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A SOLDIER'S RANSOM,

wYou're 80 oross, Jean!" pouted pre
muaManushnloo&adup irfz
por lover's fsco with & most bewitehing
little maone.

(0 (3 in ve
was his or; “but you and I both
know that what 7001;.15"“0 term m
crossness is o very different matter. It
jsn't that I donbt your love, either, dear-
est; but T conld hardly Ynl ward or look
from you 1nat lﬂfht. t's the Ifllttﬂl' of
the buttons, I think, that's blinded you."

In an instaut the girl's coquetry had
vanished, He had spoken the last sen-
tance with some strange, new bitterness,
snd it ht both sadness and contri.
tion to the lovely, laughing face.

“No, Jean," who answered. “Tt was
pothing but my l{ﬂy. idltelu‘ mnilty. One
wonld suppose I was the o rott

irl in Lormine, to hmwm{dl:} h:fI
E:u talk; and, in listening, I begin to
believe 80 mwh. But it's not the but-
tons they wear, Jean. Oh, do I not know
how cruelly it hurts yon not to don them
in your country’s defense, and the res-
aon whioh prevents you? I won't make

ou jealous again, dear. It's only that
{'m fool enough to like to hear the
foolish things they tell me."

Poor little Marie! She knew that she
should find it very hard work to keep
her promise; but she loved Joan so
dearly that she would turn her back
henceforth on all these brave young
French soldiers, who found her presence
such charming reliel to the tedium of
barrack life.

She felt quite rewarded, too, when

Jean stooped to kiss the red, upturned
lips,
13'I don't mean to be a tyrant, Marie,"
ho said. “It's early to begin assuming
tliat role; but you know it's nover been
an thing for me to stand by like a
ecoward when my country needs me, and
Iast night I felt that even yon had gone
over to the enemy. Bomelimes I don't
know which way my honor lies—whather
to go or stay. You may seo me with
buttons yet, Marie,” he added with a
gickly smilo.

The girl'seolor fled.

“You wouldn't, Jean, do such s wicked
thing—for it would be wicked! You
know what the doctor says—that, though

ou may live to ripe old nge, your heart
is 8o affecled that the excitement of
action would produce instant death.
y our mother has given three sons.  You,
the youngest' are left at home to be her

support. Your going would kill her as
wa‘fﬁ. yonmll.ﬁ

“Tt is for her, rather than myself, that
Istay. Why should not my life be of-
fareJ' up for France as well os nnother,
though it may be in o different way ? 1
wish the conflict might be ended for me,
I wish that I miight be conseripted.
Three times mother hasraised the mun;-{
by bond and mortgage, to buy me off,
There's nothing left now. She would
have to let me go, -

“And I—lo you not think of me,
Jean?" sobbed the girl.

“You'd only love me better," he an-
swered, "'T'd wear the buttons then, in
whose reflection you could catch sight of
your own protty face.”

“Hush, Jean—hush!"

And the man was fain to soothe and
promise what she wounld, ere the smiles
came back to the dimpled mouth,

Marie had spoken truly when she had
said that she had not meant to wound
her lover. She had loved him long and
truly all these years. She could hardly re-
mem ber that time when she had notloved
him—cortainly not when she had not
tormented him with jealous doubts. But
she would do so no longer, not even
when handsome Ricard, the sergeant of
the guard, who danced so divinely,
should come pleading for one waltz,

This was the early days of the war, and
Lorraine conld not look already to the
fate in storo for her, when sho must
dance to German musie, and correct her
musical patois into the difienlt German
tongue. But day by day, France's need
was growing sorer, and the conseription
more pressing.  No longer content with
her willing, 5:0 must have the unwilling
gons as well,

Mavrie's hoart trembled every time she
One evening, at a

heard pf a fresh list.
little ﬁuuo, Pierre Ricard approached
her.

“1've not hind a waltz for afull month,"
hewhispered. What isit, mademoiselle?
Are yon angry with me?"

What could she say? His handsome
face was close fo hers, his pleading eyes
more eloquent than lis voice, the music
giving forth its most tempting strains,

“Just one round," she thonght to Ler-
gelf. *‘Jean cannot be so foolish as to
object to that,"

But once under the spell, it was not
#0 easy to break it off, and when the mu-
gic died away her partner said in o low,
imploring tone:

“Won't you come out with me under
the stars for a little while? Ihave some-
thing to say to you.”

