Uue door soutipynf Masond

Sugle Copy,

Single Uupy, six

One Column, one year

VOL. 111.
THE ENTERPRISE.

A LOCAL NEWSPATPER

Four THI

Farvmer, Business Man nnd Faually Clscie

ISSUTERD EVERY TH1

HEbry)

FPRANEKE S. DEMEITTT. |

|
PROVRIETOR AND PUBLISERER

Oftielal Paper for Cl_:lt_:immn.. Couaty.

Office: In Enterprise Znilding,
Building, Muain a3 S L0
- - —
Terrntd of Sulweriplion :
e yoar, in advance £ 00
wonths, in sdvanee, . ... 1 30

Ferms of Adyertising -

Vesusleut sdvertisements, inolnding all legui

gotices, per squsre of twelve lines, one
wrek. .. TS e vl AR
Fur esch sabscquent Lnge sticn 100

Hall Column, one year TR
gnarter Columy, one yeat L #0000 |
Business Cand, Mic square, ¢ae jen 12 00 i

SOCIETY NOTICES.
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BUSINESS CARDS.

"V liking,
as the day was long; he drove a hearse

DEVOTED TO NEWS, LITERATURE, AND THE BEST INTERESTS OF ORE

TIELE VOYAGE TO COME,
Frug Orp Sarrnon 70 His Wirz
When in my vouth 1 ssiled the ses,
My love was linked to thine;

i thought of thee when waves ran free
I knew thy heart wias mine,

vl whien iy ship to our own shore
Caone back 1rom rers wild,

“Uwas tlhiou, whose gr ng shous Lelore
“Vwas thou who fairest smiled

ia

No longer o'er earth’s flormy dea
1 sail as when a boy:

irlil nge to home endeareth me,
And perished Is youth's joy

Dut thou art still beside ma, luve
and thon arl sea and sky ;

I'ie shadows grow eround ua, lovs,
And wintry things must die,

DBut high aleft on God’s bright sea
Onr sbip shall monut with pride,
Aid fair onr voyage shall ever be
With true love side by slde.
- -
THE DREAMS OF YOUymn.
¥, BAYILE BERNARD,
We hiad onr dresins when we were youny
Of what we thonght the world miust be,
Of Justice ever conquering wrong,

Aund love assusging misery.
Ve huilt up this bright world of ours
Of golden hines s Jopdly forms,

A clitldren fashion 11118 and towers,
In gorgeous clonds that cover stornis

We wore decoalved, b it, sints r, dewr,

Were we the worse for such o truth »
sacause we found no human sphera

Conld span the golden world of Youth ¢
Had we been happier, had our trust

Bren gradged to buman powers and aips,
And man divine been viowed as dust,

Thst bents not with fimmorts] fAames »

Nar, no, De sare the best belief
Is always wise when least repatd
It is not an uncheering grief
That sighs for all that heaven Las mwade
Dream on—if dreams preserve the bonds
Of man to man, nor think it vain,
The worse to whom your heart responds,
Your heart yuny win—1to love sgain

THE GHOST.

“Well, I believe your honor heard
we tell long ago how my father left the

army, and the way that he took to an-

other line of life that was more to his
And so it was, he was happy

for Mr. Callagan, of Cork, for many
years, and a pleasant place it was; for
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Fromwptly flled i

' himself rightly bnried it my

| burning their

ve see, my father was a eute man, and
knew something of the world: and
thongh he was a droll devil, and conld
sing a funny song when he was among

{
|
1
|
|
|
|

" OREGON CITY,

‘av it wasn’t to me? give Molly Kinshela |

alock of that bacon. Tim, it'sa cowld
morning; will ye have a taste of the
‘dew?™

““Ab, that'sthe way he'd spake to them;
but sure goodness 13 no warrant for liy-
ing, any more than devilment; and so
he got cowld in his feet at a station, and
he rode home in the heavy snow with-

| out his big coat—fer he gave it away to

ablind man on the road—and in three
days he was d-ad.

*“I see you're getting impatient;so I'll
not stop to say what grief was in the
parish when it was known; but troth

 there was never seen the like before:
| not a crayture would lifta spade for two

|

days, and there was more whisky sold in
that time than at the whole Spring fair.

! Well, on the third day, the fnneral set
out, and never was the equal of it in

them parts; first, there was my father,

GON,

ORE

THURSDAY,

gan dealing out asif there was a part-
ner forninst him.

