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TRUE LOYE,

Three ladics were seated in Azatha
Foster's parlor—-3iss Fortesene, large,
dark, and of uncertain age, who monopo
lized the most comfortable arm-chair;
Mrs. Becker, shrunken and sandy, who
was constantly sliding oft the sofa and
t’q-:uri:'.ltill},: herself with a jt‘l'l\', auid Miss
Agatha herself, who sit apart from the
others, gluncing unecssily ont ef the win-
Jdow. as if distressed by their garrulity.
Miss Agatha was a fai¢ young 7oman, |
with & noble head and a conntenance |
expressive of all grace aud goodness. |
Y et at this moment she entertained feel- |
ings decidedly hoatile to her cailers, who |
had run in with the familiar freedom of |
fellow-boarders in a family hotel, to |
chat away the afternoon. At heart they |
were immeunsely sorry that Miss Nannie
Foster bad not yet returned from a |
suburb where she had gone the day ve- |
fore. Miss Nannpie, Agatha's cousin,
companion and chaperon i one, |
was fur more to their tast=; she was more
attentive, more easily impressed, more
sympathetie, they thought. shie never |
saut looking cut the window when they |
were retailing their ehoicest bits of |
seandal for Ler especial benefit. Jut |
then shawas a woman of years, How- |
ever, they still lingered; it was a pleas |
ant place. The Fosters nad the huud-*l
somest snite in the building—and fuar- |
nished with such taste! Such carpets!
Such decorative art! And the Iosters |
were tip-top people. There were four
of them—DMiss Agatha, her two bachelor |
brothers, ten and a dozen years her
ssmor, and Miss Nannie, who, sioce '
their parents’ death, had kept the chil- |
dren together. The winter day drew to
n close, and the room grew dusky, and
still the ludies lingered.

Agathy couldendure it no longer; this,
of all days, she was without patience.
She rose quiekly.

“Ladies,” she said, with an indignant
quiver in her sweet contralio voice, ““yon
must excnse me. I cannot listen to such
conversation!” |

There was sileuce a moment; then |
Miss Forteseue hifted her cumbrous |
frame. **Oh, certainly, I juite uander- |
stand. We will withdraw. We do not |
wish to offend.”

“Oh, eertainly,” faintly echoed Mrs.
Becker, sliding from the sofa for the
last time and prepariag to follow.

Agatha's impatience only increased.

“*And allow me to say,” she exclaimed, |
with no compunction, *‘that I think |
ladies miglhit be better employed than
with their neighbors’ affairs.”

“Good alternoon."” said Miss
cue, savagely.

““Good___afternoon.”
Becker.,

*“Good riddance!” cried
sharply, ere the door had closed.

“To-day of all day=," she said, as she
walked to and fro in the dusk. Presently
the door opened.

*‘All in the dark, Agatha?" said acheery
voice.

“I thought you would never come,
Nannpie,” was the swift, unnerved reply. !
Then she lit the zas, '

“Why, what is the matter, dear?”

*“I have jost put Miss Fortesque and
Mrs. Becker ont of the room, and it—
it has apnoyed me.”

“Dear me! What had they done?”

““The same old sickeuning gossip. Miss
Bruece flirts on the street; Mr. and Mrs.
Brown have shown no marriage certifi-
cate; Mrs. Gray holds her step-child to
the fire to bhurn it, and s0 on aud so on.”

“They get their ideas from the morn
ing papers,” said Nannie, ealmly, un- |
clasping her fur-lined circular. **The
step-mother Lholding the child to the fire
i3 a favorite paragraph when the news is
scare, Sometimes she heats the flat-iron.
For my part, I would never go to that
trouble.”

Bat Agatha counld pot respond to her
staid bumor. She helped to put away |
the wraps, and inquired after the subur- 1
ban friends.

““You look rather pale; aren't you |
well?” asked Miss Nannie, when they |
were seated.

The girl dropped her eyes.  ““Nannie,
I have some news for von,” she said with |
an effort. *“‘I—last night—I promised 4
Mr. Peters to—to marry him.’ I

Then she sighed if relieved of a gref® |
burden. ;

The room was still, utterly still. If|
Miss Nunnie was surprised or shocked |
she gave no token. She only sat quietly
looking at the girl and taking time 2 |
colleet her thoughts, Agatha never lifted !
Ler eyes until, after some moments, ker |
cousin cleared her throat and tranquilly ‘
mquired: :

““Well, dear. are you satisfied that yon |
will be happy?”’ '

Then the girl rose and_threw
upon the sofa. *“*Oh, Nannie, I
know; I can't tell.™
. More silence; then Miss Nannie asked

if she had told the bhovs.