She let kim lead her where ho would,
but she was still unprepared for the hot,
passionate words, wlxich rang out on the
night air, and shrank away as she lis-
tenad.

“I am betrothed,” she said.
you know—to Jean."

“No, I did not know,"” he mutlered,
between his set teeth. Yon have played
with me, mademoiselle—=yon shall re-
gret it!"

With these words he took her back
into the ball-room, bowed and left her.

One week Inter Jean Royer's name
headed the conscription list. Marie's
heart swelled with pain us sho saw the
announcement of the news. )

It was more welcome then, when, in
the evening's dusk Pierre Ricard ap-
proached her, with outstretched hand.

“T was ungenerous a week ago," he said.
“J want to ask your forgiveness and to
express the hope {hat yon will still let
me be yourfriend."

Frankly sho sccepted the proffered
truce.

The man's syes were veiled by the
down-cast lashes, and she could not guess
the wave of triumph rising in his heart.

“You are looking sad, mademoiselle,
he continued. "Iﬁuve no right to ask
you why, and yet—if you would give
me this little proof of your confi-

“Surely

“I think," she answered, “‘thai yoo
:lﬂ won it. Look! you may se it

ere.
She held up before him the paper
on which that dsy's conscription list was

hd.lul Jittered, but his voice
Agxin his eyes , bu
Was very l"'!“d! carefully modulated.

easy to eall it oross, Marie,” | hy

“Isee," he mid. Surely, mademoi-
selle, you do not t? "Bunly you
'lﬂlld not have him a coward 2"
It is not that 1" she eriod out, with a
Eudonsk ring or pain in her tone.
Y:.u do lllot understand. He would
gone long ago, but that it dooms
him to cortain death; and he is the last
of four sons whom his mother has given
to France. His heart i affocted,
timos that sufforing mother has bought
his releaso.  She can no longer do 80;
her little all has gono, Ab, this will
cost two lives—hers and his! I—I am
30&?3 ,“';() must l:l:o and snffer I
@ slopped, choked by tears, Ricard’
hand clouor;lwr hers, i .

‘I will save your lover, Mario,” he
whispered. “‘Will you trust it to me?
Say nothing—he would not accept it, if
he knew; but meet me to-morrow, at this
!umr. on .uw outskirts of the wood, and
it will bring you the amount of his re-
lease. I will toll you then how you may
.};:{l ':!m debt, so that it need not trouble

Then, ore she counld raize objections,
she felt her hand carried to his lips, and
he was gono,

How she had misjudged him! How
good, and noble, and true he was!

She could Lardly rofrain, the next day,
when Jean came, from sounding his
praisns in his cars, but that Jean himself
was o stravge in manver and watched
ber so furtively,

It was because ho thought that he was
80 soon to leave her, she reasoned; yet
of that he might have spoken. Now his
lips were compressed, and an unwonted
pallor was oa his cheek,

Bhe grew nervous, too, as the hour ap-
[)rmchad for her appointment with

did not leave her? If the money were not
paid by early morning of the next day,
it would be too late! The thought gave
her courage,

“Good-by, Jean!" she called, gaily,
gtooping over to kiss him, *‘I have an
engongement for a little while, Wait my
return here."

He sprang to his feet, and seized her
hands 1n a grip of iron.

“Where are you going, Marie?" he
said, in harsh, guttaral tones, Tell meo
as you value your futuro pence!”

*“I've not yet promised to obey,” she
answered, in forced lightness, striving to
hide her fear at his manner.

Then he drop her hands, and she
hurried ont. Already she found Ricard
s;wail.ing her, pacing impatiently to and

ro.

“T thought yon wounld never come,
he said. **Here Marie, is what I promised
you!" and he held out a little bag filled
with gold,

A sob of gratitude rose in the girl's
throat.

