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A Huondred Years Ago.

Where, whero aro all the birds thst sang
A hundred years ago ?
Thodowers that all in beauty sprang
A hondred years ago ?
The lips that smiled,
The eyos that wild
In Naslies shone
Boft eyes upon,
Where, O where are lips and eyes,
The maiden's smiles, the lover's sighs,
That lived so long ago ?

Who peopled all the eity streots
A linndred yoars ngo ¥
Who filled the chureh with faces meok
A handred years ago ?
The snsaring tala
OFf sistor frail ;
The plot that worked
A brother's hart ;
Where, O where are plots and sneers,
The poor man's hopes, the rich man's fears,
That lived so long ago ?

THE BEACON LIGHT,

Yes, I was to be married the eoming
full to ollin Weatherbee, heir of the
Weatherboe estute, How matters had
progressd so fur and T had been en-
fnged to Rollin T searealy knew, Did 1
love him I asked myself many times,
without being able to answer the query.
My mother hidl very gnictly and i her
determined way settled the whole affair,
and I supposed I had nothing to do but
quictly submit to the decree. I did not
dislilee Rollin, and indeed there was lit-
tle abont him to make one do anything
bt like Lkim, T kiew wy young female
friends envied me,

I wns paying my last maiden visit with
my mother, and the wedding day was
drawing near, At the seasiide where we
were T met Brooee Rogers, aml our ne-
quaintanee at onee ripened iuto friend-
ship, T had searcoly noted the growth
of thisintinmuey nutil one evening Breece
andd T wore taking onr accustomaed wall,
when he suddenly turned to me and
anid:

*Is this thing true your mother tells
met"”

SWhat thing 1 1 almost whispered

“Yon know!"™ he answered fiercely.
“Iu it trne that yon are to be the wife of
Rollin Weatharbge next October ¥ That
you are here o make your preparations?”

“Yes," The word eame hmost with
a gasp.  Heo took my hands iu his and

looked down NP i

“You sliall not—you shudl pot ! T lovo
you, you are mine, now and ferever,”

Before I conld speak or ery ont he hind
taken me in his arms, and wns raining
kisses upon my lips. I was young,
romantic and impulsive, This man had
aronsed o stange feoling in my broass,
that now, us 1 lny in his nrms, I believed
mnst be love, I eonld sce the reckless
heauty of his face as it hent above me,
and almost uneonscionsly I elasped my
arma about his neck, sobbing wildly,
and whispering: *Oh, if I had kuown
you gooner—if it were not too late,"

ST s not too lube,” e eriod, passion-
ntely, straining me to his heart. ** Yon
wre mine, now amd for all time. You
wgt be my wife!”

“Put T cannot,” T sobbed, I am
bonnd to mnother—the wedding duy
dinws near.”'

“I envo nothing for that,  You must
wed e, aud wo other, I caunot give
you up.”

His imperions manner, his impassion-
ed earnestiess, aroused my gil‘l““h nd-
miration.  He seemed like some knight
af olden romanes to me, besides whom
Rollin Weathorboe, with lis patrician
benuty, was completely  overshadowed,
For three wieks 1 met Bogers each day,
and listened to his words of passionate
devotion, At Inst came an afternoon late |
in September. 1 was to wmeet Drecee
that evening, and stood looking ont at
the gorgeous snuset, with a heart full
of eontending emotions, when mammna
came iuto the room.  ** Rose, ' she said,
“you remember Dresce Rogers who
came here g0 often some tige ago 7

Remember him! but I only said :
4 Yos, mother,” in a very low voiee.

“Welly, Harwood tells me a painfol
thing in connection with him. She says
her hushand tells her it is the neighbor-
hood talk now. It seems there is a very

had loved, and that one man was Rollin
Weathierbee, Dot my heart was filled
with regrots for mf pust folly, and fears
for what might follow. But two weeks
passed by and I heard no word and
saw nothing of DBreece Rogers nntil
thnt chill October night, when my story
opens,

I turned my face awny, lest the light
of those dark eyes should bring bock the
old delivinm. For at that one glanece 1
felt the blood leap through my veins,
and u strange glow shoot through my
heart. I thordughly despised this man,
yet he hnd a power over me still. A
woman who has ever been held in a
mon's arms, and felt his kisses upon hor
lips, can never so learn to despise or for-
get him that the sight of his face will
not sometimes move her. At length 1
arose and moved awny from the window.
A second later something struck the
glass with o sharp click.

“ What was that "' nsked mamma.

