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Mouatain, the fruit of so wmuch love,
thought and pationt labor, will never loso
tho world’s interest nor fail to bo a spot
of pious pilgrimago so long as his books
endure and his exilo be unforgotten. IFor
Stovenson was an exile; ho knew ho
would nover sco his native land again
when tho steamer carried him down tho
Thames; b know ho had turned his
back forover on the Old World, which
had comoto mean no more to him than
shattared health, shattered hopes, a life
of gray invalidism, tragic to recall. What-
over the future held in store for him, ho
knew it would bo no worse than what he
was leaving, that living death of the sick
room, the horror of which he never dared
put topaper. I can ruvmember the few
minutesallowed him each day in the open
air when the thin sunshine of South Eng-
land permitted ; his despairing face, the
bitterness of the soul, too big for words
when this littlo liberty was perforco re-
fused him. I recall him saying: * I do
not ask for health, but I will go any-
whers, live anywhere where I can ecjuy
the ordinary existence of a human being.”
I used to remind him of that when at
times his Samoan exile lay heavily upon
him and his cyes turned longingly to
homeo and to those friends he would never
sce again.—Lloyd Osbourne, in Oclober
Seribner’s.

WHERE HE DREW THE LINE.

The 1nan who sold windmills adjusted
his chair at a new angle, crossed his feet
on the railing of the balcony, locked his
hands over the top of ais head, and vegan :

“ Curious fellows, those Wayback
farmers are; droll cheps to deal with,
too; cute and sharp at a bargain. Most
of them know a good thing when they see
it, so I took a good mauny orders; but
ouce in a while I come acrossa conserva-
tive old haysced whose eyes =re closed to
anything modern. Ono of that sort help.
ed me to a good laugh the other day, and
1 might as well pass it on.

** Ho was u genial, whitc-headed old
fcllow, who owned soveral fine farms, with
primo orchards and meadows, barns and
fences in apple-pie order, and dwellings
serene in comfort.

* Ho liatened closely while I expatiat-
ed on the excellence of our make of
machines; then taking a fresh supply of
Cavendisb, he squared himself in his
chrir, with his bands in his packets, and
held forth in this fashion:

¢¢ Waal, stranger,” he said, ¢your
machine may be all right; but now sce
here. I settled here in the airly fifties,
broke the trail for the last fow miles,
blazin® the treesas wecamoslong. T had
a fair start, good health, & yoke o’ cattle,
a cow, an 8x¢, with ono bit an’ three cop-
pers in my pocket. I built alog house
with a shake ruff an’ a pancheon floor, an’
a cow-shed of poplar poles raffed with
sod. I worked hard, up airly an’ down
late, clearin® up land by degrees, au’ dig-

gin' a livin’ out o' tho sile by main
strength, an’ no favors except the blessin’
o’ the Almighty. Tho Lord's been good
tome. Hc's gi'n mo bousen an’ barns;
Ho's gi’n mo hLorses an’ cattle; He's gin
mo sheep an® swine, an' feathered fowl o’
many kinde. An' now, stranger, after al'
that, I can't bo 50 mean a8 to ask Him to
pump water for "en.’

“And then,” coatinned tho story-
teller, * ho brought his hand dowri oa his
knoo with a wbeck that fairly ochoed
through the house.  Of course I conldn’t
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urge bhim to purchaee after that expres-
sion of his sentiments, and I left him, In-
dopendent, wasn’t hoe 3"

Then the windmill man chuckled, as if
ho enjoyed the mumory of the sceno ho
had just described ; and his hearers enjoy-
od his story so much that when he left he
was richer by threo or four ordors.—
*¢ Editor's Drawer,” i»; Harper's Magazine
for November.

A4 GIFTED PEOPLE.

The Armeninos are o civilized peo-
ple, a people of great natural gifts, and a
people who have played a considerable
part in history. Since their ancient
monarchy, which had suffered severely in
the long and desolating wars between the
Roman and Persianempires, from the third
to the scventh century of our era, was
£nally destroyed by the Seljukian Turks, a
large part of the race has been forced to
wmigrate from its ancientfseats at the head-
waters of the Euphrates, Tigris, and Aras,
Some of them went southwest to the
mountain fastnesses of Cilicis, where an-
other Armenian kingdom grew up in the
twelfth century.  Others drifted into
Pergia. Others moved northeastward,
and now form a large, industrious, and
prosperous populationin Russian Transcau-
casia, where many have entered the mili-
tary or civil service of the Czar, and risen,
ag the Armenisns used to rise long ago in
the Byzantine empire, to posts of dietine-
tion and power. Russia’'s threce best
generals in bher last Asiatic campaigns
against the Turks were Armenians.

