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 THE BELIS OF LYNN.

. Bar.]
© When the mehl gray, and the tide
I sit and noross the hay to the bonny
town of 3
ari’lwﬂilhqmb-r
The the far bells ks f the bouny
.molhu. e
The folks are chatting gay, and [ bear their
But I

mlﬂN:mM-m“m
And 1 nhvhlm‘,udhhw
face | son;

0 my love, cheek iscold, and your hands
my WM P ¥y

are
Oh, bear you not the bells of old, the bonny
Lells of Lynni
Oh, bave you naught to say
Upon onr wedding day!
Love, hear you not the balls neros
the Bay of Lynn!

0 my lover, to me! and hold me fast,
rmhumr'?-.

n
For 1 fear this rising sa, and thess windsand
wives that moan!

But never a word he sald!
Fin s dead, my love i dead!
Al me! ah me! I did bus dreaun; and [ am all

Alone, and oM, and gray; and the tide s

rolling in:
But my hoart's away, away, away, in tha old
graveyard at Lynn!

BOJOURNER TRUTH'S SAYINGS

Her Powerfal Outburst at a Woman's
Righis Conventlon,

[Chisago Tribune. |

Mra. Frances D. Gage has recorded
one of Hojourner Truth's impressive
onthursts on the public platform in the
“History of Woman Huﬂﬁq’n" It way
nt a woman's righta convention nt Akron,
Ohio, in 1851, During its sessions old
Bojourner—for ahe was B0 years of nge
then—""«at crouched sgainst the wall
“on tho corner of the pulpit stairs, her
sun-bonnet shading ler eyes, hor ol
bows on her knees, hor chin resting on
her brosd, hard palws.” Fow dured
to have her speak, many implored
Mrs. Gage, who was president
of the oonmtwnh to rfvont her
from speaking, They dido't want
their canse “mged with IJ.;IG abolitionists
and niggers.”  But the time came when
Bojourner Truth felt it borne in npon
her to i “Sho moved wlowly to
:htfl‘:;ll.lld:‘db::old m:::i at her
eot, tur FEreat 8 ng eyos
to me," Hissos camo from I.Im amlﬁmm.
But ale looked the disapproval down,
Noarly nix foet high, her head was
thrown binck, and lier eyes “pierced the
upper air like one in & dream.” At her
first words thers was a profound huosh,
Sho spoke in deep tones, though not
loud, which resohed every oar in the
‘house. Here are some of the words she
said, and they will show how powerful
und or n charactor was this full-

Afriean woman, and how justi-
flod her fameo was:

“Dat man ober dar say dat womin
nead to be helped into carriages and
lifted oboer ditches, and to hal de bea'
placo oberywhar, Nobody ebor helps
o into carriages or ober mud piles, or

Ehﬂ mo any bes’ And raising
to hor full

to a piteh like rolling thundor, she
asked, “And a'n't I a woman? Look at
my arm!” (and she barol her right arm
to the shoulder, showing her tremeon-
dous musonlar power.) “I have plowed
and planted, and gathored into barns,
and no man could head me. And a'n't
Iwoman? 1 could work as much and
oat a8 much as a man—when 1 could get
it—and benr the lash ws well. And
a'n't In woman? I have borne thirteen
chilern, and seen 'em mos' all sold offto
slavery, and whon I cried out with my
mother's none but Josus heard me,
And a'n't I a woman?
. “Den dey talks 'bout dis ting in e
head-—what dis dey call it? (“Intel-
loet,” whispored somo ononear.) Dat's
it, honoy, What's dat got to do wid
womin's rights or nigger's rights? 1f
my oup wou't hold buta pint and

a quart, wouldn't ye be mesn not
to let mo have littlo halt monsuro
full? Don das little man in black, dar
~he says womin can't have as much
rights as men, becanse Christ wa'nt a
woman! Whar did your Christ come
from?" Rolling thunder could wpot
have stillod that crowd as did those
deop, wonderful tones, ns she stood
there with ontstretehod arms and eyes
of fire. Raising her voice still louder,
sho repoated :  “Whar did your Christ
come from? From OGed and woman!
Man had nothin® to do wid him "

