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He Giveth His Beloved Sleep,

A little ehild rosts on a bed of paln,

With ao aching head and s thie by ang brain §

A feverish losh on tho soft clicek Jies,

And a wistfal look in the swoet Lige Y08,

As the slek ebild moans @ ** ilow the elow
hours oreop !

Will vog the Lond wond to His little ous wloap 7

And the mother smoothed from tho child's
brow Fuir

The elustoring Tocks of her golden hair,

Aund murmnred ¢ My darling, we cannot
toll g

Dt we hnow that the Father doth all things
woll §

And we know that never a creature in pain

Addressed a prayer to His meroy in vain

Time has no line that His hand may not
amooth

Life has no grief that His love cannot soothoe ;

And the fevered brow alinll have rest at Inst,

In the healing shnde from the doath-oross
onet,

Look tp, my precious ono ; wh ¥ ahouldst thou
woop ¢

The Lord giveth aye to His loved ones sloop,”

And the little ono gazed with n gind surprice
Io the luviog depths of taose patient eyes,
Then Hted her lipa for one long embrace,
And turoed with o smilo on her weary fuce.

Auwd the mother smiled s the early morn

Markedd the deep peace on the ehildish form,

And oried alond in her thankfulness deep

* Iho desr Lorid be praisod, who hath given
her sleep !

Ay, mother—she sleeps, in that charmod re-
1H no

That slindl wakon no more to earth’s pains and
WO,

Tor the Savier Lath gethered His lamb to His
Lirenst,

Where nover life's storms shall Ler pesce mo-
lest,

Bin dear love silled pot that time shonld trace

O =orrow fnl line on that innocent faco ;

Otliers, lons favorsd, might suffer their share

OF the miduight toll snd the ygontide glare ;

Othare might labow others dight weep,

Liug *the Lol glveth aye g6 His loved oncs
sleep,™ .

RUTH'S STEPFATHER,

A enrions trade to take to, but then it
lins grown to be profitable.  Things
were af o low ¢bl with me when T took
it up. 1 was ab my wits' end for some-
thing to do, and sat nibbling my nails
oue day, and grumbling horribly,

“Don't goon like that, Tom,” says
my wife 3 **things might be worse,”

“How " I =aid,

“Why, we might have Linke at home,
and lie is doing woll.™

Luke's our boy, yor know, and we
Ind got him into o merchant's office,
whero L SRl Hhely to obiny,

“Things can't be worse,’ I said, an-
grily ; when there was a kuoek at the
door,

“Come in,” T said, and a fellow lodger
put in his head.

“Are you good abt works, Mr, Smith "
he said,

“Middling,” I said, for T was fond of
pulling cloeks to pieces, and trying to
imveut.

“I wish youn'dcome and look at this
sewing machine of mine, for I ean't get
l.l. to ,"_'l).”

I got ap tn look

*

at it, and after nbont
an honr's  tdidling about, 1 began to see
a bit the reason why. 1 had my bit of
dinner and tea with (hose ljl'llliI"l and
they forced half a ecrown upon me ns
well, and I wetit back feeling like a new
man, so rofreshing hind been that bit of
worle, The very nest day the folks from

the next honse wanted me to look uf.|
theirs, and thon the news spreading, as |
news will spread, that there was some-
body who eomld eobble and tinker man-
chinery, without putting people to the
expense that makers wonld,, the jobs
cute in fast, so thint 1 was obliged to get
fHes and drills amd o vice—regular set of
tools l:".' ll"_‘.fl"'"\'-"; and ot last T was as
busy asa bee from morning to night,
undd whistling over my work as happy as
a kiug.

Next we got to sapplying shuttles and
neadles nnd mechine cotton,  Soon after
L bought n machive of a man who wis
tived of it. Next weel I sald it at a good
profit s bonght another and another, aud
sold then ; then got to taking them and
money in exchange for new ones, and
one woy aud the other bocame a regular
big dealer, as yon see,  I've got at least
thres hnudred om the premises, while if |
anybody hud told me fifteen years ago
that T shouli be doing this, I should
have Inughed at Lhim.

Thot pretty givl showing and explain-
ing the machine ton customer? That's |
Enth, that iz, XNo, not my danghter—
yot, Dut slie soon will he.  Poor girl, 1 |
ulways think of her and of bread thrown
upon  the waters ot the same time,
“Ourions idea, that,” yon will say, but
Pil tell yon why., In our trade we have
strange people to deal with, Most of
‘m are poor, and can't buy & machine
right off, but are ready and willing to

To make it worse, too, I sent the
thing home without charge, Luke going
with it, for e was back ot home now |
keeping my books, being grown into a |
fine young fellow of five-and-twenty, and
I sat down and growled the whole of the
rest of the day, ealling mysaelf all the
wenlk-minded idiots under tha sun, and
telling the wife that Lmsiness was going
to the dogs, and I should be rained.

“You onght to bo ashamed of your-
self, Tom," slie said.

“Bo I am," says 1,

I eonld be such a fool.”

