THE INDEPENDENT

IS ISSUED
SATURDAY MORNINGS,
BY THE

Douglas (a;ounty Publishing Company.

One Year - - - - -
BixMonths - - - =
Three Months - -

These are the terms of those paying |

INDEPENDENT offers fine inducemen
Terms ressonable,

64 JASKULEK,

PRACTICAL

Walchmaker, Jeweler and Optician,
- ALL WORE WARRANTED.

Dealer in Watches, Clocks, Jewelry, W

Spectacles and Eyeglasses,
AND A FULL LINE OF

Cigass, Tobm_:co & Fancy Goods.

The ouly reliable C mer mw_wn rntboproier adjust-
ment of ; alwayson han

Depoet of the Genuine Brazilian Pebble Spec-
tacles and Eyeglasses.
OrricE—First Door South of Postoffice,

s e e
LANGENBERG'S
Boot and Shoe Store

ROSEBURG, OREGON,
®2 Jacksen Btreet, Oppesite the Post Office,
Keeps on hand the largest and best assortment of

Eastern and San Francisce Boots and
Bhoes, Galters, Slippers,

And everything in the Boot and Shoe line, and

SELLS CHEAP FOR CASH.

Beots and Shees Made to Order, and
Perfect Fit Guaranteed,

1 use the Best of Leather and Warrant all
my work.

Repairing Neatly Done, on Short Notics.
I keep always on hand

TOYS AND NOTIONS.

Musical Instruments and Violin Strings
a specialty.

LOUIS LANGENBERG,

DR. M. W. DAVIS,
@® DENTIST,

ROSERBURG OREGON,

OrrFicE—On Jackson Street, Up Stairs,
Over 8. Marks & Co.’s New Store,

MAHONEY'S SALOON,

Nearest the Railroad Depot, Oakland.
JAS, MAHONEY, - - - Proprieter

The Finest Wines, Ligquors and Cigars in
Douglas County, and

THE BEST BILLIARD TABLE IN THE STATE,

KEPT IN PROPER REPAIR,

Purties traveling on the railroad will find this place
vory handy to visit during the stopping of the train at
the Uakland Depot. (iive me a cal E

_ J AS_._ MAHONEY.
JOHN FRASER,
Home Made Furniture,

WILBUR, OREGON,

UPHOLSTERY, SPRING MATTRESSES, ETC,

Constantly on hand.

FURNITUH ] I have the Best

STOCK OF FURNITURE
South ef Portland,
And all of my own manufacture.

No Two Prices to Customers,

Hesldeuts of Douglas Clounty are requested to give me s
call before purchasing elsewhers.

ALL WORK WARRANTED.

DEPOT HOTEL,
BICHAR;) ';I‘;OHA:,“ P:t;priotor.

This Hotel has been established for a num-
ber of years, and has become very pop-
ular with the traveling public,

FIRST-CLABS SLEEPING ACCOMMODATIONS

—AND THE—
. Table supplied with the Best the Markat affords
Hotel at the Depot of the Railroad.
H. C. STANTON,
DEALER IN

Staple Dry Groods,

Keepa constantly on hand a general sssortmens of

Extra Fine Groceries,
WO00D, WILLOW AND GLASSWARE,

—ALSO—

CROCKERY AND CORDAGE,

A [ull stock of

SCHOOL BOOKS,
Buch as required by the Publie County Schools.

All kinds of Stationery, Teys and

Faney Articles,
TO BUIT BOTH YOUNG AND OLD.

Buys and .Sells Tegal Tenders, furnishes
Cheeks on Portland, and procures
Drafts on San Francisco.

SEEDS! SEEDS!
SEEDS!
ALL KINDS OF THE BEST QUALITY.

ALL ORDERS

Promptly attended to and goods shipped
with care.

HACHENY & BENO,
PORTLAND, OREGON.
“

Addresa,

The Site of the Crematory,
[New York Mail and Express.]

It seems that the officers of the United
States Cremation company, limited, have
selected one of the finest sites on Manhattan
island for the crematory which they are
about to erect, and no protest has been pre-
sented. The site is on Riverside avenue,
north of One Hundred and Fourteenth street,
aud it is represented that the crematory will
be inoffensive to the neighborhood, owing to

eccientific plan of its construction, while
Godse it will bs an ornament to the
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HAS THE
FINEST JOB OFFICE
IN DOUGLAS COUNTY.
CARDS, BILL HEADS, LEGAL BLANKS,

And other Printing, imcluding :
Large and Heavy Posters and Showy Hand-Bills,

Neatly and expeditiously exocuted
AT PORTLAND PRICES.

