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be forgotten ! 1 ven 
heart going out i you 
love was as dear toh 
voices of the sing reb

MAKE OTHERS HAPPY. 18.stroking her hair. “You are a little 
nervous to-night, that is all. And now, 
do you remember what night this is?"

“What nightasked she, with a mis- 
chievous smile struggling with her tears.

"You don’t remember, I dare say,” 
said he, taking a jewel-case from his 
poeket. “And you would like to believe 
I suppose, that nobody knows your age. 
Rose, nor when your birthday comes 
round. But I knew, and did not forget. 
This is a little present which I hope you 
will accept with my heart-felt wishes for 
your future prosperity and happiness, my 
own dear Rose.”

He the ease in her hand, as he 
spoke, kissed her. As she received 
it, she touched the spring, the lid flew 
open, and s magnificent tiara of diamonds 
lay flashing and glittering in the moon- 
light.

As she stood looking at them, Arthur 
took the jewels out of the case, and, with 

uhDlw it 
indeed, not a more perfect picture could 
well be conceived than the one formed 
by Rose, as she stood there, with the 
sombre woods for a background, while

them, and clasped his head in his hands.
“Father and sister, forgive me,” said 

he; "I have brought shame and disgrace 
upon you both, but say you forgive me, 
and, believe me, it will be different with

MISCELLANEOUS.WINGS. .rri. 

your wife, mother, and mother-in-law. 
with

MY LITTLE TREASURE.

T have a little treasure
I fold it to my heart 

With joy that hath no measure ;
With it I would not part.

’Tis bright with memories golden
Of those I used to see. 

Who in the blest days olden 
Were all of life to me —

Were all of life and beauty,•
Were all of love and truth- 

Who taught me all my duty
And love of God, forsooth.

What though the days are lonely.
And dark the skies appear. 

I’ll not be sad, if only
My little treasure’s near.

I’ ve se n the shadows gather 
’Round many a loving one ;

I’ve seen live’s stormiest weather
Shut out hope’s cheering sun ;

I’ve felt the touch of sadness 
Bereavementalways gives. 

When perishes all gladness. 
And only sorrow lives ;

For • felon arrest and imprisonment.
For fits, consult a tailor or a patent 
doctor.*

It wasa beautiful summer morning. The 
sun shone down in royal splendour on 
the dancing waters, and the breeze came 
fresh and bracing from the west, while 
the white ferry boat, like some huge sea 
bird, sped her way to and fro between 
Chyhores of Now York and Jersey

There are those who move through life 
scattering gladness on every side, like 
a band of music passing through the 
streets, discoursing sweet pleasure, or, as 
the bright and glorious sun darts beams 
of joyousness over all. 2 Some one has 
said: “As in October days the orchards 
fill the air with the perfume of ripe fruit, 
so do some men surround themselves with 
a halve of sweetness, and some women 
fill their homes with the fragrance of 
love, as the honeysuckle clinging over 
the door sends out its subtle odor to all 
the region around.”og

The happy mother watching the sun- 
light play in the golden curls of her child 
and sees her little one trying, with eager- 
ness, to imprison in its tiny palm the 
beams or clapping its little hands in child- 
ish merriment as it dances through the 
shining stream, could but feel the power 
of sunshine. Oh, what a royalty has 
that soul that has the power to make all. 
happy. To live for that only could not"

A Western man found 
pebble in its center. Ve often 

stones in
God rest you, nerry gentler 

Let nothin you dismay;in future. I do not ask you to trust 
; only forgive the past, and my coming

me To prevent the hair from turning 
gray, make up your mind dye.

To cause a white swelling to disap 
pear, cover it with shoe blacking or Ja- 
pan varnish.

DEPINITIONs.—"Another scientific 
Wonder"—- last patentmediefue hmm-

Politenem is like air cushion—there 
may be nothing in it, but eases your jolts 
wonderfully:

Bookkeeping may be taught in a sin- 
glelesson of three words—Never lend 
them.

FOGGY.—The ocular vision of those

seen cherries and raisins 
them.—Lowell Courier.life will prove the sincerity of my repen-) 0 W-EcDeC

She went to th window aha Him 
The snow had b en falling heavily a

Leigh Hunt was asked by a lady if he 
would not venture on an orange. “Ma- 
dime,” he said. “ Aahould be happy 
80, but I am afraid I

A divorce lawyer’s

tance.”
“Fred, dear,” said Rose, drawing his he On board moved the swiftly 

changing tide of human life, with its 
countless diversities and strong contrasts 
mirthful and sad, earnest and idle, kind 
and selfish, pure hearted and evil. In 
one corner of the deck was a small wagon 
whose occupant attracted the attention 
of all and the sympathy of every true 
heart. Judging by his face he might 
have seen nineteen years, but the 
body was poorly supported by the shrunk- 
en limbs, not larger than those of a child.

dohead down on her lap, and weeping vio- 
lently, “don’t kneel there. You know 
father and I forgive you.”

“Heartily, my dear boy,” said his 
father, grasping his hand and raising 
him; “let the past be forgotten as it is 
forgiven, and let us all look with hope to 
the future; and now, what of Arthur?”

Fred’s face flushed, and tears of shame 
stood on his eyes as he turned to Rose, 
and taking her hand in his, said, “Rose, 
my dear sister, you have forgiven me the 
pain and sorrow I have caused on my 
own account; but how can I ask you to 
forgive all I have made you suffer on 
account of another? I was blind to the 
results of what I was doing, and only 
last night did I come to my senses. In 
a moment of passion, at some trifling 
remark he made—you saw the result?”