“Bueli n fool ag to do a good, kind
actionto one whe wos evidently o lady
born, and come down in the world,"

“Yeu," Ioays, ‘‘to live in Bennett's
place, where I've sunk no less than ten
machines in five years,”

“Yes," says the wife, *“nnd ocleared
hundreds of pounds, Tom, T'sd
of you—you n man with twenty workmen
busy up stairs, a eouple of thousand

sonnds” worth of stock, and in the
ank a "'—

* Hold yonr tongne, will you i I said,
ronghly, and went out into the shop to
try and work it all offl

Luke eame back soon after, looking
very strange, and I wentto him directly.

** Where's the seven an’ sixi" I says,
angrily.

He didn't answer, but put three half-
crowns down on the desk, took out the
book, made his entrios—date of delivery,
first payment, when the other's due, and
all the rest of it—and was then going in-
to the house. .

“ Mind,"” I says, sharply, ** those pay-
moents are to boe kept up to the day, and
to-morrow yon go to the Rolly's, who
live nearly opposite to 'em, and tell 'em
to keep an eyo on the widow, or we shall
lose nuother machine,”

“You needn't be afraid, father,” Lo
said, (‘DIl“?‘; “they're honest enongh,
only poor.’

I was just in that humor that T wanted
to quarrel with somebody, and that did
it

ST didn't think

“ When I ask you for your opinion,

young man, you give it tome, aud )
I tell you to do a thing, you I
suys, in as savage n way a8 ever Dspoke
to the lad.  **Yon go over to-morrow and
tell Rolly's to keep a strict lovkout on
those people—do you hear?”

“Father,” he eays, looking me full in
the face, “I conldn’t insnlt them by do-
ing such a thing,” when, without another
word, he walked quietly out of the shop,
leaving me worse than ever,

It was about eight o’clock that I was
sitting by the paclor fire, with the wife
working nudvery quiet, when Luke came
in from the workshop with a book nnder

men's piecework, and what was due to
them, and the sight of him made mo feel
as if 1 must quarrel,

Ho saw ik too, but he said nothing,
ouly put the asocuntn awny and hagon to
read,

The wife saw the storm brewing, and
she knew how put out I was, for I had
not yet lit my pipe, nor yet nad my
eveuing nap, which I always have after
tea, Bo she did what she knew so well
how to do—filled my pipe, foreed it into
my hand, and just as I wis going to dash
it to picces in the ashes, she gave me one
of her old looks, kissed me on the fore-
Liead, as with one hand she pressed me
back inlo my chair, and then with the

tobaceo.

I was done, Bhe always gots over me
like that, and after smoking in silence for
half an hour, T was lyving back, with my
eyes closed, dropping off to sleep, when
the wife said (what had gone before 1
hadn’t heard) :

* Yes, he's naleep now.”

That woke me up, of course, and if T
didu’t lie there shamming and heard all
they said in a whisper !

“ How camo you to make him more
vexed than he was, Luke!" says the
wife, and he told her,

“T couldn’t do it, mother,” he said,
excitedly, “It was leart-breaking.
Bhe's living in a wretched room there
with her daughter, and; mother, when I
saw her I felt as if—there ! I can't tell
you.

“ (3o on, Luke,” sho said,

“They've halfl starved," he anid, in a

his arm, for he had been toting up the |

other she lit a splint and held it to my |

RIDGWAY, ELK

first protty girl he set eyes on, when
he might marry Maria Turner, the engi-
neer's danghter, sud have n nice bit of
money with her, to put into the husiness, |
and tﬁou be my partoer, |

YNo,” I says; ‘“if you plot together,
I'll plot all alone,” nmf then I pretended
to wnke up, took no notice, and had my
supper,

l kept rather graff' the next morning,
and made myself very busy about the
place, and dare say I spoke more
sharply than usual, but the wife and
Lmke were ns quiet s conld be; and
about twelve 1 went out, with a little
oil-fan and two or three tools in my
pocket,

It was not far to Bennett's place, and
on getting to the right house I asked for
Mrs. Murray, and was directed to the
socand floor, where, nd I reached the
door, T conld hear the clicking of my
sewing machine, and whoever was there
wis 80 busy over it that she did not henr
me knock ; so I opened the door softly,
and lvoked in upon ns sad a scene as 1
shall over, I dare say, see,

There in the bare room sat, asleep in
her chair, the widow lady who came
nhont the machine, and I counld see that
in her face which told plainly enough
that the pain and suffering she must
Liave been going through for years would
soon be over ; and, situated a8 she was,
it give me n kind of turn,

“It's no business of yours,” I said to
myself, ronghly; and I turned then to
look at who it was bending over my ma-
cline,

I eonld see no face, only a slight
figure in rusty black ; and a pair of busy
white hands were trying very hard to
govern the thing, and to learn how to
use it well.

“So that's the gal, is iti" I said to
myself, **Ah! Luke, my boy, {ou'w-
got to the silly calfl age, and I dare
say '—

1 got no further, for at that moment
the girl started, turned round, and tarn-
ed npon me a timid, wondering face,
that made my heart give a queer throb,
and Teonldn't talke my eyes off her.

