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" WOULD NE BE KILLED.

Torw

; ;':'Iy love!”
“Why do you tremble?”
“Prom fear."
I hsve braved ihe
Liow's ruge & thonsand times, you I havo
not i sear,  Tho thousand and first time
will leave me as I aw now."”
And Signor Fosoarelli, the great lion-
tamer, plased his arm around the girl's
., I do pot know that it is strange
Aamer shonld make love in & mun-
just like any one else.  Ba thut as it
, Biguor Fosearelli drew the girl that
toward lim, snd kissod ber just
a2 any othor lover might bave donw,
“Apd, ss T have I n thousand
times,” e added, “T tuke it for granted
J can vonture as wany more times,
still not be maimod or slain."”
Tho woman thit Fasearelli loved spoke
with & tremor in bor voioe.
W] cannot view it #0," she said, “‘Your
- eikion seemy to mo like drawing at u

ho

ry. There are many blanks, but

. somewhore in the wheel thero is n
number. You have performed o thonsand

fimes. Ax yot you bhave not drawn the | po

futal number, yet your chances of doing

aro fearfully increasod; there uu:‘vl e

one mord tielot in the wheel; there

be w hondrsl, Geraot that there is

a thousand, A thousand against o thous-

aud is one against one.  Now do you not

#ae how strong the ]nmihilily of that fatal
pumber beiug near you is !

Biguor Foscearolli conghed wnd stam-
merpd, The argument that bal been
offerod was oconolusive. Ho could not
pontrovert it, Bot when the woman he
Jored burst into tears bho fouud his

tongue,

“1.)nri'mg,' Le whispersd soothiugly,
#f huve faith to believe that in my case
tho {atal nnmbar in beyoud two thousand,
I shall cease to be n liontamor beforo it
is roached, And for you and me there
ghall be long years of love and happi-

newe.

“Woald that I eonld beliove it," sho
murmured, _

“You may believe it, my love. And, in
tast time, I shall remind you that [ was
8o false prophiet.”

She dried hor tears; sho becamo more
choorful; she sotead Bignor Fonearelli's
Band ¢ sho smiled in his face.

“Prommise mo,” she oried, “thal when
this yoar is ended you will be no more &

mor, Promise mo that, aud I shall
In“ hope. Holase mo that promise

"Lt me see,"” interruptod Signor Fos-
odrelll, I think with what I can suve
thuis year thot I will be worth §10,000 ut

* the end of it. With that wo can try love
ina , my pot.”

“And whother wo ure worth it or not
wo oan,” erled the woman Sigoor Fos
earelli lovod, “Thero are a thousani
wooabions for you, in none of whick yon
weud peril your life. Refuse me that
rullz,. 1 ropeat, my darling, and you

reak 10y heart.”
“1 promise,” seid Signor Fosearelli,
gravoly.
Yes a lion tumer makos love like other

poeple.
UHAPTER 11

Ouly on tho bills was the lion-tamer's
wnine Foscarolli. It wan, in fuct, plain
Julin l"nulmr.h He 1;;3 not u-ilmmml of

. vame, but “Signor  Foscarelli”
mﬁal‘ﬁf l:roprinloru of the establish-
ments that he was wont fo travel with
Yettor than the simple patronymio. As
for Jolin Foster bimsell, it was a malter
of judifforonee to him,  He was  jost s
willing to bo known to the grest erowd
it clapped its hands and yolled itself
deal in admiration for him, ax Sigoor
Fosearelli as by auother title,

Jb wan on s Jark night carly in the
traveling seanon that Johin Foster was
walking vapidly slong the stroct of a
s, a hindred of which would not mako
Boston, for instanve,  The stroets wore
quiot and unlightod, suve by an oo
easiunnl lamup st a corner, the rays of
which would only extend for s short dis:
tanos.  Not loug before, however, the
mlu lr'd echioml to llu!v :n»ml of nﬂmul

o ol poople for “Lipwan's Great

~ Bastern (upon soond thought T Leg to
that ‘Oriental’ was the word nsed

. of Eqooscurivulum™ had given
ormance that eveniog.  But all the
multitnde had vapished, and Jehn Fos
tor's tread was the oply sound that dis-
%ulﬂol the stroot, The other

armers bad prooceded him to their

), but he, for somo reason, bwd lin-

.g-;fm the pavilion, that had fallen
~ ab by the hand of magie, lind stood, John

Poster had remained for a time by the

of saw dust that on the morrow

::;Iu{hlmn!l that wn'h;l'l Ii1 rru!.:iml the

rouging aronud it fhst Lipman's

G E “’3 como and gouw, nnld then

startod to walk to his hiotel,

As bo was walking bastily along, and,
while by was noar a lsmp-post, he mot a
man, a stranger o him,  The man stop-
e squaro before him.

