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Aztee Legenda,
[“C. W. R." in Louisville Courler-Journal,)

About hall way between Laos Vegaa
and Lamy is the Medea of the Aztecs,
the reputed birthplace of Montezima,
over which sn old Azteo temple foru-
erly atood which wis succoeded by o
Cliristian oliurel, bnilt, so say the
Jesuits, by one of their own nnmber
early in the sixteenth contury, that is.
very soon ofter the first discovery of
this portion of the country by the
Spanish. As we approsch the station
of Pocos, st the erossing of the river of
the same name, this old ehureh. itsslf
also in ruios, with only a portion of its
walls still standing, is pointed outin the
distancs, off to the left in a wooded
hollow, & rude adobe or stone pural-
lelogram fast erumbling back to earth.
It is said to be surrounded by the
broken walls of what was once a large
cily, whose ruins kindly nature lns
bLeen busy for centuries draping with
green banners and adorning with tow-
ering monuments of pine, until theonce

opulons city is now bnt & woodland
ower, the haunt of all the wild
creaturos of the forest. How puny are
the works of man compared with the
ever-ubiding forces of nature!

Huore, tradition says, onrred the
Aztoe nvatar, the inosruation of Monte-
zumn, the enltured god, the fonnder of
the Azteo roligion and the dynasty of
the Mexican monarchs of the Aztee race.
Tradition furthor says that, when he
arrived at man's estate, Monteznmn
manifested his supernatural powers to
such an extent that he speured o great
following nnd lsd an immense immigra-
tion of his conntrymen into the conn-
trios to the south, himsell lesding the
march monuted on the back of an eagle.
Wherever the eagle alighted at night
an Indisn pueblo was founded. The
token of arrival at the point where the
gront eapital city was to b estublished,
according to prophecy, was the alight.
ing of the cagle npon a esctus plant
and devouring a serpent, which mani-
festation oeeurrod npon the arrival at
the present site of the City of Mexico,
and is balieved by the Azioes to have
led to its foundation there.  The seals
of both Old smd New Moxico commen-
orate this mythical event in the life of
the first Montozuma.

Thacvkeray's Mariyrdom,
{Cormwall” lu Tnter Ovean.

I am only permittod to tell one inei-
dent out of the many thit have heon re-
Intedd to e, The best years of Thsk-
erny's life were givon to the affectionato
enra of his insaue wife,  Hor  disepse
was that of a violant type, except at in-
tervals, but she regnired constant over-
wight andd sttendance, To secnre this
Thackoray botught a honse in the conn-
try noar London, in - whicl the invalid
wiss surrounded withovery comfort thst
Jlove and sympathy conld devise, A
uhe still  oraved  his prosence and
goamoed unlinppy  when he was ont of
hor wight, 'l' ackerny made froquent

visits o her in her  retires
ment., These  were the honrs
which his enemies  declarsd  were

apent in the midst of all Kinds of follies
nnil oxoosses.  Thoy were devoted in-
stend to soothing the invalid repinings
and quioting the lmrt.-nmnnlslu Slise
ticiom of o wife dearly beloved but
opelessly fnsane.  In one of his un-
published letters he relates witliout
complaint, but in o strain of heart
broken resignation, thet sometimes
his wife could only bs appoasad in her
insane momests by being permitted to
boat him with Ler naked tists, 'This lie
endured slint up with her for hours, or
until the violonce of her passion had
I, when he would emerge from
or rooms looking like one “who las
died onee and comes unwillingly back
ngnin to a hatoful existence.” [t is not
to be wondered at that Thackerny's
views of lifo were tinged with a pro-
found melansholy,

The ! bominable Mhirt Collar,
[ Dotrolt Free Prow )

Tho shirt collar originated in  fraud
and hypoerisy. In the days whon men
first wore linen it came to be fashion to
leave more or loss of that lioen exposed
at the neck to prove the eleanliness of
that underneath, This naturally took
the form of the collar. Thon a genius
canght on to the ides, of entting out n
separate piceo of loen inthe shape of
the overhanging part aud affising it to
the top of the shirt. Those bits of lnen
conld bo put on clean every day, thus
giving the public the impression that
they represontod the eleanliness of the
unseen garment to whicl they were at-
tnched, They were in effeot fraudulont
certiticatos of such cleanliness.  Honee,
tho collar is but a base subtorfuge of
nnoieni origin, 1t s ax the gold wash
on the pinehbeek jowelry, the ronge on
A dead comploxion, or the soluptuous
ontline of n new pair of corsots.  The
collar in o useful aid to the cravat in
strangling the ueck and making it wn-
duly sensitive to colil, The eollsr dii
not attnin its perfection of franduloncy
and the height of its iniquitona by poerisy
until starch was iuvonted fo gloss and
stiflen it. When this happened mankind
forgot that it was a ehvat, The collar is
an unmitigated huisancs in hot woather,
and of very Little protection in cold, 1t is
# Juy to the young wan and & puisanes 1o
the old one,