Death on & Pale Horse,
[New York Cor. Chicago Journal. ]
“Death s on & pale horso, racing
right alonguide of o anid & man at
my elbow, We were st the Brighton
The spealk hysician. The
or was o .
visiblo horso that he rJ;rml to, Eale,
was the property of Froddie Gebhardt,
the v-famous young man, and
wan the race,
“What you mean abont seei
Doath oa a rider in this ran 7" 1 asked,
“Simply that ho is coutesting with
e testy. . “Thar Rlowe bl
was the roply, ut Wi 1AM 18
Hclmghl.ru. you may? Wall,
over st the weighing stand when he

was preparing to A jockey hns
bhuri:rhl- , for horse owners
don't eare to down thelr beasts.
This is & dread cold day. We're
shivering in overconts, with the
collars turned nt.n MeLanghlin has
nothing on under his thin silk jacket,

He haso't allowed himself an oxtra
pound in flannels,  To all intents he is
cxposed naked, not ouly to the low
w but to the tremendous
ind mado by the speed of the race.
nw.hi:.mmﬂmmm like that,
a monia. That's
why I say that na&':“mmg a pale
korse by his side, and is jnatuhr:ly

g

88 1ol to beat him to-day."”

Arkansaw Travelor: Dar' -
tle truth eben in de "'I?o?.
ﬁﬁhumh«h datitian

lace "
nght and her voice | MY

INTO THE UNFORGOT-
TEN LAND,

“Madge Carral” in Arthur's Magaziue.]

.[Atthur'l;mln_l in his decensed friend's
office, perusing, in the y of executor
an epistle directed to Josph Lavx, nnd
signed Ermyntrude Bouthwayd. Although
addressed familinrly **Doar .'l:;‘" and ““i:
flowing with sentimental niscutices,
wios & busines, not & love letter, else he would
not bave resd it It appearsd that the
writer's (ather lujt“‘l'hornmn . t:ut;mznn
previous, owlng Joe—w then e
tored man's estate—money for bouse rent
Having but recently discoversd this fact, the
lady, being now powessd of conshlernble
property, dedred in justice to pay both
principal and nterest. ]

Buch was the sun and substance of this
lettar, read n the golden after-glow of one of
June's falrest days. There was, however,
one line over which Arthur Okill pondered
seriously. It ran thos:

“The story so swestly begun and so sadly
broken off under that roof you know well."

Yo, of course, Joo Laux koew. When
gueenly Ermyntrude Southmayd broke ber

with Arthur Uti'l;,bnll ﬂuu{z

sips in the village got bold of moy
news and rolled it like some toothsome morsel
under their tongues. The eldors remembrered
it to this day, although the discarded lover
had at different times bonorably woosl and
won two of their daughters and had buried
them, and children with them, under the red
ani whits clover bloom in Thornton's little
groen  graveyard, Folks seldom forget
things of this sort. More's the pity. From
his rose-draped window ho could see neross
the way the mossembroldered eaves under
which they parted so sadly and so coldly long

ago.

Bince that memorsble evening be had
written all sorts of hurd and bitter things
agninst this beautiful, imperious creature,
niid bad clossd nnd sealod the pages time and
aghin, only to open thet once more snd re-
write, although for nearly twenty years her
light step hadd nover erossed his path,

Now at last, as the day died in amber reds
along the gentle slopes of Thornton, he fell
to reading between these flery lines penned
with his heart's best blood, and w wondering
whether if b had but refussd to have taken
that rash girl at ber word she would not have
wen touched and have meltad like wax under
love's Indomitable flame, Bitting there in
the erimson and amber sun-glow, with white
aud pink rose-loaves Honting (n at the open
window like scented, tinted snowflakes, he
wished, vaguely, that this thought bad oc-
curred to him then, and that he had acted
upon It As it was, it was o lnte.  Even
the ashes of that old love wore seattersd. Ho
would sooner expiot to behold those whom
he lad kissed and laid away come forth in
flesliy habiliments than to  find that
annibilated passion clothed anow and dwell-
ing in his bosom.

“What in the world are you doing? ex-
claimed Mre. Both Okill, opening the door of
the ofice from ber parlor sdjoining. "1
thought you were going out.”

“No, I'm attending to a littls business," re-
plied her brother-fu-law, hurriedly seizing
some legal documents and making believe to
ook them over, "Say, Cad," reealling hor
assho was about retiving, “you remember
the Bouthmayds, don't youf

“To besure [ do, What was that beauti-
ful daughter's pame! Glenwood! Elfen-
hood ! No, that don't sound like it either.”

"l’l‘ry Ermyntrude,” suggested Arthur,

drily.
“Bure enough! Ermyntrude. I used to
name all my prettiost dolls after her, Nice
family, but awful poor and proud, weren't
they! What about them["

“She's written to Joe from Jersey City,
and Is coming to seo bim on busines,”

“Poor Joo! And be dead and burfed this
two weeks!" wighed Cad Okill. “She's
old now, isn't sho! I'm twenty-eight,
and kho was grown up when [ was a little
glrl."

