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This Farm For Sale.

With waary heart and tretwbling hand
T guiide the tesm afeld;

Good horses—uh, they sssimn to aes
Tho griel [ try to shield,

The skios sre low'ring overhosd,
Mislortune blows s gule;

Put vp n bound, and wiite therson
Iliews worde: * This farm lor sale.”

Whnt' sell the homestead broad and lnir—
The denrest spot on earth 7

Bha'l strangets sit whore I have sat,
Avound the lamily bearth !

The turm whers mother took the vows

.whnr. mvle her lather's heide ¥

The plase whets Inaghing Nuell was born—

Fhe apot whora Williedied 1.

What! must [ part with memories
o vury denr to mo?

Ths mosdy spring, the pueling brook,
The leaving applestreo 1

The shindows of departed ones
Rise up amd toveh my armg

I lienr Uhwiv ploading yoioes now ;
*“Dy not desort the taem 1"

Knshrined within my heart of hoarts
The honss whees [ was born,

010 summer night, when heaven's rain
Dt down the growing corn

Fow vpom whete 1 huve olten pussed
Banoath the ghnst ning rod—

Whors tther lnkd me sarly on
The ultar ol his God!

While I huve strength to swing the axe—
While I ean guide the plow;
While 1 can t0il und briug the sweat
U1 labor 10 my brow,
I'll keop misiortune’s woll at bay!
Love triumphs ovar gold!
Tako duwn the bourd and bronk it—
Lhe farm shall not be sold!
— 1. €. Harbaugh.

-

'ESTHER'S FORTUNE.

“How ecold itis! T say Marcia, put
01 soma mord wood, und close the win
doow vimls.  "Pears to me the winter:

careeolder now than they used to be™

“ You are older now, Aunt Pumbe.
and old lolks feel the cola more than
wien they were young." replied Marein
a tall, handsome givl of twenty., with «
decided look nnd eurringe; adding
“ il elose the shatters, Esther, whils
you bring the woml.” X

It was nlways Lhus; the most di feul
or dingreenble tusk wns invariably rn
upon Eiher. n slender. delicate lookiug
girl, & your youncer than Mareia.

Aunt Phehe K eling never perceived
it—she hind no thought but for hersel:
and lier aliings—and if Esther was

- aware ol it she mades no opposition,

Now she went out to the woodpil
and Hlled her basket with onips, sno
gathered some wood ready Lo carry
into the house,  There was no servani
on Lhe Koeling pliee, except an old
negro man and woman who oceupied
the outer kitchen, and wera expected
to do the  oughlier work of the little fam-

she stood for a moment in the ehilly
November air, looking round her at the
negle ted little gray farmhbouse with it
moss-grown rouf, lanked by aged ard
hall dead troes; at the stony feld be-
tween the house and the river, sprinkied
with stunted cornstalks and patches ol
ellow broom; and ol the rocky hill be-
ind tue house, ciothed with somber
pines, whose low, monotonous murmur.
mingled with that of she river, anad
unded day and night like a moaning

Ege.

x‘ﬂ more lonesome or dreary place
could be imagined than this barren
remnant of the old Keeling farm,

And yet, here had the greater part of
Esther's life been pnssed. Ten yeara
ago her mother had returned, n ni-
less widow, to the suot who had been
to aer as a mother, and with whom she
had again found a home,  On her death-
‘l;r-l stie hind suid to Esther, ** Take care

Aunt Puobe in her old age™—an in-
“junction wlneh the gir. had remembered
and obeyed, in face of ull temptations to
seck s more cliverful home,

Aty the furm they found Marvcia, whose
father, the brother of Esiher’'s mother,
had lived with Aunt Keeling till his
death. Under his manngeinsnt the farm
hait yielded something; but afterward
the pluce wenl down, und the old lady
had sold it, field after ield, till nothing
remained savo this long, narrow ridge
of stony ground on wuieh ghe house
was situntea, Jying batween the pine
hills and the river, and which no one
curad 1o purchase at sy price.

