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~ FAITHFUL UNTU THEE
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Tho fol'owing boautifal poem, written by
Oliver Wendell Holtmes for the Unitarian festl-
val of May——in Boston, and was resd by him
ab that time ¢
Fhe waves unbuild the wasting aliore;

Whers mountaing (ownred the billows fwoop,
Vet wtil] the borrowed spoils restore,

And raise naw emplires from the deep,

8o, while the tlonds of thoughl lay wuste

The old domain of chartared croads,
Iie honven-spprinted ddes will haste

To shape new homes for human peeds,
Be oursto mark with hearts unakiiled

The ehange an outworn deplores;
The Jegend sinks, but faith shall bulld

A fairer thione on new-found shores,
The sar shall glow (n westarn akins

That shone o'er Bethlehem's hallowed shrine,
And onpeagain the Imnflo rise

That erownml the roek of Palestine,

Kot whon the wonderiug aliepherds bowed
Didd angels sing their latest sng,
smu 0 Lsrawl w kueeling crowd
heaven's one mored dorme belong—
P Tmiut and prophet hava their dues,
Whose

pe— ey e

Tevite counts but half & man,
“gulvation of the Jews'
Shuts out the good Bumaritan |
Theugh far the flock may stray,
Hig ow the Bhephond still shall claim—
The minte who nover learned to pray,
Thy friends who never spoke his nawme,
Dear masser, while we hiear thy voles,
That says, “The truth shall make you freo,”
Thy servants still, by loving choioo,
0 keep us falthiol nuto thee |

THE FOYATI®N FARTY.

1t was the evening of the donation
purty at the Rev. Bimeon Slide's,

At Grovohill they had not many ex-
citerents, and to the simple villagers
this donation party was as thrilling an
event as the charity hall would be to a

" Now York belle, or & court presentation
to # London **debutante,”

Jossio Field bad rotrimmed hor white
muslin dress with apple-green ribbon,
and even Aant Betsy bad washed sod
ironed the French eambrie dress “which
constituted the cream of hor wardrobe;
and busted freah lace frillings into the
nock and sleeves; while the "squire him-
soll, blacking his boots on the kitchen
porch, congratulated himself in & com-
placent sort of wuy, on the contents of
the box wagon, which stood ont under
the shade of the old spple troes,

“Everybod y takes ns ereditable alond,
to the parson’s a8 that," said the 'squire,
“] gness they won't starve there. A
ham, & bag o' mizxed chicken feod, n
firkin of first-oluss butter, six drewed
fowls, a bushel o' russet apples, aud a
loal of plum cake, mwde arter CGrand
mother Field's Revolutionary receipt;
und besides all that—"

“(Good gravious, pa!” said Jessie, who
wis tucking l\ur or ourls under the
serings of her split straw gypsy hat, "*how
are Annt Bess and I ever going lo ride
with all that load?"

“Wall," said the ’sqnire, with an
oleaginous little chunokle, **you'll have
to vontrive it somehow. One of you can
wil on the butter firkin, nnd sort o' steady
it, and there's o' room for the
other along o' me on the neat, and hold
the plum
buok, T ain't noways ! bt that
von'll get plenty o' beanx. Gals always
do, The moon will bo at its full, und
Potor Peck and Hirsm Jollifer is both to
be thors;, and—"

“Don't talk nonsense, pal” said Jessio,
lnghing, and looking provokingly
protty, just as Aunt Boteey, glancing
over her shoulder into the gluss, saw the
refloction of bher own face, and sighed
softly.

“Ah, the sad, sad differonco between
vighteen and thirty "

T was protty, too, when I was o girl,"”
said Aunt Betsey to herself; “aud 1don't
suppose I am positively ill-looking now
But the dimples are gono, and the roses,
and the smooth velvely curves of cheek
and chin; and there are incipient crows.
foot around my oyes, and a wrinkle on
my forehead, and when I go to parties I
un"lnll. to sit among the old lidies by the
wall.”

But Miss Dotsey Field did not speak
ont these words; she only said:

“There'll be plenty of room, Jessie, 1
sball go on to the pursonage at once, und
help Mru. Slide got ready for the even:
mg. BShe neodd some one to assist her,
with her sickly daugiter and sll those
little childron.”

“Ho kind and thonghitfnl of yon,
Aunt Boesa!" said Jessie with o kiss,
“Hat you're always thoughtful, You're
the darlingost littlo old weild that ever
wa, !