“She's thirty-nine," replind  Okill, running
his shapoly fingers through his own thickly
powdered hair and beand, wondering the
while bow “Empress Ermyntrude's” rare
atburn brafds stood the test of thue,

“Thirty-nine and not married " exclaimed
Mra, Okill, as if compassing the round of
human wisery, “Is she after our dear old
bachelor Joor®

“Nonsense!  You know all about Joo's love
affaire  Any way, she always held her bead
too high for such ws by, or, Indwd, any one,
for that matter, Now that she's rich, she
doultless holds it higher yot.,"

“Yes, I recollect, sho was called the Em-
press, wasn'tabe!  She was so beautiful and
womad to be so grand, I really thought she
ruled a kingdom, and often wished 1 could
slip Into the house and se ber crown and
throne,  When is abe coming

“To-morrow noon,”

The mprrows mid-hour found Miss South-
mayd alighted at the protty vine engarlanded
station, and rapidly pursuing ber way toward
the well known integmcting stroots, on one
corpor of which was Joe's office, and upon
another the rambling, tree-girdled structure
she onoe callad howme,

Despite the changes nearly twenty years
had wrought, “Empress Ermytrude,” al-
though she pulled her gray teaveliv: veil
over hor face, half determined neithor to see
nor be son, recognissd o familiar residence
and bit of woodland green and emerald
swanl. b bad not come with any Intention
of remiaining even for one day, Tbere were
painful  memories  connected  with  the
place other than those interwoven with
“love's young dream.” Then, too, there was
really no ot she cared or dared see, except-
ing Joe Laux. The remaining wembor of the
only family whose acquaintance she had kept
up removed some three months previous, and
ware now her neighbors in the clty whore she
made hor hotoe,

Still, strive s sho Would, hittersweet
memories orowdad in upon ber, and when at
length she met Arthur Okill faoe to face, bers
was mpt, dewed like that of o rose in the
fush of dawn.

The ripe, red lips still disclosed tholr seed-
pearl rosary | there was no thread of silver

those chostnut braids, no trace of a

on those rounded cbeeks,  While far
Younger wok.en, moh as Cad Okill, aged un-
der tho m*trimonial yoke, and “child-birth
pain Joft its trocss on  heart and brain,™ she
rotained  her  splondid  health, and,
although she had sarmed hor bread and met
many trinls, was even more regally beautitul
than in the olden time, In early maldenhood
eritios hadd pronounced her “too fat and too
rod” The tendency of over-ripeness had
beon ohecked, that tropleal richness of color
Ing toned aown, and criticlsm on that score
was disrmed

“Arthur!® she ored, not Bushing in the
least, yot with all thelight of ber countenancs
dying out and a strango gloom  overshudow-
the warm, beown eyos

“Ermyntrude " exclaimed bo,

Oe Instant thess two, who had wrecked
ench othier's bope, clasped hands, and sye mot

of buasdivess, ls—"

“Ihoow, 1know," replied Arthur Okill

Interrupting ber; “sit down, please; ['ve
sumething to tell N
Bb-ldowunum told her about Joe's
death and his reading of her letter. He
could not resch the necessary papemns for s
day of two, he said, and in the course of a
week would bo obliged 1o visit Jersey City;
if agresable, be would be happy to wait upon
ber there.

“Taught tears and enlmed by time,"
there mlll:l{mnidonthh'ddl Mm
Okill was summoned and chattered for sboot
fiftoon minutes, after which her brother-in.
law attonded Mis Bouthmayd to the little
rose-banked station, presed her haud, and
bade ber good-bye. .

Miss Southmayd's parlor was not gOrgeots;
it was sitnply & oasy nook in which to do or
to dreamn great or lovely things Sitting
thare, with roseato lights and violet shadows
flitting over face and figure, “Empres
Ermyntrude's” heart beat trus, but she was
on her guard against this much-married
lover,

Not so be,  Sealng ber still so rarely beau-
tiful, o like the queen of life's unforgotten
May, mamory failsd to produce a recond of
the hard and bitter things written and saled
ngainst her; later loves and ties were ignored,
and, although slf-controlled and npparently
cool and at ease, he felt the passion of that
earlier, better day blosoming redly in his
beart,

They parted as thoy had met, old acqualnt-
ances; that, seemingly, was all It was,
nevertheless, odd what a vast amount of “red
tape” Mr. Okill mavaged to wind nbout this
bit of business. It became nocessary be should
call agnin. During this interview, be dashed
into the subject nearest his thoughts and
beart in & manner which might strike one as
abrupt, awkward, but “very human."”