_A dreary plsoe and a dreary life for
E aher, especially wheéhiMare », unable
longer to end@re it, had gone to teach
suhool at Ashwood, a village some
twulve milos dispant. She came home
onceé a month on Saturdays; and uus
wiater, learning that Aunt Keeling
wad very feeble and could not live long,
she had given up her school and re-
turned to the furm, as she 84, to take
cire of her. Bud the truth was that
Mureia, a clever girl, with her own in-
taresis always in view, hnd learned that
Aunt Keelng owned some two thou
suid dollars in buak, and knowing her
intention of leaving uil she possessed to
her twao grent nieo g, she had considered
it pradent to ba on the spot lost Esther,
wio had vemuained with the old lady,
should come in for the lurger share.

As Esther swooped to LIy the armfal
of wood, n man appeared riding along
the open cart-track which led through
the cornfield toward the village, s mile
distant. He was a good-lovking, manly
young fellow, nentiy dressed in « suit of
gray homespun., On secing the girl he
tarned from the pathway aad dis-

mounted br her side.
* Wiy, Esther, this 15 no work for
youl. k at your hands—fic only for

gﬁ:ing. Wuy did you not eall Unele

" Hels at work, and lams, you kuow,

and 1 t.hou%ht it a pity to call him such
a distanee, 2

“ fhen, where is Marcin? She istwice
as strong as yon. But maybe she pre-
fers wiewding birch-twigs to carrying
hickory-logs,” ne added, with a laugh.

“ Marcia knows that i am stronger
than I look,” Esther answered, simply,

“ 1 fear you take too much upon your-
solf. 1 fanny you don't look as well ns
nsual. Doctor Farnham should take
better eare of you," he added, with a
constrained smile and a curious, ques-
tioning glance at her 1ace,

A conscious blush tinged her oheek.
“ Wadon'temploy Doctor Farnham.”
he answered, pretending to take his
ning literally. *You know my
aunty don't like his family. I don't
know why.”

‘*She has reason. I've heard the
story from mother Old Farnbam jilted
her when they were young, snd you
u{mw Aunt Pheeebe finds it hara to lor-
give,

* Poor aunty!™

8he raizea her eyes full to his,

“ I've never heard that said of Doe-
tor Farnham,” she answered, with un-
wonted spirit.

“Well, [ hope you never may, since
you think 80 mueh of him.” said the
young man, with somathing like asigh,
ns he lifted the hewn lolp and pl?cd
them on his arm as lightly as though
they Lind been o many Lwigs.

Pussing across the yard, he Inid his
burden within the entry door,

Murcin looked in with a coquetlish
smile.

“Won't you come in, George, and
wurm yourselt?”

* No. thank you, not now. Iam on
an errund for mother, and must get
back before sunset.”

And he hurried away.

“Who was that?" inquired the old
lady from her armohair,

*“George Hurrison, aunt.”

“A good young man. I wish he
would marry Esther. 1 used .o fancy
that he hkea her,"

**8o he did, and told her so last sam-
mer, nnd she refused him. His sisver,
Mrs. Temple, told me about it.”

*Itefused hiw! And what for?”

*Ob, because just about that time she
ot scquainted with young Doctor
Farnhan, and he paid her attention at
the protracted moeting, and walked
with her whenever he saw her after-
ward. People begin to notice it, Aunt
Phmbe, They say that he means to
marljrv her."

* You don't tell me, Marcia! Dootor
Farnham! He's ol & bad stock —proud
wnd stuekup folks, who made money by
vheating and lost it speceriating. He'l
«pecerlate—ouly he's no money to spec-
arkate with."

*Oh, he thinks that when he mar-
ries‘Esther he'll have your money to
use.”

**Ha does, hey? That's what he's
alter, is it? Well,” mumbled tue old
tady, her chin trembling with excite
ment, ** Lhe'll get no money o' mine, nor
isther neither, if she means to marry
him. Narraa niece o' mine shall marry
o Favahem, it [ can help it. I know
‘vm—and s$o0 did my family afore me—to
our torrow. We've had enough of them
Farnlhawms,"

An liour niter Esther came in, her
cheeks crimson, her eyes tearful and
radiant with a soflt light.

