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PLAOE 0NTA 

orenylduing then, Cat1 = Coed 
retracted her opinion of the p evious day. 
and began to reflect over ect aie freely 
expressed wishes of her fries • Julia a 
to her brother’s future marri ge. ,: 

[ Church over, and the Chr tmas sale, 
tations exchanged with many a neighbor 
in the church porch, Lucy, id the rest 
of the walking party, started off again 
on their homeward way, at 1 Charles, 
dexterously lifting a tired ch d into his 
place in the carriage, annour ed to Fan- 
ny Wharton, who was one of he pedes- 
trians, his intention of acc mpaaying 
them. ‘ She nothing loth assented 
cheerfully, and they were jur starting, 
when Charles heard himself hailed by 
the squire’s hearty and powe ul . voice. 
"Look here, Clare,” cried he “if you 
can leave those young lad s awhile, 
what do you say to walking I ome with 
me by the farm? I’d like t show you. 
the beasts I’m fattening for the prise
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who expost not; for they shall not be himself, from a group surrounding the 
disappointed.” The rooms were full T“piano, where some fair vocalist was per-

MARK TWAIN’S LECTURE. 

$ I “KE TAtton.

THE SHOOTING MANIA.it up as I come round, (illustrates with. 
gestures) and I am just to soar up there

* PUTTING SIDE PORK-

In order to have good ment of any 
kind it is important that the animals 
from which it is taken should have been 
properly cared for and treated. Let the 
hogs be provided with good warm, dry, 
clean, comfortable quarters and let them 
be well fatted with some kind of grain ; 
corn is probably the best. No method 
of curing will ever make good pork from 
hogs that have been fattened on beech 
nuts, acorns, butcher’s offal or any other 
such articles, or from those that have 
been confined in dirty, fiuthy, pens as too 
many are.

After being killed, let the hogs hang 
three or four hours ; then split them 
down the back, so that they may cool 
more readily. If the weather is very 
cold, the surface of the hog sometimes 
frozen in a very short time after being 
hung up, thereby closing the pores and 
stopping the evaporation,and preventing 
the escape of the animal heat, which 
being confined in the pork will, in some 
cases, cause it to become tainted in a 
very few hours. Let them remain until 
perfectly cold, then cut them up, mak- 
ing the pieces of side pork of a uniform 
width, for convenience in packing. 
Procure some fine and some coarse salt, 
and a good, sweet oak barrel, which 
should be well scalded before being used.,

Put • layer of coarse salt on the 
bottom of the barrel, sufficient to cover 
it. Then put in a layer of pork, setting 
the pieces edgewise with the skin side 
outward, next the staves, crowding them 
in as tightly as possible. After the 
layer is completed, fill all the spaces 
between the pieces with fine salt, and 
covering with coarse salt as before; 
and so continue till the barrel is filled, 
putting sufficient coarse salt on the last 
layer to entirely cover it. Cover the 
barrel and let it stand about two weeks; 
then make a brine by dissolving some of 
the fine salt in cold water, using all the 
salt the water will dissolve. Pour on 
sufficient to cover the meat. Then put 
on enough more coarse salt, 80 that the 
surface of the salt shall be above the 
surface of the brine.

When the pork is needed for use, pro- 
vide a small tub or cask,into which put 
a strong brine, and into this put a few 
pieces of pork from the barrel. Always 
use from there, and when they are gone, 
more can be taken from the larger bar- 
rel. After removing pork from the 
barrel, always see that what remains is 
covered with brine; also that there is 
salt enough to cover the brine. If at 
any time there is not enough salt to 
cover it, part of the brine should be 
dipped out, or more salt added.

I have no rule in regard to the quan- ni 
tity of salt to be used. There is no 
danger of using too much, as the meat 
will only absorb as much as it requires, 
and the rest will remain in the barrel. 
There should always be some undissolved 
salt in the barrel. I forgot to state in 
the proper place that a weight should be 
placed on the meat before the brine is 
poured on it.

If your correspondent follows these 
directions, he will have no difficulty in 
keeping his pork sweet.—Wm. Newton, 
in Rural New Yorker.

A celebrated author says that no letter 
is ever commenced without the first 
page being an apology.

The Italian Government do not intend 
replacing their Ambassador in France as 
they feel aggrieved at France not send- 
ing an Ambassador to Rome.

A terrible storm prevailed during the : 
past few days of the Southern coast of 
Ireland, three vessels, names unknown, 
foundered of Ballyeotton and their crews 
perished. •

The Official Gazette of Cuba states 
that free Chinamen wishing to leave the 
country will not be granted passports, 
and any found without police documents 
from whatever cause, will be sent to 
Government yards or depositories and 
there be compelled to work at forced

COURAGE TO DO RIGHT.

We may have courage, all of us, , 
To start at humor’s call; 3

To meet a foe, protect a friend. 
Or face a cannon ball !

To show the world one hero lives
The for nost in the fight-

But do we always manifest
The courage w do right?

To answer not with steady breath. 
And quic unfaltering tongue.

When fierc 3 temptation, ever near. 
Her syren song has sung?

To care not for the bantering tone.
The jest, or studied slight ;

Content if we can only have
The courage to do right?

To step aside from fashion’s course.
Our custom’s favored plan ;

To pluck an outcast from the street. 
Or helpa fellow man?

If not, then let us nobly try.
Henceforth with all our might.

