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Lost in the Wilds,

A Sequel to "“Up the Tapajos.”

By ROLLO ROBBINS, Jr.

CHAPTER 1IV.

As it was indispensable that the pursuers should
keep their presence unknown to the fierce Araras,
the pursuers began moving down stream, until they
reached a bend, where the ferrying place of the
Indians was invisible.

1t was considered important that they should cross
without delay, but, as one of the wild men had taken
the back trail a short time before, there was the
possibility that he might do the same again, and
discover the whites near him.

All unnecessary risk was to be avoided, and the
wise precaution was, therefore, adopted.

The stream was deep, swift, and almost of inky
blackness.

« Here' we'll make our raft,” said Ardara, coming
to a stop close to the water ; ‘‘it won't take us long
to get enough timber together to float us over—

hallo ! "
To his astonishment, the guide at that moment |

discovered a canoe precisely

dara gave no evidence of excitement or agitation,
but advanced steadily across the dark, swift stream,
as though he were seeking the simple exercise it
gave his limbs.

Ned Livingston was idly watching him with the
same admiration he felt before, when he was star-
tled by a rustling just below him, and he caught a
dim glimpse of some moving body.

He turned like a flash and made a most alarming
discovery ; a large, brawny Indian was stealing for-
ward toward the bank, with his gaze fixed upon the
white man in the canoe. The Indian was watching
him so closely that he had failed to observe the
youth, who, it may be said,
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ing the fairest kind of a target for the treacherous
foe. -

The latter halted, when to go any further would
reveal him to his victim, and prepared to shoot the
needle-like weapon into his body.

He carefully reached his right hand over his left
shoulder and drew one of the long arrows from the
bunch tied there. This was pushed into the hollow

reed, grasped in his other hand, and then the In-
dian,
position, pointed the weapon through the bushes at
the man in the canoe.

He was able thus to rest it upon some of the veg-

gathering himself together in a squatting

CHAPTER V.

THE aim of the Arara, with the poisoned arrow,
was better than that of Ned Livingston, with an
American rifle, and yet the wild man failed and the
boy succeeded in hitting his target.

The words of warning were yet in the mouth of
the youth, when Ardara suspected the nature of his
peril, and dropped to the bottom of the canoe, like
the loon, which dodges the bullet of the hunter the
instant he sees the flash.

The guide could not know the point whence the
missile would come, nor had he the time to stop and
inquire. He knew it was aimed at his body, and he
took that body out of its path

was almost at his elbow.

The savage was a frightful
looking creature.  He
naked, except at the loins and
the feet, the latter being co-
vered with a rude kind of
moccasin. His swarthy skin
looked as if it were oiled, and
Ned believed, from the way it
shone, that it was. His hair
was long, kinky, and matted
about his head,
his chin was

was

similar to the one which
the Araras had used a brief
while before. It was lying
close against the bank, well
drawn up, to prevent its being
carried away by the current,
and a long, double paddle lay
within it.

This was a fortunate disco-
very indeed, though it was
alarmingly suggestive to the
pursuers of a dangerous neigh-

borhood, where they were lia-
ble to come in collision with
the ferocious Araras at any
moment,

The boat was so small that,
like the one to which the guide
referred, it would carry only
two of them. As the further
shore appeared to be the more
perilous, Ardara decided to
take Jack Blockley across first,
and then to return for Ned.

A careful scrutiny of the two
banks failed to show anything
amiss, and Jack Blockley step-
ped carefully into the craft and
sank down in the stern. The
boat was made of the bark of
some tree, and was so buoyant
and narrow that the utmost
care was necessary to avoid
turning it over.

Ardara deposited his gun
and bundle in the middle of
the canoe, caught up the pad-
dle, and shot out from the
shore. He managed the boat
with great skill, and speedily
placed Jack on the other bank, at a point nearly
opposite that from which they started.

Ned stood watching his manipulations with no
little admiration, for, beyond question, the Portu-
guese was master of the art of managing such a
delicate craft.

At the moment the guide was on the point of set-
ting out on his return, he stopped and, looking
across to Ned, hurriedly motioned him to step back.
He did not call, but gesticulated with every evidence
of excitement. The youth instantly obeyed, won-
dering what it could all mean, since he had not
seen or heard anything unusual.

He noticed also that Jack Blockley withdrew, so
that he could not be observed, although Ardara re-
mained standing by his canoe, with the long paddle ‘
in his grasp. 1

It was useless to conjecture what it all signified, |
since Ned could do nothing but wait for the expla-
nation. |

A few minutes later the bark structure left thei
other shore, and Keaded toward the bank where Ned
Livingston, seated on the ground, awaited it. Ar-

*“ LOOK OUT, ARDARA !

painted crimson with achote or anatto, and a black,
tattooed streak ran down each side of his repulsive
face. His features were irregular and hideous al-
most beyond description.

Ned Livingston had scarcely time to take in these
characteristics, when he observed that the wild man
carried a long reed in one hand, while a bunch of
arrows was slung over his shoulder. He was one of
the savages who used the poisoned weapons, which
had been so fatal to the rubber-gatherer some days
before.

The action of the Arara showed that he was pre-
paring to launch the terrible missile against the Por-
tuguese, who was rapidly approaching the shore
upon which the savage was concealed.

The foe was only a few rods below Ned, but
somewhat closer to the stream, so that the youth
could watch his movements with little danger of
being detected, unless some noise should lead the
Indian to turn his head.

The position could not have been more favorable
for shooting the Portuguese, who was sitting in the
middle of the canoe, with his chest and fiont offer-

THERE'S AN INDIAN AIMING AT You!”

with a quickness so great that
the eye scarcely could have fol-
lowed it.

At the second of doing S0,
a slight thud was heard. He
raised his head and saw tiny
orifices on corresponding sides
of the canoe; these marked
the track of the poisoned ar-
row, which had gone through
the craft as though the latter
were made of card-board, and
lost itself in the water beyond.

The sharp explosion of Ned
Livingston’s rifle broke the
stillness at the same moment.
The youth fired to kill, for,
dreadful as it was, he felt that
self-protection demanded it ;
but, in his excitement, his aim
was poor and his bullet passed
through the fleshy part of the
wild man’s fore arm.

Unquestionably the twinge
was painful, but the fright of
the recipient was tenfold great-
er. He uttered a shriek, like
that of a wounded tiger, and
sprang straight up in the air,
falling back and rolling over
in a perfect frenzy of terror.

Ned Livingston stood still,
with the smoking gun in his
hand, petrified for. the mo-
ment, and appalled by the be-
lief that he hadactually slain
a human being. He forgot
that the wounded Arara was
likely to prove a far more dan-
gerous foe in his last moments,
or when infuriated by pain,
and the youth made no at-
tempt to withdraw, or reload

etation in front, and
secure the best possi-
ble aim. He made
all these preparations
with a deliberation
which showed he felt
certain no obstacle to his success could intervene.

Ned Livingston was transfixed. It was as if he
were smothering in the grasp of some horrible vision
of sleep. He could not move or speak while the
first part of the dreadful preparations was going on.
He realized the awful horror of the situation and the
frightful death which menaced Ardara, but he was
unable to raise a finger or his voice in his behalf.

But, by a supreme effort of the will, he regained
mastery of himself at the end of a few seconds, and
pointed his gun in turn toward the wild savage, just
as the latter brought the end of the reed to his
mouth for the purpose of blowing the poisoned mis-
sile into the body of the guide, who at that moment
was no more than fifty feet distant.

‘“ Look out, Ardara! there's an Indian aiming
at you!" 2

These were the words which escaped the agonized
Ned Livingston, at the very instant the Arara puffed
out the deadly arrow with incredible force, and the
youth himself pulled the trigger of his rifle.

But the Indian missed his mark, and the boy
didn’t |

his weapon.
But Ardara, the guide, did not forget it. With
almost the same quickness that he dodged the mis-
sile, he rose again, plunged the paddle into the
water, and drove the canoe, like an arrow, toward
the spot whence came the shriek.

The instant the nose struck the bank he leaped
out and made a plunge for the struggling savage.
Nothing could have proven the persenal courage of
the Portuguese more than this. He suspected there
were several savages on the spot, and a most des-
perate encounter was necessary to save the boy.

