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THROWSUP THE SPOILE,

Last winter the Garden Grove (Towa) 
Enterprise concluded to suspend. The 
cause,” as felicitously expressed in %. 
lengthy editorial headed “We throw up 
the Sponge," was the ancient and pot cut 
one—no money. Hard-hearted sub- 
scribers had killed the Minerva who 
nourished them. The editor ended his 
farewell by flying to the consolations if 
poetry. Here are the lines :

ras REASON WHY.
Sigh, oh, sigh, ye gentle breezes. 

And weep ye clouds, ob, weep we say
For fate so stern it now “decrees-es 

That the Enterprise must DIE to-day.
Toll ye bells, the sad, said story. 

Fling it out unto the world.
That (though known to fame and glory 

Our gallant sheet’s no more unfurled.
No! it DIMS though long heroic. 

Still it must succumb at last ;
He who grieves not, is a stoic. 

Oh, let the tears of all fall fast.
Would you know the cause, dear readers;
, Why the paper stops to day ? 
‘Tis because 00 many of you4 Owaerm Panivun Arm, won’T pay.

EXTRACTS POISON FEON THE RATTLE- 

the process of extracting the poison 

from the rattlesnake (crotalus horridvs) 
for medicinal purposes whilst the 
reptiles were still living, has been zuc 
cessfully accomplished by Mr. J.F 
Thompson and Dr. Hayward, of Live 

pool. The following was the modus 
operandi, if any of our readers care to 
do likewise:—The reptiles were in 

separate compartments of a large case, 
fitted with a double lid for extra secu 
rity. A long staff, fitted at the end, 
with a thick india rubber noose which 
could be loosened or tightened by the 
hand at pleasure, was inserted through 
the partially opened, lid, and the oppor 
tuity and decidedly acid in its reaction 
on litmus paper. It is readily soluble in 
glycerine or water, but it is precipitate 
by strong alcohol, the precipitate bein 
redissolved, with the addition of a litt! 
water. Its toxicological properties wer 
fully tried on a variety of animals. — 
Half a drop produced death in a linnet 
within three minutes after being injected 
under the wing.—Science Gossip.>

CARDINAL QUAGLIA.—His Emin- 
ence. Cardinal Angelo Quaglia, of the 
Sacred Consistency of the Varican, died 
in Rome on the 28th inst. He was carried 
off suddenly by an unexpected attack of 
illness, in the seventieth year of his age 

Angelo Quaglia was born in Corneto, a 
maritime town of Central Italy, near to 
Civita Vecchia, which formed part of 
the territory of the States of the 
Church. His birth occurred on the 
28th of August, the same day of the 
same month in which he has died, in the 
-year 1702. He devoted himself othe 
ministry of the Church in his early years 
and severed at the altar his ordination. 
He was nominated Cardinal of the 
Order of Priests on the 27th of Sept- 
ember in the year 1861. His name 
stands the eighteenth on the roll of the 
above named order of the Cardinalate. 
He was perfect of the Congregation of 
Bishops and of the regular clergy, and 
vastly beloved for his suavity of manner 
and his devout practice and humble 
mode of life.

LEE, THE LEARNED CARPENTER.- 
Samuel Lee, Professor of Hebrewst 
the University of Cambridge, England, 
was seventeen years of age before The. 
conceived the idea of learning a foreign 
language. Out of the scanty pittance 
of his weekly earnings as a carpenter, he 
purchased a book, and when this was 
read, he exchanged it for another, and 
thus he advanced in knowledge. He 
had not even the privilege of balancing 
between reading and relaxation, but was 
obliged to pass directly from bodily 

fatigue to mental exertion. During the 
six years previous to his twenty-fifth 
year, he omitted none of the hours 
usually appropriated to manual labor, 
and he retired to rest regularly at ten 
o’clock in the evening, and, yet at the 
age of thirty-one he actually taught 

seventeen languages. This illustrates 
that “where there is a will, there is a 
way.3..

The Pall Mall Gazette, in giving 
some figures as to the cost of living in 
Canada, says it must be remembered 
that the purchasing power of the dollar 
in Canada is much greater than in other 
parts of America, especially in those 
things which make the cost of living 
This fact should always be kept in mind 
in making comparison between the rate 
of wages paid in Canada and the United 
States. Canada has also one peculi- 
arity. Large families are a blessing 
rather than a misfortune in the case of 
those who ought to be induced to emi- 
grate. "A family,” says the report, 
"in this country, brought up to haits 
of industry, is a very great source of 
strength rather than of weakness and of 
burthen." It is almost incredible that 
parents can look upon a large family 
circle and feel inclined to laugh, yet 
such actually appears to be the case in 
Canada.

Germany is making gigantic efforts to 
place herself on an equal naval footing 
with England, France, and Russia. 
When the ships actually begun are com- 
pleted, Germany will have a war fleet of 
sixty-two vessels, with an armament of 
5,000 gens. Bismark, like all great 
conquerors, is ambitious to shine in the 
field in which he has not won his victories. 
Naval powers, however, like poets, are 
bora, not made; or at least they are 
built up slowly, and many years must 
elapse before the fleets of France, Ger- 
many, or Russia will be as efficient as 
that of Great Britain. American sailors 
are of as good stuff as those who fought 
under Lawrence; but a navy Depart 
ment run in the interest of corrupt con- 
tractors is fast reducing the efficiency 
while increasing the cost of the nation’s 
most importent arm.__________

One who amumes to know, says that 
womanly despair for the loss of a lover 
endures three months in the winter, and 
two in the summer ; the second month, a 
lady becomes interested in the new 
style of hair dressing; the third, she 
burns her love letters. Twelve months 
afterward she hears of her former lover’s

