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“The Waler Ml
Listen Lo the wator mill, ,
All the livelong day— .
How the clicking of the wheol
Wears the honrs away,
Langaidly the antumn wind
Hilrs the greenwood loaves |
From Lhie fiold the reapers aing,
Ihuding up the shoaves ;
‘And & memory o'ér oy mind
Ak n kpoll In cnst—
Tho mill will never grind
With tho watoer that i past,

T'aka the leason to yourself,
Loving hoart and trae ;

(1 olden yenrs are fleoling by 3
Youth ia passing, too.

Birive Lo make the most of life,
Loso no happy day ;

Time will pever bring you back
Uhrooos swopt awny.

Loave no lander word unasid,
Love whilo Jove ghall Inst—

The mill will nover grind
With the wator that in past,

Work while yel tho daylight shines,
Min of thought and will §

Nover doos the stronmlet glide
Uselowa by the mill ;

Walt not Ll to-morrow’s sun
Boams upon your way.

All thst you oan oall yotir own
Lios in this—to-day.

I'ower, intelleot and health
May not always last—

The mill ennmot grind
With water that is pasi.

0, O, M'Cullum,

The Guard Above the Heart.

[ bulieve T have given all the orders,
Alma, just as you wished. The litile
ibrary is already urranged with the lnst
little brecket and statue in place ; the
lining-room and kitchen with china, sil-
ver, linen sand snperb old-fashioned
sidoboard, just ns yon directed, have
Bﬂ!lyulillﬁ in place.  And your room-—
how [ wish yon counld go and ‘see it—is

beiatifal, Thers can be no greatér
harmony thau the blending blne-and-
gold furnisbivgs of that room,”

** Yon are very good, Arthur,"

“ Thanks, Alma ; but not hall so good
na you in loving me so tenderly and
loyally. Bat I wus bothered about one
thing, sweet,”

“ \What was it 2" -

“ Your writing-deslk. It is snch a
gom. 1don’t beliove you can ever write
anything but poelry at it. 1 conld not
get a place in the lihrarz for it to snit
me, This light was too sharp, and that
light too dall, T fancied it needed s
soflt, . mellow light, so I set it in your
room, and will leave yon toarrange s
place for it T flatter myrelf thut every-
thing else will plense yon, "

“ The pictures |

“They wre all hung, I ecan hardly
tell yon now whoere esch one {8, The
Beatrice Cenci 1 hnog over the library
door whigh enters to your room,"

““Why, whet made yon give it such a
poor place as that ?"

“ For just one little reason of my own,
Her great, sad, sulfering, patient eyes
are duplicates of your own, Ho I have
hung itthere as a sign to me that the
door beneath it opens to a place wherein
the goddess of my life presides; also
that when tho door is shut, your face
phall still look down upon me, and fol-
Jow me with mournful aud guardful
tendorness,” ‘e .

** Though your love and faney, Arthar,

ke my cyes to-day as luminous as

cha's, perhaps to-morrow those that
love me most may forget or wish to for-
get that 1 ever existed; for who can de-
termine now whether Payche, the very
idol of all poets, was a reslity or a
dream,"

** But to-morrow yon will become all
the reality my life shall ever kuow or
wish, for to-morrow, when the priest
has had bis service and the witnesses
have written their names, and your
dainty finger hns o new ring upon it, I
shall st yon down in the pretty gold-
and-blue room where Beatrice keeps
guard, Then you shall dismiss or re-
tain the bistorical sentinel as yon please,
for you shall fill all wy tomoredws with

_ your own sweot solf.”

He took both her slender white hands
in parting, and said:

“ Remember, we are to be promptly
at the church at four, Good-by, sweet,
till then,"”

Her e{u filled with tears, and she

to him tenderly as il she wonld
not have him go; but she only said:

“ Well, Arthur, let Beatrice stay
where she is, aud whenever you look at
her think of me, if you will,"

This lnst so low that he did not hear,
But he weut ont busy and happy with
‘thoughts of his wedding day.

Alma stood gtill nutil the door closed
behind him, then she clasped ber hands
and cried ;

“Who am I? What am 1? that I
ghionld deeeive such a man.”