«Tell me all about, ît, Fred,” said

evening, with a boisterous wind ho 
which tossed th ivy about outsi 
windows with , rustling sound 
whistled down t chimney in fitful

tumble off." 
tisement:-

Hymenial incompatibilities, as a special- 
ty, delicately adjusted. Tis Havory to 
detain the hand after the heart hath fled-

“ Is the old man any better? » asked 
a bootblack of a newsboy, at Detroit, the 

other day. “Better?” echoed Jim; «I 
should say he was! You ought to have 
seen him slinging stove-wood at mother 
this morning 1

Y Julius, can you tell me, how Adam

How the voices f the poor 
and trembled Tthe half-frozen 
were borne ac ss the snow! 
heart bled for th poor shivering ore 
outside; so, sioping down stair 
purse io band she opened a sid 
near to where t sy stood. As sh 
so, a sudden gu threw the door • 
the wall, blindi g and nearly suff 
her with snow "the emei dime

res ith
man’s

to professional Allopathic medicYet the pale face wore a look of trust- 
ful patience, and his clear, honest eyes 
neither shunned nor courted the pitying 
glances bent upon him. He was selling 
books, counting change quickly, and 

passing it with a slight bow and pleasant 
“Thank you.”

A lady came up, bought two or three 
books and withdrew to a little distance. 
Tears filled her eyes as she watched 
the busy, dwarfed figure, and she said 
in a low voice to the gentleman standing 
beside her :

“What can the poor boy have to look 
forward ?"

She did not think he would overhear 
her, but her words reached his 
quick ear, and with a swift, beautiful 
smile lighting his wan face he answered 
hopefully.

“Wings, some day !"
MARRIAGE TREATY.

Oakers,
who cannot discover 
dropathy.

atibility of Hy-LA my
A talisman most true.

Which brought me back my pleasure. 
Its fulness to renew.

It is a little locket
+ That holds a braid of hair;

Whene’er I look upon it
I hear a mother’s prayer.

And be the deys most dreary.
And darkest be the sky. 

My heart cannot be weary
While my loved treasure’s nigh.

had recovered 1 it bold of the door, when 
the figure of a an approached, and she 
held out her he d with some money in 
it. For a mon at he stood on the door- 
step, motionnes ; then, to her alarm, he 
took her gently by the hand, and ere she 
was aware, had led her in, and closed the 
door after then

"Rose, don’t rou know me ?"
"Arthur, n r dear !" cried she, over- 

come with joy, and taking him into the 
room she had j st quitted.

’ Am I, ther still dear to you Rose t" 
asked he with trembling voice, while 
holding her ha d in his; “can you say 
so from your I art after what has pass- 
ed ?" .

"Arthur," s id she, looking up in his 
face with a fra k, loving smile, “believe 
me you are all you ever were 
to me, and n re. You may have sin- 
ned, and we a have, dear; but seek 
and obtain for veness from the One who 
can forgive."

"I have, m dear, I trust I have," 
said he; "and I never esteem myself too 
lightly for the particular occasion I had 
for doing so.”

"Say no mo e about it, Arthur, dear ; 
it is past." A id she put her old happy 
smile on, passi g her arms round his 
neck, and hol ng up her lips to be kiss- 
ed.

"Bless you, ny darling!" said he, 
drawing her t him ; "I shall yet live, I 
hope, to redee 1, in some measure, the 
unhappiness I have caused you.”

"If there ha been pain and suffering,” 
Rose remark calmly, “it has also 
worked good. Fred has been saved to 
us; and now at you have returned, 
we shall be ha pier for it all.”

Arthur exp ined that, after the night 
of the opera, t e sense of his humilia- 
ting position £ forced itself upon him, 
that he resolve 1 to leave Thornden for 
awhile, if not together.

"Precisely hat I said!” exclaimed 
Mr. Crossley, bursting into the room at 
that moment. “My dear Arthur, a 
merry Christr as to you! Where have

BAD COLD.—Whenever a person is 
afflicted with a cold, he generally assures 

you it is a bad one. Did any person ever 
hear of a good cold? Ehf

The first thing a promising youth

be unworthy. "Kind words never die," 
is as true as anything : how much easier 
we bear our burden when some sympa- 
thizing friend has spoken to us. It does 
not take much to make us happy, yet how 
few afe really joyful. The little girl who 
answered the question, "Why are you 
so happy ?" by saying, "Because I make 
others happy,” had the whole philosophy 
of it. Jenny Lind was singing at a char- 
ity concert in London, and noticing the 
electrifying effect,exclaimed, "Is it not 
good that I can sing so ?" "Yes,"ans 
wered the conductor, “and that you will!’ 

---------- • • at ---------
SPICE.

| A labor strike is said to be impend- 
ing. The carpenters say they don’t 
get enough to pay their board-

Shoemakers, that it takes their awl 
to keep them at work, and their sole 
dependence is often in their last job.

Painters complain that they have be- 
come literally hue-ers of wood.

Upholsterers complain that hangings 
have gone out of fashion.

Boiler-makers aver that Congress has 
kept the country in hot water to such

gubs it
dec." * He got snaked out.

“Well, neighbor, what is the most 
Christian news this morning?" said a 
gentleman to a friend. " I have just 
bought a barrel of flour for a poor wo 
man.” “Just like you I Who is it you 
have made happy with your charity this 
time?”“My wife.”
« Farewell, Susan—you have driven 

me to the grave,” wrote John Larch, of 
Alabama, four years ago, and left the 
note on the river bank. He was arrest- 
ed the other day in Cincinnati, living 
with another women.