On AHOWZESME"E9 
onIn order "to withst at the 
neige to which they ‘ • put, a

REMARKABLE THUNDERSTORM-

Portions of New York State and the 
New-Euglaad States: were-visited on 
August 14, 15, and 16 by some of the 
most terrific thunderstorms ever experi- 
enoed. In a newspaper account of the re- 
suits of one of these storms at Boston, 
Mass., and vicinity, the names of 
twenty seven persons are given who 
were more or less injured by the light- 
ning, while at least one hundred more

MANUFACTURE OF GOLD LEAF-

The process of gold besting is exceed- 
lagly interesting in lis various details, 
and is one which requires the exercise of 
much judgment, physical force and 
mechanical skill. The gold must 
first be properly refined. The process 
is as follows : The coin is reduced in 
thickness by being rolled through what 
is known as a “mill,” a machine consist- 
ing of iron rollers operated by steam

American to hew their way through the 
v derests of Pern and Kquador, odd shaped"I LITTLE TOO FAR" morning vanished ;evening wasapproach- know,” she said. "It’s only for to-night;1* ing. If I could escape to the cab which but I don’t forget, though you do. Mm 

here SPV.AHPPY4* S. voir

“Not cruelly ?” I asked.

BY MBS. M. A. KIDDER.

A jest is well enough in its way. 
For it never can make of mer.

Provided, my friend of the humorousturn. 
You go not "s little too far !"

, ‘Tis apt to be the way with us all. 
Our caution it comes too late ;

And the blunders we make and the hearts 
we pain.

Are laid at the door of fate I
How many a poor, unhappy wretch.

Confined behind bolt and bar.
Has forged his chains in an evil hour. 

By going a little too far I
By stepping over the boundary line

That separates right from wrong ;
Thus proving himself but a coward weak. 

Who might have been stout and strong.
To find the spot that we stand upon.

And the manner of men we are,
.Let us sound the depths of the soul, my 

friend.
Lest we go ‘‘a little too far.” 

----- --
"A YOUTH AND MAIDEN HAND IHAND-”

They stood beneath the silver moon—
The summer moon-

A youth and maiden hand in hand. 
Their hearts in tone.

She seemed a lady formed from air-
She seemed • seraph standing there

Beneath that summer moon.
Ah! she was sweet as she was fair ;
She gave her to her lover’s care 

Beneath that silver moon.
A cloudlet like a marriage vail
Flitted across the moon so pale.
The maiden heaved a trembling sigh.
And downward drooped her hazel eye.
O, maiden with the hazel eye. 
Thou art not happy $ tell me—why?
A tear drop glistened in her eye ;
She murmured, "I will tell thee why.
Thou art so tender unto me.
That my full heart e’erflows toward thee.
There is a sadness in such bliss.
This is my secret,—only this."
Their hearts beneath that summer moon.
Beat on for evermore in tune.

the htuI had charged to wait at a certain quiet, 
spot in the lane while Bell was out of 
night herself. My infant son was always 
established in some post of observation, 
and would inform the household 
of the peculiar appearance of Da, Da, 
Da, at the top of his voice. Or the 
little nurse girl, or cook, espying a 
brigand in conical hat, spangled jacket, 
silk stockings etc., departing from the 
house, would give the alarm. And I 
began to understand how great a 
multitude of perils beset the path of the 
sinner, until poor little Bell cleared them 
away for me.

"Bill," she said coaxingly at tea time, 
“would you mind very much if I went 
with baby to spend the evening with 
cousin Prue, and if it so happened that I 
should stay all night? She’s to be all 
alone, poor dear, and wants me so 
dreadfully. You won’t mind for once?‘

"I shall be delighted,” I replied. "I

FT hangers, marked for Australia, who 
dozens and dozens of other, tools, all 
painted, labeled, and ranged in their 
cases, are strewn around, ready for dis- 
tribution throughout the whole civilized 
world.:
- The works, our inspection of which 
concluded in the last mentioned apart-

almost always made fro 1 superior 
ties of metal. ( The bit i cutting 
is usually of the best Er glish steel“No,” said Night. Then I heard a 

sob beneath the mask. "No; but the 
romance is all gone. I’m the little 
woman who keeps house for him—that’s 
all. Kind enough. Dresses me well, 
and don’t look at me twice a day. He 
goes to balls, alone ; and has notes from 
other women, that he hides from me.1 
get duty kisses when we part, but I 
hate duty kisses. Oh, he’s a good hus- 
band, only he breaks my heart by never 
making love to me. I’d rather be made 
love to in a sixpenny calico, than to have 
such indifference and wear velvet. And 
your romance is over too?"•

“My wife don’t care for romance,” I 
said. "She’s content with baby. If I 
had had more sentiment in my life at 
home, I shouldn’t be here to-night. Ah 
well. It’s a great disappointment, isn’t 
it—this world?”
• --Yes,”answered Night? “And she’s 
a plain little creature, too, your wife?"

