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Autumn Tokens,
By the goldel drovafol weather
By tho birtls that Ay logether,
Dirk ngainst the radiant sky,
By the sllence growing deapar,
Ry the resting of the reaper,
Planeant duys are deawing nigh.

By tho vageant wayside brier,
Flingingsar its tanglod fre,
By the forest’s motley lina,
Royal onk and maple splemdid,
Halding stately court, atianded .
As tor pageant rich and fine,

By the astor, inosnse bringing,
By the moening-gloried’ swinging,
And the sploy teagrance shed
From the grape, whose purple oluster
Captive holds the vivid luster
U1 the summer sonrosly fod.

IMleasant days are coming noarer,

Diys whon hama will ssem the doaror
That its ofrole, smaller grown,

Ly ite hfhpy talk and laughter,

Or its sighs, Inw stoaling alter,
Narrows to inlold its owa.

Blithe, lor musie, work and study

Then will glow the hearth-flame raddy,
Whit thongh wild the win’s may blow ;

Always theroe is golden woather

Where troa hoarts are met together,
Thoogh without be storm and snow,

-

All he natamn's wondrous shading,
Iipanml hoos, and gentle fading,
All the bivds that southward 0y,
8 1o 08 with sign and token,
?n wotils wa hear, nnapoken,
lensant days nro drawing nigh.

— Harper's Bazar.
B

. MERTON'S VENGEANCE

AN ENGLISH STORY.

The dnme Mar Merton, and
dow ol the late Sir Philip, lived ix
wly reticement at Oaklands Pack,
ind biad lived there & far longer time
i1 sLe cared to remember.

Sihie hind been for nineleen years av
plterly solitary woman, save on iar
Wommsions, when she admitted ocertain
‘pear relstives to the honors of a shor

sit. The only near relations which
ghe had were a nephew snd two nieces
“Wrorge, Ellen and Margaret.
| Lady Merton had a son somewhert

hout the werld, but she had neither
‘goen nor heard from him directly fo
‘noarly twenty long years. Richard
Moricm wase, and always had been, an
Ceeoentric young man.

At the distant date of which we speak
“he was a very good-looking, hearty.
illiul youth of nearly five-and-twenty.
He had been to college, liad traveled,
and sownliis wild onts broudeast. 1.

then re ed to Oiflands Park and
“joined i festivities of Christmas, the
downage stress of the house gather

o many friends to do honer
'wish2d for but unexpected

in
to

urn.

Sir Richard Merton was very kind
and polite to wll eollected together. A
very line counly collection it was, with
wany wise men and beautiful women
. But soon Sir Richsr1 Merton had eyes
for no one gave for Edith Lechmere, tiu
dnughter of n wenlthy baronet, who had
only one other child, the son who was
to sueced bim in his family estate and
honors.

IBoth he and his pertly wife, a woman
of tendor heart saw with complaceney
Rich: v Merton, the best maten in the
county. looking with admiration on
their baloved daughter.

loady Margarer Merton liked the givl
nz a girl, but oortainly did not approve
of hﬁr a3 the futace mistress of O ag?sndu
Poark.,

The day wliwr the festival, Sir Rich
ard, n! Sreakfust, indicated an intention
of calling on the Lechimereato pay his
respects,  1lis mothier looked keenly b
him ns be spoke.

“I Lope you have not. been struck by
that Lechmere gicl, Edith?" she said,

eam,-al'y.

“ Why not?"” he asked, rather shiarply,
“Sheis, indeed, a most charming crea-
ture.”

" ¢ Becanse it would be a most inju-
dicious nnd unfortunate sgelection,” she
answered,

“May I ask why?' was the rather
quick rejoinder; *'the reason why,
mother nrine?"

“ Beonuse, though smiable, she is ex-
ovudinﬁ]y delieate, Her health is any-
thing but satisfactory. Walking is
& greal exertion to her, while horse ex-
oricise is out of the question,’’she went
on. " Bucha girl is not a fit person to

~be the motiér of the Mertons. Wehave
always boen o sialwart and comely race,

No puny clbildren ever endangered ouy

lirvect sucoession '

“ And yet 1 belleve," said Richard,
rathi r bardly, * that 1 lost twe brothers
and o sl ter—my only one—beccause of
their delioney.’