“The wind hurled something ngainst
the window pane,” I answered. A mo-
ment Iater and it was repeated.  ©Why,
it sounds like something thrown ngainst
the glass,” mamma said.  ** Tell Har-
wool to sea what it is, Rose,”

I got np and went out of the room. 1
knew it was nseless to resist Breece
Rogers' summons longer, 1 must go
nr l seo what he wanted., I threw a dark
clonk over my shoulders and went out.
e heard the door open, and glided into
the shadows again,

“What do yon want?”" I nsked, icily.
“Why are you here 7 I told you never
to approach me ngain.” i

“Yeg, but you were angry thon,  You
have had time to think more kindly of
me sinee, and 1 came to tell you that
Uorn is dead.  Bhe died last might, and
with her dying lips she forgave me what-
ever wrong I have done her.  Twas with
her and eanglit her last breath, 10 she
could forgive me, surely yon onght. 1
kuow I did her a great wrong, but I re-
pent of it, and she has forgiven me; will
not you do the same and come to me "

Ie took a step toward me, but I re-
treated. ** I have uothing to fergive,”
1 answered eoldly, ** If she whom yon
sp wronged bas forgiven yon, well nmd
good. I owe yon no ill-will, but I do
nut love or respect you now, and never
ean, '

U Rose!” Le eried, * yon are ernel !
Oh, come to me, and fly before it is too
late."’

“ Hush!" I said stornly. ' All that
wild folly iz past, and forever, I shall
be the wife of Rollin Weatherbes next
weoek at this time, and far from here,
The wife of the ouly man I ever loved,
That mad fancy I counceived for you
died as suddenly ns it sprang to life, and
can never live agnin,  Go away now and
leave me, Good-night and good-bye."

I sped back into the house, and locked
the door belind me, leaving him alone
in the darkness. I fonnd mamma lad
fallen to sleep in her chair by the
stove, and was relieved that I would
thus be spared answering any guestions.

The wind blew colder and harsher
aeross the moorlands, A dreary rain be-
gnu to full, and the night settled down,
desolute and lonely.  Merideth Honse
wus oppressively quiet, and my heart
wis fulll-nf sad forebodings.  What if
the dreadful autumnal storms should
comp on just after Rollin embarked for
Avondale | What if his ship went down
in the waters of the liake, and he never
cametome?  Would it not be n just
punishment for my wild folly?
not been untrue to him in thought, and
almost broken my vows, and fled with
another, and that other a basehearted,
unprineipled  villain § Ol! I was
ashamed—nashamed ; and T hid my faee
in my hands, praying to God to forgive
e, und send Rollin to me in safety.

T'he days that followed were diump and
chill, with mist and wet east winds, But
the dreaded storm did not eome on,
Each night I went to rest witha heart full
of anxious fear; each morning I arose,
thankful to find ouly wet winds and
somber skies.  Thursday morning came
gray, cold, chilly, like the ones that pre-
eeded it Thursday night the ship Cora
B:ll was expected, and by that ship
Rollin Weatherbee would come to me,

I was restless aud nneasy all the long
day. No glimmer of sunshine lighted
the dull, gray skics, A damp mist fell,
udd the eold east wind blew over the

lovely young girl,u gardener's danghter,
Cora Smith by name, whom Breece has
been very attantive to fig some months,
The girl's futher says she is Detrothed to
him. At all events, he Lins been a most
avdent lover, for a year or more, and
now, withomt a word, or any appuarent |
canse, he hns deserted her, !Lm not

been near bher for two mouths, aud the
girl is very ill—ealling for him constant-

ly, but he does not go near her, 1t is
thought she will die,  She is a poor,
frail, childish thing, and never knew

what it was to sullor before,
:"ﬂtL
be "

My Leart soemed to die within me, A
rish of emotion, shame, aoger, grief,
misplaced love and wounded pride
fonght together in my broast. Oh! how
menn the raan was whom 1 had placed
above Rollin Weatherbee in my heart's
alfection, How I despised him, for that
mowent, Then 1| began to think it
might not be so- thero might be some
mistake, 1 will goto him to-vight,”
I thonght, **and [ shall know."

I dicl go, when the shadows of the
gloaming settled down over the earth.
[ fonnd him waiting for me.  He held
onut his arms, bat I stoad aloof,

** Gio to Corn Smith,” I said, ** She
is ontitled to yonr carcsses—she wants
them—T do not.”

I needed no further proof of his guilt.
His fuce tnrmed crimson from brow to
chin, and then pale as death.

Wik do you know of her i hoeried,
B"‘“ﬁ‘f'!)" “ Who has been telling you
o8 {

N> one,” I answersd, * Your face
is a proof of the truth of all T have
heard, I will make vhis onr last meet
ing. My eyes are opened in time, thank
Guol. I dp not want to set them upou
you again, Do not try to see me, for it
will be uscless, I utlerly despise you,
Gio back to the only person who be-
lieves you worthy of love—who is dying
for you." .

I turned and sped back to the house,
aud for two weeks scarcaly stepped out-
sulo its walls, I waes ill in mind and
body. My unreasoning romantie folly,
that I had called love, died suddenly at
one blow, and I knew there was only one
man in the w..' ' that I loved, ox ever

1t is very
what 0 bheartless villain he must

moor. By night I was almost hystorical,
aud my heart was like load in my breast,
A wan-faced bride ye'll be, if yodinna
brighiten up n bit," Harwoodsaid to me,
aied T did not wonder as I canght sight
of my dead white face in the mirror,

