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The Farmer's Corn,
At early dawn, when o'er the leaves
Tho hony-frost ereops nnd steals thaie bloowm,
When trees stand stiff in gloom
Beneath ihe sunloss mom,
014 Farmor John salutea his shoaves
Of ripeted com.

Bright jowela "'mong the stabble gloam,
Anidd sparkle from Lis onreless tread,
And gossamor, ontspread,

Enrobes the nakod thorn;

Dut Farmer John, to all a-dream,

Moves throngh Lis corn,

Tho startlod hare hofore Lim springs,
And down the furrow specds 1ike wind,
While erisp leaves spirt behind;
Tha yollow mists, npbome,)
Skim o'er tho valo on nolseless wings
Above the corn,

Bud Farmer Johin wih anxions ayos
The struggling stroaks of dawn surveys,
And through the sprending haze
Thet vells the face of morn
A blood-red rim hio #ocn ariso
To groot lila corn,

And fear ereops throtigh bis teembling veins
As the rising ann dilatos in red,
Al 8% guel mountiin's Lead
His ¢rimson hoes ndorn,
Jolim quniios to think the coming reins

Moy swammp his ¢

Btill high o'ochead tho wand
Iteveals a p wring blue,
Awd hapo cotes poering throtgh

With Lunn's y o,

That vol a fuvoriu ¥ it noon

Wil

Tho chang

Dedold, pounrs

iy

5 moon

Dliows (e GOrtl,

ful smn, orst steoped In five,

fortli vich amber streams

h bright Joy-gleams
aeo lind worn,

¥ now coneplirs

st golilon mautle's Nuang!
o tlie mista feom out the north,
winds come forth,

md-masses that o'erhinng

o eprth forlomn!
While elonds of lnzy rooks float by

Tho tompiing vorm

Whnt swailes aleep in the farmer's oyes!
To=day he'il “in" that preciousgrain,
For Lo knows the drended rain
Biteh bodings dare not scorn,
Bo, winstling thanks to sun and skics,
IHe lovvos thoe corn.
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The Parcon's New Coat.

Tle village of Buzzville having gone
Bufaly thrangh the cwning and  pra.
serving seanon i having with praise.
warthy zenl earried off the palm as re
garded the *auunsl cnunly fair,” ovir
and abave the r-‘l"l'-l'!lh]!l’:_’.{ tf‘lWlH; hiav-
fug sbione ennrpienans! #in an elaborate
Shaevest fectival"” for their chureh—and
yabt sneviviug, now cast about for other
worlds to conguer befure settling down
for the winter,

“Our mini pands & new coat,"” said
Miss Mirandy Btebbins, rattling her
knitting-neadles in huge delight at first
prodnsing an idea; **he does, most
dretinl bad, an' that's a fact., Huin't
any of you noticed how shiny it's got?"
She cast a reprosclifnl glance on all of
the oirele—who, while they waged war
on nnbleached cotton and red flannel,
also enrricd on admirably the war with
their tongnes—and then proeeeded :
“Au'I say it's a eryin' shame to see him |
git np in that pulpit another Bunday |
with that old eoat on. Somethin' must |
done. 1'm awful glad I thought of it,"”

“Yon hain't thonght of it any gnick-
er'n anybody else," spoke up little Mra, |
Bisbee, a stout, buxom matron, with |
flaming cheeks ; and her black eyes |
flashed volnmes, *“'Tain't alwus talkin'
folks gits the first idea, I've ben a-think-
in' of that same thing for some time
now,” she added, with a venomons snap
at (he p'acid figure behind the rattling
needles. “An'I shall do my best to git
the paveon one,” sha added, the best
rye bread preminm, which Miss Mirandy
had snccessinliy cerried off before her
very eyes at the county fnir, urging her
on

LI

“f ehnll begin a subseription right
straight off, this very minute,” aried
Miss Mirandy, with great determina-
tion, and starting from lier chair, ignor-
ing Ler rival completely. “How mueh
will you give, Mrs. Dassett?” she asked,
going into the center of the group toat-
tack the “Sqonre’s wife,"

“An' I ghall start one, with my own
name first, befora I sk other folks to
give," exelaimed little Mre. Bisbee, tri-
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plenty of opinions of her own, and
could express them when occasion re-
quired.

“ Graciouns !" ejacnlated little Mra,
Bisbee, with a short langh ; ' who ever
#ee that pocketbook anyway ? I never
did, an' I don't b'lieve any of you have
either,”

“A cont's as big ns a cart-wheel to
her,” said the big sqnare woman, who
dido't love Miss Mirandy to death.
“It all runs in the family. They
wonldn't any of 'em open their months
to breathe, if they didn't get somethin’
at the same fime they giv it ont.”

** Well, she won't put anythin’ in her
monilh this time," obsorved the
*Bquare's wife," laughing, and setiling
back comfortably. *'It's the first sewin'
meetin’, I guess, whero she's gone home
before tea.”

‘““An' it means somethin' fo go home
before tea from Mrs, Deacon Highy's,"
exclaimed Jittle Mra, Bisbee, enthusi-
nstically, with an energetic bob of her
black curls over at the hostess. ‘f SBo
she's lost her cake an' eredit, too."