Are you Signor Fosoarolli?" he in-

1 am sometimes known by that title,”
Fostar sanl,

¥en," said the stravger,  “Haw ! 1
#trn to your hotal juguiring for
# Twan told that you had uhh yel
some, 1 started in this direction know-
that I wonld meet you.

# fow words to say to you."
Lo pansed for & moment and then

I have just

*Alv pure i Poter Gwyn, of the State
of Now York, and um of sound mind.”
241 do not doulit it, Mr. Gwyn,” sald
Jobn Fuster,

‘;':rtn thore wis a4 moment’s panse,
ot by e liontamor saying:

“If you have saything to say, Mr.

0%& pray procesd
“Hum, yos," suid tho stranger.  Sig-
nor Foscarclli, you are # bLrave man,
Xou kee 1 saw you porform to-night,”
*Is that all von wish to say?™ said
Jolin Foster, ﬁ
af'ﬂo. I ropeat, Siguor Foscarolli, you
& brave man, but you will be killed
and I will see your death. T feel that
will, I donotfeel that 1 ean be decsived

my seusations. Mark my prophecy.
' Against ;ouéi‘mr Fows

=y
i illed by
doaie T

Pray don’
it is to he l‘-h:l:

I. “w
m‘f.'&".lnm To

siranger, and « voioe raog in his ears,

ing:
"r'l':u will bo killed, and T will see
your death.”

—_—

CHAPTER I11,

It was & month later. Doring the
ing month John Foster bad poriled
ﬁ."iueu.u % hundred times, coming
ont nnseathod,
A tremendons audience was gulhered
inthe pavilion of Lipman's Orisntal
uesourrieulum, deawn there privei-
pally by the fame of Bignor Fouearelli's
performance, The jests of the clown, the
waulting of the serobat, the contortions of
{he bonaless man, the anties of the trick
Lorse, all becsme things of the past for
{hat ocofsion. Last of ull was to come
\lie entrance of the Jion-tamer into the

vago of monstors,

Signor Poscarelil appesred. He bowed
{o the audiance, stailed, snd then entered
tho place where no other wan of all that
throng could Lave gone aud lived to tell
of his daring.

The nineteenth contary boasts of 14
oivilization. Dut some way or other I
am rominded of the gladstorial days of
| Rome as I write of John Foster. The
blooid of the sacrifics secms a8 swoot to
the people now us it was then. O tew-
! moros! ;
The man went throngh with bis per-
formance supeessfolly,\be nudionce hang-
ing breathlossly npon his sctions, His
beusts obeyed Lim as well as usoal. Big-
por Foscarelli, w4 I bavo wsaid, went
throngh Lis performance suceessfnlly; ho
was abont ready to rotire from the cago.
Slowly he stepped backward. Suddenly
there was a wuppressed roar. In sniostant
tho wan saw lus peril, 'The eyes of his
largost anitoal were flashing fire, and his
groat red tongue bud dropped out, There
wis o spring, and simuoltancously o ery
of foar from the aadivnce, ’

But the lion tamer wias vot slain,  He
had kept hin presence of wind, aud his
motions were quioker than those of the
angry benst, The great iron door of the
ongo olosed with u erash between him and
the lion, and he was safe, Still he bad
luft bis sleeve inside, and there was an
ugly seratoh on his axm—an ogly sorateh,
1o more.

John Poster bowed and smiled again,
Then in » moment his tall, athletio figure
bad dissppeared from the sight of the
multitude,

His esoapo had ocenrred during the
sftornoon performance. That evening,
after ho hud eaten his & llpor, he came
ont of the dining roow into the office of
tho hotel. Htanding by the doesk of the
olork was the mun with dark eyes,
closely shaven fuce, white teoth, und
thin lips, John Fostet recognized Yim
imlrmlinlo]y.