The evening eame on dark nmd deso-
b, No moon, no stars, ouly » gray
sky, varied here and there with dense
black clonds, I ecould not stay in the
house, Tt seemed like n prison to me,
and seizing o clonk I threw the hood
over my head, the eape over my shoul-
ders, and walked Jdown the avenne, and
leaning on the stoue pillars of Lhe gate,
looked out townrde the luke, Hltllnll‘.u]_\'
something ecanght my eve; it was a
bright light high up in the air. A
lighthouse, of conrse,” T saiid, mentually,
“hnt why have I never seen it before ¢
That is pot the lighthouse that directs
ships to Avondale landing, for the land-
ing is exactly opposite Merideth Honse,
1 have seen the light night after night
from my chomber window." I tnrned
my eyes iy the direetion of the landing.
It was dark as pitch,  Bab to the left,
full half a mile, shone that brilliant
light. Snddenly a thonght struck me.
* My God, it is the lighthonse on the
rocks 1" Toried, and my heart seemed
to stand still, I remembered that I had
been ont there ones, in my boat. An
old ﬂ&-‘ht‘!‘lllit!l, ﬂiuill[.! on the rnu]{a. and
dropping his line in the weter, had an-
sweored my |iucrira concerning  the light-
Liouse, It is where the red light is
hoisted of a very stormy night," be said,
* Not often used, miss, for the beacou
at Avondale gnides the ships safe to the
landing, Buat this is lighted sometimes
to thow where the danger lies, if the
night is o'er dangerons,”

His words all came back to me now,
with dreadful distinetness, The light
seemed to burn into my very eyeballs—
the light that shone 3&1&1’ and white—
not the red signal of l].llllg(fl‘—hiﬁh up
on the ernel rocks.  Quick as lightning
it all flashed through my mind, Some
ong had lighted the lamp to wreck the
Cora Bell npon the rocks, Who could
that some one be but Breeco Rogers?
He knew Rollin Weatherbee was coming
to me on that ship, and he was fiend
enough to wreck a hundred lives for

Had T |

conld be done—how counld the danger
be avertod T Without even a glanee back
to the house, I opened the gate and
spod toward the Inj:c. I knew overy
inch of the gronnd.

On I went till T reached tire hnt of a
fisherman. 1 gave a loud knock at the
door, then burst it open withont waiting
to be bidden. A stalwart man and his
burly son sab over the grate. Doth
sturted to their feet at the sight of my
deathly face and staring eyes. “‘Why,
Miss Hose—but"— I stopped them,

“Tor God's sake,” I eried, **come
with me! The' bencon at Avondale
landing has not been lighted, and the
Iouse on the rocks is burning a white
light, and the Corn Bell will be a wreck
unless something is done.  One of you

y v0 Avondale nud see whf the keeper

neglected his duty, and one of you
coms with me to the lighthouse on the
rocks,"

“ With yon, Miss Rose, why "'—

“ Yes, with me! I can't seay here, 1
must go with yon in the boat and soe
that the light is put ont, I am not
afraid, The night 15 dark, but the lake
is not rough. The only danger is
threatening the Cora Bell,  We must be
quick."

On we harried, T keeping pace with
the long-limbed fisherman. Down to
the landing the young man hastened,
and up into the lighthouse, while I
sprang into the boat which the old man
unlocked, and, searcely waiting for him
to seat himself, seizod an oar and rowed
with all my might. Howslowly we went
—how slowly, Would we never reach
therocks? Andall the time that wicked,
Lateful light burning into my very eye-
balls, There at last! The light made
the landing less dangerons than T Lind
thonght, The old man fastened the boat,
and I clamboered up the rocks.

* Careful, miss,” he continued,
““thoso rocks are wet and slippory;'” but
I reached tue lighthouse, and entered
with a heart so wild with fears for the
Cora Bell that T forgot all danger for
myself, I ran like a squirrel np the
stuirs, np the ladder—on—up—up—till
I renched the tower. I opened thedoor,
I leaped into the loft, where the lamp
gleamed and flashed its white light into
my very eyes. A mnn, with a dare-
devil face, turued at the noise, He hnd
been so intently gezing throngh o glass
out npon the waters that hie had not
heardmy approach., “Fiend ! T eried,
“what would yon do?” and with one
bound I dashed my whole foree agninst
the lamp, shattering it in picces, and
extinguished the baleful light. For one
moment we were left in utter darkness
and o man's voice hissed: “Girl, yon
shall rue tlus, I have you in my power
now.” I felt his iron T’ip upon my
wrist and screamed outright. en the
door burst open, the light of a lantern
flashed into the tower, and the burly
form of the fisherman entered and stood
beside us.  ** Spize him—bind him "' I
eried, *“He will kill me!"

The burly fisherman set down his
lnmp and ecanght the arms of
Breece Rlogers, and quick as thonght
puioned them at his back. I tore up
the skirt of my dress aud twisted it in o
stout cord that securely fastened the
villain's limbs, He searcely moved—so
sidden had been the fisherman’s attack,
8o iron-like his hold. ** Now bring him
down,” 1 said, “I will lend the way
with the lantern.” Ho took Drecce
Rogers' lithe, slender fignee in his arms
as if it had boen o ehild’s, and followed
| me down the lndder, It was a treacher-
ons descent, but we landed safely npon
the rocks and took our seats in the boat,
Breece wns not gngged, yet he said no
word—muade no sound, We had not
rowed half the distanee baek to the land-
ing, when, joy of joys! the light flashed
lont from Avondale beaconhonse, reach-
ing far over the waters, and I kuew the
Corn Bell was saved.