fow Me Courted Mer,

The following is Artemns Ward's (e-
seription of why he courted  Betsy
Jane: “There were many affectin’ ties
which made e hankor after Botsy Jane.
Her futher's farm jinod ourni their
cows and ourn  squelohed their thirst
at the snmo spring : our wares botl had
stars on their fivhead; the monsios
broke out in both families at nearly the
sama time; onr pavents (Rotsy Jane's
aud wmino) slept regularly every Sun-
day inthe samo mectin' lionse, and the
neighbors  used fo obwerve:  ‘How
thick the Wards and the Peaslovs air)!
18 was & sublime sight in the spring of
the year to see our several mothers
{Betsy’s and mine) with their gowns
'llnnc_*d up, 80 that they couldn't sile
em, affocktionately Lilin' soap togethor
and sboosin' thelr neighbors”

The Face in the Moon.

(Craene Murdoek in The Continent. ]

We Lad all observed for some time that
Tom Eaton had been unlike himself, Orig-
{ually & good-natured sort of cliap, withut
mueh facility in painting, to be sure, but
with any mount of ambition, be hud pleasd
us nll,  The one or twe sharp eriticlims on
i pietures that bad been aceepted Ly the
hangltg committess and the innumernbilo re
Joctions s bad sustaiped ot their B,
soemid ot lust to have really turned his teme-
per,  Ho grew L, wminbire, now andl aguin
grufl, and singularly Jequacious on the sab-
Juet of hisurt. He would omte by the hour
on theorks of painting, and wns  some-
times  Ingenlons, If  obscure, 1 woe
talking to CGlewon Towner about him
ope diy, aml (feasom, who deals in
cnustie spesches, said:  “Bam up Tom
Eaton, and b Is a good example of a limitd
winn with an unlimited ambition. He was
supposed 1o have great talent, and started
out [0 lifo under the impression that b waa i
genlue,  He lived In this dream for a while;
now b (s waking to find he is only an ondi-
niry sort of man like the rest of us, It makes
i wad, or if be Is ‘not mad, he soon will
be,! if bo goes about with his notions and
tall"

A wiek or #o later, Eaton monopolized nn
evening at the Kit-Kat club by giving us his
new views on art, Arp meant ooly por-
traiture.  Everything olse, from still life up
{0 lasidscape, was & mere accemory. Ho
really dawdled on with his thought, though
his words flew fust enaugh, and T felt us if ho
were killing his friondships as | glanced
abiout the room and saw numercus indics-
tions of suppresed yawns

It wns 5o, Gleason Towner smll: "'Eaton
tuis rung his own death-knell,  He belongs(n
nn [nsne asylum, not in an art elob.”

] peally thiok bis brain fs oracked,™ sug-
gosted Bob Langley. “They siy he has an
uncle who—"

But some one broke in with tidings of a
pew model, and wo dropped Tom Eaton.

. - L] . L] -

I o not believe [ gave thefollow a thonght
ngain until be chanced upon mé the next
summer while 1 was staying in an out-of-ths-
way village in Maine, on a sketehing excur-
glon, Ope day, in July, ©stumbled upon
FEaton sitting out under his umbrells, paint-
ing.
“Hello; old man! given up portraits!" |
eallsd, remembering by the association of
Lelens Lis talk the lust time I saw him

“No, this Is o portralt,” nand he turnsl his
ensol toward me to display s most indifferent
flgguie of an Irish womnn with n basket in ber
bl

Ho hold his brush idly for a moment, and
then looked up at me guickly,

“1 Linve eomie here to see you," he sald ab-
raptly.  “Lheand you were bere. Wil you
ko rowing with me tonight! I have some
thing to say to yon—a secrst. [ have come
all this distance to find you, for say it 1
st ”

| whll confiss to n vague rembmbrancs of
Eaton's queer ways, but L am not half s bad
follow, aud was, woreover, & trifle fattored
b this proof of coufldence awd friondship, so
1 eansentasl,

SAL ST he nsked,

VALK | nnsworal,

et me hirw at this paing If yon will. 1
shall be busy until then, sl do ot oars to
o you and Ky chat over nothings whily my
seorot chokes In my throat."

He Inughed uneasily,

Ol dowve,” thowght I3 “amd T shall lie in a
hont and listen wo desciiptions of ber beau-
thow ard ber charms all night.  Helghbo!"

At 8 olelock proclsely | had veached the
point, but Eaton was thete before e sitting
in the boat, dars in hand, paddling about un-
eastly,  Heo had pulled off his cost, and s he
wis b (e, benwny follow, 1 looked at him
with somw admiration,

“SWhat n Herctiles you are!™ I erid,

“And what a crab, a turtle, are you! Gt
mﬂ

As 1 jumpad into the boat, annoyed by hia
tone, which was almost savage, [ stumbled
against his palnt box and a big bit of canvas,

SWhat are thess things doing herel® 1
quertd, as Teatdown in the stern of the boat,

“Ihey go where 1go," he replied, “Thay
nre my tools"

Wo did not speak for some time. Eaton
prlled Band and fust, and 1lay back with my
hands under my hoad and looked up at the
sky. It was Just before moonriss, and the
hoavens were in thelr golden glorious expect-
ancy, 1 did not oare tobreak the silence. The
sectet of the night was grander and wore
teresting than any petty  buman confidence
cotld be.  Eaton spoke tirst.

