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CALLING THE MEADOW BEAUTY.

Fair Jenny Dean cnme down the lane
Just as the dew was falling,

And 'er the meadow one could hear
Iler sweet young volice a-calling:

“Co-boss! co-boss!"—her golden halr
Was o'er her shoulders fowing,

“Co-boss! co-hoss!"—the clover thick
Was all aiout her blowing.

The pearly bloom of her fair face
Was Nushed with carnest menan:ng;
The san, with slunting beams afar,
W ax lost in golden gleaming:
And still she cried: *“(Co Loss! co-boss!
You heed nor lads nor lasses,
With head so deeply buried in
The tender meadow grusses. ™

She turned to think of something new
With wihich to coax the benuty,

For Jemny never falled to do
A loving daughter's duty—

When, lo! their neighbor’s handsome son,
To munke hia jonim+y shorter,

liad croas=d the ticid, und stood hefore
The farmer's sweetl young daugliter,

Her father watchful-eved had been,
And Iavish in his teliing;

e did not wish to have the lads
Cosme oit nbont his dwaelling

He thoeuzsht as fnthers often think,
With wisdom great in measuare,

To alwave bs at motner's side
should be a danzliter's pleasura.

S0 Robert, rogue, had double aim
In coming througzh the clover;

Jiv bad a !I‘t\‘r‘;lblr.t to [rame,
And longe«

He longed 10 know if Jennyv's eves,
With powe) bf tine d seerning,

Had o'cr dea Tiod the sa Tiice
Within bhis bosom burnin.s,

“Forego for once your evening task,"
He sald, witli Lead averted

“] have a little .oon to nsk,
A right o he assertedd

To ven 'r hizhway, walting near,
We'll walk, for no one prs=es;

The dews are falling thickly here
L pon the meadow grasses.”

fo Jenny, wrested from the plars
Where every evening found her,

Leamed occupation far more sweet,
And words that were profounder

For once bersong, * Co-hoss! co-boas!™
Ie: Tuy=lery was hared,

An |l Beas uvside the meadow hars

‘For once was tound belated.
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How long they wardered in the gray,
How sweet lie told the story,
Whether she answered yva or nay,
I ¢un not set belod you
it in the morn her father saif,
With grave and solsmn duty:
“Hervafter'—naodding his gray head—
£’ call the Meadow Becauty '™
—JMrs. M, A. Page, in Interior.
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A DOUBLE CURE.

Wrought by the Kindly Advice of
a Lady Physiclan.

*Dear me, what is the trouble now?"

Mrs. March raised her head with a
look of worry on her face as vorv in-
harmonious sounds caime from the
room n which her older daughter
Fertha was givng a musie lesson to |
ber younger eome, Ruth. Words of
fretiul f2ut-finding aro-e from the one,
provoking. saucy, rebellious ones from
the other. At length Ruth burst ao-

1o hAave it over. l

1 'n the

grilv into the room, crying: !
~Mamma, I wsh you'd never make ‘
m+ take another lesson from Bertha. ‘
I'd ruther never learn music «s long as |
I!ive. She tinds fault ail the time, |
and 1 won't be scolded by her.”
“Patience, deare, patence." sad
her mother, w.th a smile. “Musie-
teach.ng 18 pretty hard work, you
know, and if your sister is al ttle hasty
w th vou somet.mes you will try to
bear it, 'm sure.™
Ruth, quickly to fly up. was as quick-
Iy swothed by a few lov ne words,
"~ «*A it/ hasty " she sa.d, half langh-
nr as she threw lier arms around her i
nother's neck. **She 8 .as cross as
wenty bears. mother dear, but I'd
tand forty bears rather than vex you.
but do let e leave th s lesson now,”
shecoaxed. “Perhaps it will come
eas or next time.”
“How long-are vou gongz to kcep

me wating?’" called the fretful vouce
from the parior, at which Euth, see-
ing half consent in her mother's eye,
made her escape into the garden.

‘You needn’t fin si the lesson this
morn'ng. Bertha.,”” sad her mother
turning now to pour oil on the other
troubled sp r.t

“Well. I'm thankful for that,"” said
Iertha, risiug from the p'apo. -Of
all the texs nz young onesin the world,
I do bel-eve she's the worst.”

=+ th:nk, Beriha.,” said her mother.
in & more scrious tone than she had
v-ed inspeak'ng to Ruth., “that you
ought to try and exercise a little more
seulleness and forbearance toward
your s.ster. She is sometimes trying,
[ kuow, hut <he does love mus‘e, and
iz birgzht at it. And she is so atlec-
tions'e that 1 am sure you could in-
: her very favorably, 4 you

would.”

Iiertha shrugged her shoulders, as
if to express her lack of anvicty to
Lry.

1 do w sh you would hire a teacher
for her, mother. 1 can’tdo anything
w th her. 1 don't bel.eve she will ever
learn much of me.”

“Inideed. I.m afra’'d so."” sa'd her
mother, w tha sich, *but it can not
po-siblv be aflorded. Will you take
haby for awh'le. Bertha, or do the up-
sta.rs work?"

*€Oh, dear! I’ll go up-stairs, 1 sun-
pose. I do think bab.-tending is the
greatest drudgery in the world. Or,
no —my hands are getting hard and
spreading out by sweeping—I don’t
th nk my talent lies in housework. I'll
take hm.”

*Be patent with h'm, dear. he’'s a
I'ttie ailing and fretful to-day."

~*He’'s :Jwa)'s fretful, seems to me.
I do wish we could have a second girl.
moth-r. ['m sure we need one.”

»Perhaps so,”” sa d her mother, w th-
a weary look. “bButl d'd pot expect
to feel the need so keenly when my
videst daughter came home from school
to be my help and comfort.”