The strain upon my nervous systom
had been too great.  As we reached the
Avondale landing I fell in adend faint,
and kuew no more Gl I woke in my
room surrounded by a erowd of anxions
faces, Hurwood was rubbiug my hands,
mamma  bathing mwy forehead, some
strnuge faces were seattered about the
room, and—Rollin, my Rollin, bent over
me, with tears in lis blue eyes.  When
I wns strong enongh they told me all,
How I had been bronght back by the
fisherman, hours and hours before,
und the story of my adventure bricily
stated by lam, How the fisherman's
son had found the koeper of the light-
house in o dead stupor, n drugged sleep,
and the lamps so tampered with that it
took him a full half hour to right them
and make them burn.  How they did
burn at last, in time to gnide the Cor
Bell safely to shore, aud bring Rollin
and the WL‘lldqu guesta in season for the
| morrow's bridal,

I was o pale bride and had to be sup-
ported by my husband's arm, but it was
| & glad bridal for all that, We left Avon-
| dnde, mamma, Rollin, and some few of

the wedding company, that very day, and
I hiwve never set foot there since. Breece
| Rogers wasetried, convicted, and sen-
tenced to prison, where he died vwo
years later,  Rollin knew the whole story
of my folly before I becamo his wife,
He did not ecnsure me—sinee I had
risked wy life to save his, and to atone
for my crror,

A Will Case,

Mrs. Cruger, a lady of wealth, and
distinguished for many years in New
York sovicty, died in 1872, at the nge of
eighty-three, leaving a considerable es-
tate. By a will which is the subject
matter of the sarrogate’s decision, she
left some $240,000, being the larger part
of her estate, to the American Bible
Socicty mud  the Board of Foreign Mis-
sions in equal parts. This will was
exeented Jan, 3, 1868, and a codieil,
which changes the method, but not the
purpose, of the previous paper, was
executed July 20, 1869, In opposition
to the probate of the will, it is alleged
by Mrs. Cruger's next of kin, who under
an intestate distribution of the property
would be her heirs, that the testatrix
was at the dates of the will and ecodieil
incapable of making a wvalid will, on
seconnt of an insane condition of mind,
with special reference to the subject
matter of those instraments, Surrogate
Hutchings, after considering the evi-
denoe in the case, rejects the papers and
decides that Mrs, Oruger died intestate,
The Bible Bociety loses the large be-

the sake of killing one man. 'What

guest, and it goes of course to the hei
of the Gessssed -

Superstition in Kentuoky,

The folluwing story scoms ineredible,
but it is lullﬁ apparently in  entiro
avrionsness, by the Columbus (Ky.)
Mosnengor: Theroe liﬁ:ﬁ within n fow
miles of Clinton, in this connty, a well-
kuown and respected family by the name
of Berry, the oldest danghter of which
has been married, and lives in the edge
of Ballard eonnty. This danghter hns
yoor health, and it seems must be at
Iumt partinlly deranged. This daughter
told the family that a man by the name
of MeDonald had died vear Charleston,
Mo., and that he had sinee appeared to
her in the form of nn angel and made
viarions revelations to her; that he had
told her the nature of her disease, and
what to do to effect & cure; and that shoe
had followed the direckions given and
been relieved, thus proving the relinbility
of the spiritunl communieation. 8he
algo told them that on another oeeasion
this spirit had informed her that certain
neighboring ladies were witches, and
that they wonld come tothe house in the
form of cats and do thetn some great in-
jury, The family were firm believers in
the power of spiritual to communicate
with physical beings, and their minds
were 80 wrought npon that they fully
believed the insano story of their dangh-
ter, The Holy SBoriptures were searched
for confirmatory proofs to prophecies
and in parallel cases of history, na well
ns for nuthority ns to what should be
done with the witehes, Here thoy eon-
vineed themselves that the * witches'

should be put to death. In the mean-
time the im‘im who hiad been aconsed of
witcheraft were apprised of the state of
mind existing in the Berry family, and
beeame alarmed and terror stricken al-
most beyond endurance.  Finally, one
day while the two boya in the fumily
wera out getting wood a conple of cats
eame running and caterwanling near by,
The boys, to use their own words,
 thought the witches had them,"” and
seampered into the house; the elder boy,
aged probably fifteen or sixtecn yewrs,
took o gun and went oub to shoot the
cats, or witches, or whatever they might
be; but fuiling to find them, he began
making threats ngainst the Indies whom
he smpposed to be identical with the
onts, for he firmly believed that these
ladies conld trausform themselves into
cats and again resume their human forms
at will. Some reports say that he actn-
ally went to their houses in search of
them, moking threats by the way.
Having gone thus far, other neighbors
interfered nnd caused the arrest of the
family, consisting of Mr. Johm Berry,
his wifo and two sgons, Being them-
selves put upon oath they testified that
they solmonly believed these stories of
witcheraft, and that in justice and in
obedienee to the Seriptures the witehes
should be killed, One or two attorneys

and some other citizens told them that | Y

snch beliof was insanity, and that if they
persisted in it they wounld have to be
sent to the insane asylum. After con-
gidernble ressoning they admitted that
they might be mistaken, and they were
relensed on giving bond in the sam of
2500 for good behavior.

