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THE BEGGAR.

————

Ight; hin sodd
3%“:::::::41 waled:

i the Lord I hoaven:
%mmﬂ thibs thing bet
”“mdnhuﬂurth?”ndlbq

M-wmm&lthm
saints, 0, Lorid,” the beggar sald,
™ Valy lives of prayer;
ow shall Ly know of such as we?

Ay perisl unaware.
vo 1o save our wicked souls,
ﬁ:‘mm for thesky;
wm not having bread Lo eat
(Fargive) our bndios die. ™

‘-mwﬂﬂd wpako out of heaven
ji wralh and ARgTY pain:
e, for whom 1y 8on hath died,
son linth lived in valn,*
—Arthur Bymions in Woman's World

IS REWARD,

ster, burrying along the upper
uﬁ-w York, still only bulf finished
:‘M,‘l; with years of incompletonesy
saw us he ploked hils way through

o

W‘; of an unpaved erossing a slght
w Wit furlous. Some elght or nine
the ehlldren of the poor, but well
little fellows from the Queen Anue
aod well nrpul nted apartment
of the neighbor 100U —=stoning a may
st among tho rubbish of n new exon.
abanidoned for the time by the work-
and who seemed to be quite innocent
o sy offense aguinst them, 8o fur the
pud been physically harmless in.
Hut even 15 ho looked one flung by
& ¢ boy of the crowi strick the
530 4pOD the hoad aod wounded it. The
o) gushod forth and the boys, friclit
el At last by what they had done, dis
F"‘d {n all directions and were out of
it before the doctor, even with his long
grnlis, bad reached the spot.
#These Imps have burt you," he sald,
over the man, who wus trying to
the blood with the fragment of an

{kerchief.
e i the man. “It looks cownrly

{n clothes like mine would soon gut

arrested if be punished boys like

et as they deservedd.  1t's a bad world for
"

pockets.
%‘. true," snid thedoctor, "See hore,
[lways bave some sticking plaster in my
ket Il fix the cut for you." And
uking off bls gloves he produced the little
et with 114 pluster scissors and skillfully
{nssend the wound.

“ suppose you are out of employment?”
pelil when be had fnished.

o s oitt of overything,” sald the man;
sgork, money, health, friends, and luck
ol food and shelter just now, [ wonder
{hsven't made 0 hole in the water, Why
s live when there is nothing to live for
sane of the mysteries of this life,”

“We all huve something to live for,” sald
gie doctor, “thongh a hungry man don't
fiok 80, You are young and strong, Be

and you'll feel well again. Lot
,ﬂ; you out for today, and after you've
wen and slept come to me. Il give you
oo work—rough work—but it will boa
gart—Lf you want it, and come to me sober

Whank you,” sadd the man, vising; “and
God bles you. If I don't come sober I'lI}
wicome at all, But 1 think I'll come.”

He took the dollar that the doctor gave
bt with his card, and bowed ina way that
proved that he had not slways been in his
ettt position,  The doctor obeyed the
fmpulss of the moment, and with a smile
alered the man bis hand. e saw that this
w00 ondinary tramp. For that sort of
weatare thore is no hope and no help. He
fim0 vilo that he scarcely desorves mercy,
wd the doctor knew it well; bur to this
man a friendly hand grasp was good medi-
roe, [t had its offect. A light camo into
the dull eyes, a smile moved the mouth.

“l cannot express my obligations for
your kindness,”” he sald, carnestly,

Sathey patted.  The doctor fidt tonchied,
d wis rither pleased with himself, and a
fitle further on, mecting a boy he recog-
nid s ono of the poor man's assailants,
ke took him by the ear und gnve him n lee-
fury, threatening to take him to his father
ud expose his conduct. However, he did
wk do it, nor did the boy fear that he

would,

“Ididn't throw the stone that cut the
Iellow,” bosaid.  *“It was Tibbs."

“How would Tibbs like to be arrested,
ek bim ™ saidd the doctor, Then he walked
eaand the incident faded into insignlfl-
emos. After mll, it was unlikely that the
ean would come to him.

The doctor was a very popular man in
the upper part of the city, nnd his day was
will fllel. He was, besides, bent on two
missions, both Important ones, He was
sbout to make an offer of his hand and
bart tonlady of whose feclings he had
ey little doubt, and he intended to de
Pt In acertain bank a sum of money
which he carried about his person. It was
Alarge one—the half yearly salary he had
fevived from the manngers of an orphan
sylum to which he was plysician,

Buch a sum would endanger s man's life

were known Lo have it about him as
bewalked noross those newly cut strects
o pat blocks of yet untennnted houses.
Bat thon, who knew? And the doctor wus
and muscular,

Need one ask whither his steps first took
kim? Naturally to the feet of his lady love.

wis young enough to look all the

Weeoter in the bright light of day, and her

etty morning dress became her.  She biad

fpeetad the offer and aceepted it without

tion, and the young doctor made all

%rts of charming speeches and was per
more than one kiss.

