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A COINCIDENCE.— According to the
Kennebee Journal exuctly twenty-one
per=ons have been killed annoally on
Maive railroads since 15835 Thus far
in 1539 twenty lives have been sacri-
ficed, and the Jowrnal says the question
naturally arises: Who will be the other
one?

A rantof the expecled drop In the
cost of aluminum bas come, and
though it 18 not s fliclent to make the
metal cheap, it will belp to briug it into
use. Not long ago aluminum brought
six dollurs a pound, Iater it was re-
duced to four dollars, and now it is
sald that it can De bought In thousand-
pound lots for two dollars per pound.
At this rale, either pure or in bronzes,
it will be available for making many
small Instruments and tools that can be
improved by being lightened in weight.

A CURIOUS cOIXCIDESCE~—It Is &
curious coincylence that the figures 14 ia
associnted  with Louis XIV all
through his life. He was born on Lhe
14th of September. Te became of age
when he was 14, and was made king in
a63: add the latter figures together
aud you obtain 14, He began his per-
sonal government in 16461: 1.6-06-1-14,
wndd reigned for 72 years. His father
diesd May 14, 143, and his grand
father, Flenry 1V, alvo died on that
date, May 14, He himself died in 1751,
at the age of 77 years.— Edward Hard-
g, dsiericas Notes and Queries,

Epwix Booru's health is again
belng talked about. A reporter of the
Pittsburg Duapatch, who visited the
tragedian while he was playing there,
says: “To teil the p'aintruth as It
appesrs Lo we, Mr. Booth's health is
such 48 to give him and his friends con-
sidersble anxiety, although the won-
derful will power and intellectual force
of the man enabile him to keep up the
appearance of pliveical strength on the
slage. His mapager, Mr. Chase,
lnughed at the idea that Mr. Booth was
nos o good health. ‘He npever was
better " he <iud to me Ave minutes be-
fore | saw the actor mwyselt, bot Mr.
Bootl™ fsce and his own words bardiy
bore out Lhat assertion.™

JAPAN s ma to have been even a
greater sufferer from loosds than this
country during the year 1589, but sowe
slowance must be made, perhaps, for
Eustern exacgeration of numbers. The
floods of September are said to have
swept away 10) houses and to have
d-owned over 685 people, and the Japa-
ucse Maxl reports fou the year of
the loss of 2419 lives, the destruction of
00,000 houses and 000 bridges, and des-
titution bBrought upon 90,000 people
While tlese returns may not be aceu-
rate, there {8 no doubt that Japan hus
suffered severely from storms, and 1880
will be noted iz its calendar en that
account, as It will be in Pennsylvania

CanpinaL Gimnoxs enters a strorg
protest against the common delay in
executing the sentence of criminals
condemued to capital punishment, but
he goes a little too far when be says
that this delay has *“given plansille
grounds for the application of lynch
law.” The same public sentiment that
on occasion sels aside Lhe court and
exscutes criminals without trial, could,
If properly directed, correct abuses In
the administration of justice and pro-
vide for the prompt execulion of Lhe
law's sentence after a fuir trial has been
had, Lynch law strikes at the wvery
foundation of vrderly Government, and
should never be excused though its de-
Crees sy In themselves be whole

e,

It 1s & peasant thing to read of the
presentution to Miss Clara Barton, by
citizens of Johnstown, of a testimonial
of their good-will and esteem. It Is
an ladication that they are recovering
from the tervible strain to which they
Lave been subjecled, a recovery due in
lurge measure o the unselfish labors of
Miss Barton. The full story of Johns
town cannot be written, but that which
= kpown of the generous ¢fforts made
1o relieve the Jdistiess caused by the
flood discloses the highly sympathetic
nature of man. The lood Commis-
stvn bas acknowledged the recept of
two and three quarter million of dol-
lars, and lurge sums weie distriboted
indspendently and do not appear in the
Commission’s accounts,  Then, besides
the contributors of mom ¥, thers were
unselflsh workers tu the Ueld, such as
General Hastings and Miss Barlon,
whom the servivors must ever bold in
grteful remembrance,

oMM ANDER I gaxcis M., GREEXN,
T uned States Nuavy, now on duty at
the Brooklyn Navy Yurld, will be re-
quested, through the Secretary of the
Navy, to take command of the naval
school-ship Saratoga, to be stationed at
Philadeiphia. This is the purport of a
resolution adopted quite recently by the
Peunsylvania Boarl of Directors of
Nautical Schools.

Captain Green went into the npavy
fruw the merchant service, in which he
bl bad large experience and had made
a high reputation. During the Consti-
tulwnal Centeanial at Philadelphia,
iwo years ago, he Lecame favorably
known to our people as the commander
of the war ship Yantic, which was
Statlonml in our port during that mem-
orable celebrution,

So far as good signs gv, he is just
=Iactly the naval officer wanted for the
Saratoga.  The Board of Directors had
several applications, and a oumber
of naval officers applied to the
Navy Department to be detailed for
e post. Most of these were very
desirable, but, taking all things inte
Mrount, Captain Green s-emed to best
8l all the requirements for this partic-
ular school-ship. It s under

Captain Green will accept, sl that the
“aratoga will be Lere Ly tue vud of the
Wonly,

IHE TYRANNY FROM

OTHER SIDE.

