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OUR EARTH...PAST AND FUTURE.  and Neptune—should all be on that |

All nature seems replete with mys-
tery, Let the scientist pursue his in-|
vestigations in whatever direction he
will, and be is met by problems so sb-
siruse, with obslacles so formidable, or
apparent contradictions so irreconeil-
able, that at every step he is lost in
wonder and sdmiration, or so con-
founded as to be tempted to lay aside
the grest book of nature as one too pro- |
found for his iutellectunl powers, or too |
contradictory for his ecredence. Yel,
thauks to the persistency of modern re-
search, muoch light has already been
thrown upon msny of the natural prob-
lems that had previously baflled human
genius, and enough of the spparent
contradietions have been reconciled to
convinee the thinking that none really
exist, but that the entire universe is
governed by fixed laws, and forms a
consistent, perfect whole.

Less thun & half-century ago the pop-
ular opinion, founded upon s strange
misanderstanding of the first chapter of
Genesis, was, that this planet upon
which we dwell, with all the stellar
worlds, was created but about six thous-
and yearsago. A very limited knowl-
edge of the sciences of astronomy and
geology, however, is sullleient to con-
vinge ope that our esrth has existed for
untold sges.

The law of succession seems to per-
vade all the phenomens of patore, Day
follows day; lonation sueceeds luna-
tion; spring-time, with its leaves nnd
flowers, retlurns in its sesson 1o be fol-
lowed by summer with its blos-
soms, sutumn with its fruits, and
winter with its chill, and astronomy
telle us that not toore certainly does
day follow npight, or season follow sea-
son, than cycles of about 21,000 years
in duration follow each otber. The ge-
ologist reads upon the earth's erust the
indelible imprint of not less Lhan six-
teen of these successive eyeles, which
places the date of creation bmck at least
356,000 years. I am aware that sclen-
tists do nol agree as to the agencies that
bave wrought these wonderful changes
in the physical geography of our earth,
but they do agree that, where we now
see parched deseris and elevated moun-
ranges, aud fertile, blooming valleys,
sometime In the remote past, old ocean
reigned supreme.

It is well known that the earth has
no less than three distinet molions—its
dinrnal motion on its axis, its revolu-
tion about the suu once a year, and a
wabbling or gyratory motion, which |
enuses the pole to describe a cirele in
the heavens with a radius of 234° iu|
26,000 years. This Inst motion is what |
oceasions what is culled the “‘precession
of the equinoxes.”

The path of the earth around the sun |
is an ellipse with the sun in oue of the
centers; hence, it will be sesn that we
&re nearer the great source of light and
heat during one-half of the year than
we are during theother. At the present
time, the nearest approach of the earth
to the sun is about the lst of Januoary. |
Then we are some 3,200,000 miles nearer
than on the first day of July. And,|
since bodies travel faster when near
the center of altruction than when
farther away, it follows that the earth
passes over our winter portion of her
orbit in eight days less time than over
our summer portion of it. South of the
equator, however, Ltheir winter is eight
days longer than their summer. And,
since the earth is over thres millions of |
miles nearer the sun during our winter |
than in summer, and at her greatest|
distauce from the sun during the winter |
in the Soothern Hemisphere, it will be
seen why the Antarctie winters are
more rigorous thao those of the Arctie
circle. Year after year for ages past, a
constautly sugmenting quantlty of ice
hss been forming within the Aunsrctio
virele, and, in proportion to the inerease
in weight of the Southern Hemlisphere, |
the earth’s center of gravity has slowly
moved toward the south pole, drawing |
the waters away from the Northery |
Hemisphere, and piling them up toward
the south pole; and this is probably the
agency that has uncovered the conti-
neuts of Europe, Asis, snd America no |
less than sixteen times, But, is the
Northern Hemispbere to henceforth
enjoy perpetual immuopity from these
sggressions of old ocean’s billows, or
will the law of succession once again
bury us beneath the inhospitable deep ?
In sbout ten thousand years there must
come & complete reversal of polar con-
ditlons aud climates, But how? Itis
universelly conceded by astronomers
that the ellipse which the earth de-
seribes o moviog around the sun is
itsell revolving, so lo speak, making

the circuit of the heavens in about Pride and fashion, the love, hope, jov,

90,000 years; and, since this motion is
direet, or in the direction that the sun

appears to move, and that of the equi- |

noxes the reverse, it will be seen that
the conjunctions of the equinoxes
which cause the modifieations of gli-
metes ou the earth, are accomplished
in s wuch shorter time—according to
the caleulations of an emioent Seoteh
mathemsticlan, in about 21,000 years,
Now, our nearest approsch to the sup
being sbout January lst, in 10,500 yesrs
the same will ocour on the first day of
July. Now, our winlers in the North-
ern Hemisphere are sbort, snd compar-
Itively mild, and those of the Southern
Hemisphere loug and rigorous, Sup-

| generation will bave mingled with the

part of their orbits that our little earth
will oecupy st ber aphelion, she would

|be drawn millions of miles away into r

inhospitable space to wrestle for months
with eonflicting forees, and, when she
did at last break away from them, she
would, according to the third lsw of
Kelper, fly past her peribelion so

iquickly as to make little impression on | honest purpose, and any one (except a

the vast accumulation of fee that would
bave graduslly gathered in the North-
ern Hemisphere.