At last, however, he wns obliged to say

and ax he ran down the steps he said
1 hlmself that he wis the happiest fellow
Already out of fear of poverty, en
Bigud to the only girl he ever loved, healthy,
%l with a clear conselence, what young pro-
be nal man was ever in better case! As

Pissed thespot where he had that morn-

&eti the boys stoning the unfortunate
E the pleture nrose once more before
b What n contrust in their positions,

thanght to himsalf] Well, he had worked

his, knd no doubt that poor fellow had
85 hard in another way to bring
2pan himself the fate that had befallen him.
LIt ywas pieiful,

hpm!l who did thelr best by me, a
nm home, more kindness than [ deserve
h‘;'hﬂ'n mine,” he said. “How do 1
what the man's chilihood was? |
ko will come to me to-morrow. [am

1 belped him a little."
8 Was yet to be still gladder. How lit-
h:! know what threads of good or (Il we
Linto our lives by what seem our most

ut actions.
Prom Imum:1 to ';3]1:“ the doctor '::?t
mothers t bhim on in
There were thase who felt that their well
Mﬁrmdud on telling tbe doctor all
that “gueer sensation” snd that |
Wortied foeling,” and banking hoars were
Over when he emerged from tho resi-
f the last patient upon his list, and,
F It was growing quite dark, and,

i

i

yoman, “An' ware but that 1 knowed
18 ol you the kindest doctor nywhers,
bave stopped you, I've the money

thinking about, fe felt lu::.mlou: !:I:t:
;fm to do whay the olg woman asked.
! aturally enough, he Commented |nward-
B!t'll.l):tlum demands rest and rolreshment,
rd :lli:: wm’;m that ealled for imme.
e and 6 & moment more he
hN.-:::: ':t"wla;:tl. come with you,” and followed

It was & lonel walk across unligh
streata and tluvm!lume wooden ll:p‘ o
ralls of the Hudson River road, Not nsoul
Wi [n sight, but a light glexmed from the
windows of a dilapidated shanty by the
rond side, and the woman hobbled in that

d
hil':ﬁiun. She entered the door; he followed

Lo pay,"
Et It wos not the feg

A man was Iylng upon the
doctor knelt beside hlmrf) Ashe u?l?f:on.?l::
one from behind pinioned bls arms. The
supposed patlent sprung up and seized him
nbout the waist, and in an Instant srong
though be was, ke lay bound and i:elplul
upon the floor, Four stout ruffians stood
before bim, Ove rifled his pockets while
another crammed a bandkerchiof into his
muullh. Before his oyes they examined his
E::;‘-I and counted the money ln his pocket-
“It's n good haul,” one of the n 1
“Come, we must lose no time, Nt:t::m':;itli
find that fellow before to-morrow, still we
might ns well get nway
m"IBu!. at!wot bim before we go—dend men
oo tales,” gald the man who had
the part of invalid. =
“T'hrow him on the track," sald the third
of the group. “The railrosd folks will
hc.:]l;; us keep our secret,”
‘he fourth sald nothing, but stooping
lifted the doctor by the shoulde :
othors followed lis oxmu.pl‘;. iy

and stand it, [ suppose, but a |

In vain Doctor Chester sirove to break
his bonds or to utter a prayer for mercy.
They dragged him towand the track and
flung him seross. Not content with this,
they bound him by other cords to the rails,
and left him thus fettered to his fute; and
thus the happisst duy of his life had ended,

Fullof youth and hope, with every rea:
son for living, he must die, and such a hor-
rible death! He strove to meet his fate like
aman, but the thought of his betrothed
wife was too much for him. He managed
by degrees to thrust the hankerchief from
his mouth with his tongue, but as he did
#0 he felt the rails tremblo beoeath him—
theengine was approaching! It was far
away yet; but what hope was there that he
would be heard before it was upon him?
Again he shouted—agnin, still again—as
he snw the red glare from the head light of
the approaching engine shine out through
lhlailiinrkllm!

cise seemed hopeless, but he spent
all his strength {n one wild ery of: P

“Help! On the rails here! Tiled to the
rails! Help! help!™

“Courngel Here weare!" shouted s voice
near by, “Cournge! courage!” Some one
knolt beside him, some one gasped: “Don't
despalr, I've got s knife with me."

Ono of the cords was cut—another—he
wiis freed from the rails and elasped in the
arms of his preserver, rolled over into the
little gully beside the track, safe out of
harm's way, just nsthe express train flew
by at full speed. And now thero were
others to help, Stout policemen with elubs
and pistols who helped the first arrival to
free the doctor from all his bonds, and by
the light of their lanterns he looked Into
the face of his preserver, and saw the man
to whom he had acted the good Samaritan
that morning.

“What does this mean?” ho asked. “How
does it conie that I owe my life to you?”

