e —

=
{HE “LUCKY SIXPENCE.”

oot steamor had just discharged
Thl?vfng froight’ st Castle Garden, and
ghe throug of weary travellors homesick,
alas! many of them already—pushed
their way throngh the Battery Park to-

wand the great city, the roar of whowe |

sounde! around them like the
m‘l'mx treatenings of the wea they hnd
just lelt bebind them.
Oune little groap apart from the
erowdl, waiting until the hurry and lond-
volewd cscitemment should be over. A
woiap, with n baby in her arms and two
little boys clivging to Lier skirts, and
yshing bufore him a small two-
whevled oart, in whiob sat a little pale-
faon] girl, whose thin hands gathered
alosely about her the faded red shawl in
which sho was in;_ayml.
"\\'r]l, ]J‘I!b"th? thn man l]remntl’

“ft-lw;u & bit, John," Lisbeth said, qni-
etly, shifting the baby to the other urm.

Jast -then n dapper little wan ap-
prosclied them, with nots:-book and pen-
eil in hand, i

+AN! my fine fellow, good-morning! A
fipe morning this?" .

wAv, sur, varty, thank ye kindly sur,”
sudl the man pulled his forelock in token
of respect.

“I'm a reporter,” went on the dapper
littly wan, “and am going l;ound to
get statistics for wy article on immigra

on.

» A wot?" cjaculated the man. Beg
pardon, sur, I see. You are going
around wi'n paper, It does yonr heart
eredit, war; an’ I'd give willingly so be-
jo' I'd enything to give. Thoy called
'oi 'seriptions, sur, at home; an' when
I've a ahillin’ for them as is poorer than
me, why, yer welcome to it, but now—"

“No, no, my man! Idon't want money;
jts information I want ubout yourself aud
family. Whut's your name?"

“My name's John Dixon,an' my family
was allus respectable; my grand'ther

was—

WO, there, there," said the reporter,
waving his pencil somewhat impatiently,
41 dida't mean that. Is this your wife?"

Doad,she is,sur; our banns was cried
three times this months twelve year ago
m._- .

“Yes, yes, my good fellow, and these
are vour children, all of em, eh?"

“Aly, sur, all on 'em mine; I ain't
g rich I vonld start & h'orphan asy-
lom, sor.”

The reporter grinned,

“Why did you leave England?
are English?’

“Ay, sar, I'm English; well, I left cos
I net stay, times was that hard.”

And you are going—where?" and the

sorter paused penocil in band.

“That's what 1 like some ‘un to tell
me," and Dixon scratched his head du-
biously. “If I conld get s roof to put
thom hittle heads under to-night, 1'd be »

" thankfol man."

“OL' 1 can find you a roof. Now,
Jot's see, fonr children, and one of them
a eripple.”

“Ay, sur, one & eripple,” and Dizon
baut l‘omll{ over the little girl in the
cart, smoothing the wavy bair away from
liey blue eyes; “‘an’ onr eldest, and we
wonldu' part wi' her, no, not for all the
gold movereigns we could earry, would
we?' and he looked around the hitle
gmt:‘p. sure of his answer,

“No, no, my blessing." And the
mother stroked the little head softly,
while the boys flung them on her with
agor ombraces.

“Ham! yes, very proper,”" said the
reporter.

¢ bit the top of his pencil medita-
tively; then he beckoned to a friendly
looking policeman who was strolling
toward them.

“Here, my friend, can yon direct this
man to some place near, where he can
find lodgings?"

“Just a conple o' rooms whers wa can
bide till I look around a bit,” explsined
Dixon, ducking his head respectfully.

“All right, come along,” and the
friendly policernan smiled to little
Janey, sitking pale and quiet in her cart,

';L.mlu girl looks thin," he said, pres-

watly.
_ “She's never very strong, our Janey
isn't," sud the mother looked snxionsly
down o meet the tender, loving smile of
ber little daughter.

“Voyage pratty hard on her, too, dare-
say," said the policeman, stooping to
éass the Jittle onrt over the crossing.
“There, my friend,” he continned, turn-
iog to Dixon, “third house to the left I
think yoo'll be sure to get lodging there.
I know the mau: le'll do as well by you
a8 any.”

“Thank yo kindly, sur,” said John,
gratefully, “It's 4 Eit strange comin’ to
:\ new land an' not knowin' where to
urn.”

“Whatever did you come for, then?"
mutterad  the policeman to himself.
Then alond, **That's all right. Mazbe
Ull o you again; this is on my beat.”