Of the Firm of Husband. Wifte, &
i Co.

The man whno stinis his family in
order to indulge himself, has for so long
been held up to the scorn of the read-
iny public, that the other side of the
subject has been entirely lost sight of,
Some time ago, 1 was call ng on an ac-
quaintance, who had a number of new
purchases to display, articles of furni-
ture, decoration, ete., and some lovely
tableware. Knowing her incoms to be
no larger than my own, | asked:

**But how can you affor! such hand-
fome things? I cannot even fhank of
making such purchuses ™

She gave me an futont look, then,
dropping her volce contidentially said:

_ "I save 1% out of the housekeeping
For a long time 1 have saved, at least,
balt of my monthly al and
this month I will save more, I want to
buy me a new silk—something really
elegant,

“But,” Isald, “‘can you save so much
:;.u%,snll make your famlily comforta-

” *

*“I suppose they are comfortable
enough, ' she said, as if offended. “1'm
sure what's goxl enough for me, is
good enough for themi™

She bisd detained me so long bring
ing out one thing after another to dis-
play, that tea time approached, and
Ler little boy, a child of nine or tea
years of age, came dashing in, sayiug,

“0 Ma! I'm so hungry! 1s there any-
thing for supper to-night?"’

“*Certainly, my son, we will have the
supper we always have. '

“O-0-0 Ma! Nothing but cold coru-
bread and mitik! O4™

“Hush! If corp-bread and milk s
good enough for me, it ought to be
good enough for the rest of vou,' she
auswered sternly,

“Yes, but Ma, you like it and all of
the rest of us hate it. Why can’t we
ever have anything the rest of us
likn?""*

“That willdo. If you are not hun-
RTY enough 1o eal what we have, you
can go withoqat. **

I hastily took leave, and as [ shut
the froot gate 1 heard the poor littie
fellow burst into a perfect storm of
sobe. 1 npo louger envied her the beu-
tiful things she had bought. She had
paid too dearly for them. After that |
used to watch her children passing by
ot their way to school. Their once

tHE

while deep scowls of discontent and
discomfort becams habitdal to them.
In o few weeks, the mother returned
my visit, arrayed in the “‘really ele-
gant™ silk dress. As soon as there was
an opportunity, [ asked,

“And bow are your children?™ she
frowned.

“1 don't know what ails them, they
seem 80 droopy and cross. They were
such bealthy bables, and their father
and I, too, bave always been sirong—
I don’s understand 1t—1 ase 1
change,
gance!™

May pot such a woman ‘e, without
exaggeration, likened to a vampire,
draining the life blood, or its equiva
lent, from the family to mdulge ber-
slfl I never returned that visit, and
could only think of bher afterwanis
v ith loathing,

A friecd -] used to have lived a short
distance fromn town, on a fruit farm.
Oue spring day | heard she was getting
ready for her usual summer trip, so !,
thimble in pocket, went out to spend
the day, and help with
tlons. She received me Joyfully, and
we were soon deep in the mysteries of

it seems an l"mlmu-

mataly acqualnted,
dearly. bat night I went home
thinking her a selfish little beast, At
dinper time her hustand came in tired
and hungry. She had left me sewing,
and gone out half an hour before din-
uer. The taable was set with beauti-
ful china, and there was a dish of
squash and a small plate of bread awl

else. She made no reference to the
seanty fare, but seemed to think it was
all as it should be. I did pot care for
myself, knowing [ would be at my own
bountiful table at tea-time, but I ded
pity her Susband. I knew he could
bave eaten every mouthful on the ta-
ble and still be unsatisfled. The bread
plate was soon emptied. He looked
hesitatingly at his wife, and then said

“*My dear, is there any more bread?"

“Yes, " she sald, without moving.
“I only cut what I think will be eaten,
it gets so dry.™

“The plate is empty,” be said. **Per-
haps Mrs. Sunshine would llke some
more, "’

* Would you like some more, Mrs
Sunshine?'” she said turning to me.

Of course 1 said no.

He waited several minutes, then

sald,

**If it 1s0’t too much trouble to gel
it, T would like another piece.”™

She looked unsmilingly at him for
several seconds, the arose and cut bhim
one little plece. He ate It, looked
around wistfully at the empty dishes
sighed, and folded up his napkin.

to him so imposad upon,
r-.-t:!:nml o our sewing, 1 dexterously
led the conversation o the subject.

“How tired and hungry Mr. Walters
must get, working as he does, out of
doors all day!™" I said.

*“Yes, 1 suppose he dJdoes,’ she an-
swered carelessy,

1 should thlnk soun would take a
great deal of paius to have things nice
for him. bhe is so thonghtful for you!™
[ ventured further.

Ok, no! He doesn't expect me to
axert myself. Fle knows how frall I

"

fhl.l, utiered at the sewing wachine,
m the pauses of stitching a sixth ruflle
on a *“snmmer silk,” dil not impress
we as being very cous.stent.

