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The Relief Ship.
Within a cabuu, where the thatoh,
Bright yellow gold, fringed all the eaves;
Where solemn rwallows loved to hateh,
Disdaining roynl ved of leaves;
Where often in the sminmer time
The roses pegp’d within the door,
And linnets lcaned their little rhyme
From happy chilidren on the floory
There knelt & woman pale and gaunt
By bedside ot a dying eliild,
She mnight hiave been the shade of want,

From hope ani happiness oxiled.

“ Look up, my Iad,”” the mother said;
“Oh, do not close yom -»-;’ again !

Oh, do not ask me, dear, tor

read !
And then her eyes began to rain.

* You know no bite nor sup have we,
The landlord had to have his rint;

The rich, ye know, must have théir spree;
Oh, well, some day he may repint.

“ Besides, ye know the year was wet
And cold, without a bit of shine.

I know you're wenk, avourneen, let
Yer hand rest in this breast of mine;

It often lay there in the days
Be'ore yer tather wint away

To mnke a home across the sea,

[n fir-off dear Amerien.

‘It he had rived, we wou'd have had
Euough to eat and something more;

For God’s been good to thim, my lad,
And given thim a goodly store,

But sure we have no kith or kin
Beyond the sea to send us aid,

Don t doubt God’s goodness ! that’s a sin;
His plans are often deeply laid.

“ You eay you'd like to see the say,
Look down the way, your tather wint;
Here, lane on me, my child, that way,
You see my own strength’s nearly spint.
Oh, here We arc upon the rocks, \
I'he sea is smiling in the sun.
What s that, that my poor eyesight mocks?

A white-winged bird ! Was that a gun ?

¢ And what is that sgainst the sky ?
A bit of sunset in the air?
No, waving from a mast 8o high,
A toreign flag with flolds so tair,
And sturs thut gleam and bid us smile,
And tefls ns that within the west
They’ve heard the wuil ol this poor isle,

Fhey've come in time? God’s way is best!
\

“ Look up, my lad ! here's gnl‘?\n grain,
Anud money, too, to purchase more;
Al] men are kin in hour of pain.
See where the good ship strikes the shore
See where they ¢ me with heart and band
To help poor Erin in the dust;
God bless the good and gererous land !

You see, 'tis safe in God to trust.”

And who will say it was not right,
That Treland’s need was not (God’s plan
To prove within the darkest night
The common brotherhood ol man.
— Bartley Camplel!.

AILEEN CLARY.

A STORY OF THE IRISH FAMINE.

Morning in the “ould country.” Just
as fair and sweet a morning as ever glad-
dened human eyes. The summer wind
sobbed tremulously through the dewy
trees, as if shadowy night wept tears of
pain as she floated away to make room
for a visitant. In the east the horizon
seemed studied with bars of amethyst
and emerald, while filmy, arrowy streaks
of gold shot up and were loat in the blue
overhead. Then the sun gathered about
him his trailing garments of crimson
and purple and began his upward
journey,

“Dance light, for my heart lies under
your feet, love," the blithe song floated
out through the lattice, which the next
moment was pushed open, and the fra-
grant air, heavy with night dew that
had lain for liours sleeping in bloom
and’ roses, rushed in and fanned with
odorous breath the face of Aileen Clary.

Soft tendril-like eurls that clung in
ebon rings around the low satin, smooth
forehead ; eyes that sparkled like dew-
drops on a shamrock ; cheeks of summer
bloom and lips of summer ripeness
made up a face that would have tempt-
ed an anchorite.

A smile rippled over the face of the
pretty Irish m&jden as she caught sight
ofa tall, young (eu()w slowly coming
toward the coth

“And sure, Neil,

hc called in avoice
like - brouk musiy, are rather an
early bird, are y for the sun is
Lardly up yet,” ani g to the door
she gayly welcomed \all the time
wondering what m ' 80 sober, so
unlike the usually ch 8 eil O'Neale.

“Aileen, I am going} erica,” was
Neil’s abrupt announce

“What!” uttered the 1

knzing up
the smile
Amer-

faded from her own.
ica.”

*You surely do not mean
and the radiant light that h#

fore faded into ashiness.

“Yes, dear, I must go.’

*‘No, no, Neil, you do not
Oh, if you go what shall 1 de! ‘\
long, long days to sit and cry be
am so lonely. You will not, Neilj |
me you will not go.’