“] think I pever saw you look so well in
anything us you did that evening in the red
drese ™

Bhe knew to what he alluded. They had
quarcled over a dress, which, when she dis-
played it in triumph as the one she was to
wear at a coming party, he sabl would
“oxtinguish" her; it was too much the color
of ber hair and eyes.  One word brought an-
other, finelly she flashed out:

“If the way I dressdon't suit your lordship,
perhaps I dow't suit you eitber, and we may
as well break our engngement.”

*'As you please,” he had replie f, 1:ftily, -

Two days afterwanl they met at the party
and did not speak, so the affair bocame com-
mon property, Following close this heart-
tragedy came the Southmayds' removal, and
that seemed 0 be the end of love's young
dream,

“You mistake,” she replisd; “'it was not
rod, it was cinnnmon-brown.  They would
call it terra-cotta now."

There was & moment's silence, Each had
opened the page of life's pastand was readin
their stories with strained, pained hearts
ayes,

They stood near the bireezs-haunted bay-
window, over which n woodbine strung her
soented  garlands.  Somewhere, & swee -
voload girl sang “Home, Swoet Home," When
the lust note died lingeringly on the sumumer
alr, Arthur spoke:

“Nor Is there in life anything so sweet as
the honey of young love, Ome may roam
the world over, drinking atevery spring;
might even banquet with the gods, and pever
find, nor hope to find, such nectar as he firsl
drank from love's golden chalioe”

Ermyntrude, gathering some fallen white
and creamy blossoms, murmured something
about flowers that never freshen, and they
stexxl in silence again, looking into the unfor
gotten land of youth,

The Halrpin Craze,
[Milwaukee Journal, |

“A crank,"

“What bresl

“A very common one just at this time,
He's a hairpin crank.”

“What do you mean "

“Why, simply what I sald It's a new
oraze that bas struck all in n heap thos: paca-
liarly rattle-pated individoals who have been
wout to burn the mkdnight lamp composing s
sotnet to my mistress' eyelrows, As the
small boy used to gather postage stamps and
the wee girl fill up her button-strong, so do
these tender-bearted youths collect hairpins.
They watch the ladies as they pass along the
stroets, aty parties, balls, and in stores on
shopplug excursions, and when a hairpin
works loose and falls to the ground or floor
It @8 quickly picked up, the lady's name
discovered if possible, and the
properly labeled, therewith goes to swell
the collection. The bolder of the hairpin
collectors  will succesd in picking o loose
one from a Iady's back bair without her
knowing i I was invited the other evening
to inspect u collection of these relics of beauty
gathered together by a SBeventh ward young
man. He had 300 of them, and they all bore
the name of the charming wearers,
including all the changes of fore
and aft on the name Bmith, from
Arabella to Zola, and from plain Smith,
to Bchmith and 8myth. One of the pins, my
delectable companion informed me, was from
the hoad of one of the leading society belles
of the city, and cost him §5 to secure it, a
rival colléctor baving obtained the precious
trophy and sold out to him.”

“What do they do with them?

“The samé as the boy did with his postage
siamps, or the girl with bor button-strings —
keep them to look at and to admire. The
erum has just struck the west. 1t originated
among the dudes of Boston about & year ago,
and has just arrived. In all probability it
will die out in a single season, as it seems too
foolish to endure long."

Mokes "Em Respect n Man,
[ Rockland Courder-Gasette. )
“What's this Dead Scott decision abouts
queried Mrs, Wigglesworth, lo king up from
the paper, “‘Dread SBcott—not  Dead Soote,"
mld llr.nxi'hluh! worth, with a man's
tronizing of superfority, W,

Beott, them, What is it/ Mr, WT‘L-
glwworth was stuck, but he looked wise.
“Something to do with the Moxican war,” he
explalned.  “Gen. Scott, you know, wasa
terrible fighter, and the Greasers got to refer.
ing to him as the Dread Boott. Some decision
or other he made about a battle is what the
papers mean.” Mre Wigglesworth, witha
satisfind air, folded the paper back and
turned to seo if any new poople had been
born, while Mr, Wigglswaorth winked to
himself at his having got out of it sosmoothly,
“All & woman needs,” be montally remarkod,
*Is to have a thing explained one way or an-
other, Don't matter what you tell'em, s
long s its something. 1t a mighty sight
canler than having to answer a hundred ques

tovs,  Mukes ‘et respect a man, too”

California Cotton Raising.
[Chicago Hernid.)

