
STTPPLEMEITT.
Sentiment on the Sands.

We wander, d away from the crowd, 
The blare ut the noisy baud.

By tho loving lips of the ocean, 
Over the jjoldea «and.

Talking ridiculous nonsense, 
lu^pec ing p eDMt 'rjiu »hells,

Flotsam and jeUsm, various, 
With singular maritime »turll».

A bottle, a barrel, some aaa-Weed, 
Borne muscular bivalve» »gape,

1 bo r.-maina of their edible persons 
Shriveled and d i«d out of shape;

Past children interring each other 
In jocular tumbk-ts of sand.

Digging, and delving, and laughing, 
A merry sepulchral band.

’’ Might I »m<k i ?” •• A» a matter of c.»u 
Sho liked the »mdiof the weed,

A light from a son of the soil, 
And back with impetuous speed.

Hhe was poised iu a pensive pose 
As I uoia leH»ly neared her stand,

And saw that she wrote with herpaiasol, 
Lines on the gold*-n sand.

My heart it patted my ribs; 
She’» willing, no doubt, ou the sly

The name that piea.svs her best— 
“ My own, 1'11 bo bound,” though I.

Over her shoulder 1 peeped — 
Uv.'r her ruiUiago dlars,

On the golden »and she'd »crawled: 
$100,000

st>.”

Belle’s Diary.
June 1, 1877.—Sunday. — We had

such a stirring preacher to-day—a home 
missionary. He set the whole business 
before ub in a new light; he urged upon 
us the necessity of action. If nearer 
duties detained us, we ought to give' 
tithes of our income, he said. Mr. ■ 
Andover added a few remarks to eia 
phasize the missionary's, and then the! 
box was passed. Of eourse I hadn’t' 
any money. I thought somewhat of: 
putting in the ring Aunt Holyoke left 
uie, but didn't dare. Afterward, Mr. 
Andover said that if any one had come 
to church unprepared, she could leave 
her inite iu his hands at uny time, to be i 
forwarded for the good cause. I told , 
Philip, who overtook me on the way i 
from church, how much I was inter 
eated, and how much I wished I was! 
rich tw^ugli to contribute; and he only 
laugh I , .ml pooh-poohed, and called 
me ¡.^religious enthusiast. Mother 
says she wishes Philip wouldn’t haunt 
j$ie so much; that since he has broken 
our engagement because we were too 
poor to mirry, and no likelihood of 
growing richer, as his father had just 
failed, he ought not to act as if I lie- 
longed to him still. I suppose she 
thinks it diminishes my chances; but I 
don’t waut any more “ chances.” 1 
don't believe I shall ever marry now; 
neither will Philip; and why should we 
not be friends? Old Mrs. Abernethy 
told me, directly after the engagement 
was off, that she always knew Philip 
Devereaux was selfish and mercenary. 
1 should have given her a piece of my 
mind if she hadn’t been old enough to 
be my grandmother, and hadn’t meant 
it kindly. How unhappy I was when 
Nell Williams got angry with me, and 
said she didn't believe that Philip ever 
meant to marry me, and would never 
marry any girl without a fortune ! That 
ended our friendship.

Thursday.—Philip is going away ! 
It is likp a thunderbolt. He is going 
into business in New York. Perhaps he 
will make a fortune, who knows ? Not 
that I care for money. Mr. Andover 
brought me a book to read to mother, 
and a bush of scarlet columbines. How 
I wish she could see their rich color and 
giace I I told him that I had grown u 
sadden interest in home missions, and 
wished there was something I could do 
for the poor people Rev. Mr. Gerrish 
told ns about. “Your mission is al
ready marked out for you,” he »aid. 
“ You are eyes to the blind aud sun
shine to those who sit iu the shadow.” 
I always think Mr. Audover is u plain 
man till he smiles.

Tuesday.—Philip has gone ! He bode I 
me good-bye at the gate last night, un
der the stars. He is going to write of
ten. It is horrible lonesome to-day: 
what would a life-time be without him ’I 
I’ve beguiled myself thinking over u 
plan for raising money for the home 
missions. I’ve sold Aunt Holyoke's 
ring. It was a pretty ring, but the 
jeweler only gave me two dollars for it, 
with which 1 have bought a lottery 
ticket. It doesn't draw till the 1st of 
July, and then how proud I should be i 
to take a thousaud dollars of it to the 
parsonage for the cause, and how sur
prised Mr. Andover would lie !

Wednesday.-Very dull. Read 
disc Lost” to mother.

Thursday, 20.—Mr. Andover called 
asked if I had heard from Mr. 
eaux. I’m afraid something has hap
pened to him.

June 30.—A abort but delightful let 
ter from Philip. He is too busy to 
write much or ofteD. Mr. Andover is 
going to give me German lessons.