In every case to muster up
The courage to do right I

The pleasures of carrying pistols 
about one’s person must, we think, be 
subject to considerable drawbacks in 
countries where that amiable and peace-

forming. "I never had the faintest 
notion that Cissy—Lucy—confound it!

people—dark girls, fair girlbs pretty girls 
and pluie girls, burly uncles and slim 
aunts, elderly spinsters and blooming 
young wives, ! x hunting cousins, with 
rough brown whiskers, guardsmen, neph- 
ews, with silky blonde moustaches—but 
no Lucy ; and while his eyes were still 
wandering round the room in search of 
her, the eldest Miss Wharton, a hand- 
some girl, held out her hand to him with 
a cordial welcome, adding :

"We are so sorry Mrs. Clare and 
Julia could not come !" then noting his 
roving glances, “Ah, you are looking 
for Cecilia, I suppose. There she is on 
the yellow ottoman ; I hope you will find 
her forgiving.”’

"Cecilia,” said Miss Wharton, “here 
is Mr. Clare, your recreant cavalier; he 
is very anxious to make his peace, so I 
shall leave him to your tender mercies.

and tilt it into that pipe, and there you 
are. It is as easy as rolling off a log.

“You never saw a man so overcome 
with admiration—so overwhelmed. Be- 
fore he knew what he was about he dis- 
charged me.’

. One of the most attractive portions of 
the lecture, and also one of the most 
polished, was a - description of Lake. 
Iaboe, in Nevada. It is situated many 
thousand feet above the level of the sea, 

ed yet it never freezes. Not the thin- 
est film of ice is ever seen upon its 

surface. And yet Lake Donner, which 
at about the same altitude, and not 

far distant, is covered thickly with ice 
very winter. Here is a nut for scien- 
lists to crack, said the humorist. The 
question is not why Lake Donner freezes, 
ht why Lake Tahoe does not freeze. 
Silver mining not furnishing the seeker 
liter wealth very steady employment, a 
arge portion of the time is spent in a 
coat on this beautiful lake. It was so 
dear that the pebbles on its bottom were

no, I beg your pardon—I mean that 
Miss Wharton took me for any one ‘but 
myself. I was there to meet Cecilia 
Wharton, whom my sister calls ‘Cissy’, 
and I called her ‘Cissy.’ She didn’t 
say it wasn’t her name.’

“My dear Mr. Clare,” brothers so 
often abbreviate sister into ‘sissy’, 
that——”

«Well, yes, but I didn’t know that, 
and she called me Charley, as I think 
all my cousins should, and she was very 
kind and affectionate to ‘me, just as if 
we were old friends, and I’m sure 1 
thought it very nice, and pleasant and 
jolly.” : *

"I suppose I must acquit you, she 
said kindly, “but I’m afraid my poor 
Lucy will not so easily forgive herself

ful habit prevails. It might be all very 
well if one’s own pistol was the only one 
in company ; but when the bearer of one 
of these explosive trinkets is aware that 
all the gentlemen he may converse with, 
and all the ladies to whom he may be 
polite are licely to be as fashionable as 
himself, the sense of protection arising 
out of his own panoply, must be consid- 
erably reduced. He may, it is true, 
have the happiness of putting from one 
to six balls into different portions of the 
earthly tenement of one or more of his 
acquaintances, and may enjoy the plea- 
sant excitement thereafter of being locked 
up in gaol, and there interviewed by 
newspaper reporters, who will describe 
his “panto,” —his vest, and the colour of 
his eyes, and will throw light upon his 
moral nature within an inch or two, and 
his weight to an ounce. He may sub- 
sequently luxuriate in the agreeable 
sensation of a Coroner’s verdict against 
him, and an acquittal on proof of insan- 
ity, which has run through three genera- 
tions on the paternal side, and four on 
the maternal. All that we can appreci- 
ate. It gives life the spice of variety, 
action, emotion, without too overwhelm- 
ing a hazard. But what we confess we 
should object to, is the chance of being 
the corpse on which the Coroner will sit, 
instead of the gentleman against whom 
he will as a matter of form issue his 
warrant. We think we could forgo all 
the opportunities for the active enjoy- 
ments of this kind of life, if we could at 
the same time dispense with the passive 
side of it. But our speculations on this 
subject are chiefly entangled by reflec- 
tions upon the accidents which attend 
love making in societies, where every 
body is so ready to shoot anybody. It 
seems to us for example to be nearly an 
oven toss up whether in the United 
States a man is most in danger of his 
life when he has a “difficulty” with an 
Alderman is a corner groggery, or when 
his stalwart figure and amiable manners 
have attracted the unreturned affections 
of the young lady ‘of great refinement,” 
who works the nearest sewing machine. 
It is a very deadly sort of business to be 
beloved by one of these accomplished 
creatures, who carry six-shooters about 
them, and from what we can see in the 
ample records of passing events among 
our neighbors, six-shooters must be very 
extensively required in the female get 
up. The ladies there have evidently 
come to appreciate all the gratification 
of killing folks, and we find almost as 
many deaths caused by female triggers 
as by those of the opposite sex. On the 
other hand, it is to be remarked that it 
is one strong proof of the depth of mas- 
culine affection among the same civilized 
people, to shoot any girl who will not 
say “yes’ to the first application, or 
whose friends think for one reason or 
another that she had better say "no." 
Titus on the fourth, a highly affectionate 
young man named Ewing, in Connecti- 
cut, proved the extent of his love, for 
Miss Johnson, by sending both charges 
of a double barrelled gun through her 
brains. In short loving or being loved 
seems among pistol carrying nations to 
be about equally dangerous with hating 
or being hated. We have been consid- 
ering under these circumstances upon 
which tack it is most prudent to sail, in] 
a social point of view, in order that one 
may have a fair chance of dying in bed. 
As at present advised we are disposed to 
place the great risk on the side of love- 
making.—Montreal Herald.
THE MAN WITH THREE ARMS.

