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Drifting Down. “1 wan gok g over on the other wide, | Lo say romething of ~will; hestrove | read ; yon oan take i i id hi Rain.
[. down {n the gray-greon twilight, of an m‘;,gut I can give you a little A e ; to tell ::B some tl;o,hb;lfnfi-z;:.t wylfst: s end e e oo O

ihe sceni of the new-mown hay |
Bol.drip the vsrs in e mystio sky-light,
Oby, tha charm of the dying day |
Whils fading flacka of hright opalescance
Bat fintly dapplo s saffron sky,
The stream flows on with euperb quisseence,
Tho breess {n bushed to the softest sigh.
Drifting down [n the sweet atill weather,
Oh, the fragrance of fair July |
‘ma love, when we drift fogeiber,
Db, bow fleetly the momenta fiy |

down on the dear old river,
' muaig that ves |
! Tho rij ran and the shiver,
. O, tho soug of the Laxy lonves |
And far-off sounds—for (Le night wo clear is—
Awake the eohoos of bygone times |
The muffted roar of the distant weir i
Chicored by the elang of the Morry chimes,
Drifting down in the cloudioas weather,
Oh, bow short In the summer day |
Lave, me love, when W8 drift togethol
__"ﬂ.llnlqﬂhkt,udﬂnlmﬂ
Driftingdown as {he night adyances,
Ob, the ealm of the starlit skios |

Eyol r tho balf shy glances,
! m%mmqu!
A malden Is wwoolly singing
A in n minor key ;
: o and ite tones are bringing

Drifting down in the cloar calin wesather,
Oh, how sweet is the maiden’s song 1

Taove,ma love, whon we drift together,
Oh, how quickly we dritt along!

R C
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Gray Hairs and Golden Head.

Ll

CGray Hairs snd Golden Head walked
tha villsga street together under the
1 blossoma in the bright spring
wouther, There were lilaes here, lilacs
there, lilaos everywhere. They nodded
_ the low en walle; by many a
' oW their purple clusters
~#0 thiokly a young wmirl's eyes
searos be seon beyond, emiling
them at her pussing lover,
two loiterers spoke little to eac'
only aword now and then, lik
two who were content with silence an!
their own thonghts, till they reached »
mm into which the youung girl

“ Wall, good-bye, Mr, Noreroft, You
have been suoch & help to nsl There's
no ure trying to thunk you [

“Good bye, Mies Percival,”

Bhe hud made n movement to go in,
but somethine in this gray-haired man's
woioe, h's blank look ss he answarcd
her, made gentle Aone Peroival hesitate.

Bhe glaneced ubout her,

*'How heavy this soent of the lilncs
peoms in the air this morning, Wait
une moment, Mr. Norcroft My lilacs
are no pretiier than the others, but yon
hu'h“"h.” » bunch from my own favorite

. Bhe pulied down a t bough and
nodded at him soross it, Golden Hair
looking at him scrossa bunch of lilacs!

smiling—would he ever

r ?

mbmghthimn SpPraYy.
& & are quite pretty and fresh now,

but no flower fades so gnickly sa the
: lilse. fonu must getitssweetness now.”
, Btephen Nororoft took the flowers

without a word, but his look would have
¢ been o thousand times sweeter than any
\ thanks to one that loved bim. The
strong spring sunshine was all about
him as he down the street. It
touchad gnfhuir nnd his sad old
face with a foreign brightness that was

more o than any sorrow of youth
el
Hohlqln talking in a low voice to

“Thereis not so very much differ-

!

g

it

-

J

:
:

o’

ence in our not so muoch as

some ink, And uld muke

her b . How counld she help being

happy one who worships her? Oh,

1) I would try, and I should be young
A5 ngain—I feel young now "

