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Daisies.

Out in the meadows, 8o iresh and so dewy,
Out in the meadows at brenking 0f day;
Op'ning their eyes at th

light,
“We wish you good morrow,”

trst beam of sun-

the daisics
say.

Golden and white,

In the morning light,

“ Werwish you good morrow,” the daisies say.

Out in the fields in the glory of noontide,

Out where the |

es and the butterflies play;

I'hrough white lids looking

their

heaven,
“ We love the bright "H!Hhi‘)l“” the* daisies
say.
Grolden and white,
In the noonday light,

“Welove the bright sunshine,” the daisies say

Out in the flelds when the bright sunlight
fadeth,

! gildeth the hilltop with lingering ray,
Closing their eyes as the dav’s glory dieth,

“ We wish you good night,” the daisies say.
Golden and white,
In the sunset light,

““ We wish you good night,” the daisies say.

Qut in the flelds in the still sweet starlight,
Hushed all contusion and noise of the day,
Fast asleep, with their golden eyes hidden,
““We wuke on the morrow,” they seem to
suy.
Golden and white,
In the still starlight,

Wgewiike on the morrow,” they scem o suy

JEMMY'S MADMAN.

LETTER FROM MISS JE \H)l A BURNSIDE TO
THOMAS BURNSIDE, ESQ.

[How the Republican got hold of thi-
letter not matter. Let it suflic
that it has it, by consent of all parties,
who

does
hope that in some extraordinary
way it may greatly advance the moru
and emotional interests ot other young
men and women. ]
My Dean Tom

I have

id an extraordinary adven-

ture. Prepare to shiver. Of all plices
sct as - traps for the unwary travele
H—= is the most trying and uniiti
gated. T should recommend all inex

ienced young women (like myself, be
fore I receive] this sad lesson) to scttle
point definitely before starting o
their travels; if Il—— must lie in thei
way, determine either to start from it,

ond

or to go there dast, prepared to stay
When I left the Plainville train and en-
tered the hot, erowded waiting-room, 1
went at once, to the ticket-master and
asked:
*“How long shall T hiave to wait for
the train to Mountain Ash station
Six hours,” asnswered the wooden
man, without a glimmerof natural emo

tion.

I know I groaned aloud as I turned to
view the prospect o'er. The day was
simply — Tophet — the  waitipg-room;
as I remarked, was /crowdled — and
with the most unpromisingsét,of cross,
clderly, traveling-agent-like tourists it
was ever my misfortune to meet; noth-
ing that offered a . chance of entertain-
ment—plenty of babies, sour, sticky,
some sleepy, some audibly wakeful, all
more or less decorated with gingerbread
crumbs around theirnoses. I do some-
times find comfort and consolation in
watching babies on a journey, or per-
haps the elderly persan, unaccustomed
to travel, who engage§ your attention by
means of an umbrelld, and receives
answer to her numerous\questions with
an air of open suspicion, which suggests
her belief in the creed that travelers are
always liars; these oddities, you know,
are always z\luusing.\v hut yesterday
morning it seemed as if \\N ‘the interest-
ing and all the eccentrid tlements of mi-
gratory society had bgén) eliminated,

stare, which, for a moment, I returned
as if fascinated. Tom, wasn’t it shock-
ing? Ot course I changed ‘my seat; I
dived intothe ladieg’ room ; I drank po-
tations of ice-water that would make a
doctor faint with horror, in the hope of
interrupting, at least,gthat unwinking
gaze; but all in vain.,” Like the ancient
mariner, he had fixed me with his glit-
tering eye.

You needn’t put on your sneer and
mumble *flirtation;” no such thing. 1
flatter myself I know what a look of ad-
miration is by this timé;and I solemnly
assure you that, incredible as it seems,
there was nothing in this man’s orbs
that even hinted such a thing. There
was something horrible in the fixity of
his stare. I felt that some{fling unusual

caused it. I scented a/mystery, and
dreadful suspicions flgcked into» my
mind.