Catching sight of the dark, writhing body on the
ground, Ardara threw himself upon it with such
violence that it was borne irresistibly backward ;
the long, hollow reed which answered for a gun was
wrenched from his grasp, and the formidable knife,
thrust in the girdle which bound his breech-cloth in
place, was withdrawn before the frantic savage
could resist. He was disarmed and made helpless
in a twinkling.

The sight of the two figures on the ground
brought Ned Livingston to his senses, and he ran
forward to see whether he could give any help to his
friend. He saw at once that Ardara was master
of the sit@iation.

The continued vigor of the Indian proved to the
guide that he could not be severely hurt, but the
sight of blood on his arm explained why he was so
terrified.

‘‘Be quiet, and I will not hurt you ! ” commanded
Ardara, in the lingua of the savage.

The latter made no answer except to struggle
harder, but a minute or two was enough to show
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him his captor was stronger than he, and able to work
his will.

** If you do not keep quiet,” added the Portuguese,
hecoming angry ; *“ I will kill you.”

The threat was accompanied by a gesture with the
knife, which subdued the captive at once. He ceased
his struggles, and, when released by Ardara, rose to his
feet.

** If you try to run away, I will shoot you,” added the
white man, who shoved the knife into his own girdle
and snatched up his gun from the ground,

Still the savage made no answer, and Ned ventured to
suggest that he might not understand the words said to
him,

‘ Yes he does, the rascal,’” replied Ardara ; ** he is sul-
len and furious' because we turned the tables on him.
You can see he is dreadfully frightened.”

Such was the fact; the wound in his fore-arm was
bleeding profusely, and the Indian watched it with a
scared, hapless look, which was almost ludicrous, when
the trifling nature of the hurt is remembered.

**Do you see those berries 2’ suddenly asked Ardara,
pointing to some crimson fruit no larger than cherries,
which grew on a bush a few feet away.

Ned looked at them and nodded, to signify they were
visible.

‘** Gather a handful and crush them between your
hands , nothing is better to bind on a fresh wound.”

The youth lost no time in doing as requested. When
the fruit was mashed, it gave forth a pungent, spicy
smell, not at all unpleasant to the senses. The interior
was filled with innumerable small seeds, which were
easily crushed to a pulpy consistency.

While Ned was thus engaged, Ardara had torn a strip
from his shirt. The poultice was placed on it, and then
he advanced to tie it around the wound. The Araraun-
derstood that his former enemies were now playing the
part of good Samaritans, and he gladly submitted to
their wishes. Ardara fastened the bandage around the
hurt with no little skill. The linen immediately showed
a bright red stain through the cloth, but the flow of
blood almost ceased the next minute.

Everything possible had been done for the hurt, and,
if undisturbed, it would heal in a few days.

The captive now showed, for the first time, some sign
of appreciation of the kindness done him.
fest, from the expression of his countenance, that the
stinging pain had abated very much under the soothing
application. He held his arm partly raised for a full
minute, then slowly lowered it, and, looking at Ardara.
spoke for the first time.

Ardara replied, and turned to the lad. -

** He asked me whether it would kill him ; I told him
no, and he said he thanked me for what I had done.”

** Then the dog has some gratitude after all.”

** He has—just now,’” was the significant answer of the
guide ; ** but there is no telling how long it will last. It
will never do to trust him—hallo !’

The guide turned like a flash toward the stream, for
both he and Ned heard a splash in the water, followed
by the sound of some one forcing his way through the
undergrowti.

The suspicion of both was, that one of their enemies
was advancing upon them, and the guide did not mean
to be caught unprepared.

But to their amazement, Jack Blockley appeared, his
clothing dripping with water.

** Hallo!" he called out ; ** I heerd a gun and a first-
class howl, and seen Ardara put in his best licks with
the canoe, so I made up my mind that an old-fashioned
row had opened, and I must take a hand in it. Nobody
would come after me with a boat, so I just left my pack
on the ground, tied my gun over my back, and swum
over ; but I shouldn’t wonder if I had made a miss of it
after all.”

** There isn't any need of you now,” replied Ardara ;
** unless the Araras come back to attack us.”

While Ned told the sailor what had taken place, the
guide opened a conversation with the prisoner. The
latter was disposed to be sullen at first, but he soon be-
came communicative, and the curious interview lasted
several minutes.

Jack picked up the long, hollow reed, from the ground,
and examined it with great interest. The poisoned ar-
rows, which had also been flung away, were handled
gingerly, but with no less attention. Ned reloaded his
gun, and the two peered, so far as possible, into the sur-
rounding vegetation and out uporn the creek for their
foes, who were likely to turn up at any time.

The other Araras must have heard the report of the
gun and the cry of their wounded comrade. Instead of
hastening away, it seemed likely they would return to
the help of the captured savage, for, although Ardara
had declared that the three Araras had crossed the
stream with Harry Norwood, yet Ned and Jack felt con-
fident that their captive was one of the trio.

How Le had managed to get back so quickly, and
without discovery, was hard to understand, but they
were none the less confident that he was one of them.

If such were the fact, was there not strong ground for.
hoping the other two would be glad to exchange the boy
for the full-grown warrior?

It was mani-

CHAPTER VI

WHEN Ardara had concluded his conversation with
the captive, he turned, laughingly, toward his friends.

** This is a most curious state of affairs. We have
caught a prize.”

* Who is he?

* He is an Arara ; his red chin and tatooed face prove
that,”

** What does he know about the party who have Har-
ry ? '’ asked Ned.

“ He is one of the original three that captured him.
He says he is the one who fired the arrow into the hut,
which killed the rubber-gatherer, but I doubt that.”

** I did not notice that they were ornamented like this
fellow,” remarked Ned.

** Several of them were, but some were not, though
I'm convinced they all belonged to the Arara tribe.””

** Then he is one of those who ran off with Harry?”
repeated Ned, forgetting that the question had been
answered a few minutes before.

* He'is.”

* That "ere leaves only two of ’ém running the boy,”
suzeested Jack Blockley,

** Such is the fact, of course ”

* And, as we have one of their men, and they have
the boy, why not arrange an exchange ? "’ asked Ned.

** This fellow, who calls himself Oogrooh, has made
the proposition,”

“ You told him we would be only too glad to do it, of
course ?

* No ; I did not, for it won't do to show too much anx-
iety, I'm satisfied that they would be anxious, if they
thought they tould get their comrade in no other way ;
but there is more than one obstacle. They mistrust us,
and do not believe we will keep our part of the agree-
ment.”

* We can convince them by our acts, that they are
mistaken.”

** There can be no question as to that; but what are
we to do concerning #%4en:, when I know they are among
the most treacherous Indians in all South America?
¥ % Then it wouldn't'do to trust 'em,” was the sensible
comment of Jack Blockley.

* How shall we avoid it 2"

* Aye, that’s the point, as I can well see.”

It was a more serious question than would have been
sapposed, since it is almost an impossibility to arrange
the exchange, or ransom of a prisoner without trusting
to the honor of the opposing parties.

“ What is his proposition? ”’ inquired Ned.

* He says that if I will let him go back to his friends,
he will bring the boy to me without delay.”

** Suppose you should give permission, what would be
the result ?”’

* T have no more belief he would ever be seen again,
or that he would allow the lad to come, than I have that
a wounded jaguar would come back and cringe at our
feet.”

** Then I wouldn’t try the plan.”

I don’t propose to, but,” added Ardara, with anima-
tion ; ** we must hit upon some scheme.”

** How was it he got back to this side of the stream
without our seeing him?

“ He did not cross; there's where I was mistaken.
Although I was sure he went over, yet he remained on
this side all the'while.”

** Why did he do that? 7’

‘* He says the Araras formed a suspicion that we were
following them (though I don’t understand what cause
they had for doing so), and he stayed on this shore to
find out. His intention was to kill me, and then signal
to his corirades to attack Jack, whom I had placed on
the other side.”

4 But what about mze 2°*

“Strange as it may seem, he had no suspicion that you
were in the party, though I cannot understand why he
failed to detect you before you discovered him. Heand
his friends thought there were only two who were track-
ing them.”

