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NUMBER 10

NONE TWENTY YEABS AG0, -

——

BY PARK WILSON.

Fond Faney brings to drenming eyes
A picture sweet and clear—
And, as I gaze, new beauties arise,
And many an image dear,
‘ ?Tis not of hoary castles gray,
Nor hamlet on the lawn, .
Nor where the lingering moonbeams play
O’erancient tower-ortown——— - -
But sleeping now in Summer’s light,
And now in Winter’s suow,
She brings the home again to-night
Of twenty years ago.

Sweet spot ! thou hadst ne frowning wall

.| that, after awhile, he could not avoid see-

" «Is her music all her livelihood ?”a,elk—

CREAY STI" 2w 2 Rr

It wrung her

[ed Syduey. — —

“Yes, 'She'is an orphan, and has a lit-
tle biother and sister dependent on her.
Her father was a dissipated man, an
made a complete wreck of his property;
but, fortunately, gave this girl some ad-
vantages of education, before he totally
squandered his estate.  ° !

Russell 8ydney seemed disposed to ques-
tion Mabel further about.the young mus-
ic teacher, but her replies ‘'were 8¢ brief,

ing that the topic was unwelcome, and so
he dropped it, o

Some weeks after this conversation Ma-~
bel gave & musical soiree.

«T don’t wish to have Miss Leslie hera
at all,” said she to her mother; “but no
one else plays my accompaniments so
well. But, remember, mother, I do not
wish her asked to sing.”

When the guests were all assembled,
there \vta;.ls one who loooked strange a-
mougst the gay company, & young wo-
man dressed \);ith lfdy-like refinement,
but perfect simplicity ; the face lit up by

aded by warvi

d | them- incregsed her nialady, for

and girl who were dependent on' her ef-
forts, They 'did all that childish care
aiid skill were capable of, but thoughts of
: the terri-
ble idea would.flash over her that she
might die and leave them destitute.

' fn'thé first stage of Alice’s illness, she
had written; with tremulous fingers, to all
her employers (and they were not :many
in this f{ city where there was so much
competition,);and had exsl_ai.ped‘ the rea-
son why. she temporarily discontinued her
instructions, but assured them that she

hear;j:pwe the little boy |

 TH UNKEOWN WoRLD,

O1 by what glimmering light we view
That unknown world we're hastening fo;
God hath locked up the mystic page,
And cortained - darkness round the stage.

We talk of Heaven, we talk of Hell,

But what they mean no tongue can tell!
Heaven is the realm where angels are,
And Hell the chaos of dispair.’

But what these awful words imply
None of us know before we die;

Show Thyseif a Man,

Now, there are two courses, either of
which you can take, One is to say:**I
-am-not-living-nor-dressing-so-well-as.my-
companions, and I must have fine clothes
and better fare.” The other is to say,

would be at her post as quickly as possic
ble. .. When she commenced a :note -to
Mabel, she paused, for Mabel's ruden(g:
had beensuch thatshe recoiled from hold-
ing any communication with hér. ' When
she looked. at the little brother and sister,
however, she compelled herself to put a- |
side her-pride,-and write. L

‘Whether we will or not, we must
Take the suceeding world on trust.

Swift flies the soul—perhaps ’tis gone
Ten thousand leagues beyond the sun,
Or twice ten thousand more thrice told,

Erethe forsaken cinyis cold———=———

During her illness Bydney asked Mabel
several times, “where is-your teacher?
She seems never to come here now.” Ev-
ery time he asked, Mabel made the same
reply—she was fortified in hér resolve to

No battlement nor mere; T
But in thy hospitable halls
What gladsome light and cheer!
Tow innocent the mirth and jest,
How fondly beamed each eye,
How kindly welcomed was the guest
+ Of ‘ow estate or high!
. Oh, happy earth, if in thy round
____ Al might snch welcome know

black ﬁair that rippled on her temples.

The first song that Mabel sang was
Schubert’s Gondola Song, one in which
the effect of the song is greatly heighten-
ed by the weird rich beauty of the aecom-
paniment. So exquisitely did Alice Les-
lie render all the gradations in this ac-
companiment, that the majority of the
hearers listened more eargerly to this

As1n that home each pilgrim found
Of twenty years ago.
And whereare they! The happy band
Who gathered round their sire,
And prayed for tale-of foreign land
Beside the evening fire;
The laughing girl, the bright-eyed boys,
The youth, the maid were there;
The tottering infant spread his toys
Beside his mother’s chair.
But now how dreareach well knawn room
When fades the sunset glow!
For but one lamp Eghts up the home
Of twenty years 2gzo.