“I don't know,"” eaid Mrs. Deacon
Highy, deprecatingly, though she wrig-
gled all over with delight atthe implied
praise to her euppers, My donghnuts
ain't so light as usual, an’ the loaf cake
ain't riz quite as I'd like it, The
dencon came home last night in a chill
an' I run in the midst of cverythin' to
give him o canifire sweat, 8o I didn'l
hev as good luck as 1 set ont to Lev.”

Notwitlistanding theso lamentable
failures, the ronnd, comfortable visage
| of Mrs. Deacon Highy presented a

series of rippling smiles that threat-
{ ened to eclipse every feature of her ex-
pressive face, while she smoothed her
{ fat hands complacently together,
| “Oh, well, you ean talk,” said little
| Mrz. Bisbee, energetically, and begin-
: ning to count up her list of subscrip-
| lions to the prrson's new coat, “but we
all know, as well as the next one, what
your cookin'is. Fifteen, twenty, twenty-
{one, no, twenty-two—Mrs. Bpencer
| Higginson’s makes twenty-twe-—twenty-
{ five, twenty-cight, thirly, thirtyv-one—
| thirty-one and o quarter, OL, dear!
| what a pity 'twarn't just thivky-two."

| “I'N maeke it np,"” said the *“Sqnare’s
| wife," quickly, enjoying the distinetion
of being the only woman in the room
| to whom a dollur or two more or less
didn't muko o matter worth a moment's
consideration, Now, then, thirty-two
ollars onght to git & first-rata article.
Where'll we buy it? that's tho ques-
tion."

Hereupon ensued a lively discussion,
tho deacon's wile favoring employing
the vitlage tuilor, and, as he was second
eonsin o her hnsband, family reasouns
wiglit Lave something to do with her
opinic Some of the ladies falling in
with bher, the idea wonld soon have
been eorvied, but for the warlike, de-
termined attitude of the other party,
wlho decidedly favored tha eoat being
wnde (ut of town.

“lwill be lots more stylish,” said
Mis. Bassett, the * SBqnare's wife,” with
an nideninble air that took immensely.
1 shan't approve in the least its heing
done here. When we give apything,
let’s give o good one. How should we
feel to see the patsair up in the pulpit
with anything but the best on 1"

The view of the parson from Lis high
perch dispensing apiritnal things, with
anyvilhing Jess than a town made
adorning his pereon, was a sight that
even in imagioation o filled the eircle
with disfavor that the whole roomful in
a body went over immediately to the
sisla of the * Bquara's wife.,"  All but
Mis, Dencon Highy. Bbe remained
firm, while the ronnd visaga lengthened

a0t

| we'll save a good deal.”

nmphantly, with sn unpleasant laugh
at Mias Mivandy, who was known to bLe
“Light ns the barkof atree.” “I'll give |
five dollars,” shaadded, ina lond voice, |
determined to go without her new win-
ter bonnet sooner than that her rival
ghould earry the day.

“An' I'11 join you with another five,™ |
spoke up the “SBquare's wile,”" looking
past Miss Mirandy to the stout little
figure with flaming checks, *Now, then,
Mrs. Bisbee, that's a good start, I'm
sure,"

There was no show now" for the spin-
gter's side, sines, for varions reasons of
her own, the “Square’s wile" had gone |
aver to her rival. Ho she stalked back |
to her rocking-chair grimly, took up her |
knitting work, and watehed, as best she |
might, the subseriptions grow enthusi- |
astically under other hands than ber
awn,

At lust, as{he langhter and excite-
ment progressed on all sides, she wis
ntterly unable to bear it pvotheéer mo-
ment longer, and jomping np, she mum-
bled something about “must be home,"
and flouneed out of the room.

“T'm glad rho gone” said the
¥ Bquare's wife,” as the door closed
after the retreating form ol the spinster;
“I am sick to death of havin' yon
always come to wmpe for subseriplions ;
an' sho never gives the first cent her-
uu "

“Bhe wouldn’t see the need of the
parson's coat, if she had to open that

ominonsly, and the little eves snapped.

““An' if you {hink 'Biah Willinms
wonld wmake any but a good cont, you're
much mistaken,” she cried, with indig-
palion. “ 1 must {ake back my eub.
peription then, for the deacon never'd
hiear to my given' his second eousin on
his mother's sido sech an insult, ef the
pargon never saw & coat.” And, all her
feathers ruflled, slie sat straight up, and
glared at them all,

Now it never wonld do to offend
Deacon Highy in all the world; every-
body saw that at aglance; so, with many
gidelong looks at each oiher, each lady
begau to east ubont how she might
gracefully wriggle back on to the other
side without arousing the wrath of the
“Sqnare's wife,"”

“La'pose we lad orler employ our
own church people,” said little Mra
Bisbee, thomghtinlly, seeing no one
else waa willing to take it ap. * Aw',
besides,” she added, brightly, * p'rups,
secin’ it's for the pavson, 'Biah Williams
may do it considerablé cheaper. Bo

“I don't know whether he will or
not,” said the deacon's wife, sturdily,
“1 gin'tin "Biak's business, an' I ain't
a-goin’ to say what I don’t know nothin’
sbout. DBat Ido say, if the job ia {aken
awasy from him, an' he a church mem-
ber in good an' regular standin’, to give
it out down in the city, why, the deacon
'11 be so mad he won't git over it in one
spell, I can tell you!”