“You aro not curionsf”

“1 bege your pardon; 1 am ready.™

He was silent again for a fow momenta

“1 am golng to be a great painter," he said,
nhruptly,

Ah! It was not a love seorot then!

“But to accowplish my end 1 mug tako
torrible means. 1 must condotnn myself to
yoars of agony, I must condenn also ane
otber being to a briefer but very borrible
torturs, "

Then it must be a love story, after all!

Youl™ 1 roplied, ns he pansed, putting as
mivieh expresdon us 1 eonld into the words,

My mind, puriously enough, rmmblél back
to another moonlit night when T was quite a
Indl, and when I sat fn the stern of a boat
with such a beautiful lttle givl, Anita Gray-
son by name, A chikl of 12, pethaps.  Bome
ang sitting by had sald, “Anita looks Hke the
moon,™ aud 1 had watehed ber during the rest
of the evening and wondersd why, and gons
Bome to dream that 1 saw  the moon in the
witer, and that it had  Anita's face in it
While T was dimldy reealling  this, amd half
listening to my friemd, | becnme sudidenly
guite roused  from my deeam. Eaton had
been saying sonething about his ucapacity
o onteh & Hkenoss,

“F enrwot mnko the people 1 paint impres
e One oo follows another swiftly, amd
my model Mlits away with these spootnes
Now, only one thing can impress a face upon
my wind, 1 fool sure—lniproess it so that it
will stay by e and bhanut me by day and
print itself on my soul ot pight. 1 bave
thought it all pver. There s but one way.
CGhosl help el 1 st commit a erimae 1
wist kil sote one! That face—his face—
will baunt me. 1 shall see only that, and 1
o padut it You s, I am quite ealim in
this watter. 1 have easoned the thing out.
I am a good man; my biterness of spirit
will harns me into werk, 1 shall hold my
brush with remorse. 1 shall paint a great, a
terrible pleture!™

Giroat bonvens!  Glensow waa right. This
s a madman, 1 thought, and glanced about
with my wental exe to tnke in the situntion,
It st be stratogy vesus stivigth,  Laaw
at o glatee that | mnst oot display the
slightest fear.  His plan was settlad. 1 must
plot to detont it In the st place 1 must
g tme.  This might be only wild talk,

“Wham do you propose to kU T inquired
nonchalnatly, althongh my heart soomed to
stand still s | waivel fur his answer, Heo
Hivel bis cars, and 1 coull boar thes drip,
drip b Wb ionnenid s silence,

S proposs to drown & man,™ he mid
““Then 1 wili tie him to my boat—this, my
toat, that you and 1 are n—and et him
fBoat.  1sball deink in the sight of that float
Ing fhoo 1o the dark water, with the mova

| on the hither sido of hisstream.

light about it, and the world that has scorned
rive will Lold it broath.”

“An original plan, Indeed,” T repliel
“Have yon chosen your manl®

[ have choson you."

“You should bave wlocted a handsomor |
fioe, o ot Jeast have mads him shave be
fore starting, A beardel face in the watet
is—puhaw! very bad, Don't you seefl"

&l" voloe sounded steady, il 1 was Jost in
wimiratimof myself ns 6 man of nerve
WDon't voi s T ropented.

o] shall s, for | shiall paint it! You take
it eoully,” be coutinued, eyelng e warily.

My f.im:gh!.u were fying about I confu
wion.  1eoull not swim  Baton knew It 1
amaslight man, a mere uothing to this
Hercules. No help, Indoed. ot by my wits,
If 1 was oool, so was Lhe, 1 must try nnew
tack, ymettle the flzed Jdea that anchored
his wikl fancy and gawe him this terribic

gt of purpeoss,

m:",l{’m »||:1ln'-sr1[||.l_1' would have been better,”
I sogrested,  “Bomething really poetic about
that, now!  Ab, look theret™ I erful, nn lilea
striking me, aud pointing as 1 erind out to
the moon mirrored in the water. She htd
risen, but had been cut off from us in the
henvins by o ladge of rock at pur loft, just
beowond this jut, her counterfelt prsentment
shone round and full in the water. “Lovk
theroe!™

“What da you seel” orlad Eaton, his voice
trembling with excitemint, his whole by
sagerly bent forwarl.