Then, with a friendly nod to Janey, he
tarned away.

Tirsd, almost disconraged, Mrs. Dixon
st speedily to work to clean the two
dusty, grimy little rooms they were to

call home for the present, while John
and oue of the boys went out in search
of the few artioles of farniture they
asedad, and something to satisfy their
hllnger.

Little Janey, holding the laby on her
lap, wat looking on wistfally.

“Poor mother! I wish I could help
You," said she, sadly,

“You do help, my lass," the mother
said heartily; *‘see just how quiet you've
kept baby all this time, 80 I could clesn
ap & et.”

Janey smiled brightly.

“Whenever he frets I show him wmy
lucky sixpence, an’ then he langhs,” and

::::{ dangled the coin before the baby's

The '‘lueky sixpence”—that is, n six-
xnce with & hole in it—was hung round
avey's neck by a strong but much faded
blae silk cord, and was the child's ane
Ereat treasure. It was the ounly thing
she possessed of her very own, except
her little two-wheeled cart, and she counld
Boi very well bung ths! ronnd her neck.
or go to sleep holding it in ber hand.
“Dear, dear!” sighed Mrs. Dixon, stop-

ping her work o mimute to wipe her heat-
d face with her apron; “it's many s year
fince Master Fred o' the Home Farm
&ied you that lucky sixpence, Janey. It
was n.fn“ before he left for "Meriky, I
bye

You

s snd he stopped to wish us good-
. Yom were a little thing, playin’
round the floor, not 50 old by two year
& Jimmis there,” pointing loth.liur-
Fear-old youngster who was making him-

sell perfectly happy in a corner of the
room with two old wooden clothes pins
he had found. *T wonder what's come
o' Master Fred,” sho continued, scrub-
bing l'l?‘ ngain; “*he conldn't kit it off
very woll w' his unole at the farm, so he
come o "Meriky, an' that put it iuto your
father's head, worse luck!"

Aod she sighed a little ns she glanced
round the cheerless room, but sbe
brightened up when she hieard her hus-
band's footstep on the stairs, and when
the table and chairs were put in their
places, and the kottle boiled on the little
charcoal furnace John lLad bought,
quite u cheerful littlo party sat down to
uupg;r.

“We've got a little monsey, Lisbeth,”
said John to his wife that night, when
the children were asleep, *'an’ I've got a
stout heart an' a stout arm, an’ it'll be

“Iwanted mother to take it, and she
wouldu't, so I am going to do it myself,
I'll got & big loaf, sn’ mebbe a drop of
milk for baby." .

Joln Dixon drew his hand across his
eyos,

“Juney, little lass,” Lo began huskily,
but_].hnuy stopped him with & tremulons
smile,

“An' you'll take me to the big shop,
fathor, what we saw one day, wi' all the
little cakes piled up in the winder? I've
always been wanting se much to go into
it,and now yon see I onn,” with a dreary
attempt at choerfulness—''cos I've got
something to buy. You'll tuke me, won't
you, futher?”

John Dixon nodded, and then went on
silently, Janey holding her treasure
clasped tightly in one little thin hand,
and furtively wiping away the fast-

queer enow if in all this big town there
isn’t somo job as wants to be dono as I
oan get,”

“But you'd like farm work best, Johu;
you're used to that,"

YAy, Yy, lnss, but ‘beggers musn't be
choosars;' not that we'rs beggers yot, my |
Inss;” and he gave her s sounding kiss,

John wag strong and willing, but day
after day passed, and still Le searched
in vain for work, Once ina while an
odd job fell in his way, but no steady
employment, and faster and faster his
little hoard of savings melted away.

“Ay, luss, it's not far ashillin® goes
hore,” hie said one dny, with a sigh, com-
ing in from the grocer's where he had
been to lay in their alender provision for
the coming Sunday.

Mrs. Dixon shook her head, and a tear
or two fell on the jacket she was mend.
ing. She had grown pale and thin, and
the little faces of the children had a
sharp, hungry look, which alumost biroke
her heart to see.

That night little Janey awoke sobbing
Lieavily.

“What isit, lass?" and her mother,
roused by the sound, bent over her,

*] thought Jimmie had bronght me
acowslip-ball," sobbed Janey. ‘‘Oh,
mother, I wish we wera home,’

A ‘“cowslip-balll" Their thonghts
flew back to the little green lane, a
stone's throw from their humble cottage
door, where batween green heldge-rows
primroses lurked and yellow cowslips
nodded their golden heads, Mrs,
Dixon dropped her face beside Janey's,
and in her hLeart echoed the child's
Lomesick ery.