“No; she’s pretty—and good,” I 
answered. "She’d nurse me were I ill, 
work for me were I poor and helpless. 
So she would for her grandfather. 
There’s no romance in it.”

the head is formed from he better fades
a: ar 
self 
e of 
X

of iron. . ,
If our reader will no imagine I 

to be with us in our la evisit to 
the largest ax manufact ries in the 
try, that of Messrs. 1 eed,r Be 
Co., in Cohoes, N. Y., re will on

ment, cover a area of five acres of ground, 
and furnish employment for 250 work- 
men. About 105 dozen of axes and 
other tools are daily produced, at a

power. After being rolled, it is annealed individual cases are referred 
* * —1"—i • - * * as:-: names were not ascertained.

to whose 
Over fiftyby being subjected to intense heat which 

softens the metal. It is next cut up and
vor 
ops buildings are also particularly designated 

as having been struck and damaged, 
while many others are referred to as 
having been struck but not injured. In 
various other parts of the States men- 
tioned, extensive damages were occasion- 
ed and some lives lost. The poet Whit- 
tier, at Amesbury, Mass., was struck, 
but not seriously hurt. His dwelling 
was somewhat broken. The aggregates 
reported, as near as we can estimate, 
indicate that some two hundred build- 
inge were struck and damaged, over two 
hundred and fifty persons were struck, 
and some ten individuals were instantly 
killed. Quite a number of barns, with 
their contents, hay and cattle, were 
fired and consumed.

An intelligent observer at Arlington, 
Mass, writes to the Boston Transcript, 
describing a midnight thunderstorm at 
that place. August 14:

“Brilliant streams of the electric fluid 
darted athwart the sky in every direc- 
tion, and the thunder which followed 
was constant for a period of thirteen 
minutes, without the intermission of an 
instant of silence. One flash of light- 
ning followed another in such rapid 
succession as to excite curiosity to know 
how many occurred i a minute. With 
watch in hand, I counted them for seven 
minutes :

1st minute there were 51 vivid flashes.

to lead him through the many worn.
of the establishment, an thustratosite yearly valuation 
making of the ax from i 3 first reception 
in the shape of bar iron and steel to its

placed in jars containing nitro muriatic 
acid, which dissolves the gold, and 
request it to a mass resembling Indian 
pudding, both in color and form. This 
solution is next placed in a jar with 
copperas, which separates the gold from 
the other components of the mass.

The next process is to properly alloy 
the now pure gold, after which it is 
placed in crucibles and melted, from 
which it is poured into iron molds called 
ingots, which measure ten inches in 
length, by one inch in breadth and thick- 
ness. When cooled, it is taken out in 
the shape of bars. These bars are then 
rolled into what are called a “ribbon,” 
usually measuring about eight yards in 
length, of the thickness of ordinary paper, 
and retaining their original width. These 
“ribbons” are then cut into pieces an 
inch and a quarter square, and placed 
in what is called a “cutch,” which con- 
sista of a pack of French paper leaves 
parchment, each leaf three inches square, 
and the pack measuring from three 
quarters of an inch to an inch in thick- 
ness. They are then beaten for half an 
hour upon a granite block, with hammers 
weighing from twelve to fifteen pounds, 
after which they are taken out and 
placed in another pack of leaves called a 
“shoder.” These leaves are four and a 
half inches square, and the gold in the 
"shoder" is beaten for four hours with 
hammers weighing about nine pounds. 
After being beaten in this manner, the 
gold leaves are taken out of the "shoders" 
and placed in what are called "molds." 
These “molds" consist of packs of leaves 
similar to the other packs, and made of 
the stomach of an ox. After being 
made ready in the “molds,” the gold is 
beaten for four hours more with hammers 
weighing six or seven pounds each.

It will be noticed that the thinner the 
leaf becomes, the lighter are the ham- 
mers used, and it is also necessary in 
beating the gold, especially in striking 
the “mold,” that the blow should be 
given with the full flat of the hammer 
and directly in the centre of the 
“mold.” Should the beater strike with 
the edge of the hammer, there is every 
chance that the leaf will be broken and 
the pack spoiled. The leaf, after being 
taken out of the "mold," is cut into 
squares of three and three eighths inches, 
and placed in "books" of common paper. 
Each “book” consists of twenty five leave 
and there are twenty “books” in what is 
known as a “pack.”

The same process is used in the 
manufacturing of silver leaf, the only 
difference being that the metal, being 
softer, requires less time to manufacture.

Gold foil is made in a manner similar 
to gold leaf, except that the sheets are 
thick and are annealed separately, while 
the chief distinction is that it has, if a 
genuine article, no alloy whatever. The 
article known as "German .gilt" is not 

made from gold at all. The wood upon 
which it is to be placed is first made 
exceedingly smooth, and then painted 
with a preparation which, being covered 
with silver leaf, has the property of pro- 
ducing a gold-like appearance.

The busiest season for selling leaf or 
foil is just approaching, and the present 
evidences are that the demand will be 
large. The summer business has been 
good, better, in fact than business gener- 
ally.—Com. Bulletin.

THE ENGLISH HARVEST

The e ndition of the crops and harvest 
in Great Britain is a matter of consider 
able interest to agriculturists and grain 
dealers in Canada, and a few facts con 
nected therewith cannot fail therefore to 
be of interest to many of our readers. 
From our latest English mail advices we 
learn that the harvest in England has

over $4000,000.--
Sei, American.
i I is 

Twy
KIDNAPPING AT GASPE.final packing in finished form, and its 

shipping to the trade.
The iron portion of th head is costih 

a mold, but its shape is fr from ressmbi- 
ing that which it will att in when haish. 
ed. The eye, in which the handle is 
inserted, is there, but astend on the 
metal tapering off to an elge it is formed 
in two branches, so thatt no casting is in 
fact an ax, split from its dge to the eye. 
As we enter the founders a large num- 
ber of these rough pises are being 
removed from the flasks beside them 
lie the pieces of steel whi h are to form 
the edges, so that the F roccss we are 
about to witness is the we ding together

