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Untonehed hy Time,
Time sallies forth with scythe in hand,
T'o reap his harvest off the land,
And Jeave his Yootsteps in the sand.

He marks his progress with decay,
Btreaks the dark mountain side with gray,
And over earth holds regdl sway.

On beauty’s cheek he leaves his trace,
Carves deeper wrinkles on the face,
And takes what he can ne'er replace.

Our childhood's home, the haunts of youth,
Our later pleasure’grounds, forsooth,”
Boar marks of Time's corroding tooth,

He drapes the fields with fringe of gloom,
Makes of the sea a mighty tomb,
And earth goes mournfully to her doom.

Nay, Time may have a monarch’s power,
With cruel greed our realms devour,
But Love has its triumphant hour,

Timp enters not within the soul,
O'er faith and hope has ne control,
Nor marks the boundary of the goal.

Though palaces and temples fall,
¢  And underneath the funeral pall
Is laid the dearest one of all,

With songs immortal and sublime,
Love lifts us to a loftier clime,
For Love is still untouched by Time !

WINNIE'S FORTUNE.

The handsoms dining room in the
Mayberry mansion was all a glitter with
floods of gaslight and the ‘genial glow of
fire—for Mr., Josiah Mayberry was a
very ‘‘queer man,” according to his
wife's opinion, and this faney of his to
have nasty, ashy fires all over the splen-
did mansion before the weather became
cold enough, was one of his “‘eccentric
frenks,” Mrs, Mayberty called it, with a
cnrl of her lip, & toss of the head and a
smile, almost of contempt, directed at
t1e hale, hearty,honest-faced old gentle-
man who had married Ler for her pretty
face, ten years ago, when he wus an
immensely rich widower with his hand-
some half-grown son-for a not very de
sirab'e incumbrance,

They. were sitting -around the hand-

sone fable discussing their seéven
o'clock dinner, with the solemn butler
and his suborlinate, in silent, obse-
quions attention—~these three Mayber.
rys, father, son and. the haughty, well-
dressed lady who was wearing a decided
frown of displeasure on her face—a
frown she had barely power to refrain
from degenerating into a verbal expres-
sion of anger, while the servants were
in waiting, and which, as the door
finally closed on them, leaving the little
[Xsrty alcne, burst forth impetuously :
« "I declare, Mr. Mayberry, it is too
bad! T have gone over the list of invi-
tations yon - have made, and to think
there is not one—no, not one—of our
set among them, and such a horrid lot of
people as you have named.”

“I told yom, didn't I, Marguerite, |

that it was my intention to give an old-
fashioned dinner ? And by that I meant,
and mean, to whom it will, indeed, be

cause for thankfulness. = As to making a |

grand fuss, and seeing around oar table |
only the people to.whom a luxurious
dinner is but severy-day ooccurrence— |
I shall not do it And as to the guests |
on my list being * horrid ’ and ‘ common,’ |
Yyou are mistaken, my dear. Nohe of i
them hive any worse failing than pover- |
ty. “There-is not a ‘common,” vulgar |
person among the  whole ten names on
that paper.”

Mr. Mayberry’s good old face lighted
up warmly as he spoke, and Ernest |
Mayberry's handsome face reflected the |
satisfaction and pride which he felt in |

his father’s views,

Mrs, Mayberry flushed, but said noth-
ing. |

8he knew from experience that, kind |
and indulgent as lier husband was, there
were times when he suffered no appeal
from his decision ; and this was one of !
these times. !

*“ We will have dinner ordered from
twelve o'clock,asit used to be when I was
aboy, We will have roast turkey, with
cranberry sauce and mashed potatoes
and turnips, boiled onions and celery,
all on the table at once. For dessert,
pie, cheese and cider and nothing mqre.
Marguerite, shal] I give the order to
Lorton, or will you attend to it ?"

Mus, Mayberry twisted. her didmond
rings almost roughly.