 Hush | shoe said softly, holding np
her hand ; and I saw it was as thin anl
transparent as if she had been ill,

“ My pame's Smith,” I said, taking
ont a serawdrviver, My mnachine ; how
does itgo? Thought I'd come and see.”

Her face lit up a moment, and she
came forward engerly.

¢ I'm so glad you've come," she said,
ST ean't quite manage this,"”

Bhe pointed to the thread regulator,
and the next minute I was showing her
| that it was too tight, and somehow, in o
| gentle, timid way, the little witch quite
got over me, and I stopped there two
hours helping her, till her eyes sparkled
with delight, as she found out howeasily
she conld now make the needle dart in
and ont of hard material,

Do yom think yon ean de it now '’

enid,

“Oh, yes, I think so; I am so glad
yon came,”

YSoam 1" says I, gruffly; *fit will
make it all the casier for you to enmm the
woney, and pay for it,”

“And I will work so hard,™ she said,
enrnestly,

“That you will, my dear,” I says, in
spite of myself, for 1 felt sure it wasn't
me  speaking, bnt something in me,
‘e Bhe been ill long 17 I said, nodding to-
ward her mother,

H Months," she said, with the tears |
starting in her protly eyes; “but,” sghe
added, brightly, ** I shall have enough
with this to got her good medicines and
things she ean foney;” and as I looked
| at her, something in me said ;

“God bless you, my dear! T hope
vou will;” and the next minute®*I was
going down stairs, ealling myszelf o
fool.

They thonght I didu't know at home,
but I did; there was the wife going over
and over again o Beunett's place; and
nll sorts of wice things were made and
taken there, I often used to see them
talking about it, but I took no notice;
and that artful sconundvel, my boy Luke,
used to pay the half-crown every week
out of his own pocket, after poing to
fateh it from the widow’s,

And all the time I told myself I didn't
like it} for I eonld see that Lunke was
changed, and always thinking of that

husky way. **Oh! mother, it's horri-
ble,  Such o sweet, beantifnl givl, and
the poor woman hersell dying almost
with some terrible disease,”

The wife sighed.

“They told me,"” he went on, * how
Iurd they had tried to live by ordinary
ueedlework, and fuiled, and that ns a last
resourge they hnd tried to get the
llllil"li\ll'."

“ Poor things " said the wife ; *“ but
are you sure the mother wus a ludy

YA clergyman’s widow," said Lnke,
hastily ; “ There isn't a donbt ebout it
Poor girl! and they've got to learn to
use it before it will be of any use.”

* Poor girl, Luke{"” saya the wife, |
softly; and I sawthrough my eyelushes
that she laid a hand vpon bis wrm, and
wis looking curionsly at him, when if he
didn’t cover his face with his hands, rest
his elbows on the table, and give a low

| spending money—throwing it away,
. =1 &

pay 80 much & week, That suita them,
aud it suits me, if they'll ouly keep the
payments np to the end.

The way I've been bitten by some
folks has made moe that case-hardened
that sometimes I've wondered whether
I'd got any heart left, and the wafe’s
liad to interfere, telling me I've been
spoiled with prosperity, and grown un-
focling, It was she made me give way
about Buth, for one day, after having
had my bristles all set up by finding ont
that thres sonnd machines, by best
mnkers, had gone nobody kuew where,
who shonld eome into the shop but a
Indylike-looking woman in very shabby
widow's weads, Bhe wanted a machine
for herself and danghter to learn, anil
said she had heard I wonld take the
money by installments. Now just half
an hour before, by our old shop eloek, 1
had made a vow that I'd give up all that
Ln;rt of the trade, and I was rough with
er—just a8 I am when I'm cross—and
said, ** No."

“ But yon will if the lady gives se-
curity," says my wife, hastily,

he poor woman gave such n woe-
begone look at us that it made me more
out of temper than ever, for I could feal
that if I stopped I shonld have *o let her
Lave one at ey own terms,  And o it
was 3 for 1 let her have a first-olass a-
chine, as good as new, she only paying
goven and six doww, and nndertaking to
pay balf-s-crowy a week, and no more
socurity than nothing |

Yy

groan ! Then the old woman got lll
d

stood belind his chair like the foolish o
mother would,

“ Mother,” he says, suddenly, * will
yon go and sea them ¢ adte

She didn't answer for a minuie; fﬁﬁg
stood looking down at him, and“$hén
said, softly:

“They paid yon the first money "

“No,” he says, hotly, I hadn't the
| heart to take it,"

“Then that money yon paid was
yours, Luke "

“Yes, mother,” hoe says, simply; and
those two stopped looking one ut the
other, till the wife bent down and kissed
him, holding his head afterward, for a
few moments, between her hands; for
she always did worship that chap, onr |
only one; and then I closed my eyes
tight, and went on breathing heavy and
thinking,

For something like a new revelation
had come upon me. I knew Luke was
five-aud-twenty, and that I was fifty-four,
bmt he nlways seemed like a boy to me,
and here was I waking up to the fact that
he was & grown man, and that he was
thinking and feeling as I first thonght
and felt when I saw his mother, nigh
upon eight-aud-twenty years ago.