**What did they propose to do with Harry ? " asked
Ned Livingston, with a tremulous voice.

** He tells me their intention was to hold him a pris-
oner all his lifc, among their people. After they once
got into their own country, they didn't believe it pos-
sible for any company of men, no matter how strong, to
follow and rescue him; nor did they fear he would ever
be able to escape himself, and I quite agree with them
in their conclusion.”

*“ But suppose we had pressed them so close that they
saw they could not get away with Harry?”

*“ It is useless to ask Zka? question ; they would have
killed him without an instant’s hesitation.”’

““ Then, if we had not captured #k7s warrior, we would
have found ours¢lves in a pretty bad shape 2"’

** There can be no doubt about that. But I presume
everything is understood, and it is hardly worth
while to talk about it now. I consider the first impor-
tant step is, to place ourselves on_the other side of the
stream.”

Such being the conclusion, it remained to decide how
it was to be done.

Had the boat been a little larger, so as to carry three,
Jack Blockley would have proposed that the others
should take it while he swam, but that would not have
helf;ed matters.

It was finally agreed that Ardara should first ferry the
sailor over, then return for Oogrooh, the Arara, and,
lastly, transport Ned Livingston to the otherside. This,
it will be seen, would leave the lad and the captive alone
for a short time, on one shore. But there was no way of
avoiding it, since the captive would have to be guarded
on each side, and there was likely to be less danger
where they then stood, than where the other two sav-
ages were known to be.

** You will not forget one thing,” said Ardara. when
about to shove off with Jack;* tnis Indian belongs to
one of the most villainous and degraded tribes in South
America.”

** There is no danger of my forgetting it.”

‘** Keep your eye on him, and don’t allow him to come
too close, or he will spring on you like a wounded
jaguar.”

Ned repeated his assurance that he would not give
him the least ** lee way,” and Ardara pushed out into
the stream, the sailor being seated near the bow.

There was fear of being fired upon from the other side,
but the risk was unavoidable, and the brave guide did
not hesitate when the start was once n.ade.

QOogrooh, as he was called, seated himself on the
ground, so far back from the water that he could not be
seen from the other shore, and seemed patiently to wait
for the return of his captor. His knife, reed, and pois-
oned arrows had been removed, so that he possessed no
weapons except such as nature gave him.

As he sat, his knees were drawn up close to his chin,
his feet being near his body, while his arms, in a loose
way, were clasped around his knees. His whole atten-
tion seemed to be centered on the bandage which covered
his injured arm. -

Ned Livingston was seated probably twelve feet dis-
tant, in an easy attitude, with his gun resting in such
position that he could raise and fire it on a second’s no-
tice.

** Mr. Oogrooh,” he said to himself ; * your intentions
may be honorable, but I don’t mean to trust you. You
are as near as I want you, and I don’t propose to take

any nonsense."”
(Z0 be continued.)
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THE SECRET OUT.

NOTHING is more commendable, in this age of pro-
gress and invention, than to try and keep abreast of the
times, and understand all mysteries and all knowledge.
Such a spirit was that which influenced an Evansville
(Ind.) negro to make some inquiries of an electrician,
and behold how he was rewarded !

A colored gentleman, who, from his domesticated ap-
pearance might be regarded as a member in good stand-
ing in the Lime Kiln Club, walked timidly into the
electric light station a few evenings since, and, after_his
surroundings had been courteously taken in, timidly
ventured to ask :

** Boss, would you please, sah, tell me what makes dat
light?”

**Yes, uncle ; that light is produced by electricity.”

* What is dat, boss ? "’

* What? Electricity you mean? "

“*Yes sah.”

“ Electricity, according to the modern theory of the
conservation and correlation of forces, is a mode of mo-
tion of the molecules of matter.”

* Yes, sah.”

The old gentleman seemed paralyzed with amazement,
and assuming a still humbler attitude, asked :

** Boss, what makes dat light git brighter sometimes ?"’

*The gravitation of the upper carbon, retarded by
magnetic influence.”

** Dat’s what I thought made it do dat way ; now, how
does you squirt de kerosene through de wires?’

_** That is not kerosene ; it is the manifestation of fric-
tion that is offered by the resistance of an imperfect con-
ductor to a highly excited electric condition of the metal

in the apparatus, caused by the molecular disturbance |

”

induced by motion and magnetism.

The old gentleman wore a broke-up expression, and,
after collecting his scattered thoughts, he wiped the per-
spiration off the end of his nose, and, completely sub-
dued, asked if he could have a drink of water. After re-
freshing himself and thanking his informant, he was
heard to remark in passing out :

** Dey hain’t none of dese niggahs knowshow de white

folks makes dat light but me. Hey! Hey! Yow!”

FRANKLIN'S RECIPE FOR A LIGHTNING ROD.

IT is not yet 150 years since the lightning was caught
and tamed and trained for man’s use, so that, instead of
being simply a destroyer, it is man’s most useful servant,
Many consider the terrible cyclones of the West as cer-
tain forms of electrical manifestation. If so, some means
may yet be discovered to ward off those terrible scourges
before which the puny strength of man is now so power-
less. It would be hardly less wonderful than the fol-
lowing announcement, in its day, which appeared in
** Poor Richard's Almanac” for 1753, printed by Benja-
min Franklin :

HOW TO SECURE HOUSES, ETC., FROM LIGHTNING.

It has pleased God in his Goodness to Mankind, at
length to discover to ithem the Means of securing their
Habitations and other Buildings from Mischief by Thun-
der and Lightning.

The Method is this: Provide a small Iron Rod (it may
be made of the Rod-iron used by the Nailers), but of
such a length, that one End being three or four Feet in
the moist Ground, the other may be six or eight Feet
above the highest part of the Building.

To the upper End of the Rod fasten about a foot of
Brass Wire, the size of a common Knitting-needle,
Sharpened to a fine Point ; the Rod may be secured to
the House by a few small Staples.

1f the House or Barn be long, there may be a rod and
Point at each end, and a middling Wire along theRidge
from one to the other.

A House thus furnished will not be damaged by Light-
ning, it being attracted by the Points, and passing thro’
the Metal into the Ground without hurting any Thing.

Vessels also having a sharp pointed Rod fix'd on the
top of their Masts, with a Wire from the Foot of the Rod
reaching down, round one of the Shrouds, to the Water,
will not be hurt by Lightning.

—_—tr —————
LIVING AND DYEING.

A GREAT many puns have been perpetrated upon the
word Zo dye, such as the saying that barbers ** curl up
and dye,” etc., but the wittiest use' to which we ever
knew the word to be applied, in its double sense, is given
by the New York News in an anecdote of Col. W. B.
Snowhook, an Irish lawyer in Chicago.

Col. Snowhook, though of advanced years, never
showed gray hair, nor confessed to being an old man.

Some years ago, Mr. Chas. McDonnell, an old lawyer,
was counsel in a case of trial in which Col. Snowhook
was counsel on the other side. In the closing argu-
ments, before giving the case to the jury, Col. Snow-
hook spoke :

** Your honor and gentlemen of the jury’said the
Colonel, ** I am surprised that the counsel on the other
side, whose gray hairs indicate his age, and ought to in-
dicate his wisdom, should make the statement he has
made,” and then proceeded with his argument.

Mr. McDonnell followed: ** Your honor and gentle-
men of the jury,” he said;*' I adknowledge the refer-
ence of the counsel on the other side to my gray hairs.
My hair is gray, and will be as long as I live. The hair
of that gentleman is black, and will continue to be black
as long as he dyes.”

— e

FORTY APOSTLES.

THosE men who are ambitious to out-do everyone else,
sometimes make curious blunders. It is said that when
Salmi Morse was preparing to present the Passion Play
at New York, John Stetson came to make arrangements
for producing it in Boston. He sat down and made Morse
give him what he called the © plot of the play.

“Well,” said Morse ; *‘ there is the massacre of the
innccents, where we have a number of infants on the
stage.”

“ How many will you have in New York ? "’

** About fifteen.”

‘' We'll have twenty, then, in Boston.”

** Then there is the scene at the boat

“ How many boats?”’

* One.”