““Oh, don't ask me to give such an
insane order tohim! T havé no wish to
appeat'as a laughing stock before my

. servants, Mr, Mayberry. It will be as
severe a sfrain on my endurance as I am
capable of, to be forced to sit at 'a table
with such. people as the Hurds, and the}'

Masons, and that Thyzra Green and her

lame brother, and that little old Wil-

mington, and his grand-daughter, and—"

Mr. Mayberry interrupted her gently—

“0Old Mr, Wilmington was a friend of
mine before he went to India. Bince he

| ] |
as more worthy than ever. Ernest, my | up to Winnie and took her hand, then |
] boy, I shall depend upon you to help | turning to the old gentleman.
| entertain our guests, and especially at | ‘“Until an hour ago I thonght this | a lady of a market woman.
| the table, for I shall have no servants | wonld be the proudest, happiest hour of
| about to scare them out of their appe- |
tites,” give me Winnie for my wife. Instead, | saw,™said the woman.
And Mr. Mayberry dismissed the sub-

juet by arising from the fable,
- * *

Not the Kind She Wanted, ’ Relative Strength of Wood and Metal

interesting report of recent experiment;

| dearly T love her,-and how patiently and | the customer, pinching one of them |

| Would I like to go? Oh, grandpa, I | home which she deserves—becanse, Mr. |

should Y Will we go, do.you think ?” Wilmington, this morning the house of | felling you, lady.

| ““8Sovyou'd like to accept Mr., May- | €yes were bright with a determination
| berry’s invitation to dinner; eh, Winnie? and braveness nothing could daunt.
1 You wouldn't be afraid of your old-fash-

| they were hatehed. And they're nice | goant half-inch square, only gave wa

" | ‘“Ob, yes, indeed, lady. Thgy're| made at the Ohio Agricultural and | 8

my life, for I should 113"}’ asked yon to | nice and tender—as fine ns any you ever | Mechanical College, with their mam- men there is nothing but » word snd &
2 | moth testing machine, for determining | blow,

I must be content to only tell you how | ““They don’t look like it,” remarked | the strength of different kinds of metal, | The poet was thinking of-the bottom

4 B > ok s
i and fat, too, lady see,”—holding up the | nnder 30,320 pounds, the two latter tests | mind owners of Nevada. rr=pose to sdod

—_—

. ' Items of Interest: /"

‘“ Are these young chickens ?” uskml! The Cincinnat® (/azefte contains an | A ringing bell, like an onion, is peal

g | npon peal, ;
| Between a brass-band leader and Jis

timber, etc. ““The first six tests were | of an oyster stew when he wrote ** Little
* hard T will work for her to give her the | critically. ]

of tenacity, A quarter-inch annealed | drops of water, little grains of sand.”
| -~ ““It's the honest Christian truth I'm | wire broke at 2,160 pounds; auother

I raised 'em miyself, | piece of annealed wiré, of the same size

The German farmers are” complaining

T i : : : » |-of large importations of Russiaun grain
The little wizened old man looked | Mayberry & Thurstov failed and both | and could give you their age to a day if | broke at 8,860 pounds; & piece of bar wbichgelre p:'mping Ge *";
fondly at her over his steel rimmed ‘mml.hen are beggars,” _ {my old man was here, for he put it { iron, half-inch square, broke with 18,- | and depressing prices.
glasseme,,. His handsome face was pale, but his | jown in the almanacthe self-same day |ggo pounds; a bar of Bessemer steel

» | Mesars. Flood & O'Brien, the great

| the only answer of which Mrs. Mayberry

] ioned grandfather, eh, among the fine folk
| of the family? Remarkably fine folk, I
| hear, for all I can remenfber when Joe

was a\boy together with myself. Fine
{ folk, Winnie, and you think we'd better

on
;go.’ N\

R | would like to go, grandpa. I |

don’t have many recreations—I don't
! want many, for I think contented, honert
| labor is the honestest thing in the world,
and the best discipline, but somehow, 1
can't tell why, but I do want to go. 1T
can wear my black cashmere, and you'll
be 8o proud of me,”

“Proud of you, ihdeed, my child, no
matter what you wear. Yes, we'll go.”

And thus it happened that among the
ten guests that sat down at Josiah May-
berry’s hospitable, overflowing board
that cold, blue-skied day, Winnie Wil-
mington and the little old man were
two—and two to whom Erigekt Mayberry
paid more devoted attention than even
his father had asked and expected.