“When my father used to get this far
in the story he became very much coun-
fused. He says, that once or twice he
mistook the liquor. and took a pull at
the bottle of potteen instead of the
punch; and the last thing he remem-
bers was asking poor Father Dwyer if
he would draw near to the fire, and not
be lying there near the door.

*“With that he slipped down on the
ground and fell fast asleep. How long
he lay that way he could never tell.
When he awoke and looked up his hair
nearly stood on end with fright. What
do you think he seen forninst him, sit-
ting at the other side of the fire, but
Father Dwyer himself There he was,
divil a lie in if, wrapped up in one of
the mourning cloaks, trying to warm

he came specially from Cork with the | his hands at the fire.

six horsesall innew black, and plumes

‘**Salre hoc nomine patri!” said my

| like little poplar trees; then came Fath- father; ‘av it's your ghost, Goil pre-

er Dwyer, followed by the two coadju-
tors in beantiful surplices, walking
bare-headed, with the little boys of the

| priory school.”

“Well, Mike, I'm sure it_was very

 fine; but for heaven's sake spare me all
these deseriptions, and get on to the
| ghost.”

|

{
|

““Faith, your honor's in a great hurry
for the ghost; maybe you won't like
him when ye have him, but I'll go fas-
ter if you please. Well, Father Dwyer,
ye see, was born at Aghan-lish, of an
onld family, and he left it in his will
thathe was to be buried in the family
vault; and as Aghan-lish was eighteen
miles up the mountains, it was getting
late when they drew near. By that
time the great procession was all broke
up and gone Lome. The coadjutors
stopped to dine at the ‘Blue Bellows'
at the cross-roads; the little boys took
to pelting snow-balls; fhere was a fight
or two onthe way besides; aud, in fact,
except an onld deaf fellow that my fath-
er took to mind the horses, he was quite
nlone. Not that he minded that same;
for when the crowd was gone my father
began to sing a droll song, and tould the
deaf chap that it was a lamentation. At

| last they came in sight of Aghan-lish.

the boys, nosooner had he the big black |

cloakk on him, and the weepers, and he
seated on the high box with the six
iong-tailed blacks before him, you'd

really think it was his own mother was |
inside, he looked so melancholy and

wisernble. The sexton and grave-dig-
ger was nothing to my father; and he
had a look about his eye, to be sure
there was reason for it, that youn'd think
be was up all night erving; though it's
little indulgence he tecok that way.

“Well. of all Mr. Callaghan's men,
there was none g0 great a favorite as my
father: the neizchbors were all fond of
him.

"A Ll eravtnre every inch of him,'
the women would say.  *Did ye see his
face at Mrs. Delaney’s funeral?’

*“Prue for youn,' another would re.
mark; *he mistook the road with grief,
and stopped at a shebeen-honse instead
of Kilmurry church.’

that it was principally among the farm-
ers and the country people my father
was liked so mueh. The great people
and the guality—1I ax your pardon—bnt
sure isn't it true, Mister Charles, they
don’t fret so much after their fathers

and brothiers, and they care little who's |

driving them, whether it was a decent

It wasa lomesome, molancholy-looking
place, with nothing near it except two
or three ould
slated house with one window, where
the sexton lived, and even that same

| was shut up, and a padlock on the door.
| Well, my father

was not over much

sarve me !’

*“*(Good evening t'ye, Mr. Free,’ said
| the ghost; ‘and av I might be buold,
| what's in the jug?—for ye sece my father

had it nnder his arm fast, and never let
| it go when he was asleep.
| “Pater noster qui es in——potteen,
{ sir,” said wy father, for the ghost didn’'t
| look pleased at my father talking Latin.

“*Ye might have the politeness to ax

if one bhad a mouth on him,’ then says
the ghost.

““*Sure, I didn't think the like of yon

wonld taste sperits.’

“‘Try me," said the ghost; and with |

that he filled a out a glass, and tossed it
off like a Christian.

“ ‘Beamish! says the ghost, smuacking
his lips.

“‘The same,’ says my father; ‘and
sure what's happened you has not =poilt
yonr taste.’

“‘If you'd mix a little Liot," says the |

ghost, ‘I'm thinking it would be better;
! the night is mighty sevare.’
““* *Any thing that your reverence

| pleases,’” says my father, as he began to

blow up a good fire to boil the water.

“‘I'm convanient,” said he, and he-l

NOVEMBER 8, 1877.

Color in House Farnishing.