To Marcia's question she replied that
she nad been to the wead yw—so they
valled che sirip of marsh bordering tuc
viver—io letehh home the cows.

Aunt Keeling look at her with an
a.ngriv glare in her dim eyes.

“Thut’'s Chioe’s wvusiness. But,
Esther, what is this Murein tells me
'bout you and that young Farnham?
You ve deceived me, Estner.”

**No, Aunt Phabe. I knew that you
did not like him.and so I would not
wentivn bhim. You see, I did noi
dream until this evening that he really
cared for me.”

*“Thnis evening?” repeated Marcia.
“0Ou! so you met him down in the
mentow. thougnt I saw him down
there with his gun.”

 Estles,” swid the old lady, excitedly
mﬂgmg the Hoor with her staft—
** Escher, I want you to promise me one
thung, snd tust is, that you'll never
murry a Farnliam.”

The girl looked into the fire and was
silent.,

‘!' Wiil yon promise, girl? Yes or
na "

“Thut would be breaking my promise
to him, Aunt Pusbe,” she said in a low
voice,

* Yonr promise to him!” soreeched
the old lady, thumping the stick vio-
Jently on the floor, ** Do you mesn Lo
suy you've promised to marry him "

* Yes—~this evening—in the mexdow,
[ mennt Lo have told you und begged
you to like him. You would like him
if you knew him, Aunt Phebe,”

She clusped Ler hands on her aunt's
knee and looked up pleadingly, with
eyes {ull of tears,

But tlhe old woman was in a quiver of
rage, und she declared her solemn re.
soive never to leave Esther a cent of her
money, except on condition of her giv-
ing up Doctor Farnbia,

And when a week alter this, Aunt
Keeling died, it beeame known to every-
body that she had jelv her fifteen hun-
dred dollars to ber niece Marcia, while
to Esther shie had bequeasthed the old
fwrmliouse and the strip of barren ground
atiaohed.

* Phat,” she had sald to the wvillage
lawyer who drew up the will—* that is
to prevent her marrying Farnbam.”

A week alter the old Indy's burial
Doctor Farnham osme to see Esther.
In this time Le hiad not lingered about
the river and the meadow, watching
opportunities to waylay Estier as he
Lind previously done, snd the girl missed
the sweet interviews which had thrown
a lg‘zllt and a glory over her drurf life.

ow, on this his first open visit to
her, she met nim blushing snd smiling,
and with eyes overflowing with tears
of love and gladness,

He did pot take her in his-arms as he
had done in the meadow, and the girl
ahrank shyly into a ohair.

After some commonplace talk, he

fsand :
' Esthar, what do you propose o do

now? You chenot live alone in this
dreary place,”

She looked down with a consclious
blush. Of course he would take her
away now, nd his wite, to his own
home. .

“ Haye yon no friend or relative to
whom you could go?" he inquired.

“ No," ghe answered, with a cold chill
creeping at her heart, )

“PThat is a pity. Marcia is going
back to her school. Could you not go
with her, or teach n schosl of your owu,
as she does?”

“1 am not a8 clever ns Mareia. 1
could not tesch school.”

*Then what will you doP”

“Idon't know."” shie answered, faintly.

He looked at her a moment. She had
become very pale. The light had died
out of her eyes, the color from her
cheek, nnd she had hall turned away
her face, and was looking out upon the
dreary field and river.

Ile took asent near her.

“ Esther, it is time that you and I un-
derstood each other, You know [ love
you, and were I not so miserably poor I
should be glad to take you away from
this place and make you my wife. When
I proposed doing so 1 thought—that is,
most people said that your aunt would
leave you the greater part of Ler prop-
erty, and she was supposed to
wenlthier than has proved to be the
case. Consequently I imagined that I
should have cnough to live upon in
comfort until I could make a practice.
You know I am but a beginner.”

Esther slowly turned and looked at
him with large, clear, wondering eyes.