PEACE AND LOVE

[Ella Wheeler in Lippincott's.]
There are two angels, messengers of Light,
Both born of , Who yet are bitterest

foes.
No human breast their dual presence

knows;
As violently opposed as wrong and right,
hen one draws near, the other takes swift
flight,
And vfhen one enters, thence the otber

Till Tortal life in the immortal flows,
80 must thesa two avoid each other's sight.

Despnil:'e‘ and Hope may meet within one

rt,
The vulture may be comrade of the dov
Pleasure and pain swear friendship
and true,
Bat till the grave unites them, still apart
Must dwell those angels known as FPeace
and Love,
For only death can reconcile the two.

SIDE-SHOW SHOUTERS.

A Frofessional’s ldeas of His Fe-
i culiar Business,
[S8an Francisco Chronicle.]

Shouting for a side-show is not the
most wsthetic ocenpation in the world,
but it is one of the healthiest, and it
has other advantages which attract the
class of young men engaged in it. In
yesterday's rain the reporter had a
talk with one of the out-door men of one
of the recent additions to the city’s
varied attractions in the amusement
line, and that was what he said about
the shouter's business. When asked
if that was all he could say for the
business he replied: “Oh, no; it gives
a man a chanece to travel, broadens his
views and gives him an understanding
of human nature for which no other oc-
cupation affords as great an oppor-
tunity. This rain has knocked busi-
ness for this day, but give me one
hour’s sunshine and I will start in
azain with the eathusiasm of a man
who has just entered the business.”

“In the east a gool shouter gets $25a
week, and they advertise and are adver-
tised for just as for any other class of
talent. It is a regular business there
and well followed. Shouters are gen-
erally decent fellows, but as their busi-
ness is often precarious they sometimes
will accept a situation with an unreli-
able showman, and that, perhaps, is
one thing which has prejudicelso many
people against our trade. But shout-
ing 1s our business, and it does not
make much difference to us whether it
is the amphibious and ecarnivorous dog
or a panorama of the Holy Land. Itis
not an easy business to learn, but when
once o man becomes accustomed to it
he can shout before the crowned heads
with the dignity and ease of a fish-
peddler in the most familiar alley on
his business route.

“It is a great business in one way.
You see, we don’t have to pack any ap-
paratus or ecarry any wardrobe. A
man can start on a moment's notice.
But hotel men are not apt to think any
more of a traveler becanse he has no
baggage. That is the way it goes —one
thing balance: another. There are ad-
vantages and drawbacks, ups and
downs. The worst calamity of all, of
course, is the failing of the voice. Did
you ever see a shouter who couldn’t
shout? Well, he is the most melan-
choly man you ever will see. He pines
away and dies. Before dissolution
everybody abuses him. 'The curiosities
whose praises he has sung for vears re-
fuse to recognize him, and the boys
who steal in under the tents make Lhim
the butt of all their jokes. He is the
embodiment of misery. Yoa ecan knock
bim down with astraw. Try it.”

At this point the shouter paused.
He had rattled off his story of the
strange business in much the same
stvle he would have assumed on his
box in froat of the show. He did not
appear the least exhausted, but the re-
porter found some difficulty in keeping
track of the ideas elucidated by the
voluble showman.

American Labor.
[“Gath” in New York Tribune.]

When we have what we call dull
times in the United States, we are on a
tremendous .boom compared to almost
any other nation in the world. Theen-
terprises being carried out in a time of
stagnation. here would amount to great
operations in such states as Prussia,
Austria or even France. We do not
perceive that nearly the whole United
States is going onward at the same
time, each one of the multitunde of
towns suggesting, developing or adding
something, and when there is compara-
tive lethargy here another kind of life
begins, which ought to be a truer part of
our life, the artistic cultivation of the
people. .

The - influence of labor-saving ma-
chinery to accamulate goods and pro-
duce stoppages is now generally per-
ceived, though the knowledge is not ap-
plied. Judge Kelley intimates that it
will be necessary for the manufacturing
operatives to work a shorter day and
spend the rest of the time in self-im-
provement. Mr. Bookwalter thinks
that these gluts indicate the retiring of
pattern-making machinery in a little
while, that kind of machinery where a
pattern duplicates itself almost auto-
matically. He says that the finest work
in the world is the work of the human
hand, in which the eastern nations ex-
cel, and that it is proved by the fact
that we send nothing of beauty to Japan
or India, while we greedily buy from
them the vases and other articles to
which oar taste has risen.
a blessed day if labor, instead of being
collected in great shops to do a given
thing and do nothing else for years and
years, would have its own little ateliers
close to the family life, and, as in the
days of our parents, produce the furni-
ture, ete., specimens of which are now
rarities and prizes.

Not Very Warlike.
[New York Star.]