So Betsy Fleld sot vut to walk Jown
the sunny, grasscarpeted lawn, while
Jessio letsnrely finished hor toilet aud
pinned fresh roses into her belt,

Poter Peck, who lived upon s com-
ptublo farm on the monntain, had shot

& door in the woods—like Nimrad of old

be wWas h mighty hunter on the face of
the earth—and prepared s quarier of
venison, neatly wrapped in a liven cloth,
for hin shure of the donation party; and
ald Mra. Peck, hin grandmother, had

*Yshed o jar of applo sance ont of the
acliar, and dwnn«& soma tender spring
chiokens.

“I'm past going to oharoh myself,”
said Granny Peck, “but I always was
opo to b'liave in the dissemination of the
gospol, so I don't grudge the chickeos
und the apple sass,  Bo sure you carry
‘om careful, Potor, and—"

“Girwnny ™ suddenly burst in the hon-
est young giaut, who was tying his ora-
vt bofore the class with laborious fin-
'gors, “how many yeara is it sivoe grand-
futher courted yon®"

“Good land o' Goshen!" said Granny
Pock *“whut is the boy talkin' aboat?”

“Beosune I wan't to kuow what he
said,” maid Petor, reddening to the very
rooks of lus bair.  “I'm a-goin’ courtin’
myself, Grauny, and L hain't had no ex-
perionce, and 1 don't know how to go w
work,"

“Woll, T never!" said Granny Peck,

“Try lo remember thore's w good
sonl!l" urged Peter, coaxingly.

“It's w0 Jon 3" said Granny Peck,
with & sympathetic moisture buginniog
10 sulfuse Ler blearod eyeballs, :*Times
is ohanged now -

“Bot human natur’ is luman nator’,

ina .:“E wid J “How wat lqaet

“He to
okd Iady,

me oul aridin',” said the

.:i:ing her nemnr{ with »

kly,” sabd Petens “'I've
Red Robin, snd washed off
and I ealoulste to ank
bome with me from the dons-

nation y
"Alri;l’ was & dresdful moonshiny

wight—" rullectively added the old ludy.
“*Moo'na at the full,” sxultingly -

‘hyn_mrh . And comin’ [}

-

tered Peter, *'I b'lieve there's a fate in
“And he set op close to me and
wqueezed my hand with the hand he
waan't a-drivin’ with, and he said I was
, the prettiest gal he had ever seen, and
reonld I be contented to come and live at
‘Hawk's farm. And Isaid Ididn't ex-
sctly know, but he might ask father,
and we was warried the next fall,  Ah
deary me, deary me! How Jong ago all
that seems!”

“It sounds easy enough." said Petar,
despondingly. *‘But I'd rather clear
off a whole pateh o' hickory woods.”

“Don't be afraid Peter," said the old
lady, laying s kindly hiand on his shoul-
der. *Iishe'sa gnl woth havin’ she'll
kuow you're n good lad.  And I'll bet &
cookoy she'll say ‘Yes,'"

“I only wish I conld think so,granny,”
said Peter, with a sigh.

“Is it Kate Lanny,"” said Mrs. Peck,
“or Mary Elsoy?"

““Tain’t noither one,” ssid Petor sheep-
ilhlf.‘:lt'l Josie Field!"

“Land o'massy!” said Granny Peck,
alovating her withered hands, **What
on airth is a pretty pink and white piece
of china like her to doin a wild place
like thin?"

“She's as sharp us o sleel trap," said
Peter. " Don't you worry, granny! Once
I ?t ber here, you'll see she'll be all
right.”

L]

o DPeter piled hig  venison, and
oluckens, jar of lll le sance into the
buck of the roomy old buggy, and drove
away to the dopation party,ss fall of
hopes and fears as nnyﬂwnng girl.

And when he saw Hiram Jellifar, the
village store clerk enter, all redolent of
pomatum and cologue, in a city-out suit
of clothes, and hair brushed in s peak
ovor his forehend, his heart sunk within
him,

“1I hain't
thonght,

“Jensio," whispered Annt Betsey to
her nieco, ns they were clesring the
dining-room for the games which fol-
lowed upon the old-fashioned supper,
“do take u little notice of poor Peter
Peck! See how his eyes are following
yon, And youn bave hardly been de-
cently polite to him!"

“Peter Peck, indeed!" said Jessi, ra-
dient i the conscionsness of heiog the
prottiest girl in the room. “'I couldn't
yousibly be betrothed with bim.  Aunt

#9, none of your backwoodsmen for
me! You can goandtalk with him
yourself, if you please."”

But Aunt DBetsey, shyer than uny
child, shronk, blushing away.

*“No,"” said she, 1 douldn't do that.
I-I am s0 little acquanted with
him?"