“Yes, 1 do think," said little Ms. |
Bichee, reflectively, and giving a swiit,
compreliensive look at the “Hgaure's
wife" i the same time that she ad-
ministered, under the big table where
the work was being cut ont, an admoni-
tory pinch on that lady's toes, * that
probably 'Biah Willinms won’t charge

built matron, who looked as if she had

| tell me how much 1 was to charge!
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Mrs, Bquire Bassett, Mrs. Bisbee, and
in compliment to her relationship to
the aforesaid 'Binh Willinms, Mra.
Dencon Highy—wus unsnimously ap-
pointed to confer with the tailor and
order the coat,

Feeling qnite sure at this point that
duty had been done and fall reparation
for any fancied insult to the demcon’s
fawily pride had been made, they one
and all, in a hith_y exalted frame of
mind, energetically sel to work on the
supper,

I never see such eaters," said a muf-
fled voico, The remark was addressed,
in the depths of a big closet full of all
sorts of family lumber and cast-off arti-
cles, to another person who, like the
owner of the voice, was orammed in n
most nocomfortable position up against
the door that led into the * keepin'-
room " whers the sewing society waa
convened. * Whackety ! if wo should
eat so much, I gness ma'd w.[nip s,
Just look at Miss Bassett stuff)'

Thereupon the other fignre bonneced
np with great difficulty to get a good
view from tha keyhole. When he had
gotten his eye fixed, he drewa long
breath. “Whew! don’t she, though!
An' see Miss Honderson! Her nose is
a yard long. Look at her bite into that
bisenit I'

“ Let me see—let me see,” exclaimed
the boy on the floor, erowding up to
push the other away from the keyhole,
“That's my place, Get away, Tom, 1
say, I want to see.”

**Tain't your place any more'n 'lis
mine," retorted the other, in an awfal
whisper that bnt for the rattle of cups
and saneers going on on the other side
of the door must needs have bheen
heard, *The eloset b'longs to both of
us ; o of course the key-hole doos.”

“Well. T want to =es once,” ssid the
first boy, waiving the point of execlu-
sive viglits ; “'so git away, or I'll hol-
ler ;" mnd he gave a smork push to the
figure enjoying & view of the society
that cansed it to take its eye quickly
away from the key-liole, while he re
sentod his wrongs,

“10 yon do, you won't git nothin'
anly a whaeckin', au' I'li eut an’ rn," he
deelured, savagely, dumping down into
thie vacated place on the floor. “Sodo
look it you want ter: then youn've got
to give the place back."

*BShe's beginnin’ on another,” criad
the vietor, ns loudly ns he daved. * Oh!
my jum-zies! 1 say, Tom—"

S What ¥ eaid Tom, gloomily, on the
floor.

“'Thera won't baa scrap left for us
il they keep on catin' like that, The
riz cake's ugoin’ just awlil! Let's go
outin the back yard and holler *fire,
un' gtort 'em home."

“0h no, we musto't,” erioed Tom, in
nlavm ; “that will spoil the whole.
ST hes can't eal waeh more,"” he added,
decidedly. “*An’ then, after wo've had
onr supper, we'll start an' tell all we
know, Hain't we heard lots?” he nsked,
enthnaiastically,

“Lots I declared his brother; “T gness
we have. Just twice ss much as we did
at last s'ciety; then 'twns all abont
Jinuy Anu Rogers; (hat wasn't no [un
at all,”

“Let's go to Consin 'Biah's fivst,” said
"om, eagerly, “an' mad him all up; an'
then we'll cut ‘eross lots to Miss
Mitandy's, Let's, Joe."

YAl I'i;'._:]l?," anid Joe,
which one we go to fivet,
wish they was throngh.”

Duk before hs eonld plaster his pale
Llue eye up o the key hole again, the
enterprising Thomas alréady bad pos.

ession of that outlook ; so he was foread
to enatent himself with conjuring up
new dark plang on the floor.

Al last they had the snpreme pleasure
of seeing and hearing the biscuits, cnke
and tea passed out into the kitchen ;
when, losing no time, they speedily took
themselves ont to the charms of a snp-
per with no one by to restrain,

When they bad finally eaten till not
another crnmb was possible, they each
grasped his cap, and flew as fast as was
possible on their pleasant errand.

“I don't vare
Oh, dear! 1

“1 wouldn't 'a believed it." Mer.
'Biah Williams bronght Lis hand down
hard on his knee, then stared at his
wife.