From a recent lecture on “‘Industrial
Arts,” by Charles L. Eastlake, we take
the following paragraph: While onthe
subject of celor. I cannot help sayving
that the mora I stundy its effect and
value, whether in pietorial or decorative
art, the more convinced I am that its
application will be found more harmo-
nious in instances where one deminant
hue is found to which all others are
suabordinate. You have all heard of
that famous picture, ““Gainsborongh's
Blue Boy,” which is the delight of
every painter and connoisseur. Now
why has this portrait such extraordina-
ry attraction? Chiefly, I venture to
think, because it has this quality of
chromatic unity. Yon recognize it at
once as a blue picture. I don’t mean
that it is all cobalt, or French blue, or
Prussian blue. It may pass from one
to another of these shades. and include
gray, white and green. Yon may get
warmer hues of pink and brown in the
flesh tints and background, by delicate
contrast, but the prevailing tone is defi-
nitely blue.

Well I think that our rooms should
be decorated on this priveiple, not in
the upholsterer's sense of harmony by
covering all his furniture with stuff cut
from the same picce, and by hanging
up cuartains to match, but by making
one¢ color dominant and ringing in a
variety of changes on it. In this way

have settled all this you will find that

vided it be unobtrusive, and does not
interfere with your scheme, will have a

cheerful rather than a discordant effect.
And this principle concerning the deco-
ration of a room may be safely applied,
I think, to all departments of design in
which the element of color is a leading
feature; as for instance, in textile fab-

| ries, paper-hangings and the surface

““ ‘And what news is stirring ?" says |

the ghost.

“‘Devil a word, your revereuce;
your own funeral was the only thing
doing last week; times is bad; except the

““ *And we're quite dead hereabonts,
too,’ says the ghost.

““‘There’s some of us so, anyhow,’
says my father with a sly look. “Taste

| pleased at the look of matters; but as ' that, your reverence.’

he was never hard put to what to do,

*‘Pleasant and refreshing,’ says the

| he managed to get the coflin into the ghost; ‘and now, Mr. Free, what do you

vestry: and then, when he unharnessed
the horses, he sent the deaf fellow with
them down to the village to tell the
priest that the corpse was there, and to
come up early in the morning and per-
form mass. The next thing to do was
to make himself comfortable for the
night, and then he made a roaring fire
on the old hearth—for there was plen-
ty of bog fir there—closed the windows

n little supper Le hronght with him in

| case of need.
1 need say no more, only one thing, |

“Well, yon may think it was melan-
choly enongh to pass the night up there

| alone, with a corpse in an old ruined
| church in the middle of the mountains,

1

respectable man like my father, or a |

chap with a grin on him like a rat-trap? |

And so it happeuned, that my father

| nsed to travel half the county; going

here and there wherever there was trade
stirrine; and, faix, a man didn’t think
father
wasn't there; for ve see he knew all
about it; he comld tell to a guart of
sperits what would be wanting for a

wake: he knew all the good ervers for |

miles aronnd, and I've heard it wasa
beautiful sight to see him standiog on
a hill arranzing a procession, as they
walked into the churchyvard and giving
the word like a captain.

s« ‘('ome on, the .\'h_{f“ now the friends
of the stiff—now the pop’lace.’

“That's what he used to sayv; and,
troth, he was always repeationg it when
Lhe was a little gone in drink—for that's
the time his spirits would rise—and be’d
think he wes burying half Munster.

“And sure it was a real pleasure and
a pride to be buried in them times; for
av it was only a small farmer with a po-
tato garden, my father wonld come

ywn with the black cloak on him, and |
Dl a | other jug stronger than the first, and

three yards of erape behind his hat, and
sot all the children erying and yelling
for half a miie round; and then the way
he'd walk before them with a spade on
hisshonlder, and sticking it down in the
ground, clap his hat on the top of it, to
make it look lige a chief monrner. It
was a beantifal sight!”

“But, Mike, if you indulge much
longer in this flattering recollection of
yonr father, 'm afraid we shall lose
<ight of the ghost entirely.”