“But the payment of my debt?” she

said.
“I have loved you, Marie,"” he replied,
tenderly, “‘I nsk but ono payment, and
that, that once you will let me kiss your
lips. My darling, I live n soldier’s life,
I may die a soldier's death! Yon will not
then begrude the one little hoon I orave,
as n token that you have forgiven the
harshness I onco showed, and sceept my
pom-oﬂ'erinﬁ.:

An instant Marie hesitated—non instant
only. Such a kiss conld do Jesn no
wrong—some day she would tell him—
and with this she uFrnisad to the man
bending above her the young red lips,

His kiss just brushed them, when a
shadow fell across their path, and
Jean sprang from the wood between
them.

Something glittered in his hand, but
Ricard canght and held his arm.

#1t i3 well!” said Jean, slowly and in
gasps, ‘‘Neither of you are worthy the
stain of murder on my soul!"

“Jean," plended Marie, **Iwill tell you
all! Listen!”

But, shaking off her hold like a viper's
Lie strode off into the blackness,

The next morning, at daybreak; he was
marching to the front.

“Poor Marie! Thoy were sad days to
her that followed.  Ricard pressed his
suit in vain, His presence was hateful
to her, Ho it was who had driven Jean
from her side. .

Then Ricard, too was ordered to the
front. A few liours before ho marched
ho came again to plead with her,

“Your Enwr never will come back
alive,” ho snid, *‘Besides, ho would no
longer be your lover. Why, then, will
you not consent to become my wife?"

His persistency stung her,

“Beonuse,” she aaid, “I wonld rather
pave Jean's frown than your smile, his
goorn than your love. I cannot help it.
1 love him. I cannever love youn!”

“So b it," he answered, growing very
pale. *You have lost me, but you wi 1
pever win him, Al, my lady, I have
not forgotten. He will never eome
home, He will die on the field, believ-
ing yon false. You never accepted the
debt, bot 1 had my payment. Ha!lha! it
was planned welll" ‘

A gleam of the truth broke in upon
Muria's mind.

“You planned it then that Jean should
soo!" she said. *“You brought him there,
You made him think me false. Oh, cow-
ard! It was worthy of you!"

The next month the war was ended;
but, spite of the doctor’s prophesy, Jean
Royer hnd come bravely throngh the test
of battls, with s record for which he had
no reason to feel shame.

His hieart had given him no trouble,
1t had been turned into stone, he said to
himself. Life was no lunger sweet to
him, therefore it was spared, He wished
almost that ho might have changed
places with one poor fellow over whom
he stooped, whose moment’s were grow-
ing very sbort; but he started back as,
in the pallid, blood-stained face, he
recognized Pierre Ricard, >

Just then the dying man opened his
eV,

Tt is fate!” he whispered. ““The note
vou got—I wrote it. She was true. It
was o debt she paid, Tell Lker—I—sent—
1mu. and gave—it—back—f{rom—your—
ips!” *

l.‘3lu:mrly he articulated each word; but,
thongh Jean only lalf grasped their
meaning, it was all made clear, s fow
days later, when Marie with her little
hand tight clasped in his, told him the
story of his would-be ransom.

But when he drew her to him, st its
close doubt, shame faced, had forever
flod, and in its stead was purest rever-
ence for the noble womsn who was so
soon o the claim of “‘swestheart”
into the holier claim of “wife."”

Friendship between women is only »
suspension of hostilities,

ticard. What should she do if Jean |8

Mattio had & lar;;mper. but that was
her worst fault. When she married
Marsh Hunter people said;

“She’ll make his life s warm business
for him."”

But Mattie thought differently.

“I will show them what & triumph of
love I will work. I'll teach them I'm
not the vixen 1 sesm.”

And so sho married him, The wedding
wna a very pleasant affair—something to
look back to ns long as they lived, ﬁw
tie looked vory sweot in hor pew white
Swiss, Her long, i’elty onrls trembled
and shone in the brilliant light, her eyes
sparkled like twin stars, and her sofl
cheeks wero mantled in softer blushes as
he leaned trastingly on the strong arm
of the stalwart man who was to be her
guide and guard through life,

The honeymoon was rich with the
Hlmnr« of new married life to the

umble pair; but the time soon came

when the bride must leave the old roof-
tree for the untried realities of a home
of her own, This was the first sorrow—
the trial of leaving homo and mother—
but it was fleeting, for, in the excite-
ment of the “setting up” housekooping
in the white coltage on 'Sqnire Black-
burn's farm, tho little sorrow was
drowned.