Cotton raising in southern Califurnia has
not proved as prolitable a5 was expected, and
the chief trouble seets to bo inefliciont labor
and its high price.  Most of the planters en-
gaged Chiness to do the work for them, bt
one mmson’s experience bas proved that,
whils the Chinaman demands almost as mnch
for his work ms the white man, he cannot
plek one-thind the amount of eotton. A nam-
ber of negroes are to be engaged to taks e
place of the Colostiale

Among the 50,000 pastmastors in the United
States, $5,000 o yoar Is the highest siary,
sind 3 cents the lowet There am forty
seven who receive §1 a yoar salury,

RURAL ENGLAND.

Hearty Old Fashioned Politentaa
and Fresh Unaffected Country
Girla

[London Letter in New York Sun,]

Almost the first thing you are told when
you take up your lemporary residence in
Blankshire, is that your comments must bo
guarded and your eonversation diplomatie,
s all the families within a visiting radius of
twenty miles are related to each other. And
#0 they are, for a death puts all the country-
gide in mourning, whils s wedding calls out
universal sympathy. Along the route of the
bridal cortege, every cottage or farm house
hangs out its little decoration, and in the
town every tradesman has his flag, bis bunch
of flowers, or his bit of bunting, for has he
not catered for the wants of the young couple
from their christaning upward!

Visitors and invitations promptly flow in
upos the new comer with a hearty old-fash-

foped politeness. Dinner parties are not pop- | P&

ular. [n the summer other gatherings are
preferred ; and in winter or sutuma the male
portion of the commuuity, the men who have
been shooting and hunting for seven or eight
hours, refuss to don the tafl coat and white
tie and drive ten miles for a ceremonious
meal, Moreover, coschmen and grooms,
bard worked by their attendance on the ex-
scting hunter (meaning the quadruped), turn
crusty at being kept out till the small hours
for social duties, although they are ever
ready toturnout at 1 a. m, when it is ue-
cessary to ride cighteen miles to be at a moet
for club bunting at 5 in the morning.

The girls—the strong, fresh, healthy, un-
affected girls of Blankshire—seem to exist
on lawn tennis, with an occasional trinl at
cricket, in which manly sport they are no
mean adepta.  But tennis Is the inevitable,
the universal, the allengrossing game. In
front of the low, broad, many-windowed,
ereeper-grown houss of the gentry, sproad
the well-kept lawns, snooth ss carpets, soft
and springy as moss, and across thelr green
expanse nre stretched as many nels as the
accurate measurement of the courts will
allow, There from morming till sunset the
balls fiy, ment over by strong, supple wrists,
while the air echoes to reiterations of the
tennis slang. The men of all ages and de-
nominations are clad in their fannels, aund,
like the girls, wear the flat India rubber
soled shos, for on no account must the ad-
mirably kept turf be cut up. While the
game progresses the strangers and the non-
players are plied with tea and the thimest of
bread and butter.

At no hour between 3and 6 can you pay a
visit in the country without the neat slver
service being brooght in, anl the ri‘es of &
o'clock tea complied with. Then you are

shown over the house by the kind hostess, | |

and gladden ber soul by genuine admiration
of the rare bits of chion, the quatnt-carved
balusters of oaken staircases, odd roceses,
curious old engravings, older and more
curious books in gigantic bindings and
colosal type. Among theso, in strange dis
sopanes, and yet unmistakably the index to
the keynote of courtly minds, shines the red
binding of all the peernges and volumes ded-
icated by Burke, Debrot and othars to the
nobility and geniry. Some are in three
volumes, others fat and voluminous like o
commercial directory, others ouly pocket
editions of the smme.  Each family knows its
own lineage and descent of every other,
What the New Testament was ta the old Cov-
enanters, the printed revord of his ancestors
18 to the British landowner—his vade mecum,
his guide, his fundamental dogma. Some-
times of two brothers ous only fgures in the
“Landed Gentry." The other has lost his
claims to appear in the “Livre d'Or,” for he
I;b:‘wmh-nmd trade and become n broker or
swer,

Mnalls for the Table.
[Paris Cor. San Francisco Chronicle.]