**Hesides,” she continued, presently,
“we must economize. My out@t is
costing a great deal and my trip will be
expensive, I cannot afford to spend
much on our homo’:i:l}ng. I“d’on:

appetite mysell, anyway,
Il“;;h::’jun as lll.Ll: with housework
cookery as [ can.
ln"I"hll was so manifestly selfish, l:.
took my breath away

speaking again. Then Isald, “I won-
der you are willing lo go away and
leave him here all summer. Supposing

“Well, 1 wonld rather he had some
one here with him, but be will not be
able toafford it. [ must have money
to spend while I am away. There are
always little unlooked-for expenses. 1
m‘tplﬂlmw‘.dlwn
Jack promised me belore we were mar-
ried, that | should bave a summer trip

are drawn from [ife, and many more
might be added. In fact, 1 havs known
more wives than husband’s who took
the lion's share of the income and used
it in selfish pleasures in which the
others had no share. |
woman I know whose husband |
Lias broken down from over-work, Her
house is a perfect museum of ussless
pleces of furniture and finery, hideous
chiromos, “‘ornaments.” silks, laces, !
ele., ete. She bores every visitor she
has showing these, and bewalling the
“beiter days" when she constantly
haunted bargain counters, and ends by |
saying, “I litt ¢ thought 1 would one
day bave to take borders for a living!™ |
as it she, instead of her poor broken-
down husband were the aggrieved one.
't is evident that she really thinks she
Even now, she stints her famlly in |
every possible way, that she may save
for fresh “*bargains, ™
Some years ago, when we were!
Founger and less wise, my husband and
I resolved to cut down our hiving ex—l
penses in order to purchase a set of |
books for which our souls longed. We
did so, and enjoyed the possession of |
them as only book lovers can. bLut all
at onece our days began to be lauguid
and nervous. and our nights filled with
troubled dieams. The symptoms in-
creased untl alarmed, we “‘called the
doctor in.”" He looked wise, asked |
questions, then prescribed ton cs, and
a nourmshing diet! How we laughed
when he had gone! It was such a joke
on us! When we viewed the condition
of the family purse, after paying the
Moctor and druggist bills, we real'zed
that it was useles to Uy to cheat na-
ture.  But how much better I feit 1than
if I had privately cut down the table
expenses Lo indulze some selfish “‘fad*
of my own, then ascribed onr fesbleness
Lo a “‘mysterious dispensation of an all
wise Providenee!"

An Author's Profits,

A friend who knows thoroaghly the
art of book manufacturing has given
me some interesting figures upon tha
books of Mr. Archibald Clavering
Gunter whose new book, ““TlLat
Frenchman,” bas just been publisned,
What he said was about ns toliows,
and possibly the wformation may put
heart into some young writer who Las
boandless faith In his own spxuak of

ruddy faces grew sallow and pinched, |

divine genius.

“1l have been making some esti-
mates, " sald the man of hovk-, “*as o
the mmount of money Mr, A, U, Gun-
ter made becauss several publishers
declined his *Mr. Bames of New
York,” and the resalt is as follows in
plain figures. If Mr. Gunter had been
80 unfortunate as to get his books is- |
sued by a publisber, the most he could |
expect Lo have received would hnuoT

been & eopyright of 10 per cent. on Un‘
retail price, and his statement would be |

as foll ws:

!
.
3,800
Making s total of $10,000

Even thls must have been a very
fine profit for these thres books. DBut
what he did do was to manufacture
and sell the first book himself, because
uo one would manufacture it for him,
and be followed the sams tactics on
the others, lecause he saw no reason
for dividing profits with any publisher, |
Now, look st the stutcwent of the

.............

.................. sssaas

her prepara- |

ruffles and gores. Tbough not inti |
I had loved her |

butter, and & pitcher of water nothing |

kuew him to be the kindest, most in- |
dulgent husband, and I felt mdignant |
When we |

profits that Mr. Guuter sctually did
make, and I know the figures are ac-
curate. He took the manuseript o
Messrs, J. J. Little & Co., the prin-
ters, und told them to print 2,00 cop- '
ies. The plates cost 325 and the
paper and binding for this small gquan- |
tity about ten crut4 each, making a '
total expense of §525.  As he only got
$140) for the whole edition, he was out
of pocket $123, but see the result as it
stands to-dsy when his books have had
their enormous run: -
Cost of plates of the three books.......... §1,008

Manuf.cituring oo t of 380,000 cop en, dus-
trivuied as per forego ng stalemen:, sl |

A5 Average ol 45 oBtils PET CODY . vvree .. 17,000
Lusws 00 idatmagind and returmed coples, .l

verlsing and expetiscs—a liberal esil-

BIBIC .. ccciarnncs smommmme i ssasennssnsans 4,000

$o1,193 |
CREDMTOR,
Recelved from n*ws company and irade for
380,000 coples, s atove, al the ﬂ;ﬂ; uf W
cents copy, being & dcount of 6 per
coﬂ.trgmui PEK cvraccnncecccrnnnn,s Byl
Nour adverilsing oo béok of cOVErS...... 1,600

TT,80 0 |
e S e e e :ﬂdﬂ
I’o you think it wonderful that Mr.
Gunter now calls himself “*The Home
Puvlishing Company™ and lssues his
own novels? [is experience has been
unique, but you caun see that be Is
pearly $35,000 better off than if his
book had been weloowed Ly the pube!
lisher's readers.

The Bright Side of SoaP.