1 (From the Quebec Chronicle.)
We have just been placed in possess- 

ion of the facts concerning a case of 
kidnapping at Perce, in the county, of 
Gaspe; the affidavit relating to the same 
weappend to this. On the 16th of isst 

the schooner “B. A. Baker,” of Glou- 
cester. Mass., came to anchor with his 
vessel in the Roadstead of Perce, and 
remained there until the 19th, and un- 
lawfully took out of the possession, and 
against the will of her father, a girl 
named Ellen Furlong, under sixteen 
years of age. Dr. Fortin, the member 
for the County, happened, fortunately, 
to be in the neighborhood at the time of 
the occurrence, and with his usual ener- 
gy, at once set to work, to endeavor, if 
possible, to rescue the unfortunate girl. 
He telegraphed to the Minister of Marine 
and Fisheries the whole particulars, and 
requested him to instruct the command- 
er of the Government cutters to intercept, 
if possible, the schooner "Baker," appre- 
hend the captain if found within 
British waters, and endeavor to bring 
back the girl to her parents. Instruc- 
tions were at once given, and Command- 
er Lachance, who was at Perce in 
command of the “Stella Maria," started 
immediately in pursuit of the schooner, 
having in his possession a warrant 
against Captain Quinny. The next day 
the "B. A. Baker" was observed, and 
Commander Lachance boarded her and 
showed his authority, but the 
vessel being outside British waters, he 
did not find himself empowered to 
apprehend his man, but was fortunate 
enough in rescuing the girl, with whom 
he returned to Perce. A girl a few 
years older had also been induced to leave 
in the same vessel, but as no affidavit 
had been made io her case nothing could 
be done, she refusing to leave the schoon- 
er. The warrant for the apprehension 
of the Captain was subsequently sent to 
the Sheriff of the County of Guysboro, 
which borders the Gut of Canso, in the 
hope that the said official may be able 
to secure his arrest when passing through 
the Gut, which would bring him within 
the Dominion waters, consequently 
within the reach of the justice of this 
country, whose laws he had outraged. 
Fortunately this is the first time that a 
case of kidnapping of young girls has 
ever occurred in this district; but we 
learn from good authority that numer- 
ous attempts have been made, and often 
with success, to induce fishermen to 
leave the service of their masters, to 
whom they are lawfully engaged, to the 
great detriment of the fishing industry 
carried on on our coast. The case of 
the girl Furlong is one which requires 
the serious attention of our authorities, 
and there can be ne doubt it will re- 
ceive that attention and the transgressor 
punished.

4,4—I mean—to have you 
of course. Go, by all a 
little Biddy with you. And stay

yourself.

youras you please, X dear, 
cousin Prue. I—

"I thought you’d feel quite eross 
about it,’ said Bell, “but actually I 
believe you’re glad to be rid of us. I 
never saw you look so relieved."

"I think you are unreasonable, Bell," 
said I. “You made the proposition, 
not I.”

"Oh, what a fib! You proposed to 
me twice, before I said Yes,” replied 
Bell.

"The proposition to visit your cousin 
Prue, as you know I mean,” I answered.

“And 1 shall go, an stay as long as I 
like," said Bell. "And I hope you’ll 

enjoy yourself very mueh.”
“En-en-joy,” I stammered. "I— 

Why, how
“At home as an old bachelor, of 

course I mean,” said Bell. "Come, 
Biddy, get the perambulator. I’ll go 
now."

And she went—without a kiss, though 
I offered one.
- "Perhaps when I come back, if you 
deserve it,” she said, as she looked over 
her shoulder at me before she shut the 
gate. "And oh. Bill, if you see Simp- 
kin’s pig in our garden, do drive him 

out."
You see all romance, had deserted 

Bell.
And three hours afterward I was a 

brigand, with a green velvet jacket all 
spangles, and in a conical hat, and 
a black mask, and a bunch of red flowers 
in my button hole, going in a cab to 
meet my unknown old love at the 
masquerade party. In a little "while 
more 1 was amid the throng, and search- 
ing for my mysterious lady.

A gipsy in a short dress, a scarlet 
cloak, a black velvet mask, the face fall 
of which hid all but the tip of her dainty 
chin. Was that the romantic unknown? 
Lydia Price might have become such a 
figure, in the years that had glided by 
since we met. And I had said sweet 
things to Lydia.
- This flower girl—could that be Flora 
Burns? This Queen Elizabeth seemed 
to look at me with interest. Where was

“Let’s have a little to-night, then,’
of these two portions and t efirstshaping 

We roamed about the” of the tool. A smith seiz s one of the 
iron castings with his pin hers, heats it

said the lady.
And we did.

conservatory ; we wandered out in the
in his fire, and, holding it v nder a power- 
ful trip hammer, welds he separated 
edges together. He then asses it to an- 
other workman, who aga n heats the 
piece to redness and then fis to the edge 
the bit or piece of steel, in the side of 
which a groove is cut. Another beating 
takes place, more hammering with the 
trip hammer and by hand, : nd the shape 
is complete, both steel an iron being 
firmly welded together. The edge is 
now rounded, smoothed, and flattened, 
and the ax is placed under a swage die 
from which it receives its peculiar 
rounded or convex form. This is all 
termed the “cutting proce-s” and, as 
nothing more can be seen it this work- 
shop except perhaps the di erent mani- 
pulations necessary to form the axes of 
varied shapes, we pass to an ther smithy 
where the holes or eyes for he handles, 
which the previous ham nering has 
nearly closed, are opened ar 1 made into 
proper shape, and where he head or 
butt end of the ax is hamm red square 
and even. This is done by heating and

garden, where the crocuses just peeped 
above the earth ; we danced a waltz or 
two, and I—Heaven forgive me—made 
love to her—made love to something all 
black lace and stars and mask, who 
might be a Gorgon for aught I knew, 
although I had a hope that it was 
Phemie Davis.