A woman's face in the moon In the
waves!” 1 ecalled, gozing fixedly ns if ata
vislon, “What a broding face! What |
shadowy hair!  What a slow gmile!  And her
eyes! Ah! do you ses her eves! Bhe hns
opened them!  Have you killed berf

“I swear to you, no!” eried Eaton; 1 swoar
to you, to! 1 know no guch woman! 1 have
never killed her! 1 have not even broken her
honrt! Tell me more ndout her!”

“Ble Is younyg, very mystical, yot very real,
with a sinile at one side of her mouth, while
the othor looks quite grave”

This was n characteristic of Anita’s mouth, |
wndl it was she I was deseribing—Aunita as [
faucle] Loy grown olider, for I hwl not seen
her, searoely indeed thougbt of her, sinee that
duy when we wore chilidren,

“ltwa pity yon can't paint her for ma,"
sid Eaton impetuously, as he gnzod at the
moon. 1 don't quite s=s hoep, bat she sounds
great.”

“1 might try to palnt ber to-morrow,” [
suggosted, Laking a clganitte from my
poeket, aud relapsing into my calm manner
ngnin,

“You forget—to-morrow will be too late,
But you shall paint her to-night—now, be-
fors | kill you™

He put up his oars as be spoke aud came
toward me, deawing a rope through his
heavy bands,  Ho was in a state of wild ex-
citement, nud I felt my light, alry manner
slipping away as be approached. 1 was chill
ns—ns Iy watory grave was like to b, Yef
I lot him bigd me band and foot, and instinet-
ively cotnted his déep Lveaths the while by
way of something todo, A Tureh, n struggle,
and 1 shoulld have been overboand nid lost,
Now that there soemsd o chance for life, I
wni in terror, and [ was more than half out
af my setises ps 1 watehed my Charon lay mia
He took me
Then

from the boat as if 1 hwd been a chilil
he ahle o fire,

“f ennmix oolors by frclight,” he eried,
and unfastening my hands sob bis canvas ad
dasel bofore we, gave mo & brush and bade
me begin,

For the life of mo, and in spite of the
threatened death so near at hand, [ oould but
foel nn fnterest i the freak,

“1 st do it in grayy or browns Tt must
be o wonochirome, or wo shall ruin ie” I
gpoke impatiently, Bo 1 did it in grays
The jut of black rock, the waves, the moon |
resting on the waves, and little Anita's face, |
with the hbalf-solemn, halfsmiling  look
upon it

The strange scene, the maniae beside me,
my own former fear aod excitement nud the |
striking of my fancy gave me s certain ficti-
tious strength. Inless than an hour, as |
should think, I had Onished my sketeh, 1t
wis oertalnly welnd and, as it seemied to me,
strong.  In the distance 1 half suggested the
boat, and two men in it, one gazing engerly
toward the moon and the face, and the other
Iying in the storn, his arms over his head,
his eyes towand the heavens. The boat and
the men were stiall and well in the shadow.

“Bravol bravo!™ crisd Eaton,  “Don't
touch it again! Give me the brush! Here,"
and snatehing it from my flngers he wrote
his name, *Thomas Eaton,” in bold, black
lotters wnder the boat.  ““This Is my work,
remember—mine, not yours. It will be a
groat success, and yon'—he paused and
looked at me—"you have saved your life."
Haying which he jumped into his boat with
my sketol, laughed o barsh, black sort of
laugh, and rowed away around the ledge of
rock.

For a fow momonts [ sat still thinking it
over—the steange, ridiculons, yet almost
tragie soenes. 1 nm not sure that little
Anita dido’t save my lifo after all,”" 1 thought
to myself.

It did not take me long to get out of my
elose quarters, but the walk home over the |
dreary, rough const was long, amd it wias late |
bafore 1 roachnd the village. What a strange, |
corio walk ‘it was, with the sea charging the |
modst alr, snd the moon contracting and ex-
panding before my eyes throngh the mist
that hadd risen, Anita sbared the walk
with me.

1 found a telegram telling mo of my
fathers vory sorious ilnes gt Baden Baden,
and 1 was busy packing and driving through
the chill, sarly movaing townd this nearest
railway station, so that 1 had no chanoe to
look up Eaton, 1 remember that 1 told my
driver womething about an srtist, o fricmd of
e wha had tarnest up, who sevinad wrong
In bis mind, and onght to be looked aftor, 1
beliove 1 wrote a line to the same effect to
Gleasoy, 1 konow ©meant to do s, Bat the
anxions vorage and more Anxious weeks In
Europe yut sllother thoughits from my wind.

L] . - - L ]

It was after my fnther's death late In the
fall that | salled for home. TaKing upa pa-
per that came out on the pilot-boat I saw the
notive of the Salimagundi exhibition. Coupled
with it was an annotuncemoent of the death of
poor Tom Eaton, who had died in a mad |
bouss the woek before. “An  unsucoessful
bat paisstaking artist,” the review went on
to say, “it issomewhat surprising that the
only work Lo has left of any strength should |
now be hiimg at tho black and white exhibi- |
tion.  This sketch was made after his mad- |
noss was Durly upon him.  This pleture is {n
groys, cldly colored, but in composition and |
drawing quite full of a certaln weinl power,
Not to be too funny at a dead man's sxpense,
this gives the poor fellow a good sead off at
auy rate, a8 a friend of his remarked the
other day, The pleture, taken in connection
with the trazie death of the artist, has cre
atesd some little stir, more particularly as the
face in the sketeh is strikingly like that of a
young Boton boauty who is waking her
debsat fn Now York."