“(jood evening, Signor Fosoarelli,” he
suid,
“(tood evening,’

putd John Foster,

saldly.
o1 puderstand that yon have bad a
narrow  oscape,” sid Peler Gwyn,

“Now, if 1 had beon in the pavilion this
afteryoon, you would huve been killed,
podonbt. Iam toboein st the death,
howeyer, o you woro spared.  Are you
awnro that I have seen you perform sev-
oral times during the last wonth? Yon
wee, [4m n man of means, and it's my
whim to follow yon aronud in  this
wiy.'"
“1 don't know anything about your
movoments, sie,” said John Foster, an-
grily. "' Neithor do Ieare to. You are
too vold-blooded to suit mo."
“1 shull wee yon porform sgain to-
pight,” said Peter Gwyn, displaying no
heat whatever,
Johin Foster turned on lis hoel and
walked away. His ceuntenanoo botrayed
nothing, but he felt his heart sink, He
hud expooted, at any rate, that the llons
wonld be harder to manage than usual.
He felt that the presence of this man
would uonnerve bim, Before his vision
rose the face of the woman he loved, and
aho was wooping,  Was his doom staring
him in the face? The thonght suggoested
itaelf to him that he might refuse to ap-
poar. But ho sbut his toeth hard and
drove it away.
“I am no coward, Mr. Peter Gwyn,"”
he muttered, as though speaking to the
man who seemed to be his foe, **Your
silly twaddlo shall not frighten me from
m{’hminm."

ut that very thought was proof that
Johin Fostor was affeoted. And ho, brave
wan Ay over lived, was strangely so.
However, for some rosson, why, John
Foster nevor know, Pelor Gwya was not
present that night, and the auimals were
us doeilo and obadient as ho bad ever
known them.

CHAPYER 1V,
And still the man continued to peril
his life for the amusement of the public,
He did not inform the woman he loved
of the destiny that had been tracking him
in the shape of Poter Gwyn, The wmost
frequont advios, by far, that she seat was
to be very ouroful. And he, for hor sake,
WA 8O,
But the end of troublo had not yet
oome. Oue balmy wigot in Juuve that
lurgost brute wok a notion to once more
display bis temper. Tn tho bills he was
mlvertised as the “Ewperor Naro," but
John Fostor called him “Jim jams,”
which shows the differonce in tho tastes
of a manager and lion-tawer, in the selee-
tion of names (or auimals,
Jolhn Foster saw the indioations of the
brute's rising anger sconer this time
than before, but ke was pot so olose to
the door of the oage. He fixed his eyes
on Jim-juma, und, withont the tromor of
u nerve, bogun slowly Lo retreat, ever
keeping his back to the deor. Slowly,
slowly he moved, Still be held the ani-
mal beneath his will, A mwowment wove!
But, inexplicably, Lis will lost its in-
flnenoo on the boast. Again the sop-
prossad roar; again the spring, At the
saine instant there was o sharp, quick
roport.  The remaining lions rosred in
will rage, but Jun-jsms fell in the
agonies of death.  Agan, bowever, the
iron door elossd between John Foster
and danger, Ho bad boes prepared and
had suved himwelf,
Yet afwerwanl the fact was roalized by
bim that had the lion sprung with as lit |
tle warning as previously he must have
beon slain,  Cironmstances had favored
him, and be bad made two pacrow es

"

John Foster loft the pavilion he en-
conntersd Petor Guyn,

“Huw, Sigoor Foscarelli,” said that
erson, his white te th glowing between
is thin lips, "I ntended to be hece

sooner, but "
o) 1w delayed, You have
“Thank heaven that you were,” cried

John Foster, *'Fiend, devil, you need
pot bunt me to the desth.”

Probably Johin Foster would not Liave
said 80 muoh, had he not been excited by
his enconnter.

CHAPTER V.

The livn4amer knew that Peler Gwyn
was in the sudience. Ho had seen the
mun enter, os it chanced, sod it had
seemnd to him then an ominous token.
But thore wonld ke no failure to fiil out
the programme of the evening on that
noootnnt,

Poter Gwyn got  seat s close to the
vage of performing lions a8 possibleand,
while the elown jealml. the nerobat tum-
bled, and the knighta of the sawdust gal:
Joped around, he sat atill, evidently un-
jnterested, At last, however, the per
formance of the evening was ut hand.
Thers was & flonrish of the orchestes,
gome lively strains, aud then all was
silont as the wateh of death. John
Foster was in tho lioo’s cage. _

Tha proprietor of the “(irand Ori-
ental Equescurriculum®™ bad oonsidersd
himself especinlly lucky that on the very
day succeeding that on which “*Emperor
Nero” perished be had received notice
from his ngoot in New York of the recop
tion of & lion of nnusual strength und
wizo, He ordered the snimal sent to him
immedistely, John Foster bad been
training him for a few weaks, nnd now
be had been performing for one, He
was kuown to the gaping crowds as
“(lmanr the Conqueror;” 1o John Foster
us *Jim-jnms."

