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'%‘ bave the blesed s
The book of Fate unrolled:
Gabriel, holivst, highest,

Bpead ! for 'tis thine to gave the saints,

And their proud oppressors slav,
And to fill ihe earth with righteousness
Before the Judgment Day.”
Then ho was gone as the lightning goes;
And my heart loaped up as dame;
the Holy War
flwy of Aliab's name;
river, and rustling reeds,
And the wind of the dessrt lil!llng,
pead! for the hours aee gt
or s nre flyin
The sunbeams shons, like Im':c-‘tun.
Across the Mecea plain;
The roar of the hosta was in my ears,
Thelr fury In my brain;
And 1 vowed to Gl of the Falthiul
His Prophst alone should reign!

The Woenderful Electrie Dink,
[ Boston Budget.|

It is romored that a wyndicats representing
over §100,000,000 hias been formed for the
purpose of developing and introducing an fne
vention which is said to eombine the useful-
ness of the telegraph and the telephone with
that of the electric light The plans of tha
company, for some unexplained reason, are
kept vory dark, and the possibilities of the
fnvention are somewhat indefinits; enough
80 to challonge doubt of the reality of the
whole thing, if the claims put forward by
those who talk about It were not so positive
and ovidently serious.  One gentleman,

who maid he was not at liberty to
state the names of the inventors or
o go into  particnlars  at  present,

sald: “The elootrie light will soon be a thing
of the pnat, The disk is an electric apparatus,
nnd by it we, in the night time, can reosive
sunlight from any point of the earth where
the sun is shining. Don't be incredulows, my
friend : punlight hias already been transmitted
toa dark room overa wire; | have seon it
myself,” Then, too, scenes of any kind, in
nction or in repose, however distant, which
ean bo focnsed on the disk at the transmit-
ting end of the wire, are with
photographic accuracy on the disk at the
delivery end,

Theso partionlars are all given, with more
or lews [outiveness, by other persons, who
seemed able and willing to talk sbout the in-
vention, None of the parties interviewed,
however, would give the inventor's wume or
localizgs thoe Invoution fn any way, excopt by
saying thnt “It originated in Boston,”

Bob Toombs Kendy to Die,
[Philadelphin Times |

The house of Gen, Robert Toomls, in
*ﬂhm On, I8 o typleal southern
bomie; n beautiful flower gardsn of an nere,
flanked with barley lots, fronts a threvstory
wooden home  with Jarge chambers, wids
halls and roomy plazess.  Tho general’soflice
is In his dwelling, but he generally recolves
his eompany In the cosy sitting-room of the
second story.  He ls alway oordial, and gives
all, friend or stranger, a kindly welcome,
Bittiog in a large arm-chair, with his books
within easy reach and the well-ued Bible
among them, ho sat the Inst of the old
line,. He s %, and bLe is broken
considernbly since the death of his wite, but
I otill o vigorons old man.  The general bas
long besn o Mothodist In conviction, bat
only recantly has he become s communieant
of the church.  His determioation to con
nech himself with the church wai expressed
Inhis usunlstyle. Meeting his old friend,
Bishop FPlorce, one day, be sald;  “George,

I want you to baptie me. | have
no  religion, but | am  afeaid  some
of | theso fools  who  prate

young

about lofidelity will sy when I am dead 1
did not belleve in Jesus Christ, and [ wish to
avow my fuith.” He s much beloved by his
neighbors, and especially by the ohildren, to
whom he Ix eapecially tender, Ha says lifo is
too short for anlmosities, and thut ho has ne
foes and chorishes no resentments  Ho has
made all things ready for both worlds aod it
matlers little with bim how soon b leaves
this.

The Paris Club Neanda!,’
[London Dally Telegraph |

It sppoars that complalnts bave boen made
of robberics at the club in the Rue Roynle
for two years past, and this way to sote ex-
tent account for so large a sum s £4,000 be
ing found jn the possession of the footman,
who has beon arrested.  No lettors of papers
were found lo his lodgiogs of later date than
1874, when he entered the sorvice of the clul,
It, therefore, ho hiad any sccomplives, sspecial
care ha been taken to avold compromlsng
thotn. Bome stock broken' accounts bave,
however, been fonnd, which may give n clow
to the police. The man affirms  that the e
caritivs found upon him belongel to his
friends, but ho will not give the namnies of the
owners,  Two bottles of preparsd gum bave
boen discovered, together with soveral pack-
ots of poedlod, with which the eands were
pricked. Oua cnreful lnvestigation of the
murked cards {6 sppears that the sywiem
adopted was to rabse. s slight serutoh on the
face of the canls, and to apply a stuall quan:
tity of the solution of gum arable 1o it dey-
Ing the spot at oner, wud thus enabling the
o1 Lo ascertain the uature of the canl by

the slightest touch,

Forelgn Wheat Supply.
{Uhleago Tribune )