Of course it was a grand success—all
excepling the cold hauteur on Mrs, May-
berry’s aristocratic face, and that was a
failure, becanse no one took the least
Botice of it, so much more powerful
were the influences of Mr. Mayberry’s
wd Ernest’s courteous, gentlemanly
tentions,

‘I only hope you are satisfied,” Mrs,
Josiah said, with what was meant to be
withering sarcasm, after the last guest
wd gone, and she gtood for a moment
before the fire; * I'only ix«»p?/yfpll are

paid to that young woman—very un-
1ecessary attention, indeed.”

Mr.- Mayberry rubbed his hands to-
gether briskly.

had it in my power to make them forget
théir poverty for one little hour. Did
yon see little Jimmy Hurd’s eyes glisten
| when Ernest gave him the second tri-
angle of pie? Bless the youngsters’
lhearts, they won't want anything to eat
for a week.”

‘T was speaking of the young woman
who "—Mrs, Mayberry was icily severe,
but her husband cut it short.

““8o you were—pretty little thing as

girl, with beautiful eyes enough to ex-

“Theboy! You seem to have forgot-
ten your son is twenty-three—old enough !
to fall in love with and marry—even a

| poor, unknown girl; yon were quixouc |

enough to invite to your table.”
‘“Twenty-three? So heis. And if
he wants to marry a beggar, and she is a |
good, virtuons girl, why not.”
A little gasp of horror and dismay was

was capable,
. « . .

““ Grandpa !”
Winnie's voice was so low that Mr,
Wilmington only just heard it, and

{ when he looked up he saw the girl’s

crimson cheeks and her lovely, drooping |
face,

““Yes, Winnie, you want to tell me
something ?”

She went up -behind iiim, and feaned
her hot cheek carelessly against his, her
sweet, low voice whispering her answer,

“ Grandpa, I want- to tell you some-
thing. I—Mr. May—we--Ernest has |
spoken—he—wants me to—oh, grandpa,

~atisfied—particularly with the attention '.

« Satisfied 2" Yes, thankful to God K| in your wooing of Winnie Wilmington, | ¢oal furnace and muttered :

ever I saw. A ladylike, graceful little | but for Winnie, my little Winnie. I

| millions, I determined to bring up my | plunged into it, and returning to wi

| for this, May He a thousand fold !"

Winnie smiled back upon him, her | choicest in the lot.

own cheeks l?a]illg‘. “You're quite sure they are uot|of iron and Bessemer steel. A piece of i si]v(:r foltr - ﬁq‘unre.
‘ Never mmd‘,v Ernest, on my account ; | tough, then? Young chickens are some- | hickory, one and a half inches square, | Yhen it was said that .\Iarn“ bafl ﬂll':‘
I can W‘ﬂ", f‘):!i X gt ; times nearly as tough as old ones, you | broke at 10,460 ponnds, and a piece of ' moous, it was r'ema‘rked: Think
Old Mr. Wilmington's eyes were al- know.” black walnut, same size, at 3,270 pounds, | YOURg people hvmg_m a planet where
sk Grar g e o “Yes, yes; very true. But I'm | The arrangefnent of the machine fur:“fa"e 1: no shady, side of the street at
l‘(;n “,Alu 1 ‘IH;‘ > qum]/l-] tm IWM O M8 | certain you'll find these tender. I had | transverse tests was illustrated by break- | Dight.
B "r:’(:‘ ‘:( "N; It‘m“:eA“m fl"-etl"- ; b 8 couple out of the same hrood for|ing a bar of apple wood, one inch square | The horseshoe at Niagara is now a
Y _(t':" lnp,‘e; : .l t‘;] \'V' o2 ‘hI S i | dinner, Tunesday, and they were as nice : and one foot long, supported at the ends ‘, right angle, rather than a curve. The
Un":l' y'miu, '";‘ ];\ s .fam Jlnf | a8 conld be.” and weight applied in the middle, with | rocks in the center have been eaten away
“'“ e '"‘i th' s .fm yt'l"." Wll el “L“'“ . The customer opened her purse and | only 960 pounds, A two-inch ecube of | from year to year, and mow the side
f':: ‘;v"';’eca::; "I" li«li:-i')n :25 lcl:\(u (zfl"l \ took out a brand new trade dollar, as | white Waverly sandstone was crushed | walls are crumbling.
yene 5 53 > g o
{;read'uml butter for both of yon, and | Sat phaced e et v Whe. woal; and | with 12,560 pounds. Such cubes of osk |  Russia’s captures during the war, a8
e v T, | the market woman bustled around with | stood a test of 7,000 and 8,300 before | lied fHcial by Le
| my Winnie is a contented girl. I'l| : A 1 . 4 | complied from official sources by
- 2 e | & feeling of charity in her heart for all | being crushed. The last experiment | Mende R ate twenty-nine
liobble up to the office and gee your . | S ende usse, aggreg! ¥
; g J | humanity, as she brought ont a fresh | was the breaking of a 15x16 inch “iron | hundred and four cannons
father; he and I were boys togethor;a| . : | pashas, seven hun and four
‘ . 2 J * " | quire of wrapping paper, and prepared | serew bolt, which was accomplished by | and 73,128 officers and men.
4 ’

