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A READING LESSON,

BY JOSEFHINE POLLARD,

They sat In 8 dusky corner
Turning the leaves of a book,
O'er each pitcure fair,

Or legend Lhere,
Bending with eager look,

She was & modest malden

And he was a timid youth;
And the volume Lhey view
Togethar—thowe two—

Is & biil of detlon, forsooth.

And there wasn'l as prelty & pielare
Ia #ll the book, ['ll ep N
As the one that leaned—
Hy the twilight sereened—
. Well over the prinled page,

His tresses with hers so blending
Tne&lu roed to & Il;i ter shade;
uile the cheek of the youth
Wus in very truth
As red as the cheek of the mald.

The shadows began to deepen,
The printed & was & blar;
et he dld dot closs
The book, nor pro
A change of employment to her,

But as in thelr eager reading

Tueir hands together had met,
In the same warm clasp,
More than frlendly grasp,

They lingered and lingered yel

Nor needed they for & moment
iIn each other’s fuoe Lo look ;
For the secret gueased
Was at once conlessed;
And sach heart was an opan book,

FLORA’ HAIR.

It was the afternoon of a clear Febru-
ary dayia bright sky above,capital sleigh-
ing beneath and a keen, knife-like wind
midway between, when Silas Montague's
superb chestnut-colored horses were
checked in front of the plate-glass win-
dows of a fashionable coiffenr’s establish-
ment, just out of the whirl and tnmult of
Broadway,and a young lady about seven-
teen years of age alighted from the choc-
olate-colored coupe to enter the domin-
ion of pomatum and frisettos, -

The knight of combs and scissors ad-
vanced briskly from behind the counter
to meet his pretty customer, who was
dressed in velvets aud sables that might
have, and probably did, cost a small for-
tune.

“Don’t let me interrupt you, Mr. Ma-
cassar,” said the lady, carelessly sinking
down on a erimson brocatelle sofa, and
glancing toward two women with whom
the coiffeur had been in deep conversa-
tion at the moment of her entrance; ““‘I
can wait a few minutes perfectly well.”

““You are very kind Miss Montagne,
but our business is completed. He ad-
ded in a lower tone of voice, ““Only some
women come to sell their hair, Yom see
they have stepped inside for our cutter
to take it off.”

“To sell their hair?” repeated Miss
Montague.

“Certainly, miss. It's a very common
thing I assure you, more particularly
since it has become usnal to wear the
hair short. And then hard times, you
know—"

““But surely it is impossible fo get
eénough to be any compensation for the
loss of a fine hm{of hair, said the young
lady.

“Oh, you are mistaken. For long,
Inxuriant hair of a good color—such hair
as yours, for instance, Miss Montagune—
we pay as much as three dollars,”

“Three dollars!” repeated the girl,
scornfully.

‘“Hair will soon grow again, Miss Mon-
tague,” said the hairdresser, shrugging
his shoulders. ‘‘In what way can I serve
you to-day ?”

“I eame in fo request yon to send
some one to arrange my hair fo-morrow
evening."”

“Mrs. Warrener's ball ?”” smoothly in-
terposed the man, who seemed to au
fait in fashionable inteiligence. ‘‘Cer-
tainly, to be sure. I will send Fran-
coise. What jewelry do you wear?”

**Only a small wreath of netted pearls
around the braids.”

And--Macassar bowed his fair young
patroness put of the store with smiling
complacence. She stood a moment on
the step, as if thinking, and then spoke
t}:} the liveried servant sitting on the

X.

““You may drive home, John. I shall
not ;t.lwd you any more to-day,” she said

nietly.

4 John touched first his gold-banded hat
and then his horses, and in a few mo-
ments was out of sight, very glad to be
relieved.

Then, and not till then, Miss Montague
walked briskly away, brushing the pave-
ments of obscure streets with her costly
gilk as if she cared not for its Iunstrous
splendor, treading narrow alleys, and at
length ascended the nnearpeted stairs of
a tenement house, going to the third

The door was opened by a pale,
shadowy-looking woman, scarce older in
the calendar of years than Miss Montague
herself, but alas! how much more aged
in the reeord of eare and grief.

‘“ Flora, dearest, how kind this is of
you'll

For Flora Montague had thrown her
arm round the slender figure and was
showering kisses on the pale forehead
with true girlish warmth of affection.

““You can’t be more surprised to see
me, Lizzie, than I am to be here. I was
ont shopping, when suddenly the idea
cccurred to me of stealing an interview
with you. So I sent John home, and
here I am.” '

“But, Flora, what would my uncle
uy?"

“He never will know,” said Flora, de-
murely. “‘And besides, Lizzie, my con-
science does not condemn me for this
visit. Papa’s conduct has been so un-
kind, so actnally inhuman toward you.
Think of it, dearest. After giving yona
Inxurious home until now, to turn you
out of doors just for marrying a r
gtxo‘s’i't-—a-and you his sister's daughter,

““True,” said the delicate yo crea-
tore whom Flora add as Lizzie,
““Yet if it was not for Clement’s con-
tinved illness and poverty, I shounld
never for one moment regret that—"

The door was rudely pushed open at
this moment, without even the trifling

i warning knock, and a
wiry head, with sharp, terrier eyes to
match, was thrust unceremoniously in.