“I wonld,” she said,
“Thev'ra s mean, hateful set,
what

spitefully.
It's jest
've alwns told you, 'Biah, only

[ youwould have your own way. Now I

guess you'll go over to the Methodists.”
“1'll go to the Methodists next Bun-
day, Sarh, if you want ter,” enid Mr,
Williams, decidedly. “I'll jine a
church where the folks ain't too big for
their clothes.”
‘" Ain'l too big for your clothes, you
mean,” said his wife, with a Dbitter
langh. *To think that stuck-up Miss
DBassett, whose fother used to peddle
dared turnup her nose at your tailorin' 1"
“An' that Miss Bisbee, who don't
know what a good coat is when she sees
one,” eried the tailor, in the greatest
exqsperation, “a-settin’ hersell np to
I
guess 1'll learn her how to mind her
own business.” And 'Biah got up, and
aticking his big hands in his pockets,
began to stalk np and down the room
in high dudgeon.

Yed

et

near so much. We don't know, yon
know, but probably he won't, An' \
then, besides, 'twould look rather queer
to hev us go outside, you know, to git |
some one else to do the work, They'd |
think the *First chureh in Buzzvi.l]u'|
had guarreled, maybe;" and she fin-
ished up with a laugh, '

“Bo they wonld, so they would," |
eried every lady present, delighted to |
find that some one else had done them
the good service of whirling them over |
safely. ** We wouldn't go out of Buozz-
ville for anythin'; an' 'Biah Willinms
is jeet the one to doit,” they added, de- ‘
termined to do nothing by halvea,

o oil having been poured upon the |
troubled waters of Mrs Deacon Higby's
spirit, she considered ber husband's
family honor to be thoroughly vindi-
caled, and resuming her former jolly
expression, she set aoont preparing to

sround)the fragront fea and the
abundance of cheer that acoom-

pocketbook of hern," said a tall, square-

panied it ; and & committee of three—

“'Biab 1" Mrs. Williams stop
eombing ont her scanty looks, and
ting them string down each side of her
thin face, she eagerly fuccd her hus.
band. * I'll tell von what to do.”
What?' asked her husband, stop-
ping in surprise, .
“Yon charge "em just twice as much
as you would 'a.done,” eaid his wife,
pering through the two wisps of light
iair that hung diswally on either side
of her enraged countenance, ‘''an git
your pay out of 'em all; an' then yon
give it back to the parson yourself,when
the coat's done,"”
“Good for you," eried her husband,
# Hain't yon got a head, thongh!"
And then he was ro delighted at her
cuteness that he lifted the two wisps
like pump handles and kissed her,

Meantime, Miss Mirandy Stebbius,
feeling hersell ovarreached in her effort
to be the prominent originator of the
gift to the parson, and defrauded as to
the supper she had counted so much

upon, was doing up her corkscrew curls ' 000

in anything bat a sweet frame of mind,
preparatory to the sleep that wouldn't
come at her bidding.

“ It's ontrageons I" she hissed to her-
soll, her false testh Leing out and care-
fully placed on the burean, “T never
wus 8o insulted in my life. That little
fat chunk of a Miss Bisbee, too, to do
it! An' Miss Higby to set by an’ see
'em, an' never say a word! I'll be up
to 'em, I will."

Therenpon she blow out the candle,
and flonneed her thin frame down into
the middle of her feather-bed, trying to
think of something bad enough to sat—
isfy hier thirst for revenge. Sunddenly
she sprang into a sitting posture.

“1'1 git straight up now an' write it
down, before I forgit it," she eried, in
great excitement, '‘for I never'll git
it imto my head so good again,”

And olambering ont of bed, she groped
around in the dark to light ler eandle,
when she proceeded to sli;; ler feet into
some flannel slippers, and Lherself into
a monstrons bed-gown of wonderfal
pattern, .

“ There, now, what was it ? ~ Let me
ses,” she raid, soratching her head with
the end of a rusty penholder that she
had with greav dilienlty found, after
much rummaging in the burean drawer,

““Oh, yes, that was it. Yes, now,
then.”

The old pen seraped its way over the
small mangy piece of paper that Miss
Mirandy considered suitable for the oo-
casion, natil these words appeared:

“Reveuesp Misten Broveerr, Dean
Sm"  (On gecond thonghts, consider-
ing the “Dear Bir" too familiar, she
had, with extreme pains, marked it
over, while a blush flew over her spare
countenance, snd lighted up the dismal
bedgown.)

“ Revenesp Mister Buoparrr, —There
bein' an efort started aloob to give yon
a coat, I wish to state ont of profound
rospeck to yourself and Mis, Blodgett
un'—here Miss Mirandy, fAnding still
quite a stock of respect left within her
bosom, concluded to bestow it liberally,
#o she added, with extra flonrishes—
““an yonr whole inelnsivo family, that I
bad the honor to propose the cont, nn
should a had the extreme pleasure of
préesentin it in a way suitable to the
ocashun, if that insidions creature Mis.
Hoth Bisbee hadno't insulted mwe at the
sagwin society this evenin at Mis. Dea-
con Highy's, 8he started all those la-
dies to talk awful wbout me, behind
my bick, when I wasn't there; hut Tom
and Joe Highy are noble lads, an thej've
jest bLen an told me all about it, So
pridon my sssumption in writin', un be-
liove I would n give fer the cont if 1'd
bew let to, an present my respecks to
Mis. Blodgett and your eldest dnughter
an Sarah Ann, an all the rest.