To these women (Gieorge and Lewis |
would be *'the boys” as long as they |
lived.

“I told George at noon,” Agatha re- |
plied, in a voice hLeavy with tears. |
“*“Lewis was not here, I wish vou would
tell him.” !

“And what did George say?”

“He only sail, ‘T congratulate
Peters.” |

Miss Nannie leaned back in her chair |
and meditated, bringing Peters up for
mental review. Poor little whiffet! To
be sure, he had money, some standiag
socially and a fair education. They had
known him a long, longz time, and even
felt for him a sort of distant relatives’ |
affection. They wounld do anything in
the world for him. He often took Agatha
abont, to places of amusement, to elinrzh
orriding. But he was at least fifteen
years her senior, and they never thought
of his aspiring to murry her.

His appearanee was pityfully against
him. Miss Nannie reviewed his bad baild,
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called it—a suspicions eye that seemed

.
-

his bow legs, his “wild eye,” nas she | She sprang up ina rage. “Lewis,

sou have said quite enough. Never

to skirmish about the room while its | §peak so again to me; I forbid;it.”

mate regarded you with steadfast respeect.
Then she tarned her thoughts to Agatha
—Agatha, perfect in face and figure and
enuobled by education and advantages—
Agatha, for whom a senator had pro-
posed, and a congressman langunished,
to say notling oi her lesser mdlovers—
Agatha, who had rejected the semnator
because he Ilacked principle, and the
congressman because he was a widower.

Nannie remembered that the girl had
suffered and shed tears over refusing
these and others. She had a curious
disposition, as the boys had said.

At length Nannie roused and spoke.
““I wiil tell Lewis; and now, you had
better dress; it's near dinner-time. A
Florida water will cool your
cheeks +

“Hark!" cried Agatha, ““there he is,

| now—gone into his room.”

Nannie recogunized the clumsy step.
Lewis had never yet come up these
at the top; the
rushing, impetuous way of his boyhood
would always cling to him.

“I am going at once to tell him,
before George comes,” said Naunie,
rising.

“Yes, do,” said Agatha., And when
her cousin had goue out across the corri-
dor, and her tap had been welcomed by
“Come in!" the young girl
stole after and listened at the crack of
her brother’s door.

“Lewis, I have news for you,” said
Nannie, gently, and there was a hidden
sob in her fond voice. *‘‘Agatha has
promised to marry Mr. Petors.”

“Oh, Lord!" ecried Lewis, in open-
mouthed disgust.

Agatha crept away from the door; her

| face was burning and her heart beat | hoartless

hard.

But Miss Nannie remuained awhile in
her cousin's chamber.

“Lewis,” she said, quietly, *‘'I sup-
pore we all feel the same over this—
matter?"” Agatha says when she told
(George he remarked that he ‘congratu
lated Peters.” ™

“Well, this 1s too bad,” said Lewis,
indignantly. *“It is a shame if a girl
with her face and brains can’t do better.
She

wonld have married all the men who

| ever proposed, if we had let her, and ont
| of s ieer pity, not because she careid for
them.

That is why she accepted Peters;
couldn’t bear to hurt his feelings--didn’t
want
tears! We must do scmething to pre-
vent.”

Nannie smiled deprecatingly. *““We
Agatha bas a
curious disposition, and if she thought
we were all against him, she would only
pity him the more.”

““If there were only some way to dis-

pose of him,” exclaimed lewis, grimly; |
I **if we could send him out with the next
| Arctic expedition

Nannie rose. *‘'You will be very care-

' ful what you say, Lewis?”

“Oh, of conrse.”
She lingered at the door.
forceless nature

““Agatha
by any

She tells me she put Miss
Fortescue and Mrs. Becker ont of our
parlor to-day. because of their vile gos-
sip. I have no doubt she did.”
“Humph!”
.

" " - - * -

Agatha came down to dinner with her
face composed and her manner gracious
as ever. Her inward defiance was not
outwardly manifest. Of bLer family,
(teorge was a shade more dignified than
usual, and Lewis appeared annoyed,
while Nannie put on a regretful look
and occasionally sighed. When they
left the dinirg-room Agatha swept
haughtily by tLe table, at which sat the
Fortescue and the DBecker. She was
done with the twain and intended they
should see it.