There was a pa ned and hurt expres-
s on on the pale fuce znd in the dis-
couraged tone which might well have
touchel the daughter’s heart. but Ber-
tha oaly turncd impatient y away with
the baby as her mother went up-stairs
sav nz almost contvmptuously to her-
~elf:

«:] am sorry mother made such a mis-
take as torelvy on me+ for housework
and nursery work, and to teach music
to crabbed young ones. Is that all that

my advantages hawe fitted me for, |
should like to know?"”’

Bertha had never been able quite to
make up her mind what her adwvin-
tages had fitted her for, but seemed un-
fortunately to be continually beset by
dut es for which she felt fully persuaded
tiiey had not fitted her. She had never
found her share in the sweet home
cares and obligat ons dur'mg all the
happy years in which she had pursued
a very complete course of study in the
schools in the town in which they lived.
The discovery came after her proud
and loving parents had stra'ned every
eflort and practiced every self-denial
in order to send her for two years to a
school n s distant city; and at the end
of that period she had made a long vis-
it in the luxurious home of one of her
school friends, where she had contract-
ed tastes and habits which had ef-
fectually destroyed such fitness for a
life in her own modest home, and the

| nas um at the Sanitarium.

duties there devolying upon her, as the
fashionable school had left.

Out in the garden Bertha made a few
I'stless attemp's to amuse the restless
baby, and then drew from her pocket 3
letter she had recently received from
her dear friend. Its glowing pieture
of the delights of an endless round of
part'es, operas and other pleasures,
w th its warm express.ons of sympaih
for herself in being condemned to en-
dure the trials of an ‘*‘uncongen:al
home. " drew tears of self-pity from
Bertha’s eves, and did not serve to in-
crease her store of patience with her
1 ttle brother.

\s t me went on she still quietly but

| pors stently avoided intevesting herself

in the concerns of her home. She
moned and pined for gaveties of which
she had found a slight taste so delight-
ful.

“*Why don't you go out more w th
Helen Mavne?' asked her mother one
day, anxious to interest her in some-
thine,

I tried that onca, you know,'' said
Bertha *tand that was enough to show
mwe that our tastes differ entirely.”’

Mrs. March could not help mentally

agreeinz with her daughter, but dd
| not speak.
“Yes." went on Bertha, “what a

dance she d d lead me that day! I saw
enouch sick, d scontented poor people
to last me for some t'me.  She left me
to atten:l to one of her pots while she
wen somewhere else. had to wring
out hot cloths to put on Susan Browa's
spra ned ankle —worked over her and
bore ith all her wh'ms and ‘omplaints
till I was completely tired out, and
when I wished her good-bveshe thanked
me, bat told me [ did not se'm to have
a knack of ‘“taking ho!d' with sick
peop'e as Helen had. I told Helen I
wonld not mind going a little among
the poor if it were not that they were
all so dirty and so wh'ny, and never
cat'sfied whatever vou do. Ard what
do you think she sa'd?”

“Well, what?"’

*“That if [ could only be placed in a
community of healthyv, happy, wealthy
poor, 1 might do a great and good
work among them; but that I was not
likely to do much for the Lord's poor
as they really are.”

Her mother langhed at Helen's sar-
casm, then sighed at the realization of
Bertha's utter failure in fulfilling the
sweet hopes she had bu'lt upon the an-
t e pation of wnat her womanhcod
might be. How differcnt she was from
the bright, cheery, Jloving, helpful
girl, always, even in the pressure of
school dut'es, makinr time for care
and. thought for mother and the
younger ones—findng full satisfaction
blessed ministrat ons of home
life.

I have been thinking, mother."
continued Bertha. “tiat if my health

wis better I should take more interest
in thinors."
“Whv, are vou not well, dear?"

asked h r mother, in qu ck solicitude.

I don't beleve | am. My head
troubles me a good deal, and my back,
too. | think I am running down, and
a change would do me good."’

*\\ hat Kind of a change. Bertha?"

“Well, if I could go fora few weeks
to Mrs. Dr. Grove's Sanitariovm, for
ipstamoe. ™’

Mrs. March looked a little startled.
It had not occur-ed to her that Bertha
wis n poor health: but in her alwavs
readines: to be anxious about her chil-
dren. she was quite prepared to re-
proach herself with hav ng faled to
peiceive the real cause of Bertha's lack
of energy. Stll it would be a great
undertaking to send her to Mrs. Dr.
Girove's.

“I will speak to Dr.
vou. Bertha, He
tonie. ™

*Oh, please don’t. moither. He 13
such an old fogv he wonld be sure to
say it was all taney. When I spoke to
him one day of the cond ton of my
nerves he told me all [ wanted was
plenty of good, lively exercise, and
that .f I had to earn my living at a
wu-htob I'd be well enocugh. Coarse
old fellow!™

‘] have sometimes thought mvself,
Bertha, that you would be better if you
took more exercise.’’

“*Yes. I know you have." said Ber-
tha, al ttle disda nfully, **but I don’t
th nk home exercise suits me. They
ride horseback and exercise in a gym-
Do th nk
of it, mother,” she said, imploringly.
*1 know it would do me good. and I
should come home better able to Lelp
you."’

The thought ot the additions to Ber-
tha's wardrobe, wh ch such a measure
would make necessary, was a d smay-
ful one to her mother. but the idea of
velf-sacrifice was all-pre.ailing wih
her, and she would not let such a dif
ficulty stand in the way when she |e-
lieved the measure a necessary one.

Mor: talk followed. Father was ecn-
sulted, but shook his head in grave
doubt: but Bertha held to her point,
and the result of it all was that a let-
ter was wr tten to Mrs. Dr. Grove.

