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Poor Condition

Jennie, the Milkmaid.
My heart is 5o light,
1 ¥ing day and night,
Book, Boss,
Book.

| “It's a note from her,
| what she has written to my boy?

My pall is now ready,

¢ Ann Burdock,” said the old lad)
Now, I wende

{ dressed to her, but to her son, aad the | She’s a flirt, too, they say."”
| monogram was & very pretty silver ad |
| blue A. B.

Then she bounced out of the room.
| When she came back Grantley had gone
upstairs,

She heard the boards of his bed-room

I't: floor areak as he walked up and down for

I oarry it steady, | like to know. It's very easy opening| hours, but she did not see him again
Moo, Boss, | these enyelopes, 'Tisn't as if they wer¢| that night.
Moo. | sealed ; and what harm would it be fol] Well, well,” she said to herself, * he'll

My Jamie comes whistling, |
He knows I am listening, l
S0, Boss, !

So. | will.”

|
He smiles in my face,
And then takes my place, |
Stand, Doss,
Btand.

|

Wink, Boss,
Wink.

He looks dewn in my eyes,
I peep up in surprise,
Low, Boss,
Low,

Look, Jennie, look yonder !”
I turn in great wonder,
Back, Boss,
Back.

Round my neck his arm steals,
On the air his langh peals,
Blow, Boss,
Slow.

On my lips, qiick as light,
He sprigs like a wight,
Turn, Boss,
Turn.

Then away I run fast;
He sings out : * Caught at last.”
Bye, Boss,
Bye.

The Burnt rLettér.

It was a gossiping neighbor who had
been spending an hour with Mrs. Webb,
and just before she went she had let fly
thearrow she had kept in her quiver.

‘“Your son Grantley goes over the
hill tothe Burdock’s pretty often,-Mrs,
Webb," said she.

“I don’t know it if he does,” replied
the old lady. R

‘¢ Naturally he wounldn't tell you until
the last, after old Burdock’s quarrel with
his “dead father,” said the neiglbor—
“but everybody else knows. It's said
to be a settled vhing. Why, Keziah saw
him kiss her at’ gate one Sunday
night, and even Ann Burdock would
hardly go so far as that unless it 'was
so, eh ? Well, good-bye.”

dumb and motionless at the door.

(t was some moments before she even |
thought of going in and casting herself | never need.

into her chair, but shie did it atlast, and
fell to talking to herself in this wise :

‘“ Oh, it's worse than anything that
ever happened tome. I'vehad trouble,
heaven knows, but it was the kind I had
to bear if God séht it, but this doesn’t
séem right. My Grantley to marry
Steven Burdock's daughter, the child of
the very worst enemy his father ever had,
a girl brought up by a woman I dzspise !
Surah Burdock never had the ways I
liked, nor did the things I thought right
for a woman to d¢. Everything is so
different with the Burdocks, so strange.
Like ought to marry like, or there'll
never be a happy home. But that's the
way with men! a pretty face strikes
them and away they go, and Grantley is
like the rest. Why should he choose
Barah Burdock’s daughter ?”

She rocked to and fro as she spoke,
letting her geglected knitting drop into
her lap.

b Kere‘s Fanny White,” she mur-
mured, ‘“a nice, thrifty girl ; and Min-
nie Holm. Why, her mother is the best
friend I have. There are plenty of girls
I conld have.made up my mind to;
though I don’t know why Grantley should
marry any one yet. But Ann Burdock,

with her showy ways, and her airs and |
graces, I never can\welcome her, néver, |
I must go away and live by my- |

never,
self if she comes here to Tord it over the
house ; and her mother, no doubt, will
come and sit and talk in her foolish,
flighty way ; and the sigters will sit in
the parlor windows, and take up the
table, They’ll be here half the time,
and make nobody of me.
Oh ! if my Grantley dogs marry Ann
Burdock. But it can’t he! It can’t!”

Just then a foot struck the floor of the

porch, the window raised a little, and

through the aperture came flying two
letters. One a yellow, yulgar-looking
missive, the other a little white envelope

with a monogram upon it.
The old lady looked up. X
The postman, who lndp thus easily de-

liver: his letters, looked over his |
shoul and laughed and nodded at
her, d#fie hurried away with his leather

slié put on her

bag xon his arm, an
spectavles to read-the superseriptions.

