R&on’t bave much to interest theny, and
#o they sort of take an interest in the
concerns of the family they live with.
That 15 sociable givls do. ~ Some girls
don't care 2 brass budton  about the
people so long ns they get thow monoy
all right. German and  Swede  girls
are like that. Ivish girls are moro
warm-hearted, and if people ure Kind
to them they hihe them and will do o
good deal for them. 1 don't mean to

say that it is right to talk about the
4amily outside, but sometimes a givl
don't think, and it comes out before
she knows it. She don't mean any

barm. Itis very hard for people to
keep things from girls. Lhey are
around all the time, and see and hear

eversthing almost.  They  generally
like the gentleman of the house best,
because he don’t interfere with them.

Girls don't say much about getting
married, even to each other, Tgncsa
the most of them think they would
have just as hard work then as
they do now,and a puorer place todo it
in.” When they do  marry sometimes
they do well, but often they have to
get a place again after a whife. Some-
dmes  girls go to the country with o
family and before they come buck get
engaged to ry a farmer. That
generally does very well.

Girls 'do not care much to take
second-hand clothing from & mistress
mnless itis pretty uice.  They may
take it, but they ‘won't wear it.

Wages are better than they have
been for some years; a good wirl of all
work gets $12°a month. If sho can
make desserts she gets “$14. A good
eook who can do everything gets $20,
and a French cook £30.  There is sl-
ways good help to be had if people
wants to pay forit. The trouble is,
eome people think they can get a

girl for most nothing. It is
eheaper for them to pay more and geta
good one, for the cheup ones waste
and break more than their wages
are worth every month.

A goud girl mukKes a settled  home.
She does not like to change round. It
is only the jpoor trash who want to
ehange in hopes of bettering them-
selves. 1 think the girls would be bet-
ter and take more aterest in their
work if the ladies treated them better.
They generally get a miserable little
room at the top of the house with
scarcely anything in it, hot in summer
and cold in” winter, and nobudy takes
any interest in them, noteven to see
that they keep thent voom cléan. A

irl can’t have any home fecling where
shie is treated like that.

It is very seldom that a giri goes to
any amusement. When she does, it is

generally gmang toa peme. Girls
that live out are a class by themselves.

They visit one another, but do not as-
sociate with shop girls or girls that
waork at sewing.,  They have it casy
when the family are away for the sum-

mer. There is scarcely anything to
do and they get half-wages.—The
Epoch.
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Thbe Food of the Aristocracy.

Some startling revelations have re-
eently been published in Paris as to
the materials of French cookery, and
especially of Parisian butter. A cor-
respondent sends the following story,
of which he guarantees the accuracy,
as to 2 not dissimilar state f things in
London:

I happen to know a man who makes
a living by collecting the rancid butter
and dirty butter scrapings from the
butter-shops. and then retailing thom
to Westend confectioners. The other
day I met him wheeling a truck-load
of the loathsome-looking stuff along
the Bayswater road.

“Hullo® exclaimed I, **what in the
name of goodness have youyot there?”
for really’ I could not tell from thelook
of it, it was so dirty and discolored,
while the stench it gave out when 1
weut up toit, was comething fearfui.

*Ol” he rephied. with quite 3 busi-
ness wir, it s offal.”

“But what kind of offal? It smclls

almost  bad enough to knock you
down!”
<Why, butter offal.”

“ludeed! Do you mind telling me
what you de with it>”

*Mike it 1nto lumps, and then take
it round to the confectioners.”

*The confectioners! What do they
want it for. It wonld poisou a dog.”

*Perhaps 50." responded wy friend,
with something very like a griug “but,
none the lesy, it don’t poison the
aristocracey.”

“What do you mean?®”

“Why, that1t's used in the pastry
2al-de-lals they're so fond of.”

*But not as it is, surely?

*Ol, no! they first purify it som?
ay.” . -7

THE SEORET OF SUCCESS.

“What is the secret of your success,
Judgoe?” inquired a young law student
of Judge 1., ono of the most success-
ful lawyers in the Northwest.