July 5.—The lottery drew nothing. 
I could have cried. I built so many 
castles. The very next number to mine 
drew five hundred dollars. I painted 
«little horse» hoe—German forget-me- 
nots on a gold ground—and Mr. Ash
ley, the stationer, sold it for me for 
five dollars. I was thunder-struck. 
Who could have thought it worth bo 
much ? I mean to buy a ticket in the 
Royal Havana Lottery this time. Per
haps this is the beginning of luck.

July 11.—Wrote to Philip. Mr. An
dover came to gve me a German lesson, 
and afterward read to mother and me 
from the German authors. I told him, 
just as he was leaving, that I hail 
heard from Philip, because he asked 
before. Thought he looked displeased 
or something; perhaps he thinks I am 
wanting in proper spirit, to correspond \ 
with Philip since our engagement is 
broken.

August.—Philip is bo busy that hoj 
can’t find time to write often. I’ve had : 
only three letters sinoe he left, but he!

!J

I
says miue make sunshine in a shadv 
place for him. Squire Cutts told Nell 
Williams that his daughter Aunette, I 
who is visiting at Coney Island, met 
Philip there at a hop. “I’m glad the 
poor fellow has some diversions,” I 
said, but I was very sorry she men -| 
tioned it before Mr. Andover and 
mother. Of course a man cannot work 
day and night.

August 11.—Such weather is too! 
splendid to enjoy alone. Mr. Andover 
rowed me up to the Artichoke River. ■ 
It was like fairy-land, all the boughs of j 
the trees leaning across from shore to ! 
shore, and the moonlight aud stars 
sifting through, and painting weird 
shadows upon the still water. Resting 
upon his oars, he sang to me a gonde 
lied which lie learned abroad, that 
seemed just a part of the moonlight, 
the smooth river, and the summer. 
What they were to the eye, his song was 
to the ear. I wish Philip could sing.

August 12.—The most astonishing 
i thing has happened. lean hardly be
lieve it. I have been in a state of su
preme excitement ever since the mail 
came in. What mill Philip say? I have 
never been ho happy since the day he 
told me he had made up liis mind that 
he was selfishly standing in my light, I 

i and that our engagement must be bro
ken till he could Hee his way clear to a 
fortune. Nothing I urged could change 
his noble resolve. But now there is uo 
need of any longer separation. His way 
iB clear to a fortune. I have drawn a 
prize in the Royal Havana L ittery I 
Good luck under a horseshoe.

August 13.—Mr. 
give me my lesson.

I as if I ha I heard good news.
Philip all about it, and how happy I 
am to know that our days of separation 
are ended—thut he muBt feel it as much 
his money as mine, and that now he 
will not need to slave himself to death, 
and though we will uyt be very, very 

l rich- not nearly as rich as Squire 
I Cutts- yet we can live in comfort and 
I happiness, unhampered by debt or 
| poverty. How surprised, how happy 
| he will be !

August 14.—Philip has received my 
good news by this, and is in the seventh 
heaven.

August 16.- No letter from Philip. 
PerhaDs it is too early to look for one.

August 20. — I shall never have the 
happiness of expecting a letter from 
Philip again. Perhaps I am only pun
ished for my selfishness. 1 bought the 
lottery ticket, to be sure, in order to 
benefit the home missions, but th« 
temptation to benefit Philip and myself 
was too great. When I drew the prize 
I doubted at the time whether I did not 
owe it all to the home mission, but as I 
had only hoped to draw a thousand dol
lars at most for that cause, my scruples 
were overruled by selfishness. My re
ligious enthusiasm, as Philip onoe 
called it. died out when it came into 
competition with my own happiness. I 
am punished, indeed. I was so happy, 
tdb, when I started under Mr. Andover’s 
convoy to the church picnic. I had no 
doubt but Philip was on his way to 
meet me and make arrangements for 

i our marriage, because he had not writ
ten. Perhaps he would be at home 
waiting for me when I returne 1,talking 
it over with mother. I was so sure of 
his love By and by I get tired strol
ling iu the woods aud hunting for 
maiden-huir fern with Mr. Andover,and 
sat down by some trees, a little apart 
from the others, to think and enjoy. 
Aud presently I heard Miss Anne Cutts 
reading a letter aloud to Mrs. Blair, 
and her droning voice was bulling me 
off to sleep:

“ Our wedding is fixed for October. 
I I wanted to wait until Christmas, but 
! my lord and master objected. My gown 
is already ordered of Worth. I shall 
bo married in church by Mr. Andover.

“ Your affectionate niece,
“ Annette Cutts.”