S0 he went dreaming on. BSirong

lifa was in the air sbout him. One
ecould almost hear the green leaves as
m unourled from the tight-rolled
. He oould see the tower of Saint
Mark's down thers with its line of
white tombstones on either side; each
morning and evening he rang its
chime of bells; there were only three
of them, but the villagers said that
Btephen Noreroft got the music of three
times that nomber out of them, he rang
them eo deftly, And beyond that wus
the strong-beating river going to the
sea, and the  Jumbermen sending their
great mfta of sweet-smelling oak and
pine down it, helping to make the com-
meres of & world.
Bhould he not speak? Why shounld
be not speak. He remembered.
# Ha, old dreamer I"—a quick step on
' the walk behind bim—a strong hand
. desoending on his shonlder and send-
ing him n step or two stumbling for-
ward—"what misty dresm sre you nurs-
lnﬁ':ow? Ob, I beg your pardon.”
ore 'was tﬁ:lt i;“n:dmnu light .
the eyes, in the EXpression o
the?nmltivo face turned toward him
that stivred in young Rick Bherider s
genno of something out of place in this
mgh greoting. His hendsome face
! flushed slightly in bis shame.
" 1 beg your on most sincerely,
Mr. Nororoft. Did I disturb yon ?"
“Ob ! no, no! I wasonly dreaming,
asusnal. I bad lost mysclf a little.
Now that srée bere we will walk
together if you have time. There's
something I want to eay to you,"
He slipped bis arm in that of the
- Riok slackened his quick

J dan—in the ¢

leTt;; It's eitly )‘:lt." b

oy stroll ong togel or &
moment in -ﬂ:gm. l{iuk -noti?od that
Stephen Nordroft's face had grown pale
—he meemed 'tirad—yet strangely ex-
cited, Perhaps it wonld be better if he
himsell were to n flist.

“Bplendid westher, in not it? The
pienjos and ohildren’s os will be
coming on with s rash if this holds.”

* Picofos ? Oh, yes | As I was saying,
there is something I wish to tell you,

idan. [ want your opinionm, tool

ut first you must promise not to laugh

at me. No matter what I say you are
not to langh me | Do you pro ™

T sertainly will not laugh at you,”
nnswered young Sheridan, with s smile,
hiding a good deal of wonder as best he
eould.

‘“Well, then, look at me now, Look
gharp " Btephen Noreroft pushed the

in looks of sgoft hair from his

oo with a nervous “ Do
think, looking at me just as an outsider,
you know, do you think I look so very
old? I{ yon did not know would yon
think my yearsso very many ?’

The 'y:;ung man at him
sheer, blank amazement.

" Old—why "

“If it were not for my gray hairs
now I—do they look so very gray, Sheri-

ow one would mm?
notiee their being gray, wonld one ? and,
aside from that, I scarcely show age,
sometimes. Eh?”

He spoke so eagerly, he looked go
mneh in earnest, so piteous that young
Rick pitied him; he pitied him with all
his gencrous, passionate yonng heart,

‘*Age—gray bairs! Why, I believe
I've got gray bairs mysell. I'm sure 1
should not be surprised any morniong to
ret up and find my brown wig turning.
They don't count—jnst a few silver
threads. And as for years, you are as
young as any of us, old fellow! I
should vot put you now at more than—"

“Never mind that,” Btephen Nor.
oroit interrupted him, hastily. *“I'va
not told you the whole story yet. T
don't know why I trust yon speaking of
this, but I dotrnst you. Aside from
my gray haira there is nothing of the
look of age abont me, and if—il I, lov-
ing a young girl, beautiful as the day.
one reflned und sweet, if 1 ask her to be
my wife—my loved and honored wife—
wonld she, Iuohing ot theso,” a little
hesitation here ns he pat & thin hand uo
to those poor eilver threads, so beanti-
frl ¢id ho but know it, **would she, do
von faney, looking st these, sosrn me?"

“Ah!1" Rick Bheridan drew a long
bresth. His own handsome, clear
voung face had changed slightly with a
<lurtled, white look., * Ah, that's it,
in it 9"

“Mind, voun know, this is no sndden
thing." The older man put his hand,
with an eager expression, on the other's
shoulder. **I have known her a long
time, 1've watched her and ween her
in all h‘r moods. Bhe iz good and
gentle nofl aweet—one who makes yon
think of ministering angels, When 1
ring the bLells down yonder I imagine
the great noter take nup her name and
carry it up, up! I can hear them say,
“ Anpa— Nannie — N'Annette — sweet
Anpe, sweet Anne Percival I
* You are speaking of Miss Percival?”
Rick's voice was coid now, his oyes
bard and looking fixedly straight ahead.