8o poor Eaton was dead, and his ploture— |
my pleture—was n succoss, and—Anlta bad |
Uved (un Boston when she was 127

1 burried to the black and white that very
Afternoon, and found quite a group collectad
nbout my pletare—Eaton's pleture. [anghed ‘

smewhal nervously as 1 stood before 6
Sotue otie behind we spoka It was Gleason.

“You needa’t laogh, man.  Tom glad to s
vou bk, by the way, There i some foree
in that, and Lam glad for poor Tom's sake
thit e bas left this sketeh bohind him, [
give you my wond I had no idea be conld do
s well  He conldn't have while be wassane.
Every one ls surprissl, How are you! You
look pale. Have you come hack to stay!
et et Llingersd around for a while and
found myself back again and agnin before
my pleture  (Baton's picture), the pleture
pever to De eladms] as wiine now, It ehanosd
[ had told the story to no one.  Thers hd
been no opportunity. Now, of courss, |
never must. As | stood looking at g, amd
somowhnt moved, perhinps, move by the re
wipmbiranee of that night than by anything
actully before iy eves, two girls and un
elilerdy woman nyproached and stopped.

“ly cortainly is like ber, mamma; I wonder
Af sl will jose §t bepsell)  [tis quite time she
werv hern, hive-the-bye. She promised to mest
ds nt 3, you know."

Y1 don't think it does her justice,” replied
the elder lndy, looking through her glisses
vritically.  **She lsa vory beautiful creature,
and this faee §s Less so,™ shi ndde) rather in-
definitely, and with some besitation in  her
voloe, 8o that I fancied the ploture grew on her
as sl Jooked, and that she might yet reverse
Ler declsion.

The other girl spoke now, 8She had a dis-
verning face, sl could see, and that long
upper lip that goes with speech faculty, *It
is Jike," she sald, “more like her soul than her
body. It ds like the way she will look to her
guardian angel—or ber lover.” Bhe turned
abraptly to greet some people who were
wilking towiurd us

1 was singularly excitel. The maniae in
the boat had no such paralyging power over
e s this potentinlity ina eoft gray gown,
with a loug grny glove outstretched. My
heart beat and the pleture swam  before my
eves, for this might be, might it not, Anits
hersolf! T heard a voipe exelaim, *This is
the pleture!™ A liidy In bluek with the gray
gitl Legan an apology: “We arvinte. As
wsunl, Signor Boldind and some new  music,
Ab!" interrapting Lerself, it is like—why,
ves, very, Dop't you think so yourself—
the name dt lnst, surely—but no=*"don’t you
think so yoitrself, dear!™

“Yes, do tell us what yon think, Isn't she
welrd! and can you look like that? eried the
girls

“Al, the other me!™ said & new voice
softly, d volee with a low theill inie.  “Itis
like what 1 might have been, I'm sure. Some
e told me once when | was a child, I re-
member, that 1 veas like the moon, but biv-
ing lived elghit yoars since then in a flood of
snnshine"—and the gray hand tonched the
blnek glove nenr hers, & graceful tonel, 1 fely
sure—""why, 1 am not so much like it now ns
I was" '

“In spite of the smile that you always will
anid always won't smile outright, That & in
the fuce in the moon, too, you see.  Did you
over miet Mr, Eaton !

“And do you think the girl very benuti-
ful, and very like a manine's dream™ broke
in the shorter girl, Do tell us, Anita™

Sothen it was Anitn. 1 turned, and as 1
wilked away foced the blue-gray eyes, like
violuts, and the hair like slinded mootibeams,
sl the smile. Not the little 12yenrold
Anlta this, but a heantiful, sinny creature,
with the other Anita somewhat suggestd,
and yet not there, This one more of the
worll, with a savoir faire lying over the
moonshine, T had menant, if it wore shie, to
speak tolivrat once and boldly.  Asit was,
1 simply gaesd, and whon her pyes met mine
1 fear it was I, notshe, who blushal, Buot
sho recognized me. My {dentity was all in
my face, I am sure. 1 saw apustlsl  look in
her oyes, and 1 selex] my chanee. I bowed;
I spoke;

“Years ago you knew e, Mis Orayson,
when I was n boy in Boston, and when you
were Hke the moon,”

1 was introduesd to the aunt in black. My
father had been one of the old family friends.
Boinafow moments [ was talking like an
old friend myseif. M Grayson touched on
my recont 1oss, and then, as [ turned to leave,
wnid:

“Iwoull be glad to kuow your father's
son.  Can you dine with us on Sunday next/
L] . L] - L]

Bo the golden gates were opened  for me,
and Bundays came nnd Sundays went and 1
was futhoms deep in love, 1 could not
paint, [ could pot talk. I hbeard a good deal
of music, and I suppose—alack and alas—read
poctry.  Fatal habit of lovers, And soat
Inst it came to the point when I must tell her.
Armod with a shield of violets I met her in
ber aunl's drawing-room one Sunday again
towand twilight. A day in April it was, and
spring was in the air,

The aunt was out on an errand of charity:
would soon be at home, Anita hoped. 1 said
nothing. Talk flagged in consequence,

“1f those violeéts are for this houss, why do
you hold them ™ asked Anita; “why do you
not give them to me{”

“1 bold them because you will soon touch
them yourself =" which was an asinine spoech,
wasn't it

“That is stupid,” she langhed frankly, “and
like other men, and not like you,"

“But Tam like other men,” I answerad, ab-.
ruptly, “for I=" Then I paused, gave her
the violots, and conversation flagged again
Wo tried varions sabjects—Russian dyuna-
mite, Sealehi; all falled

“How good Aunt Emily is!" erled Anita at
Inst in enthusinsm; “‘so full of thought for the

poor and neady, 1 wish | bad ever dote any

| one any good."”

“You saved my life onee,” T said, T must
have sabl it very eariestly, for Anith Susbed
ntd then palil

“Why st von jest with ma in this way
to-dny ! You are breaking our friendshin,™

“1 want po friendship from you., 1 mm
glad to bk Bt 1 will tell you how you

TENDENCIES AMONG QUAKERS,

At Winthrop, Me., the Quakers T
introdueed & wonderful innovation ob
old customs. They are building n meel-
ing Louse which is netually to be beat
tiful, Tt will exceed in its decorative
splendor any other Friend's meeting
honse in this country. Other moeeting
honses are bare and unpainted. This
one will be tastefully upholsterad, 1t
will also I finished i hard wood. &
bell is talked of, but it is thought that
the conservative tendencies of the |
Friends will be sufficiently strained by
the uplholstery, the hard-wood finish,
and the generally ccclosinstical appear
ance of the house, The denomination
hns hitherto stoutly resisted all innova:
tions of this sori. The indications now
are that the old rigidity of Quaker cus-
toms will have toaccept o modifieation,
in order to keep the younger Quakers
from running off and Joining other de-
nominations,

\'S'Iutlll'lllﬂt‘ Crematiod.

When the Delgian chomist M. Cretene
was charged with the purifieation of the
battlesieid of Sedan, he wos compellel
to resort to eremation in order to dis

s¢ of the lLeaps of half-coverad

odies. Not one case of illness oconr-

red among his 250 workmen, thongh
they were ot work nnder a blaziug sun.
After the battle of Worth and Grave
lotte and the two sieges of Paris the
bodies of the slain were erematad, and
none of the usnal eontagions disorders
ocenrred.  To Rusda, after the retreat
of the graml army, corpies were
burned wholesalo, and loter, before
Paris. 4000 were cremated with o sim- |
flar avoidance of bal effeet. 1t is snid |
if n similer method Lad Deen adopted in
Egypt the cholera wonld not lave
broken ot at Damictto.

THE PARASITE OF MALARIA,

|

The observations of M. Richard seem |
to confirm those of Leveran: he found
in the red corpuseles of the blood of]
persons suffering from acute malaria o
parnsite of oscillating form moving very
rapidly, and sometimes disengaging it-
self from the globnle, These parasites
have been met with in a number suffi- |
slently large to obstract the capillary
versols and to oxplain many of the|
symptoms of intermittent fevers. It
Lins also been proven that the culture)
of these parasites in a fertile gelatine
busis ean be bronght to s immedinta
cossation if a 2 per cent. quinine solu-
tion is ndded |

“wur Fiest Danghics”

Tt is tola of the wife of Brchanan's |

first postmustor general, Me Browa,
that she had been married before, and
so il her husband, and each had o
danghter by the first marriage. Then
they had another daughtor, Mrs.
Brown nsed to present the daughters at
lier roceptions m this way: “This is
Miss Brown, Mr, Brown's danghter by |
his first wife; this is Miss Sanders, my |
danghter by my fivst husband, and this
is Miss Brown, our joint daughter!”

Cheap Decorations.

Those wealthy Amerieans,
pine for royal decorations, will be
gratified to learn that they canpnrchass
the rilbon of the Order of Isabella of
Spain for the trifling sum of #800; for
SU00 they can  belong to the Order of
the Lion and the Sun, and for the sum
of £1,000 the sultan will permit them
to wear on their manly bosoms the Star
of the Medjdich. Why not cuitivate a
taste for the beautiful and muguiticent?

How Did It Get There?