“Well, Sambo, what’s yer up to nowa- 
days?" “O, I is a carp’ner and j’iner." 
“He!I guess yer is. What department 
do you perform?" «What department?, 

Why, I does the circular work.” 
“What’s dat?" “Why, I turns de grind 
stone—g’way.”

At a Brooklyn wedding, among the 
presents ostentatiously displayed, was a 
one-hundred-dollar bill, a present from 
the doting father. to the darling daugh- 
ter. After the guests had departed, the 
old man coolly rolled up the bill and 
put it in his pocket, and that was the

her head was crowned with the glittering 
jewels, and over all, enrobing her from 
head to foot, the soft, sweet moonlight 
falling like a bridal veil. For a few 
moments she stood with heaving bosom.

said to a dog presenting his nose at his 
heels, was: €6 Go away ! Do you think I’m 
a bote ? "

Never allow a man to do a favor for 
you without paying him, for he will get 
treble the pay before he has done with 
you.

If girls would have roses for cheeks, 
they must do as roses do—go to sleep 
with the lilies and get up with the morn- 
ing glories.

A man attempted to spell crockery, 
yesterday and proceeded thus :—Kraugh- 
kearreighe—but expired, adds, the Post 
in a spasm, before he could make a y, 
with which he intended to end the 
word.

Give your children education, and no 
tyrant will trample on your liberty. Give 
your children education, and the silver 
shod of the despot will trample in ruins 
the fabric of your freedom.—Kossuih.

If you would increase the size and 
prominence of eyes, just keep an account 
of the money you spend foolishly, say for 
tea, coffee, snuff, or tobacco, and add it 
up at the end of the year.

CHILDISH SIMPLICITY.—“Mother,” 
said a bright, little girl, “is hell a hot 
place?” Being a little puzzled what 
reply to make, the mother answered, 
“Yes” “Then,” said the little girl, 

“why don’t they turn the damper ?"
A Kentucky farmer refused to look at 

a sample sewing machine not long ago, 
as he always ’sewed wheat by hand.” 
He is related to the man who did not 
want a threshing machine on his farm, 
“for,” said he, “give me a harness tug or 
a barrel stave, and I can make my family 
toe the mark according to the law and 

Scripter."
The following pathetic note was 

picked upon a Danbury, Conn., street: 
“Dear Sarah, I hope you ain’t mad be- 
cause I didnt laff at you when you lafft 
at me last evening at the post offis. I 
aint prowd, dear Sarah, but I have got 
a bile under my arm, and I can’t laff as , 
I used to as heaven is my judge. Yours,1 
truly, Henry.”

A HINT TO LETTER WatTEaS.—The

Rose, with trembling lips and her hands 
clasped before her.

"His arm is broken, Rose," said Fred, 
speaking calmly; “and I am thankful 
it was not worse. I called this afternoon 
to see him, but he left early in the day 
for the Continent, leaving a note to be 
forwarded to me, stating that he had got 
his arm set and would soon be all right 
again. But listen, my dear sister," said 
Fred, putting his arm round Rose tend- 
erly, as she hid her head in her hands 

and gave vent to her pent-up grief in a 
flood of tears,—“listen to me, dear, for a 
minute. I know quite well—although 
it should not be so,—that Arthur’s dis- 
pleasure is all centred in himself, and it 
is for that reason be has left home, be- 
hieving, I daresay, that you and father 
can never forgive him; but to-morrow 
morning I mean to start of after him. 
If I find him, it will be strange indeed if 
he does not return with me.”

him who was so dear to her. "You are right, Fred, lad," exclaimed 
The supper was a very brilliant affair his father, his face beaming with pleasure 

—Fred of course, being the lion of the at the promising aspect affairs were be- 
evening. Arthur, as his friend, took 
the second place of honor; and although 
he had come with a prejudiced mind, ere

then cast herself into his arms, murmur-
ing, “Only with you, Arthur dear, can 
the years of my life be happy ! "

“Bless you, my own dear, bright love !" 
said he, passionately kissing her upturned 
face; “you shall be happy if my life’s 
devotion can make you so. But let us

ENTER NOT INTO TEMPTATION.
One warm evening io July, two young 

men stood, engaged in earnest conversa- 
tion, at the door of a handsome old house, 
situated on the outskirts of the town of 
Thornden. The taller of the two, Arthur 
Lester, possessing a fine thoughtful coun- 
tenance, appeared to be pleading with 
his companion, Fred Crossley, two years 
his junior, and one of the most good- 
natured, warm-hearted individuals io 
existence.

"You won’t go, Fred," urged Arthur, 
laying his band on his friend’s shoulder, 
“to that supper to-morrow night, will 
you? Say no, there’s a good fellow, and 
I will give over lecturing—for the pres- 
ent."

"Ah, yes,’ said Fred, laughing ; "you" 
are safest with that qualifying clause."

"You may, perhaps, think it gives me 
pleasure to be continually harping on the 
same subject.’ J

"I can’t say I ever troubled myself to 
consider whether it did or not,” replied 
he, stroking his moustache complacently ; 
"but I have made up my mind to turn 
over a new leaf. You needn’t smile; 
I’m thoroughly in earnest. You may 
depend upon me this time—there’s no 
mistake about it,” said he, with what was 
intended as his most impressive manner. 
"After to-morrow night, I give you my 
solemn word------- "

"Be serious for once, Fred," said! 
Arthur. •.

"Never more serious in all ny life,” ! 
was the rejoinder; "only I really must 
go to that supper to-morrow, after the 
pressing invitation I have received, and 

". passing my word to so many to be 
present.’’

“Well, Fred, never mind," said he, 
clapping him on the back ; "I will take 
you on trust once more. ’After to-morrow

return; the air is chilly, and the hour 
gets late.”