Half an bhonr afterward Peter Peck,
unable to.make np his mind to ask prett
Jeasie to allow her to take her home with
Red Robin and the buggy, sidled up to
thojsquaire.

““Squire," said he, jorking ber words
ont with an offort, “can I take Miss Field
home?" ¥ 4
“Much obliged, I'm sure,” said the
wive. ‘'L had the box wagon here;
bt I don't mind riding howe alone it so
be as you'd like company.”

Petor drew a long broath.

*“It's us good as settled now,” he said
to himself.

His heart beat high when, in the misty
moonlight, a alight figure ecame ont
under gquim Field's escort, all muftled,
shawled and veiled, agaiost the ohill,
fresh air of the antnmn evening. And
not until they were safe out on the high-
road, at Red Robin's best trot, did he
oradit his extraordinary good luck in
thos secnring a tete a tete with the belle
of the evening.

“It's a nice, shiny evening,” he said,
ahmpilhlly.

“Yeory," answered o soft voice,

“T hope I don't crowd you?" he haz-
arded,

“Oh, not in the least?” responded Lis
companio,

And then followed an appaling silence
broken at lnst by the vehoment acoents
of the young farmer.

“It ain't no use my skirmishin' round
like this!” said he. *'It's got to be maid,
and the sooner 1 say it the better, be-
canse it's a chokin' of me all the while!
I love you, Miss Field! T ean't live no.
how, without vou! There, it's all out
now!”’

“Oh, Mr. 'eok!” [faltered Miss Fiokl,

“Do you #'pose,” said honest Peter,
with & dim remembrance of his grand-
mother’s leason, ' yon could be happy o
Hawk's Farm?"

“Oh, Mr. Peck!”

“But say yos or no!” pleaded Peter,
“*Will you be my wife, I\I’inu Field?”

And the world which flosted npon
Poter's eara, throngh the veils and wraps
which he was now valoronsly hugging
close up to him, was “Yes"

“T nover was so happy io all my life!”
unid Potor, rnpturmls“\-.

“NorL" whispered the volee bebind
the veil,

And then Peter ook conrage to Kiss
her, and then Red Robio shied at a troe
stump, and then, all too soon, appeared
Bquire Fiold's square, red house behind
the apple trees.  And Poter helped his
fianoe ont na tenderly naif she were
bar of gold wnd he s wiser. And unp
dashiad Mr, Hiram Jellifor's varnished
side:box road wagon and turniog arbound
Poter Peck saw springing from it Jesaie
Fiold,

Was it witcheraft? Nothiog of the
sort; for there, eloso to him, smiling and
blushing in the moonlight, with her
veil thrown aside, wis Miss Botsey. And
it wan Miss Botsay to whom he had pro-
posed, and Miss Betssy who bad wo-
copted him,

Peter Pock gave n convulsive gasp for
broath, What was he to do? Should he
toll Aliss Beotsey that it was all & mistake
—that be
should he—
But st that instant he canght a deeting
glimpeo of Jessie's radiant face turned up
toJelli%er's, sod it was like o revelation
1o him,

“Hang it all!" groaneld Peter to him-
sell; ““that other fellow has been abiead
of me! And I don't care a copper cent
~ghe's only n feather-headed little oo
11, nud Miss Botsoy is worth
two of_bor, and [ ain't so very youngmy-
solf, Al “ncv;r was ;l'ﬂ‘l t;:hnl
didn't - thing when o o'
So, taking s v's arm tenderly
nnder bis own, ded valinntly
1nto the bouse towsk “ghire’s con-
sent and blessing. .

As for Josio, she Yingered long nnder
the trees in the mooalight, talking with
Mr. Jellifer; and when, st last, she came

no chance st all,” he

up stairs to the room which sunt snd

i
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niece shisred together, sho looked earnest-
Iy at her compsnion, |
“Aunt Bess," sad she, "what iv the
matter? Why do you look so buppy?"
“Bocause Mr, Pook has asked me to

marry him," replied Aunt Bess,” softly,
Jessie, squeezing and kissing ber still
Beas, what & sweet, bright, happy workl
and then, strange to say, they both
eandlo and fire, and when at last
“Iv's all right Grauny!" said Peter.
months,"
doubtfully
afeared all these home-spun things won't
lent immitation of surprise, ‘It ain’t
the squire’s sistor, as I've proposed to.”
“I'm sure I don’t know," suid Peter,

“and I have answared Lim yes.”

“Well, of that isn't strange!” oried
youtbful sunt.  “And I have cogaged
mysell to Hiram Jellifer. Ob, Auvnt
this is!"