*Yours to command,
“Minaspa SrRomss.”

Miss Mirandy couldu't Lelp reading
this over three o four times, she was
gy delighted with it, Then sha blew
onh the light, aud clambered into her
feathers again.

*On second thonglits,” sha said, as
sha drew up the thick comfortable
arouud her spare clin, “I wou't send it
now. I ean atTord to wait, nn' when the
eeal's done, 'L jest git "Biah Williams
to stick it in one of the pockets That 'Il
e 'most as good as helpin’ give it" and
hugely ticiled at the tnrn of ailiirs, shie
ecomposed Ler mind and fell asleep,

(On the first Sunday in December—a
bright, beantiful day —tha “ First church
in DBuzzville" wss erowded to its ubmost
capacity, The preseniation had taken
place the evening before, and consisted
in the coat being sent over at the hands
of the tailor's boy, with a note contain-
ing the names of the fair donors,

All eyes and ears were therefore agog
to see the parson in his new habili
men's, aud to hear how he returned
thanks. As e went up the broad aisle
every neck was craned to ealeh a sight
of the new cont, and many nudges and
nmilca were given to expreas the general
satisfaction that was babbling over in
the andience,

After tho first prayer. with o few pre-
liminary “hems,"” the parson stood up
and began to nnbnrden his mind of the
deep debt of gratitnde that seemed to
weigh him down.

““Hem! It gives me great pleasure,”
he wmumbled; then songht relief in his
handkerchief, which being in the depths
of his left-hand pocket, required a
“ strong pall and a long pull " to get it
out. **Hem|"

Whiz—rustie—went scme amall while
object out beneath thie parson’s hand up
into the air ; then it settled slowly, and
made its way down, down toward the
floor, when it flottered n moment, to
land in the second pew from the front,
directly in Deacon Higby's lap., The
two boys leaned past their mother to
gee the sight, and almost langhed aloud,
They didn't laugh again for many n day |
The deacon Leard the concluding
words of Parson Blodgett's acknowledg-
ment, who, now thet he had his hand.
kerchief, was all right; then he slowly
unfolded the paper in his hand and
exumined its contents.

Which done, he turned and took a
long, deliberate look at his two szons,
who were placidly observing the erratic
movements of & belated fly on the ceil-
ing,

Miss Mirandy Bieblin's letter, though

reached the minister's hand, and she
had full revenge; so ulso was the soul
of 'Biah Williams fully satisfied,

But those *‘two noble lads,” the
deacon's sons, had the jeliiest whipping
ever known, and it wasn't safe to say
* gewing society " to them for one good
spell.—Harper's Dazar,

Why He Mourned,

The late George Borrow, of England,
was a man of powerful frame and was
six feet two in height withont his shoes,
Huaving been born at & peried when
pugilism was in vogune—it was one of
his father's aceomplishments—he was
not slow to exercise his physical capaci-
ties if the oocasion required it. La.
menting, when he was verging toward
zixty, that he was childless, heeaid very
monrnfully; *I shall soon not be, sble
to knock a man down, and I shall have
no son to do it for me.”

Oregon’s wool erop amonuts to 0,000,-
unds,

| side of that beautiful boy ; and when his

not in the way she had intended, finally |

3y

Two Piclures.

Many years ago an Italinn nrtist, while
wandering through the streets of his
native ecity, saw a little oy whose coun-
tenance bore a beauty so wondrously
pure that, in contemplating it, he for-
got the tronubles and anxieties thruost
upon him by pecuniary embarrassments,

“How I should like to portray those
fealures,”” solilognized the rrlist.
* Will yon come to my stndio, my lit-
tlelad ? I shonld like so much to paint
your piotursy,”

Most willingly the boy accompanied.
the painter, amf soon enjoyed the protty
gight of another little lad—his sccond
self—smiling down upon him from the
artist's encel,

The painter often eank his every
thought in contemplation of the lovely
pietnre. When the bitterncss of life
made him weury of living, he neoded
but to lift his eyes to the beantiful pie-
ture that graced the wall of his studio,
and its look of innocence and hope
would drive the shadows of despair
from out his heart and fill it with hap-
piness. Many were the offers to buy
the portrait of the lovely child ; but
{he artist, thongh often in want, stead-
fastly refused to sell *‘his guardian
angol,” as he oalled him.

Years passed. Maony times as he sat
nnd gazed upon the blooming beauty
of the face before him, the artist ques-
tioned himself as to the probable fate
of tha pretty child. *I would like to
se¢ him once again; would like to seo
how he looks.” He wonld sey to him
gell, “ I wonder if I wonld know him?
Has he grown to be a man, good and
true, or a knave—a ne'er-do-well; or
dees ho dwell in heaven?' And, as
once again the artist sauntered throngh
the streets of his beautiful town, he
came upon & youth whose features bore
the stamp of vices ko terrible, of a
degradation so low, and an expression so
dinbolical, that ita eight caused him to
hem his steps. 'What a picture! * How
I shonld liko to sketch those features
as a contrasting piece to the beantiful,
pure innocenca of the boy I portrayed
years ago,” said the artist to himself,

The vonth, having noticed the inter-
est with which tho artist scanned him,
begged for money, for he was both a
beggar and a thiel,

“ Uome with me to my studio; let me
paint your portait, and I will pay yon
what you may demand.”