“You owe it to your own kindness, doo
tor," galid the man, "An hour ago I found
a lodging in n low tavern near this spot, 1
had crept into a bunk without removing
my clothes, when fonr men came into the
room. They fancied it empty, for early
hours are not the fashion in that plaece, and
talked freely, though In whispers. One of
thom had some pangs of conscience about
baving left you tied on the track, and spoke
your name aloud, saying you wore kind to
the poor. Happily I mn quick of hearing
and jump ot an idea, [oreptout of my
bunk behind their backs, jumped from a
window which was close by and, only stop-
ping to put on my shoes, I dashed down the
tranck. 1 had no idea which way 1 should
go, but felt that the spot near the tunnel
would be the most lkely one, On the way
I met n boy and bade him find a policeman
and tell him that murder bad been done.
Happily I was in time, That is all I know
about it. Thank God, who led me here,"”

“Amen!” said the doctor, My gratitude
must be expressed in deeds, not in words,
and there is one who must thank you also
—my promised wife."

Meanwhile the police had returned to the
tavern, whither the doctor and his friend
followed them. They found the despera-
does drinking in the upper room witheut
suspicion thut they had been discovered,
while the old woman who hnd decoyed the
doctor to the ahmt{. sat at o table gloating
over her share of the plunder, They were
arrested before they had an opportunity to
make resistance, and the doctor was so un-
usunlly lucky as to get his own again after
thioves had stolen it. Asyet fortune favors
him. He is married to the woman he loves,
and by his aid and throngh his friendship
the man who saved lis life has become
happy, respected and prosperous, und in
their housebold he is as a brother,—Mary
Kyle Dallas in Fireslde Companion.

A Talloress' Hard Lot.

One of three women who was visited,
and who was supporting an invalid hus-
band, a little boy and a baby, wus not more
than 25 yoars old. Her home was onesmall
room, about 12x14, on the ground floor of
& queer, rambling old tenement house,
whose only menns of entrance was through
an arched passagewny which led back and
opened into s small court yurd, around
whieh the buildings rose four stories high
on every side, She sat stitching away on
the piles of trousers, rocking the
with one foot while the little child was try-
ing to feed himself at the table from a loaf
of rye bread and some molasses, The baby
woke with & ery, and as she pursed the
child from her famished breast she told the

A HOME IN VENICE. ]

AN ENGLISHMAN'S IDEAL ABODE
IN THE CITY OF CANALS,

A Venotinn Paluce, 1ts Treasures of Art
and  Personul luterest—A Foew of the
Muny Ornaments, Pletures, Books snd
Bits of Rare Dric-a-lirse. |

When some five and twenty years ago
Sir Henry Layard resolyed t:: ,mnki'ufgm
himself, and for the treasures of art
which he hud gatbered from the four
winds of heaven, n home in Venlce, he
found, fortunately enough, that the Ca'
(or Casa) Capello was just at the very
moment at his disposal. It had been the
sbode for severnl yoars of an English.
man who kad just died, and who had
left Mr. Maleolm, then well known
among the English residents and now
their doyen, his executor. A friendship
bad long existed between Mr. Malcolm
and Sir Henty Layard, born of slmilar-
ity of taste, which has ripened with
many years of neighborhood and futer
conrse. [

It was thus that the Ca’ Capello came
into the hands of Sir Henry Layard, and
from that day it has been his home,
Hither in the intervals of his ministerial
duties, his missions and his visits to his
English kinsfolk, be bas returned with
ever growing zest and affection. Here
be has surrounded himself with a fine
library, a noble collection of pictures
and bronzes, murbles and mosios, tap-
estries, uncient furniture und brica
brae, relics of the past, the spoils of a
long and varied career. Here, 100, in
the year 1800, he brought his wife, a
daughter of the late Sir John Guoest.

It is barely possible to reach the Ca'
Capello on foot. You may cross the
Rialto and bear townrd the left through |
and across a series of tortuons and intri-
cate eulli, but the two handsome gon-
dolas, reposing on the brosd bosom of
the canal at the door of Ca' Capello,
which has every right to be called the
front, suggest to the callers the only
rational method of entrance. It has
been said that the house is not one of |
the Iargest; itsa nspect, however, is an- |
donbtedly one of the most attractive in|
the most beautiful highway in the world, |

THE HOUSE

The two sides of the hiouse, one in the
Rio di S8an Polo, the principal, with the |
porch on the Grand canal, give scope for |
a display of color which elsewhere might
suggest garishuess, but which in Venice, |
par excellenco the city of many colors, |
is natural and pleasing. As your gon- |
dola reaches the broad flight of steps be- |
hind the tall green pali, you cannot fail
to notice that every window sill boars |
its burden of flowers after our English
fashion, and that the portico isa veritable
floral bower, with a cotnservatory over
it, in which, beside the greenery, an im-
menss Venetian glass chandelier is a
most striking object. It is o mass of
vine with depending black grapes, great
creeping convdlvuluses, canariensis and
white jessamin, all struggling for lifa |
apparently, with no inconsiderable de |
gree of snccess, on the trellis work
which supports them.