One who had dwelt years afar
Found in thy shades a grave—

Some wander, where the evening star
Sinks in thé western wave—

Scattered, perchanrce, for aye are they.
Oace gathered *neath thy roof; .

For duty calls, and they obey
Her high but stern behoof.

Yet from each heart prayers will rise
When Fancy does but show

That pictured home to dreaming eyes
Of twenty years ago. ’

FMiseellancons fﬁ:xﬁiug.

ONLY A MUSIC TEACHER.

BY MARY W. CABELL.

<Only the musie teacher,” said Mabel
Ainslie, in reply to an inquiry from her
-cqmpanion, as the door bell rang.

She sat Zete-a-tete with Russell Sydney,
4 handsome, high-bred, wealthy you
aman, on whom the‘hagfhty belle 'turn
dier eyes with a softened lustre,

“The music tencher! Are you takiag
Jessons, Miss Ainslie ?” he asked.

“Yes,” she replied, “and this is my
hour, If you have nothirg special, to d,
however, you may stay here and look at
the rictures, and read, till I come. Lgen-
«rally get tired, and wind up my lesson
in about half an hour.” )

“Y love music so well that I would
cladly stay, even to hear you practice,”
Te replied.

" “Very well, but you must stop your
«enrs when I come to the scales,” shid Ma-
bel, laughingly, as she left the room.”

Russell Sydney admired Mabel’s beanty
-and elegancé, with sufficient warmth to
have-his sentiments for her kindled into
Jove, if no adverse fates interfered; and
his segard had new reached a critical
jpoint at which the scale must soon be
turned. Helistened cagerly for the sound
«of her voice, for music formed so import-
ant an element in his existence, that he
wished the womsin whom he might choose
.ghould possess 4 £ne voice. Mabel’s, how-
«ver, disappointed him. It was correct,
Dut cold and lifeless. The electric spark
«lid not glow in its tones, -

But ere long another veice broke on
the air, so warm, so full of sympathy,and
<of iy, exquisite sweetness that he felt
himself carried irresistably along in the
itide of melody. The song was Gounod’s
delicious “Fruhlingslied,” (Spring song,)
and as the singer went on, it scemed to
Sydney that he could see the fragrant
_;f-x.-cen and tender violets springing around

him, Snow and sleet lay on the ground.
‘The wintry breese sighed through the

bare tree; but .all this passed from his
- consciousness, in the bright wision of the
spring, which this beautiful voice called
up. He drew a Jong breath of t
when the song came to a close; but when
Mabel repeated it cfter her teacher, altho’
she did so very well, as for as the ex-
<cution was concerned, yet the spell was
brokén—the snow, sleet and wintry wind
were no longer conjured away.
“Who i8 your teaches ! asked Sydney,
eagerly, when Mabel returned. “As the
. Mohammedans say of the angel Israel :
‘Her heart-strings are a lute, and she has
indeed the greatest voice of all God’s crea-
tures.’ )
Rash young man, to speak thus to one
weman in unreserved praise of another.
But Sydney was free from envy and jeal-
ousy himself, and knew not the shoals on
which he was touching.

- “She is Miss Alice ieslie,” said Mabel,

coldly. “She is quite a good teacher, 1

think, which is very fortunate for her in

tha y

ished. singing, a lady standing near beg-
ged Alice to sing, adding that one who
accompanied the singing of others so beau-
tifully, must surely sing well herself—
‘This request being’ seconded by a large
circle, Mabel and her mother were forced
1o let Alice comply.

Ruesell Sydney was one of the circle of
listeners, and he reveied in a sea of 'de-
light as she sang, Her repertoire suited
his taste admim%ly. Leaving the beaten
track of opera selections, she sang detach-
ed songs and balluds by Gounod, Abt )
and Kucken. When she arose, he led her
to seat, and entered into conversation with
her. Poor Alice had had a weary lot.—
She had to buffet with the world for a
sconty living, and now when she met this
high-hred man, who treated her with a
courtesy as deferential as if she had been
a queen, and who listened with interest to
every word she spoke; it was as though
‘s pilgrim, walking through arid sands,
had suddenly come on & cfump of palms
and a sparkling spring,