It is not at all.clear what I might have
done, if left to myself—but just-at that
critical moment a big, hasty wasp came
bumping in through the window and set-
tled in my hair. Isuppose he was en-
tangled—at all events, he refused to
l"}l\'(‘.

You know how I hate them? No
doubt I acted like a lunatic—I pranced
about shaking my head and tearing my
locks—and I caught sight of the man
whom I had quite forgotten. He had
risen to his feet, looking much excited—
what happened next was as much his
fault as the wasp’s—I snatched my bag,
rushed.out of the door, still tearing my
hair—and T ran down the street, Tom,
as if I had been six years old, hotly pur-
sued by the mari—the wasp still fast in
my hair, doubtless much disgusted, and
buzzing like ten thousand rolled into |

“Don’t be frightened. You fellsown,
I see. All right, sit still and I'll come
to you in a minute. Be sure to sit per-
fectly still.” So saying he vanished,
leaving me with my mouth wide open,
and the scream, so to speak, frozen within
t.

Now, Tom, I can’t stop every time to
depict my state of mind. Just please to
fancy it, for the thought of postage on
this letter already weighs me down, and
I must hasten to state the facts.

In two seconds or thereahoits Mr.
Madman appeared—where do you think?
Wading through the water around a
bend in theriver. He came just below
me and holding up his arms, cried,
“Jump!” 1 believe I observed, “Go
away!” He answered, scorning origi-
nality, “Jump, don’t be afraid!” Then,

seeing the need of further argument, he'|

added, “I'm here to catch you.” [
didn’t tell him that this reason power-
fully dissuaded me from the step—or the
jump—but I thought it. I said, how-
ever, “I can’t. I won'ter Oh, g0
away!"

‘ Nonsense!” said he, very rudely.
“Go away and leave you hanging up
there like a stranded mermaid? How
will you get down, if I don’t stay?
Come, wor’t you?” 2

Then, seeing that I sat stock still and
put my hands over my face—for really,
I can’t help remarking that 1 was
frightened to death—he said, with a cool
determination that froze my marrow,
*Very well;-if you won’t come to me, 1
must go to you, that's all.” A hint that
I inhospitably answered with” another
scream. :

do

‘No use; he climbed like a ecat; 1
couldn’t but admire his agility; but

one. don’t think I admired the way he swung

You may judge if your sister was | himself beside me and seized both hands.
frightened—I don’t think I kne'w what I | Obh, Tom! Of course I struggled wildly.
was dping, until I found the broad Con- | The dreadful man then threw his arm
necticut before me, the wasp free at last, | around my shoulder—no doubt I should
and long since departed, and the dread- | have pitched off into the river if he

only the dreariest mmm(\{l‘: are remain-
ing. A\ -

I wanted to take a wal \bll, my pro-
phetie soles assured me th \\l hose pave-
ments, radiating heat, we o better
than burning plowsh: oply\a martyr
could be expected to enjoy 8y \ a prom-
enade; the very grasshopper§ Y\ distant
fields chirped with a noise JiRd sizzling. ‘

You see, Thomas mavourngds, how |
gloomy was the situation; an@ yet, out

of these unpromising elemen
genious sister developed an
of vast dimensions—so vast, in f
I doubt «f you ever let me trav
again.  (Nows verrons.) Perh
would like me to hasten the na
very well.
Upon this scene of anguish and gk
enter the liveliest of strangers; I
had been clapped on—no hat witl
a cock could possibly have been strajg
ened before a glass—his coat also |
hasty, and if' a doubt! remained thatif
young man was in a hurry, one gl
athis movements would have dissipa
it. forever. He was looking anxiou
through the crowd, and I was observiyp
this unseemly ‘energy with' langu
amusement, when suddenly I met h
eye; and, oh! Tom, the most bewilderink}
thrill went through me! Can you b
licve that ‘hisJeek-meant TETognition
—not recognition only, but relief, secrecy,
mystery and Heaven knows what besides !
I expected him to hail me as a sister

pur in-
pnture
\ that |

lone

S y(m

plive;

