ro ic goblin just beside my cham-
Fioesd & bind —and no more,
And 1aaid, for I'm no eraven, “Are you Edgar's

b e 1'm the Goose”—and nothing more,

I Then ured, ready? and with
wummwu I wituply gaven
stifllod roar;

Mlcid,“hf‘nu sianer, st o Goose Club

inner,
Tis s :f-ydlnl«. which I ate at half-

Gune %mﬂ& mge ”nul onlons, which

1 sle b hall-past four
Quoth B‘mu-—"m no mored™
faid I, #1I' ved r juioes, breast and
h.h:'uu':ni‘ ol m.’oﬂ:uej. is
This revengeand what the we is of your beinga

For Gooso flash 1 will mo more ‘ax,' if you'll not
sit on my thorax,
Go, try boney mixed with borax, for T hear your
thiroat in sare:

Iy, snd I’
o et sy d
the nightmare, Eat no more.”

Goose!” [ shirioked oul, “Leavs, oh leave me,
now my penanes must be o'er;
Mﬁﬁ: nlght y‘:u'n brought me surrow, com-

comea lo-morrow,
Bome relief from thee 1'd borrow sl my doctor’s

nmple store,
Thaere are pills of f.'"'" asure in the doctor's
ample store.’ .
Quoth the Goblin, “Eat no more!"
And that fat Goose, never Qitting, like w night.
mare il issitbing .
With me all the night, emitting words that thrill
my bosom's core;
Now, throughout the Chritmas season, while 1
Tie and and wheess, on
Mo ho sits, until my resson nothing surely can

restore,
1 amn driven road, and reason nothing surely can

'hh that Goose says, Fal no more,”
—

An 014 Apple Woman.

BJ LN,

1 never think of the phy of Bos-
ton without being mm‘.? of a village
1o which I was once directed by a planter
whom I met by the roadside in the back
woods of Georgin, 'Go t on," said
be, till you come to a shin house, a
blacksmith shop and a tobaoco barn,
right around a puddle of water
—thet's the village." Boston, to besure,
mﬁhln&mm than a shingled house,
blacksmith shop and a tobacco barn;
in faot, » town several times larger
the Georgia village; but, for
that, it stands *‘right round" » pud-
1 Erdoo. n l—of waler,
poul own in history as » Frog
. and it probably derived its name
s mere family of frogs who once
thoro & family residence; but why it
relaing its nnme is diffioult to conjocture
since all the Boston croakers now s nd
their summers at Newport Nahiant,
and their winters in muech drier, if not
more wholesomo quarters,

Buta pool of wit has alrendy been
ghed on this pool of water, and it is not
my intention to swell s small pond into
sn ooean. Abler &anl than mine bave
'dtried' n? n:Io that. I :I;;l.l co;unl my-

omptying my tand u [

littleo wm':io. in rain or l!:ina?:noek

in and weok out, for many a long yoar

kept an applosstand near the margin of
that fumous puddle of water.

waa littlo and she was old,and I

ink about us ugly as any woman

has lived since the birth of Eve—

first of apple-women—but she loved

served hor country, and so, in spite

her u!lhwn. I foel d to give her

‘balf o dozen pages of general history."

At first sle served it by vending
green applos and striped sticks of stom-
ach-ache to the hmngry lawyers and
ragged urchine who congregate about
Court Square; and at the same time was
sole mistress of a peripaletio shop—a
huge willow basket, going about on two
legs and open st the top, except in rainy
weather, when it was roofed in by a big
cotion umbrella,