Lady Merton turned very pale. This
was o severe subjoot with her, and one
that palned her éven now to think of,

“Those deaths were nccidents,” she
said, in a hall wmournful, hall angry
tonk. **IL i3 because I would guard
against any more such contingencies
that | would hinve you guided by reason
in your choiee."

] ghall be guided sclely by love and
affection in my chioice of o wife,” was
his ealm wnd bnoghty reply, and then

drr:;lq'-ml the subject,

Alter breakfnst the buronet dressed
suitably Lo the svason, and then staried
for Lechmere Huil on horseback., He
wia most cheerfully and hospitably
weleomed by the baronetl and his wife,

* while Edith recelved him with shy

gatisfaction,

Richurd Morton was not & young man
for auy young lady to treat with sny-
thing else but atteation. Handsowe,
highly sccomplished, brillisnt in con-
versation, n great traveler, he was also

an wlmirable talker. '
Edith lstdghed at his sailies iR her

-

roun
is lo

Ly

\

quiet way, amiled at his quaint way of
telling adventores, and was highly in-
terested in his description of foreign

courts.

She thought him eertainly 8 very ac-
complished, fine young English gentie-
man, but whether she would view him
in the light her parents wished her to
regard him was wholly another Lthing.
But Sir Richard was not a hasty or
ardent lover. He wished to do things
ns they should be done, nccording to
rule and order, and was quite prepared
to go through the ordinary process of
courtship, the pleasant Rower-clad lane
which leads to matrimony
Edith met his attentions with gentle
indifference, though she nppeared al-
n%: glad to eee him, and apparently
preferred him to ali other open and
more chyious suitors
The baronet and his wife looked on
with smiling satisfaction, and already
in their mind's eye saw their danghter
Lady Merton, in one of the finest posi-
tions in the county.

The tiue wore on, nnd the period
camae the Loncdon season.  Sir
Richard had » town house, which was
kept up in the old style.
he young baronet was nothing ifnot
hospitahle, and liked to see his tabie
ﬁmmmg vnder what he called good old
nglish fare—none of your French
“kinkshaws' and nonsense.

Though he had traveled he was purel {yl
and simply English in his tastes, H
mother prided lierself on this, and con-
tinually drew his attention to how little
Edith sympathized with his fuelinﬁa.
She was a dainty little bird, and loved
the tempting delicacies which are offared
by the lenrned cuisines of foreign parts
was nob partial to English customs,
and oared not lor any of the holiday
frolics and dances.

Now it happened that, apart from the
hysical objeotion, grounded on the fu-

e henlth of her [.irmdchiidren. Lady
Merton was, very fond of Edith; she
was therefore a good deal with her, and
they had many long interviews. Sir
Richard looked upon these confidential
meeliu_sﬂa with some jealousy.

Was his mother setting this beauntiful
girl against him? Well, the y oung man
was too proud and too hanghty to in-
quire into details of these meetings, but
he soon detvrmined to bring matters to
a climax. Matter-of-fact, rather stolia
in hiis nature, Sir Richard was propor
titnately dogged and obstinate in his
likings and dislikings. He loved Edith
with a devotion which was made up ol
the ardent lover and the paternal pro-
eotor.  He looked upon Edith as a
pretty ehild who required to be petted,
humored, . and taken care of, to be
treated tenderly, nurtured with care.
At lnst, however, he came to the con-
clusion that he had hesitated long
enough He would propose, and have
tha matter settled.

It was after a dance. Edith had been

the belle of the evening, and, like many

other delicate girls, was not going to be

beaten in danting. We have known

young lndies to wﬁom a mile walk was

particularly obnoxious, dance eight or

ten hours without complaining.

BEdith had been dancing with a certain

young naval officer, a new eligible, n

Lieutenmt Spencer Buker, of excellent

fami'y snd likely prospeots, but still »

totally unfit person to set himself up as

tha suitor for a rich baronet’s daughter

and neiress,

But both her father and mother were

playing cards, and she ventured to risk

onedance. But when she concluded she

happened to see that her mother wus

disengaged, and gave the lieutenant a

hint to that effect. He at once walked

away, and Edith strolled slowly to the

conservatory, hoping that he might bhe

able to follow ler to this somowhat

secluded retreat.