* Were you going to marry me for—
for monay ?"* she asked, with just atinge
of scora in the last word.

*Certainly not.” he replied, loftily.
* [ merely understood thuat we should
have enough to live on. As it hns
turned out, why, we should starve—
that is all. )

He walked once or twice up and
down the room, then stopped in front of

er,

* Esther, a man could do more mean
and seifish thing than to marry without
woney, snd so make a slave of the wo-
man be loves. Don't you agree with
mep"

“J don't know."

“But I know all about it, young as I
am. I have seen enough of that sort of
thing. Anunhappy. broken-down wo-
mun, slaving over cooking, washing,
beaven knows what—while ber husband
toils for their daily bread. Esther, 1
love you oo well to expose you Lo such
a life. I hate to give you up; but if
you would prefer being free from your
promise to me, 1 should consider it
se fish to oppose it." '

She mude no answer.

*Of course,” he resumed, coldly —
“of course, if Juu prefer that our en-
gagement should continue, I shall hold

yself in honor bound, even though it
be many years before we are able to

marry. " _

* No," said Esther, slowly—*no. Il
is db::twr that the engagement should
en

“I am giad you see it in 80 seasible a
light. It will save you much luture
unhappiness,”

e “5-”

*It is hard to give you up, but there
is no alternative, And weshall remain
friends, Esther, and 1 will come to see
you somel imes."

**No, 1 would rather not. And 1
would rather that you should go now,"”
she added, chokingly.

“1 will go ifyou wish it. And I hope
ou will be happier, Esther, thanil y. u
uwd married a poor man like me, to lewd

u life of Poverty and privation. God
bless you! Good-bye.”

Sne passively gave him her hand. 1t
was cold ss ice, and her eyes had a
frozen, tar away look as they followed
him to the door,

* Poor thing! 1 feel really sorry for
her, but she will get over it,” mused
Doctor Farnham, as he passed briskly
through the field, with his cane whisk-
ing oft the feathery heads of the sway-
ing broom, and with the high heels of
his polished boots grinding down the
tufts of moss m his way, und leaving
them crushed an! dying behind Lim,

Esther went to the window and looked
alter him as long as he was in sight—
looked with an agonized, straining gaze
until his form disuppeared in the dreary
twilight. And then she yazed around
at the bleak wintry prospect—the bar-
ren tield, the cold, dark river, the som-
ber pines—and throwingup her clasped
hands above her head, murmured with
white lips: *Onh, my God! how shall 1
bear itP" and sank insensible un the
floor. So old Ulioe found ber, and ten-
derly put her to bed.

larcia was not altogether heartless,
and she did her best to persuade her
cousinto leave the lonely old farm-house
and seek & more cheerful home. She
even, probably moved by some feeling
of remorse at the part she hiad had in
depriving Esther of her fortune, offered
to obtain her a place ws governess, or
indy's companion; but Esther retused
it ull, Bhe expeoted, she said, to live
and die at the old farm-house,

Oh, the dreary winter days, when
snow lay deep on the ground and the
rives and the pines sang their perpetual
dirge as the chill wind swept over
them! And (he long, wesry nights,
when a horror of loneliness seemed to
brood over the deserted old house, and
it seemed to Esther, in her sleeplesa
dreams, that light and warmth and
summer sunshine would never aguin
look down upon, or upon her life.

One evening she sal alone, reading by
the light of the pine-wood fire, while
Chloe in the next room prepared sup-

per

It was a bitter cold and windy night;
and Esther suddenly started up in
alarm when there was a tap at the door,
Then came s sound of stamping feet in
the snow, and the door opening dis-
closed the stalwart form and frank,
chieery faoe of George Harrison,

** Exouse my unceremonious entrance,
plesse, Esther. 1 feared you would
take me for a tramp nnd be Irightened.
1 came over to sve if you were snowed
up, this awful weather, and 'l am glad
to find you alive snd well."

on the fire.

“Iam so glad you came, George,"
she said, fealing the cheeriness of his
presence l.hrouﬁh the lonesome room.