To the lion-tamer, as he enterad that
engo of dangerons boasts all things sbout
bim seemed nnreal.  The bright blaze of
thie lamps might be the wierd light of au
enchanted world, so unreal did itappear;
the lions, huge monsters; Mr., Peter
Giwyn, Satan himself.

This part of my slory is soon told,
John Foster was in no mood to bandle
lions., From the very tirst the tide was
agniust him. The lstest addition became
unrnly, Jolin Foster's state of apathy
continned, Onco more the spring of the
lion was made.

This time John Foster foll through the
door held open for hig leap sod rolled
anderneath the osge, It was mot
cloked yuickly enongh, and the huge
form of the beast of prey forced itsslf
throngh.

Meantime Mr, Poter Gwyn had
moved closer to the eage. At the mo:
ment of the catastrophe e wad near al
Land, looking in with eager eyes. With
n lond roar the raging beast sprang upon
him.

John Foster became free from his ap-
athetic condition. He leaped to his feet
nnd seized » whip from the hand of a
puralyzed attendant close at band. With
fleroe courage he attacked the lion. He
struck terriffio Llows on the head of the
beast, Csar the Congqueror crouched.
More and more flercely John Foster
stroek.

Wall, there ars inexplicable things all
aronnd us. In two minutes Casar was
vonguered and cuged. I cannot explain
now, nor why the indomitablo will of
John Foster tamed 'n monster whose
tongue was wet with  blood,

And Poter Gwyn was desd.  The most
singular part of my story, poerhaps, is to
come, Beter Gwyn left n will, and in
that will be bequeathod all his wealth,
he laviog no known relatives, to
Signor Fosearelli, the great lion-tamer,
provided he shonld survive him.

Jolin Foster went no more into deadly
peril.

I daro say Lo and the woman whom he
loved aro as happy #s the majority of
such mortals.

Hirds of the Coast Runge.

It is hard to realize myself in Califor
nin.  Looking one way, I might easily
think a eypress swatnp in Louisiang my
Lospice; looking another, any Eastern
mountain seene ig duplicated, from North
Carolins to the Adirondacks, Of conrss
s minute glance detects difforénces at
ones, but the general impession is about
tho same one wonld gather from a wild
bit of wet woodland in the hills of any
the Atlantio State. Always on the lookout
for my fricnds, the birds, I see that o
stranger would scarcoly notice the differ-
enco botweon Californis and the Oat-
skills in this respect. The soream of
woodpeckors, the short whistle of the
plumed quail—knightly birds!—the loud
olick and chatter of o bluzing, bee-like
Lummer, would excite his question; but
one lisars here the same kind of melody,
nud recognizes the songs of old friends
in 4 now brogue, ns is to be expectod of
consing living on this side of the big
oontinent. Among theso low bushes,
for instance, a fluch is bobbing about,
aod chirping in a  metallic mun-
ver that is perfectly familiar; and
from another bush ecomes s joy
ons roundolay telling mo at onse that it
is a song-sparrow that is the parformer,
The blackbirds, nestling in the willows
so well moated by the aluggish oreck,
carol above their ztrensures in just the
hisppy-go-lncky strain one hears inan
Ohio “swale,” but, improving on it,have
convertad the old eheery roundelay into
the sharp jingling of an wrmful of small
wleigh-bells.  Chiokndess and wrens
squenk and obatter at  yon, the
solemn wail of the dove eomes from the
dark cliff, the coarse scream of the jay
(bere bluer and with more swagger than
at home), and a pretty prattie of many &
warbler, all suggest, if they do not  pre-
eisaly tally with, the familiar bird-notes
of Eastorn woods swamps. [ bave heard
it said that the birds in Californis do not
sing. It is a wicked libel, They are
wore musical, on the while, 1 helieve,
than those of the Atlantic cosst, and
richer melody was never Leanl than
drops from their happy throats during
all these sunshiny May days.—Ernost
lugersoll, o Huarper's Magamoe for
Jannary.