She seated hersell underneath an um-

brageous palm tree. Her thoughts were

far away. Atthis moment a firm, com- |
manding step w: s heard, and she looked

up anxiously. A faintflush covered her
tace. It was Sir Richard Merton ad-

vancing with considerable alacrity to
the spot where she had seated herselt

with other hopes and wishes. Edith gou
up & pleasant smile for her rather grave
admirer, and he seated himsell by her
gide with a very serious sir.

*Why have you deserted the ball-
room?" he asked, in an earnest tone of
voice. * Everybody is lost in sur-

prise.”

“1 was a little fuvigued,” she re-

marked. **I have danced a good deal
this evening.”

“8o I have observed,” he went on,

qnim&y; “perhaps more than is good for

“T think not,” she answered, in a
laughing tone. “I am very fond of
dancing; iL does me ol

“Inm glad to hear it,” he smilingly
responded, “‘it shows thal London dissi-
pation does not atfect your healith.”

“ Not more than most people,” she
said, thinking the remark rather an odd
one for a lgver to make.

He said nothing inanswer for one mo-
ment, reflecting deeply the while., At
a8l he spoke out,

“My dear Miss Lechmere,” he said,
kindly, “1 have a very imporlant com-
munication to mpke to you. 1 had in-
tended delerring it until the cod of the
season, but 1 ses so0 Ly moths (utter-
ing round the seductive Hght that I can
du'fcr my words no longer.”

“ Pardon mg," she exclaimed, in a
frightened way, “bat I do not under-
stund .

“ My dear Migs Lechmere," he went
on, kindly, yet loftily, **1 had hoped
you would, From thie evening when
lirst 1 saw you my attentions have been
marked enough, Miv love hias grown
with my growth, and strengthened with
my strengih, until 1 can no longer keep
my sentiments concealed. Edith Lech-
meore, will you be my beloved, my bhon-
ored wife?"
Edith looked at him in both surprise
and alarm.

“ H‘.oallly. Sir Richard,” she said, in a
tone, hesitating and doubting, **this is
o very sudden.”

“Sudden?' excluimed Sir Richard.
“ 1 had hoped nol, My attentions were
sufficiently obvious, 1 thought ™

“Not w me," she continued, in
faltering volee. *‘I kKasw you liked m

gaciety, but—but you know that Lavly
Merton hias other other views for you.”

“What my mother's matrimonial
notions with regard to myselfl may be,"
he coldly replied, * I neither know nor
eare. - [ am a grown man; my choice i3
made witliout regard to the opinions of
others. Your parents, I believe, highly
approve 1ay wishes I only demand
your sanotéon to speak to them at once.”

“0Oh, Sir Richard,” she cried, *‘this
is indeed so very sudden. I am so younge
Give me one whole day for reflection.”

“ Certainly, Miss Leclimere,” with a
kindly smile. This is Mondv?'—l shall
make a morning call upon Wednesday.
[ presume I shall have the felicity of
seeing you?”

“1 seeno reason to doubt it,” re-
gponded the young lady, who then al-
lowed herself Lo be conducted back to
the ballroom, when Sir Richard claimead
a promiged dance.

Because it was convantional and the
custom,Sir Richard danced ; not that he
liked the practice or approved of it,
But in modern society such n formuln
would have raised too great a storm
upon his devoted head, and he never
ventured to expound it. He danced,
therefore, under protest, and only when
it aupeared impossible to avoid it.

Conversation was Lis taste and
his forte, but in the case of
Edith Lechmere he utterly broke
throu‘fh his rule, and danced ns often
as the elasticity of her programme
would allow kim so to do. On the
present oceasion he was unusually ten-
der, condescending, and attentive.

Edith remarked his manner, and was
very silent and thoughtful. She could
not but admire his intellect, and bis
magnificent physical beauty. Still, he
seemed almost too much of a god for
her. He was a man to be more wor-
shiped than loved—at all events, such
was her girlish opinion. 5till, it was the
wish ot her parents, she knew, and
whatl was poor she to do.