Ten years ago Indin did not send a bushiel
of wheat to Europe; five yearsagoonly a fow
cargoes; this year it is estimated that its ex.
ports will be pot les than 50,000,000 of
bushels, or one hall as mueh as was exported
biy the United Btatos Jast year  Auitralia i
a late-comer in the breadstafMs market of the
world, but will this year supply probably
25,000,000 buubels, ous-fourth as mach as our
exports in 1888  Russia is Increasing ber
oapabllities by the spread of rallways and
the adoption of American olovators and

ry. The average axports from the
Unived States to Burope for the last six yoars
Bave been loss than 150,000,000 bushe's a
yoar, These facts exhibit at o glance the
werious character of the competition Lo which
the American farwer is belng subjected and
what he las to eneounter in the future.

Loulsville's “Had Boy.”

[Courier-Journal. |

The most pestiforous small boy in Louis
villa, who respects porsons and property
least, anil who does all the wickelest aml
most suwaking things that can ocous o n
young imagination, Is not a rough, wough,
square-jawed, freckled, bullet-headod, dirty
listle wretch, ns might bs mupposel, bui s
sweol, pale boy, with s delicate frame and
oyes of “beaven's own bloa®™ Thow whe
Jook upon him fur the first tine woader if he
is mot w little stray angel, or at leas® the best
inall the Sabbath-school They woy-

der wh child has
o e e

THE CHILD VOCALIST.

[Malealm Dooglas in The Continent.)
“He's & splondid card,” exclaimed the man-
ager, enthusiaatically,
“In he, {odesd?” saidl Vanor Raymond,
rather abstractedly, as bo gazsd at the packed
avditoriom,

They were standing In the lobby of the Vi
rieties, Haymond had dropped o fora faw
minutes while making bis nightly round of
the theatres. The mapager, sager for & good
natice in the daily upon which hiscompanion
werved as o dramatio critie, was  himsell al-
maont offensively agresable.

“The hit of the show!" he emphatically af-
firmed. “You'll walt for him, won't you!
Ho ocomes on next."

“] don't know whether I can spare the
time,” sald Raymond, smoothing oub the
play-bill that had been crumpled np in his
band. And, in type which stood out bolder
than the rest, he read;

LITTLE pot!
“Tho phenomenal child artist, in his wonder-
ful charncier changes”—followed by more
terms of a laudatory charneter, similarly ex-
travagant,

Raymond carelessly cast his programme

aside and watched the two npon the stage,
They were going through what figured on
the bills oy un “acrobatic song and dance.”
Presently they executed o remarkable
somersanlt that brought forth a eloud of
dust and made their exit, folluwed by the
deafening applause of the gallery. In ro-
sponse, they came out and bowed, and the
stamping of foet snd elapping of bauds grad-
unlly ceased.
The quist that fell upon the houss was
broken Ly the tinkle of the prompler's bell.
The eyes of the andience expectantly songht
the wings. The musicians raised their in-
strumenta and began to play one of the pop-
ular airs in vogue.

“Watch him," whispered the manager.
“A born actor and no mistake."

As he spoke, & little figure, clad n a black
velvet sult with delicately striped pink stock-
ings, appearsd on the stage. A crimson
bandkerehisf protruded slightly from his
pocket and an eye-glas dangled at his side,
In hi hiand he held a light cane, which be
twirled foppishly at intervals,

Buch o pinched, wan face he turned to
ward the audisnce, ax hs bagan his song in
the yellow glare of the footlights! A fover-
jah flush was on his oheoks and his eyes
sparkled with unnatural brillisney. Ray-
mond felt Lis heart grow soft with pity us he
Hstoned to the rare, sweet voice that to bis
experionced ear alrendy showed wigus of
breaking.

“Poor littls chap,” he murmured; “he's
scarcoly 7, 1 should judge”  And
somehow n tender thought of his two
little  chicks, dreaming  perhaps  of
their ehildish heroes at the time cams to hiow
He watehed Little Dot through tho inist that
bl gathered in bis eyes,

The song soon came toan enl, and the
child dis ppeared, followsd by the enthis-
instic approval of the audience, The man-
ager jeined In the applause snd furned to
Raymond, bis face braming with pleasure,

“Eb? eb?” he sall, delightedly. “Doesn't
he bring down the house! An infantprodigy,
and all that, you know,* 'Fon my ward, (s
worth the price of admission tosee bim
nlove,”

“Rather n it subject for the Roclety for
the Prevention of Crnelty to Chlldren, |
shoold say,” remarked Raymond, dryly.
“For my part 1 bate your infant prodigies.
They all ought to be {n their bods at this
hour enjoying the sleep of healthful chil-
dren,”

The manager eyed bim sharply.