Sunday passed, Monday, Tuesday, and
atill no work. Jimmy was crying over
the last of his scapty breakfast being
done, and Sam was ochoking down a sob
over his crost.

Jansy, pale and qaiet, sat hushing the
baby in her arms, while the poor mother
looked at the little gronp dey-eved und
despairing. Jobhn threw himself ioton
ohair, with a groan.

“It's no nse, Lisboth,” he said hask-
ily. *Icau't got work. “‘I'm u strauger
f]e see.  What good is these arms,” and

@ thrust ont his brawny fists “*if I can't
use ‘sm? The young 'uns want briad,
and there isn't a single sixpence 1o the
Lorse,"

Then his glance fell on the lucky six-
E:noa Juney waa swinging before the

by; but he quickly turned his eyes
away again, Shesaw the look, however,
and by-and-by she gently drew bLer
mother down beside her.

“Mother,” sha whisperad, softly,
““wounld this buy bread?” touching the
cherished coin.

“Yes, dear, it's ns good as sny," Alrs,
Dixon said absently,

“Then take it, mother dear," Janey
said hurriedly, the tears starting to her
eyes. “Take it and get some bread;
quick, bafore father comes back.”

“Your lnoky sixpence, child!" oried
her mother. ““No, no, Juney, not that.
We'll do somehow, Why, I've allns
thought mebbe we'd see Master Fred
some day, and then you'd bold it up and
say ‘Here's the lucky sixpence you gave
me long ago, Master Fred, and I've
never forgot you, never!' W‘h_v. Janey,
you've allus thonght so very much
of it, you surely couldn’s part with it
now?"

Janey's lips trembled,

“I conld for you, mother,"”

Mrs, Dixon caught ber in her arms.

“No, no, my little lass, T can'tdo that,
Please God, your father will get work
to-day."

But day afler day began in hope, to
end only in disappointment. The ecity
seemed full of men wanting work, and
if there was any hope in the futnre for
poor John, he wvever seemud sble to
catoh up to it, and the pressot with its
puverty and sorro ¥ seemed to shut him
in like a black cloud.

The few articles that conld be spared
found their way to the pawnbroker's and
Mrs. Dizon, who had had some washing
given her to do, had to give it up, for
the baby was taken siok, and mosned and
wailed dismally, whenever she put it ont
of her arms.

“No bread i’ the Louse, and no money
to buy any. Wa've come to that, my
lass,” gronped John Dixon one day, cov-
ering his face with his hands, while hLis
wife tried to quiet little Jimmy, who
was begging for something to eat.

Janey slipped out of her chairand
orossed the room slowly to where her
father was sitting, gazing gloomily at
tha floor.

“Father,” she whispered, lesning on
her cruteh, and putting the other arm
softly ronnd his neck; ‘‘father, will you
take me out awhile? See how brightly
the sun shines."”

“'Out, Janey?" he said, gently. "“Well,
lass, get yonr bounnet; draggin' your
little cart isn't hard work, but it's doing
somethin"."

Mrs, Dixon gave Janey s grateful
look. Juney, who could slways win a
amile frem her father, no matter how
vexed and gloomy he was.  And he had
been so unhke himsalf for days now,
that his wife welcomed the thought of
his going out with bis little lame daugh-
ter, knowing he would eome back more
cheerful.

“Pather,” said Janey, as they loft the
door, *do you know why L wanted to
come out?”’

“‘No, lass, mebby ‘eanse you wanted to
see the shops, eh?® and he smiled kindiy
ot her?”

Janey shook her head.

“T want to go into & shop, though, for,
father, listen,” and the tears staried to
her eyes. *‘I'm going to buy somethin’
wi’ my ‘lackysixpence.’ "

John Dizon stopped short.

“To bu in' wi' your ‘lncky

falling tears with her littie faded red
shawl,

Happy children, who have everything
they can desire, may think the loss of an
old sixpence with a bole in it very little
to ery over, but it was Janey s all, It had
been ber playthiog from babyhood, and
she was never tired of Learing about
Master Fred, who had given it toher
*‘jest afore he went to Meriky." And
now she was going to part with her ope
treasnre, She put her lips to it softly,
and now the tears came so fast, there
was really no  use in wiping them
nway.

**Are you sure. Janey, nbout this?" he
nakod gravely.

Juney gave a deoided nod,

“Then go in, lasa, by yourself," he
said, hoarsely; “T'll wait outside. I
couldn't bear to see you givin' it for the
vietnals I ain't able to get mysell for

e

Then he set Janey softly inside and
¢losed the door.

