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mﬂm the whole, half-heard,
AN by thine lnferest fursed.

© Show theu thy light. If conscionce gloam,
t:.in 1 down;

nm"ﬁi:::n Xk may venid hix beam
oo Toves o o

O'er humilet, and town.
Woo, w him, on safety bent,
Who :-:. um from youth,
n&u‘u W 1ife's inteni
ause he fears the trull!
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Hold on, hold on! Thon luat the rock,
foes Are oo the sand;
The frot w ‘s ruthless shook
Bealtars their o iny wtrand ;

While each wild guwl the mist atiall cloar,
We now see darkly through,

And Justified uf laat apposr
Tho true, in Him that's tros,

TRUE AS STEEL ;
ok
TOLD 1N FIVE LETCERS,

BY FTHELIND HAY,

From the Poriland Te'egram.
Drxr Daug, May 15th, 18—

"My Dean Paxxyi—Now, please don't
seold me for negleoting you so long, for

ou soo I am just having the most de-

tful time in the world! I had no ides
it could be so plensant in a country vil-
,and you lmow how I cried when
papa said wo must move out Lere; but
now I am real glad I came; I don't envy
ﬁv:i at all, poor thing, you must nearly
shnt up in that hot, dusty city!
wn here the grass is fresh and
groen, the flowers bloom, the air is sweot
and the dear, little robins sing from
m till night! What more could a
heart ?

o1 course, Fan, you will say in your
valgar way ‘Why a feliow, to bo sure,’ so
just let me inform you that I have one
already.”

There, the secret's out, and now, of bis

oourse, you'll say ‘that's why the birds
sing so0 uumui, and the country seems
80 nice, ote, ;' but I don'teare what yon
say! I'm so happy I den't know what to
do, and if Ralph Durbam loved you,
yon'd be happy too!

Ho has never said that he loved me,
Fanny, but his eyes say so, and I believe
them; and I—ohl I wonder if it is wioked
to love any ono as I do bim!—he is m
hero—my idol—my God! You, you cold-
hearted, eold-blooded, little wretol, you
have never been in love #o, of course,
will laugh at me!-—but I don't care, dear
—[augh, if yon choose!—I am so happy
I oan afford to b langhed at.

He—Ralph, T mean—is an artist, and
a8 handsome as o poet's dream! He las
black, waving hair and mustache, and
soft, dreamy, durk oyes—tho girls aro all
in love with him, (/along with the rest,)
but ho has eyes only for me!

Hark! The guto clicks! O, my heart,
bo still—be still! ! Tanny, Fanny! It
is ho! Farowell! Luma."

May 80, 18—,

“My Drangst Fasxyi—I havo just re-
turned from a pionie, and though the
hour is late, and I am very tived, still I
must writo you a few lines in mﬂy to

ur kind letter, and tell you how happy

am!

No, dear ; Ralph has not proposed to
mo yot, but ho took moe to the lpiunic, and
wat g0 very attentive that all the girls
ware green with jealousy! And at the

ate, dear Fanny; hie—now, you straight-
fu«i. little thing, don't scold—he—well,
ho kissed mo!  There, its ont now!
oourse he would not have done that if
ho did not love me—do you think he
would?

Now, please, don't sit down and write
mo o long leoture on propriety and all
that sort of thing, Fan., for, after all,
where's the harm in kissing the man
yon love, even though yon are not en-

to him, (80 long a8 you expect to
sometime) of rather, altowing hiw to
kisa yom, for, of oourse, I would not
1ike to kiss n mian/ Ugh! T should think
wot! At lonst, doar Fan, I shonld be
awfully ashamod afferweards, if 1 did it.