W as Miss Anne Cutts still reading 
aloud, or had I dreamed this about the 
wedding aud Mr. Andover? I opened 
my eyes, and saw a little bird tilting on 
a spray, and immediately Mrs. Blair 

i broke the spell by saying, 
j Anne !
Devereaux, now isn’t it?
for him when he broke off with Belle 
Ford !” And I heard no more; the 
trees and the bird seemed to swim be
fore me in a cloud of mist. 1 Rtood up 
und steadied mvself against a bowlder, 
and Mr. An lover came and put my arm 

1 in his aud took me home. And this is 
the end.

Philip untrue; Philip the lover ol 
another I It is unreal. I cannot seem 
to grasp it

August 22. —A letter from Philip 
Devereaux. After all, I thought, maybe 
it was gossip and hearsay. Tue sight 
of the familiar handwriting sent the 
blood spinniug through my veins. He 
congratulated me on my good luck, and 
added: “Having broken our engage
ment when we were both beggars, how 
could I renew it now because you have 
beeome rich? Would not the world— 
our world~-have the right to point the 
finger of scorn at me ? I cannot accept 
such generosity, Belle, even for your 
sake, but must still plod on.” Once I 
should have thought these aentimants 
so noble. Whereas I was blind, now I 
nee. Ho thinks I know nothing about I 
the affair of Annette Cutts, or he has 
not courage to break it to me.

September 15 — 1 have resumed my 
German studies, to divert my mind. 
Everybody is talking of the approaeh- 
iug marriage. I told Mr. Andover 
about the prize, and asked if he would 
take it for home missions.

“ Have you the money iu hand?" he 
asked.

“No; I have not even sent on my 
ticket. I have merely been notified 
that I had drawn the amount.”
“My dear Miss Belle,” he said, 

“ pardon me—but I do not approve of 
lotteries.”

“ Neither do I, any longer.”
“ It may be a foolish scruple.” 

pursued; “ most people would laugh 
at it; but it seems to me that money 
obtained in that way d es more harm 
than good—will not bo blessed in the 
use.”

Andover camo to 
Ho said I looked

I wrote

i

!
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“ Perhaps not,” I said; “but what 
shall I do with it ? I feel like the man 
who drew the elephant.”

“ Suppose you destroy the ticket, and 
do nothing about it ?”

“ Very well,” I returned. “ I wish I 
had never bought it.” Aud so I held it 
iu the gas jet, and reduced the fortune 
that was to have made me happy to a 
pinch of ashes.”

October 1.—A dreadful thing has 
happened. Squire Cutts has died in
solvent. It will postpone Annette’s 
wedding. I hear that the order for her 
wedding gown has been countermanded. 
But if Philip loves her, she is still rich. 
All the kingdoms of the earth cannot 
buy love,

June, 1878. —It is more than a year 
since I began this diary, and how much 
has occurred I I have often wondered i 
how Philip Devereaux bore himself af
ter Aunette Cutts married old General ! 
Battles, with his millions aud his gout, 
preferring a palace without love to love 
in a cottage. Yesterday 1 wandered 
into the pine woods alone. Mr. An
dover and I have been there so often 
that all its treasures of shade and sun 
light, of s >aring pines and humble 
mosses, seemed to belong to us. Its 
winding ways are like enchantment, 
luring us on to more beauty and se
renity. It is like walking through 
dim cathedral aisles as we tread upon 
the carpet of pine nte lies, and hear the 
wind fluting through the branches, 
while spicy incense is wafted about, 
and sweet thoughts come like a bene
diction. You scarcely heur an ap
proaching footstep, and I was gather
ing some ferns, when some one close 
beside me said, “ Isabelle ! Isabelle !’’ 
—a voice that sounded strangely fa
miliar, but was not Mr. Andover’s; a 
voice that seemed to conjure a vision of 
starry summer nights, and sweet scents, 
and tender words, in the instant before 
I could turn. I never once thought of 
Philip Devereaux, but there he stood, 
smiliug and debonair, as if we had only 
parted a year ago. “ Your mother told 
me I should find you here,” he said, 
takiug my unwilling band. “See, I 
picked a four-leaved clover as I came 
»cross the meadow; that means luck. 
Isabelle, can you forgive me ?”

“ Yes, indeed,” I answered heartily, 
“ and thank you, too.”

“ 1 was a fool, Isabelle.”
“ Aud so was I.”
“Isabelle, do not turn away your' 

head. I never loved Annette. I love 
you. You have no cause for jealousy. 
I have come back to marrv you, Isa
belle.”

“ I shall never marry you, Philip,” I 
said. “ I do not love yon any longer.”

“ Not love me?” he cried. “ Oh, I 
understand; you have some natural re
sentment—”

“ But no love.” Aud then he fell to 
protesting and expostulating, while we 
walked out of the pine woods together; 
and just as we emerged into the road we 
met Mr. Audover. He bowed and 
passed on. I knew he had come to 
look for me. I parted with Philip at the 
gate, where we parted once before, and 
to day it is all over town that our en
gagement is renewed.