Up in their own parlor, George sat
“*Agatha,” he said
slowly, and with an evident distaste for
the subject, ‘*‘do yon think you did well
to eng ge yourself to Mr. Peters before
consulting your family?”

“I was of age three years ago,” she
said, regarding him with serene dignity.

“Yes, yes, of course. Bat theres is
such a thing as advice.
cur good friend, but is he a suitable hus-
band for you?"

*“*What is there against him?" she
asked, upflinchipgly. She was not
blind to her lover's bodily imperfec-
tions., She had lain awake all night,
mentally endeavoring to. straighten hLis
crooked limbs and control his recreant
But with daylight they had
dawned upon her as nncompromising as
ever.

But George wounld not stoop to per-
sonalities. ‘“*Nothing,” he answered,
“Only we have looked very
We want yon to be

for you.
happy.”

““Then do oot speak against Mr.
Peters,” she said, in a way that seemed
to dismiss the subject.

George betook himsell to his own
room, and Lewis took his place by
Agatha. ‘‘I suppose I am to congratu-

' late,” he said, with a careless disregard

of Nannie's injunections.
““You do not seem very enthusiastic,”

| responded his sister, ecalmly, recalling

his secretly heard ex :lamation upon first
learning the news.

“I can’t helpitif I don’t,” he an-
swered, hal{ impatiently. *“‘You know-
how proud we are of you, Gath, and we
can’t be expected to think any man good
enough.”

She smiled.

He went on recklessly: “I don’t be-
lieve you know what you are doing.
You don’t love Peters; yon only pity
him, junst as you used to pity the Sena-
tor aud all the rest. This crooked little
carmudgeon! Why, he is older than
George and cross-eyed——"

his straight eye to suffuse with |

Mr. Peters is |

{ Then she sought her own chamber and

' threw herself upon the bed.

. Nunnie came to her after awhile. “My
poor darling! Why are you feeling so

| bad?"

| “‘Lewis has beeun saying such awful

{ things!"

““And are you quite sure you have
| made no mistake?”
| **Quite sure.”
| She rose and arranged her toilet; Mr.
| Peters was to come that evening.
| He arrived early. Nannie endeavored

to be gracious, but soon excused herself,
leaving Agatha to her lover, the boys
baviog both gone out. And Agatha,
with Liewis’ cruel criticism still ringing
in her ears, felt as if in a dream. For
tunately, Peters made no inquiries as to
brother's opinion of the marriage. Miss
Nanoie had congratulated him as though
all were satisfaciory.

Agytha aoceoted his adoration quite
passively, and at last, when he had gone,
retired to her own room to pitv him and
weep fur him, and tell herself how much
she loved Lim.

But as the winter slipped away the
engagement was ancounced, and, having
remained unbroken, Agatha's brothers
even began to feel rusigned.

The quiet, intense devotion of Nor-
man Peters was touching. He wor-
shipped his betrothed; to him she was a
| very goddess.
| “If,” thought Nannie, with a softened
regret, ‘‘if he were only not guite so
smalll I he were only a hulf-inch
Ctaller, to be of even heighth with

Agutha!”

Meanwhile poor Agatha was fretting
{ herself to death. A thousand little
sarcasms and glances of

ridienle, to which Petlers, in his great
| happiness, was utterly oblivious, were

constantly stabbing her. Night after

night she passed in wakeful agony,
| the idea of breaking the engagement
| never once occurring to her. She
was sure she loved him, and she
realized the death cf his devotion.
She endeavored to rise above morbid
sensitiveness, telling herself that people
wonld ceass their eruel ways when they
saw that she was determined to stand by
him. DBauat she grew thin, and her face
wore & hunted expression. Mesdames
Becker and Fortesene now began fo cir-
culate pretty little stories about her—
| ingeniously constructed but untruthfal
romances.

Nothiog very-bad, for Agatba was a
woman to whom no doubtful mist eould
cling for a moment; but whispers of
‘““‘coquetry,"§ blighted hopes,” *“‘girlish
} folly,” and *‘last resort,” which, blown
| from lip to lip on the dubious breath of
| friendship, came at last to vex tho ears
of the Fosters. Agatha only grew more
r pale. Stormv Lewis, however, con-
| fronted Miss Fortesene in the hall before
| his sistee’s room.
| *'I tell you, madam, that yon
! discontinue your talk of my sister,”
cried, avgrily.