Never had Mabel’s beauty shone with
a brighter lustre than on this night ; but
her haughty, jealous heart chafed as she
saw Sydney bending over Alice, in long
and earnest conversation. She resolved
that never again should he “see Alice, if
she could prevent it, in which case she
felt sure that her own attractions could
speedily eradicate any impression the in-
siguificant music-teacher might have made
on him. o

But fate defies all human calculations,
Not long afterward, Mabel went to a con-
cert with a party of friends, Sydney be-
ing of the number. Who should enter and |
take seats in front of them, but Aliceand
8 lady friend, who had brought her thith.
er, knowing her passionate love for music..
Alice. was sufficiently near for Sydney to
readily enter into conversation with her,
and gradually he transferred his atten-
tions almost entirely to her, as the con-
cert went on, and he fouud that no one in
his party could eater into it with the keen
delight and subtle appreciation that Alice
showed, Her beautiful eyes kindled, her
cheeks glowed, her breath came quick and
short. There was a greater heauty in her
face, for the time, than in Mabel’s. She

tures, Beethoven’s immortal seventh sym-
phony, filled with such unearthly, myste-
rious beauty that it sounded like angels
talking together. They entered with keen-
est enjoyment, into each note of Mendels-
shohn’s wonderfal “Capriccio Brilliant,”
into the sweet, hieavenly Kreuzer Sonato,
and all the selections from the grand mas-
ters. Seldom were two persons gifted with
a finer musical intuition. The concert
had but one alloy to them, which was
that it had to cone toa close. To Mabel
the elose was a relief. Her jealously and
chagrin had so far mastered her as to
make her forget common good-breeding.
She threw scornful glances on Alice and
whispered derisive remarks on her dress
and appearance. Sydney could not help
overhearing some of these, and they had
the effect of making him more deferentisl
and attentive to Alice than he was before;
and he wondered how he could ever have
thought Mabel €0 beautiful, when her ex-
pression was so haughty and arrogant.

‘That night two different pictures might
have been seen. One was a young girl
sittiug in a chamber full of every appli-
ance of luxury. Het elegant opera cloak
was thrown carelessly down, her jewels
scattered over her toilet table, and she sat
musing with a look of deep unrest and
bitterness. The other picture was of a
youmg girl in a plaia little attic‘room,
whose surroundings were of the humblest
sort; but her face was Glled with dreamy
joy. She had been lifted from her nazrow,
da:ll{ life, into an atmesphere of wondrous
brightness, into a lovely fairy land. Tho’
she had to go forth agnin, next day, to
struggle for her bread, she carried some
bng'fxt memories that, for the time, raised
her out of the dust and turmoil. Beau-
tiful strains of melody, and kindly tones
of voice, still rang through her braia.

Bo ‘for weeks she went .bravely and
ho(fefully about her work. But at Lngth
a day came when she could no longer go.
She had never been very strong physical-
ly, and exposure to the weather and in-
sufficient food and clothing commenced
to tell on her frame. She struggled brave-
ly against the inroads of sickness, but at

and Sydney enjoyed, with kindieed rap- |-

never have Alice there again.

1t was in the first ﬂusbﬁ of spribg, when
Alice crept forth from the sick room. A
faint hint and whisi:er of the coming
sweetness and bloom lurked in the air.—
Still weak and faint, her strong resolve
bore her up, asshe wended her way along.
Beside the necessity there was for-her.to
gain their daily bread, she had to work too”
for the past. She was not able to give les-

went, her reception was discouragini;—
The young lady either was or fancied her-
self, too delicate to prosecute the study of
singing, It gave her a sore throat, she
said, so she had concluded tostop her les-
sans, At the next place Alice was start-
led to observe that the whole house was
shut up, and looked gléomy as a tomb.—
After ringing repestedly, a servant came
forth from the alley, and informed her
that scarlet fever had broken out on that
street, and that her mistress had gone a-
way with all the children, to stay she did
not know how long. Alice had had four
pupils in this house, and sheturned away
with a sickening feeling at heart. She had
8 more cheering reception at the next
house, and then she thought she would go
to Mabel’s before her strength entirely eb-
bed away.