I lay back, thinking and telling myself |
I was vory aavage with him.for deceiving
me, and that I wonldn't have him and
his mother lnying plots together ngnimt |
me, and that I wouldu’t stand by and
see him make a fool of himself with the

girl—a girl not half good enongh for
him. I remembered being poor myself,
and I hated poverty, and I used to speak
harshly to Luke and the wife, and feel
very hitter,

At last eame an afternoon when 1
knew there was something wrong, The
wifet hnd gone out direotly after dinner,
saying sho was going tosee a sick woman
—I knew who it was, bless you !—and
Linke was fidgeting about, not himself ;
and at last he took bis hat and went
out.

* They might bhave confided in me,"
I said, bitterly; Dbut all thoe time I knew
that I wouldu't let them,  “ They'll be
1
know they've spent pounds on them al-
ready.”

At last I got in such o way that T eall-
ad down our foreman, left him in charge,
and took my liat and went after them.

Everything was very quiet in Ben-
nett's place, for a couple of dirty, de-

jected-looking women, one of whom wis | visions,

in arrears to me, had sent the ehildren
that played in the court right away be-
canee of the noise, and were keoping
fguu;xi so that they should not ecome
0K,

I went np the stairs softly, and all was
very still, only as I got pearer to the

rooim T could hear s bitter, wailing ery, |
[and then T opened the door geutly and

wenb in,

Lnke was there, standing with his
Lead bent by the sewing machine ; the
wife subt in & chair, and on her knees,
with her face buried in the wife's I
was the poor girl, crying as if her litt
heart would break ; while ou the bed,
with all the look of pain gone ont of her
face, lay the widow—gone to meet her
bushaude where pain and sorrow are no
more,

Ieonldn't see very plainly, for there
was a mist like before my eyes; but I
kuow Lanke flushed up as ﬂn took a step
forward, as if to proteet the girl, and the
wife Jooked at me ina frightened way,

Bub there wis no need, for something
tlint wasn't me spoke, and that in a very
gontle way, as 1 stepped forward, raisedl
the girl np, and kissed Lier protty face
bofore luying Loy little helpless head
apoit my shionlder, and smoothing her
suft brown lair,

** Mother,"” says that something from

o

within me, ** 1 think there’s room in the

nest at home for this poor, forsaken little
bird, TLmke, my boy, will you go and
fotch aealy? Mother will see to what
wants doing here."

My boy gave o sob as ho eanght my
hand in hig, and the next moment he did
what e hnd not done for years—kissod
me on the chook—before running ont of
the room, leaving me with my diarlivg
nestling in my brénsk -

T said “my durcling,” for ghe has been
the snnshine of our home ever since—a
pale, wintry sunshine while the sorrow
wia fresh, but spring and summer now,

Why, bless her! look at her, T've felt
ashiamed sometimes to think that she, 4
lady by birth, should conm down to such
a life, making me—well, no, it's ns now,
for Linke's partner—no end of money by
her clever ways, But ghe's happy, tdok-
ing her husband that is to be the finest
fellow under the sun; and let me tell
you there is nany o gentleman not so
woll off as my boy will be, even if the
money has all eome out of nqueer trade,

A Story for the Girls,

Sit down on the poreh, children, and
lot me tell yon about Aunt Rachel, and
the story she onze told me. One day,
when I was abont twelve yoars old, I had
planned to go after strawberries, but
Aunt Rachel said to me: “A girl of
your age should begin to learn how to
do lrousework. Take off your hat, roll
up your gleeves, and help mo do the
baking."

I pouted and sighed nnd shed tears,
but was encouraged by the promise that
I might go after the baking., Under
good Aunt RRachel’s direction I mixed a
big lonf of bread, placed it on a tin as
bright ns a new dollar, and was rubbing
the flonr off my hands when she ealled
out: “This will never, uever do; child
—you haven't seraped your bread-bowl
clean.”

I shall never forget the picture she
mude standing there, her eyes regarding
me steruly, oue hand resting on her hip,
while in the other she held the untidy
bowl, b

“ Tt will never do, ehild,” she went
on ; **it is vot only nutidy, but it makes
too much waste ; to be n good honse-
keeper you must learn to be economieal.
You have heard the story of the young
man_ who wanted an economienl wife 2"

““No,” I answered, and I might have
added that I didn't wish to hear it
either,

“Well,” she continned, “he wus a
very likely yonng mnn, and he wanted a
eareful wife, so he thought of a way le
conld find out. One morning he went
to eall upon the different girls of his ne-
quaintance, and asked them each for the
scrapings of their bread-bowls to feed
his horses. Yon sen they all wanted
Liim, so they got all they could for him,
Finally he found a gicl who hadun't any,
a0 he nsked her to be Lisg wife, because
Le thonght she mnst be economical,
Now," snid Aunt Rachel, trininphantly,
‘suppese a young man should ask you
for tho serupings of your bLread-howl,
what could you say?”