“Itis an old mun's fancy, justan
old and childish man's childish funoy,”
Steplien wenton, not heeding him. *But
1 could make her happy. Iwonld only
live for her, Rick, If she wonld bemy
wife, my little light of life would soon
burn ont. An old fellow like me can't
expect to live do vory many years longer,
and I wounld leave everything to her. 1
have money—I could make her rich,
You didn't know that, Richard 7"

“And it wonld only be for a little
whils with me," he went on, eagerly,
pitecnsly pleading his age nowas he bad
plead for youth before,

“You think women are 8o mercennry,
then,” eaid Rick, with his a{u atill
oold snd hard. “ Do you imagine that

in

with money ¥

* Mercenary #'—the gray-haired lover
seemed to wake up out of » drewm,
“No; I don't think that of her, but still
it has weight. It would not seem so
much gs if she were throwing her life,
or the best years of it, away, There
wonld be some recompense, She could
do good with money, and she thinks of
that slways, Look here I" He opened
his cost and took out of it a spray of
lilao. **Bhe gave me this not an hour
ago. It is fading now; she said it
would fade soon, but her look, her
suaile, her gentle, happy voice ss she
spoke—the memory of those can never
fude; I shall emry that to my grave
with me—jnst the memory of & young
girl's lovely eyes smiling at me across
# buoch of lilacs.”

“Good-bye! I think I must gonow,"
said Riol Bheridan, ronghly, Tt
was getting intolerable—this old man's
drenm of love, told with such hsppy
confidence as if there could fall no
sbndow upon it. Let him select some
other listener, il a listener was all he
wanted,

But Gray Hairs did uot notice this.
Tt was his own honr of sunshine, Let
him breathe it unrebuked,

“Just a young girl's lovely oyes,
smiling across the sunlight sud sbove
the flowers on one thut loved her. Even

one mewory like that would be enough
for some lives, enough to remembaer
withont asking for more. And if that is
to be wll—ull—for me, I, too, will be
gontent to die—die unrepining!”

‘I‘Wdl. I'm off now, I really must
.o "

QRBEEE WAD.
kebs to suit tho slower pace of hi: eom-

o

mmw- Hetried

love, or even devotion, ean be bought |can

to speak some word of friendly parting—
good luck or Godspesd him in iil
wooing—but he found it impossible,
He could not lie. There was no good-
will in hia heart toward this man of the
gilvered hair, who was talking of love
for ‘‘sweet Aune Percival" to him.

yon think of it."

Ho hunded her the poem—Ahl poor
Stephen,

"I hope it is something interasting,
aud Miss Perocival slipped the folded
paper into the book she was earrying

“Must you go? Wait!" Htephen | * I will read it.”
stretched out an eager hand. *“There| *“Oh, I don't know what you ma
is another thing."” think of it; yon see, I—I naturally
“No," cried out Rick. “"Don’t— | want your opinion. That will decids
don't tell mythi:f else, I wish, on | it.”
:{mhlmyonh not trusted me| He was speaking with his eyes fized
th this. You don't koow me. How | on the ground. He was striving to be
ean you eay I shall serve you more than | true to his friend —the friend who had
harm you ¥ said : “‘But I do trust you!”

11 risk it; and it's only a little
thing. You know how fond she is of
reading,. Don’'t yon remember that
little purple-and-gold volume of poems
I gave her, how she read it, how she
praised and wept overit—over one poem
:gpnﬁmo;l‘u?. It wns one morning in

e 9 .

“Yes," maid Rick, wondering,

I ean hear her tears fall even Jow.
Oh, how I loved her for the gentle m
she showed for the lover's sorrow I
written of there |I"

¢ Yon - e

“J wrote them, yes— poems |
They are mine—my work—the work of
lonely nights and restless, empty days,
when I could only dream of her, remem-
ber her! I wrote them—all of them,
The book iz my memory of her, of
swoet AnnePercival—my ‘N’Annette I' "

““But, man, how could you? Why,
you have thrown a name away, and the
praise of all the world. I remember
that ‘To N'Annette'—the one
she praised.”

““Ah, nod was not that enongh--her
praise. Had shs Jknown I wrote
them she would not so have told
me all her liking of it, all her pity and
generous sympathy; even her {ault-find-
ing was sweet to me, it was so freely
frank, so genuinel Ah, yes!l it is
enough that I have heard her tears fall
on the flowers for N'Annette.”