They turned, and hand-in-hand, re- 
traced their steps till they reached the 
garden gate, where they parted—Arthur 
to betake his way through the woods 
again, with a light heart, to his own 
home, some two miles distant from the 
town ; and Rose to retire to the privacy 
of her own room, there to offer up the 
thanksgiving of a love-blest heart to the 
Great Fountain of Love, and to beseech

The English papers contain the treaty 
between the Queen and Emperor of 
Russia for the marriage of the Duke of 
Edinburgh with the Grand Duchess 
Marie Alexandrowna of Russia. The 
chief stipulations are that her Imperial 
Highness shall not be in any way hinder- 
ed in the full, free, and unrestrained ex- 
ercise of the religious worshop of the 
Orthodox Church in which she has been

His favour and protection on behalf of
a degree that they have no chance.

Tailers say they mean to give their
brought up. Nevertheless, "of her own 
free will" she shall accompany her. 
august Consort to the churches establish- 
ed by law in England and Scotland, work. 
The children are to be brought up as

customers fits. end of it.ginning to assume. "My dear," said he, 
sitting down beside Rose, and with the 
most confident air imaginable pointing of 
his statements on his fingers, "it is quite 
plain. You see-Arthur, the best of 
fellow, makes a slip, we will say—recovers 
himself—feels shame (I like him all the

liny.The hatters have kept ahead.
"Did I not give you a dogging the 

other day?” said a schoolmaster to a 
trembling boy. “Yes, Sir,” answered the 
boy. € Well, what dors the Scripture 
say upon the subject?” “I don’t know. 
Sir,” said the other, ’except it is that 
passage which says it is more blessed to 
give than to receive.”

to Mr. Smith, you said you once offici- 
ated in the pulpit; did you mean by 
that you preached? No, sir ; I held 
the light for the man who did preach.” 
st Ah, the Court understood you differ- 
ently. They supposed the discourse 
came directly from you.” “No, sir, I 
ouly threw a little light on it.”

Senator Scott was talking to a Penu- 
sylvania Sunday-school a. Sunday or 
two ago, and asked the scholars why Si- 
mon was kept in prison. One of the tea- 
chers quietly prompted a boy to say that 
it was for a hostage, and the youth, not 
quite catching the words, piped out: 
« He was detained for postage.”

The gas-fitters will go în for light

Printersthe evening was far advanced, he began 
to consider he had been too hasty in his 
judgment respecting Fred s companions ; 
besides, he was not without his weak 
points, and the revellers were not slow 
to perceive and play upon them. They 
worked things so well that Fred himself 
did not enter into the festivities with 
more seeming enjoyment than Arthur— 
all the while assuring himself it was for 
that evening and on that occasion only. 
But we never know our strength till we 
try it, and Arthur had over-estimated his. 
Before they broke up, Fred, oblivious of 
his promise to Arthur, had engaged him- 
self for a dinner the day following; and 
Arthur, although annoyed at this fresh

say they are tired, and can’t
Protestants. The Emperor of Russia 
assigued-to his daughter two marriage 
portions of one million roubles, each, to 
bear interest at five per cent. If the 
Duchess becomes a widow the English 
Parliament has provided that she shall 
be paid £6,000 per annum.

There is a young gentleman of the 
age of fourteen years and named Samuel, 
who resides in the State of Michigan, 
and to whom the compound word “fly 
poison” is exceedingly unpleasant. This 
Samuel being some time ago called upon 
by his judicious mother to help with 
the churning, felt that that exercise 
could not compete with the charms of 
fishing, and that, in short, he’d rather 
not. He announced this candid decision 
which, so far from being appreciated by 
his mother, was received with an affec- 
tionate but reformatory slipper—which 
is a patent argument almost without a 
rival. The churn accordingly claimed: 
him for its own, until during a brief

’’set-up"’ any longer—that’s what’s the 
matter.

Bakers say they knead more, and 
don’t like- to see so many rich loafers.

Butchers complain of being asked to 
work at killing prices.

Candle-makers urge that wick-ed 
work ought to be well paid for.

Wheelwrights say that all the spokes- 
men in Congress voted more pay before 
retiring, and they expect to do as well 
as their felloes.

The paper-makers say their business 
is such that it brings them to rags.

And, finally, the plumbers propose 
to have their customers do the work, 
and charge double price for superin- 
tending it themselves. Each superin- 
tendent will have three tenders, one to 
fill his pipe, another to hold his hat, 
and a third to act as a substitute when 
he geos out “to see a man.”

better for that, my dear) —imagines all 
his friends have turned their backs upon 
him, and runs away—is only to be reason- 
ed with, and will return at once—some- 
body particularly glad to see him—par- 
ticularly glad to see her—all made up, 
and everybody jolly to the end of the 
chapter. Isn’t that it Fred?" asked he 
triumphantly, and giving him a sly dig 
io the ribs. “What do you think. Rose ?"

"That you are too sanguine, father,’ 
said she, kissing him, and smiling, in 
spite of herself, through her tears.

"Not a bit of it,” said Fred, “father

you been ? V hen did you come! How 
is your arm? How did you manage to 
elude Fred!" asked he without taking 
breath, empha izing each question with 
a thump ont a back and a wring of the 
hand.

"I will ans er your last question just 
now, and lea e the rest for some future 
occasion. I ave been ill and for the 
last two mont sor so have been laid up 
in an obscure illage in Switzerland, out 
of the usual I ute for tourists.”

"Ill, Artht , and from home, with no 
one beside yor 1” said Rose, pressing his 
hand giving im another reproachful 
look.