Thoere was o crowd of people standing
round the counter, and Janey grow vory
tired stundiog and lenning on her eruteh
awaiting her turn. A gentlewman near
noticed the pallor on the little thin
face, and, quietly bringing a stool lifted
her upon it,

He smiled at her shy, hnlf-frightened
“Thank yon, sur,’ as she gave hima
gratefnl look.

“What are yon waiting [for, little
woman?" he asked pleasantly.

“Some bread, sir,” Janey half whis
pered, opeuning hor hand und showing
the tightly held sixpence,

“A‘lucky sixpence! " exolaimed the
stranger, looking curicusly at her; *'why,
I wouldn't spend that if I were yon."

Tears rushed to Janey's eyes.

“I wouldn't neither, sur, only father
can't get any work. I've hind it, oh, ever
a0 long!" she went on, encouraged by the
sympathy she saw in his fuce, ‘“‘ever
sinoe Muster Fred went to Meriky."

“Master Fred!" maid the stranger
starting;

“Yes, sur; do you know him?" asked
Janay, simply;

“I'va woen him, I think,” he ansawered,
smiling.

**Wus Lis otber name Thorndyke?”

Janey wmodded; then, a4 he turned
awiy o moment, she tonched his sleave
timidly,

“*Oh, please sur, if you ever sos Mas-
ter Fred, will you tell him, sur, it wasn's
‘oo we'd forgot him, but 'cos futher
hadn't work—John Dizon, tell him, sur,
und be'll know -and 'cos baby was siok
and the ohildren starving, so I had to
take the ‘lucky sixpence' he give mo to
buy something to eat.”

“I'll tell him,” said the stranger, (&ui-
otly. ‘‘And look here, little woman, I'll
give you this bright, new quarter dollar
for your sixpence; and thén you oan get
@ loaf of bread, nod s little tea and su-
gar for your mother, too."

Janey looked np wonderingly.

“Oh, sur, how'd yon know? Molher
hasa't had sny tea for most two weeks "

Then she began with tmmlﬁi:gﬂngeu
to untie the knot in the old f silk
eorid.

The stranger watched her with & trem-
ulous smile on his lips, taking the coin
whioh she presently placed in his hand
with an almost tender toneh. 'Then he
went and got Janey's loal for her and
lifted her off the stool.

“Thank youn kindly, sur.”

Two great tears splashed heavily
down as Janey took her parcel, bat she
managed to smile at her father as he put
her into her little cart,

She told bim of the gentleman who
bad given her the silver quarter, bLnt
aaid nothing of her message to Muster
Fred. “Futher might feel bad,” the
wiwe littlo woman said to herself,

Then there' was her shopping to do.
The tity puckets of tea and sugar to get,
wind the ‘drop o' milk for baby,” wnd
ultogether Janey was in quite a glow of
excitemont when they resched home
sgain,  The boys' cries of delight and
her mother's wonder when she put the
toa and sngar in her Land, filled the lit-
tle, loving Lieart with happiness.

““But, dearie, you'll miss it sore
whispered Mrs. Dixoh,

Juney's face flushed, then she touched
the old silk cord.

I have this yet, mother, and sometime
I'll mebbe forget it's gone."”

““Bless you, my lamb!" said the moth-
er, fondly, as she stroked the little thin
hands, busy untying the strings so that
the conld “'see the bread ourselves,” «s
the poor little chiaps said.

Tley bad esch been provided with a
slice, snd Janey, with asob of happ-
ness in her throat, was feeding baby
with some spoonfuls of warmed milk,
when a quick kuock came at the door,

*'Preserve us! who's that?" eried Mes.
Dixon, with a frightened look.

“There's nanght to be feared on, lass,”
said her husbaud sturdily. **Come in!”

The door opened and—

“It's the gentleman as was good to
me!" said Japey, with  little astonishe
gasp.

The stranger came forward smiling
and holding out his hand.

“Iv's"—said Jolin Dixon, stumbling
to his feet.

“It's Master Fred!™ eried Mra, Dixon,
throwing ber apron over her head, and
beginning to sob.

“Well, my good woman, don't ory
about it,” said Master Fred, lsughing
and patting her sboulder.

Soch exclumations sod explanstions
followed! They had fo tell about the

le st home, snd then *‘Master Fred”

to tell all about his big fsrm ount
West, and his horses and cows; and then
bit by bit the story of Joha Dixon's un-
availing search for work was told.