|
|

n
At
h
I\t
! \

\

at least, arter that joyful glance ; instead, f

he dropped into a seat and began a steady

‘

{ went gayly and

| noted for its presence of mind in time of

b\

ful man out of sight.
more. Worse
The river bank was very
steep, quite a precipice, in fact. After 1 |
had cooled off a little under an old wil- |
low—for it was quite rural all around |
(Tcounted five more geese besides my- |
self, two ducks and a hen)—I peeped |
over the brink, and there, twenty feet |
down, the river purled along, cool, dim
andtFanquil, and great ferns waved at
the base of the rocks, sending their |
sweet, damp smell into the hot air, .\ul
green and fresh, that T longed to drnp\

l

Are you sympathizing?
is to come.

down among them” and spend the five

g hours of waiting in a peaceful nap.
Prepare, Tom—I am coming to a sad |
confession.

Half way down was a smooth wiglv;
ledge; I felt sure I could reach it, for 1|
liad not forgotten how I always followed |
you up apple trees and over ridge-poles
in the days of our youth. Tracing back |
the cause of crime, you will find that |
you are to blame for what follows: I|
trusted to the foolish instruction ot a
misguiding elder brother, and blindly
sought my own destruction.

By the way, I kept one eye on the
landscape im.my rear, but no one ap-
peared in view, and I short-sightedly |
believed the man had given up the
chase. I had formulated a theory by
that time—he: was a harmless lunatic.
I'm sure you think so yoursélf, don't
you now?

Behold, then, your sister on the brink
of a precipice. You know what always
happens-to bad little boys and girls who
do wrong thingd—bough or the ice or
stolen eggs always break, and Nemesis,
who was just hiding around the corner,
steps in promptly~with a good birch
switch. Mine is an orthodox moral
tale, and 8o of course the twig to which
I trusted played me false, and I, who
began the descent with such propricty,
suddenly threw caution to the winds,
informally bowling !
down the slope and landed smartly on'
the ledge at last, rather to my own sur- l
prise, for I fully expected to wind up |
with an impromptu bath in the river. |

It wasn't 8o very bad—the drawback |
of the situation was that I had not the
nerve to go back. I shook all over, and
was rather bruised, too, if the truth
must; be told.

The family of Burnside ims ever been

danger (I spare you the time-worn joke
—that absence of body would be better),
and I, its true representative at that
moment, soon arrived at the conclusion
that I had better shout for help.. Of
course I didn't want to—the worst piin-
ishment for haying béen a fool is the
necessity of calling in outsiders to Wit?k
ness to it—but there was nothing else
be done.
my eyes and began a systematic series of
yells. It is strange that one canpot
“m!ﬁkonpremnditat-*d scream sound spon-
taneous. Don’t you know how ridicu-
ldus it always sounds on the stage? My
;inrfoi‘mum-e was very affected, but you
may try yourself to shout the syllables
A h—o-w!” as loud and as long as pos-
, and improve on it if you can.
thancing to open my'eyes and look up
the first explosion—oh, Tom! there
as the crazy man looking down!
ithout a word! I screamed in earnest

Jieh| and for the first time he thought

I threw back my- head, shut \‘

I breathed once | hadn't, but I'd rather have done it—and

all the time he s talking in the most
soothing way,'which didn't soothe me
in theleast, as you can well imagine.

“ Poor child!” I heard at last; * Molly,
Molly, be still a minute. You don’t
know me. I'm Cousin Charlie.”

This gave me a hope that I was mis-
taken after all and the man was no

{ lunatie, but merely a blundering vietim
| of myopia, who took me for somebody

cise. I turned on him fiercely and said,
“You are right; I don’t know you at
all.”

“Certainly not,” he assented, cheer-
lully.. .**"Tis years: since last we mct,

but I'm glad we meet again. Aren't
{ you? What would you have done with-
out aPpreserver, Miss Molly? Your
father telegraphed me this morning’to

meet and look after you. Considering

| this little adventure, it's well he did.