With a deep sigh she abandoned her-
sell to the stream of fate, determined to
be guided by the force of events, what-
over they might be,

Next day Sir Richard Merton made
many cnlls, and returned only to a five
o'clock tea. Ie was due toa dinner
party, and re«iulred time to dress belore
ﬁ)ing out, s he went up to the door,

iss Lechmere oame out, looking very
serions and thoughtful. Sir Richard
shook hands, and handed her to her cac-
riage with great politeness and tender-
ness. That she should have called upon
his mother was by no means singular,
but he neither liked her looks, nor the
fact occurring on the eve of hisintended
proposal.

It was, of course, a natural event, but
still it preyed upon his mind, and by the
light of suhsequent events, appeared
very strange and significant. Goingup
stairs Sir Richard found his mother
alone, and in a very serious mood.

“fiood-afternoon,” he quistly oh-
sorved, **Miss Lechmore has just left
you "

£ Yes,” was the cold rejoinder; *‘she
came to gpend an hour and hiave a chnt
with me.”

“indeed! Did the young lady inti-
mate ainything of my intention to visit
her in a formal way P he asked,

“ She alluded to the matter,” was the
cold and grave answer, “but I am
not here to divulge young ladies’ so-
crets.”

And she handed him a fresh cup of tea,
whicli he drank almost in silence, then
wont slowly upstairs, and dressed for
dinner. He saw no more of his mother
that day, nor did he the next morning,
as, in consequence of & headache, said
her maid, she did not come down to
breakfast, :

About twelve, Sir Richard Merton,
who wns in too great a hurrf to be
bound by exact conventional rules,
ealled on Sir Arthur and Lady Lech-
mere, who exchanged satisfied glances,
and eagerly welcomed him to their
house, After a few words the young
baronet spoke.

T suppose,” he said, with somethin
of hesitation in his manner, * you wil
not be very much surprised to hear that
I have come to demand an interview
with your daughter—in fact, to offer her
my hand and fortune, as I have already
given her all my love?"

“ Proud, indeed,” said Sir Arthur,
clasping the hand of the other. * Have
you mentioned a.n'yl;hing as yet to Edith
—Miss Liechmere?”

“1 said a little the other evening,”
fran klmpondmﬁ the baronet, ** but
Miss vhmere seemed agitated, and
asked for time, until to-day."

Y OL!” said the elder baronet, ** I did
notice & little change in her muanner at
breakfast. She appeared somewhat
flurried and agitated. Dear girl! 1 will
ring for her.”

A maid eame and at once hurrled off
to summon Miss Lechmere to her
father's presence. She returned after
gome minutes in a very agitated state,
and declared that Miss Lochmere was
now here to be found.

The father turned orimson, the mother
was pale and agitated, the young baro-
net cold, stifl and haughty.

“Did any one see her go out?” asked
the elder gentleman, in & tone of sup-
pressed passion.

At this moment Edith's own maid,
her personal attendant, appeared on the
scene, She held a deinty little note in
her Land, which she handed to Bir
Arthur. The baronet opened the letter
furionsly, and read it, waving the ser-
vanls to leave the room. He glanced al
the beginning, and then read aloud:

“DEAR Para ANp Massa: Sir

l to agk for my hearl and hund. I do ad-
mire him very much, like him almost as
much a8 any man I know, except one,
but I cannot be his wife. [ am sure [
lam not suited to him. Lady Merton
knows it well, As I am afraid you
wpuh! wislh me to accept your good
friend and neighbor, I have thought it
better to render the union impossible,
Before you receive this I shall be mar-
ried by special license to Me. Spencer
Buker, whom [ love very much, and who
will make me very happy. Forgive your
loving daughter, Evgry "
pencer Baker, the audscious for-
tune-bunter,” eried the exusperated bar-

onet. *‘Cuarses light on him and her.
Ungrateful wreteh—no money of mine
does slie ever have, Then she will seo
what it is to murry & heggar.”