Crumbling earthworks, toppling
piles of masonry, ancient guns, rusty
and dismantled, water-washed trenches
and half-completed walls are the evi-
dences on both shores of decay, nig-
gardliness and neglect. Dry mortar
erackles under the feet of the dejected
sentries, and the spiritless officers gaze
apprehensively seaward through em-
brasares that tumble about their ears.
The rest of our seacoast defenses tell the
same story; the fortificationis are piles
of dust and rubbish, and in the navy
yards, obsolete old hulks lie rotting

in the docks or fall to pieces at anchor.

It might be

AN INTERLUDE. |

[B. I. R. Dane, in N. O. Times-Democrat.!

It is very strange; I puzzle over it
sometimes until I scarcely know
whether I am sitting down on my head
or on my heels. At times 1 almost be-
lieve it was a dream, and yet that is
impossible, becanse no dream was ever
so vivid, so eircumstantial; even in my
most animated visions of the night I
have ever an underlying conscious-
ness that they are not real, but this is
as living to every sense as if the whole
occurred but yesterday.

I even told the story to Charley Cav-
endish and he could make nothing of if;
s0 now in despair I have determined to
put it all in the papers, for she may
see it and make some sign, or some one
of the great reading public may possess
information that would be of use to me.
In that case they would confer an ines-
timable favor by communicating with
G. R. C., Box 309, General Postoflice,
London.

This is the story: In the latter part
of May, 1881, Maud startéd up to town
on the 8:30 train; we were going up to
look at the Levison-Geie's house in
Park lane, for the house we had last
season didn't suit us, and the Levison-
Gore’s being small and well situated,
and they going abroad for a year, we
wished to rent it. >

When we had done about half the dis-
tance Mand was threatened with a nerv-
ous attack (in selecting a sister besure
to gt one with nerves, that's my hearty
advice).

Well, as I was saying, she was
threatened, or said she was, and at the
next station insisted upon getting out
and taking a turn in the air. I warned
her of the danger, for 'twas a little way
station and the train only stopped there
a few minutes, but Maud was an
amount of obstinacy which a donkey
might well envy, and go she would and
did.

Just as I anticipated, when we
were at  the far end of the
platform, the whistle sounded and
the train pulled out and left us.
I looked blankly at Maud, and then
rushed off to thestation-master. There
would not be another train till 6 in the
evening; very few of them stopped
here. When I sulkily carried this in-
formation back to Maud all the threats
which her nerves had made were
promptly carried into exeention. What
was tobe done? Something must be
done for her, and that at once. She
was usually unable to travel for several
days after one of theseattacks. Another
frantic appeal to the station-master.
Knew of a little village about two miles
away, but didn’t know of any way of
our getting there, except by walking.
Just at this juncture, as I was about to
sprinkle dust npon my head and lift up
my voice to weep, an all-merciful Provi-
dence sent a one-horse fly jolting down
the road, into which I unceremoniously
bundled Maud, weaging and clutching
me, and village-ward we hied.

Luckily we found a clean little inn and
a motherly old landlady, who *“did for
the poor dear” with all manner of hot
flannels and brandy, and the bald, dap-
per little village doctor, having taken
Maud in hand, I took a cigar and started
out for a stroll to soothe my nerves, de-

cidedly unsettled by this contretemps.

The village was not particularly in-
teresting, so I turned my steps toward
& wood about a mile or more distant.
The day was perfect; the sky of that
gentle, clear blue that makes one think
of maidenhood, and a shy little breeze
stirred amid the leaves and touched my
cheek like the light caress of a hand.
Most jovially sang the birds, and the
sunshine filtered goldenly down throngh
the yellow-green leaves of spring. In
short, everything was most uncommonly
rural and jolly, and I got off several
neat things, all to myself, in the way of
spring poetry—not original, you know,
but quotations such as

“Along the crisped shades of bowers,
Revels the spruce and jocund spring,”
and, “For, lo! the winter is past, the
rain is over and gone, the fig tree put-
teth forth her green figs, and the vines
with the tender grapes give a good

smell.”

I had gotten that far and was just
remembering that there weren't any
figs, or grapes either, when a turnin
the path opened before a long, verdant
vista, at the end of which was a fallen
tree, and seated upon the tree—a fe-
male.

It is quite impossible for an ordinary
individual like myself to attempt to
tell you how nice that female looked.
She had her back turned to me, but
such a .atisfactory back! just no end!
She was very young, because it was so
rounded, yet so slender, and she was
arrayed in a pale, soft yellow gown.

It was plain to see she was “cult-
ured,” because the gown was so shortin
the waist and so puffed in the sleeves.
She was clasping one knee with
both hands, and her dark head
was bent forward intently; the sifting
sunshine swayed back and forth
through the moving leaves, casting
tremulous, lace-like shadows over her;
she was the dominant note in this
vernal sympnony, the highest light in
this yellow-green picture of spring.