"Will you unmask at supper ?" I 
asked, as the grand march began. “INIGHT

13want to see you. 2nd 
3rd 
4th 
5th 
6th 
7th

42
30
47
37
61
54

ee 46
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BY MARY KYLE DALLAS.
Pauline was very pretty, and 1 loved 

her ; but I was not as “spooney” as I 
used to be when I treasured a flower, 
that she had worn, in my bosom, and 
sat up all night to watch the lamplight 
in her window.

The romance was over, and we were 
married, and the fellow yelling up stairs 
was two years old. And I hope I was 
a good husband; I know Pauline was a

"That will end the romance,” she said. 
“No," I answered.
“Can you promise me one thing?" 

she said.
"What is it?"
"That it shall not,” she answered, in 

a low whisper; “that whatever face you 
see, you’ll talk to me still as you have 
talked to-night; that you will remember 
how I have dreamed, and how we have 
been disappointed.”

"I cannot help remembering,” I said. 
“You will unmask ?"

"Yes."
So I led Night to the table, and I 

stood behind her. And the music 
clashed, and the signal was given, and 
the masks dropped off. But the face of 
my lady was bent low, and lace half 
shadowed it, and a little black, star- 
spotted fan was held before it.

I bent lower.
“Let me see you,” I whispered.
And head turned, and the fan furled 

itself, and two eyes tear-wet and shy 
met mine, and I saw—

BELL—my wife Bell, and nobody 
else.

It was a terrible trick. I think, if we 
had not really loved each other so well, 
we must have quarelled. But, you see, 
the romance was there still. And I 
knew it now, and so did she. And when 
the first red flush had died out of my 
face, I stooped down again and whispered 
something in her ear—no matter what 
—that made her quite forgive me. And 
to-day, though looking out upon our 
pretty green lawn, I see baby of that 
time grown so great a baby that he is 
dragging another baby in his old 
velocipede, while a third crows in Bell’s 
round arms, I know that romance is not 
dead yet, nor ever need die, because of 
homely household love and tenderness; 
and that 1 am Bell’s true lover, and she

making three hundred and thirty one 
discharges of electricity in seven min- 
nutes, distinctly visible from one point ; 
and each discharge was followed by loud 
and sometimes rattling reports, whose 
reverberations rolled through the heavens 
in an endless procession of majestic and 
terrific sounds.

“During this scene the moon, which 
was about half an hour above the west- 
ern horizon, was visible, but so magnified 
through the haze and vapor as to appear 
like a brilliant flame suspended in the 
sky. For a period of twenty minutes, 
scene was one of grandeur and sublimity 
rarely witnessed in a lifetime."

Nearly all of the church spires and 
dwellings that were provided with rods 
escaped injury, though heavy charges of 
electricity were observed to pass down 
the rods. Cars while running on some 
of the railroads were surrounded by the 
electric fluid, but no passengers were 
injured, although many were greatly 
alarmed. Telegraph wires were melted 
by the half mile, poles shattered in all 
directions, telegraph instruments in some 
cases broken, while the fingers of a 
number of telegraph operators were 
singed and temporarily paralyzed.

At Poughkeepsie, N. Y. during the 
storm on August 14, the following phe- 
nomena were observed, as reported in 
the New York Herald: "The lightning 
flashed from horizon to horizon inces- 
santly in forked tongues and jagged 
chains, and it really seemed as if every 
flash struck something, because they were 
instantaneously followed by rattling and 
stunning thunderclaps. Looking up 
Main street from the Post Office, balls 
of fire were seen shooting into the 
Atlantic and Pacific Telegraph office, 
and explosion after explosion followed, 
like the rattle of musketry, as the 
electric fluid struck the telegraph instru- 
ments, creating terror in the hearts of 
everybody in the vicinity. At the 
Western Union Telegraph office, a ball 
of fire entered the window and explod- 
ed on the desk of the operator, and was 
followed by other electric explosions 
driving the operators away from their 
business.

"At the depot the effect was also

good wife, and I ought to 
to do as I did about it.

Ah ! yes, it was a letter.

be ashamed

rather a
tiny note, written on the most delicate 
French paper, sealed with a white dove, 
written in violet ink, and perfumed with 
roses. And this is what it said to me:

"Do old loves die out of a man’s 
mind entirely ? Do you quite forget- 
quite, quite f I believe you meant what 
you used to say to me. No matter. I 
have never forgotten —I never shall. 
What else has a poor little woman to 
think of? I’m romantic. I can’t help 
it. I wish I could. I want to meet 
you again, just as we used to meet. Let 
me prophecy. There is to be a mas- 
querade party st your friend Earle’s. 
You will have an Invitation for yourself 
and lady to-morrow. Need you show it 
to your wife? who, doubtless, had rather 
stay at home with her baby. Bah!

pressing on flat stones, so that, when 
**% true andfinished, the tool is perfect!

square at all its angles.
We next pass to a room 

several large grindstones, 1
containing 
hich, kept

constantly wet, are in rapid revolution. 
Here the ax is smoothed an the rough- 
ness and scale on its surface removed by 
pressing against stones. Th completed, 
we fellow the tool to the temerer. Each 
workman stands before a on all coal fire, 
which is contained in a very narrow 
though long grate. Above he hot coals 
are bars on which the axes rest while 
being heated. Taking each tool separ- 
ately, the temperer heats i to redness, 
and then suddenly plunge it into a 
pickle of brine and then into a tup of 
cool water, to wash off the salt which 
adheres. În this conditio the ax is 
intensely hard; the metal if crystallized 
and brittle, so that it wou d probably 
snap in pieces at the first low. It is 
necessary, therefore, to ‘ draw" this 
temper, and the process is o e involving 
considerable skill on the part of the 
operative. The ax is again placed over 
the coals, and as we watch t we notice 
its color change from whi e to straw, 
color, and finally to what is termed 
“pigeon blue," when it 3 suddenly * 
plunged in the cold water, s d the tem- 
pering is complete.