“It in—it is!" answored Aunt Bess;
oried,

Giranny Peck wos sitting up, blz Lor

olar
came home,

“Well, Peter,” said she, *'what Inck?"”
“I've ssked bor, and she fas consentad,
and I'm to bring her hLere in three

Granny Peck looked
aronnd.

“Well,” mid she, “I'm glad yon've
succeoded, Peter. But I'm o little
be fine enongh for Miss Jessie Field.”

“Jenie!” echoed Peter, with an excel-
Jessio ut all, Jessie ie going to marry that
Jollifer follow. It's Misa Betsey Field,

“Well, T nevor!” said Graony Peck.
“How conld I bave been so mistook?"”
stolidly.— | Saturday Night.

A Texas Clond bursl.

Some ten ortwelve days since Caplain
Merrill's corps of engineers and nsaist-
ants were encamped in the valley of
Buek creek, in Childer's county, Texas,
Their tenta were set one hundred feet
from the dry bed of the creek, This
crook was nbout twelve feet deep from
the level of the valley on either side of
the bank. The valley is nearly a mile
wide, but the bigh lands cnrved in close
to the place where the oamp was pitched,
and the valley widened on Lhe opposite
bank. The night was clear and no clond
in the distance betokened a rainfall. The
boys stuked their ponies near by, turned
their mules loose, and laid them down
in their tents.  Abort midnight one of
the boys felt water at his foes, Spring-
ing up, he saw the water coming, and,
yallinf like a savage giving Lis warhoop,
roused his companions, Jn less than a
minnte they wero all standing in water
up to their waists. Knowing to which
side of them was the hill, they rushed
wildly throngh the water and succeeded
in gaining & firm foothold, The water
rushed by them, covering the entire \;II
ley to s depth of six feet, and curryifig
away ull the tents and baggage, The
vony was saved by one of the boys eut-
ting the stake rope as he passed him, he
fortnnately having gone to bed with his
punts on, Most of the boys were in
their night clothes, and a solemn set
they ware. The sudden rise of waler was
undoubtedly cuused by what is knowu as
a “elond’ burst” on the hesd of the
stream, some twenty or thirty miles
awiy. Any number of cattle were car-
ried down stresm, but most of them
flunlly escaped.

i Sunie R —
Yictor Hugo's Falth,
The agod Vietor Hugo, the revered
lmnt ol France, now past fourscore,
nows nothing of the joyless faith of
Ingersoll and Bradlaugh as they look
beyond death. His own words give but
na:lmnmiun to his sense of immortality.
feel in mysolf the future hife, am
like a forest which kas been more than
once cut down, The new shoots ave
stronger and livelier than ever. Iam
rising, I know, toward the sky. The
sunshine is on my head. The oarth
fives mo its generons sap, by heaven
ights me with the r flextion of unknown
worlds,

You say the soul is nothing but the
resultant of bodily powers. Why then
is my soal the more luminons when my
bodily powers begin to fuil?  Winter is
on my hend and elernal spring is in my
heart. Then 1 breathe, at this hour, the
fragrunce of the lilacs, the violets and
the roses as at twenty years,

The nearer 1 approsch the end the
plainer T hear around me the symphon-
168 of the worlds whioh invite me. It is
marvellons yet simple, It s a fuiry tale
atl it1s n history.  For half a century I
have been writing my thoughts in prose,
verse, history, plnfmuph_\'. dramun, ro-
maney, teadition, sative, ode, song—1
have tried all,  But I feel that 1 have
not sand the thousandth part of what is
in me,

When I go down to the grave I can
say, [ike so many others, ‘1 have inished
my duy’s work;” but 1 cunnot say, **1
linve finished my life.” My day’s work
will begin again next morning. The
tomb s not a blind alley; it 15 a thor-
otghfure. It oloses in the twilight to
opren with the dawn,

1 improve every hour bocsuss I love
the world ax my fatherland, My work
15 only u beginning. Aly monnmentis
hardly above its foundation. T wonld
be glad to soo it monating and mounting
forever. The thirst for the infinite proves
infioity.