**No fear in life, your honor, I'm
coming to him now, Well, it was this
way it happened: In the winter of the

| great frost, abont fortyv-two or forty-
three years ago, the ould priest of Tul-
longhmuray took ill and died; he was
sixty vears priest of the parish, and
mightily beloved by all the people, and
good resson for it; a pleasanter man,
and a more social erayture never lived;
‘twas himself was the life of the whole
country-side. A wedding nor a chris-
tening wasn't luecky av he wasn't there,
sitting at the top of the table, with may-
be his arm ronnd the bride berself, or
the baby on his lap, or a smoking jug

| of punch before him,and as much kind-

ness in his eyes as wonld make the for-
tunes of twenty hypocrites if they had
it among them. And then he was so

! @ood to the poor; the Priory wasalways

full of ould men and ounld women, sit-

the wind howliug about on every side,
and the snow-drift beating against the
walls; but, as the fire burned brightly,
and the little plate of rashers and eggs
smoked temptingly before him, my
father mixed a jug of the strongest
punch, and sat down us happy as a
king. As long as he was eating away,
he had notime to be thinking of uny-
thing else; but, when all wasg done, and
he looked about him. he began to feel
very low and melancholy in his heart,
There was the great black coffin onthree
chairs inone corner;and then the mourn-
ing cloaks that he bhad stuck up against
the windows moved backward and for-
ward like living things; and, outside,
the wild ery of the plover as he flew
past, and the night-owl sittingin a nook
of the old chureh.
ing, anyhow,’ said my father; for this
is a louesome place to be in; and, faix,

Le'll be a eunning fellow that catehes |

me passing the night this way again.’
Now there was one thing that distressed
him most of all; my father nused always
to make fun of the ghosts and

spirits the neighbors would tell of, |

pretending there was no such thing;
and mnow the thought came to him:
‘Maybe they’ll revenge themselves on
mea to-night, when they have me up
here alone; and with that he made an-

tried to remember a few prayers in case
of need: but somehow hismind was not

| too clear, and he said afterwards he was

always mixing up ould songs and toasts
with the prayers, and when he thought
he had just got hold of a beantiful

psalm, it would turn ont to be *Tatter |

Johin Walsh,” or ‘Limping James," or
something like that. The storm, mean-
while, was rising every moment, and
parts of the old abbey were falling, as
the wind shook the ruin; and my fath-
er's sperits,notwithstanding the punch,
were lower than ever,

¢« T made it too weak," said he, ns he
set to work on a new jorum; and troth
this time it was not the fanlt of it, for
it nearly choked him.

«s *Ah! said he now, ‘I knew what it

| wus; this is like the thing; and, Mr.

ing around the big fire in the kitchen, !

so that the cook could hardly get near
it. They were eating their meals and
shins, till they were

speckled like & trout’s back, and gram-
bling a'l the time; but Father Dwyer
liked them, and he would have them.

“ *Where have they to go,

; ne'd say,

|
l

Free, you are beginning to feel easy
and comfortable; pass the jung; vour
very good health anda song. I'm a lit-
tle hoarse, it's true, but if the company
will excuse 3

““And then he began knocking on the
table with his knuckles,as/if there was a
room full of people asking him to sing.
In short, my father was drunk as a fid-
dler; the last brew satisfied him, and he
began roaring away all kinds of droll
songs, and telling all manner of stories,
as if he was at a great party.

“While he was capering this way
about the room, Le knocked down his
bat, and with it a pack of cards he put
into it befoze leaving home, for he was
mighty fond of a game.

“Will ve take a hand, Mr. Free?

down beside the fire

‘I wish it was morn- |

say to a little spoil five, or beggar my

i neighbor?”

*“““What will we play for? says my

‘maybe it's some trick of the devil to
eatelh my soul.’
‘“*A pint of Beamish,’ says the ghost.
“‘Now the whole time the ghost was
dealing the cards, my father never took
his eyes off of him, for he wasn't quite

drink afterwards, he got more at ease, |
| and began the game. !
““How long they played it was never

rightly known; but one thing is sure,

they drank a eruel deal of spirits; threo |
| quart bottles my father brought with |
him were all finished, and by that time l

l

fir-trees, and a small | measles, there's nothing in our parts.''
’ I

| father; for a thought just struck him— |

| influence of the moon itself.

patterns of pottery and china.
ever vou find two or more colors intro-

are puzzled to know which rules, so to
speak, be sure the design is had.

- -

any little bit of contrast introduced pro- |

CON.

r

yellow might lead up to green, silver |
| gray up to purple, and Venitian red up
to brown, but the subordinate tints in |
| in each case should have a certain aflini-
ty to the dominant color, aad when you |

Where- |

DANGER OF SreEgpise 1x Tue Moos- |

riouT.—The evil consequences liable to |

{ result from exposure to a burning sun
| are only too well understood, but it is, |

perhaps, not so generally known that in
many parts of the world, notably in
Indisa, there 1s a strong and very gen-
eral prejudice against sleeping in full
moonshine, as it is snpposed to produce
““moonstroke.”