Are you given to tumbling off’ hill-tops,
Cousin Molly?” Ile was clearly laugh-
ingat me! I grew frantic.

*“ My name’s not Molly! You take me
for somebody else. My father is dead—
he couldn’t have telegraphed you this
morning—let me go, let me go!” I cried,
wriggling like an eel.

*““ You may have forgotten your name,”
Witp great calmness. “ You know you
forgot to take a trunk this morning.
Shall we go back and get it?”

I could only stare at him, speechless.
I was prepared to argue the point of m¥
identity, though he must be a bat indeed
not to discover his mistake at the dis-
tance which then separated us, but to be
so taken for granted, with this air of
supernatural information as to who 1
might be—I confess it prostrated my
powers of repartee.

**Come, we won’t pretend any longer,
Molly, that we don’t know our name
and our cousin, Charlie Thorne. Why
should I be here if you were not you and
I were not I?"

I may frankly say I didn’t like his
tone, which was in fact adapted to an
intelligence of eight years or there-
abouts. Filled with rage, I turned to
him and said loudly and distinctly:

“Idon’t know what you mean. My
name, in the first place, is not Molly. It
is Jemima Burnside. I live in the city of
Boston,and I am on my way to visit
friends at Mountain Ash station. Here"
—diving into my pocket—** is my ‘hand-
kerchief with my name on it—here’s a
letter from Tom addressed to me”
(providentially received this morning be-
fore T left Plainvifle). * Read it, read it,
if you don’t believe me, and do let me
go!™

I wrenched mysell from a grasp that
suddenly became nerveless. Such a face,
Tom! It makes me shout now to think
of it. He stared at the letter under his
ose as if' its address was in Greek, he
held the handkerchief I had thrust upon
him, rigidly, as if it turned to stone.”

| and warned at the

lunatic? It doesn’t seem
say a man is—"

half so bad to

*Oh, yes it does,”Tie said, beginning
to laugh; *“to him. We have our feel-
ings, too, and such a charge would be
sadly mortifying. But please let me
state the extenuations of my case. My
uncle, Mr. Harris, telegraphed me—wait,
here the telegram,” drawing a
crumpled paper from his vest pocket,
where it had evidently been thrust after
reading. T read:

“GAY ATION, June 10,
To Charles Thorne, 149 Main street, H.—
Meet Molly at 10:30 train. She has lost

18

took train for H.
blue veil. Carries small bag. «No lug-
gage. Stop her, for God’s sake.
J. G. HARRIS."
“You understand, don’t you?

the 4tation as the crowd
She was not in it.
and there I saw you—the only one who
could pessibly be my poor cousin. 1
think you are wearing a gray dress and
blue veil?”

He was only a man, helpless about de-
tails of feminine costume, but he was
right, and I told him so.

“ You really look something like her,”
he continued, regarding me.

“Thank you,” Isaid, promptly,

“I was about to add that my Cousin
Mary is a raving belle—but you don't
deserve it now,” he answered, with out-
rageous impertinence. But it seemed by
this time as if we were old friends, Tom
—you know one can't'tumble off a cliff
or climb stocking-fogted up the same,and
preserve any great formality of respec

““No, you are only 0o good not to al-
lude more distinctly tc that wasp atthe
station. I see all now. No wonder you
thought I was crazy.”

“Oh—it w: asp? Ah, yes."

Once more I didn’t like his tone; I
knew he was ridiculing my prejudices,
but I ean’t help it—were I twice a man I
should be afraid of them.