The Whalimae's Funeral,

At a time when the Nantacket whaling
trude was ut ita zenith a sperm whaler
from that port, in the Pacific had the
misfortune to loss the black cook. Now,
while this important fupctionary lay on
the plank, 1n the gangway, shrondel in
Lis canvis cover, sewed up by the sail-
maker ready for burial, and all the ship's
company were musternd around the rude

i taken her for her niece? mﬂ‘lm-r. save the lookont men aloft (for the

Kipper had an eye to husiness) the cap
tain engaged with nil due gravity read-
ing the Lurial service, the ship's bell
solemnly tolling, and the air filisd with
the solemnity of the moment, s loft's
wan suddenly discovered the spout of a
whale, and saog out lustily: T h-o'te
u}w blows!"  HBefore the lookout had
tim# to repeat the ever welcome wonds,
the now exeied skippef droppod his

book, seiged his glass, snd jumpod into
the ri.pgi“n:ln;aml aloft at & filteen-knot
54 sootl proved the tioth

he qulnl‘.'a crys sndfpom bis lofty

peroh the skippor bellowed ont as

.mlor‘mn: &

KD waly

“LraPtwey the boapits oo

- l‘l.h IRl nigger nverboard’™

ey bavw him
= Burlington Hawkeye

A milﬁon‘poqml- of buffslo meat were
shipped from the plaios last year,

]

AN ANDANTE 0¥ I!_m'_flm‘l:,l,.
014 Solymitt, with vidlin oase unader
his weather-stained cloak, came out of
the thester alter 8 matines performanoe,

the street looked dark after the brilliant
lights within; thera was an unusoal
throng of people sol din of wheels,
Schmitt felt & strange bewilderment. It
was all so dream-like; he seemed to be
moving among pbantoms. Traly, he
thonght, thewe theater orchestras were
enough to drive one mad sooner or later
sad maybe bis time had come.  Here at
the corner he comes upon s poor old
beggar who would seem to choose such
duys a8 this for seraping his wretched
fldile io the open sir. Half-frozen drops
fall on the frozen locks, on the Turpia.
trombling hands. 1t is a pitiful sight,
which sends a sudden chill to tha blood
of the fur robed r-by, and Behmitt
sees him with o start of affright.  Why
should it strike bim ns o ]-goplmtlo vis-
jon, » mocking picture of himeelf?  He
puts his liand to bis head, tryiog to rub
awny 80 distressing o fancy, throws a
few pennies down, and hurries on to
getout of the sound of the shrieking
strings.

He climbs two flights of stairs, and is
at his own door. Little Dorrette greeta
her grandfather with a kiss.

“Ab,Dorette! thon art a famons house-
wifa for & seven-years maiden, But hast
thou learned thy lesson, too!” glaneing at
the little piano in the corner.

“Indeed I have, grandfather; and,
when we bave had supper [ will play it
for thee;" said Dorette, us she went to
lay the eloth.

By the fireside the old maun fell into »
revery. In his ears still rang the gulops
and medleys of the theater, but his
thoughts were away with thé grand
orchestra in which he plased bafore his
fAingers had lost their cunning,  He had
been ane of the original members of the
orchestra in the primitive days of mu-
sical enterprine, had sacrificed not a
little to its advancement, if sacrifion it
conld bé called. The years went on;
the band grew in numbers, in skill;
young members came in, new music was
added 1o the repertory--erratic compo-
gitions sorre of them, Schimitt thought,
thought be tried to do his duty by thew,
It isppenad at last that he who had en-
tered in his prime, who bad so loug held
the place of “‘chef d'attaque,” found
bimsalf with his gray bairs and his nn-
certain fingers some seafs removed, a oy
playing 1o the seats before him. Then
came 4 time of changes in the orchestra,
and when all moved smoothly along old
Schmitt had been loft out. And this was
the end of it all.

A fair vision passed befors him—his
handsome Qarl, his gifted son the father
of little Dorette—he who bad died so
young, Carl wonld have been like a
king cowe to his kingdom, and his olid
father would not sit to-night  shonored
and forgotten, Then, again, thst sym-
phony of his own—for he Lad one, 98 so
mapy of the others had, whether or not
they confessed it--it had been lying a
long time.  No doubt but it was alto-
gother old-fashioned, qnite after the
style of Mozart. Skould he really never
hear it with mortal ears?

Suddenly to-night. as he sat ip bitter-
vess of spirit, the injustice of fate and
the ingratitude of men racking his soul,
a terrible figare arose befure him—grim
want with bony fingor threateningly
lifted. Dorette glancing aronnd at that
moment saw a look on the beloved face
she had never seen thers before—a
look of pain, but mora of terrible resolu
tion.

The scunty supper was eaten in
silence; the old man was absorbad, and
the child felt a new, an oppressive scene
ofawe.

There ia a knock at the door, and the
grooer's wife from below ocomes in bear-
ing u small tray. Her face glows with
health and good humor, and she is incon-
solable that her neighbor can taste
neither cakes nor ale.