A Mississippi paper says that while
some persons were boring an artesian
well in Lee county, that state, they
found a log 325 feer under the earth,
whichi was in a foir state of preserva
tion and resemubled poplar,

If the area of the United States was
as densely settled ns that of Frapese,
there would be roomw 100 G8J U0
people.

The San Franciseo (Cal,) Chronicle, in an
article on the Fire Department of San
Francisco, gives the following from Assis-
tant Chief :uj:i:wer Matthew Brady: “I
have been subject to an aggravating pain
in my chest forover four years,
to various modes of treatment to obtain
relief. I have had my chest terribly blis-
tered. No physician could tell what was
the matter with me, Two weeks ago 1
commenced using St, Jacobs Ofl, It has
cured me,”

I resorted

-

Robert Collier was 00 years old Decem-
ber 22d.

— -
A child that wakes with croup should
wmve i dose of Piso's Cure,
—_ -
Jay Gould was not invited 1o Vander-
Lilt's ball,

"A TOTAL ECLIPSE

saved my life if you will say vos to a ques- [ Of 4l other medicines by Dr. B, V

tion 1 wm going to ask. Bat you wust ook
at me and not at the violets,"
L] L] L] * L -

And o all the dobut went for nothing, and
the swells nnd the
ahiout got thedr conge, and [ got my moon-
Llight, tor the girl with the long upper lip—
who, by thie way, s now my cousin—was

right, and Anita was the moon Anita to ber |

lover,

In the eourse of time wo marrinl. Such a |

bakd stitement of an jdvilie fact!  But that
fs nll that words can do—only half tell sny
tale,
Tooks to me still are all tald to us silently by

# pleture that hangs over the freplace in our |

numsery, for thero 18 o nurery as well as o

lonllings that bad hung |

Cur secret and our love and how she |

Pleree’s “Golden Medical Discovery™ is ap-
,m\:u-lnnn. Unrivalled in bilions disorders,
mpure blood, and consumption, which is
serofulous dikease of the lungs,
- -
Shakespeare disliked dogs, but Lester
Wallack kKeeps twent ‘\'-nim-r

-
Dr. B. F. Laughlin, Clide, Kan., writes:
HBAMARITAN NERVINE cures fits,”
- - -
Dujardin’s Life Essence is the remedy
for the overworked brain, :

-
Dujardin's Life Essence s Tug GREAT
Frexcu NErvE Toxic,
—_—

Physicians declare the NaoLge Braxoy

studio, and the picture is a picture of a moom | superior toall other brands for medicinal
with a face in ir, aud in bald black letters | purposes.

the name of the artist—Thomas Eaton.
A certa'n hrown-hairsd  baby boy, on be-
ing beld up to warm his wee toes by the open
re, always strotches his hands toward the
fioe in the moon and calls: “My mammal
my wamma "

Novel Alarm Clock,
[Philadelphia Call.]
“How is it you are o punotual at the of-

fiee every morning, Smith?  You must have |

an excellout alarm at your hotse” “Yes,
indond, and m cheap one, You e every
evening befare going to bed 1 push the cradle

| Strength for the weary— I.iu_j;niin’s Life

Essetice,
e
The Irishmen propose to Poole their is-
sues and avenge O'Donnell,
- —

GET THE ORIGINAL

Dr. Pierce's “Pellets™—the original *1jt.
tle Liver Pilis" sugar-coatedi—cure sick
and bilious headache, sour stomach, and
bilious attacks. By druggists,

ot

The lips of the Flathush gicls have a

under the ‘Black Forest' clock, with the | bulge that is almost Ethiopian,

weolghts directly over the baby's bead. Punet-
ually at 1 o'clock in the moming there 8 an
unearthly yell, and I know what it las just
struck.”

-
“When we say that SAMARITANY Nem-

VINE cures rhemmatism, we mean 6"
e
Frisco Journal,

who | you heard the expression,

Dr. Irwin H. Elderfdgo, Baltimore
Mil,, says: T would recommend a trial of
Brown's [ron Bitter in all cases of anwmio
debilit { or when a tanfe or appetizer Is in-
dieated.”

- -
sRoven o8 Covens.” 18, 25, e, at
Drugelsts. Completo cure Conghs, Hoarse-
ness, Sore Throat.
e
Annoint thysell with (Carorie Vira)
O, b will énpe the worst pain,
- Mg L, e
Dujardin's Life Essence cures neurnlgia
and neryous lieadache.
-
Brown's Bronchial Troches for conghs
anil eolds.  “T do not see how Iu s posaible
for a public man w be himself in- winter
without this admirable ald."—Rey, R. M,
Devens, Poeasset, Mass,
-

Marriep & Co. Gentlemen—I am much
gratified with the action of r‘ullr Lile Es-
sence, 1 am suffering great f with gun.
shiot wounds and s broken hip: !n fact, |
am an epitome of injuries, With this
there 18 n great deal of nervous irritability,
notaltogetnercaleulated tomake home hap.
wv. 1 am also tronbled with sleepessnes
anid 1oss of appetite, or rather was until |
cotumenced taking the Life Essence, since
which time, when I take it, I sleep better
than for years, have o better appetite, and
am not troubled with palpitation, My
sexunl system is entirely restored, and
consequently have lost my melancholy,
moroseness, and suicidal tendeney, and |
fecl a return of mental and physical force
and strength that I never anticipated,

Cours very truly,
AxtoN Hanois, M. D,

=- Lo
“Prenv-Patsa”  Quick, complete cure,
all snnoying kidoey and urinary dis-
onses, EL
—_———

Dujardin's Life Essénce makes the old
feel young again,

R

Ammen's Congh Syrup never flils to
cure i used in thue and accordiug to di-
rections.