Soip bas Its attractive side, which s
always s clean side, A dry ;lleoeof'
soap or a dirty soapdish s repulsive,

{ | aud one natursily shrinks from ablu-

tions which are to be performed with
such ajds, A certain bab t of observa-
tion (which is one of my failings) has
convnoed me that t' e soap qumlon,l
unlike *‘Is marriage a flure?'’ is oue
which bas not furced itself to any ex-
tent upon the minds of the people, It
may seem like carrying estuet cism a
little too far, to wish to reform the
soap-dish at t @ kitchen-sink, but this
is just where it s most Important to
begin. Have two tin or granite hang-
ing soap-dishes, with holes in the
bottam to let off the water, so that
your soap is not always of the con-ist-
ency of jeliyfish. In onhe of these keep
laundry soap for scrubbing, and like
purposes; in the other a piece of Cas-
tile soap. Induce each member to
always rinse off the soap before laying
it down. For dishwashing, there
comes a little tin box with holes in it
and a long handle. It is much nearer
and more economical to keep a bit of
soap in this, and shake it about in the
dishwater, than to use a large piece,
which the servant will let lie In the
water while washing ber dishes, with
the result of favoring your
or meat witta yellow soap, a bit of

w has been carelessly left ou the
or the tine of a fork. Recepta-

be cleansed as regularly as the
beds are made. It Is better to attend
to this oneself than to lewve it tothe
servant, who Is ofteu burred, if not
forgetful. The writer overcame the
aversion to soap-and.water In her little

[ Treat all

| wuter, woods und sky.

A Weather Walil.

WHAT is the use of forecasts and bar-
omelers? »
Billy the study of alr and of sea.
Useless are weather-cocks, warnings, ther-
mometers,
Storm-drums aod signals mean nothing
1o me!
Hopeless the conning of clouds and Lygro-

metars,
No oue can tell what the weathar will be

Captious the climate, I think you'll

No oue can tell what the weather will be.

Weather-wise prophets, precise and em-
phatical.
Heed pot their prating at night or at
mMOTH.
Do not take wotice of twinges rheumatical,
catarthical symploms with
seorn;
dartngs in reglons hepatical,
Mind pot tle ahoot of your favorite corn.
Thoughtiess the clerk of the weather is he—
No oue can tell what the weather will bel

Lurked by the sunshine, so bright and
maguetical,
How you will grieve if yourgamp you've
forgot.
If in fur garments you're peripatetical,
Doubtieas you'll find that the day will

be hot;
Should you wear clothes that are thin and
esihetical,
Then the mor'saster will blow—will it
not?

Coy as & woman, and ficle as she,
No oue can tell wha' the weather will be!

AN ARTIST'S IDYL,

It was In the mldsummer of 18—
that a lad of sixtecn or seventeen years,
but so small be appeared mueh younger,
might bhave lwen seen in the province
of A driving before him two or
three dozen sheep. The youthful shep-
berd bad that thoughtful, sad expres-
slon, peculiar to those who spend much
of their tme in solitude, Romances
had not turned I'etit Fierre's head, for
such was his name, He did not know
how to read, nevertheless he was a
dreamer. Dy after day he would lean
against a tree, his eyes wandering over
the horizon in a sort of ecstatic con-
templation,

What was he thinking of? He did
not kuow himself. e saw the sunrise
and sunset, the different tints of the
foliage, the shadows of cloud and
mwountain, without taking heed thereof,
but they influenced bhim never heless,
and he thought it weak spirited, almost
au intdrmity, w be thus influenced by
He would say
to himself, *There 1s nothing so won-
derful inall this; trees are not rare,

,neither is the earth, why should I stop

to look at an oak or a hill, forgetting
everytiing? Without Fidele T would
have lost more than one sheep, and the
muister would beat e, Why am I not
like the others—big and strong, always
singing--instead of spending my time
looking at the grass, my sheep?” One
might bhave almost thought that Petit
Pierre was in love—bul he was not—

Entering a meadow covered with fine
grass, dotted here and there with
clumps of trees, aitogether a plcturesque
spot, Petit Plerre threw himself on a
rock, and leaning on his stick looked
not unlike a shepherd of Arcadla,
while he gave himself up to his
thoughts, Ills dog sagaciously judging
the sheep would not go far from a spot
where the pasture was so inviting, with
his bead on Lis paws and his eyes Axed
on his master, lay at Lis feet motion-
leas, The shecp disported themselves
in their happy, heedless fashion. It
wus & charming, peacelul pleture—so a
young girl thought as she entered the
meadow from another side,

“What au lovely spot for sketehing!®?
she eried, taking ber drawing materlals
from her miid, who was with her.

Throwing herself ou a little Kknoll,
reguardiess of Lier fresh white r1obe, and
artanging ber druwiog materials, she
began with a firm hand to sketeh the
sceie before ber. A great straw hat
cast a transparent shade over Lier lovely
feutures; a glimpse of her sunny Lair,
in a round knot at the back, made bLer
not unlike one of Ruben's pictures,

Petit Pierre, atisorbsed as he was, had
not at first notced the arrival of this
charming appurition. Fidele had raised
his head, but secing nothing particu-
lurly antagonistic, returned to Lis or-
mer sphinx like attitude, When [etit
I"erre glanced finally on the dainty
white figure before Lim, he suldenly
felt as T his heart had stopped beating.

To overcome th's emotion bhe rose to
his feet, and whistling to his dog left |
the spot.