It was very funny, and Marsh langhed
and Mattie laughed, when just they two
sat down to the littlo now table and ste
uh:on d\-inmls prepared by Mattie's own

B

Everything was new and strangoly
sweel, Everything went on nicely
and Mattio was trinmphant. Bat all
things earthly mustohange, The weather
réw warm and the kitchen hot, and one
of the hottest days of the season Mattie
had the headache, and the supper must
be ready at b o'clock. Matyje tried hard
to get it ready, but burnéll her wrist;
then she burned the bread. Then she
l(tmkml at the clock, and saw that it had
stop
saw Marsh

1 supper ready!” he asked, and she
blurtered ont something and they had
their first quarrel.

O, dear me, the first quarrel. How
sorry it made the poor little woman,

But Marsh looked sullen, and went off
without kissing her. They never talked
that tl]unrrel over, simply because they
were both too proud to broach the sub-
jeet.  After that qurrels came oftencr
andeasier, They did not mean to quar-
rel, but somehow angry words would
como up.

After awhile a little bo
household, and it seemod for & month or
two a good deal like the well-rememberad
honeymoon, but Mattie's wretched tem-
}mr would fly to pieces aguin, and the
\nppiness was spoiled.

*It's cnrious we can't got along with-
ont so much quarreling,” said Marsh one
winter day.

Mittio felt the tears in her oyos in a
moment, and her heart softened towards
Marsh, and she waa about to confoss her
failings and nsk forgiveness, when he
continned:

*It's all your hateful temper, Mattio—
you know it is."

That was enough, and what was meant
to bo a reconcilintion was simply another
quarrel,

*“Oh, dear me; it's my wretohed fem-
k:;vr—l know it is,” sobbed Mattie, afler
Marsh went out, “‘but ho needn't have
said so0."

“If 1 only wasn’t so blunt," said Marsh
{o himself, with a sigh,

So things went from bad to worse,
Little mistakes were imagined into terri-
ble wrongs.

The neighbors had their fill of gossip
sbeut the matter, and finally one day
when Marsh was away Mattie thought
the thing over.

“T am a wretehed little nuisance,”
she said mentally; “I don't know why 1
am so, either, but I cannot halv it,” she
said, despaivingly, her eyos filling with
tears, *‘I've a great mind to take Neddie
and ﬁn home, and stay there. My shame
couldn't be any greater than it is.”

She clasped the baby elose in her arms,
and the tears lell fast on his curly head.

Her hieart peomed bursting within her,
but she wrapped the child in her shawl,
and with & quickening paco she flod the
place and hurried across the snow-
covered fields to her mother’s,”

“What's the matter, child 7" asked hor
mother, ns Mattie, pale and shivering,
appeared at the door,

“Don't nsk me, mother,” sobbed the
wretched little woman,

“Yon ain't left home 2"

“Yos, mother, forever."”

“Don't say that to me, Yon shall go
back this mnstant," said her mother,
thinking of the seandal that was sure to
follow such a proceeding by her misers-
ble daughter.

“0Oh, don't, mothor!" and Mattic
looked the picture of despair,

“Tell me about it, my child,” said the
mothoer, melted into tenderness by the
look, '

Then Mattie, throngh her tears, told
hor mother all, and ended with these
pitiful words:

“But, oh, mother, I do love him, tho
father of my child—I love him, but he
doesn't understand me, If he could but
understand me!” and shefell sobbing be-
side her mother's knea,

“Let me advise you, my child,” said
the mother, softly stroking her dangh-
ter's glossy hair, “I've passed through
it all, and I'll tell you a secret. Thereis
almost certain to be mistakes come up
between husband and wife, and often
words are spoken that are regretted a
moment afterward. But, my eluld, such
s word can do no harm if repented of
and a confession made. If you have said
snything to wound your husband's foel-
ings, no matier what he may have said to
you, go and tell him you are sorry, and
I know that he will not only forgive you,
but will beg you to forgive him, The
hour that follows will be more delightful
than the hour of your wedding. Let me
tell you  little instance in myowsn life,”

And her mother told of one of those
little family differences that come up be-
tween #0 many worthy couples, The
story ended so pleasantly that it
the tempest in the breast of the heartsick
dsughter

After the story was done Mattie still
kneeled, resting her tired head on her
mother's knee. Her mother stroked
her glossy hair in silence for & quarter
of an hour, but Mattie's thoughts were
m. Suoddenly she arose, took her

ild into her srms and wrapped it close

in her shawl, she prepared to go.