1 will retire,” said Sir Richard, in a
tone of deep disappointment, not unne-
companied by anger. ‘1 think Miss
Lechmere might bave been more frank
with me.”

% No, the hypoeritical hussy,” con-
tinued her father, purple with passion.
“1 hope she may live to repent. But
she is no child of mine, May the male
diction of—"'

““Hush,” said the mother, in an
agonized voice; ‘* curse not your only
daughter! Poor child! She will be the
most deeply punished. She has chosen
poverty and exile, for Lieutenant Spen-
cer Baker has, T know, been ordered to
Canada.”

*“Ah!" eried the elder baronet.

But what further he intended to say
was ont short by the leave-taking of his
young friend.

Bir Richard Merton went out in &
towering passion. He had one ides.
This great disappointment in his life
was due to his mother, It was to her
absurd prejudice against the delicate
young girl that had indnced her refusal;
of this he had not the shadow of =
doubt.

His mind was made up. He went to
his club, and sent for his man, to whom
he gnve rapid orders.

“P.ok up everything.“ he said, in a
cold, iron tone, * bring them to
Wright's hotel. Iam off to the Conti-
nent for some time. Give this letter to
mi‘mother."

hat leiwter Lady Merton read with
pallid cheeksand tearful eyes:

“Motner: You have caused me to be
rejected by the girl I love, on the absurd
principle that s;ts was in delicate health.
Actanted™y fefir of your ,Iudgmenl;. she
has eloped and made a silly marriage.
You can forgive yourself—I never can.
I leave England. Itisimpossible to say
whether 1 shall ever return or not.
Osklands is yours ns long as you live.
My interest {n it has censed forever-
more. RicaArp MErR1TON."

Nothing more, nothing less.

That evening the young baronet left
London, and to the time when wa refer
to Lady Merton was alone at Oaklands
Park., Twenty years had elapsed, an:
she has neither seen nor heard from her
son.

It wants now a week to Christmas,
From habit and custom Lady Merton
will have Christmas festivities as in the
olden time. George Merton i3there, the
heir apparent, while Ellen and M ret
Denham, her sister's orphan children,
are nlso present for a visit.

It is momiu;i and breakfast is just
over, when & ra iway ﬂ{ ratties up the
avenue, and a loud knock is heard at the
door. The mistressof the house can see
without moving from her seat. A young
ludy, fashionably attired, alights with a
maid and ascends the steps.

“Who can it be?" asks Lady Merton,
rising from the table, in a slightly egi-
tated way. ‘I cannot recollect any
other guest who was invited.”

v Some seli-elected wisitor,”
(eorge, with a frown.

He is very jealous of any one getting
into his aunt's good graces.

The butler enters with a letter. He
looks very scared and pusnzled.

““Miss Merton to see her grand.
mother,” he says, in a rather alarmad
tone.

George Merton grew ghastly pale.
There is, then, a direct heir?

“ Show her in," gasped the lady, sink-
ing into & chair, around whizh the threa
stand, her nephew and two nieces,

There enters a tall, slight girl, who
advances with somewhat of shyness to
where the dowager is seated.

“ My grandmother, I presume? she
safd, in the sweetest ol sweet voices.

“ Yes, my dear,” is the answer, ** lor
1 can sceat once vou area Merton.”

* Will you read this letter?” she con-
ﬁnulnd. taking it. from the hand of the

utler.

Lady Merton adjusts her speotacles,
and reads, while the other takes a
geat:

“LApy Merrox: My husband, your
gon, has gone on an expedition to Afriea,
I have reason to believe he haa either
been killed or wounded. I am about to
start in search ofhim. My son Richard
ia at school. I think it only right to
send my daughter and nnmesake to your
onre until my return,

“ Yours, Lucy Mesrox.”

“1 am very glad you have come,"
said the old lady, tearfully and kindly.
“These are your cousing. I will order

our room. Be seated by the fire while
do so."

The introduetions were made, the seat
nccepted, and the order given st onco,

Imagine the amuazement of all when
they knew that the young mistress of
Ouaklands Park head come home, while
there was nlso a son in existence, Then
lL!m old line was not to die out,, bul

ive.