As is common in ltalian private resi.
dences, what wo ordinarily describe at
home s the ground floor is given up to
the servants and the domestic offices of
the establishment. A broad staircase
onthe left of the entrance, on eithor
side of which, fixed in the wall, is o frag-
ment of scalpture from Nineveh, leads
inton hall of noble proportions which
divides the house itsell into two une
qual parts. Here some of the larger
pieces of furniture, such as the cabi-
nets, are to be found: and bhere, too, &
pair of admirable three-quarter length
portraits of Sir Henry aud Lady Lay-
ard, painted in Madrid by Palmaroli,
head of the Spanish academy at Rome,
face each other. Another portrait of
Sir Henry Layard challenges an even
closer inspection—that, namely, by Lud-
wig Passini, which was shown in the ex-
hibition of the Royal academy. Large
reception rooms give ont on either side
of the hall, and, like it, all are foored
with terrazza, a materinl which to ita
great beanty adds the advantage of be
ing absolutely unirflammable.

TASTEFUL PURNISHINGS.

The dining room and the drawing
rooms are filled, but not erowded, with
beautiful works of art, including nns-
terpieces of such painters as Gentile
Bellini, Bonafazio, Sebustinn del Piombo
and many other famous ltalian masters.
Nor are the pxquisite and delightful
productions of the furnaces and work-
rooms of Murano forgotten. Of the
modern Venetian glassblowing proe
esses, Sir Henry is most indisputably
the founder, and some of the most per-
fect specimens of this beautiful art are,
as it is fitting, to be seen in his house,
as well as some beautiful inlay work,
and the admirable woodwork by Birsghi,
who executed the famona double stair-
caso in walnut wood for Lord Wime-
borne, st Canford, ander Sir Henry's
directions.

Sir Henry's own sanctum Is on the
apper floor of the Casa. Here are
records and memorials of a more per-
sonal kind than were noticed in the
lower reception room, and among
them the Englishman does mot fail to
notice the framed certificate on fllami-
pated vellum, headed *Uhallis, Mayor,”
which sets forth the bestowal of the
honorary freedom of the city of Lon-

story of her working eighteen and twenty
hours & day to keep her little family in
food and pay ber rent. There has never |

been any kind of organization among the
tailoresses, and they stand in mortal terror
of dolng anything that eould imperil thelr
place in theshops.—Cincinnati Enquirer.

ey
A regular industry Is being started in
this country [n the mm:uf:wtufru of
ing for electrie railways out of maw
f;‘;:ﬂs It is preferred to metal as it
makes fur less noise and wears better.
The material is said to finish up in the
working as well as metal. The use of
this material indicates that very severe
strains are brought to bear upon cogs

ot eapable, if of metal, of standing the I

— |

How to Obaln Informution.

“There is a family living at 110, and

[ want to know something about them.”

F
E
3

thy mon, the doctor was grow-

, and his dinner awaitsd him.

forward briskly, but had only

stogs when an old woman ap-

him, wringing her bunds and
Dr.

. Chester, aren’t you, li{'"
Och, doctor, darlin’, youre
Immediate —it's my old man is
down in our shanty by the rall-
fell upon the floor, he did, an
bhe's lyin’. I've the money.
coms along; A minute may
‘s nwar — street."

hy didn't you go to Dr, 0'Shane?
t:td by you,” said the doctor.

§

?
o

]

&7

0
e was away,” said the old

“Why don't you go there and make
inquiries{™ |
10:1‘11'1;‘! would be a little indelicate.”
“That's true. Well, then, go to the
pext door neighbor and yoo will find
out all about them."—Boston Courier. |

An Imposible Animal.
T have an idea that Bagsby is ml
thing of a liar himself."
«What makes you think that™
«Well, he says he has a trick dog
that will perform his tricks when they
bave cotapany.”—New York Ledger. |

| too, are some noble brouze figures,

don upon Austen Henry Layard. Here,

| Angusta, Ga., having formerly been

portfolios, huge volumes bound in vel- |
lum and gold, and a host of books— |
nearly all, it may be remarked, of quite
modern l#erature—together with the
latest periodicals, It is characteristio
of Sir Henry Layard’s wide and com-

ve intellact that, identified as
he is in the popular imagination with
the history of the remotest past of
which we have any knowledge, there is
no living man more completely what
the slang of the day calls “up to date.”
~London Workd

Where the Sun Is Hot,

A nn down.east, a selectman of his
town by the way, bought a pound of
pails, which he had wrapped up in a
plece of brown paper, and a bright new
tin pan, both of which he left on the
seat of his wagon for a short time in the
sun. When he enme out of the stors
again he found his bundle of nalls in
flames, the rays of the sun having set
the paper aflre. Histary does not re-
cord whether the nails were scorched or
not.—Lewiston Journal

In Great Demand.
] have no use for a man who lies,"
remarked an editor.
sWell, I have,” rejoined a publisher.
“If you know a good Liar send him to
me. The Haggard school of mﬂMl
poeds fresh blood."—Epoeh.