“Stuff and nonseiwe!® be gruutad, Then,
in n more cheerful tone: “Just wateh bim
this pext turn, His dronken man fs something
wonderful. 1'm capable of eriticising that,
you know.” Aud he hushed the vhuekle
on his lips as Little Dot—n complete meta-
morphosis—staggered (o with a high sillkc hat
orushed over his eyes and s white handker-
chief hunging from his coat-tail pocket,

The drunken hiceough and thick witerance
with which he readered the wong fairly con-
vulsed the audience,  When he was through,
ho was greeted with o tesrifle storm of ap-
plause,

“True to life, wadn't it1" laughad the man
ager.  “Woll, it ought to be He's hnd
plenty of chances to get points, goodiness
knows His fathor's Whitely of the ‘Stars,'
whonre playing ab the Globe this week.
Giood metor, but boozes too  muoh. That is
why bo and his wife separsted, 1t's lucky
sho's got the boy.  He's worth a cool §75 to
her overy week.”

Raymond listensl with his eyes intent
upon the stage.  Little Dot was responding
to his second encore.  When he finlshed  be
wis voeiferously redemanded.  Again ho
camo out and deliversd a pathetie little reei-
tation that evoked (resh applavse, Raymond
grow (ndiguant,
“What a shamel” he muttered angrily.
“They'd keep the poor little fellow before
thom the whols night it they could™
At that moment Littla Dot appearad from
the wings und ruisod hiv  band to his lips,
The plak glow cn ks cheeks bad died out,
nidd 10 its place was alook of utter wearines,
The audiesce must bave noticed it for the
house grew sl and the performance pro-
oveded with the noxt aok
Raymond  buttonsd up overooab
clossly and left the theatre. It was a
bitter night, and the strects were woll-
nigh dosertad.  Thesnow lsy deop upon tho
ground, and o raw, bleak wind blaw the still-
falling flakes remiorsly into his face. In
spito of a1l his efforts bie could not dismiss the
peaked, wan face, from  his thongita, A
pleturs rose befare him of Little Dot, tradg-
ing his way back to the hotel fuall the suow
at an hour when othor children  wers cosily
tucked away fo bed, and bis beart was filled
with pity at the contrst.
“Poor little chap!” be sald again, with a
ggh.  “T'l give him u good notive.”
The next night found him at the Variotics
behind the scones, Al his request he was
taken by the manager to the dressing-room
that Little Dot cocupled, and introduced to
him. The child was with his mother waiting
to “go on”
“It's the gentloman who was kind enough
to write the notice about you," she sald to
him. *“You must thank him for (L*
“Oby, It was you, was it he said, turning
his big blue cves up at Raymond. “You're
an sditor, ain't you!”
The awe with which he asked this question
bronght a smile to Raymend's facs.
“Not exactly,” be replied.  “I write for the
newspipers”
“Do youl” said the ohild, eagerly. *How
clever you must bl And it waz yon
who wrote that aboot me. Thank vou ever
wo much,  You are very, vory good ®
He placed his band o his forehead and
Bl it there & moment, Raymond noticed it
and Jooked grave,
“Are you quite well " ha asked kindly
“Quite well,” the child faltered “Only
~aly ' a little tired and—my bead aches,
Hurry, mamma" as the allboy ap-
mnl st the door; mnd, tuming to
wond, ba beld out his Nitle hand
'a":’"m‘ besakl “It's time for me to go
on,
Little Dot bastensd with his mother

his

his cue.  His mother stationed herself near
by to meist him in making h's changes

Raymond and the ma ager sought tuwe
front of the houke,

“That youngster is gulng to be slek,” saul
the journalist, with conviction, when they
parted. “Ha looked half ill pow. It's oo
bad that such a waak, delieate child showld
have to be out nights in such bitter weather,

“Eh, what was that! Bick did you say(®
eried the mansger with alarm." 1 bope uot—
Ihopenot. It might affect business, you
know, if he didu't appear, He in the strong-
est card on the bill this week."

Raymond curled hin lip slightly a1
the other's beartiemness, and walked off.
Bomehow Little Dot ioterestad  him
strangely. It might bave been that be
regarded the tiny favorite of the footlights
with pitying tendervess, for tho sake of his
own children,

The next night be returned to the Varie
ties to find the fears be bad entertained real-
fzad. The miausger mot him with & note in
his hand.

“Read It," bo sald, with a scowl upon his
face,

Thus adjured, Haymond took it, and
glanced burried at the contents, [t was to
the effect that Little Dot was dangerously
low with the scarlet fever, and, a8 & conse-
quence, could vot perform the rest of the
woak,

The words bhe read brought upa vivid
recollection of the two babes who bad lain
in the terrible grasp of the searlet tlond until
only the groat motber-love had won them
back to life. A lump took posesion of his
throat.

“Poor Little Dot,™ he murmured.