She pleaded as one pleads for a |
and her hard, dry sobs strangled i in h
llmm but her eyes were tearless *\
fier breath came in’quick, painful gasp 0

Neil gathered the trembling litth
tigure closely to his heart.

| after you, and together we would return
| to that country where a home awaits

‘*“Aileen, I have been thinking ever
since father died that poverty and sor-
row would always be our portion if we |
should remain here where the rent
would eat up the little I could-raise. If
I should go to America I could soon
earn enough to enable mé to come back

every man that is willing to work. So
dry your tears Aileen and bid me God-
speed, will you not, mavourneen?” he
said, in a low, assuring tone.

Smiling through tears at his hopeful
words, Aileen soon became almost re-
conciled at the thought of bidding him
good-bye.

“But two years is such a long time,
Neil I tremble for fear that you will
not come back,” said Aileen, in a voice
that sounded as if it came threugh
waves of tears. '\

** Aileen, you know that I could not
forget you.”

“I know it, Neil. But something
tells me in this parting hour that after
you are gone that dark-faced agent,
Morris Leinster, will trouble me. 1 re-
fused him, you know, and at the time
he frightened me, he was so very
angry.”

Could the girl have perceived the
effect of her words on the listener
crouched behind the lattice, she would
have screamed from very'tear.

A blaze of jealous, white heat spread
over the dark face of the spy; his eyes
darkened with a fierce and evil light;
his lips compressed with bitter hatred,
and he ground his teeth together as he
muttered to himseif:

“You may we!l fear Morris Leinster
my fine lady, for the day will come
when you, a peasant farmer’s daughter,
will rue that you slighted the haud of
the rich agent for the sake of that beard-
less son of poverty.”

Theagent erouched behind the latttice
until he became aware that the young
couple were coming to the door. Then
he hastily hid himself in a clump of
bushes that grew cloge by the cottage.
And there he stood, with his livid face,
compressed lips and eyes gleaming like
a basalisk’s, while Aileen gave her lover
the promised, cheerful Godspeed, then
silently left the vicinity of the Clary
cottage with a terrible unspoken vow
written on the evil face.

. * . * » » .

“Breaa! brend! We are starving!”

The ery arose, first low, tremulous,
as from a sea of tears, then deepened
and swelled into a great miserere going
up Ybefore the throne of the Eternal
Spirit. It crossed the ocean and vi-
brated over the sentient heart strings
of all those who heard, for it told them
that the *‘ Jewel of the Atlantic” was
holding out imploring hands, and pray-
ing for life—that over the benutiful
island stalked the grim skeleton of
famine, converting it into a vast wine-
press, though the erimson, oozing fluid
was not wine, but blood, from those
who are among the noblest of the sons of
earth.

“ Starvirg!” We who live in a land
of plenty with its immense storehouses.
its great granaries filled to overflowing
withh golden grain, hardly know the
meaning of the word, and God' grant
that the hunger wolf may never step
over our thresholds—that we may never
ve obliged torefuse the demands of hun-
ger till it scorches, withers even the
great passions of life by its incessant
calls for food.

And famine forgot not the Lome of
the Clarys. Therounded form of Aileen
grew thin and wasted; besides a gray
pallor her face had a wan, pinched look;
the lips, always so brilliant and laugh-
ing, became rigid and ashen hued, and
every feature bore the trace of intense
suffering, but not a word escaped her,
for the pain of witnessing the agony of
Lier parents as they saw their children
wasting to skeletons, us they beheld the
younger children, begging vainly,
mutely, with little, claw-like hands for
food that they had no strength to ask
for, numbea even the pangs of hunger.

Then, in those days of wretchedness
and woe, came a new trial to the brave-
hearted girl. She never forgot the thrill
of terror that caused her heart to beat
with great frightened bounds, as she be.
held the dark face of the agent in the
doorway one cold morning. He came
into the cold room, laughed triumph-
antly at the evidences of want about
him, took a cool survey of the face over
which settled a shadow of fear, and
said in a sneering tone:

80, my dear Aileen, you haven't slip-
ped out of my hands as easy as you
thought for.”

Then he taunted the family of their
poverty—goaded her father almost to
frenzy by threatening to turn’ his starv-
ing family out in"the snow to die. At
last he said, tantalizingly :

“Keep your temper, Mr. Clary! I
merely called to tell you of a way by
which yowmr family vould be ln‘ud above
want.”

“ How ?" eagerly, lmplurmxly asked
Clary.