**1 have a bad headache,” said Ber-
tha, com ng down late one morning.
*Can’t Nora get me some breakfa<t?"’

“Stop. dear,”' sad her mother as
she opened a door to call. **Nora s
very busv. and can not wait upon vou.
Watch baby for a few minutes, and I
will get your breakfast.™

about
you a

Deane
might give

~8it st.ll, Harry,”' said Bertha as
her mother left the room. She lay
down on the sofa with a book, and as

he remained quiet gave herself little
further concern about him untl her
mother came back carrying a tray w th
her breakfast.

**Oh, Harry, what are you aboutP”
she said. *“Why, Berths, how could
yvou let him get at my work-basket? It
took me nearly two hours yesterday to
cut and baste tho:e cufis—they requre
such careful measur ng— and now he
has torn them all apart.”

*He's a m schievous little fellow."
was Bertha’s onlv remark as she pro-
ceeded to eat her breakfast, and then
resumed her book add her place on the
so‘a, wh le her mother, in the inter
vals of amusing Harry, tried to doa
little work on the sewing-machine
Just as Beriha had made up her mind
that the no'se was too much for her
anda that she muast find a puieter place,
Ruth opened the door and announeced:

“Mrs. Dr. G ove.”

A cheerv-faced wholesome looking
person followed the name one of those
who impress one as happ lv comb ning
the character of lady with bus ness
woman. Mrs. March introduced her-
self and her dauchter, and then ecar-
r ed the breakfast tray from the room,
wh le the v s tor occupied herself with
a friendly, but keen and comprehen
sive glance at the young girl. under
which Bertha's embarrassed conscious-
ness of d sheve'led hair and dress un-
tidy to an extent not excusable even
under pled of a headache, increased
every. moment.

When Mrs. March returned to  the
room the vistor engaged in a hall
hour's chat w:.th the two on ind:fferent
top'es, contriving in that short inter-
val to draw some shrewd conclusions
with regard to both mother and daugh-
ter.

“1 had bus'ness which called me to
this place,”” at length she sad, ‘“so I
thought I would reply to your letter in
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i dilfieulties.

person. Yon are, of course, the In-
velid?’ she asked. address'ng Mrs.
March. d

*No," was the answer, ‘it is m
danghter.”

But the clear, kindly eyes still re-
ma ned fixed upon the mother’s face as
a few que tions were usked. and the
answers | stened to w th an express o
which grew a little more sober. Then.
at Mrs. Mareh's evident anxiety to
direct attent'on to her daughter. the
vis tor drew her chair closer to the
voung girl, and had soon drawn from
ler a full description of her phvseal
With the best account she
could r ve of thein, Bertha could no
he'p feel'ng that they made but a poor
showing.

“My dear child.” sa’d the lady, when
the end of the small list was reached.
1 saw a young girl some tme ago
whow:aus ‘n much the condition inwh chi
I tind von, and what do you think !
recommended for her?”’

**A coiurse of treatment, I suppose,’’
sad Dertha.

“Not the course you are thinking of.
I advi-ed her mother to send away her
o rl. and allow her daughter to do the
housework tor awh'le."

A fush of anger and d’sappo ntment
arose to Bertha's face as her moth T
a\kt‘,‘l'

*Did <he try it?"’

“Weil, no, more s the pity. But she
had the good sense to go to work, al-
though in a less rad cal way than tha
would have been, and g ve her poor.
flabbly muscles a little chance to get
out of ther half paralvzed condition
and become more like what the good
Lord intendcd they should be. Now,
my dear,”’ she turned again to Bertha.
*I have no doubt that a few we.ks
spent under my ca e would do you a
oreat deal of good. but that would
take you away from your mother,
whech would b n great pty, for she
:-urvi':." needs all yvou ean .do for her
hore.

With a few words of advice in the
matter of fre-h air, food at regular in-
tervals. and asurge:ton or two as to
the care of the person which gave an
added t nge to the color on Bertha's
cheek. Mrs. Dr. Grove took her leave.

* do believe that woman meant to
imsult me.”” sad Bertha, springing
irom her sofa with eyes ablaze w th in-
dignaton as scon as the door had
closed upon her.

“Oh no. my dear,"” said her mother,
soothingly. *‘1 am sure she meant to
be kind. And how thankiul I am to
findd there is nothing -erious the mat-
ter with you."'

“I don't believe she knows anyth ng
about t,”" ered Bertha, escap'ng to her
room to hide her tears of vexation and
mort.lieat:on. She was angry with
Mrs. Grove. and angry with her mother
for being so ready to believe all she
sa d. If her dear friend in the city had
been ill. her polite physician would
have made it his concern to find out
whether she preferred the seasideorthe
mounta ns, and ordered her there a!
once. i

She lay down for awhile, but found
her own thoughts such unsatisfiaetory

{companions that she got up and hur-

riedly dressed herself, Helen Mavne
lived next door. the gardens of the two
houn-es adjoining. She did not care
much for Helen Mayne, but she was
vetter than nobody, so she went to a
vine-covered piazza in wh ch she found
her sitt ng with a lap full of gavly-col-
ored silks.

** Oh, is that vou, Bertha.’’ she said.-
«Sit down—I have a new book | wan!
to show you. Just wat till gather
up my s.lks, and I'll getit. Can you
r ad to me a litile? You are such a
rood reader 1 always like to hear you.’

Bertha knew she read well and lLiked
1o be told of it. so she assented very
willingly.

“*Mother has company, so we'll go
oit into the arbor, where we shall dis
turb nobody and nobody will d sturb
u-,"" went on Helen.