““How lucky!” eried Master Fred,while

sizpence, Janey?
*Ay, father, Janey answered, bravely.

E;.mloh Dixon looked up in surprise.
ve jusd been wanting & man like yon

raising for market, and there's a sall
house on the place that will just do for
you, 50 if you like it the job's yours.”

0 R ) | I
to take charge of tho young beasts ' |

The Book Agent’s W eleome,

—

A young man with & large hook under
his armand & seven-by-nine swile on

Of course Jobn Dizon "liked il,” and | his mug stnek his head into the licket

sald so, warmly,

SAN right,” Muster Fred rattled on
“Can you start duy after to-morrow, Mrs
Dixon®

I loave for home then, and yon |

window at the Union depot and wshed
the clerk what she fare was to Ban An-
lunio.

**Ten dollars aud fifteon cent’s replisd

onn stay with ns till your own lonse 1s the ticket-slinger.

ready. My wife will ba as pleasc] to
bhave you as I will, Yes," bo went on
langhing, I bhave a wife, Mrs, Dixon, a
dear little girl not muach taller than
Janey there,”

At whick they nll langhed agnin. You
soo they wore so bappy it dida't take
much to make them langh,

“0Oh, by the way,” said Master Frod,
“ean you let mo have sapper with yon
to-night, Mra. Dixon? I' bronght my

"I am pining to leava Gialveston, but
| lack ten dollars of the ticket monev,

| Howover, that shan't part us. LUl

{ make a partial cash puyment of fif-
{ teen conts nnd take the remsinder out in

pienie basket along, wod wa'll Liave areal |

old-fashioned supper of ham and ogges,

Bleas the wormann, what is she erving
about now?"
“Oh, Mastor Peed” sobibed M.

Dixon, estehing lus Luod, “it's becanse
I'm so hiappy, sod becanse it seons like
a bit o' home {o see yon azain.™

Master Fred guve hor hand a hearty
shake aud then bronght o big market
basket from the hall,

“Now, Mes. Dixon, plesse get sup-
por, and I'm going over to talk to Janoy,
to try and forget how bungry T am.”

Janoy looked ap with & happy suile

“Now, little woman, can you gness
what I've been doing since I saw you"

Junot shook her head

“You can't guess, eh? Well, then, I'lI}
lave to tell you, I've been getting a lit-
tle present for the best und dearest little
girl I know. Would you like to see i2"

“"Pleass, sur,"” said Juney, shyly

“‘Shut your eyes first, then,”

Janey shut them up tight,

Master Fred then ook u little package
from his poeket and openad it.

“Now look!"

Juney opened her eyes quickly, sl
there lying in hor lap wis s pretty chain,
with her own #'lusky sixpence™ hanging
from it,

“For you, dear ehild,” said Masler
Fred, kissing ber thin chook.

When Master Fred went buck to his
hotel ho left happy hearts behind him in
the little room,

“Master Fred said [ could drive the
cows,” said Sam, delightedly.

*Me, too," chimed in little Jimmie,

“See, mother, baby's lsnghing!" sid
i ::I;J'. laying her cheek against lﬁu little

“Sure God's been good to us,” said
the mother reverently. “It's amoazing
strange Master Fred finding us to-day,
just when things looked so bad."

“And to think,” said John Dixon,
drawing his little daughter close to him,
“it's all eome, with God's blessing,
through Janey and her ‘lucky six-
pence,” "
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The Wind as a Motive Fawer,

When we look at the register of British
shipping snd ses 40,000 vessels, of which
about 10,000 are steamers and 30,000
saling ships, sud when we think how
vast an absolute amount of horse-power
is developed bz the engines of those
wteamers, and how considerable n pro-
portion it forms of tho whole horso:
power taken from coal annually in the
whole world st this time, and when
we consider the sailing ships of other
nations which must be reckoned in the
scoonnt, and throw in the little itam of
windmills, we find thut, even in the pres:
ent day of steam asocendenoy, old-fush-
ioned wind still supplies  large part of
all the energy used by man, But
however much we may re
gret the time, when Hood's young Iady,
visiting the fems of Lincolnshire at
Christmas, and writing to her dearest
friend in London (both 60 years old now
if they are alive), desoribes the delight
of sitting in s bower and looking over
the wintry plain, not desolste, because
“windmilis lend revolving animation to
the scene,” we caunot shut our oyes lo
the fact of a lamentable decadence of
wind power. [s this decadenco perma-
nent, or may we hope thut it is only tem-
porary? The snbterrancan coal stores of
the word are becoming exbansted surely,
and not slowly, and the price of oconl i
npward bound—upward lonnd on the
Irfmle. though no doubt it will have its
ups and downs in the futnre as it Las
had in the past, and as must be the case
in respect to every warketabla commod-
ity. ven the cosl is wll burned, or
long before it is all burned, when thero
is so little of it left, and the coal mines
from which that little is to be excavated
are so distant and desp aud hot that its
priea to the consumer is greatly higher
than at prescnt, it is most probable that
windmills or wind-motors in soms form
will again be in the sscendant, and that
wind will do mao's mechanical work, on
Innd at least, in proportion comable to
its present doing of work at sea,—| Popu-
lur Beience Monthly.
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How to Detect Classical Musle,