From the Williamsport (Pa.) Gazette.
Among the passengers on the train 

bound south last evening was a man 
born and raised in the Otsego, N. Y. 
He prides himself on three well devel- 
oped arms and hands, the member ex- 
traordinary shaving grown above the 
right shoulder blade. It hangs suspended 
down the back, and can be raised and 
lowered at will. In length it is shorter

- To YOUNG MEN-LIVE HONESTLY.

:Every young man as he enters upon 
life, should take an account with himself, 
and decide in his own mind upon the 
course which he will pursue. He should 
ask himself, «Will I enter upon a course 
in which I will render a fair equivalent : 
for everything that I obtain ? or will I 
enter upon a course in which, for the 
things that I receive, I shall render an 
equivalent where I must, and palm off 
empty appearances where I can?” It 
is a glorious ambition, a manly purpose.

white I ace after our other friends. 
Mamma is still up stairs with Lucy.” 
She looked rather disturbed as she said 
the last words, and Charles longed to 
question her ; but she had turned away, 
and he was obliged to remain and make 
the proper explanations and apologies to 
his intended charge ; pretty speeches to: 
which Cecilia (he felt sure he could| 
never have called her Cissy) listened 
politely, answered in brief, shy sentences, 
and relapsed into silence. Charles 
thought he had never met so stupid and 
uninteresting a girl; and as he was too 
distrait to make much effort for her en- 
tertainment, her opinion of him probably 
amounted to the same.
‘Fortunately, however, dinner was ere 

long announced to he on the table, and 
Charles escorted his silent companion 
down stairs to the dining room, where 
the hospitable board was soon encircled 
by a merry party, numbering twenty 
one in all, not including Lucy Wharton 
or her invisible brother.

Mr. Wharton, the host, a jolly, red- 
cheeked squire of the old school, measur- 
ing six feet in his stockings, seemed the 
only one besides Charles who missed the 
absentees.

"Where are Charley and Lucy ?" he 
asked io stentorian tone, which nearly 
drowned the surrounding clatter.

“Captain Wharton has not arrived,” 
began Frank.

"And Lucy ?" interrupted his father, 
“where’s my pet, Lucy? If she hasn’t 
come, I’ll go to Stonnington rectory 
myself and fetch her."•

“Lucy is rather tired, and has a bad 
headache;” said Mrs. Wharton in 
explanation. “She sends her love to her 
uncle John, and says he must excuse her- 
from coming to dinner; for the noise he 
is sure to make would send her to bed 
for the rest of the evening.”

“She’s a saucy little minx,” cried Mr. 
Wharton, in great delight. "Just like 
her messages ! Never has any more 
respect for me than if I was an old cow 1 1 
Well, well, she’s a bonny little fairy, 
anyway, and ; as she’s not here we’ll drink 
her health. Look at Frank, there, 
blushing. He’s found out who’s the 
prettiest little girl in Somersetshire, 
without offence to all my other pretty 
nieces and daughters present and absent. 
He/. Frank, isn’t that true, sir ?"

“Really, sir,” began Frank, blushing 
and looking down, insomuch that he was 
quite oblivious of the vindictive glances 
Charles Clare was launching at him, "I 
—that is------"

"Ha, ha, ha!" laughed his father. 
“Frank does’nt like to be teased. What’ll 
you take that she won’t have you, Frank ? 
I’ll stake a hundred guineas against that 
breakneck dog cart you’ve set up lately. 
There, there, don’t get so red about it. 
My dears, we’ll leave him alone till he 
cools, or I won’t answer for the conse- 
quences. He’s a terribly conceited 
fellow, young ladies, and I take the op- 
portunity of letting him down a peg or 
two every Christmas, when I’ve got a lot 
of you to protect me.”

which a person begins hie. 1.0
to appear down stairs till her brother 
does arrive.”-

"I am awfully sorry she should think 
so much of it,” said Charles, dolefully. 
“Couldn’t you tell her so, and ask her 
not to be so foolish as to mind such a 
trifle ? I’d rather go away again than 
to keep her up stairs ; I really would, 
and will if she likes."

“Oh, no, nonsense !" replied Mrs. 
Wharton: “I cannot help wondering, 
however, how you managed so completely 
to deceive each other, and why you 
did not find out the mistake in con- 
versation.”

“So do I,” admitted Charles ; but 
after all, we talked very generally, and 
she did most of it; talked of my ad- 
ventures abroad—I have just come back 
from the Continent, you know—called 
me Charley all the time, never once bro- 
ther. I’ll swear. How did I know it was 
his name, too ? And how could I tell 
she was taking me for him?"

"Still, young ladies hardly treat their 
male cousins exactly the same as brothers" 
observed Mrs. Wharton, with a half 
smile, as she recollected Lucy’s sobbing 
confession, "I kissed him. Aunt Fanny, 
I did. I kissed him twice. Oh, I can’t 
ever see him again."

“Charley, however, did not seem to 
see that part of the affair in so terrible a 
light. Perhaps some of the recent lady 
novelists had imbued him with the idea 
that kissing gentlemen and receiving 
kisses from them was the natural and 
daily occupation of the “girls of the 
period.” After a moment’s pause, Mrs. 
Wharton added cheerfully :

"Well, never mind. Don’t think any 
more of it. Captain Wharton will be 
here to morrow, and then you and Lucy 
can make friends again. Now go. It’s 
too bad for an old woman like me to be 
keeping you beside her when there are 
so many pretty girls in the room."