Another “delicacy™ in this pountry is tha
. or smails, For my part, I dou's
like them, and after baving onwe screwed my
courage to the tasting puint Ihave ever since
been wondering where was the pleasure of
chewing at a little piece of gristle that borea
close resemblance to boiled sole-leather,
However, the French consider the snail as
an edible mollusk, and the nasty, slimy,
erawling creatures are sold on the strest
corners just the same as oysters and at
about the same prices. They are served up
in their shells, into which s stuffed a com-
pound of butter, parsley, and sometimes
garlic, and you are supplied with a sort of
pleker, with which to extract them. The finest
come from Burgundy, but of late years a
number of departments have turned their at-
tention to the breeding and fattening of
snails for the Paris market; now it is the
department of Ander that ships the greatest
quantity, Toward the end of summer the
escarguts are collected into Hitle inclosures,
arrunged in the corners of the fields and gar-
dens, the spot selected being cold, damp and
shady. Inthis corner ull sirts of aromatic
plants are caltivated, and it is fraquently vis-
istedd to soe that the snallsdo not stray wo far
awny. Toward the end of antumn dry moss
and leaves are soatterod in the inclosure, and
when the snails have built up the uinln.n of
their sholls and gone  to sleep for the winter
they aro gat into boxes and shipped to
market,

The Habit of Hurry.
{Loundon Dally News.)

The whole of modern life, whether in the
oentros of pleasure or the contres of busives,
Is domlriated by the desire to do too much,
and the consequent necessity of doing it with
precipitation. Tt is a horrible habit— a detri-
mental habit; we had almost said a vulgar
babit. The whole world is in a conspiracy to
doubls, to treble the pace. And what is
gained by it! Loss of temper, deterioration
of manners, injury to digestion, increase of
nervous discases—these am the natural and
inovitablo results of that high pressure to
which we nearly all exposs ourselves and
subject each other. Who is made better by
it, who wiser, who even richer! Evervthing
is relative in this world; and it everybody
gallops nobaody s better off than if every-
body walkel  But who will consent to alter
it It would require & universal conseasus;
and this is not attainable,

After the Porpoises.
[Exchange.]

A company bas been organized by persons
living in Philadelphia and Cape May to cateh
porpoises, by means of a net invented for
that specinl purpose, and convert them into
oll, leather, and fortilisers. Thoss products
of the sportive porpolse are said to be pare
ticalarly valuable, but hitherto the difficulty
Las beon to cateh the porpolse, The new net
with which the company is to make war is
eapable of sccommodating 150 of them at a
time.

Some Additional Migns.
[Courier-Journal, )

Lord Bacon's signs of short life are quick
growth, fair, soft skin, soft fine hair, carly
corpulencs, large head, shurt neck, small
mouth, fat ear, brittle, separated toeth. The
other signs are: Guing into a saloon at
twelve (ntervals a day, sitting ona railroad
cromsing, nod writing original postry.

A whaling company with §1,000, 000 capital
bas beer started in San Fraoncisco,

[+ ]

COMMUNISM IN RUSSIA

TiE GOVERNMEST oF THE ‘‘MIn"—WHY
THE NIHILISTS HAVE LEFT THE PEAS-

ANTRY,
Translation from Paris Figaro.
Every commune, every mir 18 g‘ov-
erned just the way it wants to be. The
Russian mir is the perfect realization
of the perfect commune dreamed of hy
certain  occidental Bocl_llfn‘;j. ; "ﬂ”
roperty of the commune is Indivisible,
fndp:s e,;eh has always more llll:ld than
itis possible to cultivate, a regular con-
ference is held every year and adecision
made ns to what part of the soil shall
be planted, and what products shall be
cultivated. Every soul in the village
is employed in the work, and after liar-
vest the profits are equally divided.
The “mir” has the privilege of banish-
ing lazy or worthless characters, If a
erime be committed all the inhabitants
are held responsible until the guilty
rivis found. In the same way every
member of the community is held ro-
sponsible for the payment of taxes.
15?: in practice things do not ran so
smoothly by any menns, as the theory
of the system might lead one to su
'l'{mre are plenty of lazy folk,
turbnlent and dangerous characters,
ambitious men; and over all these
tower the emplovos of the central gov-
ernment who rule tyrannically and
make the peasantry pay them heavily
for overlooking certain things or pre-
tending to ignore deflciencies. .
Yet, aftor all, what better condition
of affuirs conld the revolutionary party
promise to the peasant? In reality,
none. But the revolutionaries did find
one vulperable spot through which the
pensant brain might be reached and
exciteld to dissatisfaction. Alexander
1L had given a part of the seignorinl
lands of the peasantry, The Nihilists |
have persuaded the peasants that the |
gift was given only as the first install-
ment of n larger ove: that all the lands
really belong to them, and are dne
them; that the lords have suceseded in |
devising means to keep the emperor
from giving the pessant all the landed
estates. They lwve thus tanght the
peasant to beliove that the nobility are
their natural enemies. Thus have the
geeds of govinl war been sown by the
Nihilists. But the Nihilists hove not
thus been able to win the poor people
to the cause of political reform.
Consequently the Nihilists  hava |
censed their propagandism among the
seasantry., They st first made it a
duty “to go nmong the people,” as they
enlled it: and they really did minglo
with them, lived with them, identified
themselves with the masses, Bt they |
were soon disillusioned. It is now
chiefly among the edneated classes, the |
intelligent classes, that they seek for
converts; and they mnke a great many,
It must be confessed that their journal,
Land and Liberty, is still pnblished in
spite of all efforts to suppress it—pub-
lished irregularly, it is true, but still
publisi'ed in the teeth of all opposition.