: ; | to the Paris®exhibition oue solid brick of
showing clearly the comparative strength |

most shut beneath the heavy . frowning

-

word of sympathy won’t come amiss from | to fill what she believed would be the | g : aK ax J ;
me,” : | biggest order of the morning. ‘ xt;?ﬁ:ﬂ:;llli::nl‘"():)snﬁ l;)‘:::l’:; u‘?”s:x(c;. There is an iron eafe in Oincinnsfl
And off” he strode, leaving the lovers | %, Yool dhind by What yon skl abokt | & 2 per ! | which lay for six years on the bottom of
along, getting over the distance in re- | i f it faisney i "‘“'""“ny before breaking, beoom- | Lake Erie with $20,000 in it. It was
3 3 . ‘| those chickens ? queried the lady,  ing of less diameter near the place of | b .
mnﬂ{uhlo time, and presenting his | i . s &0 Bl A p got by diving bell process, and now
i wrinkled, weather-beaten old face in| pausing Wlm. o, oot in hew, lkgd; | raptnre, It was interesting to note the | servcs‘ its old purpose in i'lu express
anberr;v & Thurston’s private: office, {1 -h‘,’hew’ ‘x”“ ot s ) . gk‘,ut'!tﬂbed‘\\'llell Shis slewichinigiok I office
: wlu.zru Mr. Mayberry sat alone, with rigid | market, ain’t yon ? ‘ pl.nm'a, which ‘i8 ascribed to molecular ! . = L .
fa s ann hekn Awublad even: that wises| “Oh, yes, lady; .1|l sooner have | friction. The tests followed\each other | In. Q“’ee.“ Vlc!onls g there oy
L iitheloss ligh,toued S u;ght of his | €Very ome of ’em spile on my hands | rapidly, and the gentlemen pré@ent, who | 1,363 brilliant diamonds, 1_,17-') rose dia-
gy than to say a single word that wasn't | included roiling-mill operatork, practi- l monds, and 147 table diamonds, one
“Tm glad to see you, Wilmington. | true, and if yon don't find it just as I |cal engineers, and manufacturers inter- | large ruby, seventeen‘ mp[?hu'es, eleven
| 8it down. The sight of a man who has | told you, come back and get your | estediu the experiments, were delighted emeralds, fons.-smail rubies, and 237
; not come to reproach me ié a col ¢, | money,” . <of [ at the prompt and accurate working of | pearls,
| But Mr. Wilmington did not sit down. ¥ They wou't do for me then,” said | the machine. Prof. Mendenhall i8] To remove foreign bodies from the
I Ha vkned b voon:. 4o the table ‘at | tl_:e ]nd_v, putting bpck the money and | desirt?nx of making tests of the com- | throat an English naval surgeon recom-
| which Mr. Mayberry satwmonga hope- | pmk’mg up her baskét, ‘‘Fwant a fowl | pamtl_ve strength of the various|mends blowing forcibly into the ear. .
l less array of papers. ! that'll dnbbo make soup of for o couple ‘! ma_termls used by manufacturers, { Powerful reflex action is produced, dur-
“There is no use wasting words, May, | of days without falling all to pieces, and | builders and others, and will- be very | ing which the foreign snbstance is ex.
| berry, at a time liké this. Did you know | then do for pot-pie afterwards.” Times | glad to receive any and all specimens pelled. ]
| gour son has asked my Winnie to marry-| 8 very hard, and it takes close figuring | which may be offered. The result of |
‘t him ?” " | to keep boarders noW-a-days without {those tests would scem to be of greal.'g subscribe for a newspsper than borrow
Mr. Mayberry's face lighted a second, | Io?iug money."” i \'n\.ue in many building and other enter- | one. sad blossed is he who when he el
| then the gloom returned. The market womgn watched the | prises, yet Professor Mendenhall states | mw;a one will return it without getting
| *Ifmy son had a fortune at his com- | landlady in speechless wonder until her | that he was actnally obliged to buy | it--soiled - and- torn.—MeDufile —(Ga.) =
{'mand, as T thonght he had yesterday at I-figure was lost in the. crowd, snd then | specimens for the tests above described. | i 4
this time, I would say, ‘ God speed you ! she huddled down again over her char- | s '