An old Ttalian resident has recently |
been devoting his attention to the sub- |
| jeet, and comes fo the conelusion that
| any ill effeets arising from sleeping in |
| the moonlight are not dne to any direct

His ex-

| planation of the origin of this prevalent |
with the black cloaks, and wrapping ' asy in his mind at all; but when he saw | belief in tl:ev!mlcfpl qualities of the
two round himself, he sat downto cook ' him turn up trump, and take a strong | Geddess of Night is very rational, and

may be summarized thus:

and any person exposed to such radia- |

tion is sure to be chillel by the rapid
loss of heat. There is reason to believe
paralysis of one side of the face issome-
times likely to occur from chill, as one

his brain was so confused with the lig- | side of the face is more likely to be ex-

nor, and all, he lost—for somehow Le |

never won a game—that he was getting |
I 321, =" . -1 3

i likely to ocenr when the sky is perfectly

very quarrelsome.

“**You have your own luck of it," says |

| he, at last.
**True for you:and, besides, we play
a great deal where I come from.’
*“*I've heard so,"says my father. ‘I

posed to rapid radiation, and- conse-
quently loss of heat.

clear and in full moon.

The whole matter thus comes clear un
this explanation. Prolonged exposure
to cold 1s almost certain to produce
headache, nenralgia, or even paralysis,

lead the knave, sir, spades; ba-l cess to | owing to the retardation of circualation,

it, lost again.’

“Now it was really very listressing;
| mate cause may really have been the
{ chill, which will always be the greater

for, by this time, though they only be-
gan for a pint of Beamish, my father

went on Dbetting {ill he lost the learse :
and all the six horses, mourning cloaks, |

plumes, and everything.
| ““‘Are yon tired, Mr. Free? maybe
you'd like to stop ?'
‘“ *Stop ! faith it's a nice time to stop;
of conrse not.’
“*“Well, what will ye play for now?’
*“The way he said these words bronght
| a trembling all over my father, and his
| blood enrdled in his heart. *Ohb,

murther " says he to himself; ‘it's my | toward making it more healthful, artist- |

sowl he is wanting all the time.’

‘“‘I've mightr little left,” says my
father, looking at him keenly, while he
kept shuflling the cards quick ns light-
ning.

** *Mighty little; no matter, we'll give |
you plenty of time to pay, and, if yon |
; can’t do it, it shall never tronble you

| as long as you live.’
*“Oh, yon murthering devil! says
my father, flying at him with a spade

that he had behind hischair, *I've fonnd | J3ws perpetually broken by an estab- | Lhe ingenuity and perseverance of Jap-

yvon out.’
“With one blow he kuoosked Lim
down; and now a terrible fight began,

for the ghost was very stroug, too; hnt |

my father's blood was up, and he’d have
faced the devil himself then. They
rolled over each other several times, the

broken bottles euntting them to pieces, |

{ and the chairs and tables erashing un-
der them.
bottle thuat lay on the hearth, and
levelled my father to the ground with
one blow. Down he fell, and the bottle
and the whiskey were both dashed into

| the fire.

father as he lay on the floor.

““Och ! it was a cruel sight to see him
next morning, with his cheek ent open,
and his Lands all bloody, lying there
by himself; all tke broken glass, and
the cards all round him. The coffin,

ttoo, was knocked down off the chair:
maybe the ghost had trouble getting
into it. However that was, the faneral

was put off for a‘day, for my father

couldn’t speak: and, as for the sexton,
it wasa queer thing; but when they

! came to call him in the morning he had |
two black eyes and a gash over his ear, |
and he never knew how be got them. It | the front, and arrauged lenglliwise

That was the end of it, for the
ghost disappeared that moment in a
blue flame that nearly set fire to my

At last the ghost took the| g4 whete

and these or similar injuries have been
attributed to the moon, when the proxi-

oa the very clear nights.

-

the philanthropic women of the New
England Woman's Club, recognizing
the wide-spread and rapidly iner asing

mined to make serions inquiry in re-
gard to these diasatisfactions, and to de-
termine what steps could Le taken

| ie and serviceable. They discovered

nnderclothing—for, says Mrs. Woolson,

_ | “‘peace, peace, when there is no peace.”
A clear sky admits of rapid radiation,

The Cuban War. [

WHAT THE PETTY INSURRECTION HAS COST
SPAIN IN BLOOD AND TREASURE —A
TERRIBLE RECORD.

