
Plaging himself st the head of a mob,
he surronoded Hypatia's honse, deag-
ged her to the church ealled Cosaree,
and there murdered ber without pity,
This odions murder, disgracefnl to the
Chureh of Alexandris and Csrillus, was
committed during Lent, in the yenr
415, A. D., during the reign of Theodo-
sins the yonnger. The fuet that her

the complicity of the Patriareh,
Hypatia left a large number of works,
which were burned during the great

The Way of the World.

There was onee a pleasant village in
a thrifty New England State—there are
seores of such to-day. Thoe boys at-
tended distriet school, helped on the
farm, in the store, and up at the mill ;
the girls went to school too, when their
mothers eonld spare them, rode down
hill on the boys' sleds in winter, helped
with the housework in summer, and
frolicked, boys and girls together, at
apple-bees, corn-huskings, quilting-
parties, and pienies all the year round.

By nnd by two of the boys, Hhe son
of a fnrmer and the son of 4 minister,
went to the city, They were tired of
conntry life, aud determined to see the
world, They were good, smart boys,
and everybody prophesied well for
them. 'They woulldl take honest coun-
try blood into the great city, the world
wonld hear of them, and their native
village be prond of them.

And so ot first it seemed. The boys
were received with favor, obtained the
confidence of their employers, and rose
rapidly until they were placed in posi-
tious of honor and trast., This good
news traveled back of course to the lit-
tle New England village, and bocame
the never-ending subject of conversa-
tisn, The boys wera the heroes and
exemplars of the moderd spirit of en-
terprise and progress: and while the

fanatical partizan of the Patriareh, a | girls who were left behind fretted at

the necessity which ehained them to
their homes, numbers of the boys were
goanded by tanots at their want of
“smurtness " to try their own lnck, and
were lost in the great maelstrom,

But our two young adventurers con-

| tinted to jnstify the good opinion of

l

their townsfolk., Their fame spread,
wealth came to them, substantial evi-
dences of which were seen in sundry
additions to the farm-honse, in a new
four-wheeled vehiele for Sunday ehureh-
going, in divers silk dresses of quiet
style but rich material, city-made bon-
nets, and such o fitting ont as the par-

murderers were not punished points to [ Sonage had not seen in all the days of

its existence,
When the boys, now men, returned
after 0 long absence for a brief visik

fire which destroyed the library of | they were received with due honors. A

Alexandrin, Among these was n trea-

tise on Astronomy, n commentary on | 5Pee

e 1ig was hield in the mecting-housa,

wes were made, everybody shook

Diophantug, and an essay on the conieal | hunds, the eld people eried, the yonng

divisions of Appolonius,

A Rtemarkable Speech,

The following extract from a specech

| made in the House of Lords hy Lowd

Cuesterfield, about the year1749, is very

| appropriste to the eirenmstances of the
present day:

* Lxury, my lord, is to be taxed, hul
vieo prohibited, let the difienlty in the
law b whaet it will, Wonld yon lay o
tax upon o breach of the Ten Com-
mandments? ot such o fax be
wicked and secandalons? Would it not
immply nn indnlgence to all those who
conld pay the tax? Vice, my lords, is
not properly to be taxed, but sup-
]ﬂ'i-:-'w-r!: and I:mwy taxes nre sometimes
the only means by which thet suppres-
sion can be obtained. Lnxury, or that
which is only pernicious by its excess,
muay very properly be taxed that snel
excess, thongh not striet |}' |llrIn“‘ftt|,
may bo wade more difficult, Bnt
nse of those things which are simply
hurtful in their own nature and in every
degreep is to be prolibited, None, my
lords, ever heard in auy nation, of a tax
npon theft or adultery, becanse a tax
implieg o license granted for the nse of
that which is taxed, to all who are wil-
ling to pay for it. Drunkenness, my
loxds, is nniversally, sud in all cirenm-
stanees, an evil, and therefora oughtnot
to be tuxed, but puunished. So little,
my lords, am I affected with the merit

1 of that wonderinl skill whieh distillers

are said to have attained, that itis, m
my opinion, no fuculty of great use to
mankind to prepare palutable poison;
| nor shall T econtribute my interest for
the reprieve of & murderer becpnse he
has, by long practice, obtained great
dexterity in his trade,  If their liquors
|are eo delicions that the people are
tempted to their own destrnction, let
us, at least, my lords, secure them from
their fatal dranght, by bursting the
viuls that contain them. Laet ns erush
at onces thess artists in human slangh-
ter, who have reconeiled their eountry-
men to sickness and ruin, and spread
| over the pitfulls of debanchery such a
| bait o5 cannot be resisted.”