Others again have gcattered them-
selves over the citics of Asia Minor and
southeastern Europe, where much of the
local trade is in their hends. But a large
nuwmber, roughly estimated st from 1,300,-
000 to 1,700,000 remain in the old father-
land round the great Lake of Vab, and on
tho plateaus and elevated valleys which
stretch westward from Mount Ararat to
Erzerum and Erzinghian. Here they are
an agricultural and (to a less extent) a
pastoral population, leading a simple pri-
mitive lifcand desiring nothing more than
to bo permitted to lead itin peace, andin
fidelity to that ancient church which has
been to them the symbol of nationality,
83 well a3 the guide of life, for sixtcen
centurics.—Ilon. James Bryce, M.D., in
the Century for November.

THE DECAY OF LITERARY
TAST'K.

‘The only hope for literatnreis, that in
spite of the indiffcrence to—nay, the posi-
tive disliko of—careful writing on the
port of thoe public, those who write, being
themselves artists or artisans, shall con.
tinue to give to their productions this
technical finish which =nlenc invests it
with dignity. It isoaly fair to soy that,
in our own age, there has been no lack of
thosc who have honourably and unsclfish-
ly turned out work, not slovenly finished
as the public preferred, bat fashioned
and polished in accordance with the laws
and traditions of the art. Bat I am
bound to coufessthat I sce, and I deeply
deplore, o relaxation of this noble zeal in
some of our youngest follow-craftsmen. I
fear that something of the laxity of public
tasto has invaded their private workshops,
and that they are apt to say to themselves
that second-rato writing is ¢ good cnough
for the publishers. Whenever X see it bold
ly pat forth that ¢ tho matter ™ isovery-
thing snd the *“ranner " nothing, that
to write with care is an “‘=ffectation ™ or
an **artifice,” that style may take caro of
itself, and thatan “ unchartered freedom
ia the best badge of a =writer,—there
scoms to rise before me tho lean and
hungry scholar, scraping and cringing
before tho great valgar patron, with
* What you wish, my lord ! I don't pre-
gumo to decide.” Aund from this eort of
obsequiousncss to public * taste™ no re-
turn to self-respect is possiblo. — Zdmund
Goosa L the Norih Awcerican Revicw.

PRESBYTERIAN.
Our Poung Folks.

FALIL SONG.

The dry leaves on the pavement he,
Until the wind comes whistling by ;
Then they are whicled along the street,
find some are bluwn beneath our feet.

CHORUS.

The wind is blowiny hard to-day,

Up in the tree-tops “tis at play :

It tumns the windmill round and round,
And shakes the apples to the ground.

The ripe fruits now?are gathered in ; 3

‘The corn is stored safe in each bin;

The birds have left their nests in the eaves ;

The plants will saon sleep "neath the leaves.
—Child-Garden.

FOR WHAT?

1 thank Thee for my parents dear,
For all their tendcet love and care,

For brothers, sisters, playmates dear,
For feiends around me everywhere.

I thank Thee for my pleasant heme,

For food 1 eat and clothes to wear,
For all the happy hours that come

From Him who doth my gladness share.

1 thank Thee forthe summer past,
For allits long and sunoy days,

For flowers and birds whase mem'ries last
Within my heart to sing Thy praise.

I thank Thee for the autumn, too—
Its luscious fruits, its plowing skics,
Its forests clothed in varied hue,
Its garners filled with rich sapplies.
~—non.

A BROADSIDE TRAGEDY.

It was a beautiful country road. The
houses along the road were only cabins
standing back from the road and almost
bidden in trees and bushes. The sun was
shining brightly and the air was cool.