,and looked out at the door she |}

camo to their | POR

“Where are yon going, my child?*

ul'r:]d he;o mother,
make my confession,” suswersd
Mattie th h!bnr fears,

*“Hoaven | vou said her mother.

When Marsh Hunt oame home that
night a pretty sight met his view, The
fire was burning brightly en the hearth
and before it stood Matlie, dressed in a
noat calico wrappor, with snowy collar
and enffs, snd & wearlet bow of ribbon
at her throat, Baby sat on his pallet
bafore the fire, crowing lustily, and boat-
ing the floor with a tin rattle,

uppor was on the table, and tho tes
wis steaming on the hoarth, Marsh was
cold, but snch a scene warmod him, He
went straight to the pallet and com-
menced & romp with the baby,  Mattie
went and knelt there too, determinad to
make & coufession, but she did not know
how to commence. It was easy to think
of beforehand, but when the time came
she was lost, There was an awkwand
panse, then both spoko at once:

“*Mattie, I've been—"

“Marsh, I'm sorry—"

Their eyos met, and cach saw the ton-
dernesa in those of the other; all was
now told in an instant, Both made their
confession,

Marsh opened his arms and Mattie foll
sobbing on his breast, while baby looked
on in amazement. From that honr they
were the huppiest of couples.

Dr. Paley’s Famous Iliostration,

The following is s condensad statemant

of the famons watoh illustration of Dr.
Paley: If, he says, in crossing a heath,
I pitched my foot against a stone, and
wore asked how it onme there, I might
roply, without necessary absardity, that
for aught I know it had lain there for-
evor. Bt if, instead of a stone, it wero
o wateh, the unmistakle evidence of de-
sign in its mechanism would compel the
inference that somewhere, and ot some
time or other, it had a maker, who com-
yrehended its construction and designed
its nse, And the inference would still
be the samo, although the finder had
nover seen n wateh wade, nor was him-
self eapable of constructing one. Neither
would 1t invalidate this conclusion, that it
sometimes went wrong, since s machine
nead not be perfectly in order to show
evidence of design in its construction, or
that it kiad o few parts whose relation to
the general-offect was not apparent. Nor
would any man in his senses think the
existonce of the wateh acconnted for by
being told that it was one out of possible
combinations of matorial forms, and hap-
ed to assumo that partioular form; or
that its form could be attributed to a
principlo of order; orthat its mechanism
was no proof of contrivance, but a mere
motive to indneo the mind to think so;
or that it was the result of the laws of
metallic nature, since law presupposes
an agent, being itself only the mode ae-
cording to which the agent proceeds.
Nor, again, would the discovery that
this wateli conld re-produce ilself lessen
the force of the inference, since,
however far back tho sories may be
traced, tho evidence of design re-
mains, implying the existence of a de-
signer; and this implication eannot be
avoided by suppomng the series of
watehos to have beon infinite, and con-
soquently to have had no first, for which
it is necessary to provide a canse. Here
would be contrivance, but no contriver;
wroofs of design, but no designer. But
in reality, the maker of the fiest wateh is
the maker of every watoh produced from
it; the only difforence being that the re-
productive power imparted munifosts a
more exquisite skill in the artificer than
the making of a single wateh. Now, s
every indication of contrivance, every
manifestation of design, which existod ia
the watol, exists also in nature, only in
vastly greater porfection and variety, the
nonvruliau in irresistible, Design must
have had o designer; the designer must
have boen n person, and that person is
God.,