And oh! I must tell you about the new
ministor's sister, Sho is about my agn—
eightoon—and the mont deawsifnd girl I
binve ever soen, Bhe has o great quan-
:i:ﬁ of yellow hair—‘‘golden,” Ralph

# it—aud groat, soft, blue eyes, and
hor dressus are all satin and velvet,
(Ralph says she is very beautiful, but he

refors brown eyes—you know mine nre

wn) -
The fiew minister is a Ianng man, and
very quict and grave—he looks at me
oftan in ohureh, and 1 talk sbont him
nst onouEh to make Ralph jealous—
our Ralph! how I love him!
I know he loves me, Fanny, but he
is poor, you know, 8o of course he is
difident abomt asking me to be his
wifo; I mean to give him overy en-
couragomont, however, for it muat be a
trying ordeal anyhow—proposing, 1
mean

| ) night we sat down on the rus-
- tlo bench at tho gate, and the moon-
* boama camo throngh the leavos of the
maple tree, and quivered on the n
?'rlll; fhere was u light breeso kissing
(now do
-~ ocnriehh, chirpi
BOWO
' uwrnft

, and nltoge! wis a most

dear Fanoy—it
s o aad to think of Jt! And when

o v
he m

not im::no that T have “‘kiss-
the brain) the flowers, and|1
i the shrab- | I

Papa I« ealling me—T wonder what be
wauw! * * * 0O, Fanny, Fuony! was
ever poor girl so unbappy ws 1?7 Did
ever ono have so and orosses
to bear, in all the world?

M]ﬂ when I was so happy, and every-
ing wus so bright, papa bad to inter-
fore| Ho says—oh! how ean I tell it—
that I must not go with Ralph any more!
Ho says he is only s worthless artist, and
he won't nllowll‘yinﬂmny between him
and his dsoghter! But I don't care what
ba will, or will not, allow! I have rrom-
ised b'lni:m ?Iidphialml_wu keop
my promise ns long as yeu, dear
, Twill bo true as steel! 1 told
Ralph about it, and instead of asking me
to marry him, as I thought and wished
he would, he looked so pained snd
grieved that I felt like erying!
*Naver mind, little one!" he said; “it
will be all right some day! Curse my
Wvﬁ’!'f

Bo you seo, T must walt till he gets
rich! {hne only seen him onoce sinoe,
and then he was nlkinwth the min-
ister's sister—she is 50 tian Ta-ta,

m.!t

July, 4th, 18—
“Deanest Fawxy:—Only one month
since my last letter to you, and yet, I am
gitting hore by my window this glorious
morning, # mere wreck of my former
livaly self,
I bave a story o tell you, Fanny—a
wretched, hesrt-broken story, and be-
fore T tell it, promise me it shall bo &
seerot, for no one eise shall ever know!
Now, you have promised, and as I
must tell some one, I'll commence!
Ralpk is false! Ho has loft tho vil-
Inge—loft witlout one tender farewell!
Hofonme here, threa weeks ago, and
found me alone in the rose arbor. ‘“I'he
dew was falling—a ericket ealling,” and
I was sitting there alove, dreaming of
him, and of the time when all waiting
wonld beat an end. Suddonly, & sha-
dow fell before me, and looking up, I
saw Lim standing in the door.
“Well, Miss Lurs,” he said, lightly,
are you Jmming here alone in the twi-
light?"
I answered him carelessly, my Loa
throbbing painfully, for I felt that there
was o change in his manner. He sat for
an hour or so, talking cheerfully, oven
goily, and when at lust he arose to go,
nt}t oue tender word or careas had I re-
eived,

““I forgot fo toll you, Mfs Lura,” Le
anid, plminﬁ at the door, “that I came
to say good-by."

My band trembled and grew cold in

“And bofore going,” he continued, I
wished to thank you for your kindness to
me this summer—it is so lonely here, 1
don’t know what I would have done
without yon! It is scarcely probable
that we will ever meet again, yot be as-
anred that wherever I go the remem-
branoe of this gquaint old village and my
dear little brown-oyed friend will go
with me! May God bless yon!”,

And then he stooped and “touched his
lips to my hand and left me, and without
a word or ery I dropped to the ground,
and lay there in the long, wet grass,
with the dew about me falling, and the
oold stars coming out in the bheavens to
laugh at my. grief!

And there I lay all night long, my
hands pressed to my head, and dry, tear-
loss moans eseaping my lisl—-mi parents
thonght I was in bed—and in the early
morning, Mr, Ashloy, the new minister,
in passing, heard my moan, and earried
me up to the honse,

Hia sistor, Cora, has bean here all the
time I have been ill, and is just as good
and kind as she is beantiful.