“You are very kind, Frin Diefen-
bach," said be; *‘they will serve another
time. Iam going to take Dorelte out
to-night, und wounld youn help her a little
to dress hersell comfortubly?”

“Right heartily, and she shall wear
my Lina's warm cloak: it is a bad night
to be out of doors, Herr Schmitt,"

Bat it is vot far. They stop a mo-
ment at the corner where the great red
and yellow bottles glow so prettily, and
Schmitt usks for u phinl of landannm. Tt
wis for the toothache, hie said, but with
# thrill of shame in his honest heart,

A fow stops further on, and they enter
a great building already besieged by
people and carringes, The musicians are
tuping their instruments—a chaos of
sounds from which heavenly order shall
soon be evolved.

Yes, ho wonld hear it again—thiz or-
chesten that had been the pride of his
youth and his age; once more, and then
—apven pow & great wave of harmony
rolls forth bearing the sonl upward,

“Liook, Doretie,” he whizsperad doring
a panss, *'thon sesst the men sitting first
at the leader's left? There sat thy grand-
father for nearly thirty vears. And the
leader at his desk? My Carl wonld stand
in that place to-night if (od had spared
it to Lis old father.  And hearken well
to the music, Dorotte, The memory of
this night is all I can leave thee, There-
fora have I brought thee,"

The prima donna came forth. 8he
sang lier brilliant airs, and long raged
the tempest of applanse.

“Thna Fate kpocks at the door.” The
sympoliny began. The violas and "vellos
in turn took up their melody and the
beantifol andante moved on. “‘Art 1s
etornal,” it said; “serve, follow, trost
her; she will not fail thee in the hour of
thy extrenaty.”

The old man’s head sank low; great
drops ran slowly down his chesks.
Ouoly the student on the left, looking np

a woment from his scors noticed how
“dgele's gulden tongus
Flatteesd 1 vear ag=1 tion ang po- "

en little Dorette raised her large
oy® wopderingly to bis face, for a drop
had fallen on het amall bare had, smiled

grandfather, sud help lo muke the bean-
tifu) musie.
“Rather than be the famons prima

d , who got as much money for a
l::;:)r two a8 half the great orchestra

It was raining—n slooty December rain; | together?

“I oare not; I would play in the or
oliestra, To-morrow, dear grandfather,
1 will begin the violin." _

The child's eyes glowed inthe flre
light, and she looked earnestly up to the
old man's face.

““Phou art like my Carl, Doretta. Oh,
my child! if thy father had but lived!"

“T will prastice so much grandfather.
I will do what my father would have
done.”

“But thoa art a girl, Doretto—thon
art but a girl.  God help thee when 1
am gone!” g

“When thou art gone, grandfather?”
with a look of alarm.

“Whon I am gone!”

“'Art thou going far, and soon?” And
wilt thou be long sway?"

“Very far—it msy be soou—and I
shall be long away."”

“Oh, grandfatber, do not leaye me! Tt
It is true; I am only o girl; but I will
be so good to thee, A girl can gat thy
sapper and mend thy coat and love thee.
Everything I will do for thea, only so
thou wilt not leave me!"

“Hush, Dorette, my child; thou art
indeed good to me.  All will be well,
But it is Jate. Kiss thine old grand
father, leibehen," wud sleep
well.”

Dorette slept in her bed; the fire
burned low: the old man still sat by the
hearth, dark shadows guthering about
him, Ouce hic took the phisl from his
pocket and gazed at it & long time, Then
he arose, and nulocking a desk in a cor-
ner bronght out a thick manunseript. He
loaned it toward the grate, drew back,
then suddenly threw it upon the coals,
The waning fire canght. the paper
engerly. The flames of the funeral pyre
loaped high, and up the chimney in
smoke and cinders fled the nream of life-
time, perhaps to some blessed vegion of
compensation, where untried harmonies
nhalrhave a hearing.

He took up his violin, & few wild and
dissonant strokes and be paased into the
theme of the andante. It sounds like
the farewell to nll oue loved or hoped
for. Now he buries his face in his hands
now he looks wistfully toward the little
sleepor, now he begins anew the sad,
persistent theme.  Again ond aguin he
repeats passage, phrase, measnre. [t is
like & psalm of David to the sonnd of the
player, & majestic peacs glows upon his
worn face and transfigures it.

“Sleep, my little one,” suid he at lnst;
“thy grandfather will not forske thee,
Heo will await God's time.” And be
emptied fhe vial npon the ashes,

The fire went out; the old cat erept
closer to bier muster's [e«t.  Outside the
shutters creaked, and the wind mouped
with stpange, varying cadence; abova it
rose the sound of the violin as the old
man played on.  Dorette, in' her drenms,
still sits in the lofty gallery, the gorge-
ous lights batween her eyes und the
heavenly music somlding. »

‘meine

.