When Arthur went on the morrow
where the morry guests were assembled
for the wedding, the white-robed bride
was goue ; but in her room was found
a note for Arthur Leroy, which read :

“Arthur, forgive me. I have not
meaub to deseive you. How it has all
come sbout I hardly kumow any belter
than yourself, But true it is that when
you read this I shall be the wife of
anothor, Farewell, and may your noble
heart find forgetiulness of  Axnua,"

Pive years afler, Arthur Leroy was
standing watehing the silent, dark-eyed,
picturesque group which saton the geay

gteps of the Trinita di Monte in Rome,
While ke stood and looked, a tall, grace-
ful woman dressed in mouming came
down the street wudd stood beside him,

group which his own eyes were scruti-

Arthur was pursuing his artistio
atudies at Rome, and was searching for
amodel, The woman beride him wos
upon a similar mission. She, however,
seemed o find none among the group to
suit her, and she sfarted to go, Asshe
turned, their glances met, thar and
Alma were face to face. Her eyes were
sadder than ever, and her garb was
weeds of mourning,

‘“Arthur |" she exclaimed, in sur-
gﬂs& bolding out her white, slender

an

The blood receded from his face and
left it white as marble. The old Jife and
the old pain surged back. He took the
the hand she extended, and said in a
cold, eruel voice :

* ' Mrs, Rassel, I am glad tomeet yon
here. Insearch of a model, too 2"

““ Yes," she said in a voice which lad

a perceptible quiver ; *‘ but I have found

:': l‘: ltga‘ l;ni{zzi ai'ﬂpng{l:m g:ﬂ&
oW

yon join me, and tell me you are
and how you have been ?"

Ha beside her as she started
off, saying :

“Thanks, AstohowIam now—well;
how 1 have been—I have [ A
Bhe felt the littlo thrust; it was
easy for her woman's wit to parry it by
T with her old naivete of manner :

*“ Well, yon see the influence of your
taste has had its influence on me, 1
have turped artist myself,"”

*“You did not have to tnrn artist; you
were always one by natare.”

8he saw clearly enongly that the steel
was still in this man's soul. Bhe had
placed it there, and she resolved to
pluck it out at once,

“But you never told me I was an
artist,”

I never knew till"—

“* Nor did I know it myself,” said she,
interropting him, ““till Mr, Ruossell's
denth two years ago, when I was left
nlmo:itn dvilhuut means or resouroes of

e pansed; but the announcement of
the death of the man who had robbed
Arthur Leroy of his bride drew no com-
ment from his set lips, Bhe had long
:go tanght him to endure surprises iu

ence,

“Then I came here to study; to learn,
;!'I"oan, the dream-toil of an artist’s
ife,

“In which callipg you have my best
wishes for your snccess, and my services
always at your command,” he said, with
nnfeigned sincerily.

“Your good wishes, Artliur, are g';rato-

ful to me, sud I shall be only toog'al to
wvail myself of your valuable sngzca-
tions, if-—if 1 may only know that I am
forgiven."
. **Yon are forgiven, But I do not
forget. Everything whioh 1 put into
your room is there yet untouched. Irom
that day to thia bhour the doors have
heen locked; the long cartains at the
windows are drawu down, the blinds are
closed, and a deep ow rests npon
all within, Bo the doors, and windows,
and curtains are closed about the memo-
ry in my heart. The shadow rested
there also a long time. But to-morrow
it will be lifted, The Beatrice I bronght
with me. I put it above my door here
in Rome as an emblem of the gnard
which yon had taught me to set npon
my heart, At last I have found one
puir of eyes more lnminous gmoug the
ahadows than are those of Beatrice or
Payche, On to-morrow the picture
above my door and the guard above my
heart will be taken down and the light
of the new eyes will enter in,"”

She was in doubt as to his meaning,

Was he purposely obscure? Was he
talking of the old love? She took it
for granteu,

“@God bless you, Arthur,” she said;
“T do not deserve aa much as you ac-
cord 1

“For the old love's aake, for the
grand and beantiful Alma "—

She started as he called her name, He
had not done so before, She laid her
haud npon his arm, and said in alow,
tender voioe, as her eyea fllled with tears:
*« Arthar "

““Wait a moment, please,"” he resumed;
' for the sake of Alma which was, her
little room, which my love made for her,
shall never be opened while I live, She
cast the shadow upoun it; I shall never
lift it. To-morrow I shall be married
to Miss Bruce, BShe is an artist too,"

The hand upon his arm trembled, and
the queenly woman at his side grew
deadly pale, aud swayed alightly for-
ward as they walked, He drew the hand
more securely through his arm and add-
ed: “ Will you pause at the di B
or ehall I see you to yonr hotel ?'