“Well," said the Judge, with a ro-
trospective air, 1 don’t know as thero
is any secret about it In my younger
days T had a vrough row to hoe, but
hoed it well.  “There was lots of work
in thoso days to do, but the pay wus
small. When I was a stripling, of
from 16 to 18, Tuged to hire out to
neighboring Iarmors during tho season
of haying and havvesting,” and whon
tuey came to know me 1 “could always
et higher wages than older and
stronger men, beeause I always made
it my haying or my harvest, working
as1f the tield und crop belonged to
me.  Whether my  employer was
present or absent it m:u{e no differ-
enee with my work.  Aud that has
been my single rule of work through
life, at the blacksmith’s forge, in the
harvest ticld, or as o lived attorney at
the bar. 1 worked with might, mind,
and strength in any eause in which I
was cogaged.  Now that's the whole
of it —and that surely is no seeret.”

But it i~ 2 seceret, we regret to say,
that large numbers of young men
never learn; amd if @ man does not
learn it early in life the chances are
he never will find it out. At any rate
it is true in fact that this simple rule
of tidelity to the interest of employers
15 not made the rule of practice by
thousands of men employed in the
various trades, eallings, and profes-
sions, in the service of “individuals or
the public. for wages or fees. They
do not work as if they had any interest
in the business, but simply to get the
pay for it~ the Jargest possible sum for
the least work.

+My greatest trouble,” said a busi-
ness mun recently. *:is in procuring
help to carry on my establishment.
Plenty of hands in the market; but I
want hands with beads on them. My
work requires brains as well as muscle,
and tie ditliculty is to get men who
will give heed to their work and take
an interest in it.”  That man's experi-
ence is not at all singular or_ excopt-
jonal. All men carrying on business
requiring a large number of employes
will tell' the same story, that their
nain trouble is securing wen with
skill, who will tuke the requisite de-
gren of interest in their work.

The labor market is overstocked
with hands seeking employment. Lad
yetin the great world thece isa con-
stantly increasing demand for hands
with heads on them, or men who will
apply all their wits and devote all their
powers to the business to be done.  In
this ficld the demand greatly exceeas
the supply.  There never has been a
time when a faithful, painstaking, and
skillful worker could not obtain e¢m-
ployment, and there is no duanger of 8
surplus of that kind of men in the
market.  The demand is acuve, and
the pay is always liberal.  Even when
itis all full down below thereis plenty
of room above.

The successful men 1 all branches
of business or professions, asa rule,
are these who have worked their way
upward from the lower ranks by per-
sistent adherence to this simple rule
of fidelity—doing thoroughly and
thoughtfuily wh tever work they had
to do. Tuvrc is no deep secretor
mystery about this matter; it is not by
chance or luck that the most of the
weslthy or iminent men attained their
enviable positions.  Thoey aohie‘vcd

*

overwork, ‘The eimple rule should be,
whatever is worth doing atall is worth
doing well.

Now, allowing that thore are hard,
cold, and selfish employers, who will
grind down oven the most faithful
workers, us men ride a free horse to
death, yet it holds good asa rule that
the cluss of men we have described are
=ure to bo recognized and rewarded in
tho ondd.  If there were more of that
spirit of fidelity there would bo less
friction between employers and om-
ploe'es. fewer lubor ag’ utions, strikes,
and boyeotts, und the walking dolegate
would have to find somo more useful
vocation.—Chieago Inter-Uccan.
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Brought Near the Gallows,

If you are much accustomed to faces
in the cities of Lewiston and Auburn,
says the Lewiston (Me.)) Journal you
will oceasionally meet a thin, spare
man of about 60 yeurs, taciturn, gon-
erally alone. who has a remarkable
history. About twenty years ago he
lived at West Auburn, and he came
within a hair’s breadth of being huug
for a murder he never committed.
met this man of strange history a fow
days ago and fell into conversation
with him.  The man is Luther J. Ver-
rill, whom Clifton Harris, a colored
man, charged with being a party to
the murder of two maiden ladies, at
West Auburn, one wild, snowy night
in January, 1868. It chanced that I
was present. in the Thomo«ton prison
jail.yard, whep Clifton Harris was

ung for this murder, and I hoard him
acknowledge he was aloue in that
crime and that Verrll was not with
him, and I told Verrill 1 was a witness
of that execution and saw the mur-
derer put into his coflin under the gal-
lows.