The bitter night had waned; the wind
was still; the snow Iny deep in the city's
streets, That morning st the thoater
the spruce yonng conductor was out of
ull paticnce because old Bohmitt, first
violin, was not on time at rehearsal, He
hid & talk with the manager, and it was
decided to drop Schmitt,

But where was he? The snnshone
brightly into the little npper chamber.
In her cot Dorette still slept the rosy
sleep of the wearied child, In Lis chair,
with violin against his breast, the old
man slept the sleep of the weary sonl.
Thus Frau Diefenbach fonnd them when
she came up that morning on friendly
thouglits intent,

Old Schmitt had got his last dismissal.

Natural Ristory.

“Professor, what is & Dodo?"

“There are several species of the
Dodo, my son, and there used to b sov-
eral more before the feol-killer cut the
country up into districts,”

“Pleonse deseribe some of them to me?”

“With pleasure.  You have probably
attended s Sanday sohvol pienie given
on the banks of a lake or river? Six fat
women, two girls who wear eye-glasses,
and a very good boy who lisps muke up
# party to take n ride on the water, As
they nre ready to shove off, the Dodo ap-
pears and keeps them compuny "

“SWhat 15 he like, and what does lLe
dh?“

“He is generally a soft-headed young
man under twenty-three years of age,aud
he stands up snd rocks the boat to  hear
the fat women scream and to indnee the
girls to call him Gweorge.”

“Does the boat upset?"

It does,”

“Aund is anybody drowned?”

“Everybody except the Dodo, He al-
wiuys reaches the shore in safety, and he
is alwaya so sorry it bappened. He is
sometimes so affectad that it takes away
Lis appetite for luueh.”

**And is anything done with bim?"

“They sometimes rub his head with a
cheap brand of peppermint easence anid
turn him out to grass, but no ove ever
thinks of doing him harm."

“And the pext species?”

*“The next species is a youth from
sixtesn to twenty, He labors under
what the ancieuts termed the swell
Lead. He gets ont the family shot-gun
or revolver to show off. He points it
at xome boy or girl to see 'em shizer,
and sfter he bas testifisd before the
eyroner that he Jdid not know 1t was
loaded, the uffair is looked upon as
endad.

**Is thia species on the increase?”

“Well, no. The friends of the victins
bave got to making snch & fuss over
these trifles that they dido't-know-it-was-
loaded Dodo is not quite holding his
own,"

“What 15 the third species?”

““The third species belongs to the fe-
male sox, Of ocurse there are two sexes
of the Dodo. She bays arsenie to kill
rats, or corrosive-sublimate to discoar-
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They ecage Eum- throngh driving
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iy DPorette, art thon thinkiog of
the lady who sang so wonderfully? Soma
chf. conrse, thoa wilt sing like her!”
‘Rather would I sit in vhy old place,

{ of tronble half

at the red conls, |

nge bed bugs, or Paris green to give

snow. The.Ad man shiversd in s thin | cockroashies a hint to skip, aml she
tte truged blithely on i leaves the package on the pantry ahielf
A

and the old I

slongside of ber baking-powder. She
way keep ‘em sepanite for two or three
days, but it lsn’t over a week before the
family begins to loose their appetite snd
hire a cheap boy to go for a doctor and
a stomach pamp.”

**And is she sorry?”

“Oh, yes, She didn’t mean to, yon
know; never thought of killing the
unuily; always lived happr with ber hus-

“Several others, but we
to take 'em in detail and
Case

haven' 4

ive fql)
ticulars in each v
thinks the best horsa 'é:i:n“ :
The woman who gels into o,
strength of her falso hair, siml]
painted eyebrows, chalked cheeks
cramped feet, is & Dodo, The mag wi
thinks he can take comfort on g g
boat excarsion—the man who gogy
fishing excarsion—the woman whq v,
over the heatben—the girl why
poetty on sunsots—the FOULE wan fod
ing for & necktie to become him—gyp
would take me sn bour 10 wentjey
all.  Put away your booksin g ea
maoner acd we will walk oulud
kome live speclmens of the Daodg,
know of one who has engaged o deli]
» Fourth of July oration, and per.
we may get a shot at him, ]
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“*Speaking about the soeiability of
roads travellers,” said the map wi&
erntehes sod a waleh pooket ovey |

"I mever got 8o well aoquainted with iy
passengers on o train as L did the pi
day on the Milwaukee & St Pyyy
road. Were going ot the rale of g
miles an hour, and snother trajg
the other direction telescopad g,
were ull thrown into ench other'ssoeie
and brought into immedinte sociy] e
tact, 8o to speak.