Lady Merion herselfl attended the
rirl to her room, and was delighted with
1ET.

She asked mbout heér father, She
knew but little of him, having been nt
school, while her parest went round
and about the world bent on perilous
adventures,

fhe had scen him occasionully, how-
ever, and knew he was tall, hundsome
and bearded—also very kind,

Her mother she had séen much of lor
the last year. She wag the kindest of

8ays

Richard Merton is coming this morning |

purents—a nohle, handsome woman.

Two days laler came n slartling tele-

gram.
“ 8Bir Ricnsrd has reached home He
is very ill. Doctor has udvised his re-
moval to his native air. 1 shall b= at
Oaklands Park with bhim on Christmus
gve. Lucry.”

How the mother's heart bounded
within her at this announcement,

At last she would sagein beliold her
son, and surely he would forgive her
after all these long years of absence!

True, Bdith Lechmere, now Lady
Spencer Baker, was a portly dame of
forty, with s fine, healthy fraune and
plenty of ehildren, but then as Sir Rich-

ard wag happy, suraly he would forgel | nss 1o speak, and now nothing short of

| nll the untortunate past?

stored

| pin a day for each innabitant.
more than one-halt the popuistion con-

He came, and the forgiveness was ao-

ceded.

He had rcr;entlr
Baker, and his wife, lon
ciled to the family, and

pulse of the moment, and under the
guidance of her simple and devoted
affectiona,

She had come to eall on Lady Merton
tearfully to rescind her determination,
after exn.ctlnr a promise of secrecy, and
then she lelt to meet her lover. Sir
Richard, we have said, came home on
Chiistmas eve, and all was huppy.

He was sufficiently well to dine with
tha family on New Year's day., At the
dinner were present Sir Arthur Lech-
mere, his lady, Sir Spencer and Lady
Baker,

They were the best of friends, and be-
fore many months the eldest son of the
runaway lovers was affianced to Luecy,
And so ended Richard Merton's very
foolish revenge.

Cow Nature.

That cows acknowledge individaality
among themselves is evident from the
fact that in every herd there is sure to be
one master cow who domineers over all
the rest. Watoh the thirsty herd going
to drink at & pool on a sultry summer
day, and you will see the master cow
enter first, unopposed by the others,
who, should the pool be a small one,
will not presume to join her in it, but
will wait patiently on the bank till she
leaves the water, even though she mway
choose to remain there, swishing her
tail at the flies and enjoying the cool
bath for her legs, for some time after she
has finisliell quenching her thivst. To
the human spectator it would seem that
she iz selfishly and needlessly prolong-
ing the thirst of her friends; but they
do not resent her aalt-indnlqence. not
attempt to harry her, but only humbly
wait till it shall be her pleasure to make
room for them to go and drink. For is
not she their undisputed chief, and shall
not a chief have pr vileﬁ;:nr

A contributor to an English journal
tells tbe following story of the *'top
boss" in his herd, named Dulas: S8he is
neithier the biggest, nor the stronges
nor the longest horned of the party, an
how ehe has acquired her supremacy we
know not, bul we imagino that it must
be through sheer force of character and
wiil. We one day had an opportunity
of watching her lead her companions to
o place of mischief, which they all quite
evidently knew to be against the laws
of their human superiors, and therefore
to be done on the sly, if possible. The
cows were in a field adjoining a rick-

ard, and in the rickyard was an out-

ouse, wherein some mangels were
. The field was separated from
the rickyard by a hedge, in which wasa
hurdle; and twice in one day had the
cows hroken throufb the gap, got at
their beloved mangels, and been driven
out again ignominiously. Undaunted
by this, they made a third attack, and
we happened to arrive just in time to see
it done. While the men who had
driven them back to the field were &till
near, the cows all pretended to be graz-
ing in tranquility as though no higher
ambition than grass had ever entered
their innocent minds. But ns sooner
did the coast appear to be clear, than
oft set Dulas toward the hurdle, with a
quick and resolute step, shaking her
head with a most defiant and jaunty air
a3 she walked. Inst nl.lr every other
cow left off eating, and followed her, ull
evidently perfectly nware of what she
meant to do, Stickinf her horns skiil-
fully under a bar of the hurdle, and
heaving up her head to extract the hur-
dle from the ground, she very soon man-
aged to remove the obstacle, and then
proceeded triumphantly to the man-
Eels. with all her companions at ber