1 will provide a way if Mlse Aileen
will consent to become my wife,” and

"

ber of the family turned an eager, fam-
ishing lodk upon Aileen. She could not
bear their intolerable gaze, and with a
slight cry she threw up her hands and
covered her face. But she said, firmly
“No, no; I cannot be so false.”

Not another word was said until the
agent, laughing scornrutly, left the cot-
tage. He knew that the faces and forms
about Aileen would be more eloquent in
his behalf than any plea or threat, that
he could make.

“Aileen.” groaned her father, *“is
your heart turningsto stone? Have
you no compassion on those who are
dying?”

*“Ai'een,” moaned her mother, “how
could you say no, when you see the
children starving before your eyes?” and
a feeble cry arose from the children that
went to the very heart-core of the suffer>
ing true hearted Aileen. She arose,
crossed the floor unsteadily and opened
the door. A woman staggered up bear-
ing a babe in her arms.

‘* Bread !” she gasped, ““ my child and
I are dying, dying for food.”

‘The despairing look in Aileen’s face
told the woman that her prayer could
not be answered. The woman gave a
cry of anguish. !

“*Oh, girl you cannot let my baby die!
See how pale and thin he is.”

Aileen siarted back in horror as a lit-
tle dead face was placed close to hers,
and then for the first time she noticed
that the fires ‘of insanity blazed in the
woman’s hoilow eyes. The poor crea-
ture turned and staggered off, leaving
Aileen to make a resolve that she im-
mediately carried out.

She left the cottage and started in the
direction of the house in which the
agent lived. She walked slowly, for
aside from hunger-weakness a sicken-
ing agony sped through every pulse, and
her very limbs seemed chilled with an-
guish.. She reached the house at last
and rapped teebly. A servant admitted
her and led the way into the agent’s sit-
ingroom. An evil leer disfigured the
face of Morris Leinster, as he said :

“Ah! how do you do, my dear?
you please be seated ?”

Aileen dropped iato a chair without «
word. Her torture was too intense for
woris at the first moment.

At last, through lips that quivered
vitifully, came the faintly uttered
Wi -I'dﬂ H

** Mr. Lenister I have called to inform
you that—that I have changed my de-
vision. . I consent to hecome your wife
if you will keep my family from starv-
ing.”

How utterly dreary and despairing
was the pathos of her voice! but Morris
Leinster did not mind her, but smiling
said :

“Very well, Aileen! I will bring a
priest over to your house this afternoon
to perform the ceremony. Good-bye,
for a very little time, my dear little wife
to be.”

He put his arm around the shrinking
girl and drew her toward him. Aileen
saw the horrible light in his eyes as he
bent his head toward her, and with a
scream she dashed his arm away and
left the house. Leinster stood before
the window and watched Aileen till her
flagging steps told him that her mo-
mentary strength had  departed, and
then he turned uwﬁy, rubbing his hands*
and chuckling to himself :

*“It is of as much use to beat against
the bars of fate as it is to thwart one f
my plans. Ah! my dainty Aileen, your
discipline has just begun.”

Aileen walked on, urheeding whither
she went, She only longed to get away
from even the sight of the house in
which she had spent fifteen wretched
moments. On, on, until her strength
utterly failed, and it seemed as if sne
never could reach her home. Bat at
last she reached it and told her family
what she had donme. Their fervent
thanks fell on ears that heard nothing.

““Oh, Neil! Neil!” was Aileen’s smoth-
ered cry. “What can I do? 1 hate
Morris Leinster, I loathe even the very
sight of him, and bow can I encure to
become his wife?” But a kpowledge
that an external breakdown would be
agonizing to the'whole family prevented
her frqm giving expression to the in-
ward hnguish that wes torturing her
with inquisitorial pain.

Quickly, oh, so quickly, the hours
sped away. She counted every moment
as a miser counts his gold. But she
knew that Morris Leinster would keep
his word, and she was not unprepared
when the agent and a strange priest en-
tered the cottage. Her father grected
them and then turned toward Aileen.
Mechanicaily she arose and placed an ice
cold hand on the agent’s.

Slowly the ceremony began. Why
did Aileen neglect to answer the ques-
tion of the priest? She bent toward
the door in a listening attitude, then
snatching away her hand, she disap-
peared through the door, hastily pulled
open. Nothing was said, for astonish-
ment sealed their lips. They were not

less amazed to see a bronzed and
bearded man enter the still open door,

Will

[ just like you; men who spent their lives

that if you cross the pathway of Aileen |
Clary again you take your life in your

hands.” Foiled, the cowering agent

slunk away. The priest, at a motion |
of Neil's, remained. Soon Aileen had
80 far recovered, as 1o be able to pl
the o longer feluctant hand in Neil’s,
and say the words that bound her to
him forever.