"He will h re to answer for it all to 
us by and by, said Mr. Crossley, shak- 
ing his head a Arthur. “But I must 
leave you now to run down to the kit- 
chen for a min te. You know, there s no 
use expecting nything to be done un- 
less one looks fter it himself. I will 
send Fred to ou.” And with another 
hearty shake the hand, he was rushing 
out of the roo: , brimful of importance, 
when Fred ca erushing in, and a col- 
lision ensued.

"Don’t apo gize, my dear sir,” said 
Fred with im erturbable countenance, 
“pray don’t ajologize! I am not much 
hurt. I forgi e you on this occasion, 
so that it does ot occur again:”

"Ah, you yo ng scapegrace,” exclaim- 
ed the old gen eman, wiping the per- 
spiration from is forehead; “you have 
broken my spe actes, and you tell me 
not to apologiz ! But I suppose there’s 
no use saying 1 ore about it.”

And Mr. Cr sley was right, for it 
was all lost up 1 Fred, who stood clasp- 
ing Arthur’s he idin both of his.

"It is all rig t between us, Arthur, 
boy, is it not?" said he, with an earnest 
look in his hand ome open countenance.

"It never wa otherwise, my dear 
Fred,” said Ar ur returning the cor- 
dial grasp of hi hand. “I was as much 
to blame as yo were, if not more 
so. Let us say 10 more regarding these 
mistakes, Fred, hich both of us fell into 
but rejoice that hey have resulted in

proof of Fred’s fickleness, accepted an 
invitation to accompany him—still labor- is right, as you shall see very soon. But 
ing under the delusion of doing good by you know, father,” said he, his old free- 
INE under r-u at----1--4--1-17 and-easy manner assorting itself again.
his presence. The dinner led to a ball, 
the ball to several other suppers and “to do all this, I require your co-opera-night,’ you say ?"

“Yes, yes ! on my word of honor. tion in the matter , in fact--------" 
“In fact, you will require some cash, 

I suppose,” said the old gentleman, with 
renounce those things he took pleasure | a knowing smile. "Ah, you rogue, how 
in himself: often have my cars been deceived with

The agony of Rose, when, with a that same request, and with what miser- 
woman’s instinct, she divined the change , able sensations have I been wheedled 
which had come over Arthur of late, was and coaxed into granting it! But those 
intense: She had a strong and brave I days are all over now—are they not, my 
heart, but it was nigh breaking when she 
saw the two she loved best on earth, 
next to her father, hastening on to their 
ruin, and she utterly unable to save them.

It was in the spring of the year, when, 
one evening. Rose sat in the parlour, 
awaiting Arthur. The hour struck, but hand; "only wait, 
he had not made his appearance; and *"- 
for nearly two hours longer did she sit 
there io the growing dark, hoping he 
would yet come, and fancying every 
minute she heard his step up the gravel 
path leading to the house—but still no 
Arthur. Her father, coming into the 
room, rallied her on her preference for Vuy *--.=, - -, . -: 
sitting in the dark, but said nothing re- |have not changed. And if you like, 
garding the non-appearance of Arthur, | added she, with 
who he knew had promised to call that again dawned in her breast—’you can 
evening. say that unless he wishes me to come for

6 was just thinking, my dear,’ said I him myself, he will return with you im- 
on the mediately.”.

“And so he will, my jewel. The fact 
—lowering his voice to a mysterious 

whisper—“father and I have been ar- 
ranging matters between us, and there is 

i likely to be a double wedding when I 
come back ; so you see how interested I 
am in the matter, if for DO other reason.

dinner parties. The time soon came 
when Arthur ceased remonstrating 
with Fred—he could not exhort him to

19 A seedy person applied to a wealthy 
person for help, and received the smal I 
sum of five cents. The giver remarked as 
he handed him the pittance, “Take it, 
you are welcome ; our ears are always 
open to the distressed." “That may be," 
replied the recipient, “ but never before 

in my life have I seen so small an open- 
ing for such large ears.vie-A

exclaimed Fred. "But I have a bright 
.idea. Why not accompany me? You 

could then see that I behaved myself, 
and that I wasn’t robbed, or worse, by 
the set of cut-throats you seem to imagine 
I am in the habit of consorting with.

. 3 How would that suit you ?" 
“Absurd !" said Arthur.
"You have only to say you will go, and 

I will procure you an invitation. I didn’t 
tell you, did I," added he, a little con- 
sequentially, “that the supper is in honor 
of my return home ?"

“Fred, Fred! what a foolish fellow 
you are !" exclaimed Arthur, impatient- 
ly, and yet with a regretful smile on his 
face. "Your return home means, to 
them, merely that you are prodigal of 
your riches. But I will say no more. 
Iwill go with you.”

“That’s right; you will be more con- 
siderate when you have once joined our 

.set, mark my words,” And so saying, 
with a graceful wave of tLe hand, he 
took his leave, his hat set jauntily on one 
side, humming an opera air to himself.

For a few minutes, Arthur stood at 
the door in deep meditation, when he was 

|interrupted by a small hand being slipped 
into his; and, turning, he beheld Fred’s 
sister standing by his side—a beautiful 
girl.

“Dreaming?" said she, looking up in 
his face with bewitching grace.

“I suppose so,’’ replied Arthur, eateh- 
ing her face between his hands and kiss- 
ingit; “but I am thoroughly awake now, 
so that if we are to have our promised 
walk, we had better start at once. The 
moon is just rising.”

She looked up in his face inquiringly, 
and Arthur, in reply to her gaze, said, 
"I am going to the supper with Fred, 
dear.”