Juue 16.—Mr. Andover lias not been 
to see me since the day I met him com 
ing out of the pine woods with Philip. 
Philip called, but I declined the inter
view.

June 18. —Met Mr. Andover walking 
on the causeway by the river. He 
turned and joined me. An uld woman 
came out of a fishing-hut presently, and 
begged for money. As he opened his 
purse something glittering fell out at 
his feet. It was Aunt Holyoke’s ring. 
He picked it up. “ You used to wear 
this,” he said; “ that was why I bought 
it.’”

“ You were very good. Did you 
mean to give it to me ?” I asked.

“ If you will take my heart with it, 
Belle.”—Mary N. Prescott, in liar- 

I per»

i

I Magazine.
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Mrs. Stowe’s Pay
One of our city contemporaries, com

menting on outhorsLip and its rewards, 
mentions $10,000 as the amount re
ceived by Harriet Beecher Stowe ar. the i

Getting to Press ou Time.
The Pen and Press, of New York city, 

contaiuB the following:
| Every legitimate publisher of a news
paper understands fully the importance

I author s ^compensation ou tlie sale of' of getting his paper to press on time. 
“ Uncle ’lorn’s Cabin.” We can state ! If his publication day is Saturday, he 
the incorrectness of this figure, upon would no more think of failing to print 
the authority of the publisher, Mr. and mail hiB paper on Friday night, so
Jewett, himself. That gentleman once 
gave the writer an interesting account 
of how he came to publish “ Uncle 
Tom,” what royalty he paid, and its 
amount, an4 how Mrs. Stowe came to 
leave his house when “Dred” was pub
lished. “Uncle Tom's Cabin” first 
made its appearance as a serial in Dr. 
Bailey’s National Era. Mr. Jewett was 
anti-slavery, and followed the Free 
Soil form of the agitation. When the 
novel first begun Mrs. Jewett was in 
the habit of reading it aloud to her 
husband. She became greatly affected, 
and urged Mr. Jewett, when it was 
about half issued to publish it in book 
form. He wrote to Mrs. Stowe, who 
was residing in Maine, Mr. Stowe be
ing Professor of Theology at Bowdoin 
College. Tee author and her husband 
came to Boston. Mr. Jewett’s offer was 
a surprise to the m. They were ready 
to accede to any terms he might offer. 
His proposition was to publish at his 
own cost, and pay a royalty of, we be
lieve of ten per cent. Mrs. Stowe was 
somewhat disposed to take a share in 
the profits, as her sister Catherine did 
in regard to her famous Cookery Book. 
Mr. Jewett explained that it would then 
be necessary for her to bear part of the 
cost, and he suggested further that Mr. 
and Mrs. Stowe should take competent 
advice as to the fairest plan for Mrs. 
Stowe, and he named some prominent 
persons in Boston who could advise 
properly. The result was a decision in 
favor of the royalty. Three months 
after the book was issued the author 
and her husband returned to Boston to 
receive their first payment, which Mr. 
Jewell states was <¿10,000. He paid in 
all to Mrs. Stowe a little over $30,000. 
An amusing part of the event was the 
ignorance of both the Professor and 
Mrs. Stowe as to how they were to get 
the check for this large amount cashed, 
and what they were to do for safety’s 
sake with the money it called for. Mr. 
Jewett took them to his bank aud in
troduced them to the President. As 
such distinguished visitors were rare, 
they were at once asked into the bank 
parlor and then Prof. St>we w’as in
structed into the mystery of opening a 
bank account and drawing checks 
against it. Mr. Jewett tells how Miss 
Catherine Beecher created ill-will by 
denouncing him as having dealt un
fairly by Mrs. Stowe in not giving u 
share of the profits instead of the roy
alty. He claims to have successfully 
proved that his royalty gave the famous 
author a far fairer and proportionately 
more remunerative returns than that 
obtained by Catherine Beecher for her 
book. The result of the difference was 
the publication ol “ Dred,” by Phil
lips, Sampson Co., who-esubsequent 
failure swept away the author’s royalty 
and made the second book of little pe
cuniary profit to her. These are prob
ably the undeniable facts as to Mrs. 
Stowe’s remuneration for Uncle Tom’s 
Cabin, so far as the American publica
tion was concerned. It has returned 
considerable money since Mr. Jewett’s 
failure, and still its sale is a source 
profit.—X. F. Mail.