Jt has been found by ealeulating the |
planetary orbits and conjunctions, that [
our enrth has been ns muoclh as 14,000,000
miles farther from the sun at her grest-
est eccentricity than at present. This
was about B50,000 years nga. 200,000
years ago, however, the foerl distance
was 10,500,000 miles, and the excess of
winter days twenty-eight, which would
unguestionably extend the ice limit far
into the temperute zone.

Look, then, for a moment, at the ef-
fect of this stale of things, which the
science of geology says has existed in
the world's history, and which the sei-
ence of astronomy says must exist
again.
the Antarctic will unloek the icy letters
that have bound that desolate region
for ages; that pole would become cor-
respondingly lightened, and, if the esti-
mate of the mathematician alremdy al-
tuded to be correet, that the melting of
& mile In thickness of Antarctic fce
would lower the southern sea level 500

| what I think is right, Paul 2"

The long and hot summers of |

feet, snd with this removed, aod that
amount deposited within the Aretic
cirele, there must be a despening of the
northern seas of probably 1,500 feel.

The earthi’s center of gravity would be |

moved toward the nporth pole; the
southern sens drained off toward the
egquator, lunds for centuries buried be-
peath tempestuous floods wounld gradu-
ully rise above the sea level, enrlehed
by the sediment of ages, and continenis
would sppesr where sentlered islands
only now are seen. And our Northers
Hemisphere ? It must sink a thousand |
feetl beneath a frozen ocean, leaving h|1l.|
its rugzed mountain 1ops to wrestle
with pitiless tempests that must beat |
upon them, unchallenged again for un-
told ages.

Then, all the wmonuments of the
skill and enterprise of ambitions man
will be buried in & watery tomb, to be
hidden for ten thousand years, and Lo
emerge again, as great a wonder to Lthe
then busy throngs of earth as are the
pre-historie ruins of Mexico and Yueu-
tan to us to-day. These changes, as
will be observed, musl take place
slowly—not perceptibly—in the short
lifetime of a single individoal; but, if

tour maps and histories are preserved

for the use of coming generations, they
will sea verified what we only predict
apon seientific by pothesis, OROLL,

A TRADITION OF SARATOGA LAKE. —
There is an Lodian superstition attached
to this lake which probably had its
source in ite remarkable loneliness and
trenguaillity. The Mohawks believedd
that its stiliness was saered to the Great
Spirit, and that if & human voice ut-
tered u sound upon its waters, the canoe
of the offender would fnstautly sink. A
story is told of an Englishwomaun, in
the early days of the first ssttlers, who
had oceasion to oross this luke with a
party of Indians, who, before embark-
ing, warned ber most impressively of
the sp=ll. It was a silent, breathless
day, and the eanoe shot over the surface
of the lake like an arrow. Aboot half o
mile from the shore, near the eenter of
the lake, the woman, wishing to con-
vinee the Indlans of the erroneousness
of their superstitition, uttered a loud
ery. The countensnces of the Indians
Tell instantiy to the deepest gloom. Af-
tern minute's paose, however, they re-
donbled their exertions, and io frown-
ing silence drove Lhe light bark swiflly
over the waters. They reached the
shore In safety, and drew up the eanoe,
when the woman rallied the chie! on
his eredulity. “The Great Spirit is
merciful,” anawered the scoruful Mo-
bawk; “he knows that a white woman
canuol hold her tongue " — Wiiliam L.
Stone, in Harper's Magazine for August.

SoMETHING To BET U's THINKING.—
Ninety years hence not a single mau or
woman now twenty years of age will be
alive, Alas! how many lively actorsat
preseut on the stage of life will make
thelr exit loog ere ninety years shall
have rolled away! And could we be
sure of ninety years, what are they ?
“A tale that is told;” a dream, an
emply sound that passeth on the wings
of the wind sud is forgotten. Yenrs
shorten as man advances in age, Like
the degrees in longitude, man's life de-
clines as he travels toward the frozen
pole, until it dwindles to & point and
vanishes forever.

Is it true that life is of so short dura-
tion ¥ Will nivety years erase all the
golden vames over the doors in town
and enuntry, and substitute others in-
stend 2 Will ail the now bloomiug
beaulies fude aud disappear, all this |

pass away, sod be forgolten ¥ “Niuety

ears,' says Death; *“‘do you think I
shall wait pinety years? Behold, to-
day and to-morrow, and every day are
mine. When ninely years are past, this

dust aud be remembered not 1"

A farmer's wile eatered a dry-goods
store in St, Louls the other day and in-
formed the clerk that she wanted “‘one
o' lhem 'ar wimmen's hats that spread
oul big, eovered with white muskeeter
neiting, snd which is gittin’ so fashion-
uble.” The clerk whowed her ope, but
when he mentioned the price, $1 75,
the muatron umug to ber feet and ex-
claimed: * k-u-here, young man!
Maybe you know the vally of 'skeeter
nettin' and wire linio', and maybe you
dow’t. Tdon'tcare, J kuow it. [ can

| book

Sy 2 s He
| the mouey, and I'll do it ! '

||‘||__l [ -

Elsie's Sacrst.
BY MESTER A. RENELICT.