Mr-. Mnavne and her friend were
tnlking n the room wh ch opened npon
the piazn, and Bertha raised her head
as an unpieasantly fam liar vo ce fel!
upon her ear. Surely those clearly-cut
words could come from only one per-
son.

*Isn’t it Mrs. Dr. Grove?'” she asked
mo ion nr toward the curtained wn
dow.

“Yes,” sad Helen, “she is oqe of
mother's old friends. Now - I'll be back
n a moment."’

* ——any friend of m ne,”” the word-
came distnetly through the open w n-
idow, 1l should feel the most sericus
an-. etv about her. She is wearing her
life out, and if she goes on as she i~
x -l.ng‘on now she will soon b past all

elj.

'EBut." sa'd Mrs. Mayne. in a voce
of great concern, *'did you tell her she
ought to do som. thicg - ought to have
& rest, and treatment? Did you?”

“No, it is not my place to tell her.
She was not seeking my advice.”’

“But somebody must say something
—they ought to kunow it,'’ said Mrs.
Maine, 'n a tone of stll greater d s-
tress and perplexity. *“I've seen how
m serable she ha< looked this long
time, and ['ve talked to her myself
sometimes. 1've said: ‘Mrs. March
you must take care of yourself.” But
she isn’t the sort—she never thinks of
her=elf, she's alwayvs do'ng for''—

The neighborly words broke sudden-
ly off, for Bertha had parted the cur-
tains. and stood w.th a white face be-
fo-e the two speakers. Y

“Why, Bertha,”” sa’d Mrs. Mayne.
look n greatly disconcerted, ‘‘yon
here ch 1d? —Sit down, do™"—

But Bertha gazed in her face like one
suddenly aroused from a dream to the
realization of some waking terror.

*Is it—is it my mother you are talk
ing about?’’ she gasped.

“Why Bertha, we only meant that—
that your mother needs a little careand
change to make her quite well. Yes,
I'm sure she’ll get well, Bertha'—Mrs.
Mayne's confused assurances poured
forth rapidly.

Bertha turned a piercing glance
upon Mrs. Grove’s face, but did not
read much encouragement there. For
a moment it seemed as if she would
have fallen, then w.th a ery’ of *“Oh,
mother—mother!"’ she darted from
the open window.

*Stop her, Helen," said Mri. Mayne
to Helen, who was just com ng around
the house with her new book. Helen
threw an arm around the excited girl's
wa'st, and drew her back into the
room.

*Don’t you know, dear,”” said Mrs
Grove, us nz a lttle gentle force in
compelling her to lie down upon the
sofa, ‘‘that it will never do for you to
agitate or alarm vour mother? Be
quet, until you can talk with your
father and your friends about what
ought to be done.”” Her voice had
105t all its tone of sharp criticism, as
she, in answer to Bertha's urgent in-
sisting, gave her & clear idea of her
mother’s real condition.

After an hour's earnest talk Ber ha
went home, not in a paraxysmof vague
alarm, but with the quiet of a mind
fully awakened to a new sense of du-
ties and responsibil ties. In one dread-
ful moment had opened before her 1 ke
a dark chasm a glimpse of what life

’
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wou'd De to her ana to the oin'rs
without the tender care #nd lavish af-
fection which she had h :1d of such lit-
tle value.

“‘Come here, Harry,'' she said, tak-
ng the fretful child. *Now, mother
you must go and take a rest untl d'n-
ner time. If Mrs. Grove 18 right you
must give me plenty to do, you know, '
she said, anxious to put an appearance
of jesting upon the matter which haa
:l;ome with such startl ng earnest Lo

er.

**Why, Bertha, I thouzht you were
angry about it," said her mother, in
SUr . T se.

“Well, 1 was at first. DBut’’—bend-
ng down with a kiss and embrace In
which she did not dare to show one-
half of her repentant yearning affec-
t on —she whispered: ‘‘do bel’eve that
| nm your own daughter come back to
be a comfort to you."'

Later in the day she sa'd:

“Mother dear, I think it needed all
Mrs. Grove’s sharp words to give me a
stirrin up, but now that 1 am stirred
vou will find me hard to manage, for 1
am going to have my own way. Now
-you are going to have the new
clothes, and you are gonz to Mrs Dr.
Grove's, to stay t 1l you are restel and
strong. If she won't have me for a
patient she must take vou.”

And Bertha had her way.— Sidney
Dayre, $n N. Y. Ezaminer.

-

A GREAT INDUSTRY.

The Wonders and Extent of the Boot sand
Shoe Trade in Muasachusetts.

In 1836 the State of Massachusetts
made, in round numbers, 16,000,000
pairs of boots and shoes; in 1844, 20,-
000,000; in 1832, 45.000,000; in 1864,
51,000,000; in 1874, 59,000,000; in 1880,
78,000,000, and in 1884 (estimated)
over 100,000,000. If this is not prog-
ress it wonld be difficult to say in what
progiess consists.

The value of thi; vast product is es-
timated at $120,000,000: and good au-
thority even places it at the superla-
tive amount of £150,000,000. Such is
the pleasant little sum gathered in by

the boot and shoe manufacturers and
merchants of Massachuietts every
year. In the great produeton Lynn
ranks first, w.th an annual business of
nearly #30,000,000. Haverh 1l stands
second, with more than $i0,000.000.
Brockton occupies the third place,
w.th £7,000,000, Number four on the
1 st is Marlboro, wh'ech does a bus-
ness of 85,000,000, Worcester comes
next. with over ¥4,000,000): then Wey-
mouth, then Nat'ck, while Boston
stan:ds e'ghth in the matter of produec-
ton.

New England furn'shes more than
two-thirds of the total product of the
country, Massachsetts the bulk of the
New England product and Essex
County the l'on’s share of the State's
business. Lynn s still king n spite ot
all the changes that have occurred in
the trade In the last half century.