Tenrs sp! to Rick's eyes, his lips
quivered s little as he realized how in-
finitely below this man he stood, how
far above him was this grny-imhed
lover, who eould give so much and
ark no recompense except a yonng girl's
tears,

Stephen fumbled in his pocket; he
took out a paper,

“T,ook, here is a bit of a I
wrote last night for her, 1 want you to
tuke it and read it to her; mind, some
time when I am present. BShe will say
what shé thivks of it then.”

Rick tock the folded paper humbly
enongh.

“1'1 take it, and I'll read it to her,as
goon a8 I get a chance. And, look here
Norcroft, I'm glad I have had this talk
with you. No matter what comes, sven
shonld-=should things go against me, 1
ehall be s better man sll my life long
for this talk with youn,"

“I'm glad, too, Rick,” answered the
other, gently.

The two men went their different
ways, Rick hurrying, for it was later
than he thonght.

“He's an old saint,” he muttered,
“yes he is] I felt as if I ouglht to kneel
and kiss his hand—kiss those poor
old gray locks of hair that tronble him
80. Heis much more worthy of r
little Anne's love than I. Aud to think
he wrote *‘N'Annette If he wins er
—she onght to take bhim—I can't eay
anything; but what shall T do? I, too,
love her, little *N'Annette '™

He did not care to go lLiome, so he
put away his lathe snd carving tools,
and locking up things went out to the
une restaurant the village bossted. He
got his dinner and sat a long time over
his cup of coffee, dreaming—dreaming
He told himself he was no poet; he had
not the gift of writing, of making fine
phrases, B8till, there was ons noble

consisting of one noble line, that

ine of three worde; it has been written

snd sungsiuce life and world and youth
were yonng:

“I love you,”

Mateh that, poets immemorial, if you

Rick wfote that down snd kissed the
worde, Ob, tender, truthful words | He
wrote them over and over on his sheet
of paper,

“T love you, I love you, sweet Anne
Persival "

Then he thrust it back in his pocket
sod went out, leaving his coffee un-
nntasted.

The next morning when Rick was
going to his work he met Miss Percival.
Bhe stopped.

“Oh, Mr, Bheridan, I have s favor to
usk of you. We want your help.”

“Yes!"—he stood looking at her,
To look at her was enoungh,

" We want to take the childven ont
on Batnrday afternoon for their pionie.
You knew we i them a long
time ago, and we want you to go
with us."

T uhall be glad to if yon want
me, Miss Percival,” answered,

“Oh, it is the children; you know
how mush l.hei think of yon. I really
don't belisve they ocould be got to go
without you I

“1 am glad somebody likes me, and
thinks me of some use,” he msaid,
humbly,

They both lsughed; how besutilul
she was in this strong spring sunshine,
standing there; straight and alim. and
tall, speaking to himin her sweet, clear

“0Oh, Miss Percival "—uhe had made
# movement to go—*'* wait one moment,
I have a favor to ssk of you, now—a

little one,”
““Yes ; thatis rl%"’
Rick fumbled in his pocket.

. */Here is something I want you te

Rick felt that his task was hard.
A :: Your opinion is all [ eare for about

*“Then you shall have it. I will give
it my very best attention. But it must
be “ something very important, Mr.
8heridan, yon are so serious over it,”

“ Yes, it is; it inl"

They were looking st each other now
—the strong and steadfast soul of each
shining in the clear brave eyes., The
high and passionate love of youth—
youth fearlesg and enduring—leaped in
the light of those meeting eyes. Thera
was no mistake in the language now,
and each read—ocontent.

Bo they, too, parted.
. » . - -

Into the dim greenwood, past the
sweet, wholesome fields, along the path
winding below the hills,past many a nook
where last year's leaves lie rotting in a
VOB, hapey, hapry day," wiile Slaphin

'Ob, happy, bappy day,” while en
Norcroft, with h.l{ ﬂl’:'te made t:;;van
musio, and Rick tossed the tired little
ones on his broad shonlders, and sweat
Anne Percival, with her two matron
sids, watohed and kept something akin
to order in the wild, m ranks.

“Oh, hsppy, happy day. And it
wonld end so soon. Still thers were
other days to come—this might end—
but—, Should he speak now? Why
should he not speak ?