* We'll have two, then, in Boston.”

** Then there is the scene of the Last Night, when the
Apostles

** How many Apostles will you have? "

o s p " . 7

Twelve Apostles,”” said Morse.

**We'll have Forty Apostles, then, in Boston !

— e — —
SELF-BETRAYED.

It has often been remarked in jest that nobody can
find a man in certain States of the West who does not
rejoice in some military title. A story is now going the
rounds that the Governor of Arkansas a short time since
offered a reward of $200 to any native adult male who is
neither judge, colonel, major, or captain. The next day
a plain, unassuming man called upon the governor and
said :

**T have the honor, sir, to claim the reward you
offered for a man who is neither a judge, colonel, major,
nor captain. I am neither of these.”

“I am glad to meet you, sir,” said the governor.
** Just sit down a moment until I attend to a little mat-
ter of business.”

The man took aseat, and the governor went into an
adjoining room, and, after a moment, called :

** Colonel !

** Yes, sir,”” said the gentleman, arising.

* That's all right,”” remarked the governor. ‘‘ Porter,
please show the military gentleman to the door, and
admit the next man.”

CONVINCING A JURY.

NonE know better than the lawyers that a jury is of-
ten more affected by eloguence than evidence. The
celebrated criminal pleader, Rufus Choate, owed his
astonishing successes to recognizing this principle and
acting upon it. He is said to have talked for hours to a
single juror, in whose eye he saw a trace of opposition,
but when at last, carried beyond his sober reason by the
fiery orator’s appeal, the grim visage of the juror soft-
ened, the wily lawyer closed his argument and won his
case.

The Brooklyn Eagle relates an incident in which
Justice did not seem quite so blind as she is represented
by the poets :

A distinguished company of lawyers sat in the Su-
preme Court-room talking of old times. Among them
was Colonel Charles S. Spencer. He was in his usual
happy vein,  nd told a new story.

** I'was retained,” said he, ** by an ex-soldier of the
war to sue for the recovery of some $1.800, which he had
loaned to a friend. The late Edwin James was counsel
for the defendant. 1 went to work zealously for my
client. James cross-examined the plaintiff in his usual
forcible way. 2

** You loaned him $1,800 2’ Mr. James asked.

¢+ 1 did, sir,” was the reply.

¢ It was your own money ?’ continued Mr. James.

** It was, sir,’ my client responded.

“*When did vou lend him the money ?" was the riext
question.

**In July, 1866,” was the answer.

*“*Where did you get that money ?’ Mr. James de-
manded, sternly.

*¢] earned it, sir.’

The words were said in a meek
tone,

***You earned it,eh? When did you earn it ?’

¢ During the war, sir,” was the reply, still in a very
humble tone.

*** You earned it during the war. Boy, what was your
occupation during the war?’ Mr. James inquired.

‘¢ Fighting, sir,’ the man replied, modestly.

“*Oh, fighting,” Mr. James said, somewhat taken
down and instantly changing his manner.

I smiled triumphantly and even snickered a little.
James was half mad. Well, we went to the jury,and I,
of course, had the last say. I sailed up to glory. 1
spoke of the war ; of the lives and treasures it cost us;
of the awful battles which decided the fate of the Union ;
of the self-denial and the bravery of our men who left
home, and wife and children and father and mother and
everything that was dear to them, and went forth to
fight for firesides, freedom, and the salvation of the na-
tion. I pointed to the plaintiff as he sat there, still in
the same air of humility and even sadness, and said that
was the sort of men who had fought our battles, and
saved our flag, and shed his life-blood that we and our
children might enjoy uncurtailed the blessings of free-
dom wrenched from the hands of despots by our sires.
I worked up that jury, I can tell you, and the plaintiff
himself drew forth an unpretentious handkerchief and
wiped away a tear. 1 got a verdict for the full amount,
of course.,

‘* As we were quiting the court-room, James said,
* Spencer, your war speech gained you the verdict. If
you had not discovered through my cross-examination
that the man had fought in the war, you would have
been beaten.’

*** My friend.' I replied, * if you had only asked the
man on which side he fought, you might be going home
wh a verdict.” My client had been in the Confederate
service.” >

SHE TOOK CARE OF HERSELF,

THuE independence of American girls who travel upon
the continent of Europe has been the theme of many a

remark. In France and Italy especially, and in other

countries to some extent, it is not considered in good
taste, or even in good repute, for a lady to go out upon
the street unattended by a male escort, But Americans
set such ideas at defiance, and, 2s a consequence, are
much talked about and sometimes insulted. A writer in
the Toronto Mai/ tells how a modest but spirited Ameri-
can girl in Paris taught an insolent Frenchman a lesson :

** For weeks past, whenever she ventured out alone,
she was followed and accosted by a stylishly dressed in-
dividual, about forty-five vears old, wearing the red rib-
bon of the legion of Honor in his buttonhole. “This
person would not only follow her, but would address her
in language of the fulsome. complimentary style, would
thrust his face under her bonnet, would go a few steps
in front of her, and would then look back and leer at her,
and, in fact, he conducted himself in the manner that a
well-bred Parisian gentleman usually considers proper to
assume when he meets an unprotected young girl.

** This went on for some time, to the infinite annoyance
of th~ young lady. Her tormentor never made his ap-
pearance when her brother was with her, or when there
was a policeman within hailing distance—on these occa-
sions he kept discreetly out of the way.

* Finally, the other day the affair came to a climax.
The young lady was returning to her hotel about three
o'clock in the afternoon when her persecutor made his
appearance, and began tormenting her as usual. The
hunted girl, worried, wearied, and exasperated, was at
last wrought up to the highest pitch of indignation and
nervous excitement.

*“Chancing to pass a cab stand, by a sudden impulse
she snatched one of the driver's whips from its socket,
and, turning on her tormentor, she cut him across the
face with thz lash. Being taken by surprise he started
back, and let fall his hat.

** As he stooped to pick it up, she followed up her ad-
vantage, raining blow after blow upon his head and
shoulders, so stunning and bewildering him that he was
some time in discovering his lost headgear, every mo-
ment of which she employed to the best advantage. At
last, catching his rescued hat, he fled from the scene as
fast as his legs would carry him, followed by the laughter
and jeers of the whole crowd of cabmen, who heartily
sympathized with the brave young heroine of the scene.

‘* And so one of the women insulters of Paris has at
last met with his deserts, and at the hands of an Ameri-
can girt ! We feel inclined to cry with the jolly old cab-
man, when he received back his useful whip, * Bravo,
mademoiselle ! That was well done !’”’

—_— e

HE HAD SHOT BEFORE.

It is not always safe to challenge an unknown adver-
sary to a trial of skill. It is impossible to tell from a
man's looks whether he can run, jump, shoot, lift, row,
wrestle, or fight, and an apparent reluctance to coutest
may arise, not from inability, but from disinclination or
excess of modesty. That is how some Western young
‘men were thrown off their guard.

WueN Senator Logan was at Hot Springs, Ark., get-
ting rid of rheumatism, he one day saw a dozen young
men pistol-shooting at a bottle near the hotel. Their
luck wasn’t good, and he began making sarcastic re-

marks, Pretty soon they challenged him to try his hand
at it. No. he didn’t care to. Then they said he was
afraid. ** Well, now,” said he, at last, “I'll tell you

what I'll do. There are twelve of you and only one of
me, but I'll give each of you a box of cigars every time
he hits the bottle, if you'll give me a box every timz 1
hit it.”> They acceptéd the offer, and thought they had
“a mighty soft thing.” ** I'll shout first,”’ added he,
“and if I hit I'm to shoot again and again until I
miss.,”” They agreed to this also. Then he loaded a
brace of six-shooters and emptied them again, breaking
twelve bottles as he did so. ** Want any more? " he in-
quired. **No, I guess not,” was the chopfallen reply.
* Then you can send those twelve boxes to my room
whenever you're ready,” said he, adding, in a peusive,
reflective tone, as he limped away: ‘* There's a kind of
knack in these things, and I've shot at bottles before 1
ever saw Hot Springs.”
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TRIP LIGHTLY.