“What could I say!" I repeated,
seornfully, “why, I'd tell him if he
conldn’t afford to buy oats for his Lorses
they might starve. T wounldn't rob the
pig to feod them."”

I suppose Auut Rachel thought that
lesson was all lost on me ; but as trne as
yon live, I never knead the bread to this
dny without thinking of her lesson in
economy.—Defrait Free Press,

A Balloon Reconnolssance,

The Jount de Paris gives, in Lis
*‘History of the Civil War in Amerim,"”
the following vivid deseription of a bal-
loon reconnpissanei:

While the two Lostile nrmies abserved
ench other between Arlington and Fair-
fax Court House, a balloon was sent up
every evening to revonnoitre the sur-
rnundiu? country, It was the only
means of getting sight of the enemy, As
s0on 48 we roso nbove the primeval trees
which surrounded the former residence
of Gen, Les, the view extended over an
undulating country, covered with trees,
dotted here and there by little clearings,
and bordered on the west by the long
range of the Blue Ridge, which recalls
the firat lines of the Juarn,

Thanks to the bright light which il-
lumines the last hours of an antumn day
in Ameriea, the observer eould distin-
guish the slightest details of the coun-
try, which appeared below us like a map
in relief, But in vain does the eye see[{
the apparent signs of war,

Peace nnd tranqguility seem to reign
everywhere, The greatest attention is
necessary to discover the recent clear-
ings, at the edge of which a lino of red-
dish earth marks the new fortifications,
However, as the day declines, we see to
the south little bluish lines of smoke
rising gently above the trees. They mul-
tiply by groups, and form a vast ‘semi-
circle, It is the Confederates cooking
their supper. You may almost eount
the roll of their army, for every smoke
betrays the kettle of a half-section,

Further off, the steam of a locomotive
flying towards the mountain, traces by a
line drawn through the forest the riil-
{ road which brings the cuemy their pro-
i At the samo moment a strain
of military musie is heard below the bal-
loou, All the elearings, where we songlit
in vain to discover the Federal emnp,
are filled by a throng coming out of the
woods that surrounds them, Thisthrong
arranges itself, and forms in battalions,
| The musie passes in front of the ranks

with that peculisr march which the Eng-
[ lish eall the ‘* goose-step,”

Each battalion has two flags, one with
‘ the national eolors, and the other with
ita number and the ars of its State,
| Theso flags aro dipped, tho oficers su-
| lute, the colonel takes eommand, and o
moment after all the soldiers disporse;
for it is not an alarm nor a prelude to
march forward which bas brought them
thus together, but the regular evening
parade,

Yery Dirty,

The English colliers must be a nice
set of men, Ata recent meeting of a
local board the gquestion of providing |
publie baths was raised, when one of the
| mombers gaid ke had Leard of n collier
who bosstad that he had not Leen
washed all over for thivky yeara, Ap |
other gentleman siid the entliem avoided
washing, as they thought it \wuk.-.u(<.d|
them ; while still another said the men
would rather pay five dollars on a dog
fight than twelve cents for a bath.
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The Harvest and the Prospeet,

For the first forty dags of summeor it
was constantly dry, and the grain and
hay were starved down to half, or, at |
most, three-quarters of o erop ; and then
came the rain, too late to lmlp the erop,
bt just in time to prevent the possi-
bility of harvesting in good condition
even what there was of it.  From the
vonsequences of this departure from the
happy order of nature half Exvopoe sces
before it in the near future the calamity
of desr bread; and wo onrselves have
hiad such an experience of this perver-
gity of the elements ns will impress the
leason deeply in the economieal tablea,
though, fortunntely, onr experience is
not tﬁmt of Emrope. Our hay vm‘p Tins,
werhaps, suffered most; for, though
lhern 18 a good erop on all the low
meadows, the loss by thinness and poor
guality at all points whére rains in May
and carly June are necessiry to given
good result, will reduos the yield to a
fifth or sixth less than is obtained in s
good year. Our farmers arve, therefora,
soorer by at least one hundred million
dollars, or, may be, one hundred and
fifty million dollars, on this one count.
Perhaps the first estimate is more near-
ly acourate, for the higher price that is
of course the immedinte consequence of
the short crop will establish the equi-
librinm against whatever is lost in excess
of that sum. All the loss by grasshop-
pera and potato bugs will not equal the
loss of hay ; but with these losses added
to that the sum represents an enormous
addition to theregularburdens of the ag-
rieultural interest, thongh, by the same
machinery of the adaptation of prices,
the burden will be distributed more or

less evenly over all classes,

But thouglt we have not altogether
cscaped the evil comsequences of the
a.li&fmtrt):mlﬁ exceptional westher of the
year, we have reason to congratulate
ourselves on n lmpry escape by compari-
son with what has happened in the ost-
ern hemisphere, and on the advantageons
position in which we stund with vegard
to the markets with our grain crops,  All
over Europe the weather has been bad,
but worst in France. There is little
precise kuowledge of what Lias happened
in the great grain districts of the Black
sea conntry, but the general reports in-
dicate that the yield will be less than
ustial and the quality poor. All the
vulley of the Danube has sufferad by the
weather, In France more is due fo the
general bad weather than to the destrue-
tive inundations, but the inundations
themselves seriously disturb the balance
of supplies in that conutry.