‘I say, missus, is that ere money
ready ?"

Lizzie

her wan fingers tightly together.

“T am m,”ﬁt}d{mmm, “but—"
The head and eyes now advanced en-

thick-set figure to which ‘they belonged:

“‘Look here, marm,” nit!y @ man,

: , ‘“this is the third week you've

had this 'ere iwo rooms, and not a red
‘cent of rent have I set eyes on. Needn't |
_ tell me your 's sick; there's |l

~ enough tenants I can get without sick
~ husbands. uwsm‘ﬁhmuu-

- -

cnses—they don’t amount to nothing. I
jest want you to understand this much,
if them three dollars ain’t paid down be-
fore the clock strike sfive, out ﬁg bag and

e, on the pavement. I've s'tood
this kind of nonsense long enough.’

He disappeared, closing the door be-
hind hixpwith a b that made the
walls rattle. Flora listened to the

brief eolloquy with paling cheek, which
grew still whitex as Lizzie burst into
a paroxysm of bitter tears, hiding her
face in her hands. Flora arose and bent
over the bowed form with a caressing
touch.

“Dearest, are things really as bad as

& l}!l’

Lizzie replied only by sobs.

“Can’t - you contrive to raise the
money to pay this man ?” -

“*How can 12" moaned Lizzie. ‘*Every-
thing we have, except the very bed
Clement lies on, is sold or pawned. I
am faint from lack of b ,and it is
impossible to get even the most poorly
paid work.”

Flora’s lips quivered. She had never
geen poverty in this ghastly guise before,

“Qh, if I'conld bhelp you,” she sighed.
“But paper never gives ma shy money;
he pays my bills cheerfully, but every-
thing passes through his own hands.”

“It would kill' Clement to be moved,
sobbed Lizzie, “If I could but obtain
the three dollars I would not care for
aught else.” )

As Flora bent over her cousin, one
shining braid of glossy golden hair be-
came detached from its fastening and fell
from beneath her bonnet. She put u
her hand mechanically to replace it, an
at that moment she remembered Mr.
Macassar's words. =

“Lizzie ?” she exclaimed, impetuously,
““wait a few moments and you shall have
the money. I will be back in half an
heur.”

And she hurried away with erimson
cheek and sparkling eyes.

Mr. Msacassar was lounging over a
newspaper when Miss Montague entered
his luxurious room a second time.

“Sir,"” she said, advancing close to the
counter, and ing in a tremulous
tone, “‘I have coneluded to have my hair
cut off. Will you give three dollars
for it ?” _

The spruce coiffure started. Was Miss
Montague in earnest, or was this only a
jest ?

! “Why do you not answer me?" she
asked BKnrply.

“Certainly, Miss Montague,” stam-
mered the hair-dresser, recuvering his
tongue, “I sball be most happy if you
wish it, Please step this way.”

Poor Flora! Never had her golden
waves of hair seemed half so lovely and
Instrous as they did at the moment that
the deft fingers of Francoise unbraided
them snd passed the oruel, glaa.mmg
scissors among the bright strands. And
when Mr. Macassar, with polite alacrity,
presented her with a bank note, the big
“3"” might as well have been an Egyptian
hieroglyphic for all that her tear-swim-
ming eyes could decipher of it.

She carried the money to Lizzie, and
then, woman-like, went home, locked in
the glass, and then cried heartily.

For she had been passing proud of
those pale brown tresses, threaded with
gold and blending into anburn lights
every turn of her dainty head. And now
they are all gone—all gone!

““Who is that pretty girl just coming
into the room, in the white crape with
blue forget-me-nots in her hair, and the
little short dancing curls, like bits of
oiled sunshine, round her head?” The
speaker was an elaborately dressed youn
man, who stood with gold-moun
glasses at his eyes in Mis. Warrener's
brilliantly lighted saloon. At his side
stood a tall, foreign looking gentleman,
with large, black eyes and somewhat
hanghty, althongh handsome face. He
had bent eagerly forward at his eompan-
ion's words.

““It can’t be possible!” he exclaimed.
“And yet—it is-—Miss Montague!”

“Fmth, Gilroy, you're right!” ejacu.-
lated young Mauvers, ‘‘Flora Montague,
and none else, But what on earth has
the bewitchiug little fairy done with that
glorious hair of hers? Cut it off to be in
fashion, I'll be bound!”

“I don't think,” said Gilroy, contract-
ing his elbows, ““that Miss Montague is
one to enslave herself to all the idle
freaks of the reigning mode.”

“I know you are a sworn admirer of
the young lady, Gilroy,” returned his
companion langhing, ‘“‘but all women
are alike!”

“All women are alike.” The words
fell like molten iron on Clarence Gilroy’s
heart. Was it indeed s0? Had the idle
dream that Flora was better and nobler
than the rest of her sex proved but a
vanishing delusion, after all? He re-
membered the words he had heard her
speak but an evening or two before:
“Nothing shall ever induce me to have
my hair cut off in the absurd way that
people call fashionable.”