I can give you a simple rule by which
the most ignorant may koow whether
any given place of music ahould or
should not be admired. If you know at
once what it is all about; if it seemasto
be saying 1, 2, 8, hop, bop, hop, or 1-23,
bdug, bang, bang, you may conclude at
once that yon are listening to something
of u vary low order,which it is your duty
b0 deapise,

Bat when you hear somothing that
sounds i if an assorted lot of notes had
been put into & barrel, and were being
stirred up, like s kind of barmonious
gruel, you may kpow itssingue, and
may safely assume an exprossion of pro.
found interest.
have been dropped by ncoident, and are
being fished up st irregular intervals ina
sort of placid, or drowned condition, it
i» likely to be & noctarne, and nooturnes,
you know, are quite too utterly lovely
for anything.

If the rotes sesm to come in ear loads,
each load of & different kind than the
last, sod if the train secma to be an un-
reasonably long time passing aoy given
point, it will turn out mout likely w0 ben
symphony, and symphonies are jost the
grandest things that ever wers. If the
notes appear 10 be dumped ont in masses
and shoveled vigorously into heaps, sud
then blown wildly into the air by explo-
sions of dynamite, that's a rhapsody, sud
rhapsodies are mnlf.tbe lutess thiogs in
music.—| Greorge Kyle in Quiz.

Erin—No. An Irishman with a glass

eye can not become an Americsn eitizen,
(Ln‘lwnnlq-hin.

It the noesappear to|

trade,”

“What do you mean by taking it ont
in trade?!

“1 am a book agent, and if yon will
let mo Lave the ticket I won't try to sell
you a book—I won't say book to youn
once, Thin is the most liboral and ad-
vantagoons offer ever made to the publie
and von ought to take advantage of it
I iave boen kpown to talk a sane man
so complotely oub of his souses in fifteen
minutes that he wasa't even fit to send
to the Logislature afiepward "

“What book have you got?" asked the
tieket agoat.

A beaming smile came over the book
agent's face, and in & sing-song voice he
bogun:

1 am offering seventeen volames of

Dr. Whimstree's Observations in Pales-
tine—an book ‘that should be in every
fam'ly, a book that comprises the views
of w vory intelligent doctor ou what he
saw in the Holy Land, with numerons
speculations and theories on what be did
not see, altogethier formiug a complete
library of deop research, pure theology
aud vhaste imaginary. Iluln now offer-
ing this invaluable oncycloedia for the
nuprecedonted low price of 82 a volume,
whicl is really giving it away for noth-
ing—"
After the book agent lind kept this up
for about ten minutes he began o grow
disconraged; for, instead of showing
signs of weakening, the ticket agent,with
an ecstatio smile on his face, begged the
eloqu at man to keep on,

The book sgent stoppad to rest his
jaw, when the ticket-man reached out
his hand, and said: “Shake ole fel!
Come inside and take a chair, and sing
that all over again, That cheers mo u
like & cocktail. I used to be a boo
agent myself before I reformed and
went into the milroad business, and
that in like music to me. It soothes me
all over. It calls hack ballowed memo-
rios of the past, and makes me want to
go out on the road sgwin. I would
rather pay twenty dollars than have you
leave Cialveston. You must come around
every day. I could listen to that all day
snd cry for more.”