The yonth followed the artist. When
the sketch had been completed, and he
had hidden in his pockets the coina the
arlist gave him, the beggar turned to

0. As his gaze fell upon the picture
of the little hoy he started as il stung
by a serpent; while his eyes siemcd
rivetad on the painting, he paled as if
in death, It seemed as though he'd
ask a guestion, bat tears appeared to
vhioke his utterance, He poiuted to the
picture, and, throwing himself down on
his knees, he wept and wailed aloud.

““Man, man, what ails yon?' asked
the astonished painter,

“Bat twenty vears age you bid me
como to you, us now, and llwn. Ol 1now,
vou portrayed me; see—yonder face wis
then—mine own! and now? Yon see
me & wreck—a min—a human being,
#o degraded that all the pure, the good,
will turn their faces in disgust 1"

Thae astonished wortist conld hardly
eradit the testimony of his senses,

“1iut tell me wan, whence this terri-
ble change 7" -

The youth told his sad story: An
only son snd of great beauty; his pa.
rents spoiled him; bud companions
taught Lim their vices; brothels and
pumbling dens beeame his home, until
Lie had lost hiz all, and then—unable,
or,1ather, unwilling to work, and, as
yel, ashameod to beg, he began to steal ;
entight in the act, he was thrown into
privop; und {hen he went on to tell
how each bad net appeared to con'nin
the germ of another—appeared to
ereate the desiro ; aye, the necessity to
commit another and n worse one.

11i4 story, as told by himself, sounded
terrible and brought tears to the puint-
er's ojes, He adjured the youth to
give up his felonious earcer, and offered
his ussistance in so doing. His kind
endeavers came too late; sickness, the
couse(nence of vice and dissipation,
threw tLe unhappy vouth upon a bed
of pain, He died before he had an op-
portnnity to prove the sgincerity of Lis
repentance,

The artist placed his portrait by the

patrons asked him whby he put so teryi-
ble a face beside another of such won--
drous beauly, heanswered, sadly: “Be
tween yon demon and yon angel, there
are bnt twenty years of vice."— Wm,
Riclkter

Temper,

Happy is he who can commaund his
temper even under trying eciveum-
stances, The evils wrought by un-|
bridled tempers are beyoni calenlation, |
Thoe violent temper of a fretful and iras-
eible man gives his friends much con-
cern, His condact while under its in-
flnence renders him unamiable, and, of
course, greatly diminishes their regard
for him, And this is not all, If he has
any real respousibility, the emotions he
feels cre as painfnl as those he causes
in the breasts of others. When the
calm of retirement succeeds to the bus.
tle of company, his eolitary moments
are embittered by very mortifying re-
flections; for it has been well remarked

with repentarce,” A few bitter words
gpoken in auger may rankle for a life-
time, Belf-command, besides prevent-

| ing their utterance, enables us to main- | ! ; At
| { chester rifle and given the coraner #50 | (ihie snd Langing gardens of Babylon,
for a verdict that tuey came to their

tain the dignity of our nature as intel-
{ ligent beings by establishing the empire

* that anger begins with folly and ends |

Pa<t and Presont.

Thero is a good deal of harmless
prattle about the superior lealth, the
strength and the wisdom of onr greit-
frmd:htlmu and great-grandmothers,

tis & common thiog to hear old people
who ought to have better senso, talking
nbout the good old timenand the higher
mental and physical ability of those who
lived long ago, While we have great
respect for the old folks, living and
dead, we must not shut onr eyes to the
reality, The truth is {hat people live
longer now than ever they did, The
medieal profession koowa mors new
than ever it did; and we could put into
the fleld to day a bigger army of cen-
tenarians than onr grandfathers could in
the good old days when they were
young.

Moreover, old people now are much
moro vigorous than the old people of
times past. Onr peopls are growing
larger and stronger. It ik not so very
many years since the Ameriean woman
wna a alight, deliento ereature; now she
ia tall end portly. The numbers of sing-
ularly tall and well-proportioned yonog
men and women to boseen in the streats
of New York to-day astonish the old
fellows who remember tue boys and
girls of forty and fifty years agn. Bome
persong imagine that this increase in
gize is conlined to the children of our
foieign-born citizens; but this is a groat
mistake, for the ineresse growth is gen-
eral, Cerfainly the wmixzture: of rices
may have something to do with it, but,
whatever may be the cause, it is a fact
plaiuly to be seen by any observer,

The greatest known feats of physieal
strunglllza and endnrance are recorded to
the eredit of the young men of this age;
and, indeed, it is hardly too mneh to as-
sort that the greatest ruuners, the greal-
eat walkers, the greatest jnmpers, the
greatest swimmers, the greatest oara.
men, the greatest weight-lifters, the
greatest gymnasts, the greatest boxeus,
the greatest fencers and the hepviest
men that ever lived are among the
iiving to-lay. There seems to boa
usiversal increase in Lhe growth of hu-
manity. The height, the chest mea-ure-
went and the weight of the «oldiers of
the immense armies of Lurope of the
present time ere at least as great as
they were among the picked men of the
much smualler Buropean srmied of fifty
years past, clearly showing that the
average mun of to-day is ns big and as
strong a4 fhe picked man of long ago.