Agatha came out. *“Oh, Lewis, dear.”
| He took her by the arm. *“Go back.
Gath. T've a matter to settle with this
lady. She knows what mischief she has
been trying to work, and I intend the
talk shall cease, or I will take measures
she may not admire!”

Without a word Miss Fortescue turned
and fled.

“I was sorry for her)" said Agatha,
‘‘she looked so guilty and helpless.”

**I deeclare I haven’t much patience with
von,” exclaimed her brother, *“‘to think
that you would defend Rer, and sheevery
Jday assailing your good name. DBut all
vour wavs of late are provoking. Yon
are going to marry a man vou don't love,
because yon pity him. For God’s sake,
why don't you pity some one suitable—""

She trembied &ith excitement and
passion.

“*Lewis, if yon have the least particle
of love or respect fot me, you will never
spLeak so azain. I do love Norman, and
it would kill me if anything should
break the engagement.”

Lewis quit her presence crestfallen.

The days slipped by. There had been
no date fixed for the wedding, nor was
the subjeet discussed by the family,

None but Nannie knew the terrible
tremor in which the girl existed. She
was ever moving about, her hands con-
stantly occupied. Day after day, rain or
shine, the two women were out of doors.
They had always an errand, usually one
of mercy. Naunie, howexer disinclined,
would have felt it a sin to oppose, and so
Agatha dragged her off through the flit-
ting sunshine, the moodiness, the chill
or the storm of the springtime, until one
last morning.

It had been raining for three days,
and so steadily that the sidewalks flags
were cleaned ana whitened.

Agatha said they wounld not be ham-
pered with a ecarriage, and they took a
car for a mile or so, alighting to walk a
few squares to another line. The storm
had abmted, and the rain was bat a list-
less drizzle.

Agatha slipped and slid onoe, and
Naunie gave a frightened exclamation.

““My overshoes are useless,” said the
girl, carelessly. *“‘I must have another
pair. - I have a good deal of shopping to
do soon.

“Your outfit——
and stopped.

Agatha sighed, but her sigh was
ni the noise of the street.

A poor little yellaw dog limped
from a passing vehicle, holding up
paw and yelping pitifully.

“Oh, see!” cried Agatha,
eyes wet. *‘Poor, poor doggie!
sorry!”

The yelps died away in tha distance,
and the ladies went on.

A blind man crying “Cough loz-
enges!"” npon the corner "de‘ained them
for a moment.
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been torn away to give place to a new
one. Careless workmen had left the side-
walk ungnarded in one place, a step
from which would have landed one in a
deep cellar, where lay a number of loose
foundation stones. '

Juast as they had reached this spot they
were brought to a sudden hsalt by loud
cries and confusion. Down the street,
and directly toward them, came a run-
away team dragging a splendid carriage.

Agatha took an 1irresolute step forward
and then sprang back as the horses

| dashed up against the sidewalk.

The women were thus separated, and
in a second Nannie was reaching forward,
cold with horror.

-‘Agathal” she eried, but too late.
The girl bad lost her balance and had
fallen backward from the unguarded
sidewalk down into the deep cellar, and
lay there upon the stones limp and un-
conscious.

* »* .3

She would live, sadly crippled and
helpless; the spine had been injured and
one hip dislocated. So said the best of
surgeons., She would henceforth re-
quire all care and tenderness.

%Thank God, she is not poor!"” eried
Nannie. As for the boys, (George was
comepletely crushed, and Lewis paced
the floor for hours, erying for ‘“*his poor!
poor sister.”

Agatha insisted mpon hearing the
worst, and when it was made Eunown was
very silent. By and by Nannie could
see great tears trembling under the long,
dark eyelashes.

*I would not mind,” faitered the suf-
ferer, ““but for him. Who will love and
care for him now?”

Then she asked that he be sent for at
once. When he arrived, Nannie and the
boys were in the room, bunt they with-
drew to the window. Peters’ face was as
pale as Agatha’s own.

**Norman, dear,” she said without pre-
face, "I am a cripple for life. 1 may
never walk again., I seunt for you—to
give you back your freedom.