“8o am 1, be repiied, Inughing.
* There, let me do this for you. ow,
we ghall have a royal blaze Whata
ecomfort there is in a good, cheery pine-
wood fire, with the logs glowing on the
hearth, and the blaze lighting up the
walls. Have you had supper, Esther?
No? Then if youdon't ohject, 11l atag
and take a cup ol tea with you, an
I'll teil you my errand at leisure.”

Esther, ns she drew up the little
square table opposite the fire, and spread
the white cloth and Aunt Phasbe's best
old china teaset, wondered at the sud-
den brightness that seemed to hnve
come over everything. Her own face
brightened, and she found berseifl
smiling at Greorge's remarks, when it
had appeated to her that she could
never smile again.

And when Chloe came in, her broad
black face beaming benevolently upon
the two, and her liands bearing a tray of
crisp corn meal pones, and delivate milk
biscuits and ham sangheggs, which she
begged them * to eat a' once while they
were hot and sizzlin’, for ham and eggs
warn't no ‘count arter they onced m
cold,” then Esther felt that she
awakened from & wrewhed dream into
the returning light and warmth of every-
day life.

* How nicely you pour out the tes.
Esther!' George said. “1 wish you
could do that in mother’s lee, who
has never been able to handle a teapot
properly since her wrists were
sprained.”

** Her wrists sorained P"

““ Yes, quite badly, about two weeks
ago. She slipped on the ice in going
down the back entry steps. d, to
tell the truth, Esther, I came to-night
partly to ask it you could not come and
stay a little with mother. You would
I;e mcl‘n’uhelp and comfort to her, you

now.

“ 1P said Esther, with such an un-
conscious pathos in her look and tone
{.‘llatgit went straight to the young man's

eart.

* Yes, you. Mother would prefer to
have you to any one else in the world. 1
am sure of it. Your nice, quiet, dainty
ways just suit her, and you know she is
lonesome now that M ggie has murried
and gone away. Will youcome, Esther
—say to-morrow "

“*Yes,” she replied, slowly, “ 1 will
come, George, if] can be of any use.”

And so it was that Estber went to
the Harrison's pleasant home, intend.
ing to stuy only o few days.

Eut. she never returned Lo live at the
old Kealing place, and this was what
GGeorge had intended when he, with so
much artful delicacy, induced her 1o
leave it, :

They wounld not hear of her going
back to the lonely old house unti
apring, and in the atmosphiere of kind-
ness and happineas her bruised heart
slowly nealed,

What tended more than aught alse to
this result was tue report, soon cou-
firmed, that Doctor Furnham was o
marry Marcin Keeling, to whom he hnd
begun to puy attention shortly alter his
rupture with Esther.

** 80 it was the meney, after all, that
he wanted," Esther thought, with a
parting sigh to her broken idol. **]
wonder whether George, also, when he
asked me to marry him, had any
thought of Aunt Pliebhe’s money *"

The doubt was spredily put at rest,
tor long before the ﬂrstn?ring flowers
were in bloom George hind again asked
Esther to become his wife.

This time she did not say him naf.

Not long after he one day eame in {rom
the villa.fe looking very gyave and a lit-
tle troubled. |

“ BPsther,” he said, **I have ncws for
you—great news.”

* You mean perhaps that Marcia and
Doctor Farnham are married,” said
Esther, composedly.

“No; though Llw{ are to be married
in n day or two—so 1 have heard. But
this is news which conceras yourself
alone. You know they are proposing s
track for the new branch railroad from
B— to Well, T have just
learned that it is to pass within a mile
of our villags, nnd that its course lies
exnctly through your property—the old
Keeling farm.” )

“How ntmnﬁu! But, George, it will
ruin the place.

** Ruin the place!” he repeated, laugh-
ing. **Why, Esther, it will be the mak-
ing of your fortune, The line runs ex-
actly through that “’“f‘ narrow strip of
the old farm land by the river, and it is
the only u e to which it could be put,
1 heard just now,” he added. gravely,
*“that you will be offered seven or eight
thousand dollars for it. They think it
a good place for a station between the
village and Ashwood." .