Btephen Noreroft meeting Rick apart,
1gid a detaining hand on the young fel-
low's srm.

* Btop, tell me in just one word, did
{tmr:’gin her the poem ¢ Has she read

Rick stood stone-still ; his face grew
cold and pale.

“] thonght I could wait,” pnrsued
Btephen, “I thonght I could bear it
8 longer, but’—he drew s long
breath,

One oonld see that he was sufferin:.
His thin, sensitive face had seemed to
Rick to grow fine and clear—like some.
thing purified by fire in these last days.

“In just one minute, old fellow. I'm

sorry, but yon shall see at once, Wait
here,
He east a quiock glance abont him ;
then, darting down » narrow path,
across o bit of green turl, around the
belt of pine and sweet white birch, he
found her.

Bhe was kneeling by a pool of water,
cool and clear and green—'‘Venus'
mirror” is it not, what Burne Jones
called them—her white arm deep down,
pulling at the strong root of sweet-flag
growing there,

I beg your pardon, but I must ask
yon now did you resd the poem I gave

on ?"

y “Yes; I readit!” Oh, how beantiful
her blush was saying his.

“You did? Aund—and what do youn
think of it?" And he was pleadiog for
another man—he wih that voice, wilh
these ayes.

] thonght it was very beauntiful—
very heantiful—but brief "

“Qh!" his leok fell. * 'Will yon—
have you by any chanoce got it with you,
Miss Percival, Yon see I am nob guite
sure whet was in it. Will you let me
gea il, plense, one moment ¥

Strenge her fuce too changed uow at
this, But she drew out the paper,
iolded. and withouta werd handed it to

lmO

» Rick tore it open. What is this?
What are the few hurried soribbled
words scrawled here—scribbled in his
writing over and over:

*1 love you ! Ilove you ! sweet Anne Percivall’

He glanced up into her face, Their
eyes met and that one look was enough,
Riok stretohed out his arms.

“QObh, itis trune! I love you! Come
to me —be my wife! Coma to me, Anne’
dear Annal”

It was only a ste e step—bul it
orossed a whole wide world and entered
those two into heaven !

- - - - L

*Weil 1" An hour later Stephen met
and faced him. ** Well, you have seen
har?“

No avoiding the end now; no drawin
back and away, Bpeak the truth, spenﬁ
boldly, it were bettar.

Rick grow deadly pale thinking how
he must wound this tender soul. He
felt & sense of unmerited punishment
and pain.

““Yes, Isaw her | It’snouse, Btephen,
for you !” :

The happy secret of his"own snccess
spoke in whe very tones of his voice; it
wid in the light of his face, in the spar-
kie of his eyes,

Btepben Nororoft fell baok a step, his
gy hair fell about his forehead, on his
suoken cheeks.

“Tyaitor I" he cried out, He lifted
one lopg thin hand toward the far blue
heaven. * Tmitor, sud I trusted you 1"

- . L - .

A darkness fall upon him pow, After
B ine wlf W
n » O mus
Ilidahim“.l{ll !ouﬂ‘i!roi the light of
day, from humsn sight, He followed
the hillside path » while, wnd then, us)

e

low the birehes and the fragrant pine
boughs, by the brookside, among the
tangled vines,
He was tired. Ob, he was tired; he
put his face in the cooling grasses; the
light even of the moon and stars shining
afar off up there gave him a sense of in
tolerable Would they shine on

¥ | forever, when ha was so tired, so worn

and weary., There wias & soft stir of
night winds among the pine-tops. He
fancied be counld hear the bells, his balls
of Bt. Mark's, ringing. Nay, he was
ringing them himself—ringing them
for Rick and Anne—they were bridal
bells, eweet bridal bells; not for him,
with his gray heirs, Oh, no, bul for
Rick and Aune |

And now, what was this? Tender
arms were ronnd about him, lifting him
up, gentle voioes were epeaking to him,
There were soft tears on his face,

“Stephen! dear old friend — dear
'h!-lioi'x'xd—look, speak to us! Rouse np—

Rick snd Aone! He was not wholly
forenken, then—he would not be left to
die thers alona,

** Dear friend | dear Stephen | rouse
np—come with us | Oh, yon must come!
Tryl; you are not so weak now—-try to sit
up I

Anne's sweet voice. Anne's tears’and

prayers,
““N'Annette,” he whispered, feebly,

Bhe bent her fuce to his to catoh his | g,

words. ‘" Whas it—waa it—because of
these—ofl my gray haira ?"
“Oh, dear gray hairs!
hairs ! you break my heart !’
Her kisses fell on those silver threads;
her hot tears, too,
“1 loved you, Anne! I, too, loved
you l"
*

[l B‘rk "

They ent over him—they twn-—thrr-
ing to rouse him ont of that deathly
lethargy.