The Oiden Time,

Hon. Allen W. Dodge gives the fol-
lowing aceount of his first examination
when malking applieation for the posi-
tion of schoolteaclior

I was reading an account of Concoxd
—when I wasa young man in colloge,
over fifty years ago, I tanght school
there two winters—and all of a sudden
I eame to the pictare of old Ezrn Rip-
ley, the grandfather of Ralph Waldo

Emerson. He was the very man who
examined me and gnve me & cortifleate—
I have it at home—certifying that 1 was
“of good moral character;” and cer-
tifying, too, that *I was qnalified to
tench school in the town of Concord,"”
and he signed it in o sort of John Han-
cock style, * Fara Ripley, minister,”
and the minister par excellence in the
town of Qoncord. U {10“ will purdon
me, I will tell you how he examined me,
I went there in the evening with fear
nnd trembling, and sat down and told
Lim that I was the man he was to ex-
amine, He looked ot me, and 1 trem-
bled from head. to foot, and he spelled
me—** spelling matches” of that kind
wore' rare—he éyen made me’read, and
examined my writing, and then put me
through a course of addition, subtrac-
tion, multiplication, and division, vulgar
fractions, and that sort of thing; amd
said he: I nm satistied with your at-
tainments, but there is one thing, before
I give you n certificate, I must require
of you, and you must consent to do.” I
aui.{: S What is that, siri”  ** You must
open and close your school every day
with prayer!” 1 said: “ITam nof a
srofessor of religion; I never prayed out
foml in my life, aod I think it is unfair
for yon to require it of me.” He said :
“Youug man, I want no arguing,” I
snid : ** What do you want, Dr, Ripley ("
He gaid : T want you to pray;" and I
said again that I could not do it, and 'he

said : *You eannot kqu this school,”
Well, now, I wanted to keop the sehool
badly; it was my fivst attempt, and T |
thought to be set aside from any eause |
whatever would be a lasting disgrace, 1
thought it over; I thought very quick,
and I said : “Will you allow e, Dy,
Ripley, to write out the form of prayer
on i piceo of paper or a slate, and pray
with oune eye open until I get it by |
hewrt 1 He said to me : ** Any way you

can fix it, young man; Lam satisfled if Il

you are,”  And I suid: "1 will keep the
school.”  And—well, what do youthink?
He had to cafl his danghter Hannah— |
Hunnah was there in a moment—he |
gaid . ** Hannal, draw a mug of cider,”
Well, wo passed a very pleasant even-
ing, the eider wag very nice, and we
sarted good friends; and I dido't think
10 wis 80 stern o man when 1 leff, as
when I came., Well, that illustrates, to
a certain  extent, the character of the
clergy of that day—they were the * mas-
Ers of the situation ;" their word was
w‘OI

Hern Moxzy.—An old lady in New
York particularly desired that a certain
cushion on which she sat in church
should be buried with ber, and as there
wis & diffieulty about getting it into her
coffin it was luckily proposed to cut it,
when several thousand dollars in green-
backs came to light. The old lady was
clearly resolved that, if she did bring
nothing into the world, she would at all
events, as far ns possible, take something

eut of it.

RIDGWAY., ELK COUNTY, PA., THURSDAY, JULY 15, 1875.

How He Won Hew

The reader must imagine that the fol-
lowing takes place in a snug littlo parlor
before o bright fire. The speaker is a
ahorb, dark-complexionsd man, who
geems to enjoy H.ile thoronghly. His
companion is n younger man than him-
salf and a baohelor,

“ How did I come to get the prize?
Well, now, that is a question. 1If yon
have patience enongh to listen I'll tell
you. As you koow, I was what m
family ealled a queer boy. I didn't
drink and keop lato hours, but much to
the pity and possibly annoyance of my
relatives, who were striet Mothodists,
I wandered in the neighborhood of
W—— chureh,

“ Rather timidly I sat down in n pew
on the right hand side of the churel,
and fixed myself so that I could have n
view of every person coming in, and ab
the same time see the preacher. Whils
glancing around my eye fell on what
you have ealled my ‘prize,’

* She wns dressed in deep mourning,
as I subsequently founa ont, for a near
relative, This only added to ber chiarms.
Her face was p beautiful clear pale, Her
oyes were blue, and of that large nnd
loving kind which a fellow eannot help
admiring,. When she lnughed two zows
of pearly-white teeth were displayed,
Her whole manner was that of o lady
combined with the beautiful simplicity
of & child.

“Under the left lappel of my vest all
at once gomething began to jump. I
gness it was my heart, For the life of
me, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her,
Now and then I was rewarded with a
smile and a glance, For some time this
was onr only acquaintance. I attended
that church Sunday after Sunday. At
lnst T was introdueed to her, This was
what I had been looking for, and now
that T had it T seemed to be in the third
heaven, I was timid at first, but one
avening after church I heard her say :

“0Ol, dear, I've no one to leave me
home, my folks are all gone.”