The fact that always produced famine
and pestilence in the valley of the Ga-
ronne down to the fifteenth century now
moves the current of snpplies toward
that district from other purts of Franee,
But what is the econdition of the eropsin
the places npon which thiat ewrrent must
draw ¢ In the center of Frauce, in the
goutheast, in the west and the north, the
cereals are in aboad state, Though these
countries are not inundated they had
contivued dry weather through April
and May, aud then for the few weeks be-
fore harvest heavy continnous rvains, so
that the crop is small throngh the
drought and poor in quality from the
bad eondition in which it was harvested.

And That's the Way He Felt,
The Vicksburg (Miss.) Herald tells

the following story: He had n wooden
log, three fiugers were gone from the
left hand, amd he had to nse n eruteh.
In the dusk of the evening he sat down
on a dry goods box on the street eorner,
and striking the ground with his erutch,
he exclaimed :

“Wall, old pard, the war's over !
Gimme your hand—shake hard [

He shook the eruteh with hearty good
will, and eontinued:

“There's no moro Reb—no more
Yank! We're all Americans, and stand-
ing shoulder to shoulder—South Qaro-
lina alongeide Muassachnsetts—wo ean
lick the boots off'n any nation under the
sun "

He waited awhile and then went on:

** No more skirmishes—no more fouts,
Unecle Robert is dead, Gen. Grant wants
pencs, and they're melting up swords
and bayonets to make cotton mill ma-
chinery I We're about through eamping
out, old pard, amd we bain't sorty—not
a bit!"

He leaned the ernteh ngainst the box,
lifted his wooden leg, and raid:

“Lost & good leg np at Fredericks-
burg when I was under Barksdale, and
Burnside. thought he conld whip old
Uncle Robert and Stonewall Jackson
together !  Good Lord! but wasn’t it
Liot that day, when the Yanks Inid their
pontoons and gotnpand got for nus! And
when we got up aud got for them,
wasn't it red Lot 1"

He stopped to ponder for o while, and
his voicoe was softer as ho enid:

“But I forgive 'em! I took the
chances—and lost, I'm repching ont
now to shake hands with the Yank who
shot me, and I'll divide my tobaceo half
and balf with him, Tt was a big war,
Yank and Reb stood right up and show-
ed pluck, but it's time to forgive and
forget.™
= He eut o chew off his plug, took off
his battered hat and looked ab it, and
continned:

“Didn’t we all come of one blood 1
Hain't we the big Ameriean nation 7
Isn't this here United States the biggest
plantation on the river, and is there a
nation in the world that dares knoek tho
chip off our shoulder ¢

“ Maryiamd, my Marylaud,
Micligan, my Micliigan,"

He put down his leg, locked af his
r.:rip;alml Land, aud soliloguized

“ Three fingers goue—hand used up,
but U'm satistied.  Folks who go to war
expect to feel bullets.  We stood up to
the Yanks-—they stood up to us—it “was
a fair fight, and we got licked. Two
fingers hain't ns good ay five, but they
are good enough to shake hands with ]
Uome up here, you Yanks, and grip mo !
We raise cotton down here—you raise
corn up there—leas trade "

He hfted his erutch, strnck it down
hinvd, and went on:

“Durn o family who'll fight ench
other! Wa've got the biggest and best
country that ever laid ont doors, and if
any foreign despot throws a club at the
American eagle, we'll shoulder arms
and shoot him into the middle of next
week |

He sab and pondered while the sliad-

Outside of France the fivst dranght is
upon Algeris, and there also the erop
has been exposed to the same conditions
and is in the same state. France, thero-
fore, must buy largely, England, os is
already known, must alse buy largely,
and Germany and the eastern distriots |
will, perhaps, esteem  themselves fortu-
nate if able to supply fully their own
wants. Thus we shall be without com-
petitors for whatever we have to spare
out of onr great grain crops,  Undoubt-
edly, the prices to which grain will bo
carried by this movement will fall some-
what Leavily upon poor people hore,
whose luaves wil]l be the dearer for the
competition of European hunger; but
this small addition to the people's ex-
lwncli:m'e will be more than compensated
iy the impulse that will be given to
every branch of industry as a conse-
quence of the general aetivity {hat this |
enrrent of supplies toward Europe will
set in motion, If people got employ-
ment at fair wages ont of an event that
at the same time adds a cent to the priee |
of every loal they will searcely grumblo
about that cent.