The growth of this great ndustry to

of fasc nat n interest to all classes of
readers, not more to those engaged in
thia branch of the trade than to the
w der circle who enjoy the fru ts of the
general prosper ty in which this bus:-
ness has been so large a facior. Par-
t cularly intercsiing to business men
w 11 be the record of the past few weeks
and the prospect tor the future. The
boot and shoe trade, ow'ng to the ex-
haustion of the stock, has come into 8
condition peculiarly sensit ve to any
i: ¢ eased demand for goods, and the
figures show that that demand has
been stead ly increasing of late. Man-
ufacturers who know whereof thes
speak are already welcom nyz the si_ns
of the t mes as ind cat ve of a gz adual
but sure restoration of confidence and
L bus ness activ.ty. If th:s is true of the
bhoot and shoe business, it will also be
true of bus ness in general, and the
facts presented in this direction are
well worth the perusal of all classes of
merchants and business men. — Bosion
Globe.
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SHE WAS GLORIFIED.

How a Foor .Detrolt Colored Woman
Passed Awavy.

You d dn’t heed the funeral proces-
sion the other day. Indeed, you could
hardly have realized that it was -one.
A wagon with a coffin in it—another
carrying an od man and a weeping
daughter.

In the village it might have been
different, no matter how poor and
lowly the dead, but in a eity the rush of
bus ness makes us selfish and hard-
hearted. If we can not lose an houron
a legal hol day, our ne' ghbors can not
expect us to follow their dead to the
narrow home.

~Wasn't sick werry long,'’ said the
5ld man, as he turned from the grave
to make his way homeward. *‘She had
dun got too old to stay wid us any
longer."’

“D)id she crave to 1 ve on?"

“"Deed she d dn’t, boss. It war jist
like de sun gw.ne down arter a lon
summer. day. She sunk away, an
sunk away, an' de Lawd he dun took
her at de ias’ an' wo didn't know it."

“How d d she die? ¢

*“She jist glorificd. We war' chillen
torether back in de ole times. We
growed up on de same plantashun, an’
we'd b n mar'd ober fifty y'ars. She
bl eved in de Lawd an'in Heaben.
["ve hearn folks mok her an’ scorn her

ekase ob dat I el ef, but she nebber let
xo. Fiah nor flood nor sickness nor
hanger conld shake dat belief. Some-
t mes. when de fiah went ont an’ we
crept elus up to each odder to keep de
cold away, 1'd whisper to her:

*» +'Linda, do you still believe dar’
am a Lawd who watches ober sich poor
crecters a: us?

“An’ she would answer me:

* *Moses, he eben notes de sparrows
wh'ch fall to de «round.” '

“And she d'ed bel ev nz?"’

“Bel eb'n'! Why. boss, she jist glor-
ifi"“1' When de summons come an’ she
el. she'd got to go her ole face lighted
ap wid de su beams of Heaven tll 1
ddn't know it. We gathered 'round
her and sunr of de beautiful sho' an’
den she praved. She aved de Lawd to
t ke her home arter 1l dese y'ars of
tritula<hun, an’ she axed H'm to bring
me «n’ de little one safe frew de dark
viallev, an’ den he* face lit up som
mo', an' her eves sparkled wid joy, an’
a crown of glory was la'd on her brow.
When we ot de tears outer our eyes de
Lawd hud done tcok her."—Delroi
Free Fress.

.
-

—President Webb, of Mississ'ppi Col-
leﬁe. was interviewed by a young man
who wantud to go to school. “Well,™
said the President, “what do you
know?" “Nothing," was the response.
“Well, yon are just four years ahead of
some of the other pupils. It takes them
four years to learn what you know to
start with. Your prospects are fine,
sir.""—N. Y. FPosl
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such a stage of importance is a matter |

A LA BERTHA CLAY.

A Romance Without Love, Concocted for
the Sole Purpose of Making the World
Better.

It was a cottage over-looking the sea
From its door, over which the roses
climbed, one could look out on the
white-winged ships sailing to and fro,
and down upon a beach on which the
waves were ever gently breaking.

[The only drawback was the fact that
old Smith had a mor:gage on the said
cottage, and that the sewerage about
the place was defective. ]

It was early in the morning. The
bright sun was just rising from his bed
in the blue, blue sea; the lark rose from
the meadow and soared toward heav-
en; the low of kine was heard on every
hand, and the silent watches of night
were about to give p'ace to the bustle of
a rlorions day. Oune who stood and drank
in the picture would have feltentran..d

[1t doesn’t cost a cent to get that
way, and it is twenty per cent cheaper
than working up an enthusiasiu by the
use of lager teer. ]

Suddeunly the door was opered and a
merry laugh was heard. The fair Ethel
had left Lher couch to greet the rising
sun.  Asshe stood :tmi(ﬁt the roses, he.
brown eyes; sparkling with enthusiasm
— her cheeks giowing with health—her
golden hair lig ted up by the beams of
the morn'ng sun, she was the picture of
a (ueen.

{[ had forgo!ten to say that she had a
sylph-like form. This is an oversight
for which 1 can never forgive myself,
and | hope the reader will not bear
down in malice. |

Even the lark paused in his flight to
look back at the beautiful picture, and
the blue birds which flitted from rose to
rose sang sweeler songs, as if to honor
her. For a moment the fair Ethel
stood thus, and then she descended the
steps and glided toward the gate.