“I weuldn't bave had it happeo for $100,"
grambled  the manager. “It  places
mio in & detce of a fix. 1t's almost lopossible
to put any one on iu his place at such & short

THE CHROMO AN EDUCATOR,

Belleving ia the Influencs of Lith-
ographs, a Vender In Kloguent,

[New York Sun. ]

*These things are s nulsance, and should
b sbated,” a geotlernan remarked emphat-
feally aftor stumbling against o street
vender's cart loaded with many bright liche-

gmphs

“Is that truaf™ a bystander asked, addross
Ing the vender.

*No. Weare public benefactors—nat least
lam. Chromos are not in o good reputs ns
they were years ago, but not every one
knows what good chromos bave done for the
clty,”

“For Instancol”

*They have cultivated o taste for better
things.  They are bright, and generally
sheerful, Hood's ‘Boog of the Shirt' is no
longer a troe picture in detail. The seam-
stress gets o chromo at the tea store to take
the place of the shadow she used to thank for
falling on the bars wall. A chromo is much
more exhilarating thana shadow. People
who go into the rooms occupie! by the
very poor find the walls less repulsive than
formerly. Especinlly is this true in rooms
pecupied by the thousands who bave koown
better days."

“But bow can an unreal piotore cultivate
taste "

“I4t us sea. Are chromos les true to
nature than paintings! Are they not fre-
quently copies of famous paintings! Suppose
they are unreall They are bits of bright
eolor, The bousswife and the cbildren ar-
range them on the wall. FPretty soon some
one notices that the color of one does not
match well with it neighbor. A rearrang:
ing follows with an improved effect. That
has been a Jesson in art to the wife or
daughter or son, or all thres, of a bol-car

notics, ™

“You're In hard lines,” said Raymond,
coldly, |

Bomething impelled him before ha went l'oll
the newspaper office that night to sk the |
second-clnss  hotel whare the  child and
his mother wero stopping.  Paming
& florist's on his  way, be purchased
& bunoh of the creamy, full blown
roses  that  wers temptingly  displaysd
in the widow, These he snt up to the sick |
room with bis card and a request to know |
how the little fellow was.

Presently the answer came—no better,
Would be go upl M. Whitely would like
to mee him.

Raymond followed the boy up-stairs and
soitly entered the darkened rvom. The |
mother, with the inarks of wearines nlml?
ber eyes, comie from the window where she |
r:’i been standing and led the way to the

He was taken (Il last night on his way
buck from the theatre,” she whisperad, ina
bhonrse, strainnd tone. 1 thought it was
nothing but a cold and—and did not
eall in n doctor,  Hut be grew so much worse
in the night that | had to send for one, and
ho mys its searlot fover in its most malig- ‘
naut form.  He bus b en delirious nearly all
the time.  The doctor did not tall me so, and
yet—I"m sure be'll never get well again.”
Bhe gave a bitter sob but hereyes were dry—
her tenrs had been exbansie | long ago “Oh,
why dossn't be come, why dosen't hs come!®

Hbe resumel Ler place by the window,
looking vacen:ly out at the wild, hlack night,
Raymond remained by the bedside nud gazd |
compnasiunately down upon the small face
marked with livid spotx  Near him stood a
stand upon which his fragrant offering and
severnl vials of modicine ware placed.

Buddenly the littlo sufferer opened biseyes
with a faint monn. For a moment they rested
upon Haymond and then wearily closed

again.

“Dad{” the parched lips formad,

His mother approached the bed noiselassly
and bent anxiously cver him,

“Yeu, Dot,"” she sald, soothingly, “he will
soon be hore—soon be here.  You won't have
lung to wait now, darling;" and looking up |
at Raymond, she continusd, in a chuking
vuloo, “he wants to sw his father, [ have |
sent for him, buit—but | don't know whether |
be will come, He drank and—nand we parted.
Gl forgive me, 1 bave been to  blame, too,
Uh, do you think that he will comer™ |

Raymoud looked av his watcl. The time |
lacked & fow minutes of 11

"Yes, I am sure ho will,” ho said pityingly.
“He L5 at the Globe, T think. The perform.
ance is searcely over. No malter how teavy
un actor's grief may be, he is obliged to dis- |
gulse it sometimes nnd play his park.  Yes,
be will come without doubt.”

Blowly the minutes dragged by, Finallyna
faint knock was beard st the door, She
went und softly opened It A man entersd
on tiptos,

‘;l hauk beaven, you are bero at last!™ she |
add.

“l vould not coms before™ he utters,
hoarssly, *How ls be—betier)"

Bhe monrnfully shook ber bead.  He wont
and lvokied down at his chill.  His haggard
[ace told of the violent griof that wos mging
in his breast, |

Raymond turned to go. He deemed the |
soeti (oo sacred for his presencs,  But the |
mother grasped him by the arm, giving him |
o wild, imploring look. ’

“Niay," sho sail.  “Ho liked you,"

While the father stood thisre, the child |
opeted his ayes and recognize | him.