The fact stares us in the face that the
grown-up sons and daughters of the
old people of this conutry are, 28 a
ritle, bigger and stronger than their
futhers and mothera were. An ordinary
gized Doglishman flnds consideralils
ditliculty 1n sgueezing himsell into the
armor of one of the Norman conquer-
ors of his counlry; but whet conld one
of our Weslern furmers do with it?
Certainly Le coulll pick it up and look
ut ity but this isall,

We have great respect for the mem-
o1y of our grandiathers and greatgrand-
fathers, ns well as for onr grandmoth-
erd and  great-grandmothers, but we
counat afford to delude ourselves with
ideas aud notions that fact and Bgures
set aside, IPeople are inelined to over-
estimate the measure of wisdom and
ability of the grand old fellows of days
gone by, 1L is an aminble fault, bnt
still o funlt; beeanse the tenth is not 8o,
New York St

.
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A Miner's Experience,

He was on his way home from Tead-
ville, He had on o ragzed old sumimor
gait, # bad hat, and he had been taking
his meals thirty hows' apmt to muke
his money earry him throngh.

“Yeos; I like the conntry out that
way,” ha replied to the query, *The
climate is good, the seencry is flne, and
some of the people are hvne t a8 needs
be. The troubls is knowing how totake
the bad ones,”

“ I sbhould think {that would be easy,"

“Yes, it looks that way; but I had
some experience, 1 am the original
digskivercr of the ricliest mine around
Leadville, Yes, I am the very man,
though you counldn't think it to look at
these clothes,"

“Then yon don't own it now "

““ Not a bit of it.,"

“ How is that.,"”

“Well, T was looking avouni tlie
Lills and found signs. I coilected some
specimens for assuy, staked offa claim
und went off bo theassayors, It was lwo
days befora lie let me know that I had
straek the richest ore that he liad ever
as:ayed and then harried back to my
claim, Hang my buttons if it hadn't
been jumped."”

“How?'

*Why, a gang cf sharpers had found
the spot and built ap & pole shanty and
hung ont the sign of lllu- First Baptist
chnreh over the door. 'True as shoot-
ing they had, and the law out there is
that no man ean sink a shaft within 200
fect of a chureh building. Thbey saw
me coming, and when I got there they
were holding & revival,  There was six
of them, and they got nup one after the
other and told how wicked they had
been and how sorry they were, and—
would you believe it?-they had the cheek
to ask me to lead off in singing, I went
to law, but they beat me. Three days
aftor came ihe verdict, the First Bap-
tist charch had burned down, and be-
fore the ashes were eold the congrogs-
tion wers developing n mine worth
§3,000,000, You gee I didn't know
how to fake them. ’

“Wus there any partienlar way to
take them "

“You bet there was. I ought to
have opened on the revival with a Win-

| of venson over passions., 1t renders a
person the master of himself under all
the varions ecircumstances of life; in
prosperity, choerful without insolence;
sod in adversity, resigned snd calm
without defection. It gives an effectual
check to all the vicious propensities of
envy, malice and asnger; and in the
same proportion as it restrains them, it
enconrages {he growth of virtue, pre:
vents them from rmoning into extremes,
and fixes their due bounds,

Plaited collaretles of mull, plain
white, dotted, embroidered, apd polks-
dotted in black snd eol are much
worn, with searf-bows to maloh,

Lgke Tribune.

| The Boston Watehman ( Baptist) asks:

“Ha o we any preachers?” the question
bLeing suggestod by the fack thot the
leading papers of the denomination are
publishing English instead of American
sermons. It has o theory on the subject,
that while Awmericans preach quile as
well as Englishmen, when un American
pastor is asked to furnish & sormon for
a pt»’nw he selects ong on -some speqial
subject, while Euglish preachers are
contented to give their average dis-
courses ‘“on plain, simple Gospel
themes,”

e m———— e — +

death from too much religion."—Salt | Olymypisn Ju
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Reconcilintion,

If thon wert lying, cold and still aund whits,
In desth’s enibepee, oly mine enemy!

L think that if I game and looked on thee,
shonlid forgive; UCint something in the sight
OF thy still face wonld conguer ms, by right
OFf death’s sand fmpotence, aud T shonld see
How pitifal a thing it is to be

AL fewd with anglit shat's mortal,

Ko, to-night,

My soul, uafurling her white flag of poace—
Forestalling that dread hour swhon wo may meet,
The deall face and the living—faio wonld ery
Avtoss the yoars, Ol 1ot onr wirfaro censs!
Liifo is so shirt, and hatrod is potb sweet;
Tat there bo pence betweon us ere we die”

— Ciaroline A, Meson, in Seribaer,

HUMOR OF THE DAY,

How to avoid
home.