All the mad life of the lusty young
year seemed racing through my veins.
One knows when young men's fancies
form in this season. So, I forgot the
realities, and wandered off into a little
arcadian idyl, where Phyllis and Cory-
don tended opera bonflfe sheep, and
never waited for- the formalities of an
introduction. I got off some more
spring poetry. I remarked confiden-
tially to myself that

“The arch of tha leaves was hollow,
And the meaning of May was clear.”

And then I stole noiselessly over the
soft, damp moss nearer and nearer,
until 1 stood just behind ma belle dame.
She was very interested in hLer book or
she must have heard the loud throbs of
my heart. She was reading Chastelard,
I could see it over her shoulder, and
Chastelard was saying:

Voyez comme Avril fait 'amour aux fleurs;
Dame d'amour, dame aux belle couleurs,
Dieu vous s fait belle, amour vous fait reine.
And, indved, she herself had God made
beautiful !

I counld see her thin nostrils quiver
with the quick breaths that heaved her
maiden breast. 1 saw the blue veins
in her temple and her little pink ear

like crumpled satin sgainst her dark
hair; her bent head showed the back of
her neck; like milk; it was, and tiny,
vanishing dark rings of hair crept down
and encrouched upon its whiteness.

1 thought .f the ringlets that eurled
down the “ exquisite neck ” of Nourma-
hal. Talk of Venu#’ nape! you should
have seen that one. And I--I utterly
lost my head, and bending forward
kissed it. Tablesul S8he sprang up
and faced round—fu :

“You kissed my meck,” she cried,
gasping with rage.

I felt uncommonly sneaky. I am
sure I looked so, but for my life I didn't
know what to say. Icouldn'tsay I was
sorry, and I couldn’t say I wouldn’t do
iIt n;tggin; i?mjiujm embarrassment

e a fear ass of myself, tryi
to be clumsily plnyluhg_ Ry

“Was that yours wwk!” I said in
weakly simunlated surprise.

“Of course it was mine,” scornfully.
“Aren't you ashamed of yoursell.

“lI am ashamed,” I said humbly,
“awfully. I was an abominable brute:
please try to forgive me. I won’t do it
again—that is, I suppose you won’t let
me. And, after all, it wasn’t entirvely
my fault. If you carry your neck out
into the woods this way you run an
awful danger of having it kissed, you
know,” 1 blundered on, making matters
worse at every word.

She turned haughtily away, saying,“So
you are not even gentlemanly enough
to apologize.”

I sprang over the log and stood be-
gide, and expostulated meekly. “You
know I feel mean about this, and I am
dreadfu 7 humiliated at having lost my
self-control, but your neck was ravish-
ingly beautiful, and it's not very mag-
nanimous to trample a fellow when he
is down.”

She was evidently a generous natured
girl, for this view of the matter aq‘pealed
to her. “It was a very horrid thing to
do,” she said, severely.

“If yon just could see the back of
your neck,” I answered; “you wonld
see that there is some exense to be
made for me; but still I am willing to
do anything that might atone for my
weakness and wickedness.”

“Then you can go away. That is the
only thing you can do,” she replied
gravely.

This was an awful blow. I hadn’t
expected it, but I did not dare disobey,
and almost weeping turned togo. I
took a few reluctant steps, but seized
with abright idea, turned again: “Don’t
f'ou think,” I said eagerly, ‘‘that you

1ad better let me see you out of these
woods? Itisn’t safe your being here
alone.”

This speech she seemed to find un-
commonly fuanny, for she said with a
little derisive laugh:

“So I have discovered; but I don’t
gee how I will be benefited by your
society.” ’

I was really hurt, and said bitterly
and despairingly, ‘I do not blame you
for thinking me a scoundrel; I have
quite forfeited the right of a man to
protect a woman. There i3 no place
for repentance for me, though I sought
it carefully and with tears.”

Her face softened. *“I do not wish
to be unkind,” she said, gently; “I do
believe you are sorry; and to prove I
have forgiven you, I will give you my
hand in adien. There is no danger in
leaving me, I am in my own woods.”

Then she held out her little hand; I
pulled off my Glengarry and took it
reverentially, yet all myaudacious weak-
ness returned when I felt its soft
warmth in mine.

“Mav I?" I whispered pleadingly.

Her eyelids drooped and her fair face
flushed, so I fervently kissed the
slender, blue-veined wrist; and gently,
reluctantly releasing her hand, turned
resolutely away and did not even pause
to look back.

When I reached the inn Maud was so
much better that she insisted upon
pursuing ur journey in the even'mf.