The Duke of Noewoastle was at Wash-
ingten last Sunday, and atteaded o
fanbionable chinreh. Whoen he asked for
u seat the sextos told him to wait in the
vestibule and be wonld attend to him
soon.  The Duke waited as jong as he
thought was: proper, and then returnad
to his botel, disgustel with the way
ohrohes were ran i this bissted ocoun-
try. Herelated the incident o some ne-
quaintances, and it got into the news-
papers. The trustees of the chureh
were very much oxcited about it and
sont him an apology. This raises the
question whether ho would have received
;'n C.”ff”f«f’uﬁ' hrl not been & duke,

o it is quite as ble
that if the sexton had mq .u.'f.'ﬁ‘."--
he wouldn't bave been invited to wail
awhile in the vestibule,

THE TWO JOUNS,

Sometimes it 18 & pity to have twe
Johns in the same house, and sometimes
it isn't, If they agree, and all others
agree with them, w sud good. But
suppose that one of these Johns is guy,
and pretty, nad petted, and the other is
ngly, and sad and neglected. And sap-
pose that the happy John langhs ot the
othear, and doesn't care much about him,
and that the sad John grows savage, and
thinks that ke would like to punch the

o8 of John No. 1, snd spoil his fine
clothes for him. Lastly, suppose that
No. 1 is called Jobunie and No. 3 Juck,
and that they are cousins, and live with
their grandmother and susts, and one
solemn old uncle. Then, I think,
you will agreo that the two had best be
npart.

There they were, howev r, at Grand-
mother Parker's in a fine lionse just cut
of the city, and neither of them had any
parents or home besides.

One day Jack felt unusually badl.
There bad beon company at the house,
and all had praised rosy-cheeked Joho,
and no oue bad noticed sallow-faced
Jock. He swallowed dJdown his dinner
without tusting it, or tasting ooly the
snlt tears he awallowed with it; and as
soon @ he got away from the table,
went off into the garden and down @
great brook, and hiding himsell in the
bushes, wept and sobbed oll by himself.
He had o mind to ren away and never
come baek again; but be didn’t know
where to run to. It would only be ont
of the frying-pun into the fire, he knew.

Then his wnger came up, and he
wiskied that be could get hold of John
and pul bim into the brook and drown
him. Mo grew quite savage over it, and
vowed to lumself that if he could only
get his cousin into the water, he wonld
soo that Lo stayed inat. Thea he fell to
crying; for if John was out of the way,
what good would it do Jack? Nobody
wonld like him auy better, particalurly
il they knew what he had ddone or
wished to do.

While he was thicking this hefwas
startled by a lond splash in the stream
above him; and a fuint, gurgling sound
that was hardly acry. Hestaried up
and listened a moment, but heard notu-
ing. Then he tan down to the brook
whioh was 4 little river, and looked up
the chiannel. What wus it he ssw there,
floating toward him? What but the prot
ty jacket, newer and nicer than his,
which had made him angry that morn:
ing, and the littlo whito haods and  face
and the yellow-oarling locks of his rival,
Johnnie, the favorite,

Jack nayer stopped to be glad thut his
wisli was coming to pass; he only threw
off his jacket in o twinkling, gave 4 loud
ory for help, aond ran wading into the
water, Fortunately, though there was o
deep sud narrow channel just thers, the
rost of the water wes so sproad out that
it didn't reach much above his waist. He
waded in, his ears ringing, bis heart in
Lis mouth, reachied the vdge of the swift,
blaek channel, and strotehed ont his
arms to  cateh the exhausted little form
that was floating kelplessly by,

Thaok God, he did reach i, thongh it
almost pulled him into the lurrying
water, H cangbt ncarl of hair, the col-
lar of the jaoket, the arm; he held for
denr life and pnlled, And aftera minate,
he drew his cousin into shullow water,
and toward the shore.  And just s e
renchied land, his uncle came rouning
down the bank, haviog heard the cull for
help and from a distanco seen the two
boys in the water,

Johnoie was carmed Lhome and the
doctor sent for, and poor Juck stowl
shiyering in his wot clothes till the half-
drowned boy opened his eyed.  ‘Then the
doctor saw him.

“Why isn't something done for this
boy?" o exclaimed. He was one of poor

Jack's few friends. **Hc will have o
fever. How di he gt so wet?  Was he
in the water, too?”

At that Johnnie lifted his head from
the pillow, round which the whole fam
ily wore elustered, and oried out:

““Ho ran in to pull me oat. I would
huve been drowned but for him, dear old
fellow!"

And he put his arms ont to Jack and
burst iuto tears.

“Come here,"”

So Juok went, and wet as lhe was,
Jolhunie hogged and kissed him, and told

him he was sorey, and that he never

would be cross to dear Jack again, no
never!