“Eight thousand dollars!™ said
Esther, with a gasp, ** why, I shall be
rioh ! : .

** Richer than I, and perhaps you will |
look down upen me,"

He spoke lightly, but there was some
thing of nn nnxious Jgok in his face,

* 0Oh, George," ss Esther, looklng
up into his face with tearful eyes, an
placing both Ler hands in his, ** I am
80 gind that T shall have this money—
80 glad for your sake !”

Xnd Marcis, when she had heard
the news, wislied that she had not man-
wmuvered to get Aunt Phoebe to muke
that will in ler tavor. As to Dr, Farn. |
ham, who had given up the woman he |
loved as much as he was capabie of lov-
ing, for oneé whom he loved not all—his |
feelings can only be imagined.

Y cars after, when George and Esther,
happy and presperous, were spesking
ol the wretched domestic lite of Dr,
and Mrs. Farnham, Esther said: |

“ I never feel so grateful o Aunt
Phoebe as when 1 think of that will of |
hers made to prevend my marrying Dr.
Farnham. She undersiood him begter |
than 1" {

L—.

Bore—" What time do you rofire|its atiacke upon co-operative news-
here? Young Indy (bored)—'*Soon as | papers it may as well send the machines

the company goes.’

A

Esther was heaping fresh pinl'."-km:)m1

A Strange Bird.

An interesting story respecting the
habits, under peculiar circumstances,

{ of the chapparal cock,commonly known
joathe “ rond ronner,” is related by n
California Iady, who takes pleasure in |
raprodicing any interusting matter re |
gavding the natural neauties of her na-

tive Btate: It appears that a family !
named Davies, being engnged in olive |
culture, occupled
at S8an Diego, around which is a dense
growth ol oactus, passing through
which, one day, Mr. Davies heard a
strange noise resembling the sound
made by a pair of pigeons billing and
cooing, winding up with asuccession of
short, quick, jerky notes. .thus— per-
root! per-root! per-root! The listener
searched until he discovered the cause
of his surprise, which was a nest of
four young birds of the species Geococe-
cyx Calilornianus. o took them
home, and succeeded eagily in raisin

them in a coop, like chickens, the ol

ones feeding them. Their beautiful
plumage soon attracted the a‘tention
of a number of vigitors to the Old Mis-

sion.

The birds were finally reieased, but
they regular'y returned at night to the
coop and lingered around, ing
satisfied habitues of the barnyard. Two
of them died. The two remaining
fonght until one vanquished the other,
which for a while repaired to the cactus,
but réturned with the nest-making sea-
son. In the meantime the sole remain-
ing bird bud become so sellish in its
sttuchment to Miss Davies that it be-
onme a nuisance to the household. It
would ullow no living thing near her,
showing its jealousy by darting fiercely
at the object of its batred, pecking it
luriously with its sharp bill, whether
eat, dog or child, oftentimes drawing
blood, alter which it would retire satis-
fied. For its own dainty consumption
it w.uld bring in beetles, bugs, spidirs,
and when anything larger was captured
—tor instance, a | zrmf or small snake
—it would fly to its mistress, struu
wround her until noticed and petted for
ita enterprise, during which It coos
like a parrot whose feathers are being
rubbed down. With the returned mate
it pegan a nest on a small table by the
window in thie young lady's room. The
nest—a most uncomfortable affair, about
the depth of a soup-plate—was made of
large, rough sticks. some of tlhem aboul
ten inches long, which they brought
and laid on the outside of the window-"
sill, if the window remained closed, for
the ocuurnnt of the room (o add to the
nest, which she faithfully did, and the
nest was soon completed, the inner
lining being dry grass and straw. Bul
one egg was laid in this rude nest in its
present Joeation, innsmuch as the male
one day decided the fute of ** household
and home "' by bringing to his mate a
Inrge gorher snake, which twirled itself
around his beak more than half alive,
whercupon; with a peculiar nervous
sensation, the lady immediately re-
moved their lodging to the *‘cold

round ¥ nmong the cactus, where the
irds hatched a promising brood, and
agnin brought them to the house for
food like ehickens. The Eoung birds
are much like young turkeys, and at
full size are about as lurge as half-
grown turkey hens. The “‘road runner"
particulary mentioned never forgot its
altachment 1o Miss Davies, and would
tollow her everywhere alter its chicks
were grown; they only puaried when
the family le 't the country, leaving the
birds behind, which they now regret,—
San Francisco Bullclin,