Before breakfast on the following 
morning Captain Wharton arrived and 
explained his late appearance by saying 
that he had gone on to Stonnington 
rectory to see his parents and fetch h = 
sister, instead of meeting her at the 
station as agreed upon. He was a young 
man of about Charles’s height and age, 
but gifted with a round, red, good 
tempered face, quite destitute of hair, 
whether beard or whiskers, and a curly 
crop of light hair, the shade verging on 
sandy. Charles glanced at his own tall 
slight figure, close cut chesnut locks, 
and a dark, thick moustache, in a 
neighboring pier glass, and thought 
Lucy’s sight must indeed have been 
defective if she could fancy any resem- 
blance between them. She appeared at 
breakfast, seated beside her brother, at 
the further end of the table ; but she 
hardly spoke or lifted her eyes from the 
table, and her cheeks wore a bright, 
painful glow, that Charles caught him- 
self staring at her abstractedly, and 
thinking how much prettier she was 
with those crimson checks and drooping 
eyelashes than any other girl in the 
room. He firmly resolved to talk to her 
after breakfast ; but as the old saying

TRIFLING KE. a great taste that way—the 1 st turkey 
fancier in the County ; and if you’ll 
come I flatter myself I’ve a pig over 
there which will surprise yo —obliged 
to have crutches to support h • upright. 
You never saw such fat ! Com : along ?" 
And, unable to refuse, poc Charles 
followed, mentally consigning his host 
and the “disgusting pig" t a warm 
r gion as he walked. Fanny Wharton 
looked crossly at her papa for moment. 
Why should he call away such a hands 
some beau from her side ? But then 
the handsome beau looked so miserable 
that she could not help laughing, and 
hastened on to tell Lucy w at “poor 
Cousin Clare had been let i for, by 
that dear, stupid old papa;” whereat 
Lucy smiled and sighed. and lushed so 
rosy red that it was really a pity ‘ poor 
Cousin Clare” could not see her.

How a man hates to be seen sitting 
down on a slippery sidewalk.

Advertisements are very generally 
read at this season of the year.

A man can get along witho t adver- 
tising: so can a wagon without greasing, 
but it grinds.

The following contains the a phabet: 
John P. Brady gave me a black walnut 
box of quite a small size.

A Kentucky farmer refused to buy a 
sewing-machine—“he sowed his wheat 
out of a bucket.”

“Putty-eyed monster" is what ap- 
peered in the paper of a Tennessee 
editor who wrote, with respect, “pretty 
aged’minister.”

Enterprising circus men in Georgia 
reap golden harvests by painting a de- 
formed cow pea-green, and show ing it as 
the famous Cundurango from t e South 
African mountains.

A London merchant advertised for a 
clerk who could “bear confiner ent.”—

of a mile. The audience was asked to 
imagine the number of church spires 
that could be placed one above the other 
before the surface was reached. The 
curative properties of the water, and the 
atmosphere of this region are most re- 
markable. Every consumptive invalid 
was urged to throw physic to the dogs 
and make their systems strong and per- 
feet by a little camp life at Lake Tahoe. 
Said the speaker :

"If it don’t cure them, I will bury 
them. I shall be glad to bury them—I 
shall be glad to do it. I will give them 
a funeral that will be a comfort to them 
as long as they live. But it will cure 
them. I met a man there—he had been 
a man once—now he was nothing but a 
shadow and a very poor shadow at that, 
and that man had came there deliberate- 
ly to die, and what a sickly failure he 
made of it! He was in dead earnest. 
He had heard that this air was easy and 
soothing to breathe, as God knows it is; 
and he had simply come there to have 
what comfort he might whilst life ebbed 
away. And he had brought along a plan 
of his private graveyard, and pictures 
and drawings of different kinds of coffins 
and hearses, and such things, and he 
never did anything but sit around and 
study that graveyard, and figure at 
coffins, and such things, trying to make 
up his mind which kind he liked best, 
or which kind would be most becoming. 
And when I saw that man three months 
afterward he was chasing mountain 
sheep over a mountain seven miles high, 
with a Sharp’s rifle. He did not get 
them, but he chased them all the same. 
And he had used up all his graveyards, 
and coffins—all his plans and pictures, 
for wadding—and sent for more.

"When I first saw him, his clothes 
hung about him—why, they did not fit 
him any more than a circus tent fits the 
tent poles, but now they clung to him 
like court plaster. He could hardly 
breathe without starting a seam. He 
weighed a ton—he weigned more than 
a ton. I threw in the odd ounces— 
eleven, I think it was. But I know 
what I am talking about, because I took 
him to the hay scales myself. There 
was a lot of us stood on there with him.

"But, really, that was a remarkable 
cure. I have exaggerated it a little. 
You might not have noticed it. But 
still it was a cure and a most remarkable 
onc. I wish you would not heed my 
nonsense, but simply take note of my 
honest word. I think if I could only 
persuade one invalid to go there I should 
ftel as if I had done one thing worth 
having accomplished. I am really sincere 
about that.

ROCKY MOUNTAIN SHEEP.
“If there is a sportsman in this audi- 

ence, I say to him, shoulder your gun 
and go out there. It is the best hunting 
place on the face of the earth. You can 
hunt there year after year, and not find 
anything. You can find mountain sheep, 
but you cannot get near them. You 
can see plenty of them with a spy-glass. 
But that was the only game I saw that 
was worth speaking of, when I was there, 
except “seven-up.” [For the sake of 
convenience we omit the laughter, only 
stating that it was inces sant. —Reporter.] 
I will here remark that the mountain 
sheep is our American chamois—French 
pronunciation ! He is the same kind 
they make the chamois leather of in 
other countries. We would, here, if we 
could catch him. He has enormous 
Iorns, and is a pretty large animal, too. 
He is so shy, so very shy, that it’s almost 
impossible to get within rifle shot of 
him. He inhabits the rockiest fastnesses 
of the mountains.”