“The bell—I hear the bells. They
are bridal bells—yonr bridal, Anne,

onrs and Rick's." He rose, s g

is arms upward. My hair will not be
gray up there I His gray hair fell over
his face then, betwixt it and her tears
““N'Annette | N'Annette "

And then the bells were still,

And did Rick feel no remorse? Alas,
and alas! They to whom the sweet
fruits of earth are given eat and are
content, Mo the strong belongs the
prize, perhaps justly. The weak, too,
have their part to act, though it be an
bumble one. When the cold dews of
death fall on gray hairs, the hands that
ara too weak to win great trinmphs can
fcld themselves in helpful prayer—they
can close the sad, tired eyes of death.

Renunciation is not in the bleod of
vouth. So Rick snd Anne are happy.
Poaca be with them, and good-will to
the end.

And to Steplhien Norerolt the memory
ol the lilacsa,

;daur gray

L] - " L ]

How Shot are Made,

A shot-tower is certainly a curious
place to the nninitiated visitor, and the
process of manufacturing the lesden
missiles is most jnteresting. Of eourse
it is necessary that the shot should fall
trom » considerable elevation, and the
height of many of the towers is over
two hundred feet. As pore lead will
not make perfect globnles, it is neecs
sarily “tempered.” This *‘terper” is
prepared by the addition of ingredients,
of whioh arsenio is the main property,
[t is rnn into bars convenient for use,
nud with pig-lead, hoisted to the top of
the tower. Hero nre two small rooms,
one about twelve feet below the other,

and each containing two huge
kettles in which the J)ig-lead and
the ** temper” are melted, Irom one

or the other of the two kettles in both
rooms—as each room has & separate
shaft—streams of shol are constantly
flowing, At the bollom of eaoh ketile
the molten stufl pours into sguare pans
perforated at one side, These perfors-
tions are large or small, sccording tothe
size of shot desited, and separate the
mass into distinet, delicate, gleaming
streams, whiech in turn, ss they come in
contaet with the atmosphere, sepa-
rate into perfect globules or shot, which
are cooled in their two bundred feet
jonrney and the water into which they
fall below,

The Weather aud the Mind.

Dull, depressing, gloomy days pro-
duce dispiriting reflections und gloomy
thoughts, and small wonder when we
remember that the mind is not only &
motive, but a receptive organ, sud that
all the impressions it receives from
without reach it throngh the medivm®f
senses whioh are direotly dependent on
the condition of light sod atmosphere
for their action, and therafore imme-
diately influenced by the surrounding
conditions, It i & common sense in-
ference that if the impressions from
without reach tho mind through im-
perfectly-woting organs of sonse,
and those impressions are them.
gelves set in & minor msthetie key of
oolor, sound snd general qualities, the
mind must be what 12 called *moody".
1t is not the habit of seusible peoplsto
make snfficient allowance for this ra-
tionale of dulloess aod subjective
weakness, Bome parsons are more de-
pendent on external oircnmstances and
oconditions for their energies— or the
stimalus that converla potontial kinetio
forces—then others; but all feel the in
fluence of the world without, and tothis
influence the sick sod the weak ave
especially responsive. Henee the vary-
i:ﬂ temperaments of mind changing

b the weather, the ontlook and the
wiad,

! arating effects,

Oh grutle, gentle stmmer raln,
Let not the sllver Hly pits,
The drooping lily pine in wain
To feol thatdewy touch of thine—
To drink thy freshnoss onoe again,
Oh gentle, gentle summer rain |

In heat the landscaps quivering lies;
Thao osttle pant beneath the tree ;
Throngh parching air snd purple skiss
Thae earth lor ¢ up (n valn, for thee ;
For thee~for hee, it Jooks in vain,
Oh gentle, entls summor rain.