She had not serupled to jure her-
self, then; she was as un i.l?king and
frivolous as the idlest butterfly that ever
fluttered around the flower gardens of
1;4:«:1:5%;I He turned away silently, and
when Flora Montague's innocent violet-
blue eyes were raised smiling toward his
face they encountered a cold, repellant
gaze that the fair young girl was unable
entirely to comprehend.

The spray of blue forget-me-nots had
fallen from Miss Montague's Lair, and
she had gone into the comparative soli-
tude of the conservatory with sancy Nel-
lie Hyde to rearrange them. One
lier alone diffused its soft lustre among
acacias and tea-roses, from shades of
crimson-tinted glass, and the two girls
stood direetly beneath its pink glow, all
unconsecious that Clarence Gilroy leaned
against the farther door, a few steps be-
yond, in the shadow of a blossoming
tropical vine, whose fiery scarlet stars al-
most touched his forehead.

“Do you know, Flora,” said Nellie, as
she adjusted the truant flowers, and
stepped back to observe the general
effect, verybody “is wondering
what in the world possessed you to cut
off that splendid golden hair of yours?
some lay it to the score of vanity—others
to that of caprice and--"

““Nelliel” said the soft, serious voice of
Flora, with a tremulous falter in its ac-
cents, ‘I never meant to reveal the
secret to any living soul, but I cannot

me le of such frivolous folly. I
will tell you just why it wascunt off if
promise me to keep the secret vxm
your bosom."” ;

“I promise,” said Hollic,,'puinchr

moved uneasily amid
his fragrant ecreen. But

could not well retreat now; and

it is not of such a stately individual

Mr. Clarence Gilroy i

was a keen im;

that you, dearest, should imagine
o : beasts where they lie, The

the moving leaves and flery mpﬁgkbu

ﬁym,ntgt withonft a secret misgiving,
ed the ‘of a d .
*“You knowl?rrmmea Flora, *all

abont my poor cousin Lizzie's unfortu-
nate iage with Clement Peroy.”
And she went on to tell the simple

story of her adventure the day before,
witlixy such innocent pathos that Nellie
Hyde was in tears ere the recital was
finished. And there was anothor pair of
eyes not very far off, slightly dimmed,

S0,

] had no money,” pursued Flora. “‘I
felt that it would not be honorable to
gell anythung that papa had given me,
knowing his feelings on the subject, and
go—was it wrong to sell my hair, Nellie?
If you could only have seen how wel-
come the money was to poor Lizzie.”

When at length the conservatory’s per-
fumed sisles were vacant, and Ularence
Gilroy left his nook among the vines he
folt that one glimpse into Flora Mon-
tague's heart was worth half the fortune
that made higa the idol oll m&muw{:&g
mammas and marringeable ughters
The eclipse mpon his sun had passed

AWAY.

Tze next day Glo:ienﬁ I;;roy wptu;
tonished ve e receipt o
An Aanon m?umr {wghininz o bank
note for fifty dollars, And the next day
after that Flora stole around to tell her
her cousin that she was e to
Clarence Gilmf.

“And when I have a home of my own,
dearest,” she said, ‘“you and Clement
shall share it. Clarence said so.

Mrs. (tlroy keptthe word that Flora
Montague had pledged.

More Asovr Gus. Jaoksox's DukL.
—Mr. 8. Park Baker of Youngstown, N.
Y., after having read in the Courier-
Journal an account of the Jackson-Dick-
inson duel, thus writes to a friend in
Kentucy: There is one feature about this
duel with Diockinson, however, that
seems a litfle peculiar, and that is that
Gen. Jackson, who was a very spare
man 1n his person, should have been
dressed in a loose-fitting gown or coat, g0
that his antagonist could not readily tell
the location of his body. Dickinson
aimed right, and if Jackson's body had
been where Dickinson gfponed it was,
and where, perhaps, the code duello wo_uld
say it ought to have been, there is no just
reason to doubt that Gen. Jackson would
at that time have *‘passed in his checks,”
for the ball from Dickinson’s pistol
would have struck his heart beyond any
doubt, according to the acecount of the
duel. Now, the point and enticism I
make in the character of “Old Hickory,”
in respect to this duel is tnis: Having
dressed himself in a manner to deceive
Dickinson as to the precise location of
his (Jackson's) body, and having receiv-
ed Dickinson's bullet without any serious
injury, it was not a just and fair thing in
Jackson afterward to take deliberats aim
at Dickinson and kill him. No matter
what the provocation was on the part of
Dickinson which led to the duel, it seems
to me that, after having resorted to what
was then considered an honorable method
of settling the diffieulty, they were each
bound to give the other fair flsy, and
the only exense or justification I can find
for Gen, Jackson for his deliberate and
premeditated killing of Dickinson is the
fact that perhaps, upon general %1;.131-
ciples, Dickinson ought to have n
killed for slandering so upright and hon-
orable a woman as the wife of Gen.
Jackson. In reading an aecount of this
figut T am reminded of the dunel between
John Randolph and Kentucky’s most il-
lustrious citizen, Henry Clay, in 1826,
only the termination of this duel was not
so disastrous as the former, and yet it
might have been if Mr. Clay had not, to
some extent, been deceived as to the lo-
cation or position of Randolph’s boldz,
for it was stated by some one that z
Clay remarked after the duel was over
that he might as well sheoot at a pair of

| tongs as at Randolph.—Louisvilie Cou-

rier-Jowrnal.