“ We will go on, if you please, Thanks
for your kindness,”

hen, after n pause, she said: **Yon
have been frank and jnst, Arthur, The
tenderest are the cruelest, I don’t know
how it is, but we have both proved it,
May God forgive us both, and bless you
always."

Five years have rolled the dusty wheels
over that sad day when Arthur and Alma
met and parted in Rome,

He is with his wife in Secotland, Bhe
has become famons and rich, and is back
at her old home. Often when the days
are fair, a tall, queenly woman is driven
slowly ihrough a cerlain street, and
from {mr opéen plhisoton looks up eurious-
ly, reverently, tenderly to the windows
of & house which have not been opened
for ten years, ‘Tfle blinds are covered
with dnst. The curtaing, and all the
pretty blue-and-gold furnishings are
erumbling under the immovable shadow
within, ﬁ!ut the oldﬂl&lve is only =&
mamory now, covered yours,
ralnbow-tinted . aspirations which were
set within it once have given place to
the solid colors of s ealm, smooth lifs

Bhe ‘glanced burriedly at the same

without.—Potter's American Monthiy,

|

A Time for Hurry.

Ouly a day or two , # pair of ner-
vons ymmgy people ‘:{:p hurriedly
into the office of Justice lock, The
young man was fanltlessly dressed in a
pair of brown overalls, a ** boiled shirt,”
an old straw hat and broadeloth cont and
bnge boots that hadn't seen blacking
sinoce three days before the OChristian
ora, and he earried a wagon whip in his
hand, The yuu:::llmlywu a little more
elnborately attired, but her toilet was
nlso rather ill-assorted and bore indiea-
tions of great haste in its arrangement.
As they entered the office the youn
woman looked out of the window an
back at the justice and out of the win-
dow The man slammed
the door shut with a g like a Rod-
man gun, felt for the key and not find-
ing it baoked np against the door, braced
his feet firmly on the floor and said in a
BOMALL Figh, jodge, firs awag! I

“ All right, jedge, " got
to be home before dark, and I've got
seventeen miles to drive, an’ powerful
bad roads; bain't a minute to spare,
Shoot her off 1"

*Well, but see here,” began the jus-
tice, T don'"t—""

“ Hang it all, squire |"" said the young

man, shuflling his fest in nervous anx-
iely, *“Don't go for to ask nes-
tions ; just bang away, it's all .1

tol.}g:n; go ahead, equire!”
young woman flattened her nose
against the window, and transferred a
large clean spot to the dingy and a
very dirty one of correspon size to
the end of her nose as she tried to look
two blocks down the street snd around
the eorner,

“Oh Sam,” she whispered, wringiog
her hands, * tell him to hurry ! "

“Gaul dang it ! " whimpered the ex-
vited young mun, lifting his feet in rapid
alternation, as though the floor was hot,

‘“that's what I'm trying to do. BSay,
squire,”” he added, pleadingly, *rush
along, won't ye? Shove her nhead

squire ; talk it right off jest as short an’

quick a8 the law’ll let ye ; give 'em the

q.dlmsq'l':lim. an’ let 'em go. Say,
]

'q'}ha amazed justice looked from one
to the other of the young people in
speechlees wonder, ** Why, certainly,"”
he said, **if you'll only collect yourself
und tell me—"'

**Squire | ” exclaimed the younfl fel-
low, with solemn earnestness, “* I'll tell
yo everything, every blamed thing, I
swan to Jnde I will, a8 soon as it's over
withi, if ye'll only stave ahead and finish
the business fnst, 1'll tell ye the hull
thing from the very sbart, can't I, El.
viry 2" And the girl turned from the
window and kioked him and blnshed at
yim, ‘““She means yos, squire,” said
the young mau, fairly dancing with ex-
dtement; ** Go ahend with the papers,
squire, Drive on, squire, land o' Go-
shen, equire, what air ye waitin' furf
\‘?hyrt_ )

The justice iunterrupted him, and
made one more éffort to ascertain what
thess exeited clients wnnted.