Txie lightly over trouble,
Trip lightly over wrong ;

* We only make grief double

By dwelling on it long.
Why clasp woe's hand so tightly?
Why sigh o’er blossoms dead ?
Why cling to forms unsightly 2
Why not seck joy instead ?

Trip lightly over sorrow,
I'hough’all the day be dark ;

The sun may shine to-morrow,
And gayly sing the lark ;

Fair hopes have not departed,
Though roses may have fled ;

Then never be down-hearted,
But look for joy instead.

Trip lightly over sadness,
Stand not to rail at doom ;
We've pearls to string of gladness,
On this side of the tomb ;
Whilst stars are nightly shining,
And Heaven is overhead,
Encourage not repining,
But look for joy instead.

<o

ABOVE THE CLOUDS.

BY WILLIS BOYD ALLEN.

IT was a dozen or more years ago, when there
was no railroad to the base of Mount Washington,
much less to the summit, and if one wished to see
the grandest loealities of the White Mountains, he
must either foot it or ride over the rough roads in
the big, jolting stage-coach which often carried
more outside than in, and occasionally tipped its
passengers out upon the moss-banks beside the road.
Bears, too, were more abundant than now, and that's
saying considerable ; for in many of the little New
Hampshire towns of Coos County, farmers are to-
day prevented from keeping sheep by the inroads of
Bruin, who loves a dainty shoulder of mutton for
supper only too well. I saw by the papers recently
that the selectmen of one township during last year
paid bounties on eleven bears and two wolves !

We were stopping at the fine, new Profile House,
Joe Blackford aund I, with our fathers and mothers.
Joe and I were cousins, and, being of nearly the
same age, were always planning some sort of excur-
sion together. One day we had begged to be allowed
to ascend Mount Lafayette, a peak about twenty
miles southwest of Mount Washington, and only
second to the latter in point of interest. The guide-
book told of a fine house on the summit, we said, and
we would just stop there long enough to cool off after
our walk, before coming down (as we should ascend),
by the ‘‘well-worn bridle-path.” We were sturdy
Jittle fellows, and though we had never yet accom-
plished such a feat as the ascent of a 5,000-foot
mountain, felt quite equal to the task.

I never knew how it was that they gave us per-
mission so easily, or without a more careful perusal
of the guide-book. As it was, we started off at
about two o'clock in the afternoorn, with many in-
junctions to be back by tea-time, and on no account
to linger by the way.

It was in the highest of spirits, therefore, that
we strode away on the level road, up the valley,
toward the peak that lay so softly brown against the
blue sky just beyond. Before long we struck into

. the bridle path, which was exceedingly muddy near

the base, and became constantly more steep and
slippery as we ascended. Boy-like, we were quite
heedless of the lapse of time, and often stopped to
gather birch-bark, climb after squirrels’ nests, or
take a bite of the sandwiches we had stuffed into our
pockets at the last moment. The forest, I remem-
ber, was singularly silent; no breeze among the
stiff tops of the hemlocks, no merry singing of
birds ; only now and then the muffled gurgle of a
brook among the mossy stones beside the path, or
the single, plaintive whistle of a thrush, far away
on the mountain-side.

When we had stopped for breath, about hali-
way up, a descending horseback-party passed us.
‘We asked them about the house on the summit, but
they only laughed, and said it had good walls and a
high roof. This disturbed us a little, but we soon
forgot our apprehensions, and pressed forward.
Half a mile beyond this point we came to that
strange, nameless pool of water, seeming half cloud,
half dream, hanging like a dew-drop on the slope
of the mountain. As we stamped our feet on the
moss which composed its banks, the whole surface
of the ground, for rods away, trembled as if with an
earthquake, and made us feel as if we were walking
in a nightmare. It occurred to us that it would add
to the glory of our exploit if we could catch some
dream-fish out of this strange, unreal pond among
the clouds ; so we spent an hour or more in useless
angling in its clear depths.

Then Joe looked up at the sky, and uttered an
exclamation. I followed his glance—and dropped
my pole. The sun was almost resting on the edge
of the mountains in the west, and it was plain that
it would be dark in less than an hour.

Now, if I had been as ola as I am now, I should
have said, ‘‘ Joe, we're caught this time by our own
thoughtlessness. We can go down in half or quar-
ter of the time it took us to climb up ; and once on
the main road in the valley, we shall be all right.”
But a boy of fourteen doesn't reason in that way.
We were tired and hungry. We thought of the
welcome we should receive from the people on the
summit, and of the good things they would doubt-
less have for supper.

¢‘ Besides,” said Joe, ‘‘ we must be nearly up now.
The trees don’t last much longer—they aren't higher
than our heads here. It'll be all rocks pretty soon,
and then we shall be right at the top, just like Mt.
Washington,”

So we started up again, with, we afterward con-
fessed to each other, uncomfortable misgivings in
our breasts. It was really my fault, though, for I
was the older of the two, and ought to have known
better.

Well, in ten minutes the sun was out of sight be-
hind the hills, and T tell you, boys, the shadows felt
cold. It was like walking into a running brook in
the middle of a hot day, and we shivered and but-
toned our jackets tight around our throats as we
clambered along over the rocks, panting in the thin
air, and stopping for breath every few rods.

It was tough work, especially as the wind began
to rise and dodge at us from behind great bowlders,
cutting like knives with its chilling breath. Darker
and darker it grew, so that we could hardly distin-
guish the path, that was now a mere series of
scratches over the rocks. In vain we strained our
eyes for a friendly twinkle of light from the windows
ahead. All was still, silent, dark.

We were just thinking, Joe and I, of curling up
for shelter under some overhanging ledge, and so
spending the night, when a queer object caught our
eyes. It was like a tree, stripped of every branch,
and standing grimly alone there in the rocky desert,
like a solitary Arab. A few steps more showed us
what it was, and, at the same time, the tremendous
mistake we« had made, from the very outset of our
plan, flashed upon us. It was clear that we were
at last standing upon the very tip-top of Mount
Lafayette, lifted in the air nearly a mile straight up,
above the level of our home by the sea-shore. But
alas, where was the inn, with its longed-for fires,
its well-spread table, its comfortable beds and
friendly hosts > The little weather-beaten flag-pole
(for such was our naked tree), stood stiffly erect be-
side a blackened and crumbling stone wall, which
enclosed a small space partially floored with charred
boards, partially choked with rubbish that had fallen
in long ago.

‘‘Seems to me I remember something about its
being burned up once,” said Joe, faintly. “I
s'posed of course they built it again ! ”

Yes, there were the openings, where windows and
door had been set, and which now looked out into
the dreary night like eyeless sockets.

There was no time to be lost. The air was grow-
ing colder every moment, and the bitter wind was
driving up a huge bank of clouds from the east.
Although it was early in September, we afterward
learned that ice formed in many places through the
mountains that night. Such cases are by no means
rare, and, indeed, in some of the ravines and gorges
of the White Mountain group, snow and ice may be
found the whole year round.

Entering the roofless walls, and placing our sand-
wiches in a small niche which probably had once
served for a cupboard, we set vigorously to work,
ripping up the pieces of boards that still remained,
and piling them in one corner where the wall was
highest. In fiva minutes we had a roaring fire, by
the light and warmth of which we constructed a
rude shelter in the form of a *‘ lean-to,” against the
rocks, and crept under it to sup off our scanty pro-
visions, and reflect.

I suppose there was no great danger imminent;
but to boys who had spent their lives in comfortable
homes, surrounded by care, and gentle, watchful at-
tentions from those they loved most, it was a thrill-
ing experience. There, alone on the mountain-top,
high in air, far above any trace of vegetation save a
few frightened Alpine flowers that huddle together
under the rocks for a few weeks in summer, the
darkness about them like a shroud, the wind rising
and moaning over the bare ledges, and a storm
creeping up through the valleys to assault their
fortress at any moment. At last it came. Like a
tornado, an icy blast rushed upon us with a howl
and a roar, blowing our fire out in a moment, while
the red flames leaped back to the glowing brands
only to be hurled off into the darkness again and
again.