The book sgent shut bis book and
maid: “Some infernal byena has given me
away; but there is another railroad that
I oan get ont of this ono-horse town on,
I'll not consent to travel on any road
that don't employ gentlomen who can
treat a eash oustomer with common po-
liteness. You can't eapture my book
on any terms, and if you'll come out
of your cage I'll punch your head in
lens time than you can punch a tickes."
?nd he pnnw:iy ont like a beautiful
iream,

L"P.l‘ and Melen,

Queen Vietoria's youngest son, #ays
the Baltimore Awmerican, Prince Loo
pold, Duke of Albany, was married yes.
terday to Princess Helen of Waldeok-
Pyrmont, the fourth daughter of & petty
Gierman prince, who has enjoyed noth-
ing more than a nominal sovereignty
sinoe the resnlts of the Prusso-Austrian
war of 1866 handed him over to the ten-
der mercies of Bismarok.JThe principal-
ity of Waldeck is about aa large as
timore county, and does not eontain
more than seventy thousand inhabitants;
but the family has » long ancestral line,
and the marringe of one of ity danghiers
with an English prince fulfills the ocon.
ditions that no asion of the throne can
wed with a subject or any ono not of the
Proiestant faith, It 14 truo that the
traditions were violasted when Princess
Louise married the Marquis of
Lorve; but the results of that experi-
ment were pob so satinfactory as to en:
conrege any farther ventures in the
same direction. The marriage of Prince
Leopold is not a particularly brilliant
one, but Princess Holen is beantiful and
aminble, aud is at least fitted to do the
best that any wonan cao do to console
the Jife of snch a confirmed invalid as he
is known to be,  Hin epileptio conflio-
tioos are as muoh & matter of common
report s is his dreamy und reolusive
temperament, but it wonld be foolish to
predict what may become of him under
the infloence of u bright and aggressive
women, soch as the Princess sy prove
horself to be.  His marriage loaves hin
sister, the Princess Beatrice, the lust nn-
wodded child of the Queen's (lmilir. and
slie ramaine nomarried for the sole rea-
won that there is no bachelor Prince of
Protestant Europe who is deemed fit to
mate her,

Afeer Many Years.

In the latter part of 1863, while Gen.
Bteele was commander of the post at
Little Rock, & Missourien named Kobt,
H. Crowley, of Price’'s command, was
captured somewhere below the city, and
brought bere & prisoner and confined
temporarily in the State House. From
here Crowley was taken to Camp Chase,
where he remained until the elose of the
war, Mr. Crowley, now an old man, re-
cently arrived in this city. Coing to the
State House, he searched for a time
smong the hallways, snd finslly took »
hundred dollar bill from o hbole in the
wall.

““When I was a prisoner here,” said
the old man, I secreted & $100 bill in a
crovioe in the wall. I koow it woifld be
jmposaible for me to keep the moua_{
through my prison campaign, and
thonght byhiding it I might, in after
yoars, come and find find it, After I was
liberated I went to my hone in Missousi
where 1 resumod my business of farm-
ing. Attimes I was hard pusbed for
mopey, bat I did not once t ink of the
$100 bill which I seeroted in the Arkan.
sus State House during the war. Abqut
s woek 8go, while sitting with my fumily
after the dasy's work been se-
complished, and while I was wondering
how I conld raise $50 with which to pa
a debt, 1 Iu?ponod to think of the 81
bill, T don't know why I thought of §
snd, in fact, T osnnot tell for the life
me why I should have ever forgotten it;
but [ did both forget and remember it

. | practitioners—pbantoms,

seomad liko a dream, At the time when
I wis a prisoner I was weak and worn
out, A hundrod-dollar bill was ot a
vory lazge piece of money, Idid not
hide it earefully; bot seeing an opporta-
nity to soerote the bill, which I lm‘iuved
impossible to hide muech longor sbout
me, [ sizad the oppurtunity, To day,
when [ went to the State House and
found the money, T was moved with an
indeseribuble emotion, As I took the
bill from its hiding place s flood of recol-
leations ponrad over we.  For a moment
T coull sen the hungry fuces aronnd me;
I conld see rigged forms, aud I conld
hear the half-plaiutive, half-revengeful
voiees wronud me. I felt for a moment
as I must have folt when I placed the
money in its hiding place; and, upon my
word, although 1 bad eaten o heart
dinner, 1 felt for a time as though
conld eat a roasted mule.—|Little Rock
Gazette,

lous Boaps.