There is a growing sentiment in Spain
that there is something very wrong in
the conduet of the war in Cuba, and
Gen. Salamanea recently made a long
and earnest speech in the national legis-
lature against the further useless ex-
penditure of the resources of the coun-
try and the lives of its soldiers in vain
attempts to put down the insurrection.
A New York Herald correspondent
writes from Bareelona, Spain, on the
subject : The Cuban insurrection has
now lasted nine years. Nine years of
civil war, and war attended with such
barbarities never has the world known
before. Yet such is the ecase with the
‘“‘petty insurrection” begun at Yara in
1868, The whole resounrees of the proud
and haughty mother country, in men
and money, the valor of her soldiers
and the skill of her Generals, have not
yet sufficed to suftfoeate it. When the
bill of costs is footed up it will astonish
the world. From official documents I
learn that the number of soldiers sent
out from Spain to Cuba, between Octo-
tober, 1863, and 1st of June, 1876, was
179,875 ; sent out 1876-7, 25,000, Total,
204 S75—exclusive of Generals, Chiafs
end officers. In two mouths 15000
more will embark.

The average of a soldier's passage has
been £30. 'Thusthese 204 875 men will
have cost 36,146,250 in passage alone.
Besides this there is the cost of those
who have come home when their time
has expired, and the cost to and fro of
the Generals, Chiefs and officers and of
employes.  As to what has been spent
in food, clothing and war munitions, I
have no statisties, and so will not ven-
ture to guess, nor at the pay of the |
army from the highest to the lowest
rank. It mnst, Lhowever, have been
fabulous. Apart from the treasure

poured out, the blood reckoning is also
appalling. I have before me the ofll-
cial list of bajas or casnalties frem 1868 |

R s h ' toJune 1, 1876 : |
| duced in such even proportions that yon |

f
Troops, |

In Hospitals. Chlefs. Officeras |
Of Infirmities, .. I, .« w3 %3877 |
'Of wounds, . . S 42 718
Rilled in the Seld......... 012 a2 1,589
Inutiles, . ... 2 10.672
Tatal . y ol 46,050 |
Not in hospatnle
| Of infirmitive.. ... 14 1403 5.728
Of wounds. . - 150 3,377 '
Total.... . - L83 9,105 |
Twuial in hogpital, 0 syl 46,656 |
Avoregute. .. ..... .20 924 55,771

No official listis obtainable later (han
June 1, 1576,

That there is something wrong is
self-evident, and is confirmed by theab- !
solute ignorance in which the Span-
iards in the Penmnsula are kept as to the
true state of affairs. Every one of the
dozens of governments Spain has had
sinca 1868 has fled from discnssion, in
the Cortes and the press, of the Oaban |
war. All alike have been eries of |

Hundreds of times have I myself heard
Prim, Serrano, Topete. Sagasta, Zo-
rilla, Castellar, and the other men of
the home revolution, declare in the
Cortes that the insurrection was “*‘abont
to end,” was “‘ended,” ete.; oftentimes |

| reading telegrams from Dulee, Cabal-

The ehill is more |

lero de Rodas, Balmaseda, Crespo, Jo-
vellar, and others of the **Generals,”
who, in rapid succession, have held
supreme command in the island to that |
effect. The pnblic, however, could not

reconcile all these boastful assertions |
with the constant demands for mora |
troops and more money, which ever ae- |
companied them, always under the pre- |

| text of covering watural Zajas and ad- |

l
1

| on the subject.

|

|

ministering the ‘“*finishing stroke.” Buat |
a mistaken sense of national pride pre- |
vented much being spoken or written
From 1868 forward, he

_ . who ventured even to hint that Spain |
Dress ReErory.—A few years since might be worsted in the struggle, or

that she was not doing all that she
conld to maintain her supremacy, or
that the war was far from its termina-

dissatisfaction in regard to women's | tion, or that it was prolonged through
dress and the caprices of fashion, deter- | the binnders of ler Generals and the

cupidity of her army contractors, or
of the cliqgue in Madrid and Havana,
who fatten on its continuance, was in-
stantly denounced as a filibuster. The
mere application of the word sufficed

| that the citidal to be attacked was the | to terrify evervbody, and so everybody

tried to prove his “patriotism™ by hold-

| “What are a few ruffles more or less, a | ing his tongue on thedisagreeabls ques-

fitful change in the trifies of finish and
irimming, to the inequalities of tem-

its many forms must inflict. They are
but mint, anise and eummin compared
| with the weighter matters of physical

tion. Governments, Cortes, and peo-
ple alike, buried their heads in the sand

perature, the burdens and the compres- | and became veritable ostriches in the
sions, which onr dress in every one of | great dangers existing beyond the At-

lantie.