Garfleld’s Tribute to His Wife.

“Some time when you are in Ohio,”
said the General, ‘I want you to come
to my farm. Yon know I was brought
up a farm, and could do anythi re-

uired in farm work. Buf for twenty-
3?& years after I left the farm I never
Eut my hand to anything of a farmin

ind until s few years ago, when I foun
that the enormous strain of work and at-
tention I was under here was slowly
breakmd ing me gfwl?m I ;lmt I:)n thamofnrm,
and ‘again in ditching, ploughing, W=
ing up hay, fencing, eradling, ete., kept
busy nearly seven months. I went fo
o - Sebgertied n oyl g g

y as when I was a -

have now learned how to farm again, and
my mind has been sufficiently oceupied
at the vast change in farming methods
and diseipline since I knew anything
about it." ;

“Was not Mrs. Garfield s pupil of
yours at school?”

“She was. I taught her Latin, and
she was as good a pupil as I had. After
an interval of twenty-five years she -has
been teaching the same Latin to my two
big boys to get them ready for the Acad-
emy at Oonecléd. Mass., where they are
now going, and are standing pretty well
in theirmu‘lm We have never had a
tutor or governess in the house until re-
cently, and for the youn children
Mrs. Garfield has been tia l«ug::;l teacher;
and I may say, too,” said the General,
“‘while speaking of the matrimonial infe-
licities of public men, that I have been
wonde blessed n the discretion of

my wife., She is one of the coolest and
best women I ever saw. BSheis
un-stam e. There has not been one

solitary instance of my public career
where I suffered in the smallest

for any remark she ever made. It would
have been perfectly natural for a woman
often to 'say somethin

misinterpreted; but wi
and with the i and
her chdracte w never mude the

‘With tthe competition that has been
against me many times, such discretion
has been a real blessing.”—Cincinnati
Enguirer.

da]l)mk L OF g::l:d])n?._—'tl:u Kamtcha}
es keep 8 or the 86 O

consuminl:z eir de:r Tliae Iap't‘:op:u of
Zanzibar bury their dead who die from
old age, but make it a rule to leave those
slain in battle to be devoured by wild
Parsees bri
their dead to certain round towers cal
towers of silence, to be eaten by valtures,
[ which make these towers their dwelling-
Bt o TS poin). Aad b gty
ihorna on the 1o koe o the w1 boasia

to

TROUBLE AND THE KING.

The first work Hans Btein did" in the
spring was to dig his bean-bed. He was
so very fond of pork snd beans that he
liked to know the bed was ready long be-
fore it was time for planting the seed.
His little ron Karl plinyed about him,
and when he was tired of J)lnying, sat on
an old stump near by, and sang to him-
self.

When Hans had finished dig&lng, he
wanted his hoe, and so ho turned to the
stump, against which he had put it, but
Karl had taken it off, and with it wus
di{g}.ngu the ground near tho houso,

en ’ixiu ather ealled him, he
brought the hoo back, but took tho rake
instead and wandered out of sight, Ho
whon Hans wanted tho rake, it also was
gono, and Le becamo very augry, and
pituhinﬁ the hoo on the ground sturted
to look for Kaxl. .

“Don’t you do that again!” sald »
voice,

“Do what 7' said Hans, looking
around,

"“Why, pitch your nwful tools abont
so. My good monsos! you musb think

there is no ono else in the world!"
Hauns looked down, and saw n farm-

fairy standing on the hoo-handle.
“Did I hit you?" ho said. "I didn't
mean to.

“It's woll you didn't,” said the fairy.
“It would have boen bad for you if you
had. But you have knooked the roof of
my house in."

wns took off his hat and soratohed his
head. This was n protty lookout, Ofend-
ing a farm-fairy in the very beginning of

apriw;!
“Well, now," said he, slowly, “I don't
know what to do about it, I-—"

“Suppose you mend it," said the fairy,
llm?:li, and then ho disappeared,

“If I knew where it was, I would,”
said Hans, and he began to look about.

It then ocourred to him that the house
must lie under the hoe, so he picked it
up and began looking closely for it.

He had twice before seen a fairy, but
had not the slightest idea what a fairy’s
house looked 15:9.

Presently he saw that the iron part of
the hoe had broken into the earth, and he

to look closely at that point. He
then carefully lifted a clod of the loosen-
ed earth, found ahole underneath, looked
in and saw the fairy’s house.

It was small, square and beantifully
neat. The floor was strewn with pine
leaves, and in the corner was was a dear
little bed made of soft, young, green
buds, and covered with a little blanket
made of birds’s feathers.