Bho was a meagro anatomy, with a

nose, a snnken chin, and a hiatehet
face, covored all over by a shriveled

skin of th i i "
od pohb.. ;n vint:rm ‘ﬁu“l::‘ol.l‘p.;;

oorragated stockings, far whiter than
the snow in the streets of Boston. In
summer she was elad in & dainty cap, a
calico frock, and a cotton bandana; pin-
noed closely over her bosom; but, sum-

or winter, she was always elong-

pair of stoat brogans, wi
and thick solea—thick enongh

to be im i to all
nr?:ﬂnl human Fou are heir to,
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hit the A
snd & ﬁ:l. who were spread-
a the ovening meal, and &

woman, with sunken

featnres, who was lying

nn corner were its oceupants.
, the furniture

m.
n worthless fellow, who broke her heart,
and then cast her penniloss uron the
world with a Jo::ﬁ son, the little boy
who was then ng the table. The
old woman took them in, and abont this
time also adopted the little girl, who was
an orphan ¢ of a poor neighbor.
“And wore you able to support them
:11: by vending apples?” asked the gen.

man,
“No, sir,” she answered, I tried to,
but I douldn't. My darter was aick, and
oouldn't do nothing, and we got into
debt twenty dollars, Then, as if to
make bad worse, I was took down with
the rhoumatics, I was down with them
for a fortnight, and when I got up
oouldn’ get around like I could afore; so
not knowin' what to do, I went with m
basket onto a bench nigh the frog poml
Folks camo to me amaxin' that day and
at night I had two dollars clean profit.
Then I saw the Lord's hand; He know'd
I conldn't make a livin' going round, so
Lio gave me the rhenmatics, to show mo
it was bost to open a stand on the Com-
mon,"
onds meet?"
"“Yeu sir;sinco then I have been pros-
pered wonderful. T've paid off the debt,
and now when 1 want to L ean lay in a
stoek of ten dollars, and that you know
brin uﬂrplu cheaper,”
t have you no foar for the coming

winter?"
*No, sir, It's two months off; I can
wmnko thirty dollars afore it comes, aud
that with what sewing and washing I
can do will take us round to the fHue
woeather."”
“And how old are you?" asked the gon-
tloman, looking st her furrowed face
and white bairs, which seomod to say o
oontury,
“Seventy next Christmas. But ye
would not think it to look at me. I feel
s'most as pert as when I was thirty.”

“And at your ago in auuhlh:overty, oan
you always look hopeful at the future?"
“Yeu, air, “The Lord is my shepherd,
I shall not want, He maketh me to lie
down in green pastures. Ho leadoth me
beside the still waters.""
The stranger looked at her in wonder,
Ho had hoard those words before, but
now they had to him & new sound and a
new meaning. All at once it dawned
upon bim that *‘the poor are blessed,”
beoanse of their faith; which, of itself,
is *‘the Kingdom of Heaven.,” Drawing
a roll of Laok notes from his pocket, he
handed one of them to the old lady. She
took it, held it up- in ouriosity to the
candle, and then said, with a smile that
wade ugly features absolutely handsome:

“It's more m:-ﬁy than I ever saw at
once afore; 'twounld take us clean through
the winter. Ye is a good gentleman,and
I thank ye; but wo can get along, and
while wo can I dou's like to take money
from nobody."”
This she said in a gentle way, as if she
feared to wonnd his feelings. He made
no reply, putting the note_back in his
pocket, rose and bade her “‘good-

yening.
When ho reachod the door he turned,

and saying, *'I forgot the children,” topk
bom?!‘thm up in his arms and k&d
them, Then he went down the long
mu. and walked slowly homeward. He
and

pod in the dark fer thirty years,
ﬂ?noldwmum given higi his

vIng | first living revelation,

Then she pitehed bLor tent upon the
Common—or, more literally, she planted
thore a three legged stpol, the big um-
brolla, snd a rongh pine table,

with russets, pippins, and gilly-
whieh lllomw roady to dispense

B8t

s |

5%

HiE

E

After that he kept his :

Every morning and e he

ter w on the m:;l naver went
¥y out saying words, or

pansing to ask after her sick d‘l;ilht

and the children.