““Well,” he eaid, **let us make a
atart, anyhow, What"—

The young woman stopped tying knots
in her bonnet strings, (she was making,
at low ealeulation, about sixteen knots a
minute), and looked around, snd the
young fellow shiouted :

“Them's the licks, squire! Keep
hér agoin’ now right at that gait, 'an
wa'll git through like one o'clock. Go
aly jedge! ™

* What,” ssked the justice, at the
first opportnuity, ** what is your nnme ?

Blank disappointment settled down
over two faces like a summer cloud,

“ Je-roo-zalam, jedge ! shouted the
rmng fellow, while the yonng woman

urst into a fit of hysterical weéping,
¢ It's enough to drive a fellow crazy!
What d'ye want to stop an' talk gossip
fur when yousee I'm in sech an all-fired
hurry! Why squire—Jee-roozlum |

And he jumped clear in the middle of
the room a8 n%eavy tread on the stairs
terminated in a (remendous kick against
the door,

The next instant an elderly man, who
pnever had a taste of anti-fut in his life,
who was about three feet broad at the
shoulders, who was wheezing so terrific-
ally that he couldn’t speak, and carried
a walking stick that looked like the fiend
of death, walked into the room a step
or two and halted, gaging at Justice
Trulock, the girl and the lyormg an in
turn, s if undecided which of the three
to immolate flrst, while the justice gazed
upon the singular tableaux with unutter-
able feelings, Finally the old man,
with & terrific snort of deflance, made a
step toward the young man, who eluded
him by dodging nimbly behind the
justice’s desk; then the old Sarty cap-
tured the weeping girl, tucked her arm
inside his own and tramped wrathfully
down the stairs and so out of sight,
The young man followed slowly, after
peeping ont of the window, with infinite
eaution, to see that the old man was ot
lying in ambush atv the foot of the stairs;
and as he passed out at the door he
turned & mournful glance on the jus-
tice, and said pathetically :

‘' Beo what ye've did, jedge ; dad slamn
the thunderin' Inck, see what ye've
been an' done with your gol twisted
prevarioashin, But I'll bet you a yoke
of red steersn 1'1l marry that gat yit, if
I've got to git up at one o'clock in the
mornin’ to do it. Dog gone it, jedge”—

But he was down the stairs and out of
hearing, snd it seemed to Justice Tm-
lock that the office felt quiet and a little
lonesome when they had all gone away,
— Burlington Hawkeye.,

One arohiviet of Antwerp has digcoy-
ered o bill of sale of September 1st,
1547, for twenty-two bottles of potro-
lenm, at that early date imported into
the iy,

A Few Odes te Aulumn,

The mau who can look at all the won-
drous, vast machinery of a universe and
see the seasons come and go in regular
sueccession and not have the poétry of
his natnre stirred up to its most depthy
depths wonld be s phemomenon, The
truth is that we have more poeta than
the world is aware of, and were it not for
that great impassable barrier, the waste
basket, some new would burst upon
an astonished and defenseless world at
almost every tick of grandfather’s clook,
Editors are a jealous set of lite
thunder-pumps, for they know very well
that if all the genius in this conntry was
allowed to get into print at will, that the
‘;rut diseriminating public would soon

earn how they were being defrauded in

the obsourity from which they were
hoisted by some mysterious miatake of
the trhti.;& ‘Thgt;:d.the renson lois of
poetry is not prin

For ourselves, we have none of that
sort of meanness that wonld keep down
panting geniua lest it rise abeve and be-

ond us, and we are determined that as

ng a8 our good right arm doea not fail
us, and we are re-el by & diserimi-
nating publie to edit a newspaper, the
senson shall have a chance—by the
Great Grand Master of poetry, so they
shall |

The odes to autumn are coming in
rapidly, There are too many of them
to print in full, but we give a verse or
po ench, merely for the lP'cu'pq:ma of
encouraging 4the writers an intin

out defects. We have elec oursell
tioc director, and—bnt we b
ere is the first one from ** Doitus :

* Time when comes the falling of leaves !

Time when comes tho lowinf of beeves !