“Dind ™ bo eried, stretebing forth Lis little, |
hot hand, affectionatoly.

His fatbor caught it, and hald It in his cool |
palm, |
“Yea, my boy," he said, bis strong \'olml
trembling. |
“Give mo n drink, dad,"” he whispored, with
diffieuity, “Oh, dad,” with a pathetic moan,
“I'm all burning up!"

His father molstensd his lips with water,
“There, Dot," he sahl, with foroed cheerful-
novs.  “You foul bettor now, dou't you! And I

yvou're poing to get well soon, Buch good
thmor wolll hnve fossthes whin, juu dul |
Wao'll

Tho child fnterrupted him with & faing
shake of his hoad,

“No, dad,” he sald, fixing his big eyes
solemoly upon bim, “l won't gt well; ani 1
wuntl you to promis we—proutlse me—"
“Yea, Dot," bo said, with a groan. |
“That you won't gol—get—thas way "
He Jooked stondily up,  His father Inwud'
his bead, too full of anguish to speak.

“That's a goosd dud,* ssid the ohild, fondly,
“Iknew you would. You eonldn’t help gt
could you, dad t*

Every word was a stab at tha man's heart
He turoed to Raymond “For God's sake
pet & doctor!™ be said, brokenly. “He's
dying!"

“No, no," interposad the child, hastily, “Ir's
too late—too Intel  Where's mamma?! | can't
s | want ber hand,”

His mother came and beld out ber trem- |
bling hand to him.  His father gontly on-|
deavorsd to draw his away.

“No, to!" said Dot, the wonds coming in
glﬂ!\ “T want both—Dboth. ™

o strove with his remaining strength to
Join them X saw what be
wishes] to do, and clasped hands.
A peaceful mmile lit up bis wan face. He
said Do wore, aud yl they understood.

A Clrenlating Museam.

[Chicago Current.)
An English educator bas submitted a plan

e to be o i fof sibjucy

lessons in the sohools. It certainly fs worthy

-3

through the dark and leading
bhﬁnnﬂlm walting for

the conaldvration of edvocat s everywhare

ter, perhaps.  Cultivation has begun at the
roote. You willsee the result in the next
generation, From free tea store advertise-
ments the housekeéeper comes to me, For 25
or 50 eents 1 furnish her with enough
to adorn a wall beautifully. You wmay
not eall it adorning, but ohromos
that I sell for 25 cents retalled for §3 twelve
years ngo. From my cart the woman
will go to my neighbor there and buy, for 5
or 10 or 25 cents each, plaster of Paris
aques and figures.  1'll wager now that she
never heard the word plague ten years
ngo. At that time plaster of Parls was used
for muking angels and saints, and gaudily
painted dogw, cats, and awkward figures
Now we have copies In plaster, some of them
bronzed at that, of very famous works of
art.  You can find them on the mautels of
men of conslderable property. Thelr chief
wimion is among the poor, The wife baving
s copy of & work of art reads certain things
In ber newspaper that she formerly skipped.
The man, even If he is an art critic, who de-
orles low-priced coples, and even imitations
of works of art, succesds in showing that
frail bumanity is linble to err.”
Farming Down Sonth.
[Huntsville Cor, Detroit Free Pres)

In this section of Alsbama n farmer can
ralse anything which will grow in the north,
and in muech greater abundaoce. Wheat
matures spendidly. One field of 100 acres
last year vielded an average of twenty-two
and one-half bushels to the nere. Oats will
run  from sixty to sventy-five bushels, and
are very heavy. Clover makes an excellent
crop. A farmer told me that he last year
cut 100 tons from ffty seres, selling it read-
lly st 15 per ton, and the sécond erop
bronght him five bushels of seed per acre,
and the seed sold at §6 per bushiel. That 100
acres brought in the gross sum of $4,500 in
one season, or at least $3,000 sbove all ex-
pensesx. Do we doany better in the north!
I8 not the southern farmer getting his eyes
open very wide! If you doubt it let me add
that there are over 500 mowers and reapers
in the county in which Huntsville is sit-
uated.