“The ohildren are all well, thank yon,
sir, and Blissis as woll as can bo ox
peoted,” was her almost invariable an-
::i;r. But one sultry day in August she

"éhenm!o be linhiq faat, sir.
th:rrbmuunum none
but , and the san dom't eo
into the afternoon. Tears to me we nead

48

*And since then you have made both [P

in
his eyo o tear, and in his sonl mgﬁm
revelstion. Ho bad learned the whole of

religlon—{aith and works—at the cost of
carrying an old
buying for ber danghter a cheap

woman's basket, and

hand-

ho found the !
there in the wagon under the old um-
Sho always han & smile for him,
and ho always lingered awhile to get the
and a little of the old woman's
sunshine, But one morning ha went by,
and found there neither the rl»mm‘i
nor the handsome wagon. was 80,
too, when he went by again at evening;

ing home, he

dow, and by the dim light he saw the
old woman and two children kneeling by
the low bed in the corner. She was
holding the hand of the young woman,
who lay with her eyes upturned to the
fading sky, as if lon{i in the clouds
for some one coming. He had oome, the
Great Angel, and he had already taken

ed | hoe to the bosom of the All-Father,

For several years after this the old
woman's life rippled along as smoothly
as o tle stream flowing on over a
sandy to the great ocean, The old
umbrells got many a patch, and the new
bonnet grew old, and the black silk

wn that she first wore at bher daughters

uneral was turned and ro-turned to fit

to appear on Sundays; but she never
begged, and never borrowed, and the
winter was never 8o hard but she had
enough ready money st command to buy
her small wares ‘by wholesale."”

Little by little the yon:& Inds and hun-
gry lovers who frequented the Common
came to know her; and though many a
rival apple stand from time to time dis-
puted Eur right to monopolize the trade,
in stomachache they had to et their
own candy, and to ‘fold their tents like
the Araba, and silently steal away."”

One day the gentleman who had
learned of her his first lesson in Chris-
tianity passing her stand, noticed some
new iﬂgn of truce floating from her pip-
sins, *“Who wrote these, Aunt Betsy?”
o asked, peusing to look at the
lacard

8.
“Oh, Tommy did them sir. He's
amazin' smart ot such things. He can
writo like any schoolmaster."”

“"And how old is ho now?”

“QGoing on fifteen; and I'm thinking,
air, it's about time he wus doing some-
thing. I might support him some
longer; but he's larned all he can larn
outside of college."”

“What does he tako to?" .

“Well, he wants to be & morchant, I
lup{:lu lio getaa hankerin’ arter it from
my bein’ in the business; but there's o
world of wickedness between buyin' and
sollin’'. Don't yo think he'd better be a
lawyer?"

“A lawyer! There's not an lhonest
lawyer living, Let him be a merchant,
Send Lim down tomy vounting room to-
morrow,

Tommy went, and so became nnder
olerk in u large commercial house on the
Central Wharf. When he drew his first
month's pay he brought it howe, and
pouring it into his grandmother's lap,
thon threw his arms about his neck and
said;

“Now, grandmother, you shall shut
up shop. I won't have no more of your
salling apples.”

But the old woman was not so easily
lured from the “wulks of commerece,"
She still kept hor stand ou the Common;
but in sammer, she staid at home on
rainy days, and in winter, lsid by, like
the frogs, doing neither washing nor
sewing.

So three yoars passed away, and then
Fort Sumpler fell,and President Lincoln
called for seventy-five thousand volun.
teers to suppress the rebellion, When
Tommy went home that nigut with the
mews, his grandmother was vhoughtful
for a time, then, looking in his faoce, she
said:

“Tommy, the conntry bas done avery-
thing for you; hadn't you better do
something for the country?”