I nm sitting up, to-day, for the first
time, and though they all say I am bet-
tar, £ know I will never be well!

My fever hns left me, but it is not that
that is eating my life away!—for O,
Fanuy, I may as well tell you—7 am
dlying!

The autnmn winds will sigh over my
grave, and the winter suows fall upon it!
I fool it—1 know it!

Yet I hold not one bitter, repronchiul
thonght against hine—the man i love! I
will love him, and be true to tho last
moment of my life, and if I should lin-

r here fon years, and he should return,
¢ would find me still waiting for him—
roady to forgive and forget—for I prom-
ined to be true, and 1 will be—frue as
sieel? But alas! it will not be for long!
Another month, and I will have passed
away—Deepdale will know me no more|
And some clear, bright morning, when
the sun is shining, alﬁ the robins sing-
ing, aud the rose-leaves falling awany,
they will carry little Lura out and lay
her down to rest under the maple at the
ate wherp Ae kissed me! I think, per-
wps, if I lio thore, I can sen the sun-
light come through the leaves in the
morning, and the moombeams at night—
aven thongh I am dead!—can, perhaps,
hoar the robbins singing in|the branches
above me, or the crickets chirping in the
grass!—I may dven inbale the sweet fra-
grance of the hyacinthes and sweot vio-
lets, which must bo planted by my grave,
becauso he loved them! And, now, I
fandy I can hear the minister's voice
$:emble, as he says, ' Ashos to ashos, and
dust to dnst," over **brown-syed Lura—
aged 18"—vlat will be upon my tomb-
stone,

But, Fanny, doear, T must close; T will
write once more to say farewell!
Yours forever,

URA,

July 20, 18—,
Deangst Faxxy:—I am foeling o litile
better., I do not think it will last long,
though—and when the end comes I will
send for you, At first I longed to die,
but now, every one seems so kind to me
I Late fo. go—but God's will be done!
Mr. Ashley and Cora are very kind to
me; you should see how frightened he—
mean they, look when I talk of dying !
have never heard one word from
Ralph—darling Ralph, wo will moet in
Heaven, and there, up there, 'tis heart to

heart. Your loving Loma.”

Boptember 1, 18—,
“Dear Faxsy:—You seo it is over »
month since my last letter, and I'm not
[~in fact I've made up my
after alll. Mr. Ashley
me that

i21-iii

vt | The wi

REDS IN REALITY,

Ons by ono the besutiful traditions
that have from time immemorial hung a
wierd sort of romance about ssvage life
in the wilderness before the
ruthless pencil of the favading reporter,
and the tales of Cooper and the rythm of
Longfellow are thereby left to stand
upon their pure morits, unsup-
ported entirely by faots, The last ocoa-
do: fumhhedb'of h!mm o g away the
cobwa oy ving en;oud
the bare and unsightly realities of In-
dian life and character was the grand
mt which took place on Squaxon

about ton miles from the head of
Budd's Inlet, lnst weok., General Mil-
roy, Indian Agent on the Bquaxon Res-
ervation, havln&ptrhpn, ns all Agents
have, & pride in the noble wards of the
Government under lis care, resolved that
His Excelloncy Governor Newell, should
have & chance to see these in their true
glory and accordingly arranged for an
exoursion from Olympia to Squaxon fs-
land by the steamor Zophyr on Saturday

and his danghbters o sccompany the
party. The ruthless reporter aforesaid
wad of conrse one of the number and we
gnbjoin some of the facts conoerning the

ns as they appesr in every day life.
FROM THE SURLIME T0 THE RIDIOULOUS,

No allusion to the babits and customs of
abonginal life would be complete with-
out some reference to either Cooper or
Longfellow, but to quote from either
suthor anything which wounld apply to
the miserable mnmnlua;:l degenerate
race, withont making t undignified
;um:namlﬂt l ‘;nael'tlod Iin' the is'l:lb-
eading, woun mply impossible,

We m’p'rnduoe from the “‘Song of Hia-
watha' the fow lines which may be made,
in the most charitable spirit, to serve our
purpose:

"By the shining Big.Scs-Water,

Htood the wigwum ol Nakomis,

Duaghter of the Moon, Nakomis,

Diark belidnd 1t rose Lhe forest,

Hose the black and gloomy pine-trees,

Rowe thie firs with conos upon them;

Dright before (L beat the waler,

Beat the clear sud wunny water,

Best the shintng Big-Hea- Water,
am, the pine-troes and the
Big-Sea-Water, were all spread out be-
fore us in delightful panorama, but we
could not discover in the motley grou
of human beings and quadrupeds whie
assembled at our approach any semblance
of the beautiful leomlu, or the lily-like
form of Winooa, If even the old ar-
row-maker was there he did not show
himself, The first object of interest vis-
ited was the

“POTLATCH HOUSE,"

A large lodge or wigwam, about forty
feat wide and probably 150 feet in
length, It consists of o rude but mas-
sive frame-work of trees, the sides coy-
ered with shakes, the roof being sup-
ported bfy slender saplings without any
intermédiate support of ecollar-beam or
truss. A t'mrtion of the roof, along the
ecombing, has been left open to allow the
ogress of smoke, butitvery inadequatel
served the purpose, for the eyes of visi-
tors continually ached from the prova-
lence of the dense vapor which arose
from o score or more of fires, on which
was stowing, in pots and kettles of all
shapes and sizes, the noon-day meal,
Around the lodge, on an elevatod plat-
form about four feet wide, running its
whole length, sat or reclined the women
and obildren, in all the grotesque, not to
say picturesque, attitudes imaginable,
Here o comely squaw, clad in the faded,
cast-off garments of some one of her
aristoeratic white sisters, sat knitting or
sewing; thers an ancient dame, clad in
rags and fllth, patiently watching and
stirring the boiling caldrons of peas and
wheat, the sole course of the meal soon
to follow. Near the entrance sat
pleasant-faced  klotchman making
road. Her manner was peouliar,
The flour wns first moistened and stirred
in a pitcher, and then poured into a pan,
when it was kneeded jnst enough to give
it the shape of flat loaves, which were
Elnv.ml in a fry-pan_and inclined to the
lazing fire. The loaves appeared after
baking still flat and deci:lmfly soggy. In
another part of the wigwam he saw
lonves which wonld have been admitted
for competition at our Territorial Fair,
but upon inquiry we ascertained they
wore baked in the oven of that innovation
upon savage custom, a cook stove, and
probably thia was the one thing needful
to have made all their pastry as inviting.
:fht!l‘ﬂ were possibly 150 women and chil-
ren

LOUNGING ON THE PLATFORMS,

Which served the purpose likewise of
bods at night. Under them and on the
girders overhend, wore stored flour, pota-
toes and fruit; o freshly slaughtered car-
cass of beef being an extra tid-bit laid
away for the crowning ceremonies when
the Potlatch began. Salmon were like-
wiso a conspionous article of diet—not
the dainty, delioate flavored fish of com-
merce, but the bloteh skinned, lean dog-
salmon—and many of these fish, impaled
on sticks, slowly roasted before the fires,

THE DEAVES AT DINNER,

The pots woro taken from the fires,
where their contents liad been simmer-
ing all day long, and ranged in a line
the entire length of the lodge. This
brought them about five feet apart.
Btrips of matting were then stretohed on
either side, upon' whieh, after much
elamor and a continuons shouting by one
who apparently filled the place of master
of cercmonies, finally knelt two long
lines of dusky savages, prepared for gas-
tronomic baitlo. TImmense spoons, or
ladles, made from wood or horn, were
then distributed, accompanied by small
codar sticks, the use of whioch was a
mystery soon solved. Eaoh Siwash im-
madiately applied himself to the busi-
ness of the moment. Dipping » full la-
dle of the steaming soup or stew (of peas
and wheat) from the npearest pot, he
placed the smaller end of the vossel be-
tween his teeth and by the aid of the
stick, shoved the food into his mouth,
just as Chinamen eat rice from
a sancer with the use of chop-sticks,
The capacity of the savage stomach, as
demopstrated by this feast, was some-
hing wonderful. We have long known
that it revolts at any kind of
food, but never bafore our eyes be-
held the feat of stowing away the largest
possible quantity wi lu'a’v-

so short a of time! It
derful  No device could have
leoted m ocaloulated for the
these hich, eole-