A frightened expression overspread
his countenance; his lip quiver:d, and
he sank on his knees by the bed and
buried his face.

““Agathu, darling!” he c¢ried, with
real pathos, “don’t, don’t cast me off.
You are a thonsand times dearer to me
now. All I ask is the right to care for
vou"—his voice broke and he fell to
weeping.

By the window three persons heard it
all. They looked in silence at each
other; then Lewis strode swiftly across
the room.
| o 'Paojers,’” he suid, **we haven't done

right by you. I, myself, have acted
despicably. Bat if you will forgive and
forget, it will be very different in the
fature.”

Then Peters, who had risen, stood si-
lent and bewildered till, through the
mist, the room grew suddenly bright,
for they had encireled bim and were
clasping his hands with loving warmth.

And as Agatha lay watching,she raised
a freble haud to stay the tears that
coursed her cheeks.

“I never thought,” sho sobbed alound,
“I never dreamed I couid be made so
happy."”

»* *

Hints lfor Homes,

Think 88 well as act. Use your en-
ergy wisely; the constantly active are
not necessarily the most energetic. Mis
directed labor is sometimes as great sn
evil as idleness itself. What is the use
of firing unless yon aim at the target and
learn the skill of a good marksman? So
the owners of humanity are but wasted
unless your industry executes with cor-
rectness and promptitude vach duty as it
arises.

Pleasunt looks, pretty clothes and
jolly speeches are as good at home as
eisewhere, only the latter cannot bear a
too frequent repeiition,

That woman is wise who chooses for
her partner in life & mun who.desires to
fiad his home a place of rest. [t is the
mun with many interests, with engross-
| ing oceupations, with plenty of people
to fight, with a struggle to maintain
against the world, who is the really
domestic man, in the wife's sense; who
eujoys home, who 1s tempted to make a
friend of his wife, who relishes prattle,
whom he feels in the home cirele, where
nobody is above him, und nobody un-
sympathetic with him, as if he were in
a heaven of ease and reparation. The
drawbazk of home-life, its contained pos-
sibilities of insipidity, sameness and con-
sequent weariness is never present to
such & man. He no more tires of his
own happier moods. He is no more
plagued by his children than with his
own lighter thoughts. The man always
at home has not half the chance of the
man whose duty is outside it, for he
must sometimes be in the way. The
point for the wife is, that he should like
home when he 1is there; and that
living, we contend, belongs, first of all
to the active and strong and deeply en-
gaged, and not the lounger, or even to
the easy minded man.—|Sanday Re-
view,

Apple Jeliy.—Make a syrup of a pound
of sugar, putting in suflicient water to
dissolve it. When boiled enongh layin
it the peeled and cored halves of some
large sour apples. Let them simmer
till tender, then lay them carefully in &
dish so they will remain unbroken and
in good shape. Add aunother pouud of
sugar to the syrup, let it boil, skim it,
and when partly cool pour it over the
apples. &hen the dish gets ocold each
piece of apyle will be surrounded by a
delicions jelly. Eat with cream.

Mrs. John Murphy, of East St. Louis.
Ill., awoke the other night to find a
burglar in her room. She attacked kim
with a pillow and drove him from the

house.

In the next block an old building had J

Supersiitlions About
From the earliest times no event in
human life has been associated with a
more extensive folk lore than marriage.
Beginning with love divinations, these
are of every conceivable kind, the anx-
ious maiden apparently baving left no
stone unturned in her anxiery to asoer-
tain her lot in the marriage state. Some
cut the common brake or fern just sbove
the root to ascertain the 1initials of the

future husband’s name. Again, nutsand.

apples are very favorite love tests. The
mode of procedure is for a girl to place
on the bars of a grate a nut, repeating
this inoantation:
h N
H e b e R T
Great is the dismay if theanxious face of
the inguirer gradunally perceives the nut,
instead of making the hoped for pop,
die and make mno sign. One means of
divination is to throw a ladybug into the
air, repeating meanwhile the subjoined
couplet:
Fiy awaz east and fiy a way west,
Bhow me where iives the one [ like best.

Should this little insect chance to fly
in the direction of the house where the
loved one resides, it is regarded as a
favorable omen.

Another species of love divination
once observed consisted in obtaining
five bay leaves, four of which the anx-
ious maiden pinned at the four corners
of her pillow, and the fifth in the middle.
If she was fortunate enough to dream of
her lover, it was a sure sign that hLe
would be married to Ler in the course of
the year.