eels. Now, in this oase, Dulas seems
to have used some reasoning power; for
there was no attempt made to batter
down the gate by brute force, and she
had disccovered the necessity of lifting
it upward, She has atalent for open-
ing gates with easy fastenings which is
rather troublesome, A:uuing her horns
in and working head about until she
gels the fastenings undone. And in this,
ulso, she seems to show resson or ob.
servation, for ¢lse how would she know
which part of the gate to strike?

Points on Pins,

A lover of statistics has just made an
interesting caleulation of thie number of

ins made daily. Birminghum holds the
ﬁrst rank, turring out 37 000,000 ¢very
day; London and Dublin, 17,000,000
or for Great Britain and [reland. 50.
000,000 France produces £0,000.000;
Holland and Germany about 10,600,000
each. For all Karope, 80,000,400 daily
must be sbout the number manufac-
tured, ‘This would make 29,200,000,000
yeurly, s product representing in value
$2,300,000. In the United States we
make over 51,000,000 of pins daily, or
over 18,000,000,000 g year, which makes
468 for every inhabitant. Fifty yoears
azo n man could make fHurteen pins a
minule, to-day lie can make 14,000 &
minute, thanks to improved machinery.
But despite this enormous production,
and though pins never bronk and rarely
wear out, we are constantly heaving the
question, ** Can you lend me a pin?" and
how very often it bappens that not a pin
can he found in a party of a halt dozen
or more. Pins disappesr, then, almost
wholly by being lost—lost ut the rate of
L3L, 000,000 daily!  Estimating the entire
population ot the globe at 2,000,000, 000,
eacli person, man, wowmsn and child,
loses L*&n than one pin » day—in the
United States somcw‘

Bul as

sists of ehildren or savages who use very
few or no pins, we may set down the

loss for each adult at about two and a
half s day. Oa the whole, then, we are
rather economicnl in the matter of pins,
and where the pins go to Is not so great

% IYSLEry a8 muny supposa.

How Lime changes, exelaims nn ex-
soud Uld. Testnment
inys it was considered & miraclo for an

chnnge, In the

| & miracle will keep one quiet,

met Sir Spencer

sinece recon-
ound that bis
mother had not inflgenced the girl in the
least, but that she had acted on the im-

st more than one

A Chinese Joss House.