It was early twilight when she acceng-
ed the steps; the first pale stars were be-
ginning to gleam in the sky. After she
had waited for some time, a servant came
to the door to inform her that she need-
not come again, as Miss Binslie had pro- §
vided herself with another teacher. Stung
to the heart with this fresh blow, Alice
grew deadly pale, and turned away. But
just as the servant had commenced to de-
liver his message, 8 youpg man came up
the steps, and, as the poor little teacher
descended chem, a kind, gentle voice greet-
ed her. It was Sydney,whose indignation
had been aroused by the unfeeling mes-
sage, and whose compassion had been ex-
cited by Alice’s pallor and feebleness,

" “Take my arm,” said he, turning back
with her. “You'do not -seem’ strong e-
nough to %o alone. ... S

Alice felt her strength ebbing away to
such a degree, that she was thankful for
the support of his arm ;" and the support
of his presence was greater still. She
could - nerve herself against indifference
and unkindness, but not against gentle-
ness and consideration, Her blended e-
motions, joined with her physical weak-
ness, made her burst into tears.

*Oh, Mr. Sydney, pray excuse me
she sobbed. out, after awhile, “and do not:
think strangely.of my conduect. I have
been very ill,. and am still weak, which
makes me act childish.” ' o
“If tears are a relief to you, Ir-am very
glad for you to weep,” said he, veiling his
concern and sympathy under & light cheer-
ful tone. v '

* “Deeds ‘not words,” was the motto of
Sydney’s life; so now he set to work to
find a delicate, yet efficient way, of help-
ing Alice, and unknown to her, this zeal-
ous friend was exerting himself for her,
while she was toiling on ‘with her few re-
maining pupils to gain a bare subsistence.
Sydney sought unremittingly for some
good employment, and by dint of keepiug
constantly on the alert, he at length dis-
covered an admirable opening for her.—
The soprano in a fashionable choir became
fired with ambition to go on the stage,
and so deserted the choir. Sydney suc-
ceeded in procuring this vacant place for
Alice, and so she waked up one morning,
and found heiself rich, as Byron found
himself famous. And, to crown her sat-
isfaction, Sydney attended the church in
which she was to sing. Never before had
he been so devout in his attendance there
—never had the thought of heaven, eter-
nity, and the angels seemed o near and
so real as when this ‘beautiful voice sang
of them.

When he came to know her better, he
saw that her lovely harmonies were not
confined to outward embodiment, but that
there was a music breathing in ber true,
‘pure and womanly heart; ‘and so Mable
found, that instead of choosing her, he
chose for his wife the woman whom she
had introduced to his notice as baing, “ON-
LY THE Music-TEACHER !” o

1

Covington, Ga., has a colored debat-
ing sodiety. The question last discussed
by this august assembly was, “Whicli ‘is
the more uceful, Exper or guppowder.”
The president was fora long time in great
doubt as to which side had produced the
strongest argument, when oge -of the pow-
der side arose ‘and 'very gravely said:
Mr. President: Spose’dar was z bar out
dar at de door, and you was to go dar and
shake de paper at him, you’d see whatde
bar would do. But jes shoot a canon at
him and mark de result. X ealls for de
question-” -The president forthwith de-

her reduced circumstances,”

length she had to yield and lie prostrate.

It is-enough-that-we-believe —

Bﬁt, ah! no notices they give,
Nor tell us when or how they live;

Bill'in'gs’. Essay on Silence,

One of the hardest things for 2 man to
do, is to keep still

--Jverybody wants-to_be heard first, and

sense.

this is just what fills the world .with non- |

fand Fumor.
riParentai \crm—The old man’s corns,

wd

CLolera bn\lets—green apples.

“Though-conscious-while-with us below
How muvch themselves desired to know ;

-As-if-bound-up;-by-solemn-fate;
To keep this secret of their state.
To tell their joys or pains to none,;
That man may live by faitl alone.

Well |—let our Sovereign, if He please,
Lock up His marvelous decrees;

Why should we wish Him to reveal
What He thinks proper to conceal?

| gets a discipline which is worth a univer-

dent and establish myself *—such a man
sity education. y formin af purpose
and adhering to it, he is educating him-
gelf in the very elements of manhood.—
He is making a man of himself.

Do you Sup(ﬁose men think less of you
because you dress plainly? Fools may,
but men do not. Do not think your
chances in life are less beeause you feel
ashamed to show a man where your rocom
is, and where you sleep? WHhy, many a

When I see a man listening to meg
osh, that tellow 1s taking your measure,
I have heard men argue a point two
hours and ot get any further from where
they started from than a reale in a bark
mill;; they did a good deal.of going roun
and roum{ - '

Brevity and silence are the twe gres
cards, and next to saying nothing, saying
a little is the strength of the game.