-
They have a lamb in New York that

drinks beer and chows tobiaeco,
—

Young men or middle-nged ones, suflip.
ing from nervous debility and Kindred
weaknesses, should send three stamps for
Part VII of World’s Dispensary Dime Se-
ries of books.  Address WorLp's DISPEN.
gAY MEDICAL ASSOCIATION, DBuilalo,
NoXs

—_— -
Swallow-tailed lenrning is the name
given the study of Greek and Latin,
- B

Rev. W. H. Chapman, Baltimore, M,
savs: "Owing to the good health of my
family resubting from fits use, I deem
Brown's lIron tl}m-r- a most valuable

tonde.”
- -

Dujardin's Life Exsence conquers nerv-
ous debillity, loss of memory,

== N .
A great many people feel themselves
graduslly failing, They don't know just
what fs the matier, but they suffer from a
combination of Indescribable aches and
paing, which each month seem o grow
worse. The only sure remedy Knowi that
will counternet this feeling and restore
perfect health is Brown's Tron Bitters, I‘lr
rapid assimilatdon it purifies the blood,
drives out disease, gives health and
strengzth to every portion reached by the
cirenlntory syatem, renews wasted tissues
and restores robust health and strength,

- - —

Dujardin’s Life Essence gives brain foree
andl vital energy,
< - - =
It is astonishing the number of intelli-
gent people who regard a cold or cough s
u trivinl muntter, something unnecessary to
pay attention to, How mnni' times have
“0O, nothing the
| matier, only a slight eoldl.” Yes, my
friend, and nine-tenths of the many thou-
sand consumptives who walk the earth to-
day doomed to a premature death, said the
same thing. We pay attention to u cold,
and promptly, top, Our remedy is Am-
muon's Cough Syrup: some other prepara-
tions are good, but we have found it by far
the best.

Dujardin’s Life Essence positively cures
hysteria,, and all nervous affections,

- A
HARKNESS FIRE EXTINGUISHER.

First premium Mechanics' Institute, 1883,
D. S. Brown & Co., general agents for Pa-
eftle Coast, 30 California street, San Fran-
viseo, The following letter explains itself:

J. N. Andrews, dealer in General Mer-
chandise; Postmaster and Agent Wells,
P“T‘) & Co's Express,

{Lk GroVE, Sacramento Co,, Cal,,
December 8, 1883,
Messrs, 1), 8, Brown & Co.:

GENTLEMEN—Please send me another
six-gallon Harkness Fire Extinguisher as
soon as you can. I had occasion 1o use the
one I bought of you a short time ago.

Last night the hotel adjoinining my
store canght fire in the hallway to the sec-
ond story from the explosion of a lamp and
the building being cloth and paper was im-
medintely on fire in several rooms, but in
less than two minutes after getting the
extinguisher to work the fire was ont.

As soon as this one arrives I will send
the otherone down and have it replenished.
Also please inform me if I cannot draw ofl
| the fluid remaining in the tank and save
| 1t for future use, or shall I send it as.it is.
| Yous, ete..  (Signed) J, N, ANDREWS.

: s e

CMRoven ox Coryns” Tae.  Ask for it,
Complete cure, hard or soft corns, warts,
bunions,

GUACEES D

c# RES
Rheumatism, euralgt‘a. Scialica,
Lu:-np. ‘?.'*"’:'.'. Headache, Toothache,
ey ::.u'.‘.."#'.".".'i"u‘?"""‘“‘
AND ALEL OTHER NOBILY PAIMVG AND acpHRL

Baid vy Draggiats sad Desl rrwhene, Crntan batts
! llimhn'i.l-l.l wn; *

THE CHARLES A, VOLELER 00,
e A TOMELER 8 G0 Uismary, M, T A s

PURITY SOAP

I Sowmething Senszible, ¥

— PR —
TOILET, BATH AND LAUNDRY.
ACENTS WANTED &Eﬁﬂ‘?ﬁ?{“x&&wﬂi‘.‘

ohilte over iovented. 'Will nig 1
HEEL ad TOE compieto 1n 3 it 1 i 2t
knlt o gres! viriet; of 1mr3 work for whiok there la
e Twembly Knititns Reim, oo 3
1 bly Knltting Machine Co., 165 1+