If blessings could make a man happy,
surely Neil O'Neale must have been the |
happiest man in Ireland, as he distrib- |
uted with generous hand, among the
starving people of the little village, the

had provided. |
Before the Clary family separated |
that night Neil told them why he had |
come back before the two years had ex- ‘
pired. {
“I arrived all right in America and |
found everyone talking about |
wonderful mines that had lately been |
discovered, and I joined a party that |
was going to the Black Hills. Well, to
make a long story short, luck followed
me and T had a snug sum when I started
for New York. There I heard that Ire-
land was in sorrow and I sailed as soon
as possible for the ould countrie.”
Soon Neil and the Clary tamily emi-
grated for America, but the last words
they heard, as they left the shores of
Ireland, was the wail that stiil crosses
the ocean, ‘““Bread! Bread! We are
starving!"— Bangor Commercial.

A Human Trait.

Burdette, the Burlington Hawkeye
humorist, while on a recent lecturing
tour, svent an idle hour in the ‘woods
at Bloomville, Ohio. There were only
three idle creatures in the woods, he
says. I was the biggest, the oldest and
the idlest of the three. A chub of a
boy, about six or seven years old, was
the next and a black and tan dog, that
had treed a squirrel, was the next. 1
was 50 pleased with the boy’s idle com-
panionship that I paid him a quarter
for it, and advised him to stick to it,
and never work until he had to, and
then, feeling the same community of
sentiment for the dog, I went and helped
him bark at the squirrel.

The tree was about two hundred feet
high. The dog would probably stand
about thirteen inches from the floor. Ile
tried to climb that tree. He barked as
though his throat was all the rams’
horns ot Jericho. He was after that
squirrel which wus just as far out of his
reach as the clouds. And the squirrel
wasn't paying any attention to the dog,
and, indeed didn’t know what he was
barking at. I am not positive that it
had not gone off into another iree an
hiour ago, and was away off in another
part of the woods, down near the county
line. 8SoI patted the dog's head as I
came away, and said to him:

Carlo, keep it up. It seems to do
you a >eap of good, and it doesn’t bother
the squirrel a particle. So keep it up.
You can never climb the tree; you will
never catch the squirrel; when he wants
to eome do he will come down an-
other way, you will not see him
He will live just as long and be just as
happy with your noise as without it.
It occupies your mind and it doesn’t dis-
tract his. And it shows a very human
trait in you, Carlo. I have known men

doing just what you are doing—barking
at the people who were out “of their
reach. }\eep it up, Carlo, g(»od dog.

Jnmplng One Hundred Feet.

Thomas Boyd, a young man about
twenty-eight years of age, has accom-
plished the feat of jumping from the
bridge which spans the Ohio at Louis-
vilie, Ky., into the falls below, a dis=-
tance of about one hundred feet. About
three Sundays previous he jumped off
in presence of a few friends, and when
he claimed to have performed the feat
the public were loth to believe lim; so
about two weeks afterward he an-
nounced his intention of making the
leap, and was on hand at the appointed
time, as was a large crowd, but the
bridge authorities objected, and the
police interfered. e then determined
to jump off in privacy and let only the
reporters and & few personal friends
know the time. At 3:30 o’clock he and
a favored few, about fifteen in all, pro-
ceeded to the bridge. A skiff was in
waiting a short distance below the
bridge, and at four o’clock, everything
being in readiness, Boyd, dresséd only
in trousers and shirt, stepped up the
railing and leaped into the rapids be-
low. He turned one somersault and
had hardly turned the second when he
struck feet first, and after being under a
few seconds appeared on the surface.
The boatmen caught him and he was
brought to shore.— The fall did not
hurt him in the least. There was nine
feet and eight inches of water where he
jumped. Although young in years, he
is an old diver, and has jumped off a
number of bridges in the United States,
among which are the Guyandotte, near

carrying in his arms a senseless burden.
Neil O'Neale’s quick wit gave a solu-

is eyes rested gloatingly on the shud-
dering girl.
\\He said it in a loud tone and at the

pnelusion of the sentence every mem- |

tion to the scene that met his eyes. He
pointed to the door and his eyes gleamed
like blue stilettoes, as he said in a stern,
m ) erative tone, ‘‘Go, and bear in mind