One thing i in, it is onl

Heaven’s brighter far than we conceive ;
And, O! may God our souls prepare --
To meet and bless and praise Him there.

Literal Answers.

A lady noticed a boy sprinkling salt
on theside-walk to take oft' the ice, and
remarked to afriend, pointing to thesalt :

“Now, that’s benevolence.”

“No it ain’t,” said the Loy, soméwhat
indignant, “it’s salt.” .

So when a lady asked her servant girl
if the hired men cleaned off the snow with
alacrity, she replied,—

“No, ma’am, he used a shovel.”

The same literary turn.of mind which
we have been illustrating is sometimes
used intentionally, and perhaps a little
maliciously, and - thus becomes the prop-
erty of wit instead of blunder. Thus we
hear of a very polite and impressive gen-
tleman who said to a youth in the street :

“Roy, may I inquire where Robinson’s
drug store is ?”

“Certainly, sir,” replied the boy, very
respectfully. °

“Well, sir,” said the ‘gentleman, after
waiting awhile, ““where is it 7

«I have not the least idea, yer honor,”
said the urchin.

There was another boy who was accost-
ed by an ascetic middle aged lady with,—
“Boy, I want to go to Dover street.”

“Well, ma’am,” said the boy, “why
don’t you go then.”

One day at lake George a party of gen-
tlemen strolling among the beautiful is-
lands on tife lake with bad luck, espied a
little fellow with & red shirt and a straw
hat, dangling a line oyer the side of the
boat.

“Hallo, boy,” said one of them, “what
are you doing ?”

“Fishing,” came the answer.

“Well, of course, said the gentleinan,
“but what do you catch?”

“Fish, you fool ; what do you s’poge ?”

“Did any of you ever see an elephant’s
skin ?” inquired & teacher of an infant.
class. is:

~] hgve,” exclaimed one.

“Where ?” asked the teachef.

“On the elephant,” said the boy laugh-
ingly. ' et

Sumetimes this sort of wit degenerates
or rises, as the case may be, into punning,
as when Flora point:d pensively to the
heavy masses of clouds in the sky saying,

“I wonder where those clouds are go-
ing ?”” and her brother replied,—

] think they are going to thunder.”

Also the following dialogue :—

“Hallo, there, how do you sell your
wood " :

“By the cord.” .

“How long has it been cut?”

“Four feet ?”

“I mean how long has it been since it
was cat ?”

“No longer than it is now.”

And also when Patrick. O'Flynn was
seen with his collar and his bosom sadly
begrimmed, and was indiguantly asked by
his officer,~—

“Patrick O'Flynn ! how long do you
wear a shirt 2”7 -~ -

“Twenty-eight inches, &r.”

This reminﬁs one of an instance which
is said to have occurred recently in Cha-
tham street, New York, where a country-
lx:mn was clamorously besieged by a shop-

eeper. '
ave you any fine shirts?” said the
countryman.

“A’splendid assortment, Step in, sir.
Every price and every style. The cheap-
est.in the market, sir.” o

*“Are they clean?”’

“To be sure, 8ir.”" o

- “Then;” said the countryman with great
gravity, “you had better put on one, for
you need it.” L t

o

B

" How many
healthy;
. How many. beggar men wish they were
wealthy; * ' o
How many ugly ones wish they were
pretty; |
How many stupid ones wish they were

sick’ people wish'they were

witty:
ow many bhachelors wish they were
married; -

How many benedicts wish they had
tarried; .

Single or double life’s full of trouble;

.| ing the boy at'the other. He then said,

man has slept in 2 barn who was better
than many-another who slept in mansions
and palaces. A man ought not to be a-
shamed to say : “I am poor, and can’t do
so and s0.” It is the curse of America,
since there are no orders of nobility here,
men are ashamed to admit that they are
poor. The 'young inan defends himself
and says: “1 am'not so poor as you take
me to be,” Even sensible people yield
to the temptation of the devil and are a*
shamed to acknowledge that they work.

Truths.

Every duty brings its peculiar delight,
every- denial its appropriate compensa-
tion, every thought its recompense, every
love its elysium, and every cross its crown;
pay goes with performance as effect with
cause. Meanness overreaches itself ; vice
vitiates whoever indulges in it ; the wick-
ed wrong their own souls; generosity great
ens; virtue exalts; charity transfigures,
and holiness is the essence of angelhood.
God does not require us to live on credit:
He pays us what we earn as we earn it,
good or evil, heaven or hell, according to
our choice. ’

Itis truth which makes a man always
angry.
1t is good to know our friends’ feelings
but not to publish them: -

It is better keeping out of a quarrel,
than to make it up afterwards.