Regular Eating.

Half the girls in the laud become
dyspeptie before they are ont of their
teens, in consequence of being abont
| the hLionse and nibbling at everything

they lay their eyes on that is good to
eat ; whereas, were they to eat but
ttree times a day at regular times, and
not an atom beiween woals, they might
eujoy perfect health, To digest a full
meal and pass it ont of the stomach re-
quires not less time than five lours.

If a porson eats between menls, the
[ process of digestion of the food already

in the stomach is arrested, nntil the

last which was eaten is brought into
{ the eondition of the former meal ; just
| ns, if water is boiling and ico is put in,
the whole ceases to boil until the ice
has been melted and brought to the
boiling point, and then the whole boils
together, No wonder that dyspeptics
are eross and peevish! How can they
be otherwise, since a disordered
stomach is the souree of so many
pangs? Yet they deserve punishment
for neglecting to obey the }nws which
| Nature renders imperative if health is
to be preserved,

Ax Arrearn,—The following persus-
sive and enconraging note was attached
to a baby left on a doer-step in St,
Louis : '‘Sir: Please accept this orphan
ehild. If you should despise the gift,
give it to some one who wlh appreciate
it. ‘From the little acorn the mighly
oak towers above,” This waif may yet be
a Washington,” Now the gentleman
ond his wife thus appealed to already
had of their own eleven possible Wasli-
ingtons (or Martha  Washingtons)
and might have passed the little
stranger over to the police ; but they
didn't do it. They saw the arithmetieal
loveliness of the number 12, and kept
and comforted the small unit,

. The weight of & simpleton should be
in the neighborhood of two thousaud

every seven minutes,

pounds,

the |

women presented bouquets, and every-
thing went merry as a marriage-bell,
In faet marringe bells followed. The
son of the minister had wedded the
dinghter of a city millionaire, but the
farmer’s son returned to wed the only
danghter of the richiest man in his no-
tive town, This put the ¢limax to their
prosperity.  Boys were sent to them to
be tunght the art of success g money
rolled 1n npou them—they were now at
the head of great business louses of
theirown—orphans and widows begged
them to tuke their funds, invest and in-
erease them,

What is it that makes the apple rot
when it has veached perfection ? What
is it that puts a limit to prosperity and

saya to the waves of ambition thns fur |

slialt thon go and no further? What is
it in poor inman natare that thus pre-
pares its own downfall ?

One day a great bubble burst: one
diy o great wrong was deteeted, In the
riins of these events we find two smart
boys ; two rich, greedy, nusernpulous
men ; hundreds of rained families ;
thousands of miserable, wreeked men,
women aud children.  One finds a
refuge in a foreign land, the other in a
back street ; neither dare go home to
receive curses instead of blessings,

Sahara in the Past.
Dy, Zittel, the geologist who aeccom-

| panies the expedition of Rolfs in its

|

resenrches throngh the Sahara, in the
Intest of Lis letters on the charpetoris-
ties of that descrt, establishes, with
great clearnces, says the Pall Mall Ga-
wite, aund by more than one distinet
proof, the theory that it is the dried-up
basin of n former shallow sea, The fine
quartz eand, in particles never larger
than the head of o pin, which forms at
onee the muin feature and the dunger
of its surface, is not produced from any
formation in or near it, and must have
been earried to it by some foreign
ngencey,

The real surface of the desert is n
bare, dry, chalk plateau, at first exami-
untion resembling that of the Swabian
Alps, but in reality of a much more re-
cent origin. Above it rise lhere and
there the isolated !u-'.ﬂ;'i called by the
Arabs * witnesses,” The tops of these,
where several are visible, are invariably
in u plane, showing that they are the
iragments of an ancient surface, the in-
tervening spaces of whieh have been
washed away. If the question be asked
by what, there being no ground what-
ever for supposing torrents or glacial
action, the answer can only be by the
constunt beating on it of waves dissoly-
g the softer portious,