One From Vhose Lips Jewels Fell,

Of all the fuiry tales dear to us in
childhood, we gave the preference,
after due consideration of the charm
of “Cinderella” and the “Sleoping
Beauty," to that of the two sisters
who were roewarded by the fuiry that
interviewad them at the fonntain,and
besonght each in tarn to relieve her
thirst, the ono receiving a good and
{ha other an evil gift. Everyvbody

nows it, how the obliging maiden
gnve water to o lovely lndy at the
spring, and upon opening her lips to
relate her adventure at home' pearls
and dianmonds fell from them in
profusion, whichsent her ill-natured
sister in turn to seek 8o ﬁootl fortune,
and how the latter, unable to pene-
trate the disguise of the fairy, orossly
repulsed the wrinkled old woman
whom she found there, and in conse-
quence cenversed in toads and vipers
instead of jewels. It now appears
that this tale was prophetic as well
a8 symbolical, or possibly it was his.
torical. At auy rate thero are,if’ we
may believe a correspondent of Lhe
Banuer of [ight, persons who would
be living mines of wealth if their
specch could be stored up. At the
funeral of an excellent woman in
Peabody, Mass, the other day, her
friends were addressed by Miss
Lizzie Doten. “A gentloman saw
the words a8 they as they fell from
Miss Doten's lips torm into beautifully
colored jewels,each facot adifference
hue, and oy they foll making a bril-
linnt shower of light and color.” We
have all heard of hopeyed wordsand
oily speech, of weighty argument,and
spicy discourse, and gems of thought,
of “thougts that breatlie und words,
that burn.” but we havealways
believed thess oxpressions to be
figures of speech. A conlinuons
shower of words made visible strikes
us as wonderful in Iatter days, to say
the leagt. It is probable that Iady
of the jeweled specch is a lineal des.
cendant of the good sister who gave
drink to the fairy; or it may be that
the observer is an opium eater, and
tho brilliant spectacle existed only
in his imagination.

In matters of the heart it is usually the
fear of insolvency that lesds to bDanke

rapley.

A poasant was taking a gont to .
He was mounted on a doukey, and the
goat, with  bell tiad sround ita neck,
aqn ]loiliowing him. Three o:'i nllr

is little company t, and desired
to enrich thenp;:enfts i

Bald the ome, “May I carry off that
fellow's goat in such s way that he shall
never be able to sak it again of me?"

Aund tho other oried, “Girant mo the
wit to rob him of the ass on which he is
mounted."

“Oh, truly, what an exploit!" ex-
claimed the third, **What would you
#ay if 1 meant so to despoil him of his
clothos that e will wlunl!y be obliged
to me?"

The first macal following the traveller
softly, by stealth took the bell from the
goat's nock, fastened it to the asa's tail,
and made off with his booty.

The man, still riding thoass, heard the
sonnd of the bell constantly behind him,
and never for one instaut imagined that
the lioct was no longer there, till, by-
and-by he happened to turn aronnd, Pie-
ture to [vnumt his nstonishment whon
he could not seo the animal that he
hind boen taking to markoet to sell! Of
everyone who passed he ssked nows of
his goat. Presently the second rogme
met him, who answorod, At the corner
of yonder Jane I aaw a man running off,

t!rltgins n goat along with him,"

x counn?rymnn jumped from his nss
saying. ‘‘Pleass h&e oharge of my don-
key,” and ran after the thief i the direo
e supposed him to huve taken.

When ho had been running hither and
thither for some time, he camo back to
find that noither nas nor keeper was (o be
soen. Our two rascals had already got
far away, both well content with their
booty. The third now awnited the
simplo man, leaning ngninst n well by
which the latter must pass, Then wit
loud wails, ho bogan to lament so bitterly
that the loser of the ass and goat was lod
toaccost a porson who scemed thus
afflicted. Approaching he said, “‘What
are you grieving about? I am sure you
caunot have had we much ill luck s 1
have had. I have lost two animals, the

yrice of which would lave made my
ortune.”

“Oh, but think what o loss mina is!"
exolaimed the thiel, *‘Have you, like
mo, over leb a caskot full of diamonds fall
into & woll when you are told to ocarry
thom to tho judge? I shall perhaps bo
hanged for thoft."”

“But why do you not godown into the
woll?” naked the conntryman; it is not
yery (i"p-“

“Alss! I am not olever enough,” said
the rogue, ‘I would rather ruu the
risk of boing hanged than drown mysalf,
whioh I should certainly do: but if
there were anyone willing to do mae this
servico, T would gladly give him ten
pioces of gold."