“ T at once volunteared to be her es-
corl ; my offer was accepted, and from
that day onward I grew into her oon-
fidence. I gave to her my whole heart.
I couldn't help it, she wos 8o good and
#0 beantiful.  Four years ran on and I
ventured to pop the question, although
it ind been mutually poppeda long time
before.  We were sitting alone one even-
ing in the cozy little parlor of her house,
Her hand was in mine, 1 nervously
said ¢

¢ Katie, do yon roemember that little
two story honse I eaid I'd like to live
int

“ Yes, what of it?" she said, her Iarge
blue eyes looking into mine,

t Well, I have one of them now, aud
it is 0 very lonely place., I want some
person to take care of it for me. Can
on recommend any person "

“I really don’t know a single person
I conld trust,” she replied.

4l do,” said I, **and that one is
yourself, Katio. Will yon come and
take care of it—take complete posses-
sion "

“A gentlo pressure on my hand was
the auswer. That evening we nsked
*Pa ' and ‘Ma,’ who both said *yes,'

“ There i the whole story., You
know the rest. How happy we have
live. Not a single gnar— here she
comes hersolf, the best little wife any
man could wish for,"

The Cheese Industry,

According to the American Groecr,
the cheese industry is in danger of ruin,
and the only salvation, it is said, is to
abandon  the manofacture of every
quality except full eream cheese, which
is the only kind entitled to the designa-
tion of cheese. So-called cheese is made
of every gradation of quality, from the
poorest skimmoed to the richest full
cream cheese, and sells in the market
from two cents to thirteen and o half
cents o pound. If the milk is all skim-
med, the poorest product is the resnlt,
nnd this quality proves an exceedingly
nn nmﬂmh}u manufacture, ns it costs to
make and sell it at least three cents a
pound, dnd nets a loss of one cent a
ponnd, The next quality above, with
five per cent, of cream, and made of
good ftexture and properly colored,
brings a relatively higher price; and so
on for all gradations of quality until
when the cheese is made with o mixture
of morning milk skimmed and evening
milk nnskimmed, in eqnal quantities, an
article may be produced by proper eare
that will pass very well with those who
are not experts for a foll cream cheese.
Then cowmes in the oleomargarine choese,
the cream all taken off and the oil ealled
oleomnrgarine, from the fresh fat of the
caul of an ox, snbstituted in equal
weight for the eream, This prodnces an
article which in many respeets so closely
resembles the full cream cheese as to be
rveadily sold for it.

Laost year skimmed milk cheose sold
very well up to tho best grades,

which it appears that, after all, cheating
don't pay. All who are interested iu the
export trade, and nearly every receiver
is, tells us that the presence of adultern-
ted cheese in the English market is being
felt here, and that it is absolutely certain,
if their manufacture aud shipment is
persisted in, will react disnstronaly npon
onr cheese trade, and altimately to drive

ns out of a markct that has cost ns so |

many years and so much labor to estab-
lish, Of the 1,005,978 checse received
here during the year ending Muy 1 Inst,

| 1,701,328 were exported, leaving 204,050

for home consnmption, about nine per
cent, of the total receipts. Figures like
these show the importance of sending
good chieese abroad,

Liseras.—Aboard of one of the sleep-
ing-cars which arrived in Detroit the
other morning, was an Iowa man, whose
big boots had been blacked with the
rest while he slept. When he came to
put thom on he asked what the charge
wasg, and the porter replied that he conld
give whatever ho saw fit. The traveler
put out n nickle, smiled patronizingly,
aud handed it out with the remark :

** There—you may keep the whole of
it. When I'm around home I like to
know where my mouney goes to, but
when I travel L pay wmy way and want

things pleasant.

The mis felt by the ohild who
couldn’t go to the L is nothing te
that of the eue who besn to it

THE WONDERS OF TIIE SE\.

Viewlng Fish from Under the Ocenn—Ame
phibious Life at the Isle of Wight,
Aftor several days’ energetio sight-
seeing in very hot weather, says a corre-
spondent of the Graphic, we pneked onr
valises and stole uwn{ to the Isle of

Wight, by way of Brighton, where we
stopped over for three hours to see the
nquarium.  Yon deseend a series of
olegant terraces, and find yourself ap-
parently at the bottom of the son. Cool,
arched, grotto-like halls extend in every
direetion, enling in ferneries bright
with falling water, whilo along the sides
of the long areades, only a erystal wall
separates you from the watery homes of
fishies, eels, amd all the innumerable
finny and funny inhabitants of the deep.
Yon look up through the green watoer ns
though you were n fish yourself, and
know for the first time how it feels to ba
ot the bottom of the sen, Great, solemn,
nldermanie-looking  cod-whiting swim
up and stare into your very eyes ; enor-
mons conger eelswrithe playfully around
your head; didis ;tic-lonkiug doglish lia
piled on one another, and blink placidly
mto your face like so muny sheep, while
the skates and the stingrays are llnt.lem-d
ount in panting flaccidity upon the gravel
at the bottom. Little silver herring and
olden-hued young salmon drift about
ike clonds lit by the moon, and on all
sides, against the rocks that vary the
surface of the tanks, wave the exquisite
fringes of the seca-anemoncs, Here,
abova all, isthe supreme beauty of the
water-world,