In London we found Uncle Chol-
mondley desperately ill, and then came
all the duties attendant upon his death
and funeral, and the stress of business
following npon the inheritance of an
estate. This was not over when Mand’s
nervous attacks culminated in a severe
illness, and the physicians ordered me
to tak her to the south of France,
where we staid nearly a year. But as
soon &8 we returned, though weighted
with many difficulties, I made every
effort to find “ma belle dame.”

But alas! I have a wretched memory
for names, and rack my brains as I will, .
Ican call up no recollection of the
name of that little way station. For
days have I studied Bradshaw, hoping
to recognize the name if Isawit. Times
without number have I traveled back
and forth between London and the
towers, closely scanning every station I
passed, sure 1 should know that one if
I saw it; but all in vain.

Maud, when appealed to, says she
has no recollection of any such episode;
is sure she never had a nervous attack
on the train; but her memory is much
worse even than mine.

I conld not have dreamed ; that is ab-
surd; one does not dream such things
as the touch of her hand, the sunlight,
and the curls upon her neck.

I have at times thought it might be
one of those sirange experiences of
which there is never any reasonable
material explanation; but then I never
was a fellow given to indulging in
psilohologicsl phenomena.

owever it may be, this I know, that
Cholmondley towers will not have a
mistress until I find my beautiful young
love in the daffodil gown.

Watering Cattle.
[Exchange.]

It has been said that because cattle
sometimes prefer impure water to pure
drinking water no pains shou'd be taken
to sapply them with pure water. The
British Medical Journal explains to
agriculturists that the reason for this
fact is that cattle, when given tank wa-
ter, are not kept properly snpplied with
rock ealt. In their desire for saline
food animals will drink the most im-
pure fluids, and will even eat earth.
The writer thinks it both injndicious
and cruel to deprive cattle of salt, and
thus compel them to seek it in refuse.

Denis Kearney, the ex-sand lot leader,
is keeping a coffee and doughnut stand
on the beach, not far from San Fras-
CiBco.

The Boy of the Empire.

[Archibald Forbes in English Magazine, ]

I have seen Napoleon IIT at the pin-
nacle of his hollow splendor. From
the German picket line on August 2,
1870, I heard the distant cheering on
the Spicherenberg that greetel him
and the lad whom he brought from
Metz to receive that day his “bap-
tism of fire” Again I saw him
on the morning after Sedan as
the broken man—broken in power,
in prestige, in health, in spirits—
sat with DBismarck on the grass

plot in front of the weaver's cot-

tage cn the Donchery road. Next
morning I witnessed his departure into
his Wilhelmshohe captivity. I have
seen him doddering about Brighton,
and strolling under the beech .eesthat
encircle Cluselhurst common. And for
the lgst time of all I saw thadstolid,
care-worn face as it lay on the raised
pillow of the bier in the broad corridor
of Camden place; and when the face
was no more visible I witnessed the
coffin Iaid down in the little chapel
among the Chiselhurst elm trees.

I knew the boy of the empire when
the shackles of the empire had fallen
from his limbs and he was no longer a
buckram creature, but a lively, natural
lad. My acquaintance endurel into
his manhood. When the twilight was
falling on the rolling veldt of Zululand,
and his day’s work in the staff tent was
done, he liked, as it seemed to me, to
gossip with one who knew the other
side of the picture, about the early days
of the Franco-German war—a war that
had wrought at once his ruin and his
emancipation. And finally, po - gal-
lant lad! I saw him dimly through ta:s
the very last of him, as he lay there
dead on the blood-stained sward by the
Ityotyosi river, with a calm, proud
smile on his face, and his body pierced
by countless assegaistabs.

Men have called his death ignoble.
Petty as was the quarrel, wretched as
was the desertion that wrought his fate,
I eall him, rather, happy in the oppor-
tanity of his death. Had he lived,
what of artificiality, what of hollow
nnreality might there not have been in
store for him. As it was, he had moved
in the world a live ghost. Better than
this, surely, to be a dead hero—to end
the Napoleonic serio-comedy with his
young face gallantly to his assailants,
and his life-blood drawn by the cold
steel !

One of Farragut's Men.;
[“Gath's” Interview.)

“One of the best of them was Thorn-
ton Jenkins, who for a good while was
Farragut's chief of staff and fleet cap-
tain. Jenkins, like Farragut, was a
southern man, and was a good deal up-
braided for remaining with the govern-
ment; but he had a simple, dauntless
heart, and neither Farragut nor him-
self cared one cent what they said in the
south about their condnct. Jenkins is
still living at Washingion, and is lame
from a wound that killed snother very
distingnished officer during the war.”