Right after breakfast we started for a
long walk. After climbing thoe hill we
found this road. We had gono but a lit-
tle way when alittle chipmunk ran—not
at all swiftly—across the rosd. He was
fat, and did not seem at all frightened.
Suddenly a black cat bounded out of the
bushes ; she ran after the chipmunk, and
seemed in thoroughly zood humor. We
never dreamed of danger for tho pretty
little chipmunk. But when we saw pussy
put her paw on the chipmunk’s back and
hold it down, we knew that she was try-
ing to killit. We ran, but pussy picked
the chipmunk up asshe would a mouse
and ron under & stone that covered the
ditch. We poked at her until sho ran
out, and the chipmunk ran feebly up the
bank. Pussy saw it and sprang atter it.
We ran after her, butit was too late;
sho caught tho chipmunk by the threst
and gavo i a little shake, and ike chip-
munk was still. How angry we were at
pussy, who stood looking at us defiantly !
She was not moved bLyour anger, and
seemed atterly indifferent when we called
her “ cracl” and * o miserable cat.” Sud-
denly it occurred to us that perhaps passy
thought that tho chipmuak was 1 mouse.
Ii 50, had wo any right to scoid her ¥

Still, wo wero sad and distressed, and
the road did not leok as pretty, and when
wo saw 3 bitd wo looked aboat to sec if
there was a cat that might catch ber.

Thero was a cottago high up among
the rocks, perched almost like o nest on
tho sido of tho mountain, where the family
were alwsys bappy, and lived at pesce
with sllthe world. Sad and distresseq,
wo went to them for comfort. We did
not tell them of the tragedy on tho road,
for the squirzels, chipmunks, and birds
were their special friends.  Wo talked of
the viow, and the clouds, and of books,
and sowncbody turncd her head, and there
sat two chipmunks listening to us with
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their protty heads turned on ono side.
They were not startled when wo looked at
them, for they were in tho habit of coming
on that piazza. Thoy scemed interested
for a time, and then they scemed to spenk
toeach other, for suddenly they ran in-
doors, whaore a Lig fire was burning
on tho pehrth. Wo looked iudoors,
and there they sat as if getting
warm. IHaving become warm, or having
satisfied their curiosity, they jumped on
the chairs, from chaira to tablo and from
table to stair railing, aad then to the pic-
tures, as if they bad discovered a now
kind of tree. They chattered and laugh-
ed, it seemed, by the bappy sounds. We
forgot all about thelittle chipmunk in
the road until we walked back, and then
wo saw the samo pussy. She ran in the
bushes when she saw us. The next day
we heard that pussy had lived all sum-
with a family who bad closed their cottage
and gone away, leaving pussy homeless.
So the reason why pussy killed the chip.
munk was because she was hungry.

The family who went away and left
pussy homeless were to blame for the
death of the chipmunk, not hungry pussy.

ORIGIN OF NURSERY RHYMES.

¢Three Blind Mice,” is a2 music book
of 1609.

¢ A Froggio Would A-wooing Go’ was
licensed in 1650.

¢ Little Jack Horner’ is older than the
seventeenth century.

¢ Pussy Cat, Pussy Cat, Where Havo

You Been ¥ dates from the reign f Queen
Elizabetb.

¢ Boys and Girly, Come out to Play,’
dates from CharlesII., asdoes also * Lucy
iocket Lost Her Pocket.”

¢Old DMother Hubbard,” ¢ Gooscy,
Goosey Gander,’ and, ¢ Old Mother Goosc,’
apparently date back to the sixteenth
century.

¢ Cinderella,’ ¢ Jack the Giant Killer,
* Blue Beard,’ and *Toms Thumb’® were
given to the world in Parisin 1697. The
author wasg Charles Parraalt.

¢ Humpty-Dumpty ' wasa bold, bLad
baron who lived in the days of King Joha,
aud was tumbled from power. 1lis his.
tory was put upintoa riddle, the meaning
of which is an ecgg.

¢ The Babes in the Wood " was found-
cd on an actual erime committed in Nor.
folk, ncar Wayland Wood, in the fifteenth
century. 4w old house in the neighbor-
hood is still pointed out upon n mantel.
picee of which is carved tho cntire history.
— Memphis Commercial Appeal.

A CHINESE DESCRIPTION OF A
PIANO.

The Frauncsis Quotidien quotes an
amusing legend of tho Chincse notion of a
pinnoforte :

“The people of the West are in the
habit of keeping in their homesa singalar
animal. It has foar fect, sometimes only
three, and it can be made to sing at plea-
sure. Men and womea and occasionally
quits young children, have only to sit
dowp in front of it and tap onits tecth,
now and agnin treading on its tail, and
immediately it commences to sing. Its
song is louder than a bird's but not ro
barmonions. Despite the terrible deve
lopment of is jaws, and its hatat of
showing an alarmiang srray of teoth, it
aover bites. There is no ncorssity to
chain it up, for it will not run away.”