The yellow envelope held only one of
those circulars with which tradesmen of
all sortas are in the habit of flooding the

»

1 sink right by his side, |
My warm blushes to hide. |

away from the other ver;
there lay the little note in her hand.

me again.,
angry to say a word to keep you.

one says,ut indeed I never meant it. Webb and her son a bit of gossip as
And 80 forgive me and come Again nextthey sat at the table together. «
1 find that life would' ‘‘ Ann Burdock is geing to
be a-very sad thing forme if we reallyat last.
quarrelled.
“8o I" muttered Mrs. Webb, between
“It has gone so far, then jnow,” said Mrs. Webb.
and she has been showing her temper
and angering Grantley.
spirit enough to stay away one week,
he’ll have spirit enough to stay away al saf before the table
together, perhaps,”

Sunday night,

her teeth.

that ?"’ she said.
will eall him back to her, and he'll b
more in love with her them ever. Ol
I know my ba
She hurried off leaving her hostess | well enough to know that he would n¢

I know them., |

The old lady looked at it.

Only he'd be

Yes — 1| Grantley Webb.
| thinner,

A little old-fashioned copper kettl( which went on around him,
simmered and bubbled upon the stove;
A little spirit of steam arose from ity and seemed to have neither youth nor
| spout.

|

Then)
rising, she crept across the floor in 4 old Mrs. Webb agked herself, tryingto |
guilty sort of fashion, and held the en{ cheat herself into the idea thatthe boy
velope with its flaps downward, closé td was only ill.
the mouth of the spout.
She held it for a few moments, and and bowls of herb tea,
| then softly touched it with her thumb
| and finger.

a-mother to. read a letter to her son { get over it.”
J've half a mind to do it. :
angry, maybe, - Well, then, T'm angry anger, or grief, it did not agree with
| too, “and with more reason.

But, whatever the fecling was, love

He grew thinner and
He took less interest in that

| all the other young people of the }‘hwv,

| spirit left.
Could it be all about that girl Ann

’

But in vain she made him warm possets |

It was quite damp, and one fold peeled orchard—even if he had drunk them,

She might have read it if she chose

easily, and they would have done him no good, -

;only thing that seemed to him impossible

| if there were secréts in it, Miss Annashe sat at his window, staring through
Burdock should have secured them bet- the” starlit midnight at the roof of the
ter than she could with the little touch Burdock dwélling, never guessing that
of mucilage the maker of those enve- under its eaves Ann Burdock sat, at once
lopes had bestowed on each one,

angry and sorry, thinking of him! and

rs. Webb took off her giasses, wiped none other.

the envelope, and

{'them from the steam that had gathered He had not answered her note ; he was
upon them, and,.still standing, opened unforgiving; biat she had vexed him. She |
the sheet of paper adorned with a mono- was.partly to blame.
gram like that upon
read as follows :

The old lady in the ruffled night-cap—
who often started from her sleep in

“DeAR GrANTLEY—You went awayin-the big front bedroom of the Webb

angry with'me en Sunday evening, andhome with a dream of letters thal
said that if T would not take back whatup into tinder over the red coal—had

I had said you would never come to seemore on her conscience than she knew. |
And I was too proud and too, ‘For though Ann grieved, she did not |
But, wear her heart upon her sleeve, but was
Grantley, dear, I'm sorry for it now.outwardly gayer than ever, and flirted
You were in the right, and I was toas she never had before, until at last
blame, and I take it all \back—everythe same neighbor who had brought the
word. I never meant it. “Yew are sonews. of Grantley’s love affair to his
downright you think one must mean allmother, dropping into tea, gave Mrs. | present century ; a colonel at Waterloo,
and general over fifty years ago, it was
| some years since thought very possible | domestic for

Yours forever, ANN.”

Then she gave an angry stamp.

It’s that young man from Lon-
don—Mr, Millet,”

still, with his

| elbows upon it, dropped his" head upon
| his arms, and there was a sound of quick

“Why do I comfort myself wit] breathing. =

“T know this let

if she had not written !

go bagk to her without that. Well, k
hasn’t seen it “yets and<f I choose }
It 18 for his good, I knoy

Ann Burdock is not the girl for hili
{

T'll keep him from her,” j

She dropped Ann Burdock’s let¥
upon the fire, There it lay, a black ad
shrivelled fold of tinder, 8 her sos
step sounded in the hall, md she c¢-
ered it from sight with the lettle.

In came Grantley, his facebright i
the onter cold. ! :

““Setling yourself on fir, mother™

.!Je asked. ‘I smell someting scora-

ing.’