[‘Hhe wasn't on roller skates, but

lided s an espression which I hunted.

or half a day, and which 1 am deter
mined to use if it breaks a leg. ]

At the gate she paused. Once more
she surveved the placid sea—the ro-
mant ¢ beach—the rosy eastern hornzon.
~he was alone w.th Nature for the mo-

ment. Her bosom heaved, her eyes
pgrew brighter, and it was evident

that tha inspiration was on her. She
was about to speak. Just at the in-
stant when her ruby lips were about to
part there was a bang on the cottage
d-or and a gruff voice called out:

““What in bla es are you doing out
there when your mother is sick and I
want bre:kfast in a hurry!"

The long eye-'ashes of the beautiful
Ithel hid the sparkle of her eyes; her
classic chin drooped; a look of sorrow
crossed her face; for a moment she
stood the p'cture of despair, and the
ston est heart must have been me'ted
by her att tude. 'Then she sweetly an-
swered:

*1 stuck my hunk of gum on the gate-
post last mizht, anl 11! be jugged if
some slab s:de ! slugz of huranity hasn’t
come along and gobbled it!"

[This story didn’t have any villain in
it There was no love. There was no
grievous tri:zls for any one to psss
through, and no narrow escapes to chill
the blood. The sole idea was to make
the world better.  Guood-bye. ] —Detroil
Free Press.
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SELECTION, OF BOOKS.

Not What & FPerson Iteads, Bat What He

Digests, Increnses Mental Strength.

A d'stinguished clergyman onea re-
marked that if he were to be imprisoned
for ten yeurs with only two books, he
would select Shalespeare and Matthew
Henry's Commentaries on the Bible.
While Frunk Power, the correspondent
of the London 7%mes, was shut up in
Khartouns, he wrote home that the
three most welcome books they could
send him wonld be Shakespeare, and
the “Professor” and “‘Autocrat of the
Breakfast-Table.™

Kossuth, during his imprisonment in
Turkey. studied two books, Shakespeare
and the knelish Biblee. When he went
through this country delivering
speeches, remarkable for ther elo-
quence and idiomatic grace of expres-
sion, scholars asked in amazement how
this man_had learned Euglish so ac-
curately.

The art of reading is primarily the
art of selecting the fittest books to
read. What De Quiney ealls **knowl-
edge-literature’’ is undoubtedly useful,
as dictionaries, encyclopadias and
chronological tables are serviceable,
when one desires facts. But the “books
which are books'' belong to the ‘“‘power-
literature.™

They do not make a man omniscient
—wise men are now content to die in
ignorance of what many men have said
and done. But they do brace the mind
for original work, and they so toss ofl
the imaginat'on, as the falconer does
the hawk, thac it starts in a career from
which it may return exhilerated with
‘resh and beautiful thoughts.

Young men are sometimes ambitious
to devour many books—they might as
reasonably be anxious to eat the con-
tents of a market. The dead hero
wrote a few days before his departure:
“Doctor, 1'm taking too much food,
more than [ can assimilate.” Many
readers are reading more than they ean
assimilate.

Not what a person reads, but what
he inwardly digests, makes him
stronger mentally. There are scores
of learned parrots, who are ignorant
and erudite. They are crammed fuli
of facts, but they know little as to their
meaning. A reviewer, whose duties
oblizged him to keep up with current
publiications, and not to iet go his hold
upon old books, can tell as soon as he
hears these people talk what books
they have read during a month.

It may be that a young man fond of
reading is bewildered when he stands
amid a great library. He will speedily
recover himself, if he reflects that thou-
sands of volum«s are for specialisis;
and that other thousands are for the
antiquary of the hi-torian; that whele
alcoves are curious books of no mental
use, and that only a few hundred have
any relation to his culture and work.—
Youllk's Companion.

— -

—Johnny (who is spending the after-
noon at the Smiths’)-—My mother says
she'd like to louk like you, Mrs. Sm th.
Mrs. 8. (who is extremely plan., but
not entirely aware of it)—Like me, my
dear? 1 take that as a compliment,
indeed, from so very pretty a lady ns
your mamma. You're quita sure it
was I, Johnny, that she meant?
Johnny (accepting another cruller)
—Obh, yes'm. She said that if she
could have your health and strength
she bel'eved she'd as lief look as you
do.—Lllarper's Bazar.

—— A AP

—A dove flew in at an open window
of a church in Danbury, Conn., on Sun-
day morning, and, perohinq upon & gas
jet just over the preacher's head, re-

ned there till the doxology was
sung.— Hartford Courant.

A FOREST HYMN.

The glow sum is riding kigh
g thcl:.mhu of the sky,
N d grtl“;l.?ljilé leafy glade
o0 BOun astur
SBave that by busy woodbill made
Upon some ancient trunk, decayed—
Calm brgods o'er vale and bill.

In such an hour T love to stray

¥rgm haunts of toillng men away,
*Mid forest depths profound;

There, in a bliss of solitude,

Where no dull cares of earth intrude,

And Nature breathes sweet quistude—
The grand old treos around—

The heart by daily cares oppressed,
The 'elriedrlptr:t findeth ress,
As, pillowed on the sod,
With nought above but leaf and sky,
And loving look of Heavenly Eye,
Perchance with angels hovering aigh,
1 dream of Nature's Gol.

—Edward N, Richarda, in Owvrenk
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“STAR-SPANGLED BANNER.”

The Thrilling Event Which In-
spired This Patriotic Song.

A picce of news was borne across the
Atlant'c Ocean in May, 1814, which
chilled with apprehension every Ameri-
can heart: Napoleon Bonaparte had
been overcome by the allied armies of
Europe, and was =afely imprisoned on
the island of Elba! This intelligence
notilied the Amer'can people that the
flects and arm’es of Great Britain,
which for twelve years had been waging
war with France, were now d'sengaged,
and would have little to do, and would
befree to overwhelm and ecrush the
Republic of the United States. Wa
were then in the second year of that
contest with Great Britain which we
still call the War of 1512, It was a
summer of elarm, and the whole coast
was alive with the bustle of defensive
preparation.