Corn will yield forty bushels to the acre
without much care. Irish potatoes yield an
avernge of 400 bushels to the acre, and sweet
putatoes, flung into the earth and the fleld
sowrvely lobked at again, pour out 500 bush.
els to the ncre as a reward. Apples, peaches,
plums and all other fruits do splendidly here,
and it any of the fizures above swm exag-
gerated, I ask that at least 10 per cent. ba
added to them (n case nnorthern farmer were
to work the ground with w labor,

Bpring opens here from fofr to six weoks
earlier than in the north, and whits mn can
waork in the fleldsthe year round. Taxes are
low, schoal privileges abundant, and law
and order everywhore prevail. 1 have been
in Alabamna two weeks, nnd vet I have not
heard n dispute, seen one drunken man, nor
read of n serious erime in the state,  Thers
ure drinking places in plenty, but men rarely
get drunk, There is enough o quarrel about,
but everybody seems good natured,

The Story of an Artist,
[“Curt & in Inter Oconn, )

Bix years ago the residen's of Washington
were invited by veatly printed circulams to
visit Odd Fellows' ball on Seventh strect,
il witness o tost of the endurancs of “the
champion female pedestrian,” who was at-
lempting £ walk 100 miles in 100 consscutive
hours.  The walking mania was then at ita
beight, and the hall wis crowded with
distingnished  gentlemen  and ladies who
pald 25 conts a bead to see a littls wotnan

tread & clrele of sawdust. She  was
the flst of ber sex to wccomplish
the feat, and whoo the finishing

hour came, and she won the mateh against
time and  fatigue, bouguits were dhiowered
upon ber from fnir and joweled hands This
week the residents of Washington are re-
quested by a shullar civeular to visit an art

| gallory where a number of beautiful land-

scapes are on exhibition, and the fashion-
able poople are flocking there in large num-
The artit i« ke “champion temale
pedestrian,” Miss Bortha Voo Hillern, and
ber trinmphs are as great upon the canvas na
upon the sawdust.  The money she gained by
her pedostrian exhibition was spent In  oulti-
vating o natnral taste for art, and her gonius

is recognised by the best eritics of the coun-
try.

What Literary Workers Are Dolug,
[Chicago Current. |

Among the intervsting literary news afloat
are the statements that Robert Browning's
new poetn will appear in April; that Justin
MeCarthy lsat work on a political novel; that
Vietor Hugo s about to publish a new volnme
of poetns; tbat the autbor of “Ginx's Baby,”
is giving tho finishing touches to a novel;
that Susan B Anthony is writing a book on
the condition of ber sex in Europe; that
Crawford's novel *To Leeward,” has reached
asale of 25,000 copies; that the empross of
Austrin is priuting herself the sonnets which
she hias written; that Julian Hawthorne s
writing s novel for The Boston Sunday Globe;
that the Tiackwoods will soon publish
Authony Trollope's last completed novel,
*An Oid Man's Love:® that Prof. Whitney
will contribute the article en philology to the
forthooming volume of the Eﬂ(‘}'trlw
Brittanica; that Walter Besant is writing &
story to be called “Julia;® that the pow edi-
tion of Edwin Arnold's “Light of Asia,” will
be #0 sumptuous that coples will cost several
bundred pounds, that Baneroft, the historian,
fs at work In Mexico; that the Hrazilian em-
peror bas just headed a subueription to the
lLongfellow memorial fund

s,

A Porteait of Diekens,
G orge M, Tow'e.} [

From behind the plain, broad writing-
table o brisk, active figure came for-
ward to greet me with » bright twinkle
of the eye, & sunny smile and o hesrty
grasp of the hand. ‘A remarkably
yonl{:ful figure, us it first appearced to
me, snd most jauntilv arrayed.
apparel was conspicnons and even fop-
pich.  There seemed to be a pervading
effect of gold and jewelry rather too
lavishly displayed. Coat, vest sn,l
trousers were cnt in the top of the day's
fashion, The cravat was brilliant in
color and obtrusive in size. The gen-
eral impression was that of u dainty and
airily dressed man, to whom a good
looking-glass was B YVery nece:sary
artiole of domestic furniture. )

ut I was soon drawn from this rapid
contemplation of attire to ohserve the
fentures and manner of the man him-
sell. Never, I thought, had the art of
photography more completely failed to
cateb the true lineaments and expres-
a'onn of its subject than in this instance.
Here before me was a face aglow with
o bright, healthy, pink-and-white
bloom; & face which, while furrowed
with heavy lines when in repose, was
yet youthful in its expressive ond
changeful vivacity; a large mouth,
about whote corners there seamed al-
ways playing a quizzical smile, and hair
and beard slightly tinged, indeed, with
streaks of gray, yet fine aud tawny and
curly and arranged with studious care
about the broad while forehend, the re-
treating chin and the delicately tinted
cheeks,

But of all the striking features the
groat boauty of the eyes first attracted
and held the visitor. Eyes of the bluest
blue; eyes which danced and sparkled
with sunniest rerriment and vet which
quickly softened intoserions sympathy;
eyes which were brilliant and search-
ing and seemed always to be kindly,
thongh keenly, reading the person
to whom he was talking, yet which
never hardesed into sternness; eyes
in whieh, especially, you could discern
all the humanity snd humor, the noble
intellectual posaibilities and the manly
tenderness of their possessor,

German Iovalers of foland.
[New Yok tu.)