“Well, I never believed the nigger
was hung,” said Verrill, “and I have
hunted a good deal to find somebody
who saw the haoging, and I am glad
to tind somebody ntlast. I remember
seeing you at my trial. The jury, you
koow, found me guilty on the nigger's
testimony. I never knew no more
about that crime than you did, but
there were a few detectives who had a
theory and wanted reward, and they
were bound I should hang, aud I came
mighty near it. Then 1 lay in jail
month after month, an innocent man,
as everybody now knows. Theymade
the nigger bolieve that it would go
easier with him somehow if he coo-
fessed who was with him. When he
saw he was going to be hung anyway,
then he came out, owned he lied, und
saved my neck.”

To hang u man on the strength of a
confessed” murderer’s story, cvident-
1y, is precarious business for innocent
men.

Since his release frorm Auburn jail,
now eighteen years ago, Verrill has
workedin Auburn shoe factories and
in out-of-door employment, and we
never have heard 2 wihisper against
him. His wife died long ago.

————T

Lincoln ani Stanton.

The great War Minister never sub-
scribed to tne modern idea that  “itis
not wrong to steal, but wicked to get
caught atit.” He domanded absolute
honesty of everybody who had busi-
ness with the government. A distin-
guished surgoon geueral was thought
to be engaged inn crooked deal with
the drugs supplicd to the army. Lin-
coln was placated. Senators of the
United States. Heory Wilson, of Mass-,

husetts, at the head of them, begged

success by  faithful, pla
diligence, attention to duty, and hon-
esty.  Sir Isaac Newton wrote,
**Genius is pstience.” And patience
is but another name for that quality of
fidelity to duty that surely brings its
reward.

Young men little realize how highly
this quality is prized among the men
who tandle great enterprises and who
are compelled to cmploy assistance i
their business.  Tuere are throngs of
applicants for the positions of trust
and responsibility at their disposal; but
they want only the highest and best
sort, for which there is the least sup-
ply.  Aud for these thereis a coa-
stant search and inquiry.  That kind
of a warkingman, in whatever trade
or profession, doesn’t as a rule have to

0 out looking up a job: the men who
have the job to be done are out hunt-
ing after him,

This sort of plodding faithfalness,
the single-oyed devotion to the inter-
csts of emplovers, is certain to be rec-
opnized in duc timo and sure of its
fitting recompcnse.  Aud it is not
hard of attainment if a right begin-
ning is made. The first thing cssen-
tialis to take an interest in the work
—secking todoit thoronghly and in
tho shortest possible timo ~ without

for leniency for this man. Stanton's
answer was: ‘A republic should Ye
the vast stutue of an honest man.
Whiic our sons and brothers are dying
on the Chickahominy this man, like
Alexander, bas been ‘getting gZain' out
of army contricts.  He must resign or
oto jail" He resigned. After the
hattle of Gettysburg a serenade was
suddenly improvised, and 3,000 peopio
assembled in front of the White
House. Lincoln was in svlendid spir-
itew It was mideight. Me sent for
Stanton.  He came. He made the
maost brilliant specech ever uttered from
that historic porch. As Mr. Lincoln
advanceed to quiet the wild  huzzas of
the multitude Seeretry Stanton  took
off his hat and usked for “Wree cheers
for Abraham Lmcaln,” They were
wiven with o will, and the great and
srood Lincoln walked up 10 Stanton
and clasped him in his arms beforo he
addressed the multitude.

Capt. Jack, Crawford, the poot
gcout, is soon to go upvn tho stage in
a new historical play called **Daniel
Booue,” with rwarlmlinns. living bears,
clks, mustangs, wolves, praivio dogs,
and all the other usual accessories of
the wild Western drama.