Friday has been held a good day of
the week for love omens, and in Norfolk
the following lines are repeated on three
Friday nights successively, as on the
last one it is believed that the young
lady will dream of her future husband;

To-night, to-night is Friday might,
Lay me down in dirt white;
Dream who my busoand is to be,
An2 lay my children by my sida,
IfI'm to live to be his bride

In selecting the time for the marriage
ceremony precautions of every kind have
generally been taken to avoid an unlucky
month and day for the knot to be tied.
Indeed, the old Roman notion that the
May marriages are unlucky survives to
this day in Eogland. June is a highly
popular month, Friday, on account of
its being regarded as an inauspicious
and evil day for the commencement of
any kind of enterprise, is generally
avoided.

In days gone b{ Sunday appears to
have been a popular day for marriages.
It is, above all things, necessary thit
the sun should shine on the bride, and it
is deemed absolutely necessary by very
many that she should weep on her wed:
ding day, if it be only a few tears, the
omission of such an uot being considered
ominous of her future happiness.

In Sussex, & bride on her return home
from church is eften robbed of all her
pins about her dress by the single
women present, from the belief that
whoever possesses one of them will be
marrie 1 in the course of a year, and evil
fortune will sooner or later inevitably
overtake the bride who keeps even one
pin used in the marriage toilet.

“Flinging the stocking” was an old
marriage custom in England.
young men took the bride's stockings,
and the girls those of the bridegroom,
each of whom, sitting at the foot of the
bed, threw the stocki g oyer their heads,
endeavoring to make it fall upon that of
the bride or her spouse. If the bride-
groom's stockings, thrown by the girls,
fell upon the bridegroom’s head, it was a
sign that they themselves would soon be
married, and similar luck was derived
from the falling of the bride’s stockings,
thrown by the young men. Thereixa
superstitious notion in some places that
when the bride retires to rest on her
wedding night her bridesmaids should
lay her stockings across, as the act ix
supposed to guarantee her future pros-
perity in the marriage state.—[Some
thing to Read.

troc-ry-htore Talk.

The articles in acountry store got mad
und bhad a little talk over politics, re
ligion, ete., in & most snirited manner.

“I'm no sucker.” said the mackerel.

‘“You are a mighty scaly sort of
party, though,” said the sugar, “‘and I've
got sand enough to tell you so to your
face "

“I'll run ocunter to that,” remarked
& piece of woodwork lengthwise of the
stora.

“‘Lay the question on the shelf,” said
another portion.

: “Liet us have peas,” oried out the cof-
ee. ?

**Bah! you must be green,” said the
etarch, ‘“look at me and get a little stiff-
ening to brace you.”

“Lard help us,” said the butter.

“‘Shell out and let's get from beneath
this volk,” cackled the eggs.

*“Hit him with a London ¢lub,” said a
bottle on the top shelf.

‘“None of your =sauce,
catchup with the times,”
pepper, in hot temper,

“‘Shut up, or I'll sour on the whole of
you,” anapped the vinegar.

“Taffy, taffy,” whispered the molasses,
let’s get into the thick of it."”

““‘Liet us call it a draw,” simpered the

toa
howled the

wait till yon
fired up the

':We are too strong,"

cheese.

‘““How have the mitey fallen,” réplied
the knife, as it slung the cheese on to the
floor.

““Aw, you shut up,” answered the
cheese as it closed the blade and chucked
it out of sight behind a barrel.

: ‘‘Let's soap for better things," said the
ye.

‘““How ocan we im the presence of a
lye?” said the soda.

| the standard of the race to

The |

“Well, if I'm a lye you are an alkali,”
came the answer, :

‘I rise to & point of order,”
the yeast.

[ “‘balt hiimn down,"” squealed out & ham,

“for I'm smoked out.”

“You can sll be bought,” said the
candy. :

“Ah, vou sweet thing,” came back the
response, "‘what are you giving us?”

“*Well; I'd be darned,” ripppd ont the
coffee sack, *‘if this must stop.

““That's oil right,” gurgled the kero-
seme.. . , . ; Egos

“Blast you all,” roared the powder,

““1 can matoh that,” fumed the sul-
phur.

“I'm shot,” shrieked the lead over in
the corner.