-

Blessed is the man wio had rather

: 3 Eating Apples. A Gambler’s \'l;'ylng Luck.
it i s girl’'s sake isap- | - *“Why didn’t I stick to the trutl 1 . S Z S
| As it ,l'n«for the girl's sake I disap- | i Ul‘]{ ﬂ:- o mhler She‘m;: ﬂ;ﬂ‘;(“';' | The following notes on this abstruce | A gambler told this story to a Cinein-
prove, bty e 4 . & i rbiaa A BOAT i : . ¢ .l
“So you haven't a pound.over and | this market over and not find anything | PUSEIDS D mkeu“ frv?m nn' luterest.'x'ug u;tcl’:ell:::tﬁ:,lm wl;l:em “:l: bt bl‘;l;:
| above, eh, Mayberry 2" - that ever wore feathers that can stand | l'ttle;\,b(:()k f,ﬂ“]()d Vleter :".Mhu?e & ‘;{.B o ’e SRR hnnn gonimer H;
| “There will be nothing—less than | bilin’ like these old roosters will. Well, |~ ok ]'t,t g a8 ll‘) i “"I; SEwI § w;,q:nl::ember pe othe sytock ki e
| nothing. I don’t know that T really | well; honesty’s the best policy afler | OF 18 SUNGLS WIOPDES HY I the apple. R pany
g é : vi : A ’ How is life sweetened by its aroma ! It | Pike's in 1862. He was a magnificent
care 5o much for myself, but Ernest—= | all, but it don’t always look that way, |. biral ‘anidliote 5t th iils |drosser, and aniied Mimeal on balie ths
|itis a terrible thing to happen to him | Here you are, .lady—chickens? Just|!® ? natural antidote of the many 1lls rCresser, i g
o ; | ' $ | that flesh is heir to. Full of mild acids, | best dressed man intown. One Decem-
! at the very beginning of his career.” { the thing for boarders. Three years old | Sl it % Lo Sineates o h" ! bar nibhit T etw Mim: Slbac Chi nlie taks
Mr. Wilmington smiled gleefully. ! last fall, and tougher’n a‘hoot-black.”— | V2 AT CHTAY 5 I8 S0 JORTANR AN | & A b ! t th oY {
““Good. Neither do I care for myself, | Cincinnati Breakfast Table. | geasion, tapidity of the liver, o, .- 1bis | S .
X 2 a gentle spur and tonic to the whole bil- | Vine and Fifth. He was dressed to per-

iury system. A dish of apples on the | fection—overcoat, shining plug, cane,
|

| —m——

tell you what, Mayberry, perhaps you | A Chinese Dog Story.

e i i $ i teh, big chai i
cuse the boy for admiring her.” | will wonder if I am crazy, but I'll agree | ~Sin Chun nourished in his household | center table in the winter supplies the | wateh, big ehain—everything gorgeous

[ & vase of ers i r | and the best. Th ere layers
to settle a quarter of a million on Wiy- | a dog to which he was much attached. ‘ f)_h:'&;: :‘lg:i’; ‘: 3:;:;’,;;“:11:—::;?:3(!; | :Ed th: gt:ne “.a:ri“: bu'tmh: nfsde
nie the day she marries your boy. And | One day as Sin Chun was sleeping heav- | 9 % i st : for 1k ?