Timo when comes the monding of eaves !
Fading, ever fading autumun.™

It will at once be perceived that
“Doitus " is a poet of no mean order,
A poet who can take falling leaves, the
lowing beeves and broken eaves, and
bake them into & pancake, aud
pour over it the sym;{: of flowing rhythm
18 possessed of genius, We have uo
harsh eriticism of * Doitus,”

The next comes all the way from
Michigan in & blue envelope with the
1 ption written di?;onally, and
sealed with flour paste, It says, ‘ By
Josie-phine,” and the first four lines
are us follows :

“ Ootober glows on every chook—
October e# in every eye,

While up and down the hill and dale
Her erimeon banners are let ily.”

By Josephine, we have heard of peo-
g}:a with bad ey but imagine all

ichigan with Octobers in their eyes,
and crimson banners let fly np and down
all the hills and dales, Josie, turn your
talent to washing dishes, :

Wae have spiee for only one more, so
wo give * Pearl Dallasa™ a chaven,
Bweet Pearly steps forth and thusly
warbles :

i Jennie sud 1, in the summer lime soft,
In the gladsome month of June,
Played ltguthar by the brookside

When the merry singing fealhered song-
sters were in tune.

“ Dut times have chinoged sinca theo ;
Now comes the lingering fall,

And Jennie's mrﬂg another fellow,
And we don’t ronm the woodas st all,”

At some length Pearl proceeds to
speak of the **dainty red-bug,” and
works in much * flowing-water” and
“‘sweetening flowerets," but life is too
short to take in all its excellencies, The
rhythm, which is flexible emough to
make a seven and a fourteen syllable
line rhyme together, snd not make n
man who is reading it stop to eateh his
breath between bases, is its sirong point,
Other contributions must go over till we
can reach them, but we assure every
:l::xion: t on ctmr 'honor as an editor

nt at Jeast part of every poem sent
shall be maer&d. Whenever our col-
umns are too crowded, we can always
find room in the waste basket,— Cinoin-
nali Breakfast Table,

Words of Wisdom.

Necessity never made a good bargain,

Man lives only to shiver and perspire,

Men's judgments sway on that side
fortune leans, .

Many are willing to wound who are
yet afraid to strike,

Misery leads to despair, aggrandize-
ment to presumption.

QGive full measure, when you measure,
and weigh with a just balavce, Expend
not but according to the mensure of your
goods,

The slanderer injures three persons at
once ; he of whom he speaks ill, him to
whom he says it, and most of all himseli
in saying it,

Imitation ia always unhappy, for all
which is eounterfeit displeases by the
very things which obarm wus when they
are original,

Great souls are not those who have
fewer passions and more virtues than
the common, but those only who have
greater desigus.

The desire of talking abont ourselves,
and of putting our fanlts in the light we
wish them to be seen, forms a great part
of our sincerity.

The same pride which makes us blame
faulis from which we believe ourselves
free, canses us to despise the good quali-
ties wo have not,

Happiness is in the taste, and not in
the things themsalves ; we are happy in

[nmni what we like, not from pos-
sessing what others like,

Ho scanty is our present allowance of
happiness, that in many situstions life
vould searcely be supported if hope were
not allowed to rolieve the present hour
by pleasure borrowed from the future,

Be careful how you indorse desils
especially the dmught of a chimney.

A BOTTOMLESS BOG,

Thrilling Adventure of n llorsrman In an
Hiinets Nwlmp—-The Deopest Queamire
in the Warld,