Advice to s married man : Patasafely
valve npon your sell-esteem if you do
not want to get “blown up."

“f would not strike you for $10,” said
J., playfnlly, to his friend E. “Well,
yon would not get itif you did,"” replied
. —Philadelphia Sun,

“Oh, why shonld the spirit of mortal be proad, '

Or tuko inite stpength such f hoastful delight,
A eingle bald bornet can seatter a crowd,

Atd 4 wakp that means business can put i

to flight,

“Yon want a flogging, that's what
you want," said a parent to an noraly
som. I know it, doad, but 1'll try to get
along without it," said the independent
brat,

Liosson for young honsekeepers—
“How can you tell & young fowl from
an old one? *“DBy the toeth?' “Bul
fowls have no teoth!" “I know they
haven't, but I have !"

A newly married conple riding ina
earvinge, were overturned, wherenpon a
standerhy said 10 was A shocking
sight.” “Yes,"” said the gentleman, *‘to
4ee those just wedded fall out so soon,’

A clergyman remarked the cther day:

“Alns! how times clunge! In the Old
Testament days it was considered n mir-
acle foran ass to speak, and now it
ceoms a8 though notbing short of a mir-
acle wonld keep one quiet.”
The cable has informed us that the
ezar and the Emperor Willinm kissed
enoli other when they met at Dantzig;
but it forgot to add that after the osen-
Lition the czar gave a significant sniff
and remarked in an “aside”: *‘Great
Ciesar, Bill! yon're been ealing Lim.
borger!"

A young lady beenme so much dis-
galistied with a gentleman to whom sl
wis engaged to be mnrried that she dis-
missed him, In revenge he threatened
to publish her letters to him. *“Very
weil,” replied the lady, *I have no rea-
son to be ashamed of woy part of my
lettors, except the address”

Habitual Moath Breathing,
Many people eleep with the month
open, and thua make this organ per-
form a duty which sliould be transacted
by the nose. There are many objec-
tious to this, and Dr. Wagner clearly
points them out. The air in passing
throngh the channels of the nose, for
instance, is raiged to the temperature of
the body before it reaches the larynx.
Thus breathing, now matler how low
tho temperature may be, the sense of
eold is never felt below the border of
the soft palate, Dot when one breathes
threngh the mouth on a cold day the
sensation proceeds as far as the larynx,
nnd an irvitating cough may be eansed,
'hen, ngain, in nose brenthing the air
is moistened by the unatural secretions
which cover the furbinated bones in a
condlition of health, and the short
bristly Lnirs a* the opeuings of the nos-
frils not us a filter to nrrest impurities
and rednee the likelihood of laryngial,
bronehial or pulmonary dieease. In
fants, nthletes, saveges and animals
breathe throngh the nose; the ordinary
civilized man employs the month to an
nnnecessary, and often to a very injuri-
ons, extent,

The enuses of mouth Lreathing are
myrind, Complete or parlial elosure of
the passages, polypus, congenitel hony
closure, enlarged tonsils, protrmding
toeth, adhesion of the soft palate of the
posterior wall of thephaiynx—all these
are aufficient canses of mouth breathing,
T'he indications are not o subtle as not
to be readily recozuized, Retrocted
lips, open mouth, veceding gums, pro
ltuding teeth, shrunken alae, decreased
rize of the nostiils’ oritices, wrinkles at
the eyes' outer angles, and lines ex-
tending from the alue to the mouth
angles are the predominant signs. The
effecta of mouth Lreathing upon the
pharynx areoften most deplerable, The
mneons membrane becomes mueh irri-
tated, A chronie engorgement of the
blood vessels may take place, until
permanent dilitation of the vessels is
prodaced, and so on until the diseaee
known as clergyman's sore throat is
produaced. The writer devotes a part
of his space to showing the bad resnlts
of sleeping with the mouth open, and
| snggests an gppropriate remedy. I all
enorers were to adopt it one of the most
disngreeable noises of the night would
be sileneed, for people who breathe
throngh their nores while sleeping nover
snore. The ility short and clearly-
printed pages of whickh this monograph
consists appear to exhianst the subject,
| =D, Clinton Wayer,

drowning—stay al

+Tlu- Fourteen Wonders of the World.

The geven wonlers of the world, in
ancient times, were the pyramids of
Egypt, the Plaros of Alexandria, the

the Temple of Diana, the statue of the
‘aiter, tho Meusoleum of
Artemesia and the Colossus ot Rhodes.

The seven wonders of the world in
modern times are the printing-press, tho
steam-engine, the telephone, the phono-
graph, rhotogmpb. telegraph and eleo-
tric light.

The so-oulled ** seven wonders” of tho
anvients were mere trifles compared
with thoss of the present time. The
Brooklyn bridge; for exmraple, would
make the hunging gardens of Babylon
B moere taa while the whale seven won-
ders put together would sink into fin-
blxnigunco could (heir bnilders bave
seen a lightning-express train at full
speed.