A Voluminons Writer

T > quantity of work produced dur-
Ing his singular existence, from the
time when De Quineey first began, un.
usuc 'y late, to write for publication,
was very lamwoe, As colleeted by the
author it Glled fourteen volumes. The
collc *tion was sulmequently enlurged
to sixteen, and the contemts of each
volumne have been wery conslderably
Increased, But this printed and re-
printed total, so far as can be judged
frory De Quincey's own assertions, and
fror . the observations of those who
were acquainted with him (nobody ean
bo id to have known him) during his
lates yoars, must have been but the
sualler part of what he actually wrote,

I"0 was always writing, and alwaye
len® ing deposits of his wanuseripts in
the varions lodgings where It was his
hal 't to bestow himself. The groater
part of De Quineey's writing was of a
kind almost ns casily written by so full
n reader and so logical a thinker as an
onlinary nowspaper article by an or
dinary man, and exeept when he was
sleoplng, wandoring about or reading
he was always writing, It s of courso
true that he spont a great deal of time,
especinlly in his last yeams of all, in re-
writing and refashioning  proeviously
exeeuted work, and also that [llness
and oplum made eonsiderable inroads
on his leisur, But wa shonld imagine
that if we had all ihat he actually
wrote during these 1 oarly forty years,
forty or sixty printed volumes would
more nearly expross its amount than
fourteen or sixteen, —Macmillan's Mag-
Az ne,

The Golold Dollars.

There are sald to be but 135 of the
famous goloid dollars in existence. The
first one of these ever coined is in the
possession of Col, John A. Stephens, of

the property of Alexander H. Stephens,
ex-governor of Georgin and chairman
of the committee on weights, measures
ead coins at the time these historie
I 'eces wero struck.  The goloid dollar
L about the size of a silver half dollar,
but hardly as thick and much lighter.
It has n bronze color, darker than gold,
which isdue to the copper contained
in Its composition.

On one side are the words, *United
Btates of Ameriea, 100 conts;" on the
rim and in the center these words, let-
ters and figures: “Goloid, metrie, 1,
G 101, B.; L9, C.; Grams 14.25."
On the otherside are the words, “*E
Plaribus Unum, 1873," on the riw, and
'n the center the head of a femals,

Ath the word “Liberty™ across the
"wow. The figures indicate the compo-
jon, which s the invention of & man
med Huabbell, The composite metals

1 its makenp oo v exactly 81 L
cash.  Golold is a composition of nine-
teen different metals, of which but one
part 8 gold, sixteenand one-tenth silver
and one and nine-tenths eopper.—8t.
Touls Republie.

The Vietim of Excessive Industry.

Sowe men work beeanse they love
work and hate play. They do not
yhine in society; they have no conver
sation; the fair sex are not passing fair
to their distorted vision; the white-
washed ceiling of their office and its
shabby fittin: . are more attractive to
them than landscapes or Italizn skies,
and they are under the agreeable thrall
of no diverting hobbies.

In heaven's nane let such men work
all through the day i they like it
They accumulate immense fortunes,
and even though they may be miserly
in their lifetime, when they die some
ono benefits by thelr millions.

A man of this kind on nan enforeed
holiday is a very compassionable objeoct,

1 remember one such who, while
driving through some of the most en-
trancing seenery of our land on s falr |
summer dar. hid his face behind a
Journal of the money market all the
time. His doetor had told him he
would kill himse!f if ho did not take a
change. llo obeyed the letter of the
injunetion, but not the spirit. And he
did really die a little while after of
paralysis of the brain, or something of
the kind, doe to excessive industry.—
All the Year Round,

|

He Boat Dad,

While a Jersey City blacksmith waa
turning off horse ghoes the othor day
aman £.0d in the door and watehed
him for o while, and then slowly ad- |
vanced, stooped down and carefully
picked 1 an old shoe which had been
kicked 1z ide weeks before. He held it
ready to drop on the instant, but after
a minute grinned all over his face and
ehuckled :

“She ain't hot.”

“Who said it was!™ asked the smith.

“But that's where I've got-dad. He
plcked up one yesterday, and we heard
him holler seven miles. Dad says my |
skull is too thick, but I ain’t hollering
any to speak of, am II"—New York
Sun.

The Difference,

I remember when we weredn school
together so many years ago you had a
warm friend who was always praising
your good qualities. What's become
of himi" |

“Oh, we're friends still, but I never
hear of his putling himself out lo
glorify me." |

“Then you had an enemy who was
forever running you down, What's
become of himi"

“Oh, he'sat it yot."—Chicago Times.

No Gun for Him.

The Italian who comies to America
does not adopt any wew idea in the
matter of weapons, but clings perti-
naciously to his stiletto. In the city
of Philadelphia within thmree years this
weapon has been used in oversixty in-

stances, and wherevertit has been used lighter

against a revolver it bas abways won.
~—Detroit Free Press.