If pride, were & deadly disease, how ma-
ny would be now in their graves.
Itis an evidence of great hardness to
be more concerned about our sufferings
than our sins. . .
What an absurd thing it is te pass over
all the valuable parts of a man, and fix
our attention on his infirmities.
If the whole world should agree to
speak nothing but the truth, what an a-
bridgement it would make of speech.
If you would have a thing kept secret,
never tell it to any one ; and if you would
not have a thing known of you, never do
it. : '
‘Wealth consists in sticking to one thing
“the poor man’s budget is full of schemes.”

The threatnings of God rest-upon the
same foundation as His promises.

Tue First TrousAND DoLrARrs—The
first thousand dollars that a young man
honestly earns, and saves over and above
his expensés, while earning it will ordin-
arily stamp on his mind and character
two of the most important conditions of
success in after life—industry and ecopo-
my. It is far better for him that he
should earn the first thousand dollars than
that it should be given him, If he earns
it he knows what it is worth, since it rep-
resents to him a very considerable amount
of effort. If he saves it while earning a
larger sum, he acquires thereby the habit
of economy. Neither of these valuable
lessons is taught by a puxe gift. On the
whole, it is no very serious disadvantage
to begin life poor. Most persons who be-
came rich in this country, were once poor ;
and in their poverty they gained habits
which in the sequel resulted in riches.— |
Those who were born with “silver spoons
in their mouths,” and spent their early
years in idleness and prodigality, seldom
amount to much as men in the practical
business of life.

“Pyry, ApAM, PuLr.”—There was a
lad in Treland, who was put to work at a
linen factory; and, while at work there,
s, piece of cloth was wanted to be sent out,
which wps short of the quantity that it
ought t6*have;. but the master thought it
might be made the length by little stretch-
ing. . Hetherefore unrolled the cloth, tak-
ing hold of oné'énd of it himself, and pia¢:

“Pull,' Adam, Pulll”.
. The master pulled
but the boy staod still.
The master again said, “Pull, Adam’
Pall 1’ |
The boy raid, “I can’t.”
“Why not ?’ said the master.
“Because it is wrong,” said Adam, and
he refused to pull. ‘
_ Upon this, the master said he would
not do for a-linen manufacturer; but that
boy became Rev. Adam Clarke, and the

with all his might,

from the stern necessity of their condition | f

‘| Dod? Wall”—in s tone of intene love

.| and numbeis of the best newspapersin the

jurisdiction? e are inclined to think

e
thinkers who can afford te be brief, and
there have been but, fow valumes yet pub-
lished which could not be cut down two-
thirds, and many of them could be cut
down o the title page without hurting
them."

It is hard to find a man of good sense
who can leok -back upon any occasion
angd 'wish he had said more, but it is easy
;’o find many who wish they had ‘said
ess,

A thing s#id is hard to recall, but un-
said it can be spoken any time. -

Brevity is dhe child of silence, and is a
great credit ¢o the man.

A Dutchmzan on Life Insurance.

- A certam Dutchman, the owner of a
small house, had effected an jnsurance on
it of eight hundred dollars, altheugh it
had been butlt for much less. The house
burned down, and the Dutchman claimed
the full amount for which it" had been
insured; but the officers of the company
refused to pay any more than its actual
value—about six hundred dollars. He
expressed his dissatisfaction in powerful
broken English, interlarding his remarks
with some chaice Tutonic.oaths. “If yon
wish it, ” said the cashier of the insurance
company, “we will build you a houselar-
ger and better thau the one burned down,
as we are positive that it can be done for
even less than six hundred dollars.” To
this proposition the Dutchman, objected,
and was at Jast compelled to take the six
hundred dollars. Some weeks after he
had received the money, he was called up-
on by the same agent who had induced
him to effect an insurance’on his house.
This time the agent wanted him to take
out policy of life insurance on himself or
on his wife, “If you insure your wif¢’s
life for $2,000,” the agent said, “and she
should die, you would have that sum to
solace your heart.”