But that had never eatered into the
young girl’s culculution, who was about
putting iu the young shepherd with his
flock as an Indispensable sccessory. She
threw down ber album and peneil amd
flew in the direction of I'etit Pierre,
and insisted on lus returning to occupy
his former position on the rock.

*You,"" she said, laughingly, **must
stay In this position until I tell you
that you can go—this arm « little morn:
forward, aud your hand a little to the
left—*"

As she spoke, with ber white, deli-
cate honds she placed and armanged
Petit Pierre in the position to suit her.

“What beautiful eyes he has, Lucy—
for a peasani's eves,”” she continued,
with anotber laugh to ber maid.

Tue wmwodel arrunged to sult her, the
light-hearted young girl returned to hes
drawing which was soon finished.

““You can get up now and go, but it
s only fair I should reward you for the
fatigue [ have caused you, remaluing
still so long, like a rustic saint.”

T.e sheplerd very shamefacedly, very
slowly, came to the yuung girl's side,
who slipped a piece of gold into bhis
hand,

“That Is to buy & new vest for the
Sunday fetes, " she added,

The she, berd glanced furtively on the
half open  album, stood transfixed with
amuzewent, without closing his hand
where the new twenty frank plece
glittered. The scales fell from his
cyes, a sudden revelation came over
uim. In a balf stupelied voice be said,
following the different portions of the
drawing:

“The trees, Lhe slones, the rock, the

dog—and 1 am bere, the sheep, too, on |

this puper!™

The young girl, amus-d at his admi-
ration and saive astouislimment, showed
him other drawings—lakes, chateaux,
rocks—tien, as it was growing dark,
she rose and witli ber maid disuppeared
on the rowd to a great chiateau,

Petit Pierre tollowed her with bhis
eyes as Jone us & old of her gown re-

mained in sight. The humble shepherd |

began 10 have a confused Idea what it
meant to wotch 1he trees, the clouds,
the lsndscope. The ewotion he expe-
rienced on seeing suvililug beauliful
assumed different proortions, He was
pelther then a fuol nor an imbecile, H.
lmd seen on the chimney-piece in the
cotlnges images of Genevieve de DBra-
van', and the Motber of Sorrows, with

ber seven arrows imbedded in her
heart, but these coarse daubs, in yellow,
red, or Liue, unworthy of the savages of
New Zealand, never awakened an idea
of art in his head. The drawings in
the album of the young girl, with their
crayon shading and precise forms, were
*omething entirely new to Petit Pierre.
The pictures in the parish church were
%0 black and smoky one could distin-
guish pothing. Besides that he hardly
dared to raise his eves to them from
the poreh where he knelt.

That nighit Petit Pierre dreamed Le
was in a valley more beautiful than
anything be bad ever scen, while the
beautiful vision that had drawn him
the afternvon came smiling towards
him, sayiug:

*“It is not sofficient to look—you
must work,"

So saymg, she placed on his knees a
board, drawing paper, and a sharp
pencil, and stood over Llm while he
began to trace a few lines, but with so
trembling & band that the lices ran into
euch other. DPetit Plerre would have
given anything noi to have been so
awk ward—everything he drew grew Into
irregular aud ridiculous zigzags. His
anguish grew greater than he could
bear, until the lady, seeing his misery,
put a stop to 1t, by placing in his hand
a pencil whose point flastied Uke fire.
Petit Plerre’s difficulties vanished as if
by magie. Out of confusion came
opder, trees threw out bold and bardy
trunks, the leaves looked natural, and
plants with their foliage were true to
Iife. His instructress, leaning on his
shoulder, followed his work with an
air of approval, saying from time to
time:

*Good, very good! that is the way—
xo m‘!' -

This dream made a great impression
on Fetit Pierre. From that day he
secmed a different person—his head an't
his heart alike seemed on fire. Ile had
suddenly awoke to consciousness of the
talent within hlio, and determined, if
possible. to make somethingfles of him

Takingz a coal from those smoulder-
ing on the hearth, Petit Pierre began
his studies in charcoal on the outsige
walls of the eabin instead of on paper
or ciuvas. What should he begin with?
Make a picture of his best, or ruther
ouly friend, Fidele! For this orphian’s
family consisted only of his dog. His
irst effort, it must be confessed, re-
sembled a hippopotamus more than a
dog. By dint of trving over and over
aguin—fortunately Fidele was the most
patient model in the world—the hippo-
potamus was sueceeded by a crocodile,
then a calf, and finally a figure that re-
sembled nothing so much as a member
of the canlue race, To describe the
satisfaction that Petit Pierre felt when
he had accomplisbed this would be
difficult. Michael Angelo, when he hud
given the last touch to the Sistine
Chapel, and lain down, with his arms
crossed upon his breast to contemplate
his immortal work, never felt a aearer

the little artist.

To do him justice, 1t must be sald
that th's blindpess lasted only a short
time. lle soon learned how unfinished
was the sketch, how different from the
real Fidele, The next time, he tried
to draw a sheep, and did a little better;
he was paining experience—but the
charcoal broke in his fingers and the
rough boards were very exasperating.
“1f I had paper and pencils [ could do
better, but how can [ get them?"