The ax is now ready to be ground, 
and in order to witness the process, we 
pass through a dense cloud o dust into 
the grinding room. Here are forty 
immense grindstones driven it a fearful 
rate of speed. Above each tone is the 
saddle or piece of wood, one and of which 
is fastened to the frame of the grindstone, 1 
while the other is held up by a strap 
suspended from the roof. Across this 
saddle sits the grinder, who inserts the 
ax under the end or pommel e the saddle 
and bears it down with his w ole weight 
against the stone. The lab r requires 
considerable practice and no swall degree 
of skill, as it is absolutely ne essary that 
every tool should be groun perfectly 
even at all portions. The m n engaged 
at this work were mostly Fre eh Cana- 
dians. We were informed ti at all were 
more or less unhealthy, an that it is 
common for them to die of e sumption 
after a few years’ labor as grinders. 
The air is filled with particles

some women do prefer those pudgy 
things, all fat and wrinkles, with neither my enamorado ?

•Suddenly the thought flashed upon 
me, that it might be some trick played 
upon me by a masculine friend fond of 
practical jokes. If so, a pretty fool I’d 
made of myself. And, by the way, it 
was J pril-fool’s day. Probably I was 
done most beautifully. If I had had 
Bell upon my arm, and no red flowers in 
my button hole, I should have been a

love not anything else worth valuing in 
their unformed souls, to men who adore
them. Need you urge her to leave that 
treasure ?4 Can’t you come alone! And 
put a bit of that red flower that burns
in your garden in your button hole, and 
be known to YOUR OLD LOVE.”

And so it ended.
“Bye, oh, baby bunting. 

Daddy’s gone a hunting— 
Gone to get a rabbit skin. 
To wrap the baby bunting in.”

LOVE AND LAUDANUM.

The residents of Mungar street were 
not a little alarmed one night by the 
report that a young man named David 
Gilman had attempted suicide in the 
house of Wm. Brodie. It appears from 
the statement of the parties most in- 
terested that Gilman, who is about 
twenty-five years of age has been in the 
habit of calling on Miss Brodie, giving 
her to understand that she was the only 
one in this wide, wide world who could 
make him happy; that she had kindled 
in his bosom an unquenchable flame, 
which nothing but her love could keep 
from burning his heart into crisp. He 
appealed to her several times to make 
known his fate, but she gave him an 
evasive answer or took his pathetic 
demands so lightly that he became fear- 
ful of the result. Being only twenty- 
five years of age he could not afford to 
lose time by the indecision of his sweet 
girl, and last night he visited her armed 
and equipped with a two ounce vial 
filled with laudanum. After enjoying 
the young lady’s company for a time he 
managed to have her express her senti- 
ments on the main question, and after 
no encouragement he drew forth from 
his pocket the poisonous drug, and after 
exclaiming in desperate tones that every- 
body “went back on him,” he swallowed 
the laudanum in the presence of the 
girl, and shortly afterwards tell into a 
sleep. The members of the household 
as well as the young lady became much 
excited over this event and immediately 
sent for a doctor and policeman Roach, 
and the latter who tried a little cure of 
his own in a like case with much success 
before, recommended that the contents 
of his tobacco box be placed in water 
and the juice squeezed out of the weed, 
and that this dose be given the wayward 
youth. Two cups full of the essence of 
tobacco were provided in this way, and 
after long urging this simple-minded 
youth accepted the juice from the hand 
that had so recently been refused him, 
and he drank it. He was immediately 
seized with a violent vomiting, and the 
contents of his stomach was soon dis- 
posed of. The physicians counted the 
fellow out of danger and he was advised 
to walk around until the effects of the 
laudanum was not felt. This chap is a 
tender-hearted tailor, and he says he is 
bound to commit suicide anyhow. The 
young lady is fine in appearance, but 
she has no love for Gilman, and the only 
thing she was anxious about last night 
was that the fellow would not die on her 
premises. Rochester Democrat.1

No PROFESSION LIKE IT.—Mr. For- 
man, of the Corsicana (Texas) Obser- 
ver, says: "ICI had’a boy I would put 
himt right at ithel case, and keep him 
there until he became a thorough 
printer. That is the highest ambition I 
can have for any boy, and it is glory 
enough for any one man."

happy man just then.
But just as this thought passed 

through my mind, a light hand touched 
ine on the shoulder. And turning, I 
saw a figure draped in black silk and 
lace, masked deeply, and crowned with 
silver stars—“Night,” according to 
masquerader’s lore, and no doubt the 
writer of my billet. A woman, not a 
doubt of that—small, delicate and 
graceful. The sweetest little hand- 
gloved, to be sure—in all the world. 
But who was it? I waited for her to 
speak. She did at last.

"You wear the flowers, I see. ‘Night 
ought to please a Brigand. Come away 
with her where it is quieter. There is 
no one in the conservatory, and its like 
heaven there. I don’t believe you know 
me, William.

“I do not,” I answered.
“And you’ve held my hand so often," 

whispered Night. Ah, well. You men1 
you men! not only do you kiss and tell; 
but you kiss and forget."

"I don’t think any one could forget 
you,” I said. "Are you sure I ever 
knew you ?" ..

61 wish you never had," said. Night. 
"Ah William."