Come then and brim the moadow streams,
And soften all the hills with mist,

Oh falling dew | from burning

And earth shell bless thes yet sgain,
Oh gentls, gentls summer rin.
— Bennett,
$

HUMOR OF THE' DAY,
It is estimated by tho oensus of 1880
that “:I:mhnhmh h:n;n Al:d »
uf persons to éao uly.
&n.ngo unfealingly adds
them the husband is the
he

column to explaining what csused oold
perspiration. Any one who has gone
np a dark alley and T on a
wonld be wasting valuable time in
ing it. —Puck,
Now the airy lady-killer

Getteth off his wild invee-

when tha

—Puok.
Some of the new hats and bonnets are.

as large as
than a sancer,

no
still

and others

are
modium size. The big ones are intend-
ed for the theatro; the small ones for

wear in the sun, That's the
w imen always arrange it.— Boston Post-
President Arthnr's son tells thafollow,
wg ntorﬁo(:: his father's :
Aleck: e one asked him: * Well’
Aleck, how do yon like Washington?'
.Ll.z:

)

i

to which Aleck responded dramal

# Oh, I'd rather be & yaler gas lam
New York than the brightest eleotrio
light in Washingtoo.”

It is cluimed that the suthor of the
popular melody, *Over the Garden
Wall,” eanght on while in-
vestigating a melon pateh at tho busi.
ness end of a ferocions bulldog. A
garden wall studied under such cirenm-
stances is nﬁ& to leave a lasting ill;Pm-
sion on the average mind.— Taledo
Amertean,

The Cup that Cheers,

There is, perhaps, no beverage the
world over g0 popular as the eap of
tua, so potent to the nerves, so
conducive to domestic comfort end
cheerfnl, iul;lm;ﬁl:dosdp. I oa: hes
a headache, is o or weary, the onp
of tes revitalizes and kindles the ex-
huusted flame of energy and spitite ; it
is the small currency o . In
;r. n?s:h tho m&ehm af which
ringaskindred sp together
ot one of the most imporks
sveinl meals of the day taken its
nsme from that insinnating plant ?
What iz home without =
of tea? And when wonld the b '
tea bave found favor or volaries nnder
any other name? Is it not the moving
spirit of the sewing-circle? and who
ever heard of & fortune being told from
coffea grounds or chocolate dregs? Ia
any cordisl more dolicious then iced
tea on & soorchin Jng day? In
Sounthey's division of hia day's work it
was tea which nshered in poetry, while
Dr. Johnson may have flav
an essay with the effusion, and who can
toll butwe owe “"Russalas” to its exhil-
“when with fea he
smused the evening, with fea #o-
lncod the midoight, and with tea
weloomed the morning ?” Like woman's
rights and other aternal verities, it had
a battle to fight before mequiring its
present position in the worl It was
proseribed by physicians, denounced
the ossayists, sncered st by the wits an
posts. [t was supposed to ke
scandal, and even to this day the sus-
picion is vot obeolete, Yet u prosent of
tea was thought to be suitable for roy-
alty to receive, since in 1664 we are told
that the East India company sent the
queen two pounds! It was donbtlesa re-
served for high days and holidays in early
times, and was not poured ont for poor
relations, nor sent into the kitehen;
but familiarity, instead of damaging ita
reputation, has recommended it to
greater favor; and the poor working
people who allow themselves no lox-
uries regard the oup of tes 83 a friend
and necessity, ‘I sam glad I was nob
born belore tea,” said Sydpoy Bmith,
one of whose recipes against mel-
ancholy is o kettle singing on
the hob., As there is s richt
way to boil an ogg, #0 there
is & right way to prepare the stimulating
beverage, ln Ohins the wealthy make
it by pouring boiling water into a onp
in which some of the tea leaves have
been placed, sod it would, perbups, be
well if we followed their example, in-
slend of allow it, as maoy do, to
boil, ua if the whole object was to &X-
tract the bitter taunin. We do injus-

tioa to the tnmrb-—--wlml:l native
untry is 8 thongh

?:‘il ﬁru,uml wild ia xﬂuﬂ} wmaking

o bofore the tes bell rings, —Basar,

By thoe shall herb and mu“

s

il

-