*“You mean I ought to volunteer,” said | says

Tomuay.
“Yes; if Mr. Speegle is willing.”
Mr, Speogle was willing; and so, soofl

afterwards, » queer scene was witnessod

on the common. The whole parade

ground was {n commotion. A k

which bad been under review, was

marehing out of one of the gateways,and
the old woman, perched on her three-

stool, was wildly waving her um-
brella, and, st the top of her lungs cheer-
ing the departing soldiers. At her back
sat a little maiden, holding her head in
her hands, and trying to hide her tears in
hor handkerchief. is was Rose; and

Tommy === goine awawr with the rasi.

ment, He was the only stay of his

ope of her eighty

go usual to (he
her absence, Mr.

Notici
wont to Iu‘r humble home ab

eurtains were down, but
Th.t be saw her stretched

ling by her
, but

favor, Pay it to Rose.”

o wﬂl,"‘ said the man, his voioe
husky,

She made no reply, but lay for many
minu!uwithouuw]' - 3 m;].clutg'd-
ing the you 's , she said:
“Rosy, I'L ;.Fmg; bt love the Lord,
and some day you will be together again
forever."

Then her hoad sank back, and she
went—went to live in s home even
higher above the earth than the t:& floor
of that dingy old house at the north end
of Boston.

And now, all of her that was ugly, and
all that was old, is at rest in o narrow
grave not & hundred rods from where I
am writing, at its head stauds s simple
stoue, sud on it is this imﬁt{‘t‘mn !

BETSEY SASDE 3.

She was and friéndlm, but she
loved God and her country.

He D.dn’t Bonko.

The bunko men who sat down in De-
troit six weeks ago to make their pile
have had & hard time of it, and must be
about ready to leave. Faot is, the game
is too old to work on our citizens, and
strangers who reach here are generally
pretty well posted on all sorts of games
to deceive, The other day there was s
dreadfully innocent looking farmer do-
ing s little trading at & Woodward ave-
nue harness store when one of the
bunko steercrs lglol. after him for a sheep-
hoad. After following the stranger long
enough to learn his nume and place of
residence, he snddenly confronted him
on the corner with:

“Hello! Mister Smith! Well, well!"

“You've got the start of me,” said the
old man as he looked bunko over.

“But I know you. You live just out-
side the corporation limits of Blankville,
and have got one of the best farmsin the
county.”

“Yes, that's so, and who be yon?"

“I'm & brother of the Postmaster."

“Is that so?"

"“Yes, and I've seen you in the post-
office a hundred times, How are all the
folks?"

“All well, I believe.”

The {farmer not only knew what bunko
was, but his own son was Iostmaster at
Blankville. Nevertheless he asked:

““‘Seen your brother lataly?"

““Not for three months, but I'm coming
up there next week."”

“‘Bure you've seen my farm, are you?"

“Sure? Say, didn't you miss some
enrl{ pears one night last fall?"

1) 'm.l!

“Well, I—ha! ba!—I'm a great lover
of early pears, and I was there about
that time."

“Bay, I'd like to speak to you,” said
the farmer, as he looked up and down
the street.

“Certainly., Then we'll have n glass
of beer together and I'll show you around
town."

The two walked np Congress street to
Bates, and half way down Bates to
Larned, and then tho farmor reached for
the collar of the bunko chap and said:

“When I found them pears gone I
swore I'd lick the thief if I had to live &
hundred years to do it!"

“But I-I-I"

““Stole my pears, did yon—robbed my
pet troes, eh?” growled the farmer a8 he
slnmmed the young man around.

‘‘No!no! I never —|"

“Lyimng won't help you a bit!" mutter-
ed the old man, and Le put on steam and
cracked the boy's heels together, slam-
med him against a brick wall, and flung
him on & snow heap with only breath
enough left in his body to agitate a
fenther, while Lis store clothes weron sad
sight to see,

“He stole my airly pears last fall," ox-
plained the old man as several persons
came running up, “‘and if I haven't got
the worth of 'em back I'll have to wait
till some other time. He'll come to
directly, and if he feels like talkin' he'll
give you all the little particulnrs!"

But when bunko was helped to his feet
he wouldn't say & word, and was in such
a hurry to geot somewhere that he
wouldn't stop to dig the snow out of his
back hair.—| Detroit Frea Press.