B

the 6th inst., and invited the Governor | 808

¥ | of the Prince of Wales, the fact wi

sticks, lint whi n theso are brought into
requisiti
g: and the samp disappearsd with all

precision of hashed ment through a
sausage stuffer. A fow of the native wo-
mon knelt with the mon, but they wera
generally oontent to ait by silent witnesses
of the extraordinary performances ef
their delighted lords,

TOMANAWUS DANCE,

By specinl request of C(heneral Milroy,
th’l great tcgnuu dance was a:wuhﬁ.
It appeared to be more of & devotional,

| than & mirthful, character. The braves

form & in the center of which is
laoed r!lh:‘ﬁmnm man of the tribe,
all then strike nup a monotonous
chant imploring the CGreat Npirit to be-
stow all manner of temporal snd spirit-
unl blessings, It is a?comgfnntjh:lbo{l [
stooping, swaying motion 4
empmu] b; beats of the drum, TI{s
oldest men, leaning on staves for sup-
port, engage in this ceremony. Some of
these sntiquated specimens are too weak
to undergo the fatigue of the violent
on, and simply lean on their
supports and nod their heads in perfeot
time, with the gravity and precision of
automatons,
THE REVENING REPAST,

The bill of fare for this meal happened
to be dog-salmon nnd potatoes, Long
froughs, made of boards, like those
gnarnlly ased in pig-styes, were brought

; 8 buok then run his hands into a pot
of boiled salmon and hauling forth a
fish, tore off n huge morsel and ploaced
it, with an emphatic squish, in the
trough. This allowance was placed at

unl distances apart, and another brave
followed with potatoes, placing one or
two of the boilled vegetables on each
piece of salmon. The troughs were then
mmfd in line, and the diners
nssembled as at the noon-day meal, The
hoands are used at this meal, but
they were quite as effective ns any me-
chanical contn:int:;ca clronld lmrlu ]been fgr
storing away celerity and dispatch.
many even of our oldest residents have
never invaded the

DOMAINS OF DARBARIC LIFE,

And may be interested in seeking in-
formation without suffering the penance
as all do who obtain knowledge in this
direction from nal inspection. And
to these, ns well as to thoss whose ro-
mantic ideas of Indian lifo are based
upon fletion rather than faet, we com-
mend the above, The horrible sighs, the
noisome smells and the intolerable dis-
vord of inharmonious sounds, will ever
deter those who have once made a visit
of discovery from a repetition of the ex-
perience.

The Queen and Mr, Gladstone.

If it be true, as we read in London
correspondence of a New York
Enpar, that Mr. Gladstone snubbed

is Queen when she made of him a
demand for an increase of the ulanV

|
lift the old Promior in the estimation
of every fair-minded man. We read
the other day that the Prince had
won $25,000 on a horsarace, lbisa
fashion of betting men to permit
the world to hear of their winnings,
but they are careful to conceal their
losses. This race in which Wales
yon was not the first he ever Lot nt;
and it is only fair to suppose that he,
liko other sporting men, hos con-
cealed his losses. This is the more
fair when we reflect that withont
gombling and without indulging in
other vices, it would bo impossible
for the Prince of Wales to spend his
income. He receives in round num.
bers §600,000 per annum, §560,000 per
month, or, excluding Sundays, just
about #2,000 per day. His house
rent and traveling expenses cost him
nothing; his gifts in charity do not
average two thousand dollars per
month; he has no old mother or lit-
tle sistors to support. 'I'he question
is simply whother the poor of Great
Britamn should be taxed to pay for
the vices of a dissolute Prince. 1f
Gladstone bas had the strength,
firmness and sense of justicosufficient
to negative the request of his sover.
cign, why, then, he is worthy to bo
Premier ot the foremost Empire on
eurth. That Victoma should prefer
such a request is a fearful satire on
royalty, for it shows that to the Em-
press ot India, oven as to the rags
picker, a8 the mobler faculties are
tailing with age, avarice, the firat in-
stinct which reveals itself in the in-
fant, has returned and has com.
menced to rule old age. The
mujesty of royalty cannot frown
down this vice. Though possessing
millions which she ean nover use,
though hailed as sovereign of the
mighticst nation that ever existed,
this old woman loves money so much
that she will not save her son from
disgrace by paying his debts, and,
worse still, she would tax England
which has been so generous to her
and her's to meet the gambling debts
of u loose Prince. The showing is
not a dignified one for either the
Qacen or the Prince, but old man
Gludstone shines in a maguified lignt
in the interview,