Lut a more lnteresting point to many
geologists will be Dr. Zittel's comments
on the splinters of flints which are pro-
dueed in great quantities round eertain
peaks by the eutting process of the al-
ternate slight dews and frosts which the
expedition has fouund to be common in
the winter nights In the Sahara. These
fragments lie around in profusion, and
tu n eareless observer might appear not
unlike some of the ruder flint chips of
the first part of the stone age. But Dr,
Zittel, who has made a study of the lat-
ter, took puins to examine some thou-
sauds of these natural echippings of
flint, and found but a single one which
an experienced eye conld take to re-
semble those which have attracted so
much notice in Europe, Henes he con-
cludes that the Sahara flints afford a
fresh and very strong indirect proof of
the production of the others by the
human ageney to which seience has al-
ready assigned them,

CoxsipeRaTioN,—A firm in Cleveland
0., whote store was recently deatmye(i
by fire, sent a check for one hundred
dollars to the police fund, and were
surprised to have it quickly returned,
with & note, in which the Secretary of
the Police Board said: * The Noard
considers the duties discharged by
the police foree at the time of the un-
fortunate conflugration, through which
your firm and others suffered so
greatly, were simply such as they are
paid for by the city at large, and it
deems it uujust to the private citizen
to take money from him by reason of
his misfortune,”

The Kurnel’s Room.

How Sguire Skaggs got Skinned by the
“ Pharoah Mon."

“Yon see,” said the Bqnire, pitching

his voice to an exegelionl altitude, “‘it
wuoz sorter this way, Last Cluseday
wuz a week ago, I sailed down from
Gwinnett to Atlanty with seven bags of
cotton. Arter I sold 'em, T kinder loaf-
ed roun’ lookin' at things in general,
an' feelin' ‘jest as happy ns you
rlenﬁo, when who should T run agin
mt Knrnel Blasengame., Me an’ the
Kurnel nsed to be boys togetier, an'
we wiz as thick ns five kitteus in a rvag
basket. We drunk outen the same
goad, an' we got the lint snatehed ont-
en us by the same bandy-legges schiool-
teacher. T wuz gitten as lonesome as a
rainserow, afore T etruek up with the
Kurnel, an’ I was glad to zee him-—
durned glad.  'We knoeked roun' town
right smartunlly, an’ the Knrnel inter-
juced me to n whole raft of fellers—
mighty nice boys they wuz, too. After
supper the Kurnel says :

*Skaggs,” says he, ‘lets go to my
room whar we kin talk over ole times
sortor comfortable an' undisturbed
lilee,”

“fGreonble,’ says I, an’ we walked n
squar or g0 an' tarned into o alley an'
walked up nnarrer par of stars, The
Kurnel gin a little rap at a green door,
an' a slick lookin' merlatter popped out
an' axed us in. He wuz the durnd-
ast perlitest nigger you ever seen.  He

cat with her tail afire.  The room wnz
ng fine as a fiddle an’ full of picturs an’
sofys, an’' the clicers wuz as soft as
am's wool, an’ I thonght to meself
that the Kornel was n Ingsuriant enss,
Thar wnz a lot of mighty nice fellers
seattered romn' a laflin' an’ n talkin®
quite soshabel like. Aperient, the
Kurnel wuzent much sot back, for he
sorter laffed to himsell an' then le
BUYA

* ‘Boys,’ snid he, ‘T hev fotehed up
n fren’, Jedge IHightower, this is
Syuire Skaggs of Gwinnett, Majer
Briggs, Sqnire Skaggs,' au’ so on all
voun’, Then the Kuarnel turns to me
lan' SAVE

“Recly, I wnzent expectin® com-
[ pany, Skaggs, but the members of the
{ Young Men's Christnn Sosushun make
| my room their headquurbers.'
I 1 ups an’ says 1 wuz mighty glad to
meet the boys, I used to be a Prema-
tiv" Bubtis myself afore I got to enssin’
the Yaukeex, an' I lhiev always had o
sorter  hankerin' wrter pions  folks,
They all laffed an' shuek han's over
agin, nn' we sof thar smokin® an’ ehaw-
in’ just a5 muchuel as yon plonse, I
disremember hiow it eome up, but pre-
sently Major Briggs gits np an' says :

seikurenel, whnt wbout that new parler
gime you got out the other day 9"

O, says the Karnel, lookin’
sorter sheepish, * that wuz a humbng.
I con't weke no head nor twil outen
ik

'l bet I Kin manage it savs
Judge Hightower, quite animnted like,

#40 show yon how, Jedge, with
| plensure,' says the Kurnel, an' then he
went to a table nulocked a box an”tuek

jest got up an’ spun aroun’ like a fom |

jout a deck of keerds an' g whole lot of |

little whatyoumayeallems, similurly to
horn buttons, some white an' some
l'l‘llvl‘

