December, 1878.

1 ONLY WISH TO KNOW,

Y F. F. VICTOR.

Tiny do not take the kiss again
1 risked so much in getting,

Nor lst my blushes make you vain
‘I'o your and my regretting.

I'm sure 1've heard your sex repeat
A thousand times or so,

That stolen kisses are most sweet—
I ouly wish to know !

1 own "twas not so neatly done
As you know how ta do it,
And that the fright outdid the fun,
But still I do not roe it.
1 can afford tho extin best
My heart took at your *#Oh "
Which plainly said rmar kis was sweet—
Wz T g0 WHHED T0 KNOW.

Nay, I will not give back tho kiss,
Nor will I take » second ;

CuruE pE LA oREME of pain and blise
This one shall ere be reckoned,

The pain waa mine, the bliss was—ours,
You smile to hear it so;

But the same thought was surely yours,
As 1 have osuss L0 know.

SNOW-CLAD PEAKS.
THE WINTEY SFENDORS OF OoUR MOUNTAIN
KANGES,

A correspondent writing from the
bise of the mountains made beautiful
by recent snows, says: “After a recent
storm this whole valley was favored
with one of those wonderfully pure,
well-tempered, bracing and clear atmos-
pheres which before sunrise brought
out with startling distinctness every
jngged peak or ‘saw-tooth) Just be-
fore the least are of the sun's disc burst
forth above the 13,000 or 14,000-foot
crest of the mountaing, a brilliant
though narrow halo of straw-colored
light played for a few moments along
the unhorizontal line a short distance
to the north and south of the exact
spot where the sun was soon to rise,
said crest being about eighty miles in a
direct line from the point of observation,
This betokened the fresh layers of snow
with which the recent storm had clad
ull the higher ranges, and as the day
advanced it became perceptible to the
naked eye with marvelous distinctness
that the snow-line had been brought
down the mountain sides to about half
their hight.
that the snow was quite as low down,
and appeared to cover as much of the
mountain surfaces, as at any time last
winter, Attempls at description can
give but a very I‘nim idea to those who
have never gazed upon our snow-clml
motntains on a clear day, of the truly
grand views thus produced. The snow
of dazzling whiteness (unlike its dense
masses in winter, which cover the hights
and fill the canyons to the depth of five
to fifty feet or more, changing the con.
tour of the mountains in places) now
merely whitens the face of the moun-
taing for half their apparent hight in

Old settlers remarked’

THE WEST SHORE,
some directions, and shows wherever
they are in the line of vision, every
dome, every peak, every spur, every
ridge and canyon, every precipice, ev.
ery deep gorge through which some
stream, of more or less importance, s
hurrying its contribution of limpid
water to some river of this broad val-
ley. The farmer turns from his porch
or plow, or wagon, to gaze at this truly
wierd and beautiful sight after a storm,
through the erystal astmosphere, which
gives a healthful glow to Eis check and
stalwart strength to his muscles, For
the picturesque, the grand, the beauti-
ful, the lover of nature can find this
scene surpassed in fow, ifany, coun-
tries.”
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A GLORIOUS DAY,

While our less favored citizens of the
far East are now commencing to expe.
rience the rigors of n hard relentless
winter, and the denizens of Oregon nre
in the midst of their rainy season, we
of the Sound are enjoying fur milder
and more congenial weather, although
at times enveloped in a heavy sea fog,
or at times recipients of gentle remind-
ers from Pluvius that he hus not for-
gotten us, we have a glimpse of sun-
shine every day. Yesterday wus even
an exception to the general rule and a
brighter, more delightful day could not
have been desired, It wis more like
spring time rather than the upproach
of November's ides, Every one sought
to take advantage of the day. The
streets were thronged with promena.
ders und the different places of worship
were well attended both morning and
evening., As the sun sank bohind the
western hills, its diurnal tisk complete,
and the darkening shadows of night
swept over the vast expanse of water,
the dying day passed awiy in a halo of
vivid colors of a glorious sunset, seem-
ing to bid n reluctant farewell, wreathed
in sweetest smiles, i he gave way to
sombre twilight, :

Night came on_and as pale Luna, in
full meridian of her glory, swept
through the nzure vault of heaven, sur-
rounded by millions of her starry satel-
lites, the effect of the scene was greatly
heightened as we looked out upon the
night toward the chevron heights of the
OFym ic range. Behind us the sloep-
ing city, before us the radiant waters
Ct!\'crﬂf with a silvery sheen and seem-
ingly studded with rarest gems, dia-
monds, sapphires and rubies, as the
Jaughing, twinkling stars were reflected
on its placid bosonm,  Far off from the
distant shores came the mournful dirge
of the eversinging fim and codars,
as (e light night winds murmured
through the branchesof countless ginnts
of the forest and boscage attendant on
them. Not # sound disturbs our reverie
save the shrill piping of a boatswiin's
whistle on board a barkentine moored
to the wharf; and leaving the hmlt
toilers of the sea we wander bac
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through the deserted streets to home
und rest.— Zribune,

—————e

MANNERS AND CUSTOMS,

FROM A TRAVEI¥R'S NOTL HOUK,

The women of the Karen tribes in
Chinese Burmah wear rings of thick
brass wire bent round the wrist and
elbow, and again round the knee and
ankle, confining them so in every mo.
tion that they cannot possibly squat
down on the ground in the usual Ori.
ental fashion or kneel to pray as the
men doj while, in walking, their feet
make two separate tracks a foot or so
apart.

About ten miles from Cataract Creck,
a Irilmttu'{1 of the Big Colovado,in Ar-
izona, is the Sapia Indian village, num.
bering three bhundred pemons, who
have a language of their own, and are
very thrifty farmers, keeping some two
hundred acres of land under high culti-
vation, They do not associate with
other Indians, and have never been con-
signed to u reservation.  T'hey are sin.
ﬁulurly free from the luziness and dis.
sipation of the modern red man,

A Deari-Deaving Fountain
On Nebow Ridge, in Allegheny Co,,
Pa,, about four miles from Jacktown,
there is what is called the * gas spring.”
This s probably the groatest euriosity
in Pennaylvanin, The water is cold,
but bubbles wnd fonms as if' bolling,
and the grentest wonder is the inevita.
ble destruction of life produced by in.
haling the gas. No living thing is to
be found within a circuit of 100 yards,
The very birds, if they happen to fly
over ity drop dead.  We experimented
with a snake of the coppearhead variety
on its destructive properties by holdin
it a few feet above the water, It luki
dend in two minmtes. It will kill a
human being in twenty minutes,  The
gus which eseapes here in of the rank.
est kind of earbonic ncid,

The Lake of Geneva, or Lake Le.
man, is one of the largest likes of Eu.
rope, extending in the form of u cres
cent,  Its north bank forms nn aren of
about fifty-three miles in length, while
its south extends about forty-six miles,
Its breadth is sbout nine miles, thus
presenting an area ot about eighty-two
square miles, Ity average depth bs from
three hundred to six hundred feet, but
in wome parts it reaches a thousand feet,
Its waters are pure, and of the bright
blue color, like those of the Meditter-
rancan,  The Rhone enters it st the
cast endy o ek, muddy stream, sl
leaves it near Geneva, perfectly pellu.
cldy wndd of the finest azure hue, Stewm.
ers ply upon it every day from the town
ol Geneva on the west, to Villeneuve
on the east end.  The plcturesque scen-
:I? of this charming spot is the admir-

on of every traveler,

Now is the time to buy thexmome-

ters—when they are down,
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