Every variety of fringo and flower-cup
is mimicked here in hues that fairly rival
the roses of the garden., Purest white,
soft, ereamy yellows, rich salmon color,
every shade of tender rose and glowing
red and royal purple and vivid green
spring from these rocks a living flower,
with petals na delicato ns they are dend-
ly. For these bheautiful fringes and
ethoreal-looking bubbles of color are so
many murderons arms outstretehed for
food. As we wateh them swaying gently
in the enrrent, a poor little transpavent
shrimp comes paddling swiftly by. He
touches a rose-colored petal, it flashes
ronnd him, he is sucked into the gorge-
ons heart of the flower, and it closes con-
teutedly over his vanished form.  They
knew their danger generally, these poor
little creatures, and did they touch ever
so lightly the tip of a floating fringe,
would spring away from it with an elee-
tricalvecoil. Itis n vory interesting thing
to spend a few hours at the bottom of
the sea to see the cight-nmed dicuvre
hanging from the rocks, or the green
tnrtfﬂ :«S;et-.piug peacefully just below the
surface of the water ; to wautch the hor.
mit ernbs senttling busily about, ench in
his stolen shell ; and to study the man-
ners of the tip-tocing erayfish and the
nuboiled lobstor, ﬁ‘lmm are curions
fresh-witter fish here, too, in large globes,
Among others the Mexiean nzotis, most
melancholy of fish, Jdrapped in inky
hues, black ns a hearse and feathers,
with plumy tufts, waving all abont their
disconsolate heads, Then theve ara the
telescope fish from China, swollen and
distorted gdlden earp, with their eyesso
gogglo that they really look like spy-
glasses,

A Word to Young Mechanies,

Every onoe that ever learned a trade
knows that many a time he hns been
withont auy clear idea of what he was
doing, having merely wcted as the ma-
chine of a master who was eredited with
being a No. 1 mechanie, aud all which
that should imply, but who just lacked
one thing, and that o very important
one—he did not nuderstand how to tell

This |
year they ean hardly be sold at all, from |

another how to do what he could Jdo ex-
| ceedingly well himself, and, as a general
rule, got into a passion beeanse his
“eub” didn't do it just to his mind.
Now I eould drop a word of advice here
to journeymen ; H:ut you know, boys, us
well as I do, that it is not onr plice to
tell a ** jour.,” anything, for fear his dig-
nity might suffer, and onrs too in conse-
quence, But my advico to you is simply
this : In starting out to learn a trade,
make np your mind to learn and study
both at the same timo. This combina-
tion of oceupations, it nnfortunately hap-
pens, is rarvely agreeable at fifteen or
seventeen years of age, when one has
just left sehool, aud all study is looked
at as something belonging to bygone
days. I have been told by many a young
man that work was Lis portion now, and
that he didu’t have time to study, and
besides he was so tired ot night that it
was out of the question. Ny reply to
those who speak m this way is :

“DBut yon misnuderstand me, my
young friend. The lessons you need to
atudy now are not tanght in schools, col-
leges or seminaries, You never see the
books you peed to dpply your mind to
now in libraries,"

I lay a piece of wood before the car- |
penter and say : My boy, that is oue |
of your books." 1 present n piece of |
iron to the blacksmitl in the same man-
ner, and on through all the branches of
mechanism. The carpenter suswers

“ Why, this is only a pieco of pine, or
of onk, and nothing more.” The smith

NO. 2L

The Milkmaid's Song.

In Tennyson’s new drama, “Queen
Mary,” we find the following little song:
Minxaain (singing without),

Bhame apon you, Iobin,
Shame upon you now !
Kiss mo wonld yon? with my Linnds
Milking the cow ?
Daisles grow again,
Kingoups Llow again,
And you enmo and kiss'd mo milking the vow.

Rolin came behind mo,
Wiss'd mo woll I vow 3
Caff him conld I with my L
Milking the cow ¢
Bwallows fly again,
Cuekoos ery again,
And you eamo and kisa'd mo milking the cow.

Como, Robin, Mobin,
Como and kiss me now §
Help it oan L? with my hands
Milking the cow?
Ringdoves eoo again,
All things woo again,
Come behind and kiss me milking the cow.