Where are the Boys!

“A Sad Observer” writes of the multi-
tudes of idle boys, many of them sons of
worthy parents, who are seen loafing
about the country towns—boys who are
out at night, and who prefer the streot to
the attractions of the most pleasant
homes. There is & £ deal about this
subject that is difflonlt. The serious
difficnlty is found st the beginning, that
the training of children is always an ex-
periment mads without experience. Oune
must live a life to know how to live.
After sons and daughters are grown,
charnoter formed, and destiny fore-
shadowed, it is easy for the parents to

Lack and discover where they have
ini it is

-|in

dia ipition; and henee parents lose faith
rous ocontrol, CASeS are,
however, eSoeptional., Thore are a few
rules and principles which

uld be enforood at whatever cost—of
these, first, oboediense. Led commands
be ﬁlnn only when they are n 3
and lot them be wisely fiun, but en-
foroo them, Becond—lot it be remem-
bered thet Labit isthe chief force in char-
acter, Boys loarn to like thoso things to
which they are hubituated. Compel
them to remain at home in the evenings,
They will find it irksomo at times, and
yot if never to bo ont at
night, except in company and cirenm-
stanoces seleoted bﬁ:w. t, they will
find amusemont ing, musio, and
in other refining home pleasures, and by
the time they are sighteen to twenty,
will have formed habits and tastes whiok
will lead them from choice to exclude
ovil courses and companions. Do not
let a boy run in the streets, and be out at
night, and yet hope to save him for any-
thing useful. It cannot be done. He
may be lost in spite of all your efforts,
but without Mlg'l.hlt he is sure to be
lost. Let the tounch of affection be soft
and gentle, but the hand of restraint
must be s infiexible as iron, Let him
know by continual and eonsistent kind-
ness that yon love him, and yet that you
ars immovably firm in all questions of
prineiple and right conduet.—[ Interior.

The Value nnd Pleasure of Agriculiore.

The chief desire of & man or & wo-
man should be, first, to be useful ; and
next to be h.ppi' A man's first Juty is
to mankind; and the next is to himself;
snd the greatest happiness to a good
man is to be of use to and serve his fol
low crentures, In doing this the man
helps himself at the same time, The
production of food and the materials for
clothing, is the business of the farmer.
No other omployment can be so uscful
as this; and in this lies the value of ag-
riculture to the world. No other em-
ployment is so full of pleasuro ns
agriculture, when it is rightly pursued,
Itis, then, not a laborious work merely
of the hands, but a healthful, pleasant
Iabor; full of the most agreeable enjoy-
ment; becanse in the work of the garden
and the fleld, the farmer is brought face
to face with the works and the
beauties of nature ; and finds, in
the sprouting of seed, the growth
of plants, the maturity and ripening
of vogetation, the growth of his animals,
the delights of the changing seasons,
which bring to him & cepseless round of
work that is both interesting and profit-
able; in all these he finds food for
thought and means for instruction. In
short, a good and successful farmer, in
his daily practee, becomes scquainted
with many of the wonders of science
which appear to him mere clearly than
to any other man, if he will only take
the trouble to open his eyes, and turn his
mind to the examination of them, Itis
a great thing to think of, that the farmer
feeda the world; that of all men he
is the most important to the eomfort,
wealth and happinoss of the human race;
that his influenoce, if it is exerted for good
inereases the enjoyment of mankind,
and the result of his work is to
set in motion the wheels of all the facto-
ries and locomotives in the world; to fill
the freight cars; to load the ships; to
give employment in one way or another
to every smith and carpenter; to every
miner; to every lawyer and doctor; to
provide in fact for the means of carry-
ing on every honorable and profitable in-
dustry. No youth or young man or
woman ean find a better, happier, more
noble, or when well-conducted, more
vrofitable work than that of the farm,