“I wish you wouldn’t do [t, Elsie.
ve said 8o scores of times to you, too;
bat it seems to make no difference."”

“Does it not please you to have medo

The face that Elsie Heath lifted to the
face of her lover, Paul Devereaux, was
u little flushed; but it was full of enrnest,

lover) looking at it and listening to her
low, measured, intense tone, would have
left off coaxing, snd rensoning, and
remonstrating, knowing that eitherand
ull would be unavailing.

“You put thiogs so oddly, Elsie," Mr,
Devereauxanswered, impatiently. “*No-
body ever thonght you wele doing a
positive wroug in pstroniziog all the
poverity-siricken people you could hear
of! It may be right—I soppose it is, or
you wouldo't do it—but it's dreadfully
humiliating to me; and I ean’t help
feeling that if vou loved me—""

Something io the girl's Mce checked
the words, snd the sentence was not fin-
ished then,

“Elste," aftera loug pause, “‘why do
you go among those people? Why do
you haant the shops, the sewing-rooms,
the alleys, even? for I've followed you
and watched you when you little knew
I was near?"

“Paul! youo dared to do that 2"’

“Why not ‘dare ? You are my prom-
ised wife, Ought there to be a secret
between ws? Is it not my doty to
wateh over, guard, and protect you ?**

“And to follow. me like u spy, as if
my work or my play, whichever or
whatever my mission was, wers un-
waorthy llisie Henth!"

She had risen aud stood looking down
on him, **a saint’s scorn” on her young
face, her eyes flashing, ber little form
rigid with indigonation. He had gonea
step too far, and he knew it but would
not aeknowledge it. He laid down the
he held, got up and toeok her
hands in his, patting them with his
white patrician fingers with an air that
suid, piainer than any words could, “Be
quiet, pretty beastie; [ am yourmaster!"

“Elsie, little Eisie,”” he said, *‘really I
don't see any reason for your haughty
ways and your angry words, You must
own [Usa little hard on a fellow to be
quizzed, and teszed, and ormented as I |
am, on every band, and by those who
kEnow of our engagement sud of your
gecret "

He pressed her hand spasmodieally, as
if the little word “secret” hurt him; but
she did not se2m Lo potice.

¥l know—aof course | know that the
secret, whatever it may be, is not un-
waorthy you; but why, in the life of a
girl like you, should there be aoything
hidden from—{from the man whose wife
she Is to be? 1L is incomprehensible,
and I—I am not pleased that things
should go on in this way longer."'

She withdrew her hands from his,
leaned a little heavily on the piano, as
if for support, and lnoked nway from,
and asked quietly :

“Will you tell me what would plense
you, Paul 2

“Yes; give up your strange habit of
strolling—forgive me! lcan'tenll it by
any other name—let the girl-life end—
be my wife! O, Elsie, my darling,
don't look at meso! Don't shake your
head! I will care for you so tenderly,
deur. I wiil shield, protect, und love
you '

“[ know it, Paul—oh, I do know it—
and just now—"

Shie broke down there, fortuvately,
perhaps, for both.

“Just pow’ —what 2"

“Never mimd, Puul,” she answered.
“My heart was drowning my judgment.
It is better so. 1 cannot please you in
your way yet—indeed I eannot, Paul.
But—I love you! And, dear, be patient
with me and wait.'"

She had laid her soft hands upon his
and was looking at him with her great
soul in her syes,  But he did not see the
soul. Maybe it was not his fault. He
let her hands full suddenly, turned on
his heel, and walked suddenly across
the sweet morning-room and baeck
again, stopping abruptly beside her, and
saying, slmost contemptuously :

“A woman's love must be taken at a
discount, if taken at all, when it will
make no sacrifice for suke of Lhe be-
loved. I love you. I would do any-
thing, be anything for your sake. Bul
for e you will not give up even a habit
that is repulsive to me and compromis- |
ing to yourself. And—you love me!"”

The quick color flushed the girl's face.
For a moment bitier words were ou her |
lips, but she kept them volesless till
they died. Then:

“I think you will be sorry for those
words when you are yoursell, Paul,’’ she |
said, “because they are wnworthy of
{uu, and they are unjust to me. [do
ove you! That love is my breath,
blood, pulse, existence. But— y
“The Lord who fashloned oy hands for work-

it

Ket I;f:- a task, and 1t 16 not done.* |

“You do not know the nature and ob-
ject of my Iabor. Just now I cannot
tell yon. You must trust me, wait for
me, keep falth with me, or we must
drift aparl. That is all, and that is
evervthing to me."

My God, Elsle!
you say
“I kpow what T say—I know what I ‘

|

Do yon know what

n‘.‘ﬂ

How cold and white she was! And
enld and white and crushed her grand-
anunt found her, an hour later, leaniog
there still on the piavo, just where her
lover had left ber, ber wide eyes fixed
on the finger from which she had taken
the betrothal riug, aud the pink lenves
of the roses she had worn lying, forgot-
ten, down at her feet.