Where the Ieebergs and Tee Flelds
Come From,

The icebergs come chielly from Green-
land, being formed by rivulets, etc. The
vast ice fieids scen upon the banks of
Newfoundland are brought there b
the vast currents of the sea and wind.
They come mostly fiom the cost ol
Labrador, and are parts of the fields that
are formed durino g the long winter in
the great bays and inlets of the Labra.
dor const. Jeebergs are continually
changing their line of flonting, owing
in pait to the breaking off ol pieces of
the upper mass and the melting away
of thesubmerged portion. Their mo-
tion is nlways slow, and accidents can
rarely happen from them to prudent
mariners. They float along the bunks
of Newfoundland, «nd finally, striking
the warmer waters of the Gulf suream.
soon dissppear. The movement of a
field of ice is accompanied by much
crashing, and is often obscured by a
dense tog, through which rise the tops
of the bergs, On two ocensions during
the Arctic oruise of the Juniata, in the
Polaris search expedition, that vessel
barely escaped desiruction by iccber s,
One of these was in the middle of July,
1573. During a dense fog at midday,
off Cape Farewell, an immense berg was
suddenly seen to loom uf out ol the log
not more thap a ship's length directly
ahead. Fortunately the vessel was rua-
ning at slow gpeed, and her course was
quickly changed, and she cleared the
jce mountsin by about 100 feet. On
another ocoasion, off Fiskernues, in »

the * Old Mission ™

The Hill of Life:

We only ask, my henrt and I,
A littlo pence, n littlo rest;
We've traveled fur, my heart and 1,
And none responds 1o our request,
Tha hill of lie iz steep nnd high,
And thorns with grasses und erlie,
We know it well—my henrt and [.

We've hnd our {oes, my heart and I;
Wo'vo bud our (riemls,

We've had our loves, my heartand I,
Where Iriendship ends.

Wao've bid n hundred loves good:hye,

We've seen n Lundred friendships die,

Aye, that we have—my heart and L

We've met with poorn, my heart and [}
We've mot with praise;

When envy let his arrows 0y
To mar our daye.

We'd lungh to see them pass us by ;

If cunning lorged a subtle lie,

We would his fendish nrts dely,

And foil our loes—my heart and 1.

When besuty, blushing sweet and shy,
Would, nnoware,

Pierce my warm heart with glances sly
We'd shon the snare.

014 trout avoid the angler's iy,

And fithless hearts wounld vaiuly try

To separate my heart and I.

Now here we are, my beart and I,
While far below
We bear the murmuring nation’s ery,
And resp and sow;
We've sown and resped, my heart and 1
And only ask in pence to die.
God grant us rest, my heart and I.
— John Scoil.

ITEMS OF INTEREST

A dear little thing—The diamond.

“To have the gout is to have the
swell " thing.

A serious step—0Out of a second-story
window to the ground below.

* Where do you hail trom P queried n
man of a trader. ** Where do you rain

from?” " Don’t rain at all,” said the
haan‘.io:g'iahcd Jonuthan, *“ Neither do I
1.

A lotel landlord at Indianapolis
wears a hat woven of pineapple straw,
which weighs only two ounces. It was
made on the island of St. Helens, and is
valued at §100.

The French society for the encourage-
ment of national industries offers a
prize of $200 for an essay on the tools
employed in Ameriza in the manufac-
ture of watches.