t is work; there is no doubt of that.
But the man who is employed honestly
is the troe happy man., It ise the idle
and vicious who are unhappy. We are
told by the wisest of men, that ‘‘the slesp
of the laboring man is sweet;” and no
one sleeps and rests more sweetly than
the boy or the man who las spent his
day in the corn field, the hay fleld or at
the plow; or the girl who has done her
share in the dairy, in the eare of poultry,
in her household duties.—|Rural New
Yorker.

A Sormon on Push—For Boys,

When Cousin Will is at home for
vacation, the boys alwnys expect plenty
of fun. The lust frolic before he went
back to his studies was a long tramp
after hazlenuts, As they were hurry-
ing along in great glee, they eame
upon a disconraged looking man, and a
disconraged looking cart. "The cart
was standing before an orchard. The
man was {rying to pull it up hill to his
lhonse.

The boys did not wait to be invited,
but ran to lhelp with o good will,
*Push! push!” was the ery.

The man brightened up; tho ocart
trundled along, and in five minutes
thoy all stood panting at the top of the
Lill.

“Obliged to ye,” said the man; ‘‘you
jnst wait a minute;” and he harried wto
the house, while two or three pink-
aproned children peeped ont of the
door.

““Now, boys," said Consin Will, "“this
is a small thing; but I wish we conld all
take a motto ont of it for life, push!” It
is just the word for a grand, clear morn-
ing. If anybody is in trouble, and you
see it, don't stand back; pushl

“If there is anything good deing in
any place where you happen to be, push!

“Whenever there's a kind tiung.l
Christian thing, a pleasant thing,
whether it is at home, orin town, or at
school, juss belp with all your might;
puash!"

At that moment the farmer came up
with nuts and apples; and that was the
end of this little sermon,

Mgz, Trnovas Huenes says the only
annoying circumstance connected
with bis Tennessee colony thus far,
was the presence of two Tennessee~
ans who squatted on a pioce of
ground the title of which was 80 in-
volved that it could not be pur.
chased, and opened a liquor saloon.
They could not be driven awsay until
two [ndiana ladies started a schoel
pext door, when in accordance with
the State laws the saloon koepers
were obliged to move.

8 and
i oo - meaboragin
pet and hail & monrner the top of

low.

a tin trum- |an

s passing omaibas.

| wasn't 60 slow abont it,

ALL SORTS,
ich withy
Wishoy

woman
“Darlin this 0 s oﬂlr

done,” ' eat the done half, ‘)

The biggest gln
the miller who f- nlmi&mtimbu‘fuu;l:

menls, ke
Making n joke is like throwing 4
-'-ilﬁliltﬂdnuinn. come down on its poig
Look out that when yon
ing.atook of your Belghbor yus
make a fool of yourself,

The town of Bridgeport, Conn
“stayed” popnlation. The towy i
of no less than three cornet factories,

All tools going out of use for the
son ahould put away in & wlols
L::ﬁl:t fcmlmlit_ia:m.lh'1‘1:;:!1 the boys ¢

of cleaning
vador teoth. I ts sl o
t is suggestod that John By
late Abdurrahman's clothes 'cr'iltllx ::?:.I ;
and prop up tho effigy with bayonets,
fint Ameer of that sort wonld stagg 4 ¢
chance to escape assassination,

Tho Detroit Free Pross says 1)
Burgess was robbed of a d{umn:;tl o
but before he could use the foel adg
advertiseraent the thief sent it hyok
a note to the effect that Lo coulq b
better ones for o dollar,

The Parisian is authority for the s
ment that shrimps have sneceadad o
as the favorite trinket of the Judd
There are shrimps in pearl and oo
coral and ruby, used as brooches, by
lets, necklaces, earrings, lockets
shoe buakles,

The late John Brongham ones 5
dinner was seated next to Coroner J
ker. A toast wns proposed, and Broyd
ham asked the eoroner what Lo Shoy
drink it in, *“Claret,” said the coroy)
“Claret!" was the reply; “that s
drink for u corner; J:are'a nobody
that!" )

A long-winded lawyer recently
fended a criminal wunsuccessfully,
during the trial the Judge received
following note: ““The prisoner humy
pn‘{:. that the time ocoupied by the p
of the counsel for the da!t;uco ba coun
in his sentence."