% It's not my dress,” sb answerd,
und busied herself with the¢teapot, aid
rang the bell for the tea thigs.

In same the girl with te tray, and
again Mrs. Webb had a lité fright.

‘“ Any letter for me ?"'aied her son,
with an eager look in his fe.

‘“No,” she answered fatly. *‘Did
you expect one ?”’

““Not I,” said he, his bws contract-
ing. *‘But I met the panan on the

hill, and he called out tme to hurry |

home and gut my love-lett. His joke,
I suppose.”

“ It was impudent of hi,” said Mrs,
Webb, not daring to meefer sor’s eye,
“That's a love-letter, is i”

She tossed him the traeman’s circu-
lar. He glanced at it angut it down.

How #ad he looked ! 't gray tints
there were about his eyesnd temples !
How much thinner he smed than he
did a week or-so ago !

Was it all that quarrel th the Bur-
dock girl? Would it havbeen better
that" he should haye hathat mono-

mmed note ?

The mother m’lm" the ought from
her. She spread the littld¢ore of dain-
ties before her son and-jed to make
him eat ; and though shhad been so
frightened by his questis, she could
not help nfxpmwhing»the ngerous sub-
ject herself,

‘“ Are you going out might?” she
asked.

“No,” he answered ; ¢ think not.”

¢ The neighbors were ting me you
went over the hill to the Block’s rather
often,” she went on.

« Well, if I have, mothe’ he answer-
ed, ** that is no sign I sha go again.”

“ Well, there are betteplaces than
the Burdock’s,” said Mrs.[ebb, *‘ and
I thought you'd never thk:of a girl

whose father quarreled wi' yours, and |

J that hel|

< For a little while his mother watched
him. . Then she went close.

““ Grantley,” she said, in a trembling
voice, ‘“‘what is it? ‘What ails you?
Tell me !'% -

“It's only that I'm a fool, mether,”
he answered.

‘‘ But—Grantley, what about ?”

He lifted up his young, worn face then,
and answered : .

“ Mother, don’t you know? - It's
about Ann Burdock. It's been very

| hard to bear, but if she does marry any

one else—I—shall kill myself, I think.
Life doesn't seem worth having.”

*¢ Life doesn’t seem worth having, if
you can't have Ann 1" the mother said,
n a puzzled sort of way. ¢ But why,
what is there in her ?”

“ What there never is in more than
one woman to any man, mother,” said
Grantley.

Somehow, from the far-away years of
youth,a memory came back to his mother
her to understand him.

She felt that she had done very ill; and
if confession;could do any good, she
would even confess, At least, if she
could not quite do that, she would let
him know the truth about Ann.

“‘ Grantley, dear,” she faltered, ‘‘ you
—you had a quarrel ?”

““Yes,” he answered.

pardon you’d have forgiven her ?”
She almost hoped that he would say
““No "—that she need not go on.
But he answered :
 Yes—but she never wrote.”

mother. I—I know she "did. I—I—an
accident happened to the letter, It—it
got burnt;but I'm sure it was an'apology.
Indeed, I saw a few words, but I didn’t
think you cared so. You see it—it fell
into the fire."”

““ Why did you not tell me before ?”
cried Grantley,

““ Wel!, I somehow didn't like,” was
all the mother could say. ‘‘Aund why
don’t you go and ask her about it, and
see what it was ?”

“Poor Mrs, Webb, when her son, after
many questions, had taken her advice,
crie({ tbitterly. She might have felt
even worse had she heard what Ann was

saying.

The story had been told, a reconcilia-
tion eWeoted, a declaration made “to the
effect that Mr. Millet had never been
loved. And then Ann Burdock said,
with a laugh— .

“ But, Grantley, your mother burnt

that letter on p a7man
could believe the pkaryou've ld me.
She did not want me

Even if he had |
drunk them, which he did not, for they |
all went to water the -grass of ‘the old |

| own and only son.
Wi

‘“ But Mrs. Burdock herself told me |
Well, if he hasthis,” said the guest. |
hen she was gone, Grantley, who |

*“But if she had written to beg your |

«T think she did, Grantley,” ssld the-

a daughter-in- | shop

REVS, NEW BRUNSWICK, NOV. 28, 1877.
[ country. The white one was mot ad- | may have the evil temper of her mother, ! law. I owe her no grudge—remember I

that, and don’t tell her what I say.”
Gratley. never did, And old <M,
@ has often been heard to say that