And the rain ! In less time than it takes to tell
it, we were drenched to the skin, and pinched and
pulled by the fingers of the storm that were thrust
in through a hundred little crannies in our almost
useless shelter. The thundei crashed, the rain rat-
tled on the loose boards, the fire hissed feebly and
turned black in the face, and the night closed in
about us colder and drearier than ever. All we
could do was to lie still, and shiver, and hope for
morning.

A little after midnight the tempest abated ; and,
tired, healthy boys as we were, we dropped into a
troubled sleep. At the first glimmer of daylight,
however, we stretched ourselves with groans and
moauns, and crawled stiffly out into the open air. It
was bitter, bitter cold ; so that I remember it was a
long while before I could manage my fingers well
enough to light a match.

What did we do for kindling 2° Why, I forgot to
say that when it first began to rain, I took out all
the birch bark I had gathered on my way up, and
tucked it under my shoulder; so that for the most
part the inner strips were pretty dry, and sputtered
cheerily-when I touched them off. I believe nothing
ever did me so much good as that fire. Under its
influence, we were so much cheered that we actually
walked out to see the sunrise, which was glo-
rious.

It didn’t take us long to descend that mountain, I
can tell you; and we reached the Profile House in
season to tell the whole story to the family (who, in
truth, had slept little more than we) over the break-
fast table.

A STATE SECRET.

WHo can explain the almost universal passion for
relics?  Travelers East and travelers West return to
their firesides loaded down with shells, and stones, and
leaves, and twigs, and minerals. Sand from the shore of
the Red Sea,olive wood from the Mount of Olives, a
fragment of the Coliseum, a chip from Shakespeare’s
chair—all have not merely an zsthetic but a market
value. One enterprising Belgian firm is said to derive a
fair income by burying brass buttons in the earth fora
year or two and then selling them as relics from the field
of Waterloo.

Captain Bassett, the Assistant Sergeant-at-Armsof the
United States Senate, is the only person living who
knows which are the desks formerly occupied by Clay,
Calhoun, and Webster. If it were known, they would
soon be carried away by relic-hunting admirers, a splin-
ter at a time. Captain Bassett keeps the numbers of the
seats in which these statesmen sat, under lock and key,
and changes their position every now and then. He will
transmit his secret to some one when he leaves the
Chamber, whither he was taken by Webster when a boy.
A Washington correspondent says

** There are three cther desks in the Senate Chamber
which curiosity hunters would like to be able to see and
know that they were the right ones. These are the desks
of Jefferson Davis, of Mississippi ; Stephen A. Douglass,
of 1llinois, and Charles Sumner, of Massachusetts. Mr.
Davis's desk occupied the same position in the C .amber
that Mr. Beck’s does now, but it is not known to any
one except Captain Bassett whether or not it is the same
one. Mr. Douglass was in the same place as that occu-
pied by Mr. Pendleton, and Mr. Sumner was in the
place now occupied by Mr. Dawes. In 1862, when the
New York Zouaves were in the city, about twenty of
them went into the Senate Chamber early in tlie morning
to destroy the chair and desk that had been occupied by
Jefferson Davis. Just as they were in the act, Captain
Bassett put in his appearance, and asked them what they
were about. They quickly told him that they were going
to destroy the seat and desk because they were the ones
used by Jeff. Davis. Captain Bassett suggested to them
that their mission in Washington was to protect public
property and not destroy it. They saw the point, and
Captain Bassett proceeded to so change the numbers of
the desks as to be able to say to all who might inquire
that the desks that were used by the Senators were not
now in the same places, as they had been changed around
for the express purpose of preventing them from being
mutilated by relic and curiosity hunters.

AN ORDERLY'S INVENTION.

WESTERN papers claim that the Pah-Utes of Nevada
catch quail by the simple process of soaking wheat in
cheap whiskey, and scattering it at dawn in places fre-
quented by them. Later on in the day the singular
spectacle is presented of several hundred quail, pro-
foundly intoxicated, lying in imbecile postures in the
grass, and feebly gesticulating with their legs. In this
disreputable picnic condition they may be gathered in
without resistance, and if killed and eaten before the
flavor of the feast has entirely departed, are, in the lan-
guage of the simple-hearted Indians, ** heap good.” An
equally ingenious scheme is used in New Mexico to rid
back yards of the immense ants found in that section.

The underground works of these insects are frequently
ten feet in depth, with tunnels, adits, drifts, up-casts,
and levels ramifying in all directions, and their numbers
run up to hundreds of thousands. In 1873, a scientific
orderly in attendance upon Major Price, at Fort Win-
gate, deviced a scheme for their destruction which came
at once into popular favor, and is used in the Territory
at the present day. He borrowed several large empty
bottles from the hospitai steward and buried them ver-
tically in the very centre of the nest, with their mouths
flush with the ground. Meantime the excited ants, that
had poured out by thousands while their haunt was be-
ing unroofed, proceeded to investigate the three curious
holes with smooth sides now in the centre of their.dis-
turbed home. One inquisitive young ant went down to_
find out what was at the bottom of the singular pit. He
did not return. A committee followed. Nothing was
heard from them. Then the immediate relatives of these
insects dropped in. Then more ants. Finally the whole
colony was moved to inquiry, and the rush into the bot-
tles was tremendous until the last aot had disappeared
over the rim, and desolation reigned. Then the scien-
tific orderly proceeded at his leisure to unearth the
bottles. A more general or enthusiastic free fight could
scarcely be imagined than was going on in those glassy
jails, each ant chewing satisfaction out of his neighbor’s
hind leg for having decoyed him in, until the entire com-
munity was involved. Then the orderly built a bonfire
and committed three quarts of inseparable belligerents to
perdition,

—_— eee———
KILLING A GRIZZLY.

THE California grizzly is justly esteemed an ugly cus-
tomer, but it seems a small domestic animal has proved
itself more than a match for the shaggy giaat in astrange
duel recorded by the San Francisco Chronicle:

A fight is on record in the courts at Pescadero, be-
tween a jack weighing 750 pounds, and a grizzly bear of
the same weight.

The jack is owned by a man named 1pse, and is a vicious
brute. A man named Black, a raiser of blooded cattle
in that neighborhood, had been troubled for several
weeks by the visits of a grizzly, which killed and carried
off a calf, and all his efforts to capture the bear had been
unavailing. Finally he advertised in several papers of
the State, offering $50 to any person who would kill the
bear.

Ipse read the offer, and resvlved to take his jack to
the corral and see what the results would be. Accord-
ingly, the jack was duly installed.

In the night, along came the grizzly,and seeing the
jack and fancying a change of diet, he made an attack
upon him, but as no one saw the fight, it is only supposed
that bruin made the first overture. Any way, next morn-
ing when the corral was visited, bruin lay stark and dead,
and the jack was quietly feeding off the pile of hay.

An inspection of him disclosed the fact that his breast
and sides were fearfully lacerated by the bear’s claws,
and one of his fore feet was dislocated. But bruin was
** all broke up.”” He had his lower jaw smashed to pieces ;
all of his ribs on the port side were stove in, and one of
his fore-legs was fractured at the shoulder. He was
generally smashed all over.

Ipse naturally claimed the reward of $s0, but Black
refused to pay it, claiming that the jack was not a per-
son, and, therefore, not entitled to the reward. All
Ipse’s arguments failing, he resolved to have recourse to
law, and, accordingly, suit has been brought.

————————
A NOVEL WOLF TRAP.

AN ingenious bul oarbarous method of killing wolves
is said to be emplo, ed among the Esquimaux which out-
vies in cruelty the figure-of-4 trap, that crushes the ani-
mal to the earth.

The Esquimau takes a strip of whalebone about the
size of those used in corsets, wraps it up.into a compact
helical mass, like a watch spring, having previously
sharpened both ends, then ties it together with reindeer
sinew, and plasters it with a compound of blood and
grease, which is allowed to freeze, and form a building
cement sufficiently strong to hold the sinew string at
every second or third turn. This, with a lot of similar
looking baits of meat and blubber, is scattered over the
snow or ground, and the hungry wolf devours it along
with the others, and, when it is ‘hawed out by the
warmth of his stomach, it elongates and has the well-
known effect of whalebone on the system ; but, having
the military advantage of interior lines, its effects are
more rapid, killing the poor wolf, with the most horrible

agonies, in a couple of days.