His Own Divinlsy.
Mr, Humble—To err is human, 0
forgive is divine.
Mr. Haughtier—Did
forgive is divine!
ormer—] did.

you may ‘1o

Latter—Ahem! Then 1 su I
must forgive you.—Chicago |
Bon—The boss told todrry |
dﬂn‘lhuw'huhowr:‘%\mxl 4

was nics. Whmt did you throngh the center were issued in Prance
lum:wzpwum

L Asked for o mlen—Epock. ,_

Iany other faculty or power, or of any

developing all

| material” are supposed to be carried by

PROGRESS IN ART.

The Evolntion of ihe Artistio Soowe Io the
Rave~Religion's Part.

The history of the development of

the nriistic sense in the race isquite as

surprising as that of the evolution of

great movement that may have had
centuries for its culminagion, The
student of art, ecommencing-with prim-
ilive forms ss discovered in the re-
wiains of Orlental cities, and passing
through the cultured period of Gresce
t the dominancy of mediwval imne
agery and on to the preseut dime, will
be struck with the mivantagos of each
succeeding period, and the complete
trivmph of taste inrour latest civiliza
tions.

Primitive artin Fgypt, Assyria and
Phionicin, with its grotesque images
and incongrioms ideas of ‘beauty,
served 1o excitosthe fears of the pt*up]e.
the superstithon of
which they wermcnpuble, and tsus be-
came the source, not of morad educa-
tion but of degradation and opywession
of the intellectuad life,

Religion was mot the mother of su-
perstitious art, for tho latter mally
preceded the foemer, und became the
mother of the siporstitious symbols.of
peligion.  In tlds way the msthetienl
prineiple, untrained and without sub-
jective strangth, run to wbjective
forms that diseredited it sl really
perverted the religions principle itself.

With the developmient of u refined
mstheties among the Greeks reigion
had another chianee of expressingy it
self, but while primitive art tinetu ved
religion with superstition, Greelan vt
corrupted if, and in time extinguishet
its open manifestation. As neither
the one nor the other in any way as
sisted in the purification of religion or
the assertion of its teachings, Christi-
anity finally approprinted it, and bas
both borrowed from it its entertaindng
power and conferred upon it its ap
proval and benedietion,

AL the present time art stands alome;
it is not the handmaid of religion, nor
is it related to religion any more than
it is to civilization. In this isobled
condition it may be better viewedand
estimated than when vitally related to
a particular religion or n particular
form of civilization. It is now in bon-
dage to nothing, but isseeking a chan:
nel of its own, a form and an expres
sion that must distinguish it from all
associuted developments of the art life
in man. Free from the direction of |
religion it is not particularly dirccting
or widing religion, but is developing
itsell in spontaneous forms according
to its constitutional vigor, and with
peference 1o no ends but art itself, ex-
copt the groat end of all conserving
forces—the education of the race,

Art is not for religion, but for itself,
and tobe judged by what it is in it
solf, unrveluted to other things, Thus
its perfection, or imperfoction, will be
determined, not by its relation to re
ligion, but by its own potencies and
the ends it serves in human socioty.
It has outgrown primitism, enltured
paganism and Roman Catholie indi-
vidualism; and, being free, like com-
merce, philosophy and social statis-
tics, it should powerfully aid the race
in culture, refinementand progression.
—Methodist Review, |

The Tactles of Love. 4
Miss Hurryup — Ah! George, you
eannot tell what troubles a girl has

who is receiving the attentions of a| ¥

gentleman.

Mr. Holdoff—Troubles, Carriet Ol
what uature, pray?

Miss H.—Well, ono's little brothers
are always making fun of one, and
one's relatives aro always saying,
“When is it to come off'1" as if mar
riage was a prize fight. There's the
inquisitivencss of one’s parents,  They
want to know everything. There's
pa, now; hois constantly asking suel,
thingsas: “Carrie, what ave Mr, Hold
off's intentions!? What does he call
upon you so regularly for, and sta
s0 late when he does calll”  And L
sometimes looks so mad when he asks
these questions that Lactually tremble

Mr. H.—Aud what answer do you
make o his questions, Carrie, dearest?

Miss H.—I can’t make any answer
at all, for you see you haven't said
anything to me, and—and—of course,

Then Mr. Holdoff whispered some:
thing in Carrie's ear, and the nex|
time ber futher questions her she will
be ready with a satisfactory reply.—
Boston Courier,

Tom Corwin's DNsappointment,

There s somcthing pathetie in the
failure of the wits of politieal life,
Thomas Corwin never ceased to at-
tribute to his reputation of being funny
his inability to compass the highest
honors. He felt that his abilities and
services entitled him to any honor with-
in the gift of the people. He rose to
be secretary of the treasury in Fillmore's
eabinet, but that did not satisfy him.
He died feeling that if he had not been
0 funny, if he had not indulged in his
exquisite ridicule of the Michigan militia
general who attacked Gen. Harrison,
ho might have been president,  Corwin
was immeasurably greater than his rep-
utation, and his fun almost always
helped out his serfous argument. —Har-
per's Weekly.