“Dat be tam!” exclaimed the Dutchmavn.
“You shurance fellers ish all tiefs! IfI
inshure my vife, and my vife dies,and I
goes to the office to get my two thonand
dollars, do I gits all de money? No, not
quite. You will say to me, “she vasn’t
warth two thousand dollars: she vas worth
only ’bout six hundred. If you don’t
like to take six hundred dollars, we vill
”I

git yon a bigger and betler vife

A little girl was rebuked by her moth-
er for her foudness for killing flies. The
little one had acquired great dexterity in
this employment, ard was so much occu-
pied in it that the parent found that she
was growing into a state of cruelty. Call-
ing the child to her side one day, she said
in a sad tone:

“Mary, my dear, don’t you known that
God loves the little flies?” .

Mary seemed to hear the words as tho’
they suggested'a great many -new ideas.
She stood by her mothét's side for some
time, in thoughtful saddess, and at length
walked slowly up to the window, where
a bewildered fty was humming about on
the wind?\v pane. She watched it lov-
inglly for'some time, and then, almost too
full of grief tospeak plainly, she began to
utter caressing words.

“Doz ec fly know dat Dod luves oo ?
Doz oo luve Dod?” Here ehe extended
her hand fondly toward the insect, as
if to strike away the terror that she felt
she had inspired. “Doz oo want to see

and pity, at the same time putting her
finger on the fly, and softly crushing it
against the glass—*“well oo shall,” -
Cax Suck THiNes BE?—A few days
ago, as we learn from the daily papers,
the scandalous proceeding of selling wo-
men. took place in San Francisce. Young
girls brought $450, middle-aged women
200 and old women 8100 each. They
were Chinese women, with delicate feet
and a fondness for rats, we suppose. - Is
it not a trifle disgraceful that a city like
Sar Francisco—boasting some of the bra-
vest and most intelligent meti and wouien,

country—should be guilty .of permitting
such a scandalous proceeding within its

this an unysual occurrence; but if such
actions are ordinary affiirs, it would be
well to have regular quotations in the

strict priuciilea of honesty of his yoathful

cided in favor of powder.

Riches are stubble, pleasure’s 2 bubble,

age, laid the foundation of his futhrel
greatness, ;

California markets, so that the vorld may
know precisely how much flesh and hlood

closely T always say to myself, “look out, | ,

with sturn manliness: “I have come here| Everybody want’ to talk, few want to .

to make my way in this world and hon- think,el;.ynd h}c’abod wantsltko,listen. beﬁ;:sgmar" é‘um meals make roy
estyland simp%liciﬁy reql:lire }hat I ex;}lould "Lhe greatest talkers among the feath- N '

not live any higher than I myself can | ered folks are the magpie and the guinea be:;? i

earn the means of living. I will be no|hen, and neither of I’:gh?em are, mu%hiieT ’Th% .;,_t';gﬁ’tt:eat’ mt.houtbl%sso Ca
m]s:n’s apﬁaer ordbenffcifry;k; wi,l}ima{&{e count, ) - -
what I take; and what I make and fake! Ifa man is not sure he isright thebest | “There is a limit to all thingy/

shall support me.” The discipline which | card he can play is a blank one. the appetite for stro drinl:. exoept
you geHi'onrthe-latter—course*ofself-der — I have—known many s manto beat in’ - -

nial is better than going to college. Ma-[an argument by just nodding his head [ In what case s it ahsolutely impossible
ny 2 man cradleg inlearning gets no dis- | once in a while and simply saying, “just {to be slow and sure?--In the case of a
cipline; but a young man who, having | so, just so.” wateh. : - ce
been reared and trained in self-indulgence, t takes & great many blows todrivein| __ 7 ‘

leaves his father’s house, and comes to the | a nail, but one will clinch it. ‘Why shauld Ireland by the richest conn-
 city and says, “I will be beholden to no | ‘Some men talk just as a French-pony | iry-in the world? _Be its-eapital-is—
man; I can sff Tain—as | trots, all-day fong-in-n-linlf-bushelmea-faiways Bublin.- '

any man, both in regard to diet and|sure, ‘ Co : —— 4
clothes, if it is necessary to my manhood, | Silence never makes any blunders, and Why iathe eartllike p school blac
and I will not have anything which I|always gets 2s much credit as is due it, | Poard? Because tie children of men mul-
cannot fairly earn; I will he iideped-|and oftentimes more, « | tiply upen the fice ofit.- | - /

sevh?ol :

dophy and Religiq.*nfthqse vigi-
lant sentinels—warn the hpman race that -
there exists something bey¢nd that which
is seen. ! s

Mge of William Penn, which is

now in a dilapidated condition in the
-midst-of th ehou i
delphia, is used for a beer saloon.