SHOVELING SAND.
"I had to go to work in a quarts mill 

:t $10 a week. A nice place, truly, for 
the proprietor of a hundred silver mines! 
But I was glad to get that berth. But 
I could not keep it. They did not want 
me. I didn’t know why. I was the 
most careful workman they had ever 
had. They said so. I took more pains 
with my work. I was shoveling sand. 
The technical term is “tailing.” The 
silver rock is ground over once or twice, 
and they clean it up and work it over 
again. Whenever I had a lot of that 
sand to shovel I would sit down for an 
hour and a half and think about the best 
way to shovel that sand. And if I could 
not cipher it out in my mind just so, I 
would not go shoveling it around heed- 
less. 1 would leave it alone till the next 
day.

“Many a time when I would be 
carrying a bucket full of sand from one 
pile to another, thirty or forty feet off, 
right in the middle, suddenly a new idea 
would strike me, and I would carry that 
sand back, and sit down and think about 
it, and like enough get so wrought up, 
and absorbed in it, that I would go to 
sleep. Why, I always knew there must 
be some tip-top first-rate way to move

goes forth saying, "I mean to make my 
fortune, to be sure, and to pluck honor 
from the higest boughs of the tree of 
life; but I am determined not to go one 
step in honor or wealth or power, that is 
not a real step. What I have I will pay 
for it. I will not take anything without 
giving a fair equivalent for it.” And 
what a contrast there is between this 
and the ambition of those who set out in 
life with a determination to make their 
fortune and gain honor at all hazards, by 
whatever means it may be necessary to 
employ, and without regard to whether 
they render an equivalent for that which 
they receive or not.

A young man delicately reared, is 
sent into life, and he goes into a chop 
where he finds many companions, and 
where, unfortunately, the strongest 
minded men are not the sweetest-hearted. 
And all around him the conversation is 
low ; the allusions are coarse, the expres- 
sions vulgar. The things that in home 
life he never dared to shape into words, 
or hints even, are freely handled for the 
purpose of exciting laughter. Now, 
under such circumstances a man may lose 
sensibility to these things. At first he 
is shocked and sick. I have known 
persons se delicate that this violence 
done to their moral and social feeling 
amounted to absolute sickness of body. 
But that cannot continue. In the course 
of a month a young man will get used 
to obscenity in one or two ways. If he 
sets his heart against it; if he calls the 
memory of all that he loves to his help; 
if his whole conscience bears witness; if 
he makes a covenant with his lips, and 
sets his heart to watch over its issues, 
then, little by little he will come to a 
state in which he will hear obscene talk 
as though he did not hear it. And he 
comes out better than he went in. 
although he suffered less by the outward 
contact of corruption than in the begin- 
njog. He has carried himself in such a 
way with reference to it, that it has 
worked out in moral purity.

I was called once to a consultation in 
reference to a young man belonging to a 
large establishment, who was detected in 
some criminal act; and in a confidential 
interview that I had with him, he told 
me that it was not because he was in 
need that he yielded to the temptation, 
but because he wanted property. His 
dishonesty was simply the result of 
avarice. And if a young man abuses his 
trust and is dishonest, there is not a 
word to be said in his justification.

There are temptations to dishonesty, 
then, that spring from extravagance.— 
Our society is very vicious in this re- 
gard. We make no provision for the 
respectability of people who are in 
humble circumstances. We hold out 
inducements to them to live beyond their 
means.

Young people want to begin further 
along than they are able to. They 
want to keep house as twenty years of 
successful and fruitful industry have 
enabled other men to do it. They 
measure everything on the pattern of 
somebody.

There are many young men who have 
enough to support them, but that is not 
al that they want. They have had 
en mpanions with whom they associate. 
These companions are not very temperate. 
They smoke, and so, of course, they 
drink. I do not mean that among all 
men that smoke, drinking is a handmaid 
of vice. And smoking and drinking are 
very expensive.

Young men are very apt to reason the 
question of dishonesty with themselves, 
and to justify themselves by the examples 
which they see around about them, of 
men who stand eminent, trusted, and of 
good reputation, and who yet do dishonest 
things. A young man is apt to say, "It 
is no worse for me to follow such and 
such courses than it is for others ; and 
many that do follow them stand high 
and are prospered and respected.”

I will admit that there are many men 
who stand high, and for a time have a 
certain kind of respectability and pro- 
sperity, though they do dishonest things; 
but I say this : You cannot afford to be 
like them. There is nothing else in this 
world that is of so much consequence to 
you as that you should keep peace with 
your own self. Blessed be the man 
that can say, as the apostle did, “I trust 
that I have a good conscience.” Blessed 
be the man that has lived till he is 
thirty years of age, and can say, "I have 
a good conscience;” that is, "I never 
willingly do anything that violates my 
conscience. God knows that it is my 
purpose to live at peace with my con- 
science.”

A man cannot afford to throw away 
the blessing of a good conscience. And 
it makes no difference that your neighbor 
is prospering by dishonesty, and people 
have not found him out. If you are 
dishonest you know it yourself, and that 
is enough. And there ought to be a 
principle of honor with every young man 
that should lead him to say, “Even if 
God could not see me when I did wrong.

(CONTINUED.)

"Although you are a lazy dog to be 
so late,” he added jocularly; “and I 
don’t know how you’ll make it up with 
Cecilia Wharton, who, according to her 
own account, was to have come down 
under your protection by the 2.30 train ; 
but her cavalier failing to—"

"But what do you mean ?" interrupt- 
ed Charles in utter bewilderment. “There 
was the hour fixed, and I have brought 
Cis— Miss Wharton down."

"Lucy Wharton, yes, but that’s not 
Cecilia, my dear Clare," said the laugh- 
ing Frank—“quite another thing, and, 
entre nous, a much prettier thing; but 
considering that she has her brother with 
her, and Cecilia has no one ----- however,
I must go and speak to them,’ he added, 
and before Charles could make up his 
mind as to whether his cousin was or 
was not suffering from temporary aberra- 
tion of the intellect, he had turned to the 
carriage and was holding out his hand 
for Miss Wharton to alight.