SOMETHING ABOUT STAMPS.

As we are so soon to enjoy the luxury of two-cent
postage for our letters, and a new stamp will be issued
in consequence, not only philatelists, but the general
public, will be interested in the following history of post-
age stamps in this country, as given by the Boston Ad~
vertiser:

The first issue of adhesive postage stamps, used by
the government, appeared in 1851, and consisted of two
denominations, a five-cent stamp bearing the face of
Franklin, whose zeal and ability laid the foundation of
our postal system, and a ten-cent stamp with the head
of Washington upon it. Not long after, a second series
of five denominatio s was issued. The one-cent stamp
bore Franklin's image, the three Washington'’s, the five
%eﬁerson‘s, and the ten and twelve a varied picture of

Washington.

In 1857, the series was increased by the issue of a
twenty-four, a thirty, and a ninety-cent stamp, and of
these, two different portraits of Washington monopciized
the twenty-four and ninety, while a second view of the
Franklin filled the frame of the thirty.

The third issue appeared in 1861, Washington still ap-
pearing on five of the denominations, Franklin on two,
and Jefferson on one,

In 1863, the first two-cent stamp was printed. It was
bl}ack.iand bore the face of Jackson very conspicuously
placed.

In 1866, the fifteen-cent stamp was introduced for for-
eign postage, and had placed upon it the portrait of
Lincoln.

These remained in use without change till 1870, when
a series of ten square stamps, of various designs, ap-
peared, three of them portraits. The one cent was still
reserved for Franklin. Washington was placed on the
six-cent, and Lincoln on the ninety-cent.

The other designs were fanciful and unpopular, and a
new issue, the one now in use, was brought out a month
later. In this, Franklin is on the one-cent, Jackson on
the two, Washington on the three, Lincoln on the six,
Jefferson on the ten, Clay on the twelve, Webster on the
fifteen, Scott on the twenty-four, Hamilton on the thirty,
and Commodore O. H. Perry on the ninety. The seven
was later given to Stanton, and the five to Garfield,

TI'hus it will be seen that, from the first, the denomi-
nation in commonest use has borne the head of Wash-
ington. As the three-cent stamp will now go almost en-
tirely out of use, and the two-cent ‘become universal, it
is very proper that the Postmaster-General should place
the image of Washington on a newly designed two-cent
stamp, as he intends to do.

R
A SURPRISED SUITOR.

IT is refreshing to find here and there an illustration
of the sometimes neglected maxim that ** Honesty isthe
best policy.” ‘The Philadelphia Press gives an anecdote
showing that a young man, whose conscience forbade
his marrying on false pretences, was himself saved from
being the dupe of appearances. We presume the mar-
riage occurred just the same, but there was the added
bliss of a fair understanding all round :

A young man with a glass eye was engaged to be mar-
ried, but he did not like to inform his tetrothed of his
ocular defect. A week previous to the day named for
the wedding, he confided in his future father-in-law,
who, to his surprise, received the information ina highly
amused manner.

** I'll make it all right for you, my boy ; you imitate
me exactly in anything [ do after supper to-night, and
see how good-naturedly Maria (that was the lady’s
name) will take it.””  Accordingly, as goon as the eve-
ning meal was concluded, the fatherlooked at the young
man ana began to sing :

Oh, do you know the glass-eye man,
The glass-eye man, the glass-eye man?
Oh, do you know the gzlass-eye man
Who lives down our way ?
and, as he concluded the last line, he took out his left
eye and placed it on a plate in front of him. Theyoung
man was very much astonished to find his Maria's fa-
ther as unfortunate as himself, while at the same time it
gave him courage to reply : SR
Oh, yes ; I know the glass-eye man
Who lives down our way,
and he deposited his crystal optic on the table. Maria
was convulsed with laughter at the proceedings, but her
future husband was ready to believe all humanity one-
eyed when she trebled forth :

I also know the glass-eye man
Who lives down our way,

and dropped her eye into a glass of water by her side.

GHASTLY RELICS.

THE Parisians seem to have a curious fondness for
what may be termed historical anatomy. Some years
since, while wandering through the Musée de Cluny,
we noticed an 7n/erior maxillalabeled in French, ** Jaw-
bone of Moliére ;" but, according to the following ac-
count in 7%e Academy, the Great Cardinal was treated
rather worse than the great comedian :

Cardinal Richelieu was buried in the vaults of the
Sorbonne. At the Revolution, the Sorbonne was pillaged
for five days. The magnificent mausoleum of Richelieu
was saved with difficulty by the intervention of Lenoir ;
buta certain M. Cheval contrived to possess himself of
the embalmed face of Richelieu, which seems to have
Leen severed from the back part of the head. Fora
while he boasted of his relic, but a time came when he
was afraid it might compromise him. and he begged an
abbé called Armez to relieve him of it. The abbe car-
ried it with him into Brittany, and gave it to his bro-
ther, who, finding that the skin which covered the face
was likely to decay, had it varnished with a yellow var-
nish used in bird-stuffing. So it remained until about
sixteen years ago, when one day, a man arrived at the
Tuileries with a small casket under his arm, which he
presented to Napoleon IT1., who found that it contained
the mask of the great cardinal. Finally, after so many
vicissitudes, it was restored-te—its_place in the mauso-
leum of the Sorbonne. Before this, however, a drawt
was made from it, which is reproduced in the Gazefte.
Very ghastly it looks, but still, strangely lifelike, with
the long white mustache falling over compressed lips,
and the shaggy eyebrows over empty eye-sockets. and
the Roman nose still giving an imposing character to the
face.

—et————
STRANGE MOVEMENTS EXPLAINED.

SaaLL circular bodies, called ** eye-stones,” are some-
times used to remove ‘‘a grain,a dust,a gnat,a wan-
dering hair,” or some other ** annoyance in that precious
sense "'—the sight. Before using eye-stones it is cus-
tomary to drop them into a saucer of vinegar to see if
they are **alive.” Presently you will see them move and
send a bubble or two up to the top. But there is no life
there.

The eye-stone is simply a little lump of carbonate of
lime formed in the stomacl: of the cray-fish—a creature
resembling the lobster, but living in fresh-wat;g brooks.
T'he movement is caused by the sudden formaticn of gas
from the contact of the lime with dilute acid (vinegar),
and the bubbles are caused by this same gas rising to the
surface. - ?

A similar movement is observed in the leaves of the
Schinus molle, or ** insect plant,” a specimen of which
has lately been added to the conservatory of Cornell
University. It is a pretty shrub, that grows in the
warmer parts of South America. It resembles our native
sumac, but has aromatic leaves. When some of the leaf-
lets are placed in water they begin to dart about upon
the surface like so many aquatic insects. The explana-
tion of this is that the leaves contain numerous sacs of
volatile oil, which explode when brought into contact

with water. The oil is then expelled with such violence
as to cause the inscct-like movement.
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STATE AND FREE CHURCHES.

OUR forefathers came to this country, while it was
yet a wilderness, in search of civil and religious
liberty. Their wants were well expressed in that
familiar phrase, ‘** A church without a bishop, and
a state without a king.” Thanks to their labors and
sufferings, we live to-day under a free government.
‘We have no official church, and we have no reign-
ing family. All are at liberty to vote for their favor-
ite candidates for office, and all may worship God in
the way which seems to them best. .

While we live under this system, however, the
older countries go on in the old way. In Europe
the official state church is yet maintained in some
countries. Other churches are either put down or
obstructed, or are left to shift for themselves, with-
ous help from the government. But there has been
a great progress in religious toleration during the
past hundred years. People have learned to respect
the consciences of others more than formerly.
Hence, in some of the European countries there is
freedom of religious worship. In England, while
the state church goes on as before, all sects have full
liberty. In Germany and France a similar freedom
exists, but there is a difference. In these countries
there is no state church, strictly speaking. That is,
while in Germany there are more Protestants than
Catholics, and in France more Catholics than Prot-
estants, in neither of these countries is there a gov-
ernment church. But, on the other hand, all the
churches receive support from the state on certain
conditions.