Hans took off the whole of the roof,
and was very careful not to let any dirt
fall on the floor. He then measured the
hole, and cut a green clover sod just the
right size, and fitted it in, with the green
part down.

He then went back to his work, and
tried to use his hoe instead of the rake,
but he could not make it do very well,
8o he became angry with Karl again.
= ““That was very well done,” said the
fairy, appearing on the stump. “I'ts
quite a good idea to put that sod in up-
side down. It looks well, and the worms
will now be more apt togo up than down.
I do so hate worms! What do you want
for pay?”

“I want,” said Hans, crossly, “that
what I shall put on that stump shall stay
there.”

“Very well,” said the fuiry, jumping
off in great haste ; “but whylgid you ask
for such a ridiculous thing as that? You
might have had a bag of gold or been a
king or something like that.”

“So I might!” cried Hans. “But I
me .E'h“t wish back. I wish to be a

“No you won’t,” replied the fairy,
“*it's too late now. You have had your
wiﬂhi“ = %

»* *

The harvest that year was very good,
and the peopie all looked forward to a
better winter than usual, and Hans said
to his wife Lisheth, as one evenimg he
lighted his pipe, after supper, that when
the corn was sold he would buy another

pig-
lij.nbeth nodded her head, for she, too,

liked pork and , and Hans then

Opene:f:he door to look at the sky.

Coming the path was a tall, thin,
unpleasant king man. He wore a
shabby old gray cloak, and carried a
black box, bound with brass, and mark-
ed “Pandora.” When he came near to
Hans he stood still, but said not a word.

““Good evening!” said Hans.

The man nodded but he did not speak,

*“What do you want?” asked Hans.

“To come in,” replied the man.

“Oh, you do,” Hans said; *‘but don't
you think you might say ‘by your leave’
to a man on his own doorstep?”

“‘Some people would,” the stranger
said; *“I never do. I come when I please,
I stay as long as I like, and I go away
when# choose. My name is Trouble.”

“Trouble!” eried Hans. ‘‘Oh, Lisbeth,
here’s Trouble, and the crops are all in,
and we meant to have such a good time!"

“Why don’t you go somewhere else?”
said Lisbeth, aharpflfr, as she came to the
doorl-.nd stood by Hans. ‘“We are poor

e- "
ped am not hard to suit,” said Trouble,
“and I can be just as comfortable with
poor people as with rich; so if you'll just
ste? aside, I'll come in.” . g

“If you will wait one minute,” raid
Lisbeth, more mildly, ‘I will warm you
up some su . Just take a seat on the
stump, and I'll be ready inno time.”

“‘Get your best,” said Tronble, s;thn.f
down on the stump; ‘““‘that’s what I al-
‘ways take.”

- *

8o, there was Trouble safely seated on
the stump, and there he staidl=

It was all in vain he begged Hans to
let him up; in vain he promised to go
away at once, for, even had he wished to
‘do so, Hans had no power to break a

But, one morning, soon after Trouble
had so firmly himself, Hans again
met the fairy.

“Look here!” said the little man, ‘I
can't have that fellow so close. His
breath reaches my house sometimes. I
can't stand it. Eiwill have to go away.”

‘“‘He can’t do that,” said Hans, ﬁrm{ z
“T wounldn’t dare to:?tuy in the conntry.
Why don't move?”

'I:Etﬂ is’:;‘o much bother,” said the
fairy. “I have putin all my nuts and
-_&hin@torthaqmber. I cannot think
~ TNl mwake you ahounse, said Hans
*‘roof and all; and I'll bring a wheelbar-
_““Very well,” the fairy answered, ‘‘but
_house must suit.” :

* * * * L 3

as large as Rhode Island; but he was very
comfortable and his ple very happy.

But, as it happened, the fairy’s charm
on the stump was only good for one year,
so when the time had passed, uble
got up and set oub again on his travels,
and he mado it his fivet business to find
Hans.

It was not hard to find him; but
Trouble could not into the kingdom.
Ho walkod around it onee or twice every
day, but he novor could find o place
where ho could enter,

Hans usod to ses him sometimes, and,
a8 ho nlways joerad st him, Tronble grow
to hato Hatis more sud more,

One day Trouble had sn ides, Ho sent
for his nieoe, Dlsoontent, and he managed
to got her in, Hhe wad s onrlons eron-
ture, Mho was rather pretty, but she al-
wiys reminded everybody of some one
olie, Discontent went st once to the
pialace and got s rhwu to fan the king.

l 'Wlallo ahe did this she slweys talked to
i,

One doy wfter dinnsr she said:

YAre ’;ml not tired of chicken cro-
gquetian 7"

“No, I sm not!" said king Hans., “I
think thuy are good,"”

“You must be tired of oysters?”

““No, I sm not," said i

“T would be if I always had them fried
us you do,” said Discontent. “Ilikes
chango, - Did you used to have chicken
eroguottes and oysters before you were a
king?" a

““Nol!"” veplied Hans. “But I had what
I liked better. Pork and beans.”

“That is a good dish,” said she. “Why
don't yon have some now?”

‘I can’t,” replied Hans, ““That would
never do, Xings aon't eat pork and
beans.”