The announcement that Elder Beraggs
would speak in the Twentioth ward meot-
ing houso on “Home Industries snd Di-
ving Inspiration' drew a lurge andience.
Berages having recently purchased an
interest in o soap factory, it was prodict-
od by his sequaintances that his discourse
would lead o trifle toward his busiveas,
He spoke as follows, from the text,
“Cloanliness is next to Godliness": My
brethren, nothing which God heaa pnt
into the month of the inspired writers
was over saild amiss, The idea comes
with wlmost miracnlous pdaptability to
the present stirring opoch when there
are 80 many that doubt the inspiration
of the word and don't use sosp. Now,
wo should all take tho truths of Berip:
tnre howe to our hearts and vse none
but sonp mudles here in Salt Lake, There
ure other soap factories hero in Salt
Lake, but none that do as mine can. 1
succesded in the soap  bosiness be-
canse I have faith in the revela-
tions of the divine word. My re-
coipt was a revelation direct frem
bieaven, Wo read in the gool book
of the aogels clad in miments of
shining white, and 1 have no dounbt
in my mind toat the same sork of sosp
is nsed in heaven as T am now retailing
at ten cents a bar, althongh 1 have a
oheapar grado for the conntry trade, The
soul of every man is hike an old dirty
towel that has been nsed for two weeks,
It needs the cleasing ﬂrrooau tv make it
white, We muat be oloansed in the work
of repentance and falth, sod put right
through the ringer of afliction, whioh, by
the way reminds me that Brother Boggs
is now wmelling the Excelsior wringer,
better a good denl than Bwmith's rlnf:ty
old machines, who is now an apostate
from the true faith, and the spirit of the
Lord abide*h not in him. nless you
patronize the men who are in the Ifaith
the doors of salvation open not unto you
snd your souls will roast in the everlnst-
ing damnation of hell. My soap is now
being made plain and soented, snd pnt
up in vonvenient ‘mm We will
now sing the 484th hymn, ‘The Lord
will wash my |gnllt an{.' with choir
standing."—[The Salt Lake Tribune,

——t——

Yacolnation,

Smallpox? ] have been thinkiog a good
deal of it, seeing reports from all over
the country, do you koow I have often
thought it wonld be a good thing if this
ity were scourged tothe very heart with
that disease, to teach the people their
duty? Nothing elso will ever do i
Nothing, A lot of those new fangled
pbantom physicians bave been tellin
them some pretty stories, and the
people have taken them for trath, They
will find too Iate that they are like the
man who
stops to disouss vacoination with an
other view thau to insist on it emphati-
oally is an idler.

From the most careful study of statis-
tics and of the opinions and experience
of the scknowledged authorities, physi-
cians have como to the positive eonelu-
sion that lmﬂrox in capable of being
com;c’mly o ml;d troi: un': ae.::ui
nit, A proper an ent 5y o
nniversal and re p‘l::l vaooination,
From the year 1798 (when the immortal
Jenner annonneed to the world his
discovery) to the present time, facts
have been constan i sccnmulating for
the elucidation of the most univ
truth over demonstrated by the seience
of medicine, snd that is that vaccination
whon properly performed, is & certain
and perfect protection wgainst smallpox,
I repeat. That was my opinion 20 years
ngo, and all I have heard, road and secn
since thon strengthened that opinion, 1
urged compulsory vaccination then, I
nrged it to-day, and with the accamn-
Iated foree of 20 years' additional experi-
ence,—|[Dr. Lewis Sale in New York
Herald.

A ilu_:iy Georgia 6 ».,

Mins Nellie Rood is the name of
young woman of Georgin who recentl
sccompanied her unole to Nag's H.u;i.
l‘!vurlh Carolina's dellghiu.l mnﬂi.‘lut

ednesday [T
invitation from one of her m&n to
go sailing on the sen. The day was
pleasant and the young folks enjoyed
themselves, starting just before eum-
down to return to the abore. In going
abont, the boom struck the yonﬂ mAD
o terrific blow on the head snd hurled
him into the water, Miss Reod instantly
seized o Dbost hook, snd by banging
over the rail and exercising her utwost
strength, she wae enabled to drag her
compnauion's body on bosrd. Her ef .
forts to restors him to consciousness
ware not so suoccessfal, however, and it
oocurred to her that the best thing to de
was to sail with all speed for the shore.
Sho had never handled a boat, but she
bad watched sailors olosely, and i o fow
miuut’n the eraft ;;u souddling Mﬁl
o livaly speed. any persons won
have fxm appalled at snoh s task, es-
rcdu!ly as it grew dark and the wind
reshensd. A steady runof th uarters
of an l:c:lnr }:ronult:t lhlo I‘n.t to Nuiu
ing, and then the ploo A mis
delitered her Inun’;lnl o’au'"ﬁnm
the hands of his friends, young
man recovered from the blow, and the

oung woman is the admired of the Nag's

Company, and the question now is
whether ho will insist on W
girl r:‘l;o saved his life.—[

vuroal,

Says an eminent divine:
:ﬁ-&ihmm;
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