She stopped short, and laying her hand 
upon his arm, said, with a beseeching 
look in her countenance, "Don’t go, 
Arthur; please, don’t go.’

“What’s the mattersaid he, smiling, 
and viewing her fondly; “am 1 so dear 
to you that you cannot afford to let one 
night pass without my seeing you?"

“Perhaps you are,” said she, blushing 
at the confession; “do you wish a better 
reason ?”

“No, my love,” said he, drawing her to 
him ; “but I am not convinced that is 
the true reason. Tell me what it is. 
Rose, that you fear ?"

For a few moments they went on in 
silence, then Rose, raising her head, 
shyly looked up in his face, and with the 
warm blood suffusing her face in blushes, 
said, "I fear, Arthur dear, for you. 
You must think it bold and unbecoming 
in me to spesk thus; but I cannot help it, 
Arthur, I must speak. I know that you 

Would do anything to save Fred; but, 
Arthur, although I love my brother 
dearly, I cannot see you needlessly risk 
your own welfare for his, and say noth- 

"These, Rose,whatan imaginative little 

creature you are, to be sure 1 said 
Arthur, laughing. “As if I couldn’t 
CTSEE 

I[03,3 -.2-08- a gunnor!was very ferong and selfish of me to try what I did, Arthur, I dare any,’ 

cthe

MARRIED LIFE.
following lines, written on the envelope 
of an unpaid letter which passed through 
the Portland post-office the other day 
may serve as a hint to correspond- 
ents to pay their postage, on the score of 
economy;
“The Post au extra gain has made 

Because your last was not prepaid; 
The same is true with this reply- 
You’ve lost two cents, and so have 1."

MATRIMONY AND SINGLE BLESSED- 
NE8S.—Matrimony.—Hot buckwheat 
cakes, warm beds, comfortable slippers, 
round arms, red lips, (ahem!) etc., etc., 
shirt exulting in buttons, redeemed stock- 
ings, boot jacks, happiness, etc.

Single Blessedness.—S’eet iron quilts, 
blue noses, frosty rooms, ice in the pit- 
cher, unregenerated linen, heellees socks, 
coffee sweeted with icicles, gutts percha 
biscuits, flabby steak, dull razors, corns, 
coughs and colics, rhubarb, aloes, misery, 
and so forth. Ugh !

TO PRESERVE HAMS

absence of the good woman he happened 
to perceive a casual plate of fly poison 
and an idea. As she entered the room 
she saw Samuel putting the dreadful 
dish from his lips and heard his tragic 
cry. "There, mother, I guess you won’t 
whip me no more!"’ There were no 
shrieks, no tears, no faintings on the 
part of the noble woman. She promptly 
swept Samuel into the pantry, and with 
the aid of the domestic, and in spite of 
his prayers and vain confession, adminis- 
tered to him (1.) the whites of six eggs, 
(2.) a mustard emetic, (3.) a dose pain 
killer, (4.) seven Ayer’s pills, (5.) two 
spoonfuls of castor oil, (6.) a teaspoonful 
of salts, and (7.) a blue pill. Samuel is 
an altered boy. 1

When the yellow fever was at its 

height in Shreveport two telegraph opera- 
tors were among the victims of the dise- 
ase. It was of course a matter of the 
gravest consequence to the afflicted city 
to keep open its communication with 
the rest of the world, and fortunately 
among the employees of the Western 
Union Company there was abundant 
gallantry and self-sacrifice to meet the 
emergency. Four men volunteered to 
fill the places of their fallen comrades. 
No pecuniary reward was offered for the 
dangerous service i but something of the 
same heroism which animates a forlorn 
hope must have filled the breasts of the 
courageous men as they hastened to the 
post of peril. Such incidents, perhaps, 
are not uncommon in this country, where 
bravery is one of national virtues never- 
theless we are always quick to honor 
them. Of two of the volunteers, Davis 
and Buchanan, we know nothing. A 
third, Saville, died at his duty. A fourth 
met still a more melancholy fate, for, 
while he was braving death for the sake

In domestic happiness the wife’s in- 
fluence is much greater than her hus- 
band’s ; for the one, the first cause - — 
mutual love and confidence—being 
granted, the whole comfort of the house- 
hold depends upon trifles more imme- 
diately under her jurisdiction- By her 
management of small sums her hus- 
band’s respectability and credit are 
created or destroyed. No income can 
stand the constant leakages of extrava- 
gances and mismanagement ; and more 
is spent in trifles than woman would 
easily believe. The one great expense, 
whatever it may be, is turned over and 
carefully reflected on ere incurred—the 
the income is prepared to meet it; but 
it is pennies impreceptibly sliding away 
which do the mischief; and this the wife 
alone can stop, for it does not come 
within a man’s province. There is 
often an unsuspected trifle to be saved 
in every household. It is not in econ- 
omy alone that the wife’s attention is 
so necessary, but in those niceties which 
make a well-regulated house. An un- 
finished cruet-stand, a missing key, a 
buttonless shirt, a soiled table-cloth, a 
mustard-pot with old contents sticking 
hard and brown about it are severally

She had a strong and brave I days are all over now—are they not, my 
boy?" There was a beseeching wistful- 
ness in his voice and manner, as he laid There are many trivial-annoyances 

incident to the process of living that nev- 
er, never fail to i interest the sufferer. 
This copious reflection was brought 
about by having observed the agony and 
perspiration into which a person is al. 
ways plunged, when he discovers all too 
late, in church or out in society, that he 
has forgotten to bring a pocket handker- 
chief along with him. 2 of

-—=========— 
GOLDEN THOUGHTS

his hand on Fred’s shoulder, and said
these words, that were very touching. 