A few days after this Discontent came
to the King just before dinner. Instead
of her fan she had her bonnet in her
hand.

“I have to go to my house,” she said;
“‘but I will be back soon. I have some-
thing lovely there, I wouldn't miss it for
anything."”

““What's that?” said Hans.

““Pork and beans!” said she.
yon want some?"

“Of course, I do,” replied Hans,
eagerly; ‘*but you couldn’t bring me
any. The guards wouldn’t let you in.”

*I suppose not,’ she replied; “but I
tell yon what you conld do. You counld
come to my house. No ome would see
you. It is only a little way ofi —down in
the woods, there,” and she pointed out
the window.

Hans could not think what possible
harm could be in his having a good, old-
fashioned dinner, and so he took off his
crown, gof his hat, and they started out.
They reached the house safely, and, sure
enough, there *was a smoking dish of
pork and beans, and the king certainly
ate a hearty dinner that day.

But he had noticed that, as they
walked, Discontent took him out of his
kingdom, and that her house was far be-
yond his boundary line.

He was too busy thinking of pork and
beans to notice anything.

Of course, however, the very moment
Hans stepped out of his kingdom Trouble
sprang in.

When Hans went back to his palace,
there sat Trouble on the throne, and
thore he sat ever after, for the farm-
fairy never appeared sagain, and Hans
never found any one else who knew a
charm that would keep Trouble at a dis-
tance.—Golden Days.

“Don’t

S
Ole Bull’s Folly.

Baralg a vestage remains of the castle

which Ole Bull built twenty-eight years

ago in Potter connty, Pennsylvania, six
miles from New Bergen, when he at-
tempted to found a colony of his country
men, and mef, as he might have expected,
with most signal failnre. He designed
the castle for his permanent home, and
erected it on the summit of a monntain,
from which there was a commanding
view. Wishing to revive in the wilder-
ness of the new world séme memories of
his native land, he spent a large sum of
money on his project. Painters and
gilders were tafen from the city fo em-
belish the structure, one vast room of
which was intended for the music hall.
The roof was of glass; the walls were
richly decorated; it shone with a degree
of barbaric splendor; the musician was
to make it memerable with noble con-
certs. Before the castle had been
finished, he opened his purse widely and
labored to remove 8ll causes of trouble,
he was impotent to doso. He learned
about the same time that the title to the
120,000 acres he had purchased was
worthless. The parties who sold it to
him had no claim to it whatever, and the
legal owner came forward to assert his
rights. Overwhelmed with perplexities,
and bankrnpt in fortune, Bull relin-
quished everything, returned hither and
again had recourse fo the violin, which
had been to him s sort of Aladdin’s
lamp. Deprived of its chief, the coleny

ually went to piaoes, the ecolonists
scattering far and wide. Scarcely one of
them can now be found at New Bergen,
which Bull named after his Norwegian
I‘tﬂarthphce. Almat;‘g:s sole h].:minder 2:

is picturesque epi an the village

Ol&l:ns [ao-cal]S in honor) which
clusters around the base of the mountain
“l;E’d by the once lordl&gmble, known
to this day, along with colonization
scheme, as Ole Ball's folly.

Tazes oF 7tEE BERNEARDT.—TWO
stories—probably apocryphal—of Mlle.
Bernhardt. A tleman of the audi-
ence had one night the exceedingly bad
taste to persistently hiss her, She found
out his address, m{lod at his house, and
had an interview sll alone with him.
Then and there she told him it was al-
ways her endeavor eonscientiously to do
her duty as n histrionie artist and to
please I‘;er public; that she regretted
anything like failure in that duty, and
that she should feel y obliged if he
wounld kindly point out her defects in or-
der that she might correct them. This
conduct won for her another passionate
admirer. Another day she read in a cer-
tain Parisian r the statement that
her hair was , and that her teeth
good to be gemuine. Next
dﬂi the dramatic critic was amazed to
behold a lady dash into his room and lst
down her hair in his presence. *“Pull
it!" she exclaimed, as she placed a luxu-
riant tress in one of his hands; ‘‘Is this
real hair or not?”

The Golden Call,

The golden calf of our day, like the
one in the text, is very apt to be made
out of borrowed gold. The Israelites of
the text borrowed the earrings of the
Egyptians and then melted them into a

. That is the way the golden calf is
made nowadays. A great many house-
keepers, not paying for the articles they
get, borrow of the grocer and the baker
nnd the butcher ard the dry goods seller.
Then the retailer borrows of the whole-
sale dealer. Then the wholesale dealer
borrows of the capitalist, and we borrow
snd horrow until the community is di-
vided into two classes, those who borrow
and those who are borrowed of; and after
n while the capitalist wants his money
snd rushes mpon the wholesale dealer;
and the wholesale dealers wants his
money and rushes upon the retailer, and
the retailer wants his money and rushes
upon the consnmer, and we all go down
together. 'There is many a man in this
day who rides in a carriage and owes the
blacksmith for the tire, and the wheel-
wright for the wheel, and the trimmer for
the eurtain, and the driver for unpaid
wages, and the harness maker for the
})ridle,he and the f lﬂrrier for the robe, while