“I wish you would ery, child," the
old nunt suid, that evening, after they |
bad talked together for an hour. “You
never do anythiog as other women do.
I don't objeet to that in the maio; but
in this iustance a shower of tears over
your white cheeks would make me hap-
pier than I was with my first pocket.”

Elsie laughed, and lnughter was bet-
ter for ber than tears, just then.

“Auntie,’” she said, thriddiog the old
lndy’s silver bair tenderly, “‘you re-
member the divipe who, Iaviog bis
hands on bhis dead monarch’s head,
bowed his own, and sald: ‘God alone is
great?” And 1 bave heard you eall him
eloguent. I am thinkiog to-night of
how far more eloguent was he who,
stamlqu In the presence of his king,
with all the gold aud tinsel and trap-
pings of royaity about bim, turved his
eyes from the ewreworn lines on the
royal brow, and from the hollow-heart-
edness of fawning courtiers through the
window u the embrace and loving

kiss w!  greeted s tired Puuns over
the way, and sald, aloud: ‘Love, alone,

==

ie life? Auntie, dear, there was more | name of all that’s mythieal, what do

of true God-lifein the ul's kiss and
the bright flash of welcome from love-
lit eves, than in all the circumstance of
kingly splendor, erown, and jewels. It
was the divine part of & true man and &
true woman looking upon itself through
human eyes and human hearts, It was
that mysterious essence of life—that in-
comprehensible something which wom-
an only expresses in the pet name of
God—love! And love is lost to me !

“You are wrong, my child, my little
one. Love is not lost Lo you, nor can
he. If hLis heart is worth your having,
and if it ever truly loved you, it will
come back to you. There is no perfect
love without perfect trust. Dou’t you
know Lhis, Elsie, child 2"

But “Elsie, child,” only nestled closer
to the old annt’s bosom, and was silent.

“Mr. Devereaux is a gentleman, and
he thinks he loves you. But he bas no
sympathy with the working elass—or
what immuculate society call the work-
Ing elnss—and he eaunnt bear that you
should come in econtact with them as
you o, aud must, if ever you sre to be
& help to them in any way. You are
down with them when you hunt them
in their homes or at their toil. Your
finger is on their pulse. You watch
their struggles, and you know bow hard
itis for them. You have a mission—a
high mission—given to you of God, and
you must not do violence to it, as youn
surely will, if for love's sake you cease
to sow and to reap! Of the thousands

who know to-day, as a household word, |

the name of "Alixene,’ only three there
are who dream that that
and Elsle are one. A ehild ereeps be-
fore it oan walk, though thers be a few
whio seem to step out from the mother's
lap erect from the start, and whose
hunds and knees were never soiled by
contact with the dust of the earth. In
literature, ns fn any other ealling of life,
most of the aspirants for its honors
creep slowly at the start, and are re-
joleed, if when the hour of old age is|
upon them, they ean look around and
se# some fruits of labors and hear some
little commendation of their efforts. If
you walked npot from the first, you
crept hut little, and you have increased
your pace and lengthened your strides,
until you can loovk back from your
stand-point of te-day upon hosts of toil-
ing ones who are fur, far in the distanee
bebhind you. You bhuave sceomplished
much; but yon are capable of doing
more sand better, and you must, This
is the erisis of your life. To reveal your
secret now, even to him, might ruinp all
your glorious prospects. As his wife
vou eould pot put pen to paper for the
public’s good, without lncurring his dis-
pleasure. Your new work must be com-
pleted as it was begun, sub rosa, or it
will never be pompleted as it should be.
You must rise to the high dignity of
your mission. You feel the spiritof it—
the|longing for it; but the woman in
you mukes you faint and falter to-night.
This is but pature as we speuk of other
souls—of yours, it is your wenkness, As
what would be strength in a cord would
be weakness in a cable, so what would
in other women would be great and
grand, in you would be eommonplace
andordinary; and that is death—for your
life is not in the heavy atmosphere of
valleys, but in the rarefied state of
mouintuin-top into whieh you are being
lifted by Gud’s hand and your own,”

“But, auntie, I am so tired to-night,”
sobbed Elsie. *“Hamls, and head, and
heart are ull so tired I

“[ know, dear, and yon are wounded
and battle-stnined, Bat God is leading
you by the hand, God, who gave you
glorious gifts, who made you a pearl
smong pebbles, an exotic among herbs,
a star upon the durk of many and many
and maoy a life. You huve worked and
you buve wou, I know. You are high,
you are glorious;, in your divinity of
womanhood, but the fields are white
still with the barvest, and the laborers
are few. The pext ten years are your
best years, If you cloud and shadow
them, or allow them to be clouded and
shadowed, they are gone forever, with
all their ehances for growth and good,
and you esunot, in all the future, com-
pensate for their loss. You must either
rest on the Inarelsalready won, and step
aside for the pext eaudidate for honor
apd place and influence or you must
go on, up, out of his way to the summit,
where you have a right to stand.
Which shall it be, my darling

The June roses were nodding sleepily
in Lhe moonlight on the casement be-
side them; the small hand bad forgotten
to thrid the silver bair; the young head
lay on the old bosom quietly enough;
but the beart in the young bosom had
been erylog at Gethsemanpe, aud God
and the nogels knew how, in thust still
hour, so fragrant and so falr, Elsle
Heath elimbed up the Calvary beights,
bearing the burden of her cross,

“\Which shall it be, my darling 7"

“I will be wedded to my work,
auntie,’” the girl answered, lilting her
face from over the old heart whose idol
and hope she pow was; “T will be
wedded to my work. Pray God 1 may
not die at the altar !