~ ’ O N TR T % ' | and Northern Spies. them open up for him, He bought $20
T'lllend you as much more if it’ll bé of ‘ ily in a thicket, the governor of the “The boy is indeed the true apple | worth of chips, and lost. He changed
o ” > bov slf, if | province, whe i i ¥ 3 I . g & .
o sy B2 o chanoed. 1o pass . ondera | 247 amL s uok o bo questioned ue th i 820 more, and lost. o losk all his
* Mr. Mayberry looked at him in speech- -  thi e o | how he came by the fruit with which his | money and then offered his clothes. He
e e o e gt | POkt e e, Wil e ol | vsllwed $00 fo i overrt
Wilmington went on: *‘ I made a for- | it might hide. The dog tugged at Sin | B SN G Ry 0F Do), oe e ¢ lo‘?:l'(l;t' ﬁf pa:sel;l‘over‘h: ;::t .;g
tune out in India, and it’s safe and sonfid { Chun’s clothing, but could unot arougé { p!es.n]l b RO 5 t.he froas [ as S JICUW, O 3
in hard cash in good hands—a couple of | him : then rnun’iu ¥5 4 strasin haed bin in the cellar, and sinks his shafts | p!nyed m 'hlﬂ watch and ch;nn, his vest,
) ; { d 8 Y | here and there in the garnered wealth of | his hat, his cane—even his shoes and
girl to Gepend on herself, and to learn | his master lay rolled himself over and ' the orchard, mining his favorites some- px\ll:(:;lm:s'—nud g‘)t (tlespen:: ?:
the value of money before she had the | gyer wetting ‘t‘he grass, This perform- times coming plump npon them, or | asked me to go an ge something for
RS 4 e | 9 " y i | catching a glimpse of them as he turns | him to drink to keep him warm and get
handling of her fortune. She has no | gnee he repeated several times, till he | | g :
. 3 " 3 s . | the heaps from right to left. { an old barrel for him to walk home in.
idea she’s an leiress, Sounds like a | had so saturated the ground that his | He th Hoved Mils. imabis his Tt
story ont of a book, eh, Mayberry? | master was eafe from the flames ; then, | ‘f\Vheu PO e mMbsiied 0 g seen% _ll e oder ﬂl? ned ﬁ:t “cenh for
Well, will yoy_shake hands on it, and | exhaugted “and cruelly burned, he laid e, Shw in the - saet, Wi ey s A e d{x truck
call it a bargain®”’ down by his master's side aud died, | Mei8hbor has.apples and you have none, it. His five chips won, and he struck a
Mr.. Mayberry took tlie little dried up |-q: » 3 * | and you make- no nocturnal visit to an | streak ; won his clothes back and came
AT ALBY y e lith 'P 'Sin Chun, awakening, was not slow to | v ; | hraaktns the haak
hand almost reverentially, his .voice | yympyehend the danger to which he had | orchard ;.then-.be assured you are no | hear breaking the
hoarse with thick emotion. et d,-and_the-seans by-which| longer a boy either in heart or years, .
posed, . !

“Wilmi . G i > WAL | slergy A Rich Man’s Economy.
Wilmington; God will reward you | it had been averted. With many tears | I sympathize with that clergyman who, \

| A | in pulling out his lndkerchief in the | The late Sir Titus Salt, the famous
he carried home the body of the dog,4 . Y .

Wilmitigton winked away w saspicious | v‘:m}‘;‘}‘]‘:i iLt m‘ﬂ ogﬂu; shrm{d s pl;:egd middle of his discourse, pulled out two | alpaca manufacturer, though immensely
moisture on his eyelashes. Lt 4w Handstine tomb whi'ch the gov- | bounding apples with it that went roll- | rich and generous, had the habit of eco-

“You'see it all tomes of that dinver, | gy caused to be called ever afterward, | ing across the pulpit floor and down the | nomy. He was always careful not only
old fellow. You acted like a gentleman, |

can't you tell what it is ?” | and between us we'll make the boy and | The 1"9‘,"_‘1‘_‘15‘1"1‘3@ I}og.

He felt her cheek grow hotter against | Winnie as happy as they deserve, eh ?”
his, ~
He reachied up his hand and caressed | it was a good thing that her husband | A comieal affair occurred in Newark re-
the other one.

How a Match was Broken Off.