“But your cousin?" I said. and he
started if I had fired off a cracker.
Privately, between you and me, I believe
lie had forgotten her. He now made up

)
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g o
i for it, however, and looked so” unhappy

that T did all T could to help him get
rid of me. He pulled and hoistsd me
up the rocks at last, and, once on top, so
far forgot himselt as to make jokes on
my misfortune.

the lightning express down the bank, or
the accommodation back again?”
Fo-this I-eoldly answered by a surees-
tion that he had better go get his shoes
before the ducks and geese ate them up.
Oh, Tom, I must hurry. There i
much more to tell, but I reserve it for
another letter—unless I forget it. Mr,
Thorne knows our friends here—he came
out and called on tliem last evening, and
said he would come again. That, how-
ever, I shall believe when 1 see him.
Your sex are all deceivers, Tom, you've
otten said so, and I mean to believe you.
This is all the adventure—I give you
leave to put it in your next novel. Your
most affectionate sister,
MIMA BURNSIDE.
P.S.—As usual, I left out the most im-
portant part. Mr. Thorne’s cousin is
all right. She didn’t come to H— at
all, but was traced by a detective and
brought home that same evening. Poor
girl! Mr. Thorne says that the doctors
give hope of Lier recovery in time.
Yours, J.B.
—Springficld Republican.

A Wooden Belle,

The Punch and Judy idea isover 2,000
years old. The Celestial Emperor Kao
Tau (B, C. 206) was shut tp in the city

Huns. With his majesty was % states-
man, Ch’en P'ing, ‘who, happening to
know that. the wife of the hesieging
chieftain was a very jealous woman, de-
vised a scheme. He caused the portrait

[ofa very beautiful girl to be forwarded

to her, with a message that if her hus-
band would permit the emperor to-go
forth unharmed the young lady should

wife never mentioned the portrait to her
husband, but at once began to persuade
him to raise the siege, which, in fact, he
would have done torthwith had he not

upon he sent to say that it would be
necessary for him first of all to have a
glimpse of this beauty in the flesh; and
later on he repaired by agreement to the
foot of the city wall, where he beheld
the young lady moving about and sur-
rounded by a number of attendants.
His suspicions being thmus allayed, he

‘“ I—I—oh, pray forgive me!” he stam- | gave orders to open a passage through |
mered. “Ican hardly believe you even | his lines to the Emperor Kao Tsu and
now. What shall T say to explain to | suite, who promptly made the best of

you?—the fact is—oh, Miss Burnside, it | their way out.

At the same time the

is really too bad that I should have to | Hun chieftain entered the city and pro-

begin my apology. by stating that I took | deeded to the spot bn the wall where the |back liken trooper.

you for a lunatie!” :
Of course I stared and exclaimed,
“ Why, but I took you for a lunatic!”
* “What?" he cricd. naively, ‘ why
should you take me for a lunatic?”
This was too much. I retorted bit-

terly

TIMELY TOPICS. Give Me the People.

Some love the glow ot outward show —

A few months ago a young man of
Grinnel, Towa, married the girl of his
choice. One day recently he received a
package containing a note and
The note explained that the cigar was a
wonderfully fine one. The unusual
character of the gift, coupled with the

Some love mere wealth, and try to win it;
The house to me may lowly be,
I T hat like the people in it!

a cigar. | What's all the gold, that glitters cold,

When link’d to hard or hanghty feeling ?
Whate’er we're told, the nobler gold
Is truth of heart and manly dealing!

187—. | to his wife.

Wears gray dress and | the end that is usually bitten off before

The | ing the majority of people against ex-
train was in—I had barely time to reach ' posing themselves during a thunder
poured out. |
I entered the station |

| carefully unrolled the cigar and found
her mind, wandered away this A. M., and l

| in sight of the islanders, the last of the | pers spend nearly $100,000.000 every sea-

fact that the young husband did not
recognize the name of the donor, aroused
his suspicions and he showed his preésent
She recognized the writing
former suitor. She then

Then let thern seek, whose minds are weak,
Mere fashion’s smile, and try to win it—
The house to me may lowly be,
It I but like the people in it!

as that of a

A lowly roof may give us prool L]

That lowly flowers are often fairest ;
| several grains of strychnine conceéaled in | And trees, whose bark is hard and dark,

d
t-

worth as sure, ‘neath garments poor, g

rield us frait, and bloom the rarest!

smoking.