THE AMENDE HONORABLE.
Bill Nve in Detroit Free Press,

I remember an ineident which oe-
curred last summer in my office while T
was writing something scathing. A
large man with an air of profound per-
spiration about him and a plaid flannel
shirt stepped into the middle of the
room and breathed in all the air I was
not using. He said he wonld give me
four minutes in which to retract, and
pulled ont a watch by which to ascer-
tain the exact time. I asked him if he
wonld not allow me a minute or two
to go over to the telegraph office and
to wire my parents of my awful death.
He said that I could walk out that door
when I walked over his dead body.
Then I waited a long time, till he told
me my time was up, and asked me what
I was waiting for. I told him I was
waiting for him to die so that I could
walk over his dead body, How could I
walk over a corpse until life was ex-
tinet ?

He stood and looked at me, at first in
astonishment, afterward in pity. Finally
tears welled npin his eyes and plonghed
their way down his brown and grimy
face. Then he said that I need not fear
him.
“You are safe,” said he) "A youth
who is so patient and cheerful as yon
are, one who would wait for a healthy
man to die so that you could meander
over his pulseless remnants, onght not
to din a violent death. A soft eved
seraph like you who is no more con-
versant with the ways of this world
than that, ought to be putin a glass
vial of aleohol and preserved. I came
up here to kill you and throw you into
the rain water barrel, but now that I
know what a patient disposition yon
have, I shudder when I think of the
erime I was about to commit,”

PHYSICAL EFFECTS OF COLOR
John W, Root in Inter-Oconn.

Certain effects of color on domestic
animals (rominants, fowls, ete) are
well known. Itis only within a very
few years that anything like systematic
investigation has been made of color
effects on men, but, as far as they have
been made, it appears that they can be
recognized and rudely predetermined.

In the case of certain lunatics, and
other persons of deficient mental con-
trol, red and yellow was obvionsly ex-
citant, blue and green soothing—as
with those of us who are not lunatics;
while all savage tribes manifest for red
and yellow, and for all brilliant and
glittering  things, a marked and
passionate fondness,

A COSTLY RESIDENCE.

Millionaire Flood, of San Francisco, | N

is about to  begin the erection of what
he pays will be the handsomest and
maost costly private residence in the
United States. 1t will be of brown
stone brought from ocastern quarries,
and the cost when t‘.’om[lll'tﬂ‘ is osti-
matad at £3,500,000, not including the
value of the ground,
A GORGEOUS SCREEN,

New Orleans Times-Domocrat.

All the best peedlo-workers in New
York are ongaged on & gorgeons screen
for the Vanderbilt mansion. It is being
made at Mr. John La F 's stadio,
under the supervision of Mrs. Tilling-
bast. The gold thread alone used in
this embroidery cost $30,000. Sucha

screen ns that should cover » mnlﬁtnde'

of sins,

.

THE PRISONER'S TASE.

(Swintou's Story Teller.) i
assod the first ten years of | his
ment without doing sn !_nﬂ;

, sottle

himself
i l.ultn into the ways of ithe

He p
imprison
st time
own oand ge

lnce. ;
on, ns ho still had twenty years to
“r'I;!; ont, he said to himself one fine
morning that it waa shamoful to lead
go lazy a life, and that be must find
gome oecupation wor}lsy—not of a free
man, for Le was 8 prisoner—butsimply

d!;:n ;:romd (Y jmr to r.e!lnct-ing. o
weighing the different idens wlri
P.mll?lglrough his Lesd, and examio-
ing what should be the definitive ob-
jeot of his life.
m';u train o spider? That was very
old,well known! Copy Pellison, peugh!
plagiary |
n."l"!al:guntyon his fingers the wrinkles
on the wall? What! that was s ridicu-
lous and uscless amusement; b
h while.