‘The invasion came. The enemy’s
ships entered Chesapeake Bay aboutthe
first of June. a fleet of frigates and
lighter vess'la. In August Admiral
Cochrane entered the bay in a great
ship of eighty guns, bringing with him
a fleet an§ three or four thousand sol-
diers, which increased the British force
in those waters to twenty-three men-of-
war and an army of ten thousand troops
and marines.

Every one knows what followed. The
eountry was invaded, Washington was
sacked and pillaged and its public bu’'ld-
ings burned. The enemy retired with
considerabl. loss, it istrue, bnt triumph-
ant and exiiting. It was a dearly-
bought vict:. y, for it silenced opposition
to the war, kindled the national feelin
and enlisted every heartin the country's
defense. _

A few days after, the British forces
made their second attempt upon thag
coasl. Baltimore, then a city of forty
thousand inhabitants, enriched by the
prosperous commerce of the last quarter.
of a century, would have been a valua-
ble prize; and would have given the foe
s hold of the shores of the Chesapeake,
from which they would have been dis-
lodged with difficulty. Washington was
but a stnggling village, without milita-
ry value. Baltimore was a command-
ing position, capable of being defended.
Two miles below the city, on a point of
land jutting into the water, stood then,
and now stands, Fort McHenry, so
named after one of the early atatesmen
of Maryland. Sturdy arms and willing
hearts had be=n laborinz there for many
weeks Lo strengthen its fortifications
and get add:tional gans into postion,
under the direction of Lieutenant
Colonel George Armistead. The time
had been well employed, ard the gal-
lant commander had a modest confi-
dence in his ability to repel the imposin
fleet of Cockburn, which now consiste
of more than for'y vessels, and carried
seven thousand troops. The fate of
Baltimore depended absolutely upon his
holding this po-ition.

The star-spangled banner which
floated over the fort had been made by
a lady of Baltimore, Mrs. Mary Pickers-

ill, aided by her danghter. These
adies, full of the patriotic feeling of
the hour, made a flag worthy of the im-
portance of the occasion. It contained
four hundred yards of bunting. It was
s0 large that the ladies were obliged to
spread it out in the malt-house of a
acighboring brewery.

When Mrs. Pit‘:?iemgiﬂ'l daughter
was an old lady of seventy-six years,
she used to describe the scene.

“I remember,” she wrote, ‘‘seeing
my mother down on the floor placing
the stars. After the completion of the
flag she superintended the topping >f it.
bhaving it fastened in the most secure
manner to prevent its being torn away
by balls. The wiadom of her precaution
was shown during the engagement,
manv shots piercing it, but'it still re-
mained firm to the staff. ... My mother
worked many nights until twelve o’clock
to complete it in a given time."’

The reader will see in & moment the
significance of this statement. But for
the firm and faithful st'tching of these
two patriotic ladies, we should probably
have had no song of the Star-Spangled
Banner.

September the 6th the great British
fleet left its anchorage in Chesapeake
Bay and sailed for Baltimore; snd en-
tered the Patapsco Rieer, upon which
the city stands, five days after. Twelve
miles below Baltimore, they landed
seven thousand men. Happily, the
brave Marylandvrs and Pennsylvanians
were ready for them Three thous=and
militiamen, volunteers from Maryvland
and Pennsylvania, commanded by Gen-
eral John Stricker, well poste” and
well-intrenched, withstood this great
force, killed their commander. Ge:eral
Ross, and torced them finally to aban-
don the attack.

While these events were occurring,

tha pgreat vessels in the Brit'sh fleet
moved up the river. anchored before

Fort McHenry, and began to pour upon
it that tempest of shot, shell and rockets,
which the author of our song has com-
memoruted. Every gun was heard in
Baltimore. We can well imagn. the
feelings of its inhabitants during the
twenty-four hours of its cont'nuance.

TLo author of the song, Francis Scott
Keyv, was not a combatant in the battle,
although he witnessed it from beginniog
to end. During the first operations on
that coast Admiral Cockburn and sev-
eral officers of the British army occu-

ied as their headquarters a house at
arlborouzh, belonging to an aged
physiciun of the pvlace, Dr. Beanes,
whom they detained as a prisoner. lest
ne should send the news of their land-
ing to Baltimore. He was a particnlar
friend of Mr. Key and of his family.
Hearing that the doctor was about to
carried off by the enemy, Key obtained
rmission from the commanding Gen-
eral of the American forces to go to the
British fleet under a flag of truce, and
make an attempt to Frocura the old
gentleman’s release. In a letter to his
mother, written just as he was about to
start upon this errand of friendship, he
wrote:

“I hope to rcturn in about eight or
ten days. though it is uncértain, as I do
not know where to find the fleet.""

He set sail from Baltimore about the

third of September, and founa the prit-
ish ﬂ::c -.tptho mouth of the Patuxent
bound for the attack on Fort McHenry.
He went on board the vessel of Adm zul
Cochrane, to whom he stated his er-
rand, and asked for the release of Dr.
Beanes. The Admiral received him
with the utmost oivility, but informed
bim that he could not comply at pres-
ent with his uest, and was obliged
even to detain Key himself and his ves-
gel until the operation upon Fort Me-
Henry was concluded.

The Admiral’'s vessel being over
crowded, he sent the American gentle-
men on board of the frigate Strprise,
commanded by h's son, Sir Thomas
Cochrane, where they spent the night,
and thus moved on to the attack.