The Protection of Labor.

of

and mail his paper on Friday night, so 
that it would reach its country sub
scribers on Saturday, fresh and inter
esting, than he would of neglecting to 
send out his bills regularly. Said a 
veteran publisher to the writer of this: 
“ There never was a piece of news in
vented, not even the first report of the 
original flood, that would justify the 
delaying of a paper one minute beyond 
the time to reach the mails on publica
tion day;” and the veteran was right. 
Subscribers look for their puper when 
it is due; they expect it then; they go 
to the postoffice for it then, anti if they 
do not find it there waiting for them 
the disappointment is so great that no 
information given in the paper a day 
later will atone for it. Let the farmer 
on a Saturday go to the postoffice in 
the two-miles-away village and return 
without the paper, and the salutations 
he receives from wife and family, if 
heard by the publisher, would convince 
him that Buch delays are dangerous. 
He would learn from the “ What a 
shame —it’s too bad ” of the family that 
his energy in securing news ut the ex
pense of the appointed day was a fail
ure—and would make a solemn vow 
never to err again.

When we commenced to write this, 
we did not expect to deliver a disserta
tion on something that every publisher 
is familiar with, but intended simply to 
repeat an old and particularly good 
story told some years ago by the De- 
trait Free Press man, and which will 
bear repeating. A proporty owner in 
a Michigan town had invested in a hand 
press and material for a newspaper. 
He secured the services of a printer, 
but the printer was one of that class 
who prefer to sit around a saloon play
ing euchre to doing his work, and the 
paper was always late in ooming out, 
if it came out at all. Disgusted, the 
land owner went to Detroitaud secured 
another printer. For a few weeks ev
erything went well, but one publication 
day the owner of the office wt£it in to 
liud his publisher out%n the bafck yard 
digging worms. He called him aud 
typo came slouching iu and began 
tumbling over the contents of a drawer 
to find a fishing line. Although it was 
publication day work on the paper was 
backward. The owner looked around 
a moment and then burst forth:

“James, what do you mean? Here 
it is press day for the paper, and you 
have not yet pressed the back side of 
the paper. Didn’t you tell me when I 
employed you that you would press the 
Lumberman every week on time?"

“ Yes, I did,” drawled out James as 
he continued poring over quoins, 
shooting-sticks, reglets, leads, rules, 
twine, side-sticks, wrappers, files and 
old type in the drawer, to find the miss
ing iine; “yes, I did; but I didn’t 
know fishing was so good up here.”

Within two days James had all the 
time for fishing that he wished for, and 
a new printer came up from Detroit to 
“ press ” the paper.

We repeat the injunction, there is uo 
excuse for neglecting to “press’’the 
paper on its regular publicatiou day.

Machine Education.
The meetings of the American Social 

Science .Association are characterized 
ofttimes by the presentation of pro
found and brilliaut essays, in which 
many interesting theories are ably set 
forth or ably defended, but which gen
erally end their usefulness with their 
delivery. Some practical suggestions 
in regard to teaching were, however, 
made at its recent session at Saratoga 
by President Porter, of Yale College, 
who has the experience of two score 
years or more behind him to give 
weight to his suggestions. His re
marks were more particularly concerned 
with the higher kinds of instruction, 
but they apply, in many respects, with 
equal force to primary education.

No one will question, he says, that a 
teacher ought to know more than his 
pupils ; but how much more it is not

I

i

- - - -easy to decide. Generally speaking, it4 
is true that the more a teacher knows

How to Live.

“ Bless me, 
it’s a good match for Philip

A 1 ucky day

Welcome to the Water, 
lively scene on Boston Common 
thirty years ago is thus described

A
over 
by a writer in the American Cultivator 
of that city. The introduction of the 
Cochituate Lake water was really an 
important event in the history of the 
New England metropolis, and is still 
gratefully remembered:

On the 25th of October, 1848, at sun
rise one hundred guns had been fired,and 
all tho bells of the churches rung. Tho 
streets had been decorated with flags, 
triumphal arches and mottoes, tho 

' troops had been reviewed on the Com
mon by the Governor, a magnificent 
procession, occupying over two hours 
in passing any given point, had filed 
through the streets, and now with a 
mingling of banners, plumes aud arms, 
a sea of up-turned faces had halted near 
the spot then occupied by the “ big 

I tree.”
It was four o’clock when the cere- 

monies were commenced by singing a 
liymn to the tune of “ Old Harvard ” 
uy the immense assembly, led by the 

! Handel and Haydn Society. After a 
! prayer from the venerable Dr. Sharp, 
i the mayor said, “ Citizens of Boston, it 
has been proposed that pure water be 

1 introduced into the city. All who ure 
in favor of the proposition will please 
to say aye.”

A tremendous shout of “ Aye ” arose 
from every part of the Common, and 
the fountaiuat that exact moment burst 
forth, scattering its sparkles and its 
freshness in mid air I The enthusiasm 
of the citizens broke forth in a thrilling 
chorus that woke the echoes of the hills 
for miles around, and the roar of the 
multitude, mingled with the booming 
of artillery, welcomed to Boston the 
pure waters of Liko Cochituate.

he

I

i
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Sound Advice.—A boy undertook to 
torture a wasp by touching a lighted 
match to his body. The wasp applied 
its warm side to the boy’s hand, and as 
it flew away it gave the boy these words 
of wisdom: “ Never try to beat a man 
at his own game.”