As e’er adorned a loftier station;

“ While there is little need of caution- | And minds as just as those, we trust, e

Whose claim is but of wealth's creation’!
Then let them seek, whose minds are we ak,
stornr,” says the Boston Transcript,
““the killing of two children in a sum-
mer-house near New York is a reminder
of the possibilities in an electrie” visita
tion. None but the foolhardy, ignorant
of what is known about atmospheric
electricity, and what takes place in a
lightning stroke, will neglect to Watch
the probable nearness of appro:u-h\f
the electric eloud, and take measures ac
cordingly, such as removing from the | A doctor is judged by his skill as weil ;o
vicinity of tall isolated objects, avoiding | a8 by his cures.
currents of air, and getting away from |
chimneys and walls. Professor Olm- |
stead used to say that more people were ‘
killed annually by lightning than hy‘
railroad and steamboat accidents put |

A |
l
|
|
|

Mere inshion’s smile, and try to win it;
The house to me may lowly be,

It I bt like the people in it! \ o
0
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ITEMS OF INTEREST,
Bookkeepers have the ruling passion
strong in life. e

Net prophets—Those who predict lots ;t

of mosquitoes.

in

A Rockford (Ill.) man has a cherry
orchard containing 3,500 trees.

The Emperor of Germany has frequent
and threatening fits of fainting. il
together.” A scolding woman, like atrain condue- b
&)r. is pretty much on the rail. :

The *‘audiometer,” sn instrument for
Shetland Islands, has just died at King- | measuring the sense of hearing, is a late
horn. She was a native of Unst and | scientific invention.
during a great gale, May 26, 1856, when, \

Helen Petrie, the Grace Darling of the

It is estimated that American shop- '
g

1 »-seeking fishing-boats was capsized, | . : h

1ome-seeking fishing-boats was capsized, | son over the counters in London.

two of its occupants being drowned, and The family cat at the White' House

“Which do you prefer, Miss Burnside, !

of  Peh-teng by an army of barbarous |

became his property. The chieftain’s |

been privately informed of the picture |
same time that the |
whole affair was simply a ruse. There- 1

the ®ther two, clinging to the overturned
boat, were drifting out with the tid
she and her sister-in-law, her father, a
man of seventy, steering, put

cue which none on shore would venture
to attempt. Helen Petrie, who received
the Royal Inctitption’s medal for this
feat, was a small woman, little used to
boats. Two years later she saved three
lives under pre ly similar circum-
‘ stances; then she went over to the main-

land and ended her days as a domestic
! “She was a simple minded,
ightforwazd, strictly pious woman.”

|

servant.
sty

%

E Politeness is a great thing. It does
! much to make our sojourn here below
more pleasantthan it otherwise would
be. Ttis oil on troubled waters; grease
on the wheels of every-day life. If a
person does wrong, that person ghould
apologize for it, at least this is the way
a St. Louis lady looked at the matter.
She was ironing .in the third story
of a building on O'Fallon street and laid
the iron carelessly on the window-sill,
when a slight jar caused it to fall on
O’Fallon street, or rather on the head ot
James Reade, who was passing at the
time. The Republican gravely states
that ““the lady who was indirectly the
cause of the unfortunate affair called
upon the man during hisillness and-ex-
pressed her regrets for what had hap-
pened.” Of course the expressing of re-
grets made things all right. The man
died that night, but it must have been
a great consolation to his friends to know
that the lady *‘regretted” the trivial
fact that she had killed him.

An application of electricity has been
| successfully made in France which
| threatens an entire revolution in motive
| power, and the substifution of electricity
'| for steam. A letter to the Petit Journal,
of Paris, states that after several experi-
ments the proprietor of the sugar manu-
factory at Sermaize- (department of
| Marne) a few months since sueceeded in
| unloading their beet-root boats by elec-

tricity, at a distance of 300 feet from the
| factory. Their farm battery is propelled
| by the same-agent. It excites great as-
tonishment to see the horse-gin (manege)
| turning with great velocity, and without
' the horse that fofmeriy worked it. Two
| wires which conduct electricity to the
i gin or mill from a distance of 700 metres
| (2,100 feet) explains its continual move-
| ment. Encouraged by this practical
success, the mill proprietors have caused
to be constructed an electro-magnetic
apparatus which by means of avsteel
cable conducts the plow ‘to a great
depth, and performs the labor of eight
oxen. The inventor says that he will
soon be able to produce a much greater
force.