During the bombardment of the fort.
Mr. Key and his friends, includ'ng Dr.
Beanes, were sent on board their own
little vessel under a guard of marnes,
and thus they were aflorded an oppor-
unity to witness the act’on. "

Of all the thousands of buman beings
within hearing of that bombardment,
there was probably not one so fitted by
nature and education to be moved by it,
Francis 8. Key, then thirty-five years of
age, s lawyerin good standing at the
distinguished bar of his native Stule,
was a son of John Ross Key, an officer
in the army of the Revolution. IHe hud
been noted from his youth up for the
ardor of his patriotism, and ke had at-
tempted n ore than once to celebrate in
verse the gallant deeds of his country-
men. He had a hab't of dashing down
lines and stanzas that occurred to him
on any old scrap of paper that came
first to his hand, and several of his

'ms were gathered np by his friends
?r?m the litter of h's oftice,

All day the bombardment continue |
without ceasing. During the whole
night they remained on deck. follow n:
with their eyes the continuous arcs ol
fire from the enemy’'s ships to the fort.
The anxiety of the poet, and *he litt'e
company of Americans about him, grew
only more intense when darkness cov-
ered the scene, and they could form no
conception of the progress or the proba-
ble issue of the strife.

Suddenly, about three in the morn-
ing. the firing ceased. As they wire
anchored at some distance from the
British vessels, they were utterly at a
loss to interpret this mysterious silence.

Had the fort surrendered?

As they walked up and down thedeck
of their vessel in the darkness aad si-
lence of the night, thoy kept going to
the bnnacle to look at their watrhes Lo
see how many minutes more must e'an e
before they could d'scern whether t' e
flag over Fort MclHeery was the star-
spang'ed banner, or the union jack ol

ngland.

he daylight dawned at length. With
a thrill of triumph and grat tude, they
saw that “our flag was stll there.”
They soon perceived from many other
signs that the attack. both by land and
sea. had failed. and that Baltimore was
safe. They eould see with their glasses
the wounded troops carried on board
the ships, and at last the whole Br.tish
army re embarking.

A few m'nutes alter the dawn of that
glorous day, when the poet first felt
sure of the issne of the battle, the im-
pulse to express his feelings in vere
rushed npon h'm. He found in hs
po-ket a letter, and he wrote upon the
back of itthe first 1 nes of the songz. In
the excitement of the hour he could not
o on w th his task, but he wrote some
further br ef notes and lines upon the
letter. Some lines he retained in his
memory withont making any record of
them. When his guard of marines lef!
him free to hoist anchor, and sail for
the cty, he wrote out the song on the
way, very nearly as it now reads, and
on reaching h's hotel in Balt' more he
made a clean copyv of it. The next
morn ng he showed it to his brother-in-
law, Judge N'eholson, Chief Justice of
Maryland, who, Judge as he was, had
commanded a company of volunteers in
Fort McHenry during the bombard-
ment. o
We may be sure that such a.Judre
read the song with no critieal eye. So
del'ghted was he with it, that he'sent it
rotind to a printer, Benjamin Edes, who
had also commanded a company of
troops in the late operations. An ap-

rentice, Samuel Sands, who was living
in Baltimore in 1878, instantly set it in
type, an in less than an hour it was dis-
tributed all over the city of Baltimore,
received by every one with enthusiasm.

But what is a song without music?
An old Baltimore soldier told in after
vears how the words eamo to be so0
happily wedded to the music o which
it has ever since been sung. A group
of volunteers lay scattered over one of
the green hills near Baltimore a day or
two after the bombardment.

“Ilave you heard Franc's Key's

m?" sa d & member of the company,
who had just come in from the town.

He took a copy of it from his pocket
and read it aloud to them as they lay
upon the grass. It was oalled for
aga‘n. He read it a second time.and a
third, more sold'ers gathering about to
hear it, until the whole regiment
seemed to be present.

An actor, named Ferdinand Durang,
who was also a soldier, sprang up,
rushed into a tent, seized his brother's
music book, used by both of them for
their flutes, examined piece after piece,
and at length eried ont:

“Boys, I have hit it!"

He had selected the air of a favorite
old English song, called *“To Anacreon
in Heaven,” wrtten by John Statord
Smith, about the year 1772. It was
composel for a musical elub which met
at the Crown and Anchor Tavern in
London, frequented by Dr. Johnson ande
Sir Jo-hua Reynolds. As soon as Fer-
dinand Durang had selected the musie,
he mounted a stool and sung it to his
assembled comrades with the hre
and spir't of which he was capable. An
eye witness says:

“How the men shouted and clapped!
for never was there a wedding ot pootry
lo music made under such insp ring in.
fluences. Getting a brief furlough. the
Brothers Durang sang it in pubtic soon
after. It was caught up in the camps,
and sung around the bivouac fires, and.
whistld in the streets; and when peace
was declared, and we seattercd to our
homes. it was carried to thousands of
firesides as the most precious relic of
the War of 1812."

The flag of Fort McHenry, which in-
spired the song of Francis Key, still ex-
ists in A tolerable state of preservat on.
Colonel Armistead eaused it to be taken
dewn from thestall after the battle, and
its honorable wounds bound about by
the very ladies who had made it. It was
ever after carefully preserved. He left
to his widow, who in turn bequeathed it
to their 3'ouu§eat daughter, born undor
it in Fort McHenry after the bombuard-
ment: and she in turn left it to her son.
Mr. Eben Appleton. of Yonkers. New
York, who now it. It was
raised over Fort McHenry for the last
time September 14, 1824, at the recep-
tion ot General Lafayetta.

The suthor of the song died at Balti-

more in 1843, a sixty- ears, and
in 1857 & small volume of his ms
was published in the city of New York.
He has living o | Tt et T