Yon see Johunie was not a bad boy,
ufter all, only u little spoiled,

Then Unele Tom, and Annt Jane, and
Grandmother Parker and Aunt Suosan
began to ery again. They bad already
oried over Johnnio. And Jack was
whisked off, and put into dry clothes,
and some hot herb tea was given him,
and they all made much of him.

Dut some way it made him feel worse;
for he thought it wna, after all, but be-
cause Lo had saved Johoois, They didn’t
like him for himself, he knew. So he
thonght it mll over, and made up his
mind to run away just the same as if
they badn't all kissed and praised him
that day.

Just as he had settled what he would
do, and was sitting very sadly alone in
the sitting-room by himself that evening,
all the others being in Johnnie's cham-
ber, where the doctor was making his
sccond call, the door opened, and the
dootor himself put his head in,

“And  how are you?" he asked,
coming in.

“Pretty well, thank youn,” said Jack,
soberly.

He always said pretty well, no matter
how sick he might be,

“If you sre pretty well, what are you
looking so pale and solemu abont?” asked
the doctor, coming 1o and shutting the
door behind him.

Jack never knew Low it came about;
but before he knew it he was telling this
kind doctor all his tronbles, and even
how ho was determined to run away; and
the doctor was listening, with one of
Jock's hands in his and his arm round
Jack's shoulder.

“*Bul they will like you now," he said,
when the boy's story was finished. “Yon
have done a great thing in saving John,
They are prond of you and think you
are very brave, and your cousin is sorry
he over treated yYou ill. Can't you be
content to stay?” :

“No, sir!" Jaok said, frmly. *“It
wonld bLe the same thing over again,
And if I have done something great to
make them like me, they haven't donme
suything to make me like them. I want

to go away.
'go doetor considerad & moment. He

and mesnt to slay so,
and ho had & kind old sister to keep his
pleasant house for him. Ho wes wall
off, and he was foad of Jack, and  be-
lieved that the boy might be made some-
thing of. .

“Would you like to come and live
with me?” ho asked at length. ;

Jack looked at Lim in astonishment
and delight, and blusbed and choked ap
#0 that he could not anawer, .

o] gee you wonld,” the doctor said,
“May 1 go and osk them?" :

#Qh, yes! Oh, Lam so glad!”
Jack.

The ood of the matter was that Jack
wes allowod to go home with Doctor
Ball and mako him s visit. Aod, having
gone, he never came back to ah{. Dut
he nsed to come over occasionally, and
Jolinnie and be wero the best of friends,

wos & lmhelorl

eried

A Good Word for Crematl

The London World privts the follow-
ing!
There wre only throe ways in which
dewd bodies can e dispogsed of—either
in oarth, ses or five. There are obvious
objactions, on the score of good taste,
to seading onr dead to be torn to bits by
fishes, It is also certain that onroewe-
tories and graveyards, with slowly de-
composing maises of animal mutter,
loads to the surrounding soil being pois-
onéil by the products of putrefaction—
a result that einnok be considered healthy
by uny steetch of imagivation. But if
we bura o dead body to ashes we do, or
need do, injuey to unobody. There is
pothing unwholesome in the ashes,
which muy be preserved with reverent
caro as sacrod relies, and people who
prefor to burn their dead ratber than let

them ** lie in cold destruction and rot,” |

have both sense aod science on their
side, Indeed, wo have never heard of
unything like a good argument sgainst
oremation, save one. Itis stated by a
Belgian statesmnn, who Lolds that, if
we burn dend bodies, we lessen the
chunces of detecting casos of poisoning.
But surely it would be possible to de

vise means whereby, while the body was
consnmed the stomnel of ench corpse
might be preserved for a cortain time af-
ter death, lostit might be wanted for
aonlysis. We do not share the terror of
those bishops who, like Dr. Wordsworth
think that cremation may temper with
the popular belief in the resarrection cf
the body; nor can we aflect to sympu

thizs with the late Home Secretary, who,
when orematiun was once braited in_his
presence, is said to have asked with Lor-
vor: ‘' But, then, what shall we do for
burial certificates?"' The world can and
lins gone on after tfo sacrifico of more
important forms than the borial cortitl-
onle, which, to Sir Richard Cross, seems
an essentinl clement in the constitution
of society; and it ought not to  be more
difiionlt to believe in the resnrrection
of u body which a shark hus caten snd
digested, than to one reduced to sihes in
u funeral pyre.

sweet are the Uses of Adversity.

The Detroit F'ree Press publishes the
fullowing:

A Loy of 12 stood leaning agaivst o
fence on  Duffield etreet, bat pulled
down, feet orossad, and  Lis right hand
going up oceasionally to wipe his nose,
when along came another anatomy abont
his size and asked:

“Siek?