The Declslon Aganst the Banks,

A Washington dispatoh of the 11th
: There has been a suppressed fever
about the treasury all day, owing to the
fortheoming decision on the application
of the national banks to re-deposit bonds
withdrawn during the funding bill scare
and take back the lawful money de.
posited for circulation. The ecabinet
took the matter under advisement, and
Secretary Windom bhaving given the
subject careful consideration, declared
it was contrary to the spirit of the law
ani against the uniform practice of the
department for the banks to do what
litlwy now desired ‘to do, and it was a

angerous power for them to preserve,
The president and nearly every member
of the cabinet had something to say
upon the subject, and there was a gen-
eral agreement upon the chameter of the
asvision.  After the cabinet session,
Secretary Windom returned to the
treasury and found himself quite over-
whdmodh rro:“t\h .dlﬁ:;. by and tele-
grap New York., Dispatches kept
coming in the rest dﬂadqy.mdthcfa
ware frequent callers who made a special
effort to ascertain the views the treasury

b+ | thongh she had ones

The 0ia Love and the New,
Y A B O,

““In two yoars, Alice, I am coming
back with my fortune made lo claim
ou,"
’Tlunbdbua John Maxwell's lasl
words. and there had Leen a fire in his
, and certain lines of dstermination
ut his mouth, which nﬁ:«l that he
would make them good, But the two
years lnd , and for the last six
months Tower had heard nothing.
SBitting under the trees oné warm May

the | afternooon, she idly wondered whether

his silenoe gave her pain or pleasure,
Wheh John had bidden her good-by the
thought of his refurn had been the sus-

| taining power in the moment of his de-

ro, Though sbhe had shed bitter

over the story of his mapy failures;
though sho had received with gladness
thouinowlndgo of his first sucoesses;
waited with impa-
tience for letters that did not come, she
pow felt it to be almost & relief,

Ah! Alice would not whisper to her
own thoughts that there had been an.
other teacher; that notso easy would
hLave been the lesson of forgetfullness
had not anothor lesson been conned in
its stead. It was all a bewildering maze
in the little head under the masses of
rich brown hair, with just a glint of rod
among them as the sun gave them its
farewell kiss, -

But a brighter red stole into the
rounded cheek as o well-known step
drew nearer, and s shadow for which the
troes were not responsible was thrown
beside her, ‘

“Good evoning, Miss Alice,” snid a
cheery voice. *I thought I shonld rind
you kere, The evening is too lovely for
wdoor life."” -

“Yes,” she answered, *'it is very
lovely."

“Ax it shonld be,” he added, in lower
more impressive tones, “‘lo grace yonr

resence. Alice,” he continued, throw-
ing himself on the gronnd beside her,
“shall I tell yon why I am so glad to
find you here? Because to me it seems
the most fitting place to tell you some-
thing else, whic tlmughlyou must al-
ready know, it is fit that I should put in
words. They are poor words, darling.
I am not versed in eloquence; and even
were I, eloguence might stammer, But
they are words as old as the world itself
—‘f love you." Ihave but one hope in
life, and that is, that you will share it
It is not much that I can offer you dear.
Perbaps I should wait, But yet, wh
-honlr I?! If you love me, you W
stand bravely by my side, and we will
share whatever storms life may have in
store for us, ns wo share its sunshine.
Alico, what is your asswer? Will you

be my wife?"

Ah, it had come at last! Once the ﬁiﬂ
had tried to check the torrent of his
words., Ho had but caught the little,
detaining hand in his own strong palm
and held it tightly. The small head had
dropped lower. A short, gasping sound
was in her throat, letting no word find
its way there. What was sheto do? Two
years ago sho had given another promise;
two years of toil and homesickness had
been endured for her sake; but for six
monihs she had heard nothing. Perhaps
John bad forgotten her—as—ah, as she
had almost added, **as she had forgotien
him.” Butof John, Dent Dexter knew
nothing, and Dent Dexter she loved,
So it was, that when, half wondering at
her long silexce, he again repested his

uestion, she simply raised to him the
air face, and content with what he read
there, he stooped and pressed his firat
kiss on the young red lips.