The Emperor William sleeps on a bed
hard enough to have suited the Duke of
Wellington, does not smoke or use snuff,

is fond of flowers and especially of fresh
| air, drinks one glass of Burgundy a day,
| rises early and fares frugally. He is
| eighty-two-years old and can ride horse-
|

| younglady was awaiting him, still gar- |

' Why should you take me fora |

| rounded by her handmaids; hit on ar-
riving there he found that the beauty
and her attendants were simply a set of
wooden puppets which had been dressed
up for the occaasion and were worked by
a concealed arrangement of springs.

ordinance

an
against the sale of oysters in summer,
and an Oystermen’s Protective Associa-

| Philadelphia has

unv-:u'ml‘g,l |
| off in a sthall punt and effected the res-

|

|

| was a present to Mrs. H
s f tleman in Asia. It is a Siamese.

|
|

yes from a gen-

Remark by the small boy of the
period: Let me see the circuses of a na-
tion, and I care not who makes its laws.

A college orator in a spiked-tail coat
points the way to true greatness and
then goes and rents himself as a pitcher
for a professional nine.—Picayune.

High Wolf, one of the Cheyenne
chiefs, was knocked flat on the ground

.with a hail stone the size of a man’s fist

during a storm at Wichita, Kansas.

There are no two people who look
tipon-each other with more distinguished
contempt than the miser and the spend-
thrift, and T guess 'ﬂwy are hoth right
about it.—Josh Billings.

It is a little singular, although no less
true, that one small but well-constructed
fly will do more toward breaking up a
man’s afternoon nap than the outdoor
racket of a full brass band.— Waterloo
Observer.

The average urchin little fears
The policeman stout or slim—
That is, upop a scorching day,
When a cool, refreshing swim
Is involved.
—New York Slar.

What ‘¢ Boom’’ Means.

The current word to express-a pe-
culiar and frequent phenomanon in
American politics is *“boom.” Tt is de-
rived from the Western idiom describing
the freshets in rivers and creeks. In
those -streams that are far from the
stable equilibriuni of tidal waters there
are very great inequalities of volume.
Some of them vary from six inches of
dust in a dry time to sixty feet of water
during a season of rains, and all have
their times when the usually thin and
shallow streams come pouring down in
a yellow flood, bearing fence rails and
corn stacks and other signs of the inva-
sion of the riparian farms, and laden
with the dog-gone expletives of the set-
tlers and the vexations of the travelers
delayed at the fords. The stream is pow-
erful while it but that is only for
aday or two, and while it is at its height
of temporary greatness it is called a
*“boom.” **Lost Creck or the Dry Fork
is a-booming,” is the way in which the
natives describe these passing ebulitions
of nature.

The Land of Midian.

The words * Midian " and * Midian
ites” are, of course, familiar to every
reader of the Bible; even the little
schoolgirl knows that it was to mer-
chants of this nation—Ishmaelites—that
Joseph was sold. But we doubt many
persons who are not advanced geograph-
ical students have at all a clear idea ot
the situation of this country, and still
more, whetler they know that it was in
very ancient times resorted to by Egyp-
tians for gold and copper and for the

“highly-prized * blue-green stones "%

turquoises. Midian, the Madyan of the
Arab geographers, is that pait of the
Arabian desert which lies to the east of
the northernportion of the Red Sea, a
narrow__strip - of _countrya. i

_extending
lengthwise from the head of the Gulf

of Akabah to the Hejaz. It is mostly
barren and mountainous, and, althotigh
under the dominion of Egypt, is still in

tion that employs détectives to get evi-
| dence against the offenders.

the possession of the children of Ishmael,
the wandering Bedouin.—The Spectator.
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