rom the tip of the carriage tongue clear
back to theptip of the camel's hfi.; shawl
fluttering ont of the vehicle, everything
is paid for by notes that have been three
times renewed. I tell you, sirs, that in
this conntry we will never get things
right until we stop borrowing and pay
a8s we go. It is this temptation to bor-
row amnd borrow and borrow, that kee
the people everlastingly praying to
golden eslf for help, and just the minute
they expect the help the golden calf
treads on them. The judgments of God,
like Moses in the text, will rush in and
break up this worship, and I say let the
work go on until every man shall learn
to speak the truth with his neighbor, and
those who make engagements shall feel
themselves bound to keep them, and
when a man who will not repent of his
business iniquity, but goes on wishing
to satiate his cannibal appetite by de-
vouring widows’ houses, shall, by the
law of the land, be compelled to ex-
change the brown stone front on Madi-
son avenue or Beacon Hill for Newgate
or Sing Sing. Let the golden calf
perish!—[T. DeWitt Talmage.

No Skylarks in America.

One hears the migratory thrush
(robin) somewhere, in the midst of the
gardens and villas, 1n towns and cities,
and in every little clearing on the ont-
skirts of human habitation. It is =a
pleasant song, but decidedly inferior to
any one of his cousinsin Britain. Itis
inferior in power to the missal thrush, in
variety to our common “‘mavis,” in
melody to the blackbird. Near
Niagara I heard one very broken and in-
terrupted song of fine tone, and of con-
siderable power. But, although, I was in
the woods and fields of Carnada and of the
Stgtes in the richest moment of the
spring, I heard little of that burst of
song, which in England, comes from
the black cap and the white
throat, and the reed warbler, and the
common wren, and (locally) from the
nightingale. Above all, thereis one
great want which nothing can replace.
The meadows of North America were to
my eye thoroughly English in appear-
ance, the same luxuriant —the same
character of wild flowers—and even the
same weeds. The skies of America are
higher and wilder and more full of sun-
shine, but there is no skylarkto enjoy
that *‘glorious privacy of light.” *““T'he
sweetest singer in the Heavenly Father's
choir” is wanfing in the new world. I
eannot help thinking that it might be in-
troduced. Of course, the winters of
Canada and the Northern states would
compel it to follow almost all the other
birds which summer there, and to retire
with them until the return of spring to
Virginia or the Carolinas. It would be
an interesting experiment. I do not
know whether it has been tried. If notI
would suggest it to my American friends
as one worth trying.—[ Duke of Argyll.

“SiNLess BSABBATH BREAKING."—The
famous author of “Jolin Halifax” re-
cently has written an article in favor of
what she terms ‘‘Sinless Babbath-break-
ing.” That there is an element of truth
in what she says we believe. Some good

ople render the Sabbath & wearisome

ay to their households, instead of
causing it to be a restful, joyful day of
sacred worship, pleasant family inter-
course, and natural and genuine spiritual
growth. But the tendency fo secunlarize
the day is even more common, and, in
this conntry at any rafe, needs fo be
gusrded inst, er phrase, ‘‘Sinless
Sabbbath-breaking,” also is a bad one,
and illustrates how easily people are led
into adopting words which have an epi-
grammatic sound even when their mean-
ing, as in this case, can be nothing other
than nonsense. “‘Sinless Sabbath- break-
ing” iy simply impossible. If there be
sinlessness, the Sabbath is not broken.
If the Sabbath be broken, there must be
sin.—[ Boston Congregationalist.

JOB PRINTINC.

~THE—

bazette Job Printing House

IS NOW PREPARED TO DO
Plain and Ornamental Printing,

As neat and Cheap as it can be done by sny
Office vn the Coast.
e mosgs

NMote hendn,
M ements,
: P.ogrammes,
1
lnll'l'la:'léu
Circulars,

Businesw ¢ nrds,
Visiting ¢Cards,

Bank Notes,
Recei N
T Boke,
Arusmam,
1 te,, Ete

S&~Orders by meil prompily Blled. Esti-
N g TO $0000 A YEAR, or$5 to $20 a day
-9315 in your own locality. No risk Wo-
more than the amount stated above.

No one can fail to make money fast. Any one

mates furnished.
men doas well as men. Many make
can do the work  You can from to
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Rupture

' CURED.

From a Merchant.
Dayron, W. T., Fab, 10, 1879,

W. J. Horne, Proprictor California Elustic
Truss Co., 702 Market street, Ban Francisco—8ir:
The Truss [ purchased of you about one year ago
has gmved semiracle to me. I have been ruptur-
ed forty years, and worn dozensof different kinds
of Trusses, all of which have ruined my health,
asthey were injurious to my back and spine.
: i3 a3 easy as an old shoe,and
is worth hundreds of dollars to me, as it affords
me so much pleasure. [ canand do advise all,
both ladies and gentlemen, afflicted, to buy any
wear your modern improved Elastic Truss imme-
diately. I never expeet to be cured, but am
salisfied and hnppﬁwith the comfort it gives me
lo wearit It was the best £10 | ever invested in

my life. You can refer any one to me,and I
will be glad w answer any letters on ils merrits,
I remain, yours respectiully,
D. I. BosxeLL.