The name of this officer I forgot,
though Mr. Davis told it to me with the
following anecdote :

“This man,"” said he, “was one of the
most wonderful men in Farragut's fleet.
He went among the rebels by the name
of ‘The Black Devil of the Mississippi,’
because, when the government ordered
the vessels at large to be painted lead-
color, he kept his black; and wherever
there was a fight you could see that
black hull going in as if it was the child
of war. One day a shell struck a lot of
cutlasses which were lying on deck,and
one of those cutlasses gave Jenkins the
wound which has lamed him ever since;
and another inflicted a mortal wound
on ‘The Black Devil of the Mississippi,’
who was taken to the hospital, and the
last words that he uttered are still re-
membered in the navy for their sweet-
ness. When a naval officer or com-
mander visits an admiral, and he gets
down in his launch to leave, he is apt
to loiter a minute or two before he says
the last word. Then the word almost
always is: ‘Well, admiral, I guess I'll
shove off.” This man, as he lay dying,
opened his eyes for the last time and
looked around him on the friendly faces
of his associates, and said: Well, 1
guess I'll shove off,’ and then died.”

Enormeas Literary Earainzs,
[Chicago Tribune. ]

Some interesting figures are given in
London Truth of Jan. 3 concerning the
literary earnings of well-known anthors.
ers. Disraeli (the younger) made $150,-
009, Byron $115,000. Lord Macaulay
earned $100,000 on his history, getting
three-fourths of the net profits. Thiers
and Lamartine made similar sums by
their histories. Thackeray never made
more than $25,000 by one novel. Sir
Walter Scott was paid $550,000 for
eleven novels of three volpmes each, and
nine volumes of “Tales of My Land-
lord.” For one novel he received £50,-
000, and between November, 1825, and
June, 1827, he received $130,000 for
literary work. ILord Lytton is said to
have made $400,000 by hi:- novels;
Dickens, it has been computed, ought to
have been making $50,000 a year for
the three years prior to the publication
of “Nicholas Nickleby” and Trollope in
twenty years made $350,000. The fol-
lowing prices were paid for single
works: George Eliot's “Romola,” $50,-
000; Scott’s “ Waverly,” £3,500; Scott's
“Woodstock,” £40,000; Scott's “Life of
Napoleon,” $90,000; Wilkie Collins’
“Armadale,” $25,000; Moore's Lalla
Rookh,” $15,000; Goldsmith’s “Vicar
of Wakefield,” #%300: Gibbon's “De-
cline and Fall,” $50,000; Johnson's
“Rasselss,” #500; Johnson’s “Lives of
the Poets,” $1,500.

The Proper Piroportion.

A writer in The Cincinnati Enquirer
gives the following estimate as the
proper proportion of weight to height
in women: Five feet in height should
weigh 100 pounds; 5 feet 1 inch, 106
pounds; 5 fect 2 inches, 113 pounds; b
feet 3 inches, 119 pounds; 5 feet 4
inches, 130 pounds; b feet 5 inches, 138
pounds;5 feet 6 inches, 144 pounds; 5 feet
7 inches, 150 pounds; b feet 8 inches,
155 pounds; b feet 9 inches, 163 pounds;
5 feet 10 inches, 167 pounds; b feet 11
inches, 176 pounds; 6 feet, 180 pounds.

Judge Tcurgee: No nation that for-
gets its songs will long keep its national
life intact. 'When Americans cease
singing their own songs they are ceas-
ing to live their own life.

GOATS, CAMELS AND BEES.

Experiences of an American Farmer
Who Has a Ranch in Russia,
[New York Sun.]

“A camel can carry a ton.”

Robert Eldridge, of Cincinnati, who
has just returned from Russia, where
he has been rearing goats and camels,
says he has seen good pack camels carry
more than a ton on their backs, but a
ton is considered a fair burden.

“Are there many camels reared in
Russia?”.

“The industry is not important in a
commercial point of view. I have been
engaged at it for four years. I have
figured that there are 25,000 eamels in
the Kuldscha and Erivan districts; the
Kalmucks have about 20,000, and the
Khirgese not far from 180,000. Camels
are bred for their labor principally, but
also for their hair and milk. A camel
will shear from from eighteen totwenty-
two pounds of hair. This is worth in
the open market about $2.50 a pood.”

“You also raised goats ?”

“Yes, I had about 800 on my ranch
when T left. There are over 1,500,000
goats in European Russia. The in-
dustry is the most important in the
mountainous portions of the Caucasus.
The Angora and Cashmere breeds are
bred in some of the governments for
their milk, meat, and hair. In 1880
the export of goat down amounted to
$38,000, while the coarser qgualities of
hair about doubled it. The largest ex-
port was in 1876, when it reached £400,-
000 for down and coarse hair combined.”

“What do you know of bes culture in
Russia ?”