We were in the conservatory now. 
The lights in colored glass flung a 
strangely beautiful lustre upon the 
scene. The air was heavy with perfume. 
It was such an hour as gives romance 
the upper hand with our hearts. We 
sat together upon a garden seat among 
the lemon-trees, and she drew very close 
to me, and sat quite quiet. After a 
while, she said, as though there had been

mine, still.

CLOTHING IN HOT WEATHER.—The 
Daily Telegraph says: A Teufelsdrockh 
himself might laugh grimly to see how, 
under tropical influences, simplicity has 
reasserted itself. The waistcoat has 
been discarded, and its absence cunningly 
hidden by a loosely buttoned coat. Our 
collars have grown laxer, our neckties 

have dwindled into thin wisps of an 
apology. Flannel shirts have reasserted 
themselves, and white hats have ceased 
to be the distinctive badge of Liberal- 

rism. Nor have the ladies been slow to 
follow the example of the baser and 
feebler sex. High heeled boots have 
given way to dainty little shoes. Dresses, 
light and airy as blown sea foam, hold 
their own over stiff rustling silks and 
satins. And with our dress we have 
also changed our habits. Our menut 
has "formed itself," as a chef would 
say, of salads and ices, fruits and ethereal 
pastry, cold meats and iced drinks. So 
we have done our best to hold our own 
again t nature, and that not altogether 
unsuccessfully. Should the next sum- 
mer, and yet the next, be even such as 
the present, use will, perhaps, become 
second nature.

The Quebec Mercury says: Dr. La- 
Rue has shewn us a sample of steel

sang my wife from the loner room.
She used to sing,

“Meet me by moonlight alone.” 
accompanying herself on the guitar in— 
old days.

Yes, the romance was all over—
“The days were gone when beauty bright 

My heart’s chain wove—
When my dream of life, from morn to night. 

Was love, still love "
And who was the writer of that 

epistle? She insinuated that 1 made 
love to her; that was not precisely a 
clue, for what men does not do that 
whenever he has an opportunity? and 
what woman does not give a man an 
opportunity when he pleases to take it?‘ 

"Bill," cried my wife from the door- 
way, "the fish is just right now, and if 
you don’t come to breakfast it will be 
as cold as ice. What did the postman 
bring you?"

"Nothing of importance," I answered 
Then with a sigh, I followed Bell to 
the dining-room.

We used to call each other Isabel and 
William, but it was Bell and Bill now. 
All commonplace together, said the 
devilish little note in my waistcoat 
pocket. However, it prophesied cor 
rectly, for the next post brought the 
invitation from my friend Earle, who 
was to give a fancy-dress masquerade 
party on a certain evening, and who 
requested the pleasure of our company.

Should I show it to Bell, or not ? My 
conscience pricked me sorely. Bell en- 
joyed such things so much, and Bushburn 
was such a dull place, and was really 
very seldoin that anything came to 
break its monotony. I walked down 
the garden path and looked at the red

been unsatisfactory. The London Times startling in the telegraph office, the 
of the 14th ultimo says the weather Superintendent, J. M. Toucey of the
throughout last week was most unfavor Hudson River Railroad, and Robert 

Wilkinson, the night operator, was 
working the wires during the storm, 
because of the washing away of a culvert 
near Catskill making telegraphing 
necessary. While they were engaged, 
there came a blinding flash of lightning 
and at the same instant a ball of fire 
dropped from the Poughkeepsie and 
Eastern Railroad wire and exploded on 
the desk between Mr. Toucey. and Mr. 
Wilkinson. Both were affected, Mr. 
Wilkinsons’s ears and fingers tingling 
with electricity. Further work ceased 
at once till the storm subsided. The 
engineer of the down train witnessed 
fearful scenes along the railroad while 
his train was in motion. Streaks of 
lightning ran around his engine and over 
it, and down upon the railroad track, 
shooting far ahead of the advancing train 
and the air seemed to be impregnated 
with sulphur.

“The steamer Mary Powell landed 
her passengers here while the storm 
was in progress. Captain Anderson 
took hold of the bell wire to ring the 
engineer’s bell, and received a shook 
that came very near knocking him 
down.

“Strange to say that not a building in 
this city olorureck he is.holes, and 

crimson. The people generally were 
much alarmed.”

A new phase in bill-posting was ob- 
served by Broad pedestrians. A 
horse had succum to the heat on the 
previous evening, and his remains had 
not been removed. The day was cloudy 
and the umbrella people were “out with 
their posters. One of them, the "Star’, 
umbrella man, at once seized his oppor- 
tunity, and commencing at the neck, he 
plastered the unfortunate animal from 
end to end with his announcements. 
With a smile at his triumph over all 
competitors, he then left for other fields

able for the wheat harvest, raining more 
or less almost every day, and causing a 
general sprouting of the grain ; blight 
and mildew are very prevalent, especially 
in certain districts ; and as the gathering 
proceeds it becomes more and more 
obvious that, whether as regards yield, 
quality, weight, or condition, England 
will have a larger diversity than for 
several years past. The trouble seems 
to have been an excess of rain. In some 
parts of the country the rain had beea 
so continuous that the farmers could d. 
nothing in the way of harvesting. In 
these counties the ripe grain has lodged 
quite generally, which, to say nothing 
about the increased danger from mildew 
and sprouting while in this condition, 
adds largely to the expense of cutting 
and harvesting. In other parts, where 
the grain had been cut and set up in 
shocks, the sheaves had been thoroughly 
saturated and the grain damaged.