Numerons uoblemen of Russian
Poland have jooned in publishing an in-
teresting nddress to their countrymen
in the Polish jowrnals of the city of
Posen. They eall upon the Poles of
every stat on and of both sexes to ab-
stain from all extravagant expenditors
at the comiog cardinal festivities, es-
pecially in cos. ly dinnersand balls, and
above all to avoid the ruinous games of
hazard to which they are so strongly
wddicted. They aleo urge the practice
of self-deninl aud economy in the future
on all oocasions, and nssert that reck-
less and prodigal habits, indifference to
money, and lavish and extravagant dis-
plav, are tarned toadvantage by gready
foreimers, who absorb the wealtn that
the natives of the country so foolishly
throw awar, and thereby gradnally be-
come possessed of th« estates of the no-
bility and erowl them out of their
ano stral homes,

The Kurier 1 o man«ki, in urging this
address upon the attention of the
readers, states that the amonnt of land
in the provinece of Posen that is now in
the possession and ownership of the
German invaders exceeds that held by
the native Poles by neatly 50 per cent,
Cierman  landowners have sequired
tite to 3,088400 nores, while in the
lands of the former wmnsters of the
conniry there remain only 2872600
neres. The struggle of the Poles,
however, for the mastery of their na-
tive lund is'a hopeless one, They are
unible to resist the steady habits, par-
soverance, indust:y, and energy of the
Germans, They have been losing the
control of their family estates vear by
year, and the entire province is rapidly
slipping vut of their possession.

A sirange Lustitution,
[Chambers' Journal )

Among the oral tradition; of the past
in Cambridgo, thore is handed down to
the wodern undergraduate an sccount
of a secret socioty wh ch was established
in the university at a remots period of
time, and which was called the Lie
sooiety. At the weekly meetings of the
members, an insenions falsehood was
fabricated, which frequently referred
to some person locally known, and
which was probably not altogether free
from scandal. It was the duties of all
the members fo propagate thisinvented
story as much as pousible by ralating it
to every one they met. Each member
had to make o note of the altered form
in which tho lie thus eirenlated came
round to him  individually, and these
wore rend out at the next meeting with
ail thoe copioss wlditions anl changes
the story had receiveld pasging (rom one
to the other, often to sueh an extent as
to leave but little of the original fabric
left. After a time the society begnn to
langtish, and soon after disappeared

| altogether,

Henry Clay's Oratory.
[Ben: Perloy Poorw |

Henry Clay was a natural born re-
publican orator, In a despotism he
would have been Leheaded for his im-
pudenoe belore he was 80 years of age.
No such voice was ever heard else-
where. It was equally distinet and
clear, whether at its highest key or
lowest whisper: rich, masical, capbivat-
ing. His action was lhﬂ spontaneons
oftspring of the passing thought. He
gesticnlated all over, The nodding of
his head, hiung on a long neck, his arms,
Lands, fingers, feot and even h's spoc-
taclos, his sauft-box and his pocket-
handkerchief, aided him in debate, He
stopped forward snd buckward, aod
from the right to the left with efect,
Every thought gpoke; the whole body
had its story to tall,

Profits aof Ostrieh Farming.
[Exchange].

Somo interesting regults of the ex-
periments in ostrich farming now going
on in southern Californin, are contained
in the following repori: The ostriches
on the* Anabemn farm laid 305 eg
during the season from the 1st of May
Inst until the 1st of October. The
birds have been plucked twice since
their arrival on the farm. The first
clip, in May last, vielded £300. 'The
clip in Decomber yielded 2,500 quills
of all kinds from eighteen hirds, aud is
valoed at §1,000,

JOAQUIN MILLER'S CABIN.

The Poet of the Wirrras Setiled in
Hin New Home.
{Wasbimrton Correspondencs, )

Joaquin Miller, the poet of the Sier-
ron, hus just got into his log cabip. I
called upon bim in it and found s tall,
well-made, blue-eyed mnn of 45, with
long, tawny hair Howing onlTrom under
his sloneh hat, with pantaloons tucked
into o pair of fine boots, and a good-
natured air of western wildness, which
well aceorded with his pieturesgue sur-
roundings. He re e.ved me cordiallv,
snd kindly showed me over the eabin,
saying that -for fifteen years he had
been wandering about over the face of
the earth, and that he was glad to feel
that he bad at last s place he could
call his home.