“No."

“Any of the family siek?”

*No."

*(loing to run away?"

“[dunno. I've jost been licked.’

"‘v]l.rl don itY”

“Dad."

“Did vonr ma ask bim to?"

“Yes, BShe told him I had been
gehiag for it more than a month."”

*Say," said the new arrival, “you are
in lnek. I'm trying my best to get ded
to whale me, I'd give fifty cents if he
had tanped ne this noon and it was all
throngh horking."

Wy

“Why? Haven't I got three dollars
saved np to buy pap and marm Christ-
mas presents, amd if 1 can get 'em to
whale me before Christmas won't I
spetd every cent of the money on my-
solf. How mnch youn got?"

“Two dollars.”

“Bully! Yonare all right.  Yon've
been licked, aml they woa't expect even
a stick of gum from their pounded son.
I'll go home and slam the baby aronnd
nird steal sugar and kick the cat and suss
mother, and if Ican get wolloned to-
night I'll meet you here to-morrow, and
we'll pool in and buy more pistols awd
sealping knives and red candy and nn's
and rmsins than yon ever saw before!
Yip! Peel me down, dear father—hang
my hide on the fence, mother darling!™

strnek o Paradise,

About forty miles from Green Bay on
a highway blazed through the woods,snd
no house within seven miles of the
spot, 8 Boston pine man moat a family in
a one-horse wagon with a ragged cover,
and drawn by a horse so thin that the
grinding of his ribs conld be plainly
heard. »

“Stranger!’ callad the ilmmigrant, “ars
there are any lightening rod agoents in
this seection?"

“(ness not,"”

“Avny insurance men?”

"NU.”

‘Any book agentse?”

‘*No,"

"Any sewing machine fellers?"

“Huvn't seen any.”

".tuy tomperance reformers?”

IIA‘O".

“Any marriage associations or divorce
courta?"”

“Not uny,”

“Any politics, horse-races, lawvers or
i!t'u‘tfl'rn?"

“I think not, this is & vew township,
aud I don’t thiok it has a single sat-
tier yet."”

“Struoger,” continued the immigrant,
“'von'r not Iyin,’ are you?"

*“Oh, no,"

“Then, whos, Lyourcns,” called the
man atthe reign. *‘Thisis the plice |
am lookin' fur | Unload the children,
Sally Ann, and I'll get ont the bed and
cook stove and got ready to squat! If
this ain’t next door to heaven, 1t's about
as near us our family will probably ever
get."”

Stock the farm to the fullest extent
with safsty. Haise all the food possible,
straw, hay, grain, fodder, then feed lib.
enally but carefully.

A Cup of Ten,
The word “pare,” as applied to teas
from Japan and China, & to be os
to their sale as the omission of

the same word 1a to Indian toas,from the
simple fact that tea can only be lea—as
if it is not tea ergo it ik gomething else,
and shonld be sold noder another name.
The cause need not be sought for, as it is
simply doe to the simplicity of a too
counfiding pablic. The middleman and
retail dealar nuito in full force and the
saplont housewife, who would instanter
reject “‘olemarganne” or “‘butterine,”
for butter, will most meskly acoept i
mixture of willow or other leaves,
highly faced with copperas, indigo or

Prussian blue, as pure groen tes, sod
this wher infusion and n slight knowl
'ul;;a of the tea leaf would frequently
| pluoe ull in a position to test the purity
Hor themselves, Further cheek is of
Land in o sediment presenting an ap-
pearsnce lika its adnlterant, From most
countries complaints are frequent that
“pure tea” is nuproonrasle at any price.
Still puro tes is maunfactored, but how
much of it resches the consumer of
| Chinssand Japan teas as such is & qnes-
ition. By the time it has  passed
| from the bush to the factory, thenoe to
middlemen uud groeer, and finally into
the onp of the confidling driuker, ils
original identity would puzzle its maun-
facturer to determine its elusa, certainly
ps rogards Indian teas, whose frequent
“mixings" and travsformations often
destroy all traces of their origin,  The
adnlteration of teus hus been dilaved
apon ad nansesnm,but a further atterpt
by one whose cxperience has awnkened
his interest may uot now ba amiss,