- - —

Ruizen BY Jaranese CHear Laison.—

lished and unvarying style of senseless | 80ese workmen have cansed alarm in

nnderwear,
to assail fashion, but to teach hygene,”
nod in order that ot least once a year
i national object lesson may be given,
Mrs. Woolson suggests that at every

wo onght to have & dress department,
| where the best material may be shown,
styles, from a hygenic,
aesthetic, and economic point of view
mav be Jdisenssed.

. 5. 2 -

A RELIGIOUS paper says: ““There wiil
be no issue of this paper next week, as
ull hands desire to attend camp-meeting.
We aim to show by example that we be-
i lieve in attending gatherings of the

vour own moral, job printers,

Frasxxen petticoats should be em-
broidered only in the simplest patterus.
The best material is Shetland wool. as
it wears better than floss or linen thread,
and after once washing, presenis a soft
apfearamw. amalgamating with the flan-
nel.

- -

I~ stockings, all ornamentation is in
upon

was easy enough to know tie ghost did | the foot, extending above the ankle,
it; but my father kept the secret and | Sometimes the stocking is half of one
said he, as he gathered them up and sat | never told it to sny man, woman or | color, and half of another: but we chink

child in them paits."—Chailes Lever
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COURTESY OF BANCROFT LIGRARY,

o aw e En I IT A

‘ this is in bad taste, in fact, is volgar.

=

o _'.,.__-

| quantity

national, State and county exposition

Lord’s people. Work in the job depart- | used
ment will be continned as nsual.” Draw | tarned out.

What then isneeded is not | Some of the manufacturing houses of
Birmingham, where articles for the |

Japan trade are made. A sufficient
ity of these articles is already
made in Japan to canse European houses
in that conntry to disecontinune the im-
portation of them. The impossibility
of competing with Japanese workmen
is explmqefl by a gentleman in Yoko-
hama, writing 1o the Birminghar Post :

| the Japs undersell every labor market
they enter, and outdo every ecivilized
artisan at his own trade. Any one who
sees a Japanese carpenter at work, with
his toes fora vise and his thighs and
stomach for a bench, has seen tools well
and goods equal to FEnropean
Thev will, in fact, become
| formidable on all kinds of Western
| manufactures. The Japanese are al-
ways rea y to learn, and to outvie every-
thing that the West does, and this they
do with less foad, less air, less clothing
| and less comfort thun uny ecivilized
workman.” The writer further states
that he was offired a large order for
Birmingham goods at a price at which
| he wonld lose about ten per cent. ; yet
s factory at Osakua took the order and
made the goode.

**Was his Iife insured?” * Yes."” **For
whose benefit?” *“Why, for the beaefit
of the insurance company, to be sure.”

]

“Frugal as badgers, industrious as bees, |

Literary ¥Feats of Aged Aunthors.

Many authors have produced their
best works late in life, and bave begun
new studies atan age when the majority
long for mental leisare. Izaak Waltou
wrote some of Lis most interesting bi-
ographies in his eighty-fifth year, and
edited a poetical work atninety. Hobba
published his versonof the Odyssey st
eighty-seven, and of the fliad at eigx.ty-
eight. Sir Fraucis Palgrave, nnder an
assumed name, published, at eighty
years*old, a French translation of a
Latin poem.

Isane D'Israeli notes that Socrates
learned to play a musical instrument ia
his old age; that Cato learned Greek st
eighty; that Platarch entered upon the
study of Latin almost as late in life;
that Theophrastus began his Character-
istics at ninety; that Sir Henry Spelman,
a gentleman-farmer until fifty, at that
age began to study law, and became au
eminent jurist and antiquarian; that C'ol-
bert, the distingnished statesman, re-
sumed the study of Latin and of Law
at sixty; that the Marquis de Saint Au-
daire began fo write poetry u® seventy,
“‘verses full of tire, delicacy s1nd sweet-
ness;"” that Chaucer did not tinish his
Canterbury Tales till he Lad reached
sixty-one; that Drydon felt i is powers
sufficiently in their strengi.: at sixty-
eight to plan a complete trausiation of
Homer's [lliad into English verse, al-
though ecireurastances prevented bim
from giving effect to his intentions; and
that Lndovico Monaldeschi wrote his
MMemoirs of his own times at the extraor-
dinary age of one hnndred and fifteen.