Squive Skaggs pansed and supplied
his tiveless jaws with & fresh quid of'
| tabieco,

It nin't no nse to tell yon any more,
When them fellers got done larnin’ me
that game I didn'c have money enough
to tuke me down stairs, I lay I looked
o leotle wild, for when the Jedge closed
the box he snd :

“We hevy had a plensant evenn'i,
Sguire.  You'll find the Kurnel waitin'
for you on the steps, an’ he'll give yon
yonr money hack,”

“ I aint never laid eyes on the Kur-
nel senece, an’ when I do thar's goin' to
| be & ease for the Kmrriner—yon mind
|my words, I seed Rofe Lester next
[day—yon know Rufe; he's in the
Legislatur now, but I used to give him
pop-corn when he wuzen't so high—I
secd Iufe an’ he sed T wus fuck 1 by
the Plineonh men, Tuek in ain’t no
unme for it,  Derned ef I didn't go to
the bottom an' git skinned alive,”—Sa-
vannah, (a.,) Nows,

The Evils of Using Tobacco,

The following artiele, taken from the
Country  Gentleman, thrillingly sets
forth the fearful results of unsing te-
|baceo: First experiment, a hog was
(shut up in a Light pen, and his only
{food was one-half pound of tobaceo a

(day, In one week he had lost four
pounds, Becond, a mule was placed in

| a stall without food. Two plugs of to-

baceo were placed before fwr twice a
day. BSlie grew gradually restive, On
the third day one plug was foreed down
her throat, when she tore the experis
menter's ear with her teeth, showing
the bad effect tobaceo has on oue's dis-
position, It was then found necessary
to tuzzle her so that she could not
[open her mouth, At the end of eight
|days sho died. Third, a dog was nailed
up in & tobaceo hogshend, At the end
lof four days he was tnlien ont mueh re-
duced. Fourth, another dog was in-
closed in a tobacco barrel and rolled
down n steep hill. Within two years
that dog went mad! Truly these are
Satan’s nets! T could cite plecty more
of such experiments. We all know
that a single drop of the oil of tobacco
olaced on the end of a dog's tail will
ill a# man ina minute, Of four men
lately killed on the Erie Railway three
wero smokers, and the father of the
other an inveterate chewer of tobacco.
On the bodies of the two men washed
ashore after the lute storm on Lake
Michigan, papers of tobacco were
found, In my own neighborhood, a
very distressing accident, by which a
mokt estimable lady, the wmother of
seven lovely children, broke her leg,
was ooccasioned by a pair of runawsy
horses running into s fence that sur-
rounded » field of tobaceo, Miss Chloe
Flatfoot recently died in the conuty ad-
joining mine at the age of 118 years,
She had both chewed and smoked over
100 years, and as she had no disease
till the time of her death, it is only fair
to suppose that it was tobaceo that
killed her. For so long a time was
Satan spreading his nets for her, But
why multiply examples ¢ You koow
bow it is yourself,

Itema of Interest,

Liot’s wife got into a pretty pickie,

Somé say that thoe northern pole is n
bear spot. =

The wicked drop orange peel for the
good to kick at,

Panie times even affect Lales of cot-
ton. They are frequently hard prossad.

A certain man hins o wateh whieh he
says has gained enongh to pay for itself
in six months |

The rector of Trinity parish says the
weallh of that corporation is greatly
over-pstimated, and the actual income
lnst year was only a halfl million.

An exchnnge asserta thut Vanderlilt
believes in plain talk, and when one of
hig clerks contended that ** Worcester”
was pronounced “Wooster,” Van. paid
liim ofl.

When they find a man in Washington
who hasn’t a plan of his own for the
solution ¢f the financial problem, they
drown him in the Potomae. No one hins
been drownoed there yet,

Nothing mean ahout them. The De-
troit Free Press tells ns that an Eactern
man was Iynched there the other day,
hut the lvynchers, finding that they had
made a mistake, sent the body home in
n very nice coflin.