"Delighted beyond measure to see you. 
Miss Lucy,” he said gallantly, and still 
retaining the pretty hand, though the 
young lady had already descended. “I’ve 
been waiting here with the carriage so 
impatiently watching and wishing for 
you—and Charley. By the way, where 
is Charley ?"

"He jumped out before me,” replied 
Ciss, gayly. “Positively, I haven’t seen 
him yet—it has been so dark with this 

* snow storm, Frank."
"Nor I either,” returned her young 

host, offering her his arm. "I’ve seen 
no one yet but Mr. Clare who came up 
with you, and who by the way is a dis- 
tant connection of yours also —aren’t you, 
Clare ? fourteenth cousin by marriage, 
or something of that sort ?"

The snow had ceased falling now, and 
Charles stood face to face with his fellow 
traveler. I don’t know which was paler. 
Her face quite rivalled the snow in 
whiteness, as she clung to Frank Whar- 
ton’s arm for support; her great blue 
eyes were distended, her lips, like scarlet 
winter berries, wide apart, and the 
pretty flaxen curls blown by the wind 
off her frightened face, as she stammered 
faintly, “Are —are you not my brother, 
then ?"

"I wish I was,” broke from Charles, 
with genuine feeling.. "I thought all 
along you were my Cousin, Cissy 
Wharton."

There was a blank silence for a moment, 
and then Frank broke it by pulling Lucy 
away. H: saw there was some dreadful 
blunder, thugh be could not yet quite 

understand what.
"Come to the carriage, Miss Lucy, he 

said quickly and rather jealously; for 
Frank Wharton was by no means insen- 

1 sible to his pretty cousin’s attractions.
"It’s far too cold to stand talking in the 
snow. Are you coming, Clare?"‘

“No, thank you, I would rather walk,” 
replied Charles. Not again —not again, 
just yet, could he ride at Lucy Whar- 
ton’s side. The evening might be raw

He received an answer from- 
had been seven years in jail.

A set of paper wheels on a

se who•

Pullman

car have run 100,000 miles, at d worn 
out their steel tires. Cast iro wheels 
will only run 60,000 miles.

Conundrum for married me —Why 
i a wife like a newspaper ? Because 
every man should have one without 
borrowing his neighbor’s.

The editor of the Athol Tran script is 
affected by the weather. He say : “The 
devil of this office has a soul. On this 
account we don’t care to compel him to 
steal wood. Will several of our sub- 
scribers take the hint ?"

Two men employed at one of our 
hardware stores, was engaged recently 
in putting up a stove for a lady. During 
a heavy lift one of them told the other 
to “spit on his hands,” when bo h were 
nonplussed by the lady hastily xclaim- 
ing, "O, don’t do that ; here is a 
spittoon.”

A Green County farmer re cklessly 
publishes the following challe ge: "I
will bet $42.25 that my hired nin can

To this strain Mr. Wharton rattled on 
during dinner; and as his humor was ! ,

‘is, "L’homme propose. Dieu dispose.

take longer to go to the harve t field, 
get back to dinner quicker, eat 1 ore, do 
less, and bear down harder on a pannel 
of the fence, than any other hire 1 man 
within fitfeen miles of the flag taff in 
Jefferson.”

An exchange thus chroni les a 
melancholy fact: "Mary had little 
lamb, with hair as fine as silk ;tl e long- 
er Mary lived, the more she four 1 that 
lamb a bilk ; for all the hair w s only 
flax, on that deceitful brute; bu Mary 
hadn’t much to say, for hers was only 
jute."

At a school where words were given 
out” for subjects in composition, mute 
inglorious Milton" produced a sight 
this sentence on the word “pane yric”: 
"A few drops of -panegyric, given on a 
large lump of sugar, is often be t with 
an infant with the stomach-ache."

"CONUNDRUM.—No Reward or an 
Answer.—If a milkmaid, four fe t ten 
inches in height, while sitting on : three- 
legged stool, took four pints of mi from 
every fifteen cows, what was the ze of 
the field io which the animals € azed, 
and what was the girl’s age?"

This is the way they describe snow 
storm in the Conyers (Ga.) Exar ner: 
“Last Friday morning, on arousin from 
our slumbers, we found the whol face 
of creation covered with snow. retty 
soon the sun smiled down upo the 
scene. It was one of the most bes tiful 
sights our eyes have ever yet lit up a.— 
We want a comparison—thy own 
fair bosom, dearest Clara.”

A farmer near Nashua, N. H., recently 
bargained his farm to another for $2,000, 
but when the day and purchaser arrived, 
informed him that his wife was in 
hysterics about the trade, and guessed 
he would back out. “But,” said the 
purchaser, “I have come a long distance, 
want the farm, and must have it. How 
much more would induse you to sell it ?” 
"Well,” replied the agriculturist, “give 
me $250 more and let her cry.”