Ile cabinison the heights at the
head of Sixteenth street, the great
street of the Washington of the future,
As Waukeen says, “The presidenis
house is at one end of it und his ha
at the other, but that while he hifey .
cab n tnepres'dent has only a ca 7
Sisteenth is s great wide s'reo‘-’-b' A\
with asphbalt and lined alternataly nth
#50,000 mansions and $560 negro nuts,
The White House, almost bathed by
the Potomae and faced by Lafayotte

park, is its starting point, and
balf woy up toward Mr. Miller's
cabin is o green plat in  which
a bronze  equestrian  statue  of

Gien. Scott looks at the executive man-
sion. The street steadily rises, carry-
ing with it old St John's Episcopal
church, George H., Pendlelon’s man-
gion, negro laborers’ cabins, Nenator
Cameron's great palace, and & like mix-
ture, till it reaches the boundary of the
town, where there is & jnmf upward im
the shape of a fifty-foot hill or platesn,
running back into the country. On this
lateau Joaguin Miller has bought s
ot and put up one of the prettiost of
log eabins.

g(l‘lw lot runs almost to the edge of
the hill and the view is certainky one of
the fine t in the United States. Mr,
Miller says he has never seem
anythiny to equal it, and that
man can write poetry anywhere he
ought to be nbls to write it here.
stand in front of the large yard of the
cabin, under one of the great oaks
which shade it, a!1 Washington lies be-
fore you surrounded by hills which
make it look as though the nature
aronnd was a mammoth coliseum of the
godas and the pational capital the scene
goiug on in the arenas below. The
jgreat white, cla-sic eapitol is plainky
4 en, the Potomao flows along the edge
of toe arenn, and off on neighboring
hills yon ean look into Alexandria sud
ot the tombstones of Arlington.

UChirago's B ulterine Produetion,
engo Times, |

Few imagine the vast produetion te
which the wanufacture of butterine or
bogus butter has grown in this city. A
witness, while testifying Lelore a com-
mittea in the New York senate in refer-
ence to butter adulteration in that state,
incidentally stated that some thirty or
forty manufactories in Chicago were
engaged in prolucing bogus butter, and
his statement is perhaps not far astray.
The state of New York bought and used
last year 40,000,000 pounds of bub
terine, and the cities of New York and
Brookiyn are eredited with producing
but 3,000,000 pounds of that amouns.
(hicazo mny safely father the hulk of
the remander, as well as the chief sup-
ply to other sectiors of the ecuntry.

The reason so much is produced here
18 beeanse the supply of raw material
88y abundant, «hicago can find at
her grest pork-packing establishments
and abattoirs & superabandance of ma-
terial tor butterine —cow und hog fat,
principally the latter, for by odds the
most profitable dairy cow nowadays ia
o dead hog. The business posseases
two startling features, It lhns grown
to such vast proportiovs that it scems
likely to wrec‘i the dairy intercsts of
the whole conntry, but particnlarly of
the west. The second alarming
feature is a still weightier considera-
tion—its sanitary phase. lhe raw
material {rom which butterine is pro-
duced must be, from the cost to manuo-
fucture, un average of 14 cents per
pound, of the cheaper grades of animal
fas. I'hese are redueed to s pulp,
heated somewhat, and then treated
with acids. Perhaps in most cases this
raw material wonld not be genorally
regurded as wholesom>» "I'he weatsup-
plied may not always be safficient be
de troy any animal or diseased germs.

I

The First Duel la Kentacky,
[Excunnge.}

“Feller-citizens, them's my seati-
ments! It won't do for this tight to go
on! The Bargrass poople, whar 'Squire
Thraoston lives, will swar Le fit for 194
cents; and them bod town boys, where
"Squire  Harrison lives, when he
rons them out of his watermillion
pateh,will eall him ‘eld fightin'$ pence.'
I like a good figlit better than a hot
taddy of a cold night, but I hate o bad
fight worse vhan a nest of yaller-jackets,
There ain" no good in this fight,
nohow. T don't like the woepous,
nuther. Rifles is all right tes 2njung
snd bars, but are awful things agin
friends, If you bad painted yer eyes
bluck with yer fisis, or even doubled
one another up by kicks, when you
quarreled, it would have been rt\g"far.
but to go borin' holes through one
another with rifle balls like sugers
throngh poplar logs, won't do a4
all. The commandment of the
Seripter saya, ‘Thou shalt not kill,’ bas
it don't say thon shalt not hit with the
fist, and kick with the foot when a fel-
lor makes yon mad. I propose, thaz-
four that we wind up this fight with a
shootin’ match, far a gallon of whisky.
Our side agin your side, will shoot at a
tree the size of & man, sixty yards, ob
tho word, and the shot nearest the
center wins,”

Yo soon as Fullivan finished his
speech, Thruston and Harrison whe
had both been compelled fo laugh ab
its oddity, simultancously extended to
one another the right hand. A hearty
shake followed, and the diffculty was

g% | all over.

Stanley Las visited the ‘(.:;mgo valley
north of the equator, and finds a dense
and enterprising population of proba-
bly 40,000,000,

I%mm Journal: An jotelli-
gent ballot is &5 necessary as an houest
and free ballod,