“Promise me those ton pisces of gold,"
oried the poor dupe, thinking the sum
wonld more than nra him for the loss
of his animals, “‘anc [’vill get you your
onskot back'"

No sooner said than done. He threw
off his olother with such rapidity, and
descended into the well so quickly, that
the robbor saw st onco that he would
scarcely have time to possesss himself of
his spoil. The countryman having
reached bottom of the well without find-
ing any easkot there, came up again, and
was spoodily aware of his new misfor-
tune, Thus olothes, aes, and goat had
alll gone different diroctions; and their
unlneky owner, with all his toil, could
scarcely find pooplo charitable enough
to be willing to clothe him,

The moral is, be carful of the company

ou choose, — [Illustrated Christian

Weokly,

e

The London correspondent of the
Boston Advertiser says of soveral gon-
tlemon who have mude expeviments in
ballooning : Mr. Lefevre, the President
of the Balloon Bociety of Great Britain,
assisted by Col. Noble. Bir John Adge
and othors, organized o sories of simul-
taneons nsconts, which, with two exeep-
tions, proved successful,  Acrostatios
and aeronautics engage the attention of
many scientiflo men; but up to the pres-
ont time the secret romaing undiscovered
a8 to Lhiow a bird supports and directs it-
olfl in its flight throngh the nir, This
soorot is being dilligently sought after,
and when found will form a guiding prin-
ciple in noronautics. My, Templar and Dr,
Lawronce Hawmilton wero at one time de-
voting their united energies in trying to
golve the myatery, and it is to be ro-
grotted that Dr, Hamilton found that the
prosecution of his work engnged too
much of his valuable time, A great deal
of money in required for carrying ont ex-
periments, and I am glad to loarn that
the government will %ivo matorinl aid
for the furthersnes of this end in the sor-
vioes of effieiont officers and men, as well
us by o grant of money. For meteoro-
logical purposes, snd, under cortain con-
ditions, for military observations, bal-
loons may be of great sorvice. Let us
Lopo that before long aoricl navigation
may prove a praotical fact,

-

Borrowing money is & bad habit;
sod berrowing trouble is no better,
Some people sre always borrowing
wrotible, and in the way making uot
only themselves but every one
around them uncomfortable. They
bave contrscled the habit of taking
a discouraging look at overything.
What they do not spend lamenting
over the unalterable past they de-
vole to the prognostication of evils
to come. It is n most {:orniciuuu and
dwsagreenblo babit. There is no use
of regretting tho past except so far
a8 to profit by expericnce in the
future; while half the ovils a
gloomy-minded Eemn is ulways
predicting never happen. Cnltivate
a cheerful spirit, not only on your
own sceount, but for its happy Ine
fluenco on with whom you associate.

An %ﬂ: wdnldmd inhnltinh‘
su
1679 has been 3:%1}.'%. in the -ejen:

tific Proceedings” of

Possibllities for the Moukey.

The ile Newn, in n rocont ossay
on monkoys in Burmah, roveals such &
world of neglected pulihllﬂqn for uses
fuiness to society in the membor of “his
despised connecting link thet «n wroia-
tion for the elovation of the simla trihes
will no doubt follow general dissemina-
tion of the facts, According to the
writer, who haa many yoars in
Bouthern Asia, the monkey makes the
wost rellable enshiey in the world, and,
when well trained, is able to discrimi-
nate botween true and wspurious coin
with s delicacy to which his master can-
not apumxinmn. When a coin is placed
in his band, ho first examines ils Hujgl
and insoription with great gravity and
attention, and then puts the pioce in his
month and tosts it by the sense of taste,
If it i all right he paeses it to his master
with a pod of approval, but, if not, he
places it upon the counter with a sevare
and forbidding expression of counte-
nance. Monkey cashiors possess such s
roputation for acumen in the detection
of spurions coln in the ocountries

whore they are employed in this
capacity no  ono  ever
of appealing from their decision,

and they are regarded as experts whoso
judgment is floal. Belter than this,
gllmy are never detectod in attempts to
default or rob their employers, and are
considered extromely reliable in money
m;ual;-!;a But they will nlm:.l1 fine rsl::}:
when they get an opportunity, o