An Electricyels,

There has been considerable discus
gion of late on the probabloe usefulness
of anelectrie tricyele, and It s stated
that the invention of such & machine is
now an established fact. This, accord:
ing to report, has been aflected by the
use of & form of storage battery much
than the kind hitherto used.
Beveral of these placed in a light, port-
able box are sufficient to drive the ma-
ehine with an ordinary load about a
hundred miles at the mta of eight miles
an bour, The elements of the “‘active!

the rider, and the batteries can be re
whenever water is avallabla,—

New York Commereial Advertiser.

plied in nncient times the wost famoia
of all dyes, known aa Tyrian purple,
which waa considered too splendid to be
worn by any but kings sl nobles
pound of wool dyed with it was worth
$175, the process by which it was ex.
tracted being very tedious and six
pounds of dye liquor being required for
ptaining a pound of wool

" ultant, anyd wien ue set out for his

| the gato did nt present arms as ho

| is an enthusiastic angler, and nover

How Anclent Dyes Were Secured.
Two kinds of boring sea snnils sup-

The liguor | ¢
was procured by placing the very small
whelks in & mortar and erushing them
To this the animals extracted from the
larger shells were added, as well as cer-
tain proportions of urine and water in
which the snalls had beon allowed to
putrefy. In the mixture thus com-
pounded the cloth or wool to be dyed
was soaked, being nfterward exposed to
light. Chemists say that by this proe-
ess there was effected a transformation |
of uric acid into purpurate of ammonia,
termed for short “murexide,” because
oue of the two species of snuils nsed was
the murex. The othor spevies was what
is kuown s the purpurs

Une | Qo8
one of the regular customers of a

well known money lender in this
wty, nud his waal pledge is a ring,
which the proprietor offered to show

mantic one,
pumberles times, and the owner

HISTORY OF A RING

S@omanes of n Jowel Owned by the Duke

of Welllngtou's Hrother's Bride.
A gontlemnn well known in busi-
cirvles nsa bold speculator is

o the reporter,
The manager took the newspaper

man to the outer room and, opening
p mammoth safe, pulled out drawer
after demwer full of jewelry, watches,

hps, earrings and the thousand

and one varieties of the jeweler's
art, ench with a tag attached and »
number corresponding with the num-
per opposite the nnme of the owner
in the big book kept for that purpose.
After selovting u little box the man-
ager resumed his seat and said;

“This ring has a history and a ro-
It has been pledged

The murex aud purpurs were mixed | i1 not sell it for any price on ac-
imvthe process in the proportion of WO |60 of jta bistory, which he bas re-
to oue. Fabrics thus dyed had & very [\ 1o me minutely several times,

surprising and beautiful effect of color,
presenting wetallic green reflections
from one point of view und in others
showing brown und parple tints, Chem-
ists for some time imagined that the
iridescenco of the feathers of humming

birds and peacocks wis caused by a sob- | O
gtance of the nuture of murexide, but it | Independence, had

fa¥enown now that these brilliant boes |
are occasionsd by a structure of the

|n,u.l which | know to be authentic in

svery purticular. 1 ean give names,
pxcept in luter genorntions, just as he
has told me.

“Charles Carroll, of Carrollton, one
{ the signers of the Declaration of
two beautiful
laughters, who went to England in
1704, One married the Duke of Leeds

foatbors which breaks up the light |und the other Richard Wellesley,
Murexide is now obtained from goano | ymerward the Duke of Wellington,

as woll na from mollusks —lnterview in
Washington Star
German Diselpline,

The Empress Victoria, wife of the
Jaie Benporor Frederick of Germany,
has aleays been a careful and keen
eyed disciplinarian in domestie life.
She notioes the slightest variation in
e dress of a housemaid as quickly as
she used to detect a fault in her chil:
dren, and panishes ono as inexorably
us the othew Prince Henry, the
{wother of the present emperor, had,
wien a sumll boy, the greatest objee-
tiow to his daily bath, and the nursery
becumesevery morning the scene of a
vigarous and tesrful struggle on his
partagainst “tubbing."

Llis mother teivd in vain to persuade
bim that baths were inevituble, and
that o nmst submit to them but she
finally gave the nurse onders one
mornii wz o let him have his own way.
Prince Meury, confident that he had
guined o remaxkahle viclory, was ex-

morning wulk toak' no pains to con:
ccal his triumph, He indulged in
sundry tauniNng remawks (o his attend-
ants; but oy seturningy® home ho was
surprised to notice tmt fhe sentinel at

m‘ 3 L}

On reaching the palace Yo found a
sccond sentinel eyually ra s, and
knowing as well as any of his
punctilious military race what Was
due to his rank, the litle fel
low walked up to the man AW
asked, severely: “Do you know w\'0

At the marriage of the latter, which
took place in the Castle of Dublin,
the bride received this ring from Sir
Arthur Wellesley.