Dumas and his Pleture, '

The following characteristie story is
told of Alexander Dumas, the author ;|
.-\t_:lurtiut. bronght him a picture and |
s

“I do not ask you to buy this eanvas,
only put it into alottery ; your connee-
tions are extensive, and you ean easily
dispose of the tickets,”

Dumas consents, and advances the
required sum to the needy artist, "Then
he culs out fifty squares of paper,
adorns them with pretty nnmbers, take
balf himself and offers tho rest to his
ascquaintances, Butthat which snceeeds
a hundreds times fails the hundred-and-
first time, Dumas offers them in vain ;
lie sighs, and takes ten more numbers,
**1 ean certainly dispose of fifteen,” he
says to Limself. At lust a visitor comes
who lets himself Le tempted, DBut six
months pass withont another person be-
ing taken iu.

In the mean time the gentleman who
took the single number besieges Dumas
with letters, aud asks Lim, in pressing
terms

“* When are you going to draw the
lottery?"”

If hio meets him on the street, he ealls
to him from afar:

OWill the lottery be deawn soon ™

|

| vill of the

Tircd of waiting, and in order to get
troublesoras man, Dumas
tokes  the .other fourteen tickets,
which gives him forty-nine out of the |
fifty. He thon proceeds to draw the
lottery, and, to cap the climax, it is the
gentleman with the one ticket who draws
the picture, '

Profiting by Grasshoppers.

Minnesota citizens are making profit |
out of their adversity. In ono of the |
counties of that Btate, where theauthori-
tivs offered a generons prize per bushel
for grasshoppers, the iu]h-\lnimutﬂ roasted
the ingects, thereby donbling their size
and the veward.  They also went into
tho neighboring eonnties whore no re- |
ward wis paid aod importod an immense
ﬂtilt'k, !U'r \I‘lli.lfh. when duly inerensed
by roasting, they were puij from the
funds of their own county, I

[ shipment Ly experieneed female pack-

| ing with ginot strides into prominence,

ows grew deeper, and by-and-bye he
said:

“ There's lots of graves down lere—
there's heaps o' war orphans up North;
I'm erippled np and half siek, but I'm
going to get up and hit the onery onss
who dares say a word aglin cither,
We've got throngh figliting—we're shok-
ing hands now, and durn the man who
gays a word to inferrupt the harmony |
It's one fumily—ole Uncle Sam’s boys
and gals and babieg, and wo're going to
live in the same house, eat at the same
table, and turn out bigger erops than
any other ranch on the globe,”

fe rose up to go, rapped on the box
with his erutels, and continued ;

“Tesolved, That this glorions old
fumily stick right together in the old
homestead for the next million years to
come "

|

Oranges and Lemons,

Ornnge aud lemon plantations, in the
Mediterranean countries, ave called gar-
dens, aud vary in size, the smnllest con-
taining only a small number of trees,
and the largest many thousands, The
fruit is gathered in baskets similar to
[n-.uch baskets, lined with canvas, the
msket being held by a strap attached
and passed aronnd the neck or shonl
ders.  From the gurden the frnit goes
to the repackiug magazine, where it is
removed from the boxes, in which it was
packed in the gardens, and repacked for

ers, after having been carefully assorted
by women, and wrapped in separate pa-
pers by young girls, As many as 500
persons, mostly women and children,
are employed by some of the fruit
growers in their gardens and magazines,
for ?r:_;llu'-riug, sorting, and repacking
for shipment, the wages paid them vary-
ing from nine to sixteen conts a day, A
full grown orunge tree yields from five
hundred to two thousand frait aunually,
and arrives at the hearing state in three
or five years, as does the lemon tree,
[ sorting, every feuit that wauts a stem
is rejected,  The boxes are then secure-
ly covered, strapped, and marked with .
tho brand of the grower, when they are |
ready for shipmeut, Twenty years ago

this trade was nothing in its commereinl

charncteristios, or the inducements it

offered to capitalists, Now it is progress-

l

and is u considersble sonree of revenue
to the government,

Why *T'wasu®

A eccrtain lawyer had his portrait
taken in Lis favorite attitude, standing |
with one band in his pocket.  His frienda
and some of his clients went to seo it. |
Everybody said:

* Oh, how muel it is like him |
the very picture of him!"

Oue farmer, who happened to be pres-
ent, thought differently:

'Tain’t o bit like lim 1"

“Tisn't, oh” said half a dozen at
once; ** just shiow us wherein it is not a
capital likeness, "

Y Wa'al, "tain't; no nse talkin', I tell
you ‘tain't 1"

“Well, why? Can’t yon tell us why
it ain't o good likeness

Yos, easy enongl.  Dov't you see
ho luw got his hand in Lis own pocket ¥
"Twould be as good ag’in if he had it in

L a Gond Likeness,
|

It is

A Lie.

A lie which is a part of a tenth,

1# ever the blackest of lies,
T'or o lie which is all & lie,

May bo mot and fonght with ontright,
Dt o lie whioh ie part of & trutl,

fx n hinrder mittor to fight.
— Tennyzon,

Items of Inferest,

A nationnl ode—The public debt.

Being threadbare is a terrible bear to
o proud man,

The great feature at seaside resorts—
The big bill-owes.