Waex Spotted Tail writes a lok
to the Secretary of the Interior,
closing a check for 8332 to be us
for certain legal expenses, who sh
say the red man cannot be nivili

Test of Pronunelatlos.

The following rather enrious piss
composition was recently plac
the blackboard st a teachers' insij
and o prize of a Webster's Dictio
offered to any person who counld
and pronounce every word co
The book was not earried off, ho
as twelve was the lowest number of
takes in pronuncistion made: “A
ligions son of Belial, who suffered
bronchitis, having exhbansted his fig
in order to make good tho defisil
solved to ally himself to a comely,
ient, and doeile young lady of the
or Caucasinn race. He accordingly g
chased a calliope and coral necklaced
chumeleon hue, and seouring
sunite of rooms at o principal hi
he engnged the head-waiter ns his o
jator. He then dispatehed a letter o
most nnexoceptionable callizraphy
tant, inviting the young lady to a |
nea. She revolted at the idea, refose
consider herself sacrificable to his
sires, and sent a polite note of ref
on receiving which he precured a carl
and a bowie-knife, said that he wonl
now forge fetters hyemeneal with
queen, went to an isolated spot, sovd
his jugular vein, and discharged the
tents of his carbine into his abdom
The debris was removed by the coro
The mistake in pronunciation wers 1
on the following words: Baerilegi
Belial, bronechitis, exhansted, finar
defieit, comely, lenient, docile, M
ealliope, chameleon, suite, coadjd
calligraphy, matinee, sacrificable,
bine, hymeneal, isolated, jugular,
debris.—[Ratland (Vt.) Herald.

The World’s Population,

The total population of the plol
now E}ut down at 1,455,925,000 o
978,(H0 more than it was nio
months ago, the date of the last bull
These figures ave taken from the
publication of Messrs, Rehm and
ner, the distinguished German geog
ers, whose semi-periodical work is ¢
where accepted as the highest auth
in gonaral statistics. It thus apy
that we are inoreasing in nu
n$ the highly encouraging rate ofp
o million & month, No other p
in our astronomical aystem has
able, up to date, to make n betters
ing, so far as popnlation and rate o
crease are copcerned. As to the qu
of the human product turned out o
orb, it were best, perhaps, not to 1o
in any boastings or to invite too ol
sorutiny. Trath is sad, and it mo
confessed that we have many iuhsbi
who ure no particular credit to any
regulated globe. Millions there ard
do not take the mewspapers, othet
lions part their hair in the mid
then there are, besides, great numbe
idiots, i,

Cooking Hard-shellad Squash
These, like all the varieties of

uash, are usually prepared fof
table by removing the cooked
from the sheil, seasoning with pf
salt and butter, and transferring
mushy mass into & dish, This i
mi ; no one knows the rich Jusd
ness of a five Butman, Marblebed
Hubbard, if it has been served in
style. The mashing of the squash
1y destroys its fine grain, and we ¥
as roasonably expect & mealy poi
show its dryness under like ma
tion. Again, the old saying, “the ¥
e e o s
emphati true in applicatic
hrg-lh uqualh—p&a nearer
shell, the richer the o:l::nh. Very
your little girl or boy has found ”
about it, and is in the babit of &
out the shells with a spoon ss 0%°
them aside. The true way %0 bl
the hard-shelled squashes to tal
bring them on in the dishes nature
for them—their shells. Cut the
before cooking to & aize to servo ©
cook them by steam, mﬁﬂ;ﬂg’
Deat them Lmﬂt suy 1€
manipulatien.
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