Home few evenings ago a St Louis
Post reporier made the nequaintance, al
the Lindell hotel, of James Laflon, who
related to him a enrious incident. He
says that a few da{n sinoe, having ocos-
sion to make a visit to Cairo npon busi-
pesa, he mounted a good, strong horse,
and atarted upon a f‘nnmay throngh the
bottom lands of Illinois. Nothing of
conseqence happened nntil within about
forty-two miles of Qairo ; there, in »
swamp overgrown with jungles of black-
berries and shrubbery common to sach
spots, he espied a flock of birde, a fow of
which he determined to oarry into Oniro
as agecimann of his skill in shooting.
Thé birds, howevar, mnhy;. nmil, :!ﬁo
anxious eportsman ng in the
ardor of the pursai®, ;e penetrated fur-
ther into the swamp. Presently he came
npon a spot very much more zf:: than
the rest, no ahrupber{ m grew
upon it, buta kind o grass, in-
terspersed with clumps of bulrushes,
covered the entire surface, No sooner
had the horse's feet touched the sod
than he sank immediately above his fot-
locks. Floundering out of what the
rider sup to be only 8 mad hole,
the animal leaped forward with consid-
erable force, and this time sank almost
to his knees. His rider tounched the
beast with the whip to hurry him out of
the bad place, e horse raised him-
self by main force from the mire and
lea forwerd again, apparently nas
anxions as his rider to get ount of the
bog. »This time, however, he sank al-
most to his girth, and the most power-
ful efforts on his part conld not resnlt in
extricating his Teet from the mud, The
more he struggled the further he sank,
and in & few minutes ceased altogether
to make any effort to release himself,
but remained paﬂectlﬁa&:;ilet. trembling
in every joint. Mr, now began
to feel considerable alarm ; he was
obliged to extend his both legs out par-
allel with the body of the horse to keep
them from sinking in the bog, His
mind instantly reverted to all the tales
of quagmires and quickeands that he
bad ever read, snd he began to sus
he had struck something of the d
bhimself, The sitnation was looking
gloomy ; he must do somethivg ; so he
apoke to his«horse again, to indunce him
to make one more effort, but the poor
heast was beyond the power of helping
Limself, Already a part of his bodf
was in the black, jelly-like massof mud,
which everswhere surronnded him,
And Mr. Laffon discovered, to his hor-

ror, ibat he was slowly, but surely, get- |

ting nearer in & level with the ground.
He felt certain wow that uuless hLelp
came he must surely disappear with his
hiorse in this lovely bog and his fate for-
cver remain & mystery. Determined not
to give way to despair, he glanced once
more anxiously aronnd, and this time
noticed no more than two or three yards
distant the branches of a tolerably large
tree, which, with roots still partially in
the firm ground beyond, had fallen
across the . Its wide-spreading
boughs had prevented its sinking into
the mire, and he now felt that to reach
that tree was the only hopo of salvation,
He conld not reach it from the position,
and be dared vot leap lest the added
impetus should ouly send him deeper in-
to the bog, withont enabling him to get
hold of the branches, An idea seazed
him, He took the bridle from the horse
nud a hitching strap which he carried

with him, bound them ti hui together
with some twine he found in his pooket,
threw his

and, I’orminpi a sort of noose,
impromptu lasso toward a stout dead
branch which projected from tha fallen
tree., His first trial failed, also the sec-
ond and third, but the fourth sncceeded,
ond he had only to make the attempt to
draw himself to the tree, He was now
standing npon the back of his doomead
horse, which had sunk soveral inches
further,*snd with hend raised was look-
ing with terror-stricken eyes back to-
ward his master, every once ina while
nttering pitiful ories, With a last few
tender pats Mr, Laffon said farewell to
his bhorse, and leaped fror his back as
far out as possible, Ie sack several
feet, but keeping flrm hold of the line,
he began to draw himself out hand over
hand, and after hard struggling finally
suoceeded in reaching Sm tres, into
which he quickly drew himself, and
arept careftrlllly across ita trunk to ferra
firma, thankful for his miraculous es-
eape from a horrible death. His first
thounght now was to go for help and try
to rescue his horse, For this purpose
he started off on foot for the nesrest
enbin, After walking several miles he
enconntered & couple of farmers, and
quickly proeuring other aid, and pro-
viding themselves with ropes, they ac-
companied Mr, Laffon back to the bog,
Hevernl hours had elapsed before he
reached the treacherous spot u, and
not nﬁliignﬁ: his ua{;:tn;mto THE Té-
mained, The poor t dissppeared in
the black ouu?a. and only tEa lack of
scant verdure on thad particular spot
marked the placeg where he had met a
living death.

In describing s dinner ab the sultan’s
palace, Mr, Drew Gay writes: **And
now comes the oritical moment for yon
if you are prescut at this feust as o
stranger, You will bhave placed your
meat on your plate, and be carelnlly
cutting it up, when suddenly a more
than ordiparily juicy momsel will be
pnshed into your mouth by a pair of
vory grensy flngers, Yom musi not re-
sent this, It is o token of lgviug kind-
ness, o sign that you are “"P‘MWa o8-
toemed, beloved, Eat it vow are a
favored mortal.”

In Harvest Time.