Ann Burdock has turned out better than |

could bave been expected.
e
Field Marshal Wrangel.
The cable recently , brought iutelli-
gence of the death at Berlin of Field

| Marshal Count Fredrich Heinrich Ernst

Wrangel, a distinguished soldier of the
Prussian and North German armiés, who
has been of late years called th¢ ‘“ Grand-

He avoided | father of the army” on account of his
| great age and years of service, having
| been a soldier over cighty years. He

was about thirteen years the senior of

;Empemr William, heing ninety-three
years of age in the month of March of |

1877. He entered the Prussian army at

| at early age,and was engaged in many

of the most historic fights of the
then Prussian Kingdom. He was oné
of Emperor Williain's closest *friends,
and advised the king to arrest his son
when that young man had run away

| during the first constitutional struggle
()nlr one thing conld help him—the tPetween Bismarck and.the cabinet. The

h | order was given, but Bismarck never
| éxecuted it. Field Marshal Wrangel had
| a right to give‘stern advice to his sover-
| eign, for he himself had acted with un-
| flinching resolution in the sad case of his
Young Wrangel, who |

as an officer in the Prussian army, had

| got into some scrapes, and his father

him " out of

contemptuously assisted
them. When again he had done so he

| handed his son a pistol, saying briefly :
| “For a Prussian officer who has dis-

graced himself there is no way but this.”

t curled | The son, obedient to command; there

and then'blew his brains out before his
father’s eyes, and the stoical old soldier
never _mentioned his name, Of .such
grim iron stuff are made the personal

(now emperor) was born ; a decore for

| valar in the field, of the first days of the | son county,

be matried | that this extraordinary veteran, of whom | and for use
| the Berliners said :
| the way how to die,” might outlive his |
T believe weddings when I see them | sovereign, whom he little less than wor-

““ He has forgotten

shiped. He had already outlived four
Prussian kings.,

o ——
Swindling the Indians.

A Washington dispateh to the New York
Tribune says : The investigation now
in progress into the management of In-
dian affairs is said to have disclosed a
newgnethod invented by beef contractors,
to swindle the Indians, Three years
ago Professor Marsh reported that the

Indians at Red Cloud were being cheated |
in the weights of their meat ; the con- |

tractors and inspectors simply guessing
at the weights of cattle by looking at
them instead of driving them upon the
scales. Since the investigation smhich
followed Professor Marsh’s accusations,
a system of weighing has been adopted
at all Indian agencies, and it is said to be
fair enough, but for the fact that the in-
spectors at one or two points have al-

| lowed themselves to be hoodwinked by

the contractor. A large corral, it is re-
})orwd, was surrounded by high board
ences. In the centreof one side of this,
the scales were placed, the beam extend-
ing outside, where the insp

and made a record of the Wweights. A

little box was built tipon the'scales large |

enough to hold twelve, steers. It has
been discovered, so it is reported, that
the contractors, by driving the same cat-
tle twice on the scales, have secured
certificates for the delivery of a much
larger amount of beef than was actually
furnis It is reported to have been
discovered that the excess of beef paid
for over that actually delivered has been
millions of pounds,

A Woman’s Spite.

The Troy Times says: One of the
queerest manifestations of feminine ran-
cor that we have heard of Istely is re-
ported from Roehester. A married
woman named Maggie Connors an-
nounced to a policeman that she was
about to steal a pair of shoes, in order
to be sent to the penitentiary. He en-
deavored to dissuade her, but she carried
out her intention by pilfering from a
store a pair of rubber overshoes. With
this trophy in lier possession Maggie
made her appearance at the police office
and entered a complaint against herself.
Remonstrance was useless. She declared
that if not convicted and sent up she
would commit some other erime. So a
fine of $10 was imposed, with the alter-
native of sixty days in the penitentiary.
And then the motive for this strange per-
formance came to light. The woman
had Ween quarreling with her husband,
and chose this method of wreaking ven-
geance upon him.

One Harvard student is paying his
way through college by turning his
room into a stationery and book store,
and another, a graduate from Wesleyan
University, is meeting his expenses st
the law by worﬁing in & baroer's

tor stood |/

’ ltems of Interest,

The boss team—A yoke of oxen.

Two-button kids—A young goat fight.

Agony personified—A bachelor editor
trying to prepare an able and judicious
article on the baby show,

Charles Barth made a treasury of his
bed in Bosecobel, Wis., and after kis
death sécurities for $13,000 were found
init.