In & country where dyspeptio and ner-
vous votn plaints wre so common their im.
port is enhancod by the fact that to 1m-
phré tes cun be traced the germs of many
sneh maladies, though popular delusion
peoribes them to more remote causes,
From two distinguished professors wo
Luve the following stalement on the nses
pnd propertiesof toa: (‘Modicinal Plants’
by Professors Bentley and Timen.) "The
prinvipal nse of ten is to form an agrees-
L ble, slightly stimulating, scothing and
{ rufroshing beverage.” oto., and Turther:
| It was formerly believed that tea, from
[ the theine it contained, bad the effect of
| diminishing the waste of the body, and,
| a4 npy substance that does this necessar-
[ily saves food, it was regarded as indi-
[ reotly nutritive, Contrary opinious are
{wivanced by equally reliable anthority
[ tending to show that toa, by acting as a
respivatory excitant, is condueive’ lo
bodily waste sud both opinions ara open

to eredence.  From the glaten contained

[in tea, its value as n patritive is also
| prominently advanced, whilo usanervine
| stimulant tea may be tuken with effect in
| cases of headache, neuralgin or other
| uffoctions sequent npon the effects of ex.
Laustion or the depression of nervipe
power, Xts effocts ave said to be similar
to those of guinis in cases of intermittent
favers, nsthmn, whooping vongh or other
spasmodie compluints, But these atiri-
bntes essentially refer to tea, and not to
{any other fabrication under its name.
Ten lins its votaries, bnt it also has its
enemies, who ascribe the iucrease in ner-
vous disoases to the constant and inoreas-
inguse of tea; but investigutions may
tend to show that this is dae not to the
toa itself but to the poisonous adulterants
with which it is vompounded. No elass
of men in India drink tea more
persisten.ly than do the planters
themselves, yet no nervons or
dyspeptic discases predominate among
Indian planters as a class.  Bat,
then, they only drink tea, and no plan.
ter, or even lus coolie, wonld nnmixed
dreink teas such as those of the class
known as **Qoloog,” and certainly not of
that known and openly sold us “'eolored.”
Planters are usnully very careful as to
the teas they nse, and will select from
the lower class known as “Sou-
chong,” or sometimes from a class
locally known os **Red Leaf,” tho latter
being almost the refuse. This is no
pennrions economy, a8 every planter can
drink all the ten ne requires, aud in
most fuctories also yearly supply a few
poands to his frieuds. Few planters
will drink tea which has been recently
mannfactured, and generally make dur-
ing esoh season w supply of what is
termed **drinking te " which by special
fermeptation, bevomes drinkable months
before twas of ordinary commercial
manofacture conld be imbibed with com-
fort, The nearestapproach to the olass of
teas known as “Uolong” is the species
technicully termed “‘Namoonsh" (Hin-
dostanee), in the Indian tree distriots,
un nofermented “panned” tea. Its value
as 0 mixing agent with weaker China
teas is great, and its price high, but as
its praduction is more expensiva, the re.
sults are frequently vroblomatical, and
it is only in solitary eases that it is man-
ufuctured. No planter wonld deink this
tea from choioe, as it would simply
“‘blow Lis head off," or unnerve him com-
pletely, and wet it is o fact that teas of
this deseription are the most sought
aftor us o bevarage in the United States
by rich sdmirers of *'Oolong,” *'Gun-
powider,” **Caper,” eto. Personal exper-
iments recently made have convineed
the writer that these teas when drank
ulong are positively nanseous, and thata
little gous o long way. Here, then, is a
pase where to the use of pure tea may be
laid a series of dyspeptic and nervous
disorders.—[ Philadelphia Press.

A Puerry Storr Anour e Messace.
—Acocording to the Boston Jonrual, this
was the way in which the President had
his message put ip print and yet kept it
from the pnblio until the proper time.
About tvo weeks ago he sent for Mr.
Rounds, public printer, and gave him
part of the MS,, ug}uiniug upon him the
utmost seerecy.  Mr. Rounds set up the
matter himself, sssisted by Capt. Brian,
foreman, and Mr. Taylor's chief olerk.
The rest of the MS. when ready was
given by Mr. Rounds in very short
“takes” to & few trusty compositors, Mr,
Ronnds read the proofs himsell and
wade the corrections, and keptall the
provls, galleys and MS., when not in
use, locked up ina burglar proof safe,
As a resalt notaline leaked ont, and
aven the “guessers” were so far baffled
that when Mr. Rounds was visiting the
President to earry proofs snd get copy,
they imagined that the President was

oing to remove him and had sent for

im to tell him so, and they mades
serious announcement to that

The notorions French illustrated
weekly newspaper, La Vio Parisionne,
h.:"hill seized on acconnt of its immor-