Somebody lins said it was bad Inck for
a bride to don her wedding-dress before
the wedding-day. It was all nonsense,
Alice thonght, as, some six weeks later,
she stood before her mirror and saw re-
flocted there her own form olad in white
silken robes,

Dent had been so impatient for their
marriage before the July roses faded on
the ontside walls of the pretty little cot-
tage he had propared for her home-nest,
that she had been forced to yield to his
wishes, and now but few short days
wounld intervene before she would cross
its threshold as his wife.

In all these weeks she had told him
nothing of John. Somehow she counld
not gather cournge to frame the words,
And .? ohn had forgotten her. He would
nover know. It was better that he
should not. Love is ever jealons, and
he might upbraid her, or think even
that while he had won her that she
might prove inconstant to him as to her
first lover. Some day when she waa his
very own she would whisper the story
into his ear, and they would bury poor
John together.

Poor John! 8he wished she had not
thought of him, as ehe stood in her wed-
ding-dress, The air was very heavy to-
night. It was this which oppressed her
80

“Come in," she ealled, to the knock at
Lier door,

The little maid entered.

“QOh, Miss Alice! law, Miss, how
beautiful you do look! The gentleman is
down stairs and wants to see yon imme-
dinte, Mizs."

The gentleman! Of course she meant
Dent. She had a great mind forun
down just as she was, to hear if he would
echo the little maid's verdiot, and sa
that he, too, thongh her very beautifunl.

The impulse of vanity was not to be
resisted, and gathering up her eilken
skirts, she ran lightly down the stair-
way.

The room was in a shadow, the large,
old-fashioned lamp on the table burning
dimly; but sitting in the corner of the
sofa she saw & man's form—a man who
rose impetuously to his feel as =l
enterad. :

With » smile upon her lips and in her
:IY:.' and a bright spot of scarlet on her

eeks, she tripped scross the floor and
turned the lamp so thatits light streamod
full npon her, snd looked up into Dent’s
face to see the look of love and admira-
tion ering there—looked to flnd it

t, but some one who, for & mo-

me——

“Mon do not forget," he
“We leave that to the women w -
us. Bix months! And it seemod to y
a long time to wait. Chill,do you
what I have endured for the reward of
this moment? What was hunger, toil
privation, homesickness, to me? I g).
most weloomed thew,for ever behind
thom was the thought that all were for

u, for the day which was slowly creep-.
ﬁgon,thonlm' ht stand before you
and say; ‘Alice, I have proved my m,
with. & price. Yon may  accept it
darling, withont [fear, has  been
purified through fire’ And when, six
months .ﬁ' my erowning success came,
I started in search of you; but the long
hardships bad done their work. For
months I was at death’s door, unable to
write or let others write. Then, when I
grew stronger I said: ‘I will wait until I
can to her.' You were sheltered,
cared for, happy. Iam as the man who
toilod all his life for o glitte
diamond, and when at length he pic]

t up t:"t:ﬁj;linnt. discovered it to be »

I I I ns 'Il

« “John, John li‘ forgive me!” ghe

pleaded, clinging with both hands to his
arm, her fooe upturned in its pale
beauty to his. ‘‘X loved you then. Be-
lieve me, I loved you then."

Through the open window stole her
words, pan.l:;i‘nds the form of an unseen
listener, who had that moment appeared
upon the scene, What did it mean ?

He heard.not the man's suswering
words—"' Forgive you? Never!"—but
saw only his last, mad, mad, passionate
embreco as ho snatched her unresisting
form in his arms, and covered bLer faco
with kisses, which scemed hall hatred
and hall love; then released her, and
went out into the night.