“I'm ovut,” grosned the meat, ‘‘and
will have to be mustered out of servioce.”

“Im killed,” chorused the oyster, the
lobster, the codfish, the mackerel, the
pork, the bead—and in the midst of it
the grocer walked in and everythin
wus hushed, and trade went on as m““f
—[Steubenville Herald.

Sw fis and thelr Hablts.

Swifts eat on the wing, drink on the
wing and collect materials for their
pest on the wing., Hence, like all other
creatures, they produce extremely small
broods, for the material used up in mus-
cular motion cannot giso be devoted to
genesis a8 well. Long [jago Gilbert
White was much puzzled with the diffi-
culty suggested to him by the swifts to
what became of the annual increase
which must take place even among such
small breeders as these, for _though
they lay but two eggs at a time and set
but once each summer, instead of twice,
like the other swallows, yet they must
give a constant'increment of popnlation
at the rate of about double every year
even after sllowing normal deaths of old
birds. Whatbecomes of such increase?
That was the question that puzzled the
naturalist of Svlborne;and if he had been
a Darwin or even a Malthus, it might
nave led him gradually on to the t
discovery of the principle of natu se-
lection, whioh has since revolutionized
all biographical scienee. As it was, he
came only to the lame and impoteat con-
clusion that they must disperse them-
selves over the remainder of the world,
as though Selborne church tower were
the central Ararat of an nnpeopled and
vacant continent, whence endless .
nies might go forth to increase and mul-
tiply and replenish the earth. I n sober
liviag st all; the other belf josikeen. up

ving at 2 tx .

s fzed o

merical average; for e e who has
watched the swifts closely knows that
each year just the same number of pairs
return punctually to just the same ac-
customed station in just the same ances-
tral towers. Indeed, that is the rule
with the vast majority of species, animal
or vegetable. There are a few which,
like man, the Colorado beetle and the
Canadian pond weed, are rapidly increas-
ing and overrunning the world; there
are a few others, which, liké the great
auk, the beaver and the edelweiss, are
rapidly dying out before their enemies.
But by far the greater number seem to
continue absolutely, invariably from
year to year, at least within the range of
ordinary bawan observation. Oat of
40,000 seeds of one common Eaglish
weed, only a single seed on an average
produces a full grown plant every sea-
son.—[8t. James Gazetta.

Monster Fiug Sloue

sung out

An immense flag stone, which is said
to be the largest ever quarried in Ameri-
ca, i8 destined for the sidewalk in front
of R. L. Stuart's new brown-stone resi-
dence on Fifth avenne and Sixty-cighth
street, stretched across avenue from
curb to curb yesterday, and made it
vecessary to close the street between
Sixty eight and Sixty-ninth streets. Che
great slab is of river bluestone, and
measures twenty six feet mix inches by
fifteen foect six inches. It is nine inches
thick and weighs over thirty tons, If
raised on ita side it would make oue side
of an average seaside cottage. Tt is
perfectly smooth with tae excep
tion of a slight riige through the
center which will be removed
after it is in position, The stone was
cut from the same quarry in Sullivan
county as the great flag stone now com-
posing part of the sidewalk in front of
the Vanderbilt mansi »n, but it is much
larger. It was brought down the Hud-
son from the gquarry on the deck of the
barge and unloaded at the foot of Four-
teenth street by being raised high
enough with jack screws for two heavy
flat stone wagous to be placed under it,
when it was drawn to its destination by
eight powerful horses. Then it was
raised again with jacks and lowered Ly
the same means and placed on roliers.
The operation of moving the great slab
and getting it on the rollers in front of
its final resting place occupied three
days. Six men were at work one ds
moving it with jacks into its position di-
rectly in froat of the main entrance to
the new house, where a four-foot stone
foundation had been prepared for it. It
is moved at the rate of a foot an hour,
and the masons expect tu get it im po-
:-[f_tion in a day or two.—[New York

imes. :

Quince and Apple Preserve,—Have
one-third weight of sweet aYples pared,
cored and quartered; equal wei~"t of
sugar and fruit. When the gquince is
boiled tender take it ont, boil the apple
in the quince water, put them into the
syrup and let them boil until they look
red and clear; an houar and a half is not
too Jong. Do not boil the quinves in the
syrup. but put layers of the apple, when
done, into jars, with th quince, previ-
ously cooked tender in water, and pour
the syrup over them.