“You will see the two figures
painted by Nomar, a colebrated min-
jature painter of that date, are beau-
nful in design and execution, and the
manner of the setting of the pearls
and rubies to the eye of the connois-
seur prove it to be genuine without
doubt, This ring was won at Brus-
gels the night before the battle of
Waterloo at the party described in
the well known poem of Byron, be-
guning—

There wia & sotind of revelry by night.

“To make a long story short, the
ring descended, generally by will,
through different members of the
Carroll family until it came into the

resent owner's hands by gift from

itia, the last of the Carrolls, now
mother superior of a convent in Bal-
Hmore.

“Think of the bright eyes which
bave guzed upou this beautiful ring.

“All the people living at the time
thin ring was given to the beau-
tiful bride in Dublin castle are no
more. All the great armies of Wel-
lington and all these mighty bosts
which followed the war drums of his
foe, the great Napolvon, have gone
to the great beyond, while the bau-
ble, just as bright, the colors of the
paintings just as clear ns ever, now
reposes in the safoof a Boston money

d|lender. From the Duke of Welling-

ton to a pawnihop—does this not
furnish food for thought!"—Boston

Iami" “Yes, Holeit,” said the sen-
tinel, standing motionless, *'Whoam
11" “Prinz Hednrich.” “Why don't
you salute, theni" *‘Because we do
not present arms to an unwashed
prince,” replied the sentinel, who had
received bis orders from the prince's
mother, The little fellow said not &
word, but walked on, bravely winking
back the two big tearsiwhich filled his
es. Next morning, however, he
took his buth with perfect docility, and
was never known to complain of it
again.—San Francisco Argonaut.

Grent Shingls Fhost Fishing.
Joseph Murphy, the Irish eoraedian,

misses an opportuntity o go on.a flsh-
in(g) trip,
ne day he went outon s nﬁﬂe:-
cursion with a friend who was of
bright idens in the angling lina As
the two paused at an inviting spotawnd
pre to cast, one of Murphy'
friend’s bright idea struck lim. Piek
ing up one of a pile of sltingles lying
on the bank hetied a line arouwmd it,
rul. on a hook, which he baited with.a
ive frog, and thwew it into the wier.
The shingle floated on the surfuce of
the water,

“Now, Joe," said Murphy's friend,
““if a big fish bites he will try to go to
the bottom after he finds himsel!
hooked, and the shingle's full broad
side will offer such resistance that he
will be held where he is, Wo.can sel
a number of these lines and then
further along and fish for pere
When we come back we will peobably
find a big cateh.,” This strock the
comedian as a greal klea, and they sol
out eighteen of these shinglo lines be
fore they left the spol. Tisen they
went along and had great.lude catoh-
ing Femh. *But whatdo yousuppose
we found when we returned lo our
trapst” Murphy asks. ~We foundour
eighteen frogs calmly mmusing them:
selves on eighteenshingles. "~ Chicage
Herald,

Balarfes of London Journallsts.

Herr Blowitz, the Puris g
dent of The London Times (his :E-I

is 00,000 a year(), is the L-nn
aried employe connected with journal:
ism in Europe, Beveral Lowlon eritios
are well Eild—-nohhly Clement Scott,
of The Daily Telegraph, who is sup-
to receive $10,000 a yenr. An-
rew Lang must draw a large salary
as an editorinl writer for The Daily
News, and, aside from his occasional
journalistic work, he is a fertile book-
maker, and he lectures regularly be-
fore & number of educational institu-
tions. But the large majority of Lon-
don journalists are small salaried men;
the average reporter gets $135 a week,
and one seldom commands more than

Herald.

A Lightning Arrestor Wanted.
flavere thunder storms have done no
lttle dnmage to electrical plants
throughout the country, and foreibly
eall attention to tho need of a light-
ning arrester that will arrest lightning,
at loast to the extent of protecting dyn-
amos. It is worth noticing that there
i8 & wide diffsrence between the com-
paratively mild aotion of lightning on
aro machines and {ts deadly attacks on
incandescent dynamos. In  the first
caso tho flold magnets and the arma-
ture, with its [mmense number of
windings, serve as a pair of impedanco
colls of imposing dimensions, with the
usnal result of lindting the damage to
amore or less sorfous aro across tho
commutator,
In case of the ineandeseent machine,

however, the fleld magnets m‘?ﬂ

and to take

high tension d are espe-
Mythhm‘md.mdm”ﬂuh
demand for some protective device
that shall prowe e Tootunl, — Elsotrical
World,

HnEy
5%? (58P 3F
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$25—1 mean the local equi valent there-
for. When Mr. Bannett started tlnl
London edition of The New York Her-
ald he paid traveling expenses and $50
a week to the American reparters he
imported. But already he Ims semi
most of the im back home.
—Eugene Field in Chicago Newwa

Higher in Putent Leather.
“You keep §8 shoes?”
“Ya."
“In patent leather?"
“Yes; but we charge 86 for our 88
anta"'—Harper's Bazar,
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