“In Little Russia and Lithunia, the
great linden forests render bee-keeping
very profitable. The finest honey 1
ever saw is produced in Kovno. ‘The
largest quantities come from the gov-
ernments of Yekaterinoslav and Pollova.
There are over 450,000 hives in those
two districts. Kaluga produces annu-
ally about 1,760 poods of honey and
3,000 poods of wax. A pood contains
abont thir' r-six pounds. The annual
production in the Don Cossack country
amounts to £50,000 in round numbers,

“In Volhynia and Bessarabia the
combined yield of honeyreaches a value
of nearly $200,000 a year. The annual
yield of the whole empire is not far
from $4,000,000, or about 18,000 tons.
To this must be added nearly 5,000
tons of wax, worth $2,000,000. This is
about all consumed in Russia, the ex-
ports being very small.”

Australinn Nomeneciature.
[Cor. Philadelphia Times. ]

This way the Australians have of
calling things by inappropriate names
is inconvenient. Their “bear” is mo
bear, their “whiting” (fish) is no whit-
ing, their “cherry” is no cherry, their
“flying-fox” only a big bat. It used to
be proverbially reported that “Aus-
tralia is a placé where the oysters grow
on trees, the fences are made of ma-
hogany, and cherries grow with their
stones outside.” Thereis no real ma-
hogany in the country, so far as I can
learn, except it has been imported; the
so-called cherry is a kind of cypress,
and the nly truth about the oyster is
that about some harbor oysters cover-
ing everything close to the water, in-
cluding occasionally the roots and
fallen trunks of trees. (Miserable lit-
tle bits of oysters, of which it would
take a dozen to fill a tablespoon.) More
wonderful is the little “hand-fish,”
which climbs up on the beach sand,
props itself on its fin-hands, and looks
at one pertly as n sparrow.

The “Tasmanian devil” is a good
deal of a humbug, too. At Auckland
I heard him described as fierce, un-
tameable, dangerous; at Sydney- (his
bones only are found in New South
Wales) he was fierce, but not often
met with in Tasmania; at Melbourne
he sank to “an ugly little beast;” in
Tasmania it is discovered that the poor
little nocturnal creature is rare and
timid. There is one creature of whose
alleged habits I had heard with some
skepticism—the ground parrot of New
Zealand. Oningury I foand the worst
reports about it confirmel. This par-
rot builds its nest on the ground and,
since the introdunction of sheep, has
been building it chiefly of wool. To
obtain this it perches on the sheep’s
back. For some time the worst that
was feared from this parrot was such
thefts of the golden fleece, but for some
years now it has taken to tearing
through the sheep's back and
dragging out the liver, which it
devonrs. It has become a pest
in New Zealaud since this rapid
evolution in English civilization. Itis
a large parrot, but I do not think it
pretty; its breast is the color of iron
rust.

A Remarkable Time Piece.
[Texas Siftings.]

“I wouldn't take $100 for
watch.”

“Family relie, I suppose ?”

“Not a bit of it. I'll tell you why
that watch is so valuable. You see, it
never keeps the correct time.”

“I wouldn't have it as a precious gift.”

“Maybe you wouldn't, but I wounld.
You see, I am a traveling man. I'm
traveling here in Texas all the time
where the railroads never arrive on
count. Now, if I had a watch that
kept correct time I'd be left half the
time, but thanks to this wateh, I'm
more liable to cateh the train than I
would be if T had half a dozen watches
that could be relied on.”

Something to Be Ashamed Of.
[Rev. E. D. Towle.]

Who doubts that calamities would be
reduced one-half if the managers of all
corporations considered a man more
precions than gold—saw oftener the
almighty value in him, instead of the
almighty dollar? I am ashamed of my-
self. When a ship goes down I get the
number of cabin passengers, accurately
—the number of steerage slips my
mind. If there are no cabin passengers
—only steerage—I feel relieved. And
I do not make confession for myself
alone.

A Ceostly Undertaking.

Rear Admiral Ammen says that the
Panama ecanal will cost $300,000,000 in-
stead of £100,000,000, as estimated ; and
that when finished it will constantly re-
guire the most formidable and e~ en-
sive repairs. The earth of the isthmus,
it seems, is without the requisite prop-
erties of firmness and stability.

that
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The Reward for Capturing a White
Elephant.
[Cincinnati Enguirer.]

When a native discovers one of
these creatures he is made for life.
The act of securing it mak.s him a
mandarin at once, insures him all
:;‘a;ion for the remainder of hus life,

ides receiving from the king a purse
of $1,000 and ggifts innumersble. In
short, he’s fixed for life; consequently
the natives are conti on the alert
for the spotted brutes. When one is
secured the news of the ure is
immediately forwarded to king,
and a posse of nobles with gifts and
robes are at once dispatc to the
scene of the ture. The ropes
that the ecaptors have used in bind-
ing the royal victim are replaced by
stont cords of scarlet silk. darins
attend to the slightest wants of
the animal. Rich feather fans with
gilt handles keep the insects from it
during the day, while a silk em-
broidered musquito netis provided at
night.