And even Mrs, Mayberry - admits that | e Jersey Oity (N. J.) Journal says:

gave that dinner, and, when she expects | cently which promised to have a serious

| puipit stairs, These apples were, no | of his money, but of such trifling things

doubt, to be eaten on his way home, or

to his next appointment. They would

take the taste of the sermon out of his
| month,

“In planting a homestead, what a

‘‘Yes, I can tell, dear. Ernest has | to see Mri. Ernest Mayberry an honored | vogult, Mr. Heisfelder, who is, or was | help it ie to have a few old maternal ap-

shown his uncommon good sense by | guest at her board, she candidly feels ‘ engagel to marry Miss Schellbreener,
wanting you for’his wife. 8o that is | that she owes every atom ot her splendor | ot} Germans, was escorting the young
what comes of that dinner, eh, Win- | and luxury to the violet-eyed, charming | lady, who was to act as bridesmaid on the
nie ?"” » | girl who wears her own honors with such | ocasion, to a wedding. They were late,
‘And may I tell him you are willing, | swest grave. .. | and took a short cut to the church along
perfectly -willing, grandpa? Because| A man from Chicago would not con- | the canal towpath. Onthe way they had
I do love him, you know.”
‘“And you are sure it isn’t his money : Nevada. As he was passing a hotel in | Heisfelder insulted; her. She. sheered
you are after, eh ?” IVirginin Qity, a cap blew from one of | off from his side, but sheered too far,
She did nof take nmbrage at the sharp | the chimneys. It wasa circular piece | and tumbled head over heels into the
question, ‘ of sheet iron, painted black, slightly con- |canal. The young man went imn.mdiate-
T am at least sure it isn’t iy money | vex, and the four ‘supports were like | ly after her, and with much difficulty
lhe is after, grandpa,” she returned, |legs. The wind carried it down street, | hanled her 185 pounds of ‘avoirdupois
laughing and patting his cheek. | and it went straddling along like a liv- | and her wet bridesmaid’s clothes to dry
““Yes, you are at least sure of that ;| ing thing. The Chicago man inquired | land. But her wrath was not cooled

came home with his eon's orphan |thers, I hear the young man coming | what it was. ‘A tbe§ bug from the | though ler ‘body was, and she went

h daughter and lived in such ‘obscurity— }himself. Shall T go, Winnie?”

" comfortable although plain, for Winnie

port the

i

m both cheaply—-I regard him

| hotel,” was the reply. ' By George, I | home alone, and now says she will not

It was the ‘young man.himself,” | never saw anything like that"— he be- [ marry Emil at all. This may be en- | omitted; but .it was donbtless interred ' sand people
earns enough as daily governess to sup: [ Ernest Mayberry, with a shadow of deep

trouble on his face as he oame straight

gan, and then added, “ outside of Chi. | titled & comedy of errors on the tow-
cago,” 5 0

| with

Zple trees near by—regular old grand-
’ mothers, who have blossomed and borne
| fruit_ until the very air about them is
sweeter than elsewhere, and who have
nourished robins and wrens in their
branches till they have a tender, brood-

| fess astonishment at anything he saw in | 8 lovers’ quarrel, ahd the damsel sayH ing look. There is a crop of sweet

reminiscences, dating fiom childhood,
and spanning the séason from May to
1 otober.”

In the old burying ground at Newport
i8 & curions headstone, which chronicles
the death of a son and daughter of Wil-
liam and Desire Tripp, *‘also his wife's
arm,;” amputated February 20, .1776.
The age of the arm appears to. be

decent ceremonial, A portrait of |
{ awaat |

'y o ARATURAL

as blank leaves of letters, which were
not thrown into the waste basket, but
laid aside for nuse. When he began to
make money he thonght of buying him-
self a gold watch, but _he resolved that
he would not buy it till he had saved a
thousand pounds. How proud he was
of that watch in his after life! It was
worn by him till the close of his life,
and when his own hand became too feeble
to wind it, he handed it to others to be
wound in his presence. He had little
knowledge of litérafure and little love.of
it. ‘“His library,” as his biographer
records with pride, ‘“ was large and well
selected; but his knowledge of books
| was limited, and the range of his reading
confifred to religious publications and
the daily press.” In his old age some
one asked him what books he had been
reading lately, ‘“Alpaca,” was. the
quiet reply; then after a short pause he
added, ““If you had four or five thon-
provide for every day,
you would not have whuch time left for

2 .
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