No man ever looked on the dark side 
of life without finding it.

The increasing prominence given 
labor discussions and organizations 
make it worth while to notice briefly 
the condition of the laws in Europcau 
countries on the subjects with which 
the labor movement deals. In that way 
we may best be able to realize, from 
the resistance, what the momentum 
must be.

In France, combinations to affect 
wages are permitted. This is a great 
modification of the Code Napoleon, 
which was formerly very severe on any 
thing like Trades Unions, making con
nection therewith a grave penal offence. 
Combinations of employers were also 
a misdeanor, although the punishment 
was light. Police regulations are still 
oppressive. No meetings are allowed 
except by special permission. Funds 
raised for striko purposes are not pro
tected. Arbitrary rules or measures to 
enforce strikes are severely punished. 
French working men are stroug be
lievers in Trades Unions, and aim at 
nothing less than a concert of action 
as wide as the Empire. In Belgium 
the laws, until a few years since, were 
very severe. There are but few Trades 
I nions proper in that conntry. In the 
Netherlands the Code Napoleon pre
vails with all its severity. In Portugal, 
Switzerland and Sweden Trades Unions 
have little or no existence. What 
strength they have in the last two 
countries is the result of recent agita
tion. Combination laws and repressive 
police regulations have operated against 
them. In Germany, it is only within a 
year or two that anything answering to 
the Trades’ agitation of Great Britain 
has occurred. In Austria, strikes, un
til very recently, have been contrary to 
law. No restrictive laws are known to 
exist in Russia. The Artel or Artisan 
Guilds have had great influence in the 
protection of mechanics and town labor 
in general. In Italy the penal code 
formerly visited Trades combinations 
with fine and imprisonment. Some 
Blight relaxation has taken place. There 
are extensive organizations among the 
Italian working men, but they are not 
usually organized to regulate the con
dition of labor. In all the countries 
named, there is nothing like the sys
tematic, practical organization found 
iu Great Britain and in this country.— 
X Y. -Vail.

to

Female Gamblers.
The female gamblers at Monte Carlo 

are horrible to look at in their degraded 
womanhood. Old, painted, bewigged, 
befrizzed, dressed in the latest fashion 
—if stout, wearing apparently iron 
stays, which send their shoulders up 
to their earB, and must give them in
finite torture in the vain endeavor to 
retain a waist—if lean, tumbling to
gether bo that one half expects to Bee 
them collapse, as they Bit there like so 
many jointed dolls with the pins taken 
out, but always over-dressed, always 
painted and made up, and with the 
most detestable countenances, be they 
young or old, naturally ill-favored or 
what ought to be beautiful. What 
ought to be beautiful, but is not. How 
can you call that beautiful which so 
manifestly fails in every characteristic 
charm of womanhood ?—where is 
neither modesty nor innocence, neither 
tenderness er unconsciousness, neither 
love nor conscience ? Those well-cut fea
tures are but as marks, through whiph, 
however, may be seen the true shape of 
the deformed soul within—through 
which may be« read the book of evil 
lore of which they are the velvet cover 
and the golden hinge. Of whatever 
nationality they may be—American, 
Russian or French—they are always de
plorable in taste and style, and gen 
erally have that certain something 
about them which iB as clear a warning 
to the unsophisticated as if they were 
markel “Dangerous” across their 
shameless foreheads.

of a subject the more successfully will 
he communicate a knowledge of it to 
those who know less. Yet it often hap
pens that the clearest and most logical 
thinkers are, by no means, the beat 
teachers. They measure the capacities 
of their pupils by their own. They 
cannot appreciate the fickleness of the 
pupil's attention, the feebleness of his 
memory, and the limits of his intelli
gence. They do not reflect that facts 
so familiar to them are not easily ap
prehended by the pupil ; and, begin
ning with the remote aud general in 
stead of the near and familiar, and fail
ing to illustrate and bring home to the 
pupil's mind, by meuns of illustration 
and fact, the principles he iuculcates, 
he fails to excite thought iu those who 
have not reflected.

One of the great perils of modern ed- ’ 
ucation, says Professor Porter, is that, 
aiming to be scientific in form, it is not 
scientific in fact. Even elementary 
text books err in this way. There is an 
attempt to teach the alphabet after a ¡ 
scientific method. The devices by 
which conjugations of nouns and verbs 
are built up scientifically after some 
metaphysical theory in grammar, until 
to many pupils, “ the mysteries of the 
parsing of our sweet English tongue 
seem awful and recondite,” are a far
ther illustration of this tendency.