Frenth authors,
veterately fond of coffee, taking it not
. | only after each meal but at intervals
{ during the day.
the morning, never
| meal.
| paper,

When he
| down his study,

then a little coffee or sugared wat(r, but
bountiful supply that' his forethought | never by any chance sitting do vn. His
| evenin.s are nearly always devoted to

some |*

TIMELY TOPICS,

Victor Hugo, the greatest of living
is reported to be in-

He works only during
after the midday
He writes on iarge-sized Holland
made expressly for him, and |
works standing before a high desk. |
vets tired he paces up nr.d|
|
[
|
|

swallowing now and

guests, whom he takes great pains to |
entertain.
—— |
William Smoak is a veritable patri-
arch. He lives in Charleston county,
S.C., and has just entered his ninety-
seventh year. The old man and his
wife, who died a year ago, raised thir-
teen children, ten now living. They
had first six sons, then two daughters,
then three sons, and the last two daugh- |
ters. The eldest is seventy-five year
of age, the youngest fifty. The Charle
ton New+ publighes a tabular statement
of descendants of the thirteen children,
which shows that the old man has ten
living children, 104 grandchildren, 391
great-grandchildren, making in all 575
living descendants and 116 dead. The
most remarkable feature o this family
is the fact that both the old people lived
to see their youngest and thirteenth |
child a grandmother.

|
|
|

A few months ago several peasants
were tried at Novgorod, Russia, for
burning alive a woman, upon the pre- |
text that she had bewitched their cattle
and ca-t spells upon their children.
Fhese ruflians were acquitted on the |
ground that they had acted conscien-
tiously and in accordance with the
Seriptural ordinapce: “‘Thou shalt
not suffer a witch to live!” The tri-
bunal of Ustjush, in Russia, has recently,
Liowever, taken a somewhat more en-
lightened view of a witcheraft case |
brought before it. One Ivan Alexeieff
and six women of his village prosecuted
i peasant’s wife named Charlamoff for
having, as they alleged upon oath,
injured their health by the practice of
sorcery. To their surprise and discom-
ture the court acquitted Charlamoff
ind’ denounced the prosecutors seve-<ly,
sentencing the women to four m .ths’
imprisonment apiece, and Alexeieff to
fifty blows with a rod.

Mu icipal debts in Eastern towns or
cities or in the W:st are two diffe;e t
things in comparing the wealth of the
two sections. In the Eastern States a
State or municipal debt is a debj-due its
citizens, but in the West such ajdebt is
usually du - some capitalist living in the
Sastern States. 1t is so with the West-
ern railroads. Over one-half of all the
capital of the railroads running through
the West belong to men living in the
Enstern States, while they own the

msjor part of their own roads. Of.the
$£800,000,000 deposited in the savings

banks in 1879 the Eastern States owned
all but $50,000,0/0, and the Western
States less than £15,000,000. Nearly all
of this vast accumulation has been
within the past filteen years. Of the
national bank capital the Western States
own $80,000,000, and the Eastern States
£316,000,000. The great national debt
i3 distributed in about the same propor-
tion. Of Western mortgages on private
real estate, the amount held by Eastern
men is enormous.

The chain-mail vest which is said
to have saved Gen. Melikoff, St. Peters-
burg’s dictator, from Vladetski’s bullet,
has for many generations past been a
common article of wear with the lead-
ing personages of Europe, the most nota-
ble examples being Oliver Cromwell,
Gustavus of Sweden, the present czar,
and Louis XVI. In the middle ages
these mail-coats were known as “ Milan
shirts,” and greatly esteemed for the
fineness of their workmanship. A
famous Italian guerrilla, who went into
the battle of Ravenna thus equipped,
was found dead with the links of his
mail still unbroken, though the bones
beneath it were completely shattered by
the force of the death-blow. A *‘bul-
let-proof ™ vest of this kind was offered
by a speculator to the Duke of Welling-
ton, who got rid of him in a very char-
acteristic fashion. Bidding the man
put it on, he called to the sentry out-
side to load with - ball-cartridge and
come up at once; but the visitor's con-
fidence in his invention did not appar-
ently extend to the testing of it in his
own person, for he took to his heels at
once.