“I went over and sat in fhe lap ol
corpulent lady from Manitobs, and g g
from Chicago jumped over nins s
und sat down on the plug hat of
preacher from La Crosse, with s g
timid, girlish enthusinsm that it shordl
lis hat clear down over his shonlder, B

“Everybody seemed to lay uside (il
usual eool reserve of strangers, gng
made onrselves entirely at home,

“A shy young man with an emgel
oil cloth valise, left Lis own seat yuill’
went over and sat down in & lunch
ket, where a bridal couple seemal 1}
wrestling with their first picnie. Do vo
suppose that reticent young man
have done such a thing on ordi o)
casions? Do you think if he had beey ¢
a celebration at homa that he would il
risen impetuously and gone whera thogl
people were eating by themselves, wifll
sat down in the eranberry jully of a tayll
stranger?

“Why, an old man who probably o
home led the class mesting, and was i
nified us Roscoe Conkling's father,
witing & piece of custard pis whey
met the other train, aud he left his o
seat wnd went over o the other end o
the car and shot that piees of costard pid
iuto the sur of o beautifal yonng wido
from Lown,

“People trnv--lins: some how forgat the
ansterity of their home lives, and fom
soquaintances  that  somotimes
through life."

e .
Personaltles and: LilsReporis

Koep clear of porsonalities in genenl
conversation, 'llalk of things, ohjsety
thouglits. Personalities must some
times be talked, becanse we have b
learn and dnd onf men's charscteristio
for legitimate objects; but itistobs
with confidential persons.  Poor Bum
wrote snd did muny foolish things, bat
he was wise when he wrots to & yo.ng
friend :

Ava. tell ynor story free, offiband

When wi' s basam eTony
But #11] keep somethlog 1o yoursel'
You' | searcely tell the ‘ory

Do not needlessly report ‘11 of othen,
There are times when we are compelsd
to say, *‘I do not think Bouncer s i
and henest mar.” But when there iin
neell to express an opinion let poe
Bouncer swagger away. Others wil
take his measure, no doubt, and s
you the trouble of analyzing him snd
instructing them. And ns far aspos
sible dwell on the good side of humé
beings. There are family boards whe
a ponstant process of depreciating, ®
signing motive,and cutting up chars
goes forward; they are not plesssol
places. One who is not healthy dos
not wish to dine at u disseoting tablt
There is evil enough, God knows. Dol
it isnot the mission of every young mas
and woman to detail and report it all
Keep the atmosphere as pure as pe
sible, sud fragrant with gentieness sl
ohurity,

Lientenant Chipp.

Among the personal characteristios
Lieutenant Chiarles W, Chipp, the offist
in charge of the missing cutter whi
was separated from the other two bos
of the Jesunstte in the gale of Seples
ber 13, waus his close attention to bood
of science. He was a great reader, 8
when one of the watehr officers on i
United State sloop-of-yur Juuista, 00
the Polar seareh expedition in the Arcb
regions in 1873, he spent most of bis it
in his room pouring over bis books. He
borrowed the books of other officers asl
applied himself constantly to the per
sal of them. He was also a greet resod
of the Bible, und so retentive was b
memory that he could repeat chaple
after climprer in wlmost any haok. He
nl2o was ready to join any of the expell
tions which daily left the Juoiata haot
ing for eider ducks, seals, bear or dewn,
or to gather apecies of flora, minerals, el
on the coast of Greenland, He as resdilf
engaged in apy social eptertainment o
Loard of the vessel, or to the terpsith®
rean entertainments on shorn with ¢
Esqnimaux women, Lient Chipp % *
single man, of fine physique, of &Y
todinm height,was of Tight complexio®
and wore a full light brown beard, 1
disposition, his superior official qud
cations and other excellent traits, made
biw o favorite smong his compapions ™
the navy.

e -

A StravGE Fusenaz.—An old man o
75.%ho died a few days ago at Cubsnd®
near Tarascon, Frauce, left s clause ®
bis will to the effsct that all friends st
tending his faneral were to smoke pib
while following his remaina to the B“":‘
and were to adjourn ina cave (0 5P€
in drink the snm of $60 bequestbed
the purpose. Three hundred =€
Leaded by the mayor of the village, 4o
attended the obseques, which took P
withont say religions rites. Every
lower had a lighted pipe in his m
and after the interment the second P

tion of this curions testamentary JisF
sition was carried out.