Petit Pierre forgot he was a capital-
Ist. Suddenly he remembered, and one
day confiding his flock to a ecomrade,
marched resolutely to town and boldly
entering a store asked for the necessa-
ries for drawing. The astonished mer-
chant gave him several kinds of paper
and pencils. Petit Pierre, elated at
having accomplished this heroie and
dlfficult task in buying %0 many strange
objects—relourna ¢ ses mouwtons, and
without neglecting them, consecrated
to drawing all the time that ordinary
shephends gave to play on the pipe,
carving crooks, or making snares for
the binds or foxes.

Scarcely realizing the Influence that
| guided lus steps, be often led bis flock
to the spot where he laul posed as a
| model for the young girl but he 4
| not see her very soon—**the beautifual
| It ¥,'"" ms he called her, wore radiant
tlian ever in his dream, with the golden
peneil in her hand,

tion to lvm,
Oue day he heard a horse galloplng
| full speed along the road. Fidele
barked louz aud loud: in another mo-
went be saw the lady of his dream on a
runaway borse. Wiale she tried in
valo to restrain him with curb aon | bit
e only ran the [faster, and turning
suddenly threw !er violently
l grounl before Petit Plerre, who liad
run as guickly as Le could, was able to
rrach ber. He found sbe had fainted,
Paler than the unfortunate lady, Petit
I"ierre suw where the rain bad collected
in the hollow of a fallen tree. Throw-
ing some of this wat r on her face he
discovered red drops slowly cozing from
| her forebead. She was wounded. Petit
Plerre drew from his pocket a poor
little ragged handkerchief and rever-
ently wiped uway the blood now ming-
iing with her ha r. Then she recovered
consciousness and looked at Petit Pierre
with & vague sort of recoguition that
went to his heart,

Suddenly the noise of approaching
wheels was heard, the rest of the party
appeared, and after many exclamations
raised her and put her in a cariage
aund drove away, leaving Petit Plerre
alo e with his stained handkerch ef o
remind bim of the event,

1 e season grew late, the inhabitants
of the clmteau returned 1o Parls, and
though Petit Pierre had only seen at =
distance the white gown and straw lust
that he r cognized after the uccident,
still be felt very lonely. When lie was
saddest he took the handkerchief that
had staunched the unknown lady’s
wounds and kised the stain. It was
bis only consolation. He drew a great
deal, and made rapid progress, for he

tween him and nature; he drew what-
ever he saw. His drawings were rude
and upeoutn, but full of originality and
expression, He worked solitary and
aloue, under the eye of God, without
advice of & guide, only his own =l
beart Lo inspire him. Some!limes in his
dreams he saw again the beautiful lady
with the goiden pencll, and faming
polut, and wi.h her by lim drew won-
Jerful pictures; but in the morning
everything vanished—pencils were ob-
~tinate gnd Petit Pierre used up all his
bread erusts rubbing out,

Oue day he drew an old moss-covered
coltage, From the chimpey blue smoke
ascended between t e branches of a
spreswling oak. The bhusbandman his
dally work over, stood on his doorstep
sinoking Lis pipe. 1In the interior sat
4 woman rocking a eradle with her toot
while plying her peedle. This was
Petit Piere’s cig daxre. He was

almost satisfled with bimselt, Sud-
denly there fell a shadow on hils paper,
the shadow of a three cornered hat
that could only belong to the parish
priest. He it was, looking on silently
at Petit Pierre's work, who blushed to
his ears, detected in such employmernt.
The venerable cure was a tender-hearted
good maun. When he was young he
Lad lived in cities, and hid & taste for
and some knowledge of the fine arts.
Petit Pierres work appeared to him
very remarkable now, and to prowise a
most brilliant future, The worthy
priest wns touched with this solitury
pursuit, this unconscious geoius that,
“wasting its sweetness on the desert

aw,” w.s pteoldy reproducing the
work of the Creator,
“My young friend, modesty is a

wortly sentiment, but you need not
blush in that way. There !s no harm
in drawing if one does not neglect other
duties, There is a good deal of merit
in the pleture—the trees are true to
life and the shrubs each have the lsaves
that belong to them. You must hive
been a close observer before you could
have reproduced anything from what
you saw—how much more merit to be
able to originate anything.*

This was the first encourag ment
Pelit Plerre ever hal; it gave him the
first confidence in his genfus that was
to be s0 great, ““:o on, my son,’” con-
tinued the good pastor, “‘perbaps you
will be another Glotto, e, like you, |
wag & poor shepherd, but scequired so |
much skill that one of Lis pictures was
cirried In procession by the enthusiss-
tie citizens of Florence, ™

During the long winter evenings the
good priest taught Petlt Plerre iow m‘
read and write, the two keys of knowl-
edge. The shepherd progressed rapadly,
for he learnt with his heart as well as
with his head.