Dipping into the literary annals of
different ages and” different countries,
there are not wanting abundant aldi-
tional examples of men continuing their
literary work to an advanced period of
life, or else beginning =2 novo atan age
when most men would prefer to lay
down the pen and let the mind and the
brain rest. Montfancon, the learn.ed
authority on artistic antiquities, contin-
ued his custom’of writing eight hours a

| day wuearly till his death at the age

of eighty-seven. His labors, too,
had been of a very formidable kind, for

he was seventy-nine when he put the °

finishing tonch on his Monumens de la
Monarclhie Francaise, in five folio yol-
umes, aud eighty-five when he publish-
ed the Biblictheca Bibliothecarum, in two
tomes of similar magnitude. John Brit-
ton and John Nichols, artistic and anti-
quarian writers, both continued to drive
the quill until past eighty. Sir Isaac
Newton worked on till his death, in his

| eighty-fourth year, but did not make

scientific discoveries in the later period
of his career. Euler worked on at his
abstruse mathematical writings till past
eighty. William Cowper, although he
wrote few hymns and letters in early
life. did not {ill after fifty begin those
works on which bis fame chiefly rests—
beginning with Truik, and going on‘to
Table Talk, Erpostulation, Error, Hope,
Charity, Conversati.n, Retiremend, The
Task, John Gilpin, and the translation of
Homer. (Gray wrote late and little, de-

' voting seven yvears to polishing and per-

fecting his famous KEl-gy. Alfieri, whe
was taught more French than Italian

' when a boy, studied his native language

sednlously late in life, in order to be
able toread the great Italinn poets, and
wrote his own principal works after-
ward. Goethe gave advice, which is
certainly not followed by the majority
of novelists—namely, not to write nov-
els till past forty; because until then we
have scarcely an adequate knowledge of
the world and of the human heart.
Necker said in his old age: **The era of
threescore and ten is an agreeable age
for writing; your mind has not lost its
vigor, and envy leaves youn in peace.”
This correspondsin substance to a re-
ply given by the hale and hearty old
premier, Lord Palmerston, to a question
‘““When is a man in his prime?" “*At
seventy.”

Tae Discoverer oF Mars' Moons.
Prof. Asaph Hall, the discoverer of tle
moons of Mars, began life, it is said, as
a carpenter and with meagre education.

| He married a school-mistress, and it

was this wise lady whodnduced him to
study higher mathematies, and whu
herself became his instructor. He
rapidly surpassed his gentle teacher, and
at twenty-five became an assistant iu
the Harvard Observatory. Shortly after
the astronomical actively of the Naval

 Observatory in Washington was revived,
in 1861, a number of professors of the

Navy were appointed, and Hall was
given a position as assistant. In 1863 he
was promoted to be a professor. There
he has remained ever since. heartily ap-
preciated by his associates. It was on

- the nightof August 11th that he first saw

' Mars' attendants. Between the 1lth
| and the 16th, when the weather was un-
| favorable for successful observations, hie
' both hoped and feared, but his wife, to
whom alone he communicated his dis-
covery, was enthusiastic and confident.
' While impatiently waiting to confirm
“his discovery, his generous disposition
almost iuduced him to communicate his
' chancesof suceess to his associates, so
that all conld share the honor; but the
 thought of Lis many years of labor with-
ont any “luck,” convinced him that it
would be foolish to throw away his first
really good chance. One hardly knows
what to admire most, Hall's persisteut
and sucecessiul struggle with his uu
trained mind, or his wife’'s brave and
womanly help and inspiration.

Oxeof these excrescences in life, a fo-
male slanderer, went into a neighbor's
house the other wmorning, with her
' tougue loaded with new venom. There
' were several womeh present, and the
slanderer’s eyes glistened in anticipa-
tion. Throwing herself in a <¢hair, she
sighed and said, *‘‘One-half the world
'don’t know how the other half lives.”
' “That ain't your fanlt.” qnietly obsery-

ed one of the company. The slanderer
turned vellow.

I A Micwavkee editor says George
Sand may have died from strong coffes,
but there has been no mortality frowm
that canse at his boarding-house.

¢ A rwo roor rule—keep your feet dry.
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