L

A year later, Paul Devereaux saun-
tered lazily into the sanotum sanctorum
of the book reviewer of the Loundon
World.

The former had been forsix months
on the contineot; the latter had been his
playlellow in boyhood, his ehum in col-
lege, his stanch, true friend always.

“What have you here, Will?"' in-
qulred Mr. Devereax, laying his gloved
finger's tip down on the marked page of
an open book.

0L, something that will make wry
faces here in Eongland—and iu our own
Ameriea, too, for that matter—but a
truth, nevertheless, a grand, sorrowful
truth. Listen: *T'o work or not to work,
is the guestion every woman thrown
apon her own resources struggles to an-
swer, To work brings iondependence,
strength, and the means to a pure, use-
fal life, But if she be of a fine, sensitive
nature, she has learnedd there Is no com-
panionship, no sympathy or encoursge-

o * e L -

wment for her among the people whm}

work she does, The moment she tukes

the needle in her haod to stiteh out the l
duily bread of her existence, that same |

pular author |

you know of Elsie Heath 7"

The young reviewer was busy with
his thonghts just then, and did not ob-
serve his friend’s agitation. He heard
his words, however, and answered, ab-
sently :

“Oh, only what all the world is find-
ing out, namely, that she promises bet-
ter than any female writer of the age,
in short. ‘Alixene’ and ‘Elsie Heath’
are one, as you will see by the title-
page.'”

What Panl Devereaux saw on the
title-pnge was not only that “Alixene’
and “Elsie Heath" were one. He stood,
holding the chastely-bound volame for
s long time, his face to the window, his
back upon his friend, and that soft June
morning a year agone gseemed seattering
its rosesabout him; he could see the flut-
ter of his darling’s dress; the pained,
pleading look in her drowned eyes;
eould hear her saying, 1 do love you!
That love is my breath, blood, pulse,
existence!"” And once again the glory
of her presence and of Lier love was over,
and around, and through him “just as
of old;" and the twelve months of weary
wauntlering were for the moment lost to
sight and to memory.

Twelve hours later Panl Devereanx
was on board the “Oceanic”™ homewnrd
bound.

. - . . *

*“1 am ounly one of a world of worship-
ers at your feet to-day," he said to Elsie
Heath, one hour after the ship's arrival
in New York. “I hold your hand in
mine, and to devote my energy, my life
to you is the grandest, best object and
nim I have in my life, though to walk
in the same pathway is not among its
hopes. I did you grievous wrong. 1
was a fool—I was mad. [ meant to
bend you to my will, and I failed. 1
thank God that Tdid fail, though you
are lost to me; for you stand so high to-
day in the world’s worship, and I love
you enocugh to rejoice, unselfishly, in
the joy that has come to you—a better,
worthier, graoder good than as my wife
you would have compnssed ever, But |
want your forgivepess, dear. On my
knees [ beg you to forgive me for the
cruel wrong I did you !’

For many minutes she sat, still as a
statue of pearl, ber hand in his, ber eyes
towsrd the moon that was elimbing up
over the sycamore in the ganden; then:

“Women like me love not lightly,
and never love but once,"” she said, lay-
ing her disengaged hand upon her
lover's locks, and smiling down on his
lifted face. *You asked me to forgive
you, Paul. I will—if—ir—""

“If—what? Tell me—tell me!"

“If—you will—give me back my ring!"

And the swallows slept among the
sycamore blooms; the moos elimbed up,
amd on, and away; the winds were wild
with joy for “the jubilant June;” the
world was sweet, and glad, and young;
and somewhere, I think, in some sweet,
limitless land, the seraphs smile to-
| pather over little Elsie's Seeret.

| How Mgs. PEDUNCLE Gor EvEx.—
Mr. Peduncle went out to milk the
other day. Now, Il there Is one thing
Mr. Pedunele prides himsell upon, it is
his perfeet command of a cow, With
his bucket on the ground, be milks
| with both hands, snd sings meanwhile,
ovcasionully bestowing & word of warn-
|upr_-n the cow if she whisks her tail at
| ki or tries to seratch her back with
ber hind foot. On this oceasion be had
nearly finished and was singing cheer-
fully :
! “My =oul {s0 now) be on thy gaard;”
[ (What Io the Egyptian sandhills ails
this cow ?)

“Ten thousand (thunder and borax !
stand still) foes arise—"

And as Mr. Pedunele raised himself
up from the burn floor and wiped the

| in the loft the wife of his bosom with a
long switeh in her hand, with which
she bhad been tickling the gentle ani-
mul's nose, nnd she said in an awful
| voice :

“Oliver Pedunele, 1'll reckon you'll
wrap your old tobaceo-box in my hand-
kerchiefl again, next Sunday, won't
you *—and have me take it to church
and sling it out on the floor—hiey 7'

When he milks now, Mr. Peduncle
sings very sofltly indeed, and keeps one
eye on the loft.—Chicago Courier.