"They are, father—they are indeed!"
replied Fred earnestly, taking him by the

"Well, well, my boy ; we were to say 
no more about it, and we won’t. You 
shall have as much as you want, Fred,
no fear."

Fred started next morning, and as he 
was bidding Rose good-bye, he asked if
she had any message to send.

. "Only this, Fred, said she—“that I THEURE is this difference between hap- 
piness and wisdom: he that thinks him- 
self the happiest man is really so ; but hesmile—for hope had ally 80 but hea
that thinks himself the wisest 
the greatest fool.—Bacon..

is generally

of happiness who 
impulse In obedience 

to principle. , He who never sacrificed a 
present to a future good, or a personal to 
a general one, can speak of happiness. 
only as the blind do of colors.—Horace. 

Mann, UalEev% 
A GOOD deed is never lost; he who

IN VAIN do they talk 
never subdued an ihe, kissing her and patting her 

head, “we might go to the opera to-night, 
and hear the new prima donna there is |is," 
so much talk about. What do you say * 
—would you like to go?"

In utter weariness, she said, "As you

Wben first butchered rub the hams and 
shoulders with salt and let them lie 36 
hours. Then covered with brine for six 
weeks longer will not hurt them. Then 
remove them from the brine, insert a 
strong string in the large end and hang 
them up in the smoke-houre hook end 
downward. By this means tenderness

nothings, but each can raise an ang-y 
word or discomfort. Depend upon it, 
there’s a great deal of domestic: happi- 
ness in a tidy breakfast-table. Men

please, father.”
«Well, make haste and get ready."

They went. The house was crowded, 
the elite of the town having been drawn 
together to hear a new star. For a while 

Rose sat gazing listlessly at the perfor- 
mance, scarcely conscious of what was 
passing before her, until her attention 
was suddenly aroused by a disturbance 

in a box opposite. She raised her glass, 
and the first figures she took in were 
those of Fred and Arthur, with hair and 
dress dishevelled, and passion in their 

faces, struggling with each other, while 
their companions endeavored to separate 
them. In a moment, ere she could give 
utterance to the cry that rose to her lips 

there was a roar from all parts of the 
house as a figure fell with a crash from

%
sows courtesy reaps friendship, and he 
who plants kindness gathers love; pleas- 

ure bestowed upon a grateful mind was 
ever sterile, but generally gratitude be- 
gets reward.— Basil.

Situations are like skeins of thread or 
silk. To make the most of them, we need 
only to take them by therright end.- 
Madame Swetchine, SNT

The real man is one who always find 
excuses for others, but never excuse 
himself.— Spurgeon:

FOR MARRIAGEABLE YOUNG LADIES.

Good-bye, and look out for my speedy 
reappearance.”

The months glided past till it wanted 
but a week of Christmas, when Fred 
returned—alone. Arthur left no clue to 
what route he would take..

“He wants to forget me—to forget us 
all,” Rose said to herself, with a sigh. 
But she was a brave girl, and kept her 

sorrow to herself-—bearing her own 
burden, and doing all she could to lighten 
that of others. The house was now full of 
visitors, and in attending to them she 
found sufficient occupation.

Christmas morn arrived at last—a 
genuine old-fashioned feast-day, the sun 
shining brightly. snow three feet thick, 
and everything en suite. Christmas of 
all seasons should be the happiest time 
of the year—— no man entering into its 
spirit more thoroughly than Mr. Crossley. 

His delight knew no bounds. He was 
overjoyed, and appeared to be everywhere 
at once, and to be six Mr. Crossleys, at 
least, instead of only one. a

When evening came, the fine old house 

seemed to have awakened up from its re- 
pose of a twelvemonth to do honor to the 
occasion. Lights gleamed from every 

window far above the snow, and flashed 
out as doors were opened and shut to 
admit the guests. Thornden House was 
no longer a mere dwelling, and Bose 
did her best to enjoy herself ; but as the

and flavor are given to a portion of the 
usie, ham often thrown away. Smoke with 
tinm green hickory chips, and when they are 

sufficiently smoked and dried, wrap them 

each in a large sheet of brown paper

grow stated of beauty, tired of • 
are often too weary for conversation.
however intellectual, but they can 
always appreciate a well-swept hearth 
and smiling comfort. A woman may 
love her husband devotedly, may secri-

and put in a loose bag of brown domes- 
tic. Tie up the mouth of the bag care- 
fully, leaving out the string by which it 
was hung up, and return to the hook in 
the smoke house or any other sate con- 
venient place. Hams thus treated will 
keep for years- So says a large pork, 
raiser of Indiana whose hams command 
the highest price in the markets.

PARENTS LOVE.

fice fortune, friends, family, and country 
for him—she may have the genius of a 
Sappho, the exchanting beauties of an 
Armida; but—melancholy fact —if, with 
these, she fail to make her home com-

a happy issue, 
not either of us

And I know we
rget the lesson of our

past experience. 
Nor did they of the distressed, he was robbing the

in fortable, his heart will inevitably escape 
her ; and women live so entirely in the 
affections that, without love, their exis-

Company and squandering the mon ey 
barrooms and gambling hells. The 
history of such a man reads like a tissue

BENNY DAVI" TRAINED RAT.
tence is a void. Better submit, then, to 
household tasks, however repugnant they 
may be to your tastes, than doom your- 
self to a loveless home. Women of a

“Tell us not in idle jingle, ’marriage 
is an empty dream;’ for the girl is dead 
that’s single, and things are not what 
they seem. Life is

A boy, 12 ye sold, named Benny of contradictions. But the truth pro- 

Davis, whose pa nts live on the River 
road, broke his 1 -some months ago, and 
has has been con ned to the house ever

bably is that he hoped to conquer bad 
habits and strong temptations by one 
act of heroism and his strength failed

No love is so true and tender as thethe box to the orchestra.
oFather—father!" she cried, with a 

fluttering voice, “it is Arthur I Take me 
to him, father dear—take me to him!"