Latest Medical Endorsements.
Mapninegz, Cal., Feb. 17, 1879,
W. J. Herne, Proprietor California Elastie
Truss Co., TUZ*Market street, 8. F.—Sir: In re-
gard Lo your California Elastic Truss, [ would say
that 1 havecarefully studied its mechanism, ap-
plied it in ice, and do not hesitate to say
that for all purposes for which Trusses are worn
it is the best Truss ever offered to the publie
Yours truly, J. H. Canoraers, M D.
Endossned by s promimen: Hedical In-
siiute,
Sax Frawscisco, March 8, 1879,
W. J. Horne, Esq.—8ir: Yon ask my opinion
of the relative merita of your Patent Elastic
Truss, as compared with er kinds that have
been tested under my observation, and in reply L
frankly state that from the time my atiention
was first called to their simple, though highly
merchanieal and philosophical construetion, to-
gether with easy adjustibility to persons of all
ages, forms or sizes | add this further testimony
with special pleasure, that the several pursons
who have applied to me foraid in their special
cases of rupture, and whom I have advised touse
yours, all acknowledge their entire satisfaction,
and consider themselves highly tavored by the
possession of the improved Elastic Tryss.
Yours truly, BanL w J. Sarrn, M. D,
Proprivtor Hygienie Medical Institute,
635 California strest, SBun Fruncisco.

A REMARKABLE CURE.

Baw Fnaxasco, tel 28, 1879.

W. J. Herne, Proprietor Culifornia Elastic
Truss, 702 Market street, Ban Francisco—Sir [
am traly grateful to you for the wonderful CURE
your valuable truss has effecled vn my lirtle boy.
The double truss [ purchased from vou has PER-
FECTLY CURED him of his painful rupturs on
both sides in & little over gix months. the steel
truss he had before [ bought "vours eaused him
eruel torture, and it was a happy day for us all
when lie lnid it aside for the Cavirorsia EuasTic
Tress. I am sure that all will be thuukful who
are providentially led to give your truss a trial.
You may refer any one to me on this subject

Yours truly, WM. Perr,
633 Sacramento Street.
This is Lo ertify that [ bave examined the son

of Wm Pern, and find him PERFECCLY
CURED of lernis on both sides.
L. Dexter Lyronrn, M. D.
Surgeon and Physician,

Trusses forwarded to all parts of the United Statza
al our expense on receipt of price.

Send Stamap for Illasirated Catalogue
nad Priee Lise

Giving full information and rules for measuring,

California Elastic Truss Co.

702 Market Street, S. F.

HALL'S

SAFE AND LOCK CO.

CAPITAL, $1000,000.

General Offlce and Manufactory,
CINCINNATI, OHIO.

Pacific Branch,
211 and 213 California Si., San Franclsco.
CIIAS, 1. DODD & CO,, PORTLAND,
Agents for Oregon and Wushington Ter

HALL’S PATENT CONCRETE

FIRE-PROOF SAFES.

Have been tested by the most disastrous eonfla-
grutious in the eountry.

They ure thoroughly fire proof.

They are frea from dampness.

Their snperiority is beyoud question.

Although sbout 150,000 of these safes are now
in use, and hundreds have been tested by some
of the moest disastrous conflagrations in the
eountry, there is not a single instance on recond
wherein one of them ever failed W preserve its
contents perfiectly.

HALL'S PATENT DOVETAILED

TENON AND @ROOVE

BURGLAR-PROOF

= A TR,
Have never been broken open and robbed by
burglars or robbers,

Hull's burglar work is prolected by Iletters
patent, and his work cannot be equaled lawfully.,

His patent bolt is superior to any in use.

His patent locks cannot be picked by the most
skillful experts or burglars.

By one of the greatest improvemenis known,
the G::i&l A&l.wnmtic Momlem, (:u:";ocks are
operi withont any ar or spin passin, ,
tf:ough the door and into the L-el:.p .

Our locks cannot be opened or picked by bur-
glars or ex , (a8 in case of otherlocks),and we
will put from $1,000 to $10,000 behind them any
time nerinst an equal amount.

THEY ARE THE BEST BAFE
Mude in America, or any other country.
One Thousand Dollars

To any person who c+n prave that one of Hall's
patent burglar-proof’ safes has ever been
broken open and robbed by
burglars up to the
present time.

C. W. Poor, TRAVELING AGENT.
Offic: with C. H. Dodd & Co., Porlland, Oragon
C. B. PARCELLS. Manager, 5. F.,

AUCUST KNICHT,
Cabinet Maker,

UNDERTAKER,
'Oor.ﬂoeond:ndl(onmﬂu.,' ;|
OREGON,

CORVALLIS,

Koeps constantly on hand all kinds of
FURNITURE
COFFINS AND CASKETS.

!
| SN

e

Work done to ordor on short notice,
at reasonublie rates, :

Corvaliie. Jun 1. 1873, %)
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