Another summer rolled around. Petit
Pierre was once more abroad with his
sheep, but this summer he had devel-
oped wonderfully, physically and men-
tally, He bhad eaten of the tree of
knowledge under the wise tuition of
the priest,

The intoxication of ambition fired
his soul—fortunately Petit Plerre had
no adiiring friends—nelther the trees
nor the rocks could flutter him, “The
immensjty of nature that he wus con-
stantly broughit into contaet with
showed him very soon his own little-
ness. Fnruished by the Core with all
the paper and crayons e wauted, he
made a great number of studles, But
be never saw the beautiful lady again
save in his dreamus; then she always |
appeared  radiant and encouraging,
saying: “That is well, my friend: per-
severe, and you will have yourreward, ™

An event, very simple in itself, which
wus destined to affect the whole of
Petit Pierre’s life, suddenly came to
pass, “'IL 15 always the unexpected
that happens,” and pothing could be
more §0 than the advent of a new pict-
ure for the 1 ttle church. The paluter,
& rising artist, careful of his pictures,
attended to the fon of this
one himself, and. after the proper
placing of the pieture, repaired to the
Cure’s home, where the latter showed
the visitor some of Petit Plerre’s draw-
ings. The boy, pale as death, jvaped
heavily against the ftable, pressing s
hand against his heart, for it seemesl as
though 1t would burst, then waited in |
silence for the condemunation of all Iis
dreams., He could not imagine a man
80 well dressed, well-gloved, and with u
knot of red ribbou In his buttonhole,
the authr of a picture surrounded |
with a gold frume, could find any merit
in charcoal sketches on grey paper,
The painter picked up and threw aside
saveral sketehes without saying 4 word.
Then the color mounted to his cliveks,
and he uttered short execlumations in
studio phirases,

“This is glorivus! And
natural! And this, chie.
not do better. This charcoal sketch
would eraze Delabwerg. This sleeping
lamb is in Paul Votter’s style.”

When he had finished he rose, walked
over to Petit Pierre and shook Lim vor-
dially by the hand, saying:

*“Pardieu! though it is not considered
very honorable among artists to say so,
I must tell you, wy dear boy, you know
more than all my scholurs put togetlier,
Come to Purls with me; in six mon hs

-

thiz, how
Corot could

[ I will teach you the detiils of mauner

Though he did not | walk alone,
realize 1t, she was the mine of inspin- | pens, I can predict, wi bout compro-

o the |

nad no master, no m:hod came be- |

and style; then you will be able o

IT nothing unforseen hap-

mising myself, you will be very success-
ful,™

Petit lerre, well warned of the dan-
gers of mwodern Babylon, Jeft with Lhe

paluter, taking Fidele with btin,  The |
painter, with that gooluess of heart
st usually  accompanivs talent, |

thought a familiar Agure would have a
beneticial effect on his  pupil aond
strange  sarroundines,  Fidele \\---.::|
ot allow himse'l 1o be lifted iunto the

stage, but followed on foot as fast as |
his astonishment would allow, resssared
from time to time by Lis master's face,

It would be difficult to follow Petit
Pierre’s progress. The works of the
great masters, of whom he male fre-
quent copies, were of the greuatest ser-
vice to hiun, He pussed from the severs
style of Poussiu to the languislang of
Claude Lorraine; from the bold lardi-
hood of Salvator Rosa to the mosuic
like detail of Ruysdael; but he di1 not
adobt any particular style, Originality
was wo much a part of himself. e |
was no studio painter, who took photo-
graphs or sketches from pature for =six
weeks 1o summer o enlarge or fin.sh
them m winter. DPetit Pierre's piotuces
seemed impregnated with the aroma of
the woods; one [lelt, locking at tner,
as If one had passed into the foredt
through the canvas, The lustruct)mns |
of art had come soon enough o prevent
his tuking a wroong route in style, but
too late to spoil his origioality.

After two years of hard study, Petit
Pierie had a picture at the salon that
had obtamned Hotorabie Mentlon, and
every duy he would linger 1o the nelgh-
borhood of his picture, and leaning-on
the ra‘ling pretend to attentively con-
sider paintings near his eanvas, hearing
in this way the eriticismus of the specta-
Lurs,

With the delight of his first success
came the thought, **the beautiful Ledy”
would like this, and he prayed that she
might see it—as yot Lis wish to see Les
had never been gratified; he had sought
for her on the promenades, at Lie
churches, at the theatres. He adid not
Enow her nime, Le ouly knew how she
looked, and he thought, as she drew
heraclf, it would be only patural she
would visit the exhibitions. In fact,
one morning before the crowd came
Petit ierre saw a young lady in black
coming toward hispictureas if attracted
irresistibly by the memory of something
the hardly remembered. It was the
lady of his dream—the lady who bad
firet inspired his waking genius. He
reeognized her, though in deep mourn-
ing, with that d’eil

coup
bub tual to artists, But her mourning

*Whom has she lost? Ier father, or
mother—or is she free?' he sasl
himself in the imnermost recosses of liis
heart. The landscape painted by the
young artist wus &n exacl representa-
tion of the spot drawn by the lady,
where he himselt, Fidele, and the sheep
bad posed as models, Petit Plerre, tu
the simple adoration of his heart for the
spot and the inspirer of his genios, had
chosen this for Lis first picture. The
exquisite verdure, with the gruy rocks
arising here and there; the dismantied
oak, its trunk torn in twain by the
lightoing, were all represented with
scrupulous exactness. Petit Pierre was
leaning on his crook with a dreamy alr,
Fidele dreaming in reality at his fast,

The young woman garsd a Jong time
at Teiit Pierre's picture—examining
attentively all the details, advancing
and retreating as if not only judging
the effect, but as if welghing something
in her mind. In a preoccupled way
she openad the catalogue and looked! for