A day or two since, a man not over 
and above familiar with the dark ways 
of telegraphing, went into one of the 
offices in this eity with a dispatch, which 
he insisted on having sent off immediately 
The operator accommodated him and 
hung the dispatch on a hook. The men 
hung around for some time, evidently 
unsatisfied. At last his patience was| 
exhausted, and he belched out: “Ain’t 
you going to send that message?" The 
operator politely informed him that he: 

had sent it. “No yer ain’t,” replied the

and cold to other pedestrians, but in his 
boiling state of confusion he fouod it 
almost unpleasantly hot. So she had 
taken him for her brother all the time ! 
But how then did it happen that she 

called him "Charley?" Why was she 
unacquainted with her brother’s appear- 

unce? "And how should he meet her 
again? Would she consent to look on

Bit as a joke? or what? ,•
A “That accounts for the ‘pug-nose and 

Auxen hair,’ " thought Charles, as he 
tramped through the snow. "She was 
thinking of her brother,—hang him ! A 
deuced ugly fellow he must be ! It’s too 
bad, just as I and the sweet little dar- 
ling were getting on so well, to find that 
she was taking me for somebody else all 
the time. I never saw such a winning 
thing io my life—never. I hope she
won’t think I encouraged her mistake 
through ‘malice prepense’ and cut me, 
now she knows who iam. We are 
cousins, after all—sorts of cousins, at 
least. Let me see : we are second 
cousins of the Whartons of Greymount, 
by my mother’s side, and they are first 
cousins of my little fellow traveler. Then 
we are relations; so we have a perfect 
right to be good friende, and of course 
she’ll see it when she comes to think it 
over coolly.”

Occupied with these reflections, Mr. 
Clare walked slowly ; but when he 
arrived at the hospitable portal of Grey- 
mount Hall, the carriage had overtaken 
and passed by nearly ten minutes, and 
was already put away in the • coach- 
house.

Henry Wharton, a younger son of his 
host, met him io the hall, and took him 
to his room, telling him that the first 
dressing bell had already rung, and 
that the house was full of visitors, who 
would muster in the drawing room in 
full force in another three quarters of an 
hour.

“I do not believe we’ve, got twenty 
girls here, including our own,” he said, 
gloomily—not being as yet of an age to 
properly appreciate ladice ’ society ; “and 
they made noise enough for twenty dozen 
magpies. Make haste dressing Clare, 
and we’ll clear out to the stables. I want 
to show you the governor’s new mare, 
worth all the women folk in the world. 

I’d like you to see her, and Frank’s 

"Chinadhankelhim Getheioritation, 

but declined it; and as soon as he had 
arranged his dress, he hastened down to 

, the drawing room, in the hope of seeing 
Lucy there. Alas! he should have re- 
---- here the saying, “Blessed are they

9?as well known as his thorough good 
nature, the victim generally laughed as 
heartily in the end as anyone else. 
Charles Clare alone sat grave and silent. 
Miss Cecilia wondering the while how 
her dear Julia ever came to be blessed 
(or cursed) with so intensely stupid a 
brother. Not one word beyond the 
necessary civilities of the table did he 
address to her during dinner, and she 
invariably pronounced him a solemn, 
( mpty headed dandy ; while poor Charles 
himself was fretting over Lucy’s head- 
ache and absence, blaming himself for 
both,® and wishing. he was with her 
to heal their little misunderstanding. 
Not until it was time for the gentlemen 
to return to the drawing room did he 
breathe freely. Perhaps he should find 
her there. But no, there was no sign 
of her, and instead he found himself 
beckoned to the side of his hostess, a 
kind, motherly looking old lady, with 
silver grey hair and gentle blue eyes, 
which looked as if they sympathized with 
his trouble, as, making room for him 
beside her, she said softly :

“That was an unfortunate mistake in 
the train to day, Mr. Clare."

"I hope Miss Wharton, doesn’t mind 
it,” said Charles contritely.

“Oh, Lucy, poor child, has been cry- 
ing her eyes out about it. You must 
know now that she took you for her 
brother.”

"Yes, I suppose so, but why?"
"Her brother is an officer in the 

Fifty-third, now quartered io Malta, and 
she has not seen him for several years. 
True, he has been at home two or three 
times, but either when she was at School 
or in Scotland with us. When Frank 
was at Malta last summer he made 
Charles Wharton promise to spend 
Christmas with us; and as he only 
landed io England yesterday, it was 
arranged that he should come on here 
straight, and Luey should meet him at 
the station. It was dusk when she got 
there, and as the guard pointed you out 
as the gentleman who had been inquir- 
ing for Miss Wharton, she naturally took 

you for Charley, especially as you 
answered to the name. She never 
doubted for one moment your identity, 
Mr. Clare, why did you not undeceive

Mrs. Wharton’s gentle tones-became 
gravely remonstrating as she uttered the 
last words, and Charles reddened to the 
very hair under the implied reproach.

“Uoon my word and honor, Mrs. 
Wharton,” he exclaimed, loud enough 
to draw a fire of angry glances upon

Before the meal was quite concluded, 
Lis cousin, Fanny Wharton, engaged his 
attention on some trifling matter of 
dispute, and when he could look round 
Lucy had disappeared with some of the 
juveniles. Her brother, however, came 
up to our hero, making friendly over- 
tures, and laughing heartily over the 
previous day’s mistake.

“It’s very fortunate you were there 
to take care of the little goose,” he said, 
in conclusion, “and still more fortunate 
by George! that you were a relation. 
Ha! ha! ha!" Had Lucy made a full 
confession to her brother, Charles won- 
dered. He could not, of course, ask the 
question; but he had this consolation, 
that if the young lady was really angry 
with him, her brother would not show 
himself in so cordial and friendly a light 
Cheered by this reflection, he responded 
warmly, and not only began to like the 
pug-nosed captain, but actually to detect 
a pleasant likeness between his jovial, 
rattling voice, and Lucy’s bird-like 
treble.