It would be a good thing for theorists 
to be forced to submit their theories to, 
and defend them before, the scrutiniz
ing judgment of a class room of not 
over-reverential youth. Mr. Darwin 
or Mr. Herbert Spencer would, iu his 
opinion, have rendered far more val
uable services to science, had their 
activities in science been arrested by 
constant challenging from slow-minded 
and critical pupils. Education cannot 
be too scientific provided the attention 
of. the teacher is wisely distributed be 
tween the matter taught and the method 
of imparting instruction.

Another important element of in
struction is individuality in the teacher, 
and the adaptation of his instructions 
to the individual capacities and temper 
of his pupils. The tendencies of mod
ern education overlook the individual 
in the class. The influences which 
tempt the teacher to sacrifice his own 
individuality to the scientific method 
of teaching “lead him more remorse
lessly to sacrifice to the spirit of sys
tem or his own private convenience the 
individual aptitudes and capacities of 
his pupils.”

The report of President Porter’s pa
per does not represent him as expand
ing upon this branch of the subject, 
though practicrlly it is of the utmost 
importance. The almost entire lack of 
human or personal relation between 
pupil and teacher is becoming one of 
the worst features of our modern edu
cation. The office of teacher grows 
more and more like that of the spinner 
or weaver in the mills—simply to at
tend to the machine, feed it with raw 
material and have it reeled off, yard 
after yard of exactly the same pattern— 
which, in case of the teacher, is fur
nished him or her by the enterprising 
authors and publishers of text-books 
and the ingenuity of the superintend
ent. The teacher watches his pupils 
passing from one grade to another very 
much as the attendant of a machine for 
making pins or nails watches them 
dropping out all alike into the recepta
cle; the result of his labor being tested 
by the number of exactly similar pieces 
of metal, which have been drawn, 
hammered or molded by the instru
ment invented for the purpose. Against 
this model and mechanical teaching it 
is for the interest of parents aud teach
ers, as well as the public, to mi| ’ 
protest.—Detroit Free Press.

Relations Between Morals and 
Food.—Dr. Book, of Leipsic, is re
sponsible for the following note on the 
relation between morals and what peo 
pie eat and drink: The nervousness 
and peevishuessof our times are chiefly 
attributable to tea and coffee; the di
gestive organs of confirmed coffee 
drinkers are in a state of chronic de 
rangement, which reacts upon the 
brain, producing fretful and lachry
mose moods. Fine ladies addicted to 
strong coffee have u characteristic tem
per, which I might describe as a mania 
for acting the persecuted saint. Choc
olate is neutral in its physical effects, 
and is really the most harmless of our 
fashionable drinks. The snappish, 
petulant humor of the Chinese is cer
tainly to be ascribed to their immoder
ate fondness for tea.

A manager telegraphed to a Summer 
resort hotel keeper: “Can my com
pany play ‘ Pinafore ’ at your hotel, 
and when?” The answer came back: 
“Yes, about the middle of Decem
ber.”

Let friendship creep gently to a 
height; if it rushes to it, it may soon 
run itself out of breath.—Fuller.

No wonder that egotists find the 
world so ugly. They only see them
selves in it.

To all excepting those who enjoy per
fect health, it is yearly becoming more 
difficult to know how to live so M to 

I gain it. He who trusts alone to the 
information given him by periodicals, 
is in a sad plight indeed. These merely 
convey the opinions given by different 
medical men, and the opinions of medi
cal men are aB the stars of heaven in 
number.

Alter comparing all the numberless 
opinions together, one iB, indeed, almost 
inclined to settle in despair, under the 
conviction that the majority of doctors, 
whea they come to speak of habits con
ducive to a normal condition and long 
life, do not know much more about the 
subject than the laity. Every invalid 
has to become to some extent his own 
doctor. He knows, or ought to know, 
better than any doctor, what is good 
for him and what is not. There is an 
old adage, which says that at forty ev
ery man who is not his own physician 
is a fool. At any rate, he iB a fool if he 
has not arrived at settled convictions 
with regard to the best means of pro
moting his own health.

The great general rule is to be tem
perate in all thing». On one side 
swarms a troop of doctors who inform 
us that a cold bath every day is the 
only means by which colds and rheu
matism may be avoided. On the other 
hand is another troop who declare that 
cold water every day is injurious, and 
that it by no means acts as a preventive 
against the class of diseases above men
tioned. l’he whole condition of things, 
with respect both to the ignorance of 
the public in general and the preju
dices entertained by them, aud the con
flicting convictions so steadily main
tained by the various members of each 
school, is very confused and mixed.

It frequently happens that no bodily 
cure can be effected unless a spiritual 
cure accompany it. The body acts upon 
the something which animates it, and 
which we call the soul ; the soul reacts 
upon the body, and thus the mutual 
disease goes on increasing. If any rem
edy is to be effected, therefore, it must 
act mutually, too. The power of the 
will must be increased, aud this can 
only be done by habitually exercising 
the will, so that the intellect and the 
sensibilities may be kept in their due 
relations to each other. Bat while an 
effort is being made to put the spirit into 
healthy condition, the body must be 
given the diet, the exercise, the clean
liness and the repose that it needs. 
Such a task as this is not easy to ac
complish. Invalids who would have 
health must work for it.