1 : aldnd
the number of the picturs, the subject |24 10 have vield i g
per day Jduriug L

and the artisl®s name—but the latler
was unknown to ber, and the picture
had only the title, “*A Landscuape,™
Suddeunly, ns if recollecting something,
she sald a few words to the companion
with her, and looking In an alsent
fashion at a few other picturea, she
left the rallery,

Petit I".erre found hmself following
lier, almost without knowing it, fearing
to lose this suddenly acquired clue.
He saw her enter a carriage, and to
throw him=elf in a cab and tell tha

driver not to lose sight of a blue car- |,
| rlage with chamois liveries, took but a |

moment, while the driver whipped up
bis liorse and started in pursuit. The
carriage entered the courtyard of a
handsome house, and the gales were
cluosed belilod her. Here 1hen the
“beantiful lady’'’ lived. To know the
number of the street where one’s nleal
lived was something.

There remalned for him now to know |

the name of his lady-love, to be e
ceived at her house, and to make lLes
love him—three trifling formalities that
decidedly disturbed the artist. Fortu-
nately chavce came to his mid, and the
way opened itself for him. Oue mom-
ing a little oblong letler soented witl
violets was brought to hiw, coutuin ng
the following:

“Sir: 1saw in the salon & charming
picture painted by you. 1 would =
very glad to huve it 1 my little gallery,
If I am not too late, if it still belongs Lo
you, be good enough to promise me you
wiil not sell it o anyone else, and to
send L after the exposition s Snlshiesd
o Rue St, M——, rumber— Your
price shall be mine.

(. DE L’ESCARS.™

The number and the street Detit
Pierre remembered was whers the car-
riage entered, 1le was not mistaken,
Madame de 1'Escars was the **beautiful
lady™ of his dreams, the insplrer of his
genius, the donor of the golden louis
with which he had lLought s first
drawing materials,

Petit Pierre was not long 1n going to
see Madame de I"Escars, and the moast
friendly relations were soon established
between them. The frank, stralghtfor-
wardness anited to the great good ssuse
of the former, miet with great favor
the eyes of the latter, who, though not
recognizing in the young artist the i
tle shepherd who had served her as a
model, nevertheless could not free lLor-
self from the impression she had ssen
him elsewhiere,

Madume de 'E-cars as vet luud not
told Petit IMerre (a5 he shull e enllel
10 the end of the story, not to divilge
A name that became afterwarnls §
celebrated) that she drew, bot one
evening she confessed what 1"etit Merre
alrendy knew very well —she had made
some studies, some sketohes that
would have shown him before if she
had thought them worthy. She brouglt
the album to tha table, und turned e
leswves more or rapidly, as she
thought them worthy or unworthy of
examination, When she had reach
the spot where Petit Pierre and
flock were represented, she satd to L
yYoung artist:

**This 13 the same pluce you depicted
in the picture 1 bough! to realize what
I wanted to do. You have been at
S then?*

“Yes, I spent some time there, **

“A charming country, and full of
beauties that one might seek long for
elsewhere and pot tiod.  Ah! there s o
blank page, will you not draw sote
thing?"

Petit Ilerre sketched the valley wher
Madame de |'Escars was thrown from
her horse.  He represented the Amszon
on the ground, eld by the 3

ustly

T

B

mung shiep-

| herd, whio bathed ber temples with Lus

handkerotuef,

*“What a strange colnellence!" érinl
Madame de I"Escars. ]
thrown from my borse n
spob, but thers was po w of 1y
aceident but a little shephard, that |
dimly saw in my falut condition, but |
bave never seen hilm since. Who 1
lave told you this?’*

1 am Petit Plerre, and here 15 the
handkerchisf with which T wiped Lhe
blood from your temple from a slight
wound, I ses you have the mark of it

S0

Maudamoe de I’Escars held out lLies
haud to the young artist, who (mprinted
on ber fingers i respectful kiss. 'I'Len
in a voice tremulous from emotion,
related 1o her all his life, lus vague as-
pirations, his dremins, his efforts, and at
last his love, Now he read his heart
plainly, and if it had been the muse he
had adored in Madame de |’Escars,
now he loved the woman,

There is not much more to say—ihe
end of the tale 15 not difficult to guess
—before many months Madtams de
I"Escurs became Madame D—— the
wife of one of the rising young artists
of the day, and Petit Pierre bhad the
rare good lnck to marry lLis ideal. 1le
loved the country and became a great
landscapist; he loved a charming woman
and he mwarried her. But what will not

a pure love and a strong will accom- p

plish,
About
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Finger Nails.

A whits mark on the nall bespeaks
misfortune,

P’ale or Jead-colored nails
melancholy people,

Broad nails indicate a gentle, timld
and bashful nature,

Peopte with narrow nails are ambi-
tious and quarrelsome,

Small nails Indieate Uttloness
mind, obstinacy and concelt

Cholerie, martial men, delighting in
war, have red and spotted nails,

Nalls growing Into the flesh st the
points or sides jodicate Inxurious
Lastes,

Peopls with very pale nails are sub-
Ject to much Infirmity of the flest and
persecution by neichbors and friends,

. W= buua barmers agunst the Good
tide; we should sume restramnts to
ol peosperity.
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