Being Christmas day, however, church 
was the thing to think of at present; 
and the party at Greymount Hall was so 
large that when three carriages were 
filled there were still half a dozen far- 
cloaked, trim-booted young people bent 
on walking to service. Fain would 
Charles Clare have joined these light- 
hearted pedestrians; but in virtue of the 
reputation for a “great swell” and 
traveler which he had recently acquired, 
he found himself directed to a seat in 
the open carriage between Miss Whar- 
ton and Miss Cecilia, a dignified position, 
whence, with a pang of ungrateful 
mortification, he saw Lucy leaning on her 
brother’s arm, join the walking party, 
and set off down the snow cover d path 
across the park. With a gloomy brow, 
which under the circumstances was 
really ridiculous, he gazed at the small, 
trim figure, the tunic of bronze velveteen 
looped up over an elaborately braided 
scarlet petticoat, the tiny feet in their 
high-heeled boots, the small, black hat, 
with its sweeping feather, perched on 
the pretty, flaxen curls, and revealing 
rather than shading, the still prettier 
face beneath.

“I am beginning to make s fool of 
myself about that girl,” said Charles to 
himself; and then a bright idea came 
into his mind; he smiled under his

labor.
One day last week Mrs. Thos. Han- 

nah, of the 4th line of Garafraxa, went 
over to visit a neighbor, and carried her 
child, about three months old in her 
arms, wrapped up in a shawl, so as to be 
kept warm. Upon unwrapping the

than the arms proper, but possesses ex- 
traordinary muscle, which he displays: 
whenever occasion demands it. No 
person passing through a railroad car or 
meeting him upon the street would ob- 
serve any deformity ; but after becoming 
cognisant of this singular ease, would 
perceive a peculiar fit of his cont. He 
states that he has often been questioned

shawl she was horrified to find that the 
infant was smothered to death.

a A despatch from Cork says that 8
terrible storm has prevailed for the last 
few days on the southern coast of Ireland, 
and several disasters with serious loss of 
life are reported. Three vessels whose 
names have not been ascertained 
foundered off Ballyeotton, and their 
crews perished.
IDublin, Feb. 10.—The trial of Kelly 
for firing on a policeman terminated in 
the conviction of the prisoner, who has 
been sentenced to fifteen years imprison- 
ment at hard labor.

Ga Wednesday last, Mr. George 
Richardson, wine merchant. of Salisbury, 
was fined one hundred pounds, by the 
local magistrates for refusing to serve 
the office of Mayor, to which he was 
eleoted on the 9th of November last.

, Hong Kong affords a singular instance 
of the curiosities of taxation. One 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars a 
year is derived from a tax of seven per 
cent on moneys won at the licensed 
gambling tables. They have a daily 
average there of 15,361 players, or one - 
to every eight of the entire population.

,The best thing to give your enemy is 
forgiveness; to your opponents tolerance; 
to a friend your heart; to your child, a 
good example; to a father, deference ; to 
your mother, conduct that will make her 
proud of her son; to yourself, respect; 
to God, obedience.

A young man in Danbury, Conn., 
when told by the editor of a looal paper 
that the insertion of the announcement 
of the death of his wife would erst him 

nothing, feelingly remarked that “death 
for him had been robbed of half its

as to why he does not place hunself upon 
exhibition, or become one of Barnum’s 
permanent attractions. His invariable 
reply is, that he is averse to public.ex- 
hibitions. His father being a wealthy 
farmer, he had always preferred to re- 
main at home, and was the most active 
and profitable of farmer’s help. He 
would assist in loading hay and at the 
same time hold securely the horses’ reins. 
On several occasions he came near 
breaking this unnatural member by 
sudden falls, and at one time suffered 
the pangs of a fall sized felon upon the 
fore finger. On one occasion, when 
about eighteen, the village boys thought 
they would have a little sport at "three 
arms” expense, and commenced a system 
of blackguardism, followed by bold 
attacks upon his person. Forbearance 
ceased to be a virtue, and throwing off 
his loose garments he went at them in 
true pugilistic style, arm number three 
performing its duty nobly and apparently 
outrivalling number one and two. At 
the end of the skirmish, six prostrate 
villagers told what a fierce opponent they 
had met. «Three arms” gained a noto- 
riety, and never afterward was prosecuted 
on account of his deformity. At the 

outbeak of the rebellion, Le joined a New York regiment, and so distinguished 
himself by bravery, that he was finally 
promoted to captain, and ranked as the 
best drill officer of the regiment to 
which he was attached. At the close of

that sand. At last I discovered it. I 
went to the boss, and told him that I had 
got just the thing, the very best and 
quickest way to get that sand from one 
pile to the other. And he says, “I am 
awful glad to hear it.” You never saw

Ishould see myself, and self-respect and 
manhood require that I should do right.” 
—Beecher.

the war, he returned to the farm, and 
has since remained there. He is now 
en route for the south, to visit asistor 
somewhere in the interior of South 
Carolina. It may be a query with some 
hew he could use his arm with proper 
hew his body. All his gar-

a man ) uplifted as he was. It appeared 
a load off his breast—a load of

antining boat us a 
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A clergyman on exchange found asand, I suppose. And I said—“What 
you want now is a cast iron pipe about
13 or 14 feet in diameter, and, say, 42 Brother.A. requested the prayers of the 
feet long. And you want to prop one 
end of that pipe up 35 or 40 feet off the 
ground. And then you want a revolving 
belt—just work it with the waste steam 

attentant.
chair, and have a Chinaman down there 
to fill up the bucket with send, and pass

note in the Bible to the effect that

thi-cl-a Relitalst bit, cocoa to dissitchurch, that the loss of his wife might
be blessed to him, &e. The preacher 
prayed most fervently. . To his amaze- 
ment and mortification he found that 
the note had lain in pulpit a year, tainata. : 

the congregation.

.35 by buttoning, the same asachill’s 
Ecuse 

able, and he relates many pleasing anse - [ rarwyere 
dotes of himself with great relish. • dollars a

heavy moustache, and as a turn in the 
road shut out the fairy vision from view, 
resolutely turned to his fair companions, indignant man ; there it is now on the 
and applied himself so well to the task hook.” "has

l