Lillie Deverenx Blake gives the fol-
lowing in the New York Zra: “A poor
womuau came to a friend lately, begging
for work., ‘Why, Mary,' she said, ‘I
thought you were employed in the city
court-house.! "So [ was, ma'am, but I
lost me vote.! ‘Lost your vote! ex-
claimed the lady; ‘did you ever have
one? *No, mw'am, but me hasband
did, and he's dead.” Actually, this
waoman, who had been employed to
scrub the court-house, had been turned
out beeause =he had no volte to represent
her! If she had been a voler berself,
she would not have lost her work.”

WEIGHTY THOUGHTS.—A regular at-
tendant on the ministers’ meeting at
Boston is reported to have said: “Some
of the brethren have weighty thoughts,
but have difficulty in uttering them;
others express themselves with fucility,
but commuunicate little of value. The
former have ball without powder; the
Intter powder without ball' This ia
just the diffienlty of the majority of
ministers, outside of that seat of learn-
ing as well as init. A Froper eombina-
tion of powiler and ball, well fired off,
is an exceedingly felicitous thing.

 —

Samuel J. is not a handsome man,
and probably no Governor ever gave the
Albany pholographers so much trouble,
Oue of them says: “I never saw such
a countensnce as his when he sits for a
picture nnd tries to look his prettiest.
The expression of stadied repose be-
comes quile painful; the eyes seem to
shirink from the opdeal; the lines about

gather until the whole upper part of the
| face comes out in the picture like the
| photograph of a piece of old tripe.”

The more married men you have, says

Examine the frightful eolumus of our

them multiply rapidly, and the brows |

The Squire’s Attachment.

“Bax "

Baxter Jones, called **Bax," for short,
wus Squire Syphax’s office clerk.

“Yes, sir,”" nuoswered Bax.

“Fill me out a writ of attnehment,”
said the Squire, “I'll stand no more of
this nonsense.'’

“Yes, sir; what name, sir 2"

“You'll find it there,” said the
Squire, writing on a canl, and tossiog it
over to Bax, who picked it up and sat
about bis work. The document was
speedily finistied and presented to the
Squire, who aflixed his sighature.

*“Grive it to Constable Darby, and tell
him to serve it without delay,”’ sail the
Squire.

“Yeu, sin”

“And when he brings in the prisouer,
report to me.”

u\‘eﬂ‘ Bir,”

Squire Syphax, magisterially, was the
stervest of meon; individuslly, he was
one of the mostsoft-liearted and yielding.

For tite moment he was tilled with of-
ficial indignation towand a delinquent,
on whom, for some contempiuous disre-
gard of the law's behests, hie wus deter-
mined to visit its weightiest penally.
He was still feeble from n recent and
severe attack of f(liness, and while
waiting the return of the warrant he re-
tired to seek a little rest, meanwhile
forgetting the eares of oflice in a de-
licious reverie, of which the eharms of
a certain lovely creature were the cen-
tral feature. In this occupation Jet us
leave him for the present, merely pre-
mising that he was a bachelor, both
diffident and susceptible.

Bob Durby was a constabulary model.
He did his duty to the letter, and ex-
pended few words about it.

When the servant came, in answer to
his ring of widow Goodheart’'s door-
bell: “Is your mistress at home 7' Bob
inquired.

“She is,”" was the response.

“Tell her T must see her,’ snid Baob.

“*She’s very busy,' replied the muid,
Yand, unless the business is very pur-
tieular—""

“It ia werry partic'lar,” interrupted
Bob, brushing past, and entering with-
out ceremony. “I'm werry sorry to ill-
conwenience you, mum,” be said, when
Mrs. Goodbeart had made her appenr-
ance; “but I've got to take you over to
the Squire’s right away."

The widow turped pale and trembled.

“Has the denr mas—has e had g re-
lapse 7" she asked, in a tremulous tone.

“Couldn't say, mum,™ answered Bob,
AN I know is, it's n case of 'tach-
ment."

“A ense of aftachment ' exelaimed

bandsome fuce.

She saw it wll. A relupse, perhaps a
fatal one, bud surely set in; aud the
Squire, whom shie had long been wait-
iug for o speak his miod, but whose
| modesty had bitherto prevented, bad
doubtless selegted tbls eritlen! moment
to declure his feelings, She would
| huve preferred to see a mission so deli-
cate entrusteld t other bawds

likely, bud left no room fur ¢hoice,

“] shall be ready in a4 moment,”
said the widow; nod =0, indeed, she was,
| “Therw's n kerridge at the door,

mum,’” said Bob; awd, when be had |

[ handed the lady iu, nothing more was
said till they reached the Squire’s door.
That functionary, like muny eountry
magistrates, kept his ollice ut his house,
and into the apurtment so appropriated
| the widow was at ouee ushered,
Bob Darby, baving duly signed the

return upon the writ, handed it over to |

the BSquire's elerk, who proceeded
straightway o notify His Houor.
As the latter entered he started with