A Strange Superstition,

A singnlar ease has been heard before
the English courts, A laboring mun
was tried for the manslanghter of his
son, a child two years of age, under
circnmstances of the most extraordinary
charpcter, This prisoner was a memboer
of a sect ealled the ** Peculinr People.”
One of the rules of this denominntion is
that in all enses of illness it is against
the law of God, as written in fhe Holy
Seriptures, to call npon medien] men for
nssigtance, The chureh provided that
in ml eases they shonld rely entirely
npon priyer and ancinting the body
with oil.” 'The infant son of this laborer
was nttacked with pleurisy and inflamma-
tion of the lungs, No doctor was sum-
moned, The elders of the ehinreh visited
the child, prayed over if, laid their hands
upon it and anoiuted it with oil. In
time it died, and the father was arrested
on the charge of manslaughter, in virtu-
ally contributing to the death of Lis son,

3)1: the trinl ons of the elders of the
“Pocnline People” testified to the auoint-
ing, and quoted .‘:'crirtnrr.- to \:mw that
his action was according to the law of
God. He furthermore informed tho
court that the fother had given the clild
“port wine, arrow root, new nilk and
other nourishing things,” and he gave
the still further information that the
seot had resolved, in the event of con-
tagious disense breaking ont among their
number, to eall in medieal advice ** for
the sake of their neighbors,” In re-
sponse toa question of the judge this
t.-ider said that they used the spme remae-
dies for helpless infants nuuble to pro-
tect themselves that were cmployed for
grown np persons, and declined to pledge
himself, in response to further inguiry,
or to pledge any of his people to make
any alteration in the treatment of their ehil-
dren in cases of sickness, They wonld
still depend npon wufr-r. A physicinn
tuntiﬁc(} that Llltr' child died of plenrisy,

| and that it might, if properly treated,

have lived, The jury fonnd the prisoner
gailty, but added that they believed ho
wis neting for the best “* mecording to
his religiouns notions, and that what ho
did was intended for the benefit of the
child.” There is o further suggestion
that the law should compel people fo
obtain medieal assistance for children
whien thl‘.\' areill, The judga- l!tlhllhllll‘ll
judgment, allowed the prisoner to go at
large upon bail and submitted the ease
to the court of criminal appeal, saying
that if his view of the law woere correct it
wonld have the effeet of compelling peo-
ple, whether * peculinr®” or not, to pro-
enre medical treatment for theirehildren,
This is a singular phase of our modern
civilization, It seems to ns that the
position taken by the judge is tha proper
one, and that when “religions eonvie-
tions” develop into manshmghter thoy
should be interrupted by the law,

The Potato Bug.

The Colorado potato beetle has put in
its appenrance, and has now reachod salt
water, Some of the potato growing
conuties of New Jorsey nre badly infest-
ed, and they are equally numoerous in
Pennsylvania, and gonthward, Last fg:l[,
srys the Agricullurisl, we gave warning
thut they were near the coast, and havo
this year given timely notice. Kunowing
that they were tobe expected, the writer
began to examine his potatoes as soon
as they were fairly up, and in the last
week of May a fow bugs were fouml
Examination was daily madeof the vines,
and o few hundred in all ecolleeted, and
what few eggs were found destroyed,
If the first ones which come from their
winter quarters in the gronnd areallowed
to Ilrnmil, then the case beeomes serions,
bint hnving, while the plants were small,
and the beetles easily seen, disposed of
the flest breod, we hope to keep them iy
checlk, though no doubt some will comae
in from other places, und it will not do
to omit freqnent examination. ‘Those

will say : ““A bit of iron, and that's all.”

But here comes the question: ** What
do yon know of the nature of the wood,
or of the iron, and why should you know
its nature! True, you may be able to
work them after o feshion, and your
powers of imitation may ennble you fo
be as good a mechanic as the man who
taught you; but yeu will never thus, in
| the nature of things, excel, and excellence
is what every yonag man should have in
view in any pursuit, for without it you
will ba termed just what you so often
henr of —only a mechanie.”

Every mechanie shonld Lave as thor-
ongh a knowledge of the material he
works ns has thy best chomist in the
land ; and this cannot be arrived at with-
out close study and attention to its every
natural feature—strength, power of re-
gistance, and tension ; in short, every-
thing eonnected with its working or
transformation from one condition to an-
other, This knowledge is what is meant
when you hear s man spoken of as an
experionced mechanie,

If a man hes got something Lo sy, it
is proper to let him say it. If he 15 a
reasonable man ho will be satisfled with
the permission to speak, and not expect
yon to quit work wnd listen to him.,

The reports from the various depart®
) mmhlnlheﬁouthmnmingﬂunm;
crop wie highly satislastory

who have been so unfortunate as to al-
low the insects to gel the mastery must
resort at oneo to parisgreen,  Every duy
of delay makes the matter worse, It the
bugs are few, \Jick by hand, and destroy
the eges, which will be found in litile
crange-colored  elusters on the leaves.
i 1f toomany to pick, then nse paris green,
| observing ol the procantions given
relative to its use. Keep up the watel
if no bugs sre found now, they arve linblo
to vome at any time during the summer,
and success depends greatly on begiu-
ning in time.

|

Tue Mississipri Riven,—Captain Eads
reports that provisional works 1,000 feet
long have already been coustrocted in
the south pass of the Mississippi on the
line of the jelty and are being pushed
seaward at the rate of two hundred feet

er day. Two hundred mechanics and

aborers and four pile-driving machines

aro at work, and a lnrﬁ quantity of stone
with other material is ready at hand.
Additional machinery aud sccommoda-
tions are being prepared, and in a short
time the working force will be largely in-
creased

A Cleveland woman las ent oub all
newspaper acconnts on the Beccher
scandal which she E:lyd mold ol".h:z:
pasted er A
oatimated to e

three miles in longth,