To remove it to the capital a boat is

especially built for the purpose, and a
canopy erected over it of the greatest
magnificence, bedecked and ornamented
as are the king’s palaces. Silk dra-
peries, heavy with gold and silver, in-
close the royal prisoner, and in this
state he floats down the river, receiving
the acclamations of the populace. When
near the city it lands, and the king and
his court come out to meet it and esocors
it to the city, and there a place has been
built for it within the royal palace
grounds. The house is generally a huge
shed with a golden roof decorated with
great richness. The sides are skillfully
painted so as to resemble the woods.
This is supposed to make the elephant
more contented with his lot, imbuing
him with the idea that he is still among
his native forests.
_ Alarge tract of land without the city
1 now set apart for his country place,
selected from the richest land the king-
dom affcrds. A cabinet of ministers is
appointed, and a large retinue of other
noblemen to attend to its wants. The
priest of the king is ordered to attend
to its epiritual welfare and the king’s
physician to its spiritual neads. Gold
and silver dishes are supplied to feed it
from, w«nd every want attended to as
becomes one of the royal family. The
city devotes three days to festivities,
and the rich mandarins make it rare
presents. One on record was agold
vase that weighed 480 ounces.

A Knife for the Witches,
[Atlanta Constitution. ]

A policeman was searching & negro
house in Campbell’s block yesterday,
and turning over a pillow on the bed
found a caseknife under it. -

“What is this knife here for?” he
asked, sternly.

“Gimme dat!” excitedly shouted the
negro woman, who was in the room.
“Dat’s mine!”

" What is it under here for,”
officer.

“Ter keep witches from riden’ me.”
ae What!”

“Yesusr; 'cepin’I has dat knife under
my head de witches ride me all night.
I hear folks say if you put s sifter on
de foot er de bed de witches can't
ride yer; but I tried dat—sifter don't
stop no witch. It takes a sharp knife
under yer head ter keep de witches off.
If knife ain’t sharp, old witch light on
yer and she ride yer. If kni#e is sh.n]i
she ean’t light on yer. Sometimes
lay and I hear old witch come in de
winder. She go zing, zing, zip! but
she can’t light on me, cause I got de
knife nnder my head.”

The officer was taken back, but began
to understand the situation when the
woman showed him that all the beds in
the house were supplied with knives to
keep the old witch offi The woman
said the white folks told her the “old
wifch” was the nightmare, when her
blood did not eirculate; but the eolored
people did not believe that, but thought
they were ridden in their sleep by sn
old witch. An inguiry developed the
fact that the superstition exists to a
very considerable extent among negroes.

asked the

Forest Destruction.
{Chicago Current.]

The Northwestern Lumberman vig-
orously defends the operators in the
Inmber business from the charge that
they are reckless tree destroyers, with
cruel and relentless vigor cuttipg from
the ground every tree, and shrub, and
bush, with the one unswerving purpose
of accomplishing desolation, producing
rainless areas and annual floods. Itis
well to haye the lumberman’s side
stated, for no doubt far too many
crimes of tree slaughter have been
charged to him. His defense is that
operators only select merchantable
lumber. Trees are not hacked down
indiscriminately; underbrush is not
torn up by the roots, and trees and
brush heaps are always left, in sufficient
quantity, to woo and retain a bountiful
su,;ply of needed moisture.

he Lmmberman suggests, too, that
_our rivers, long before the axman be-
gan his werk upon primeval forests,
overflowed their banks »r tedly, as
the Indians and early aett[era testify.
There is much force in this defense.
In Minnesosa, when the pine trees are
cleared away, a thick growth of serub
oak comes up mysteriounsly, so that
nature supplies a remedy there, at least,
In Maine the young pines are not de-
stroyed. In many localities, however,
no other growth takes the place of
the destroyed forest, and desolation
follows. Persia furnishes a notable in-
stance of the sterile sequence of reck-
less forest destruetion.

The Hardest Fight.
: [Youth’s Companion. ]

The hardest fight awaiting any man
is, as the Russians call it, to “go back of
his jaw,” to conquer the legacy of hu-
Tvery boy oughh to/be Tiavsbr emoug

very oug’ enoug
to read his own face as a title-page to
these tendencies. Every mother ought
to be able to define to her boy this
work which lies before him, and to
show him where to begin. The harder
the struggle the more ¢ ble he will
be to other boys whose task is heavier.

Arabi Pasha, whoisnovl.n’.dp_in
Cey.on, receives an

of £50 .
th the English government.
Madame Avabi is not with her husband,

as she prefera to live in Egpyt.