The following is from & lady's account

ol a visit made to the Chinese gquicters
in Ban Francisco: We nextturned into
one of their many Jossa lLouses, whera
the worship of their hideonsidols was in
full swing. We anscended a dingy, dirty
stairense and entéred a large room on
the first floor, which waa furnished with
godas and altars of all descriptions,
Crowds of worshipers were passing to
and fro, now in single file, now in bat-
talions; some were smoking, some were
conversing in their low, Jiquid lanruage
one with another. One jerked his head
with a kind of familiar nod, whichi was
mennt for a reverential obeisance to one
specially ugly deity. Another threw a
stiok futo the air in front of the altar,
and according to the way it pointed ns
it fell his prayer would be granted or
not. - I do not know whether Joss was
propitious, but his worshiper picked
up the stick and retreated down-stairs.
There was certainly no established’ set
form in this relizious business; but
1 suppose tliers must on occasions
be some special ceremonials when
priests are needed, for two or thrée
of them, dressed in the fashion of stage
heralds, came out from a little back
room, stared at us and retreated, closing
the door behind them. The worshipers
passed in and out and to nnd fro smong
their gods with perfr jonchalance.
There was neither revere: oo, nor super-
gtitious awe, nor fanatical devotion
visible a.monf them. What s omed lo
be their favorite, judging from the num-=-
ber of his worshipers, was a huge
monster like an immense painted wooden
doll, with flaming vermilion cheeks,
and round, black eyes starting from his
head. He is dressed in wooden robes
of gaudiest, strongly-contrasted colors,
and surrounded by all kinds of tinseled
magnificence, in the way of gilt paper,
artificial wreaths and fly-blown roses as
Jarge as cabbages, while standing before
him on the altar is n bowl of ashes stuck
full of Joss sticks, some burned out,
some still smoldering, the offering of
Iater worshi‘)er The altar is of ivory,
and is exquisitely carved and gilt. 1t
illustrates the history of some great
battle which was fought 2,000 years af.
1t Is protected, and so partly hidden, by
a wire network. There are sundry
other smaller altars and idols in
the same room. Some are dis-
torted libels on the human form
divine; some are grotesque representa-
tions of birds, beasts or reptiles held
sacred by the Chinese; some are of
bronze some ol brass, some of painted
wood. Tlere are no seats, and the floor
is thickly sprinkled with sawdust, The
walls are hung with scarlet and blue
paper prayers and gilt thanksgivings.
Among these was an advertisement,
which our guide translated to us. It
was the offer of a reward, not for the
discovery of a murderer, but a reward
for the committal of a murder. Ah Fooh
and Wong Ah had roused the anger of
the great Joss, who promises to grant
the prayers and take into special favor
him who will put the cbnoxious Ah
Fooh and Wong Ah oul of the way,
viz., the gods will favor him who com-
mita the crimes, which are no crimes
when the gods commsand their commit-
tal. Oar guide informed us that the ob-
jectional parties would n.sm'.mvdlfl “ dis-
appear,” no one would know lhow, or
when, or where,
We passed from this large and most
important chamber through s nest of
dingy, dirty rooms, each presided over
by & god or goddess more or less hide-
ously ﬁ‘mmwe, and lighted only by a
tiny glass Inmp, which hangs belore
every shrine, and is kept burning night
and day. In one room was a curious
wobe oven. We wondered whether it
was used to bake Christians or purify
the heathen, but we learned that it was
used at certain sensons of the year, when
Satan is symbolically burned, he being
represented on the oceasion by torn
strips of red paper, which have been
appropristely cursed and sentenced by
the priesthood. The smuller gods had
fewer worshipers, and it was strange to
ob e that there was not n single
woman among them. Perhaps, having
no souls to save in the next world, they
haye grown wenry of praying for the
good things of this. In every room,
great and smull, there is a rough wooden
structure like a very tall stool. Within
it hangs & bell and above it either a
gong or a big drum. Theso are used to
rouse the drowsy gods from Lhejr slum-
bers, or to attract their attention when
they have been too long forgetful of the
destres of their devotees,

.

Texns Sugar Lands,

Within & zone or belt of eighty miles
in width, skirting the gulf ef Mexico,
from Ovyeter creek, near Galveston, to
the Rio Grande, there i, it is ealoulated,
at least 6,000,000 acres of sugar lands
that will mature five feel of cane sugnr
eachl year, yielding in many instances
an average of two and s hall hogs'ieads
of sugar nnd four barrels ol molasses to
the acre, Il one-half this nereage were
cultivated, and shiould yleld only one
hogshead of sugar and two buyrels of
molnsses to the aere, it would amount to
the enormous sum of 3,000,000 Logsheads
of sugur and 180 000,000 gullons of mo-
lnsses, or two apd one-hoall times the
amount of sugar snd Lhree and geven-
eighths times ghe quantity of molasses
ponsumed In the United sSwutes during
the year of 1870, ‘These Jands lie in
bayutiful platesus from ten o forty feet
above the ordinary stags ol water inth!
streams that pass through them, and
are not, as reported by some, low and
marshy, ‘The malarial diseases in tiis
distriet, anccording to Lhe statisticnl atins
of Lhie census of 1870, nyerages only four
per oent. of the deaths from all eauses,
while in Washinglon and vieinity the
nverage of malarial diseases is seven and
one-lall per cent. There is no satislae-
tory reason why the United States should
have a balance of trade agninst them on
sugar and molusses alone of F03, 000,000
annually, when the whole supply can
be produced from these lands.—1%e

Calvin Phipps, of Bedford, Ind.,
drank u gallon of whiskey every day fo)
i ontl, and then died,