Hie Brothor's sihost.

«I don't bellove in ghosts,” remark-
ed a prominent citizon of this placethe
other day, “but I saw sometling ono
night while going though n dark woode
onthe Roynoldsville raad that I have
never beon able to account for. 1 was
riding along on horseback, when, just
a fow feet in front of me, 1 saw o man
in the road. I turned my horse to one
sido in ovder to let him pasy, and at-
that moment he stumbled and fell in:
the middle of the rond. The thought
at once occurred to mo thatit was s
drunken map, and as the night was in-
tensely cold—Dboing in the winter time
—1 was afraid he would lie there and
freeze to denth, so I concluded to help
him up and see that he reached s
place of safoty. With this purpose in
view I said:™ “Hello. strunger, what
are you doing here?”

“But there was no response.
spoko louder and louder, but still he
would not answer. ‘This convinced
me that he had fallen into a drunken
sleep and  would inevitably perish if
not taken care of. 1 therefore dis-
mounted, lighted 2 match, and bent
aver the figure to see if 1 could recog-
nize his features, when, to my utter
astonishient, the object dissolved:
from view, and therc was not
the least indication that there had
been anything in the snow hefore me.
I tried to convince myself that it was.
an illusion, but I was in such complete:
possession of my faculties and my
thoughts had been running in _such &
widely different chasnel that I could
not believe 1 had been decerved.  And:
what tended more firmly to convince
me that I was not dreaming was the
fact that iny horse shied and pawed
and snuffed the wit, and seemed to be
in such terror of the vbject that Icounld
scarcely hold it.

] went on home, but in spiteof the
most vigorous mental efforts was
finunted all night by strange fore-
bodings of evil, and the next day 1 re-
ceived a dispateh to the etfect that my
brother, who was living in Dakota,
had been caught in a blizzard the
previous night and had been frozen to-
death. Subsequent inquiry eveloped
the fact that his death occurred at the
same moment, allowing for difference
in time, that the apparition appeared
tome. Since that timo I have been
slightly tinged with superstition.”—
Punzsutawney. (Pa:.) Spirit.

A P O

1da Lewis Wilson still keeps the old
boat in which she has saved thirtcen
people, and, shabby as it looks, she
uses it, and says if sho were again to
have the opportunity to rescue the
drowning she'd take the old boat
rather than the handsome new one
presented her by the Sitizens of New-
port.
e el
Dr. Alfred of Ocaly, Fla., has a copy
of the Baltimore Advertiser and Jour-
nal dated August 23, 1773. In itis
a graphic land advertisement by
George Washington, offering 20,000
acres of the finest and_richest land in
the world and situated in the KEanaw-
ha Valley, W. Va.
e

Plcasant Droams.

+Jt ain't everybody I'd put to sleep
in this room," said old Mrs. Jinks to
the fastidious and oxtremely nervous
young minister who was spending bhis
first night in B——at her house.

«Tlns here room.is full of sacred as-
sociations-to me,” she went on: My
first husband died in that bed with his
head on them very illers, and
poor Mr. Jinks died setun’ right in
that very chair there in the corner.
Sometines when I comeinto the room
in thedark Ithink 1 sco him settin'there
still.

+My own fatherdied layin’ right on
that lounge under the winder. — Poor
pa! He was aspivitualist, ad ho allus
said he'd appear in this room agan
after he dlcll; and sometimes I'm- fool-
ish enough to look for him. If you
should see anytaing of lan to-night,
you'd better not tell me; for itd bea
sign to me that there was something
in spintualism, and 1'd hate to think
that.

son by my first man fell dead
't cbsease 1t W oere o
He was a ductor, suni there's

stand.
two whole skeletons m that closet that

belonged to lum; and half a dozen
skulls i that lower drawer.
“Well, good-night, and pleasant

dreams."—Puck.

-—

A St. Johns, Mich., lady wearsalive
sparrow on her bustle when she prom-
onadus the streot,. and receives no ond
of eritical attention beeauss tho people
think sho doesn't know it's there.
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