Tllinois is having a hard time of it by
renson of wolves, Seven of the animals
were seen on one farm in Seott Connty
in one day: 150 sheep have been killad
by them in Ogle County; n railwny
train ran over and dnished one wolf ab
Jacksonville,

The quareel about the kind of re-
ligion that shail betanght to childrenin
reform schoolshnz extended to Minneso-
ta, and the Senate of that State hns
pugsed a Dill providing that minors
ghall be educated in the religions faith
of their parents,

J. A, Van Pelt, the reformed saluon
keeper, and comrade of Dio Lewis, iss
man of large frame, hiroad, square face,
and straggling black beard. He wears
o saok cont made of velvateen, Heisn
sttecess ot 0 frightful example, but n
dead failure as a speaker,

“T gee,” said a young lady, *that
some printers advertise blank dealara-
tions for sale; T wish T conld got one.'
“Why 2" asked the mother. *“Boeanse,
ma, Mr. G— is too modest to ask me to
marry him, and, perhaps, if I conld fill
n blank declaration he wonld sign it.”

The Missouri Stnte Grange is dis-
enssing the ntility of establishing ex-
chauge and disconnt banks to assist
furmers in holding their prodnets, as
well ns manufactories of agrienltural
implements, and depots amd  ware-
hounses where grain ean  be stored nuotil
the morket jnstifies a sale.

A good wife is like a snail. Why ?
Because she keeps in her own Louse,
A good wife is nof like a sunil. Why ?
Becanse she does not carry her all on
her back, A good wife i1 like o town

rlock. \\'ll.\‘ ? Deoause she h‘l.'t'[lﬁ ool
time, A good wife is nat like o town
clock, Why ? Beeansoe she does not

spenk 80 loud that all the town can hear
her,

The wveslry of a ehnrelh in Somer-
ville, Mass, , 1s used for a parish sehool,
.-\?‘.\'l'l\'lu_\'r;n‘ n]:l ;;i\‘] wWis n m'hni;:r"
and ga nnraly that sharp punishment
was inflicted.  While the building wus
deserted during the next recess, she
took a red-hot conl from {lie stove amld
dropped it into a waste-paper hashkot,
The church narrowly missed destrue-
tion,

Thackerny tells a story of o sbrect-
crossing sweeper, who, when lis day's
harvest of eoins were gathered, stepped
into his private eab sround the corner,
when his man in livery speedily drove
him to his lodgings in Belgvavia, where
he took off his eye-pateh, , und
wooldin leg, arrayed himselfl in evening
dress, and went and dined snmptoonsly
at his elub,

Tt is alarming to find that the ** good
Mrs. Brown,” whom Dickens sent to
everlasting fame in ** Dombey & Bon "
for her infamons treatment of ehildren,
has still her imitators in London teal
life, Forstripping little ehildren whom
she meets iu the streef, and turning
them adrift in the cold with searecly
any covering on their bodies, Mary
White, mlins Moyne, against whom
there hLind been previous convietions,
wis Wtely committed for trinl,

It has long been known that the
simplest method of sharpening a razor
is to put it for hall an honr in water
to which hag been added one-twenticth
of its weight of murintie or sulphurie
acid, then lightly wipe it off, and after
a few hours set 1t on n hone, The acid
here snpplies the place of a whetstone by
eorroding the whole surface uniformly,
so that pothing further than a smooth
polish is necessary. The process never
mjnres good blades, while badly-hand-
ened ones are frequently improved by
it, althongh the canso of this improyve-
ment remains unexplained,

Disappointed Lovers,

In New Huven two students ventured
to eall mpon two sisters with whom they
had o slight sequuintance, They were
invited to the sitting.-room, where a
beantiful domestis scene presented
itsell, The mother was reading alond
& useful historical work, and her two
dnnghters were industrionsly sewing
while listening. The youths were sent-
ed, whoen the reading began sgain, and
was continued without any signs of in-
terruption, In vain did the love-struck
students seek to cateh the eyes of their
adored; in vein were all theivr munifes-
tations of impatience, The monotouous
reading flowed on for two hours or
more, when the disappointed and dis-

usted visitors made a burst for the

0or,

Companarive Hesvra or Srares,—
A compurison of death rates i twelve
States shows that Indiana is the
healthiest, then Vermont, Ohio, Rhade
Island, Hlineis, New Hampshire, Vir-
ginia, Pennsylvania, New York, Cali-
fornia, Massachusetts, and Louisiana,
The death records are, however, no
eafe guides, In but few of the Btates
ure they kept with reﬁu]mty and pre-
cision, and it 18 possible that if regis-
tration were as correct in Indiana as in
New Yprkdltg:q two States might change

places iu the list,