[ miilk out of his ears and nose, he suw up |surprise. [nstead of the contemptuous |

culprit, Dick Slote, at whose guilty
bead be was prepared to hurl the law's
ansthemus, 1t was the lovely widow
Goodbeart, the angel of his dreams,
whom he saw before him! Io the
name of all the Dromios, what diabol-
feul error was thijs 2

Catching up the returned warrant, to
his horror he read:

To ANY CassTABLE, GREETING:<YOou are
11n-r\'l:-_\' communded (o tnke the boldy of ono-
thy Goodbenrt, and bring the samme ot liwith

| béiore e, ale. ele. CALEn=YIrHax, . ¥

Darting & look of wrath at the clerk
and the constuble, he orderead them to
withdraw,

“My dear Mrs. Goodheart,”” began
the Squire, blushing to the tips of his
ears, “how cun I atoue for this annoy-
ance 7"

“Oh, it's no  Aannoyance,
you,”" simpered the widow,
glad to find you are not i1l

“But—but this unfortunate attach-
ment,” stammered the Squire, dashing
aside the ill-starred document.

“I—I have long returned it naively
murmured the widow, turning as red as
himself,

A gleam of gladness flashied over the
Squire's countenavee, Could it be she
was ignorant of the indignity she had
suffered ? And then, to find the lce so0
happily broken ! He elasped her hand,
pressidd It Lo his lips, and poured oot
the tale of his peut-up love wilh an
ardor snd eloguence whieh fairly aston-
ished himself., The widow's
hend dropped on his shoulder, as, with
alteruate smiles und tears, she listened
raptorously to what she had been so
long waiting to hear.

The Squire ecnme back a happy man
from escorting the widow home (hat
evening. But the sight of Bax Jones
aroused his fury.

“How dare you pay me such atrick 7"
he thundered.
| “What trick?" inquired Bax, inno-
cently.

“What trick? Why, putting Mrs.
| Goodbeart's name in that attuchment.”

“I put in the nasme you gave me,"
answered Bux.

“Its false I roared the Squire,

“Here's the eard,"” rejoined the elerk.

The Squire glaneed at It. It was one
of Mre. Goodheart's eands, lelt with some
| delicacy which she had sent during his
Iate illuess, Ou the blank side he had

I assure
“1I'ny 80

serted in the writ. Whether the clerk

needle digs a ditch o wide, a cafion so | a hundred youths executed to one father | take, or had played ofl a practical joke,
deep, that the piteous voice of & starv- |of & family. Marriage renders a man|wus vot quite clear to the Bquire's

ing girl ean never reach the hearts of
those to whom the needle belongs, Not
to work means starvation, suicide, ora
beastly sell of body aund soul to the
deepest depths of hell I’ It's true, Dev-
ereaux; every word of It is heaven'sown
truth, and you and I know it. Of all
the women i sll the world, I would
like best to get ou my knees at the feet
of Eisie Heath."

" Heath !” Mr, Devereaux’s face
grew suddenly vefy white, “In the

virtoous and more wise. ‘The father of
a family is not willing to hiush before
hiis ehildren.

Aun illiterate prescher improves upon
the ordinary version of the holy serip-
tures by sermounizing frow the text:
“First east out the bean in yer own eye,
and then you'll kuow how to cast out
the bats that's in his'n.” This probably

the command more effective
in the agricultural distriets,

ST

mind; for Bax, in point of gruvity, fell
far short of his distinguished namesuke,
the author of “Saint's Rest”

However, in view of the happy
issue, and Bax's earnest professious of
innocenece, he was finally let ofl, but
with a csotion both to him and Bob
Darby never to mention the aflair under
E'In of the Bquire’s hot displessure.
t a story too good to keep nlways

will get out.—Judge Clark in New York

the widow, the color mounting (o ber |

than |
those of the towun coostable, but the
suddenness of the emergoncy, it woas |

preuty |

Faotz abont O Porto.