To Make a Wax Rose
The materials needed for making 

roses are, one bunch each of single 
white and green wax, one bunch each 
of coarse and very fine wire, covered 
with green, (similar to bonnet wire,) a 
package of arrow-root, a bottle each of 
rose madder and tea rose paint, a rose- 
leaf mold, and a molding-pin. (That 
is a long piu with a round head about as 
large as a pea.) To make the leaves, 
take a sheet of green wax and warm it 
a little if brittle, by pressing it gently 
between the hands. Cut the leaves a 
little larger than the leaf mold, and 
twice as many in number as you want 
leaves. Wet the mold and lay on one 
of the pieces, then put a piece of fine 
wire along the middle of the leaf, and 
over that place another piece ; then 
press firmly to the mold till it takes thp 
impreesion. Pinch the wax from the 
mold at the edges, then separate the 
leaf from the mold, and cover the stem 
by winding around it a very narrow 
strip of green wax, and pressing it with 
the fingers. Cut the petals from the 
single white wax, making them a little 
longer at the pointed end than they are 
in the natural flower. If you wish for 
a pink rose take a little of the rose mad
der, paint and mix it with arrow-root 
until of the required shade.*

For a white rose mix a very little tea 
rose paint with arrow-root, enough to 
give it the creamy tint seen in the nat
ural flower. Paint the petals on both 
Hides, rubbing it on with the Anger and 
being careful to leave a little ppace at 
the pointeJ end unpainted. After 
painting, put each petal in the hollow 
of the left hand, aud roll them gently 
with the molding-pin to give them a 
crumpled appearance. Make the stem 
of the coarse wire, press some of the 
cuttings of white wax on one end of the 

. stem about the shape and size of a roee- 
k-uuu Bud, and on this proceed to fasten the 
chtiTv P®^8- pressing them on firmly with the 
° ‘ molding-pin. Cover the stem as di

A Valuable Servant.—Faddy said 
that the toad was a “ beautiful bird 
and really there is nothing so very ob
jectionable about the little fellow, who 
is certainly very useful in his way. 
Toads live upon beetles, bugs, flies, 
grubs and such small game. They are 
easily tamed, and will learn to accom
pany a weeder about the garden and 
pick up such morsels as squash-bugs, 
rose-bugs, cut-worms and potato-beetles 
as are thrown them. A toad has been 
known to put away within him over a 
hundred different kinds of bugs and 
flies and then wink for more. Such 
services as this surely ought to be 
recognized, and such a servant accom
modated with board and lodging in the 
garden. No animal is more inoffensive 
or minds his own business more close
ly. He is a valuable assistant, and 
should by all means be encouraged.

He Doesn’t Give it Up.—Don Car
los said recently to a French reporter: 
** I affirm in the most precise manner 
that I have not renounced, and shall 
never renounce, my rights to the crown 
of Spain. When I was on the field of 
battle I protested through the mouths 
of my cannon. I caunot do so now, 
but from my conscience I protest and 
shall always protest.”

Frequent disappointments teach us 
to mistrust our own inclinations and 
shrink even from vows our heart may 
prompt.

rected, and fasten on the leaves.

Keeping the Head Clean.—Many 
j persons find speedy relief for nervous 
: headache by washing the hair thor
oughly in weak soda water. I have 
known severe cases almost wholly cured 
in ten minutes by this simple remedy. 
A friend finds it the greateet relief in 
cases of “ rare cold,” the cold symp
toms entirely leaving the eyes and nose 
after one thorough washing of the hair, 

i The head should be thoroughly dried 
afterward, and avoid draughts of air for 
a little while.

Stuffed Beefsteak.—Cat a thick 
slice from the roaad, in shape as near 
au oblong square as possible ; rub over 
salt and pepper to taste ; make a filling 

; of stale bread and fat salt pork, or but- 
i ter if preferred ; season with salt, pep
per, sage, etc.; roll it up in the steak, 
sew the edges of the slice together, bake 
in a quick oven, basting often. Make 
a dressing of the drippings thickened 
with flour aud seasoned.

Feather Cake.—Two caps of sugar 
and one of butter, beat well together ; 

j then beat in one egg at a time until yon 
have beaten in five ; four cups of floor 
into which are sifted two teaspoons of 
cream of tartar, one teaspoonful of soda 
dissolved in one-half cap of sweet milk.

To Can Tomatoes.—Pour boiling 
water over the tomatoes so as to remove 
the skin ; slice them, and put in the 
boiler, do not add water, as there is 
enough juice of the tomato ; scald well 
und can immediately.