The next day a little notd was put into
John Maxwell's hand; and, as he tore it
0 ll:l’ the strong man trembled like a
child. .

He had grown calmer since the night
previous, thongh all the joy and 1
ness had died out of his life.

“You have had your revenge,” she
wroté, *‘The man I was to marry saw
you take me in your arms, and heard me
say that I had loved you, Perhapa I de-
served my punishment, but it is very
bitter, gon left me two years, If you
had loved me you wonld not have done
80, I wasachild, and forgot you, and
learned to love another. no longer
ask you to forgive mo, since you have
mniod upon me your revenge."

His own life stretohed bare, and blank,
and desolate before him. Foramoment
he felt a wild joy that so hers might
grove. The next, after a brief struggle,

is manhood conquered,

His revenge shonld be something
nobler than a girl's wrecked life—some-
thing which, after long and lonely years,
he might recall without & blush of
shame.

Dent Dexter was alone in the cotlage
he had prepared for his bride, sitting
with bowed head, when John Maxwell
sought him out. The interview between
them was very brief, but as they parted
their hands met in a long, silent clasp.
One man had given happiness—one had
renounced it. So the wedding-day was
not postponed, but Alice's fingers trem-
bled as she again fastenced her wedding-
dress, and teards dimmed her eyes as she
bent to fasten the orange blossoms iu
her breast, She knew that Dent had
taken her back to his heart and home,
that somehow all had been explained tfo -
him; but quite how it sll happened she
never knew until a year later, her huas-
band bent over her where she lay with
Ler baby-boy sleeping on her breast,
and told her all the story, ending with a
proud glance at the child, “‘He gave ns
our happiness, darling. We will name
our boy after the man who wreaked such
& noble revenge."”

Electriclty Ia the Human Body.

Many people are familiar with the
“gpark” whic mu{)bﬁ produced under
certain conditions by stroking the fur of
n cat; and travelers in Canada and other
cold, dry countries have witnessed the
still more remarkable phenomenon of
the human body being turned into & con-
ductor of electricity, and the possibility
of lighting the by merely placing
one's fingor—giving the necessary con-
ditions of electrical excitement—near the
gas jet, withont any other agency. M,
A. W, Mitcheson, the African traveler,
who is engaged in writing & narrative of
his exploring expeditions in Western
Central Africa, gives some still more
startling facts. He states that one even-
ing, when striking sn African native in a
moment of anger with & cowhide whip,
he was astonished to see sparks pro-
duced, snd still more surprised to find
that the natives themselves were quite
accustomed to the phemomenon. He
subsequently found that a very light
touch, ted several times, under
certain conditions of bodily excitement,
and in certain states of the atmosphere,
would produce s succession of sparks
fro‘x;a the butrlioa:! native men as well a8
native cattle, lazy negro, it seems,
yialded none of these signs of eloctricity,
o rather fortunate circumstance: for his
more active brethren, who may come in
for a share of undeserved ng from
the hands of future travelers in search of
electrical phenomens among the human
mece. Woare not aware that these facts
have been recorded by other travelers,
but they certainly deserve b sift-
ing by competent observers.—| o
Lancet.

German Coffee Uake.—Two hesping
coffee-cups of bread dough four hmpitﬁ
Bh:;!;epw«:im‘l; of si:gm-. one-half cup !

r and dripp nal parts
each); mix all mlf‘| tm{hm-, and add
one_Lrge handful of flour; mix
again, and set it aside to rise. When
mﬂimug{ raised, roll out about three-
fourths of an inoh thick and in
buttered tins, and raise again until
quite light, Then best the yolk of an
egg with n teaspoonful of milk, and rub
it over the top with & brush, aod bake.
When done, brush again with milk, and
sprinkle with sugar and cinmamon oD

; or, before baking, brush over it
melied butter, and sp wilh sugar
and einnamon. \

The Astors of New York sbout 1,-
100 brown stone front dl‘.ﬁ’i::'l.