A good maxim of the late Horace Gree-
ley: “It is far easier to maintain the pro-
duetive caﬁ.cit.y of & farm than tq restore
it. To exhaust its fecundity and thep at-
tempt its restozatien by zuyihf__i‘ costly
commercial fertilizers, is-wasteful;and ir-—
rational, , S

An old, rough clenryman once took for
his textthat passage'of the Psalms, ‘I
said in my-haste all men are liars” Look-
ing up, apparently as if he saw the Psal-
mest standing immediately before him, .
he said: “You said it in your haste, Da-
vid, did you? Well, if you had been here,
vo; might have said it after mature réefiec-
tioh.” L .

Recently, in a- street car, in Philadel::
phis, an old gentleman was seated in one;
corner, and the car was full. A bevy of
fair ones of all ages and weights, swarm-
ed in and there weréno seats. ' Whereup- .*
on the gallant old gentlemen said afoud ;
“Ladies, Ishall be most happy to give ~
seat to any one of you who is over thisty-
two years of age.” All remained stand-
ing.

—

A school-bey being .requested to write
a composition upon the subject of “Pins,”
produced the following: “Pins are very
useful. They have saved the lives of a
great many men, women, and children ; in
fnct whole families.”” “How g0 ?” asked
the puzzled teacher. “Why,. by not swal-
lowing them.” This matches the story of
the other boy who defined salt as “the
stuff that makes potatoes taste bad when
you don’t put on any.”

A mechanic died Intely at the age of fif-
ty-four, in Rhode Island, who had been
unable to do any work for twelve years.
and who had never received over $1,50

r day for wages, and yet ho left a snug

ittle fortune of $15,000, all from his own
earnings, He was not penurious, was
married, had one child and educated her,.
lived comfortably, and dressed neatly.
He merely saved small sums, beginnip
.with 8200, when he became of age, an
added the interests of his deposits to the
principal, . .

A hater of tebacco asked an old negro
woman, the fumes of whose pipe-were an-
noying to him, if she thought she was.a
Christian ? L

“Yes, brudder, I spects I is.”

“Do you believe in the Bible?”

::ges, brulc\idex'.”h e

o you know that there is a passage

in the seriptures which declares that noth-
ing unclecn shall inherit the kingdom of
heaven P? | P "

“Yes, I've heard of it.”

“Well, Chloe, you smoke, andayou can-
not enter the kingdom of heavditbecause
there’s nothing so unclean a3 the breath
of & smoker, What doyou say to that 2

“Why, I expeots.to leave my breff be-

[ ]
b3

hind me when I go to heaven.”
W’ - g

A DurcamaX oN Staxs.—DatelnE'ritz
was asked what he thougit of sigas and
omens. “Vell, I don’t dinks mooch of
dem dings, und I did not pelieve every-
dings + I dells you somedimes dere is dings
as does dings ; now de oder night I 'sits
und reads my newsbaper, aod xgine fran
she speaks und says :—Fritz, dor to ish
howliog? Idon’t dinks much of dem dings
und I goes on und reads mine baper, vnd
my frau she says: “Fritz, ‘dere js ‘some-
dings bad ish happened—dat.dog is howl-
ing.” And I getsup mit myselt und looks
oud o der wines on der porch, und der
moon Was shinin’, und my leetlé tog, hg
schoops right up and' down liké eyery
'dings, aud he park at der moon ‘vat ‘vas
shine so bright us never vash, _And ash
I hauled my het in der vinder, der alt wor
man she say : “ *Mind, Fijtz, 1 dell :i')‘:‘l
dere is ‘somading pad ish happen. Der
tog is howl ng.’ “Vell, I goes to ped, und
1 shleeps, udd all night long ven I vakes
dere vas dat tog howling verser as never.
Und in der morning I ‘gits mine break:.
fast, und mine frau she louks at;me und_'
say very sol:mn : ‘Fritz, dere:jsh some-
ding pad ish beppen. Der tog vas howl -
all night’  And shoost den der'ndisbaper
come in, uad Y apeus him—und by shings,
vat you dinks?  Dare was a man died in

sells for in the El Deorado of the West.

I

Philudelphia,”
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