No man can ‘ruly say he is happyand
healthy. and that hie loves everybody,
when lie owes a year's subseription to n
newspaper and has corns,— Williams-
port Breakfasl Table,

Cornell is to have a class in journal-
ism. A pair ol two-dollar shears and a
bottle of gum arabic have already been
purchased. The sclieme ocertainly
promises well.—Atlante Constitution.

New York rays more for tobaceo than
for bread. Dealers say that there are
smokers in that city who average 100
rigars a week, and men whose cigar
bills run up to thousands of dollars per
annum.

When the snd and weary editor isn 't editing,

When & moment through the day his pencil

drops;
Then he listens to the sanotum bores a-buz-

zing
And s-tulking of the wenther and the orops.
—0il Clty Derrick.

“I'm afraid you don't like babies
when they cry, ' said a matron to a gent le
man, a8 shetried to soothe the nrllngl
in her arms. * Oh, yes," said he, *
like them best when they ory. because
I've always ohserved that then lhe; are
invariably carried out of the room."

Mr. Frederick Tyler, of Huriford,
Conn., who is now a little more than
eighty-five years old, and is in fair
health, can remember seeing a man who
was born in 1609, It was his own
grandfather, Mr, Tyler, who was born
in that year, and lived until 1800, cover-
ing th2 whole of the eighteenth century
with his life,

I would not eause ona shade of pain
To overspread 1hnt fuoe so tair;

Ah! no, dear girl, nor would I deign
To wdd n might unto your eare.

1 would not huve that lovely hue
Of tetores clouded by atrown,

But duty bids me suy to you,
Your back huir's all a coming down!

The average fisherman has probably
noticed that no matter where he may go
fishing, whether it be seven miles or
seventy-five miles from towrs, the rural
resident always ussures him that *there
are more fishermen than fish around
here. And the saddest part of it is
that 1he assertion appears to have foun-
dation in fmet In nine cases cut of tén.—
Rome Senlivel.

dense fog, another very large berg was
seen & little on the port bow, and a|
ledge of rocks on the starboard bow,
not more than 500 feet distant. The
engines were stopped and reversed, and
the vessel only escaped destruction by
a lew feet.—Philadeiphia Bulletin,

About a year before his death some
one sent William Cullen Bryant a pic-
ture of apple blossoms. In acknowl-
cdging it ﬁe wroteé: They do not ex-
aotly suit the last days of life's Decem-
ber, but they sgree charmingly with
that neéew sprnnglime of existence, m
entrance to which eannot be far off,
and where I hope to find the orchards
ol paradise in full blossom.

“The New York Tribune is experi-
menting with Lyxe.wuiug machines.”
Lt the *" leading American newspaper”
is u3 sucoessful in jts experiments with
type-setting machines s it has been in

o Lhe nearest junk shop.

The Girdle Round the Earth.

I{f you send a telegenphio dispateh
from Paris it will reach Alexandrina.
FEgypt, in 6 hours: Berlin, in | hour and
30 minutes; Basle, in | hour 15 minutes;
Bucharest, in 5 hours; Constanti-
nople, in & hours: Copenhagen, in 4
hours; Cuba, in 10 hours; Edinburg, in
1 hour 30 minutes; Dublin, in 3 hours;
Frankfort-on-Muain, in 1 bhour 20
minutes; Geneva, in | hour 15 minutes;
Hong Kong, in 12 hours; liuuburﬁ. in
2 hours 30 minules; Jerusalem, in 6
hours; Liverpool, in 2 hours; London,
in 1 hour 15 minutes; Madrid, in2 hours
30 minutes; Manchesier, in 2 bhours 30
minutes ; Now York, in 4 houra; Now
Ovleans, in 8 hours; Rio Janeiro, in 8
hours: iluwe. in 1 hour 30 minutes;
San Franoisco, in 11 hows; 8t, Peters-
burg, in 3 hours; Baigon, 1 11 honrs;
Southampton, in 3 hours: BSydney
(Austrniiu{_ in 15 hours; Valparaiso, in
12 hours; Vienua, in | hour 15 minuates
Washington, in 6 hours; Yokoh ma, in
i4 bour-, and Zaosibar, in 7 hours.—
Faristan.