O Porto is In size the second eity in
the kingdom of Portugsl, snod in business
equals, if it does not surpass; Lisbon,
its superior in magnitude, It ix situs-
ted on the left bank of the river D'Ouro,
and eontains a popalation of 950,000
bodies or more. From the village of
Saint John at the mouth of the river up
to O Porto, the river runs between
mountain  banks rising precipitately
from the wuater to a height of several
hundred feet, and these banks present a
beautiful appearnnes nt this season of
the year. From bottom to top, lerrace
upon terrace rises coverad with grape-
vines, lig and orange trees, and shrub-
bery of various kinds, while upon every
favorable spot u Louse elings to the
mountain side ns elosely ss the vy
clings to its sides in turn. Everywhere
the appearance beurs to the eye of the
beholder the impression of untiquity.
Here and there o building looks as if it
had been newly painted in red and
white, yellow nud white, or green and
white, but on the most of them there is
a uniformity of old, finied, worn colors,
and stone walls blackened by time.
The ride up the river is one full of ro-
mantic interest. Oonee in the eity, cu-
riosity multiplles. Along the riverside
is n solid stone wall, built, no oue
knows how long ago, which st one time
enclosed the city. It is said by some to
have been buiit by the Moors, who
once inhabitated the country, and of
whose presence some ancient laml-
marks still remain. Lopng ago, how-
ever, the city oulgrew (he limit of the
stone wall, sod it remuius only along
the river front, and lu several points in-
accessible to builders upon the moun-
tain sides. From the water two priu-
cipal streets lemd directly up into the
city. They are very roughly paved
with huge stones, nnd one wonders if
ever a4 loaded team attemprs to elimb
them. A late Improvement was the
bullding of a new street for & long dis-
taguce vpon s gradunl fveliontion aloug
the elevation of the hills, Buot there is
no possible way of getiing up into the
city without climbing, sometimes up
long flights of stone stuirs, someti nies
up parrow, crooked streets, but always
up until you obtain the desired alti-
tude. Then, if you wish to move in an
easterly or westerly direction up or
down the length of the city, you must
either elimb or deseend, or botl, again,
for the city covers thess high hills
There is, one might say, vo manufactur-
ing doue here at nll, Cloths, silks, eot-
topg, ete., are all imported from
England and Franee. All of their conl
is brought on ship-board, Vessels
bring fish from Newfoundland, al-
though there are plenty of fish in the
river and sen but u few miles away.
Wheat and corn are imported from the
Uniled States, nnd but for this supply
of lute years, I ans told, there must have
|bo-r-u a feming v Portugal. Ouk wood
and staves and sulphur are also im-
| ported, Infact, nbout all that is needed
| to make n city is brought from over the
sen,  The country produces & great
abundance of nuts of various Kinds, and
ormuges, olives, onions, grapes, wine,
{und eattle. All of these are exported
Inrgely, Buat it i= the eountry, and uot
the eity that produces, aud that should
be benelited by them, The fact ls,
however, that here we huve what is
cursing our own lamd—a very !urge com-
munity living entirely upon the mere
work of exchaoging for the farmers sud
shippers whbut they should exchange for
themselves, The people are, however,
not 8o poor a8 they nre in our country
| under similar conditions, Thera I8 an
ubundapee of ignorauce awl poverty
everywhere to be =een; but, having
made it my conscientious alm to see
life here us it is, so that 1 might speak
of it contidently, | am compelled to say
that, in any city ol the same sige in our
eountry, one will see lur more of aliject
poverty, lgnormnee, degrudation, and
real misery, than can be found here.
Why is this? The answer must be,
pot that the system of education or the
government of the country is inferior to
what exists here, but that the cost of
living is so much less. With os, the
worst |_Ig'gr:j.liullejll and poverty aud lg-
norsnee iz to be [oond umong imuo-
grants who are Catholies, so that it can-
uot be said that v i= Catholiclsm that
makes the difference. Put thess same
people into a country where the cost of
living would be doubléed, and they
would sink speedily into what we see in
ull large communities, such as Boston,
New York, or Londouw.

The very highest wuges paiid for labor
here s seventy-five ceuts per day, and
the nvernge wages is thirty-live cents—
for the women still less than that.
There are many church holldays when
all work is suspended. And most of
the wnrking I_Il,-ﬂ]l:t‘ are without auy reg-
| ular trades, there being bul few trades,
| and they plck up work wherever aid
whatever they van get. The loading
| and nnloading of vessels farnishes em-
ployment for many of them, beewuss
the city hasn't a single whurl by the
{aide of whichn ship can lle to discharge
; her enrgo, Sbe ismoored in the stream,
| apd u long heavy plank from the stooe
{quay nlong the river to the rail is the
bridge over which the entire load s
earried upon the heads of men, and often
women, too, when the eargo isanything
in bulk that can be tuken up v conven-
feut loads. It is astonishiog to see what
an enormous load one of these porters
will enrry. Our gruin is lo bags weigh-
ing el Imun'in ench, and one man will
take one of these Lages on his head and
shoulders and curry it asliore with ease,
and will keep ut it all day long, too.
The women also carry burdeos that
would frighten oue of our delicate
American girls into consumption im-
wediately, Butthey arehardy, henlthy-
lnoking people, though guite small in
stature, as a general thing, It s amos-
ing to go out upon the romls leading
into the country wmorning or evening
and meet Lhe women as they trudee to
of fro from home to market. Huoge
1hﬂ3kl’ld that would mnke s good-sized
| wigwam, full of orsuges, pears, cher-
| ries, eahbages, onions, sulud, peas, beans,

Voltaire, the fewer erimes there will te. | unwittingly written the name to be in- | chickens, ete., us firm upon the top of

| the head as if they grew there, the arms

eriminal calenders—you will there find | had copied from the wrong side by mis- | 8Winging free by their sides, while,

| barefooted and barelegged, they tramgs
away with u long, steady swing that
would task an old campaigner. Some-
times you will ecome upon a Knot of
| them, girlsa generally, who bave set
their baskets down and are resting
themselves by joining in o werry dance
in which they nccompany themselves
with soug and luogh thae defles dull cars
and keeps their brown faces young.

“Whet is tewe by the lamp,'' says
Jouln:rt, “is not always Ltrue by the
suu,

L 3
-