The first steamer that crossed the At-
lantic (or any other) ocean, was the Sa-
vannali. She was fitted up in New York
for Mr. Scarlborough, of Savannah, GG1..
and sailed for that city March 29, 1819,
On the twenty-ninth of May she sailed
direct for Liverpool, making the passage
in twenty-two days, par!, of the distance

| Huntirgton, Ohio, and a bridge at De-
| catur, Ala.

has passed most of his years on the
| ocean,

His last leap he considers |
all. |
He was born in Belfast, Ireland, and |

being accomplished under sail. From
Liverpool she went to Copenhagen, St.
Petersburg and Arendel, Norwdy. From
the latter port she returned to Savannah,
:l making the trip in twenty-five days.

It Never Pays,
It never pavs to fret and growl
When fortune seems our foe;
The better bred will look ahead
And strike the braver blow,
For luck is work,
Aud those who shirk
Should uot lament their doom
Bat yield the play,
And clear the way,
That better men have room.

It never pays to wreck the health
In drudging atter gain,
And he is sold who thinks that gold
Is cheapest bought .with pain.
An humble lot,
A cosy cot,
Have tempted even kings,

L) For station high,

That wealt: will buy,
Not oit contentment brings.

A blunt refrain
Well worthy of a song.

It never pays !

For age and youth maust learu the truth
That nothing pays that’s wrong.
‘1he good and pure
Alone are sure
To bring prolonged success,
While what is right
In heaven’s sight
Is always sure to bless.
——

ITEMS OF INTEREST,

Caps and hats came into general use
about 1449.

Not buffaloes alone, but big game all
over the world, is getting scarce.

The distance by railroad from New

| York to San Francisco is 3,320 miles.

Gray hai:s in a young person indicate

| a preponderance of lime in the system.

“ Take care!” says a timid exchange.
Yes, but take it in small doses.—Me-
Giregor News

A bharber is always open to conviction.
Tell him his razor is dull, and he will
hone up.— Boston Transcript.

Since 1877 there have been forty-eight
cremations in Milan. The society now
numbers nearly 200 members.

Dr. Glenn, who was not e.ected gover-
nor of California last fall, has enlarged
his wheat area by 10,000 acres.

It always struck us as being paradoxi-
cal that light houses are constructed of
Lieavy stone work.—Oltawa Republican.

A manufactery at Indianapolis turns
out daily 100,000 of the neat little wooden
dishes in which butter is so generally
sold now.

It is said that a recent count shows
that 10,000 persons passed out of the
doors of a leading hotel in New York
city in one day.

The coal mines in Pennsylvania so far
in 1880 have turned out a third moie an-
thracite than last year, and exactly twicé
as much as in I1875.

The Chinese government has deter-
mined to establish consulates in Boston
Philadelphia and New York, for the
better protection of its subjects.

Some temperance statistician has es-
timated that the liquor traffic costs the
United States government seventeen
dollars for every dollar it receives from
that source of revenue.

“Hi, boy! I'm a stranger in town.
Show me where T can get some wax.”
And the boy sent him to the school-
master, because he said the schoolmaster
had more whacks than any person he
knew of.—Salem Sunbeam.

Sunflowers are to be worn at the beit
this season, according to a fashion au-
thority. This is what we have been wait-
ing for; sunflowers have béen worn so
high in times past that it was impossi-
ble to pick them without a stepladder.
—-New Haven llegister.

There were seventy-eight explosions
of steam boilers in the United States
:ast year, located as follows: In Olio
eighteen; Iowa, one; Texas, one; Indi-
ana, nine; Michigan, five; Missouri,
three; Arkangas, two; Louisiana, two;
Tennessee, two; Maryland, one: New
York, two; New Jersey, one; North
Carolina, three; Kentucky, three; Cali-
fornia, three; Mississippi, one; Minne-
sota, two, Illinois, six; Pennsylvania,
ten; Massachusetts, one.

S— ¥
Words of Wim‘lon.

Hepe without an object cannot live.

Whoever learns to stand alone must
learn to fall alone.

Hethat can compose himself, is wiser
than he that composes bouks.

Favors of every kind are doubled when
they are speedily conferred.

It'is something to b2 good; but it is
far finer to be good for something.

Art must anchor in n&ture, or it is the
sport of every breath of fﬁlly.

He that speaks the truth will find him-
self in sufficiently dramatic situations.

Calumny wouid soon starve and die of
itself if nobody took it in and gave it
lodging.

Despair and postponement are coward?
ice and defeat. Men were born to sue-
ceed, not to fail.

Where no wood is, there the fire goeth
out; so when there is no tale-bearersthe
strife ceaseth.