The London Mark Lane Express 
takes a very gloomy view of affairs and 
and says that the prevalence of dry cold 
weather is the only thing which can 
prevent affairs from assuming a decidedly 
serious aspect. England is not peculiar 
in thus suffering from an exceedingly 
rainy season. It is the same in France, 
and the Paris market had advanced 3s 
per quarter on wheat in consequence. 
Germany, Holland, Belgium, Poland and 
Prussia, are full of apprehension; and 
Hungary plainly asserts that the gather- 
ing there is so unequal and inferior that 
exports from thence are hopeless. To 
make a bad matter worse, Ireland and 
some parts of England are threatened 
with a partial failure of the potato crop.

A large and handsome: map of the 
Dominson has -been prepared by Mr. 
Alexander Russell, P. I.. 8., by order 
of the Minister of Agriculture, for dis- 
tribution in Europe.ns
1 The two best rules for a system of 
rhetoric, are, first, to have something to 
say, and next, to say it, instr
a It is just as impossible to get along 
without advertising as it is for a cross- 
eyed men to borrow a gun.

of metal and grit which they constantly 
inhale ; this irritates the lung and even- 
tually causes acute disease. Polishing 
is the next process, and is per formed on 
wheels covered with emery and oil. Each 
ax, after having gone through this oper- 
ation, shines like polished si ver. In- 
spection of the most rigid kin follows. 
We find a workman sitting before a

manufactured at the establishment on ... ... 2,
St. Charles River, near Bickell’s Bridge. small anvil, taking "P the at:

It was turned out on Saturday in the a

one at
a time, and tapping them with his ham- 
mer. Nothing passes his of ervation. 
An ax, which appears to us perfectly 
sound at every point, rests on is anvil. 
A blow or two with the hamm - and his

presence of the Company and surpassed 
their highest anticipations. The steel 
is of the finest quality, being suitable for 
the manufacture of razors, and can be 
placed in the market at an exceedingly 
low rate. Hereafter instead of importing 
we shall be in the position of being able 
to export steel. The gentlemen who 
have established this manufacture de- 
serve to be rewarded for their untiring 
endeavors to obtain success. Their 
profits will be enormous, as at present 
steel of the same quality as the sample 
shown us, we are assured, commands 
the price of 20e per pound, while the 
cost of conversion does not amount to two 
cents.

BRIDGE OVEE THE NILE.—The Fives

no pause :
“You see I remember, 

cold, commonplace. I 1 
sweetness and romance.

Life is ebilly.
bit of 
to be 
to me.

want a 
I want quick ear detects a difference a sound. 

Picking up the axe, he dashed against 
the anvil, away flies a corner of its edge.

made love to again. Make love
William, if you haven’t quite forgotten 
how.”.

"I find life very m tter of fact my- 
self,” I said. “Perhaps I should like a 
bit of romance too, but you know I am 
married.”

“So am I,” she said.
“Oh !” said I.
“But that need make no difference,” 

she added.-.
This was cool. But man is mortal. 

She dropped her cheek upon my shoulder. 
I put my arm around her waist, as in 
"M monter your husband is not here?" 

Isaid.” Why not tell me who you are?"
"Oh, if you can’t remember, why 

should I?" said she. “Where’s the 
ring gone you used to wear ?"

“The ring Phemie Davis gave me ?" I 

asked.
"I don’t wear it now. You see- 
"Your wife objected?” said the girl. 
“Are you Phemie Davis?” I asked.

Phemie was the greatest flirt I ever 
knew, and I had flirted with her, and 
perhaps —“Is it Phemie?” I asked 

““HI won’t tell. I’m married, you

doux had spoken of as “burning" there, 
and thought what a fine imagination she 

‘• must have. And I thought of Bell going 
dowu the lane with baby io a perambu- 
lator, and 1 said to myself, “She is 
content with him. I’ll go to the mas-

proving that the temper was inequal. 
Another is thrown aside for 1 minute, 
almost inperceptible, crack. A third 

- - - " thus
tools

yields too readily to the file i 2 
the inspection goes on, the rejec 
being, if possible, made over, or else 
finding their way to the scrap h sp.

Now comes the painting and beling.
querade alone." 
IF

I.
And

he while. 
ay at all. 
ume and 
began to 
iscovery, 
I out of 
eing seen 
)that my

a to me, 
costume, 

for the 
su, and 
the wig- 
come to 
man is 
I choose 
he and 
do it-

The

Passing into another apartment we find 
hundreds of finished axes han ng on 
frames. Some are red, other black, 
others bronzed, in order to : it the 
varied tastes of the market. from aand 

the 
by a 
emo 
had 
and, 
atter

Lille Company are reported to have com- 
pleted and opened for traffic a large new 
bridge between Kasv el Nil and Gehsireh, - ...1
uniting the suburbs of Cairo with the of hickory rapidly out up and the 1.1. 
opposite or left bank of the river Nile. *1 
This bridge is of iron, double trellis

room below, we hear the whirro lathes.
we see the gr logslooking down.

in machines nearly resembling th lathes 
used for making shoe lasts; and a thus 
see the finished handles turned o withgirders, and constructed in two parts, 

one fixed and the other moveable, for the 
service of the navigation. Its length is 
about 450 yards, or s little over a 
quarter of a mile, and the width, be- 
tween the centers of the girders, is not 
quite 40 feet. The total weight of the 
bridge is 1,600 tuns, and it has been

incredible rapidity.
Meanwhile, around us, men een- 

gaged in branding and boxing the finish- 
ed tools. Here are axes, hatchets, dees, 
mattocks, turpentine tools for North 
Carolina, and hammers of every d vorip- 
tion. Huge Spanish axes destir a for 
the hands of the Indians of

that 
Bell’ marriage and wonders “how she could 

have loved a man with a red moustache.” 
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