There are over 1,900 convicts in the
| Pem‘tentiary at Joliet, I11., and the num-
| ber is inereasing at the rate of 100 »
| monsh.
| - The man whose sole ambition is to

win applause of the world, is sure to
| be diseppointed, whether he wins or
| loses
| A murder jury at Reading, Pa., offered
prayer at every meal, and petitioned the
Divine Providenee to direct them in their
verdict.
| The Black Hills papers say if 1,000
! women would immigrate there th
| would at once find remunerative worl
i and husbasads.

A grub of a boring species. was found
i a four-foot-lath-the other-day; in-Ber-
lin, Conn., that must have been in the
wood for thirteen years at least. It had
eaten almost the whole length of the
| lath, leaving only a shell,

ll’{ a;)onld oome to high .reuu.l wn,
nd compass things divin
And stand a pillar of mom
And count an empire -all my own,
And miss myself—I were a child,

That sold hi to slavery

In some fair castle by the sea

That glimmered tow: his mountain wild.

| Te be forgotten as soon as dead is the
| melanchoiy lot of man everywhere, but
| it ig onl{ in the more populous places of
{ the'world that this forgetfulness antici-
| pates the two-fold eblivion of the grave,
| and that men sre considered dead be-

! friends of Empercr William of Germany. | cause they cease to be remembered.
| A regimental cadet when King William

From under the bluff on which the
| town of Huntsville, the capital of Madi-
Alabama, is situated, bursts
| an immense spring, clear and ocold, sup-
Iplying the wioh town with water for
i the streets,
the fire department. It is
_the largest spring in Alabama,

In France a murderer is never hung
| if the ]nry&gpenda to ite verdiot the
| words ¢ witl # ting ol t.

{ ces.” The consequence is that, no mat-
| ter how atrocious the crime may be, it is
| almost impossible to obtain » verdict of
| guilty without the addition of these
| words. A few years agoa man killed his
| mother and his father. He was found
guilty, with ext ting circumst
These circumstantes were that he was
an orphan, .-

| In Auburn (N. Y.) prison there were

| recently 1,406 conviets. -three of
the number were *‘ life men,” of whom
on their entramee the oldest was fifty-
seven years old; the youngest, fifteen.
The man longest in the prison was sent
there on'Sentember 25, 1858. The aver-
age cost of smpporting each conviet is
$70.31 yearly ; or nineteen cents snd
| three mills daily. Supermtendent Pils:
| bury is negotiating for contracts, which,
| if obtained, will give employment for
{ 1,000 conwiets, The total i per
| convict are increasing. In 1876 they were
| $51.36 ;. in 2877, $58.76.

¥ AL T

Linen.
The manufacture of linen may be re-
ferred to a higher antiquity than that of
cotton. en has collected more thah
twenty allusions to it from the Holy
Seripturés, some of them to.
periods of very high antiquity. A fow.
may be quoted here. 'or instanoce,
Deut. xxii, 11 : ‘‘Thou shalt not wear
a garment of divers sorts as of woolen.
and linen together.” Lev. xix, 19
¢ Neither shall a garment mingled of
linen andewoolen come upon thee.”
| Lev. xvi, 23 : ““ And Aaron ahall come-
| inte the tabernacle of the congregation,
iaml shall put off the linen garments.”

1 Sam. ii, 18 : *‘‘Samnuel mmutu;‘d;;q

{

fore the Lord, being- s ohild, gi
with a linen ephod.” 1 Kings » 28
““Solomon had horses' brought out of
Egypt, and linen yarn."” 3
The svndd.lilg bands so pwefusely
wrapped round the mummies of Egypt
are generally made of linen. Linen was,
in fact, the clothing material of that in-
dustrious nation ; it was held: in such
higheeteemu:ﬁhben:led ax ln;l;:g:
by ro; , and diligently imitated
neigh rtxyhgmﬁms.' 'l'vhe.hvl.(}noh'
and Romane probably derived their
knowledge of the linen manufacture

riginally from the ians. Alex-
nng:ar Se’vem was th:)gﬂith‘&)mm em-
péror who wore linen ; baut the use of it
did not become commox until long after
his - time.

From Rome or its dependent provinoes
the linen manufacture extended to va-
rious parts of Eurape ; but it appears to
have been in the British Isles that it has
‘made mout progress. It is supposed to
have been carried on uninterruptedly
since the time when the Romans con-
quered Britain; and has ever since
formed am important of Britilh-
manufaocture, particularly in Ireland and
Sootland,