ing raids in ios o'r'- JOOre Or MOre
upon the fruit groves in the neighbor-
hood, aud fairly ranning the industrious
fruiterer in a singlo night. In order to
dofeat these raids proprictors frain
monkeys of their own to dress themselves
in the skins of tiger cats and conceal
themselves in the folinge of trees. Thus
elothed in the panoply of the deadliest
and most dreadod enemy of his tribe, the
fnmlim of the coveted fruit leaps down
rom liils covert at the momont raid-
ors havo becomo fairly on , and
rushos in among thom with ons gal-
Inntry. Instantly, withont Jstopping to
look further than the spotted hide, the
mombors of thoe assailing party take up
the alarum ory and run away in & panio
shrigking and trombling, while their
brother, in the ekin of the tiger-cat, fols
lows close upon their hoels, It is
that they never revisit a plice from w
they have onoe been driven inthis way,
and that the proprietor forevermore en-
joys an immupity from their depreda-
tions which cannot be procured
shooting half  dozen of them in the act
of midnight larceny, The narrative
opens a fleld for the discussion of the
question, whether the munkoli may nob
bo nsefully domosticated, trafned to mot
n4 o waltor in & restaurant, cashior in a
banking hounse, or sorvant in a Fifth Av-
enue mansion, The physique of the an-
imal admits of all sorts of fancy and
fantastio costumes, and who knows but
his brain might develop undoer culture,
snd his race mo undertakers in the
oivilization initisted by man, but nob
necessarily limited to human kind?

llupoﬁlhllltlu of Marrled Women,

The exoitomont now nlzB:molt in San
Francisoo hinges on old story
“Iroulfad" wifo, an avenging husband
aund a dead seducer, By the law and ous-
tom of antiquity among the savage and
semi-oivilized, the wifo was regarded as
chattel and proporty. By the rule of the
harom, where she was o slavo, her indis-
oretion, when discovered, was punished
with death, thus proving that she was
held partly responsible for hor sot. Yot
nations elai more vivilization, by
the act of individuals, relieve the wife of
l;ny rnpgnu:{:ig:y mi:h the m.mrbyth
doom o 0 aggrossor by ©
husband's hand,

This argues that the wife is oven bo«
low the grade of u chattle or & slave of
the harewa, She is an idiot, & being
porfectly helploss, unroasoning, with-
ont judgment, and totally nais
ble. She is an infant,” and the *‘wrong"
done her is as foul and must be aver-

ol as stornly as if wronght on a
child of tonder years,

Every woman of any intelligence in-
stinotively dotoots fnintest K
proaches on dmfotonn ﬁmud on
part of s man, It is always in her

wter to hctlino’ hwd rebuke the

réb ym Ao AZErossivenoss,
This instincliveness of ihlzplﬂﬁll in
one of the chief qualities belonging to
women,

No man save an insensate brute makes
undue approaches without consent, tacit
or more oponly expressod. The ‘“wrong™
then coases to be committed by one party
d:llﬁi:tihsﬁme both. l:iom
Wi spocies of danger without
some invitation, The man is thus india-
eroet without o great deal of invitation
oin tho I‘i‘l.;:tld the wumi::‘. No m:ilt'h mo-m.
oiates with improper maoy
wifo of suother under hor own roof un-
loss & smooth and easy rond is made for

Lim, For this, when earried to extrome
results, o large pro of modern
sontimont justifies slaying of the
wan in fault.

The woman goes free. The woman
mqylm'i:buntha oml;m . The
woman is xpared, per ure others
to their death, ’l"::woun knows this

when she lures. 'The woman,
reotly nocessory to a murder.
the conventionnl anwritten law o
zation. It seoms in its result
worso than that of the Turks.
snck of bowstring deprived the woman
further power for miselief.— [ New York

«Chraphie,

Brandy Peaches—Choose large,
firm white cling-stone
Pour over them boiling water;
them stand five minutes, then take
them out one by one and rub all the
fus off with a coarse crash towel,
then stick them in n dozen P
with a needle; put thom ina
jar, covering each layer of _

&
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with a layer of lump augar, allowir
s half pound ofsugar te every p
of peaches; cover with s white
brandy. Cover tightly and keep for
for a month usings
It is elaimod that Prof, Basyer's meth-
od of producing artifieial indigo, has
Akeable. Tho "’“'"”‘
o ﬁ o
hllum chloride, whic -
A iﬂﬁ  rule,
m?m«u e of il
o
. ..'.;IIIIII. .J»