I met miy love when 'neath the eovening breeze

The corn swayed (o and fro, when ‘mid the
treen

The wind moanod sofily,
song,

The echoes of (Lo deep glen would prolong—
In barvest Lime.

| And brighter than the goldon sheaves, her hair

Hirsyod downward o'er & neck s0 purely fair

That o'en the suow-white lily well might hide

Its bending head boneath tho streamlet's tide—
In harvest time.

whou the reapor's

The thrilling of the songsters now was Linshad ,
‘Noeath sunsbive bright tho rore no langer
blushed
And day was ended, far beyond the kill
The reaper's song grew frinter and was still—
Its barvont time,

Twad thon my love was spoken ; and "twas
thon
I reaped love's golden harvest in the glen.
The nightingale walled forth ber low, swesl
sirain,
Singing joy's trinmph in & glad refrain—
In harvest time.

And now the w of our lives, instesd,

Approachos— and smmmer all bave fded

Tho' atill of Jove's bright setting sun Lbhe gleam

Is glorious as that which first it cur dresm—
In barveat time.

—— e ——
Items of Inmterest.

Bprings of fresh water rise in mo
BeAS,

Oysters have o langnage of their own,
and olams stew,

Cork trees bear sn edible acorn re-
sembling our chestunt, "

The mnan who is going down in the
world is the conl miner,

Dr, Oarver's rifle bronght him in
income of $60,000 last year,

Bad-fitting shoes moke corns on
horae's feot, the same as on people.

If anything will reduce o full- -
fat m:f it is a well-directod bank fail-
i 8

We have seen many a poor horse o
in a driving reio and not & wet bair o
Lis back,

Milk is nutritions, but the
drinks a half ’fl.llnn of it must [
pletely cowed down, 1

“1 declare, it boats awl," as the she
maker said the first time he nsed a sews
ing machine, — Hoina Sentinel, 4

Part of the edge ol the cone of Mo
Vesuvins has given way, and Prof, Pals
mieri is baving a sort of rétaining :
uf aghes bnilt,

Ialmy slesp,

Tired nature's sweot rostorer—
Doun't amount to mnek,

It you happen to bunk with a snorer.

A man who wiaa in the habit of
ing to himself, being nsked by his
why he did so, remarkod that he
to converse with a wan of sense,

“In this air-tight?" inguired » ma
in a hardware store, ns he examined
ttove, * No, sir,” replied the clerk)
““air never goty tight,” He lost o ous
tomer,

Of 3,434 dootors whose deaths hag
Leen announced in the London Lance
during the last ten years, the ages of @
(84 were given ; average age ot dent
56,0 years,

In an account of a tour in the nort
Eungland, by George Colman, the you!
er, in 1775, oceurs the fo owl:’ ik

: “In the adjacent village of Kix
lentham there was at this time an im
vidual resding in a neat, comfo
cottage, who excited much interest |
the visitors at the hall, His looks we
venerable and his beariug above
usnal among the lowly inhabitants
hamlet, How he ha¢ nired th
of superiority it is diffionlt to say,
his origin must have been humble, §
cightieth summer had nearly
AWRY uadunliv two or three years p
viouniy he had learned to read,b int

y re

who,

O]

®

might grafify a parent’s pride
his son's first voysge round
world! He was the father of Caph

Cook,*

Cincinnati Breakfast Table Diet.

Ourd is alluded to 2s * offal from
dairy,’ but it is an offal allusion,

“ Why should the spirit of mortall
proud 2" We ean tell you: he has
trusted for a new suil of clothes,

Most women have need to wh
“lend us not into temptation” wh
thoy see another with a new bonned,

Berpent skin shoes for ladies are
latest Parie novelty, Thus it is
they get even for the way the
treated Eve,

The proverb **a short horse is ™
curried,” must not be construed as
plying to mules, The shortest are Il
most oareless with their feet,

Appearances cannot nlways be 8
on, A young man may seem to wea
fine gold watch-chain, girls, but
all it may be plated, and pinned into
vest pocket,

It is paid that the left foot of &
handed man is alwaya lopger than &
right one, but when the ol man read
after Adolphus from the top slep
always s&mfn the right foot, and in g
casgea it is Jong enough.
** Edueate the nose,” says some syril
on physical culture. A great u .
ﬂn&ﬁmuy educatod now to turd '
people who are their bottere, )

The people of Ceylon bake and
bees. If wo were going to indul
this kind of prove ., we should
to know that the baker und &
business, for if & bee shonld revl

he lad been swallowed —!