‘m}?e said to himself: ““I must find
gomething which would be at onee
curious, profitable sud gratifying to my
desire for vengeance. 1 must invent a
task which will make the time pass,
which will produce some benefit ;ne
which will huve the value of & protest.

A fresh vear was spent on this dis-
covery, und tinally success rewhrded so
wuch perseverance. :

'.l‘ho] prisoner lived in @ veritable
dungean, where the sun enterad only
for half an hour o day, snd then only by
a thin line like & single hair of light.
The wretched pallet on which the un-
fortunate man rested his eramped limbs
wis lite:ally nothing but & beap of
damp straw, )

“xow, then,” he cried with energy, “I

| shall Lother my jailersand blufl the

lnw. 1 will dry my straw!"

He firat of nll{‘ﬁmxtul the stalks
which formed his bundle. There were
1,07, A poor bundle.

He next made an experiment to find
out how mueh time it needed to dry one
of tue straws, It needed three-quar-
ters of un hour,

This made then, altegether, for the
1,307 straws, 4 sum of Y80 bours and
fiftcen minutes; or— taking it at half an
hour sunlight a day—1,961 days.

Assuming that the sun shone on an

| average, one day in three, he ar-

rived at a totul of sixteen years, one
wonth, one week and six days.

Atthe end of six months this was
what remained for him to do.

He set to work then.

Every time that the sun shone the
prisoner held one of the strawsin the
ray and thos utilized all his sunlight.
The rest of the time he kept warm

boneath his clothes what he had been
able to dry.
Ten years passed away. The prisoner

had now only o third of hisdamp bundle
to sleep on, sud bad his chest stuffed
| with the two other thirds which had
gradually been dried.
| Fifteen years passed. Oh! joy, only
| 136 stalks of damp straw Jleft! Four
| hundred and eight days more and the
prisoner would be finally able to stand
ercot, proud of his work, victor over
soclety, aud ery with the vengeful voice
and satanie laughter of insurgents:

“Ha! ha! Yon condemned me to
damp straw in your dungeon! Then
weep with rage! 1 lieon dry straw!”

Alus! eruel fate was waiting in am-
bush for its prey!

One night when the prisoner was_
dreaming of his foture happiness, in his
ocstasy he made furions gestures,
knocked over his pitcher, and the water
fell on.his chest.

All the straw was wetted.

What was to be done now? Begi
sgain the Sisyphus task? Passanother
fifteen years m getting bits of sun into
bits of straw.

And his discouragement! You, the
lucky ones of the world, who give up a
pleasure if you have to take twenty-five
steps to get it, dare you throw the first
stone ot him?

But, you will say, he had only s year
and a half to wait!

And do you reckon for nothing his
wounded pride, his abortive hopes?
What, this man shall have worked fif-
teen years in order to sleep on a bundle
of dry straw, and then consent to leave
his Eri&on with bits of damp straw on
his hair! Never! There is nothing be-
tween self-respect and lying down in
the gutter,

Eight days and eight nights he de-
bated in anguish, struggling with de-
spuir, trying to find & footing again in
::l‘m annibilation which overwhelmed

im.
: He m:qm }) surrendering and con-
essing himself vanquished, i
the battle, ¥ dloey

One evening he fell on his knees,
erushed, despairing,

“My God " he said with tears, “T ask
Thy forgiveness for being without
courage to-day., I have suffered for
thirty years, 1 have felt my limbs decay,
my skin with er, my eyes wear away, m
e g

all out. ave fought aganinst hunger,
cold, solitude. I had one desire n:fioh
sustained my efforts, I had one ob-
ject in my life. Now mg desire cannot
E:.m'bly satisfled. Now my object
fled forever. Now I am dishon-
ored. Pardon me for deserting my
post, for leaving the battle, for running
away like o coward. Ican no more."
en i a fit of indignation he re-
sumes :

“No,” he eried, “no, & thonssnd times
nol It shall not be said that I have
lost my life for nothing. No: I am not
conquered! No; I shall not desert!
No; Tam not o cownrd! No:I will not
h;s : h:;undute longe’r on the damp straw
0 ungeons! No; society s
not get the better of me!” v sl

And the prisoner died
night, vanquished like
Cato,

He had died of

He had eaten all

during the
Drutus, grand as

an heroie indigestion.
hisstraw, ¥

Foree of Habit,

[Milwnukes Sontinel. ]
Photography is being used to de
| ermine the beight of clouds, but the
| Ehogognplwn cannot break the foree of
| habit, and when they point their cam-
| eras ot the sky they always say:

“‘\. ow, look pleasant, please, and don't
ir.