Carlyle's recommendation was : “Mako
yourself an honest man, aud then you
may be sure that there is one raseal less
in the world,”

A flock of hens in Fairhaven, V&,
have been fed so much on row meat thab
they kill and eat all the young chickens
that come among them.

A womnan named Adelaide Robin,
fifty years of age, threw herself from an
uttie window in Paris not long ago, being
n vietim of unrequited love.

Willinm Savgborn, of Medway, Me,,
is under avrest for having killod his
wife, nged sixty-one. He sets up that
ho ** dreamt he was fighting a boar,"

It is proposed to have a Btate law in
New Jersoy prohibiting any one from
golling n ean of fruit which isn't full
weight, That's the right weigh to cure
the wrong weigh.

The oldest journalist on the siafl’ of
the Cleveland Plaindealer snms up his
experience a8 follows: ““No man ean
keop habitual eompany with o cockronch
nnd be cheerful.”

Who can sound the depths of a
woman's love! A * Bmoky City” po-
liceman shot n drunken husband whilo
beating hix wife, and now she is prose-
cuting him who perhaps saved her life,

A Fronchman has discovered amethod
of making pnper incombustible, and it
will doubtless prove of groat value to a
nation that has her public records burn-
ed 80 often as the one in which he be-
longs,

Burglus are common in  Atlanta—too
common. Whon a family man goes
home at night he has to hide behind the
gate post and bawl out, “It'sme, my dear-
est,” at the top of his voice, in order to
keep from being shot.

The superintendent of a Sunday-
gchool in Washington is an undertaker,
and there is some talk of asking him to
resign because he makes the children
gsing **I would not live always”™ re-
gilavly every Sunday.

Sixty miles north of Dulutl, Minu.,
an iron mountain has been discovered
which rivals its namesake in  Missouri.
It s eight miles long, one and o half
miles wide, and 1,200 feet above the
level of Lake Snperior,

A recent number of the Chicago 7Vi-
bune serves up the murder aud robbery
of one day in several columns of elabo-
mtely hended matter, oncof the lines
reading : *f Beveral plain, upassuming
murders committed out West,"

A certain young gentleman of Tvans-
ton, Ind., recently accompaniod o lady to
o train to see her safely started on her
journey, He earried her milrond ticket
in his pocket for safety, nud found it
there, when he renchied home, some
honrs after the train left.

Scientists hove b last found out what
tobaeeo smoke is—a mixture of cyauby-
drie, suiphureted hydrogen, formie, nee-
tic, propionie, butyrie, valerianic and
carholie acids, half adozen kinds of alko-
loads and ereosote, We don't wonder the
humanitarians declare that it is killing
people.

A eatannoyed Lionis Vollman of Mount
Airy, Ohio, and he loaded heavily a dou-
ble-barreled gan, intending to shoot the
pest. He fired onee, wonnding the eat,
and then chased it, satriking with tho
stock of the gun, A Dblow liat the floor
hard enongh to explode the other chiarge,
and Vollman was killed,

In the case of King va Fenton, where
the pritoner was tried in 1812 for the
murder of Major Hillus in a duel, old
Yudge Keller thus capped his summing
up to the jury : Geotleman, it is my
bnsiness to ]]u_\' down the law to you, and
1 will, The law eays the killing of o
man in a duel is murder ; therefove, in
the discharge of my duty I tell yon so ;
but I tell you at the same time o faiver
duel than this I never heard of in the
whole * coorse™ of my life,

Distanee of the Sun,

Prof. Daniel Kirkwood, professor of
mathematies in an Indinna nuniversity,
contributes the following to the Indi-
anapolis Journal ¢ The earth's mean dis-
tance from the sun, as deduced from
Fneke's diseussion of tha obsgervations
miule on the transits of Venus in 1761
and 1760, was 95,280,000 miles, Till
within a fow years past the ncouracy of
this determination was not ealled in
question,  Bo lately as 1854, Dr, Lard-
ner, in his * Hand-book of Astronomy,”
affirmed that Encke's value of the dis-

| tanee could not vary from the truth more

than its three-hundrodih part. l{nl’.tu
vecently, however, astronomers lave
been led, by various considerations, to
regard the distance as somewhat too
great, and hence the results of the ob-
servations in  December, 1874, with fhe
improved instruments of modern con-
strnction, have been looked for with «
lively interest. The discussion of these
observations has not yet been completed,
It is kuown, however, that the result-
ing value of the sun’s horizontal pavallax
caumot differ materially from eight sec-
onds and eighty-seven hundredths
of a second. This corresponds to a mean
distance of 91,875,000 miles,. We are,
therefore, nearer to the sun by 3,423,000
miles than was believed but n few years
since, The distances of the other
planets are to be diminished in & corve-
sponding ratio—the reduction in the
case of Neptune, the most remote,
antounting to no less than 100,000,000
miles,

Srouex Lerress, — A Marblehead
(Mass,) corvespondent of the Boston
News charges that fifteen hundred and
ninety-cight letters sent to Lis addyess
liave been _stolen by some one in the
Boston post-office during the past five

somebody else's 1"

months, aud estimates his lows therely
at over §2,000 o year,