She clung about his neck in a paroxysm 
of grief, with colorless, quivering lips.

"My dear girl, who is it you mean ?”
She did not hear him, but tottered to- 

wards the door as if to seek the object of 
her solicitude.

“Oh, Arthur, dear, I am coming!” 
she cried, and fell back insensible into 
her father’s arms.

The whole house was now in an up. 
roar. Without staying to use means of 
restoration there, and hardly knowing 
how to act, Mr. Crossley took Rose in 
his arms, and carrying her out, bad her 
conveyed home at once, where, after a 
little, she recovered. g

The following evening, Rose and her 
father sat in the drawing-rooms. She 
was still weak, and her father was doing 
all he could, with’s heavy heart himself, 
to lighten hers, when the sound: of a 
quick stop appronohing was heard; ina 
moment after, the door opened, and Fred Mm

love our parents give us, and for none 
are we so ungrateful. We take it as a 
matter of course—as something we de- to 
serve. Especially may our mothers toil 
and deny themselves, think all night and 
labor all day, without receiving any

life is earnest, 
’Man thou art, 
ot spoken of the 

not sorrow is but to act 
us nearer mar-

higher order of mind will not run the 
risk ; they know that their feminine, 
their domestic, are their first duties.

A Peoria naturalist, in attempting to

him.
’Little Tommy didn’t disobey 

mamma, and go in swimming, did he ? 
/No, mamma : Jimmy Brown and the 
rest of the boys went in, but I remem- 
bered what you said, and didn’t disobey - ... , L :1 
you.” € And Tommy never tells lies, thawed out first, and worked with a rap- 
does be? “No, mamma; I wouldn’t **- *- - *-knick------------L-1.15 

tell a lie for all the world.’4 Then 
how does Tommy happen to have on Jimmy Brown’s shirt? That conun- 
drum was to much for Tommy. He 
had to give it up—and his hinder end

Dlospesesesince. He has during the last three 
months, trained rat to come forth at 
his whistle, st id on his hind feet, 
roll over, leap th ugh a hoop covered 
with paper, and to execute various 
other manœuvres The family own a

our desine 
that each to- 
riage day.gwarm the ears of a frozen wasp over agas 

jet, discovered that the tail of the insect Life ithanks whatever.
From the day when she walks al

ad youth is 
hough light 
I drums are 

f battle, 7
big cat, and she as been trained to 
stretch out and k the rat leap over her 
and the two are g eat friends, the Gri- 
malkin is death ca, all other rodents. 
The lad has an er ibition twice a week, 
and secures quite n income by charging 
an admission fee ffive cents.—Defroit 
Free Press.

night with us while we scream, 40 
day when she helps to make our w 
ing dress and gives us those chers

le
idity that was as astonishing as the hid- 
cous profanity of the naturalist, who held 
the insect by the tail while thus experi in like dumb, 

wife ! 
let the 

t in the 

2. 
and de-

pearls which she wore in her 
we do not””If ze h

Neve areareA physician in Wisconsin being dis- 
turbed one night by a burglar, and 
having no ball or shot for his pistol, 
noiselessly loaded the weapon with dry 
hard. pills, and gave the intruder a

do we quite comprehend it. 
there anything like itt The lon 
desor bus foe brighter bees 
tcedci;-

Was turned P 
Alexandre Domes used to tell the fol- 

lowing anecdote: Being at the San Car-. les, Naples, he entered into conversation 
his sons—“Jons- win a stranger sitting in the stall next 
* to him. “-I hope,” said tholatter, at the

elose of the performance,“that we may 
havethe pleasuro of meeting agtin—.I am 
Arant r with ’his Iskiminga pretty girlscapituloffenoo? 
Lugh, “go am L". The stranger collap-

olks 

rell.
evening wore on, and festivities were at their height, she slipped quietly away 
from the throng, entered a warm little- 
room, where the lights burned low, and 
drawing her chair to the fire, she sat 
down, snd began to think. That night, 
two years non.— how well she remembered 
it1. Arthur and she had stood in this 

longed to tell him that her heart was un- 
changed towards him—that all the mis-

—rnk “PPP-----•
SCENEIN A GE DERY.—Exit custom-

|beheurt 

Ionch one

“prescription” which he thinks will go 
ar toward curing the rascal of a very 
bad ailment.

with a jug.
Grocery keeper o

than, did you cha a that rum ?

sotfYes.”r to y one“Timothy, did y 1 charge that rum ?
“Yes, sir.” a soul

“Joseph, did ye charge that rum 9”
“Hes,sir-reol”.eni

“All right, so h vLI” cod. 5n
serorzulauttalsda veiled at thorntonem.

os yesish, or when werro too fits 
onoy albilisitorehrss) change 

or disligurement.locronzle ana, wood- 
jThenin’s such: here, re-

marrie 04

To ALL Whox is Max Comonaa.-

Our “Devil” says, “Yes, by Jimminy, it 

is” Youondi I it gimtomineroal
orst f70 it Jon blues Jas.

aGoosed gu gal

a hit“000 ur omno (zad zovore to del 
lows on rose Iowldiw

it

BS4g den, he borrowed a : 
walked out.” . “No.”

eelbarrow
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