It would seem strange in the United States if a
clergyman received part of his salary from the gen-
eral government and part from the town in which
Yet this is the way they have been
It would astonish any of our

he preaches.
managing in France.
town or city governments to have a body of Chris-
tian people ask them to build a church, or to keep a
church in repair. Yet this is expected, and has
been required by law in France.

They are changing the system now. A new
French law permits the towns to pay salaries,
and repair churches, or to refuse all aid, as they
choose. As the French churches have not been
accustomed to help themselves,” like ours, they
are in a great panic. They feel like children turned
from home to shift for themselves. The new system
will cause great suffering at first. But when we see
how much better churches flourish in America than
in France, we may hope the change will prove a
good one in the end.

—— .
WORKING FOR OTHERS.

A sISTER of Arthur Stanley, Dean of Westmin-
ster, who died recently in ILondon, once received
this precept from the lips of her mother: ‘‘ Remem-
ber, Mary, your lot in life is to sow that others may
reap !’ How different is this from the ordinary
teaching and example. If the general tenor of the
advice to many young people could be given in a
phrase, it would be this: ¢ Take care of number
one.” Drive and push if you wish for success;
elbow the weaker out of the way ; be first best if
possible—this is about the practical bearing of it.
And this is too often the actual way of it in this
bustling world.

A great deal of the misery of life is the result of
such selfish effort. The young lady referred to
above became one of those whose service for others
does so much to make the world happy and worth
living in. During the Crimean war she served as a
nurse in the army hospitals, and many a poor soldier
blessed her with his dying breath.

—_—r
RARE CASE OF CONSCIENCE.

IT is too often the case that people do not look as
sharply after the property of others, when it hap-
pens to be in their charge, as they would after their
own. Yet fidelity to just that extent is what is de-

manded of thorough service. It is only the *‘ gold-
en rule " applied to business. Now and then, how-
ever, there is an instance of wonderful faithfulness
of this sort. Such is that recently reported of a
Dakota boy. About six years ago, when he was
twelve years of age, he was herding some cattle,
when they were destroyed by a prairie fire. As
nothing could be found of the lad, he was supposed
to have perished also. But a short time ago he as-
tonished his former employer by appearing to him
safe and sound, and provided with a check to pay
for the stock. He feared that he might have been
considered careless, and was so conscientious about
it that he could not rest till he had earned the price
of the cattle.

CHARACTER AND REPUTATION.

THE two terms are frequently used as having the
same meaning, but they widely differ from each
other in significance. A person’s character depends
upon what he really is; his reputation, upon what
he seems to be. We must judge others, largely,
from appearance, and, hence, are liable to err in
our estimate of them. Many are reputed generous
when their donations are actuated by the most selfish
motives; and as many have a reputation for nig-
gardliness at the same time that they are contrib-
uting liberally to noble enterprises, but in so unos-
tentious a manner that few know what they are
doing. Occasionally, an ‘‘ embezzlement " acquaints
us with the fact that the ‘‘character” of some
trusted official did not warrant his ‘‘ reputation.”
To be favorably regarded by others is eminently
gratifying ; not to be appreciated is vexatious. To
deserve the approval of one’s conscience is, how-
ever, better than to enjoy an excellent but unmerited
reputation among mea.

—_—,————
ERRORS OF SPEECH.
VE

OnE hates an author that’s a/Z author, fellows
In foolcap uniforms turned up with ink,
So very anxious, clever, fine, and jealous,
One don’t know what to say to them, or think.
—Byron.

We saw the above stray floating about in some news-
paper a short time since, and clipped it for criticism. It
doesn’t occur to us just now in what part of Byron's
works we could find the verse, or we would look the
matter up to see if he were really guilty of all the ab-
surdities crowded into that small space. There are vio-
lations of rhetoric, rhyme, and reason. ** An author’ is
spoken of as‘‘fellows” in the first line, and called
** them " in the fourth ;** foolcap ™' is written for fools-
cap ;" jealous’ and ** fellows” are paired off, which im-
plies that the f2//otws are jellows, or els= they are jealous
Jellers ; and, in the last line, what is the syntax of
*think? "’

As** think "’ cannot be a noun, we presume it isintended
to correspond with ‘*say,” in the same line, and the el-
lipsis, when completed, would read, * what to say to
them or think to them.” To get any meaning from such
a jumble, we must change the last ** to,” and ** think of
them,’’ which seems to make the last statement an ab-
surdity, as one does know what to think of them, viz.,
that they are ‘* anxious, clever, fine, and jealous.”

And, lastly, *“ don’t!”

What is ** don’t,”” but a contraction for do n#of 7 And
yet the poet says, ** One don't.”” Is one do not good
English? Never, unless preceded by some conditional
particle which demands the subjunctive mode.

We constantly hear the words *“don’t” and “*a'n't "’
misemployed. *‘ He don’t’ and *‘ she a’n’t" are both
incorrect. Fill up the vacancies indicated by apostro-
phes, and what do you find? He do not—she am not.

Now, contractions are good enough in their places.
In these days when steam, electricity, and phonography,
are giving us several lives in one, it is natural that we
should endeavor to abridge our speech likewise ; but let
us make the contractions with some care.

He's not is as readily spoken as ke a'#'¢, and has the
advantage of being correct ; we aren'tor we're not, are
grammatical expressions, but we a'#'¢ means we am not
if it means anything. We cannot quite agree with
Webster, however presumptuous our dissent may seem,
that @’#¢ should be spelled with one apostrophe, and
be considered as a contraction for are nof and 7s not, as
well as for am not. Thatit is used instead of are not and
Zs not we readily ad-uit, but we believe it is no more
contracted from them than de»’# is from does not, or can’t
from could not. We contend that a'#'# is a contraction
for amz not, and if used at all should only be employed
with the pronoun 7, and, if written, should have two
apostrophes to take the place of omitted Jetters. But /
a'n't is awkward and colloquial, and an expression
equally brief and in better taste is, 7' not.

Most unfortunate errors, indeed, and yet far too com-
mon, are the pronunciation of does, as though spelled
dooz, the use of done for did, in such expressions as ** he
done it,” T done it,”" ** we done it,”’ and the employ-
ment of ‘‘you was,”’ when addressing a single person,in-
stead of * youwere.”” All three errors savor of ignorance,
lack of culture, almost of vulgarity. We have heard
some persons attempt the defence of the expression ** you
was,”” under certain circumstances, but the analogy of
languages is against their argument. In both French
and German we have corresponding forms to the Eng-
lish *“you were,” used in addressing a single person,
and in both languages the verb is plural, and such
should be the case in English, grammatically, logically,
and analogically. For *‘you” is the plural form,
whether used to denote one or more than one, and the
verb should agree with the form rather than the sense.
Be careful, therefore, and on no occasion say *“ you was "’
or *‘ was you?"’

One more topic, and then we close this series of in-
formal articles, hoping that some may have been helped’
and others stimulated to a use of correct language, which
desirable end may be attained, not alone by observing
one’s own faults, but by noting (charitably, of course,
and, usually, in strict confidence with one’s self), the
faults of others.

But to our final point.

Shall we say a ** three-year-old colt”” and a ** two-foot
rule,” as farmers and carpenters do, or shall we use year
and fvof in the plural, in such instances ?

We noticed, only a few weeks since, in a journal that
assumes to be an authority on matters of good English,
the expression a ** twenty-feet tunnel.” True, it may
have been a slip of the types, but, taking the words as
we find them, is the phrase correct? We think not, and
for the following reasons.

Plainly, if we use a plural in one case, we must be
consistent, and use plurals in all similar cases, and then
we shall not only speak of ‘‘twenty-feet tunnels,”® but
of three-stories houses, four-horses coaches, JSive-gal-
lons kegs, six-quarts pails, eight-pages journals, and
ten-acres fields. As nobody ever talks that way, and as
probably nobody ever will, it seems reasonable to say
twenty-foot tunnel, two—{vot rule, and three-year-old
colt.

BIOGRAPHICAL BREVITIES.

CHARLES I. OF ENGLAND.

ALTHOUGH this unfortunate king was, according to
Macaulay, **a scholar and a gentleman, a man of ex-
quisite taste in the fine arts and of strict morals in pri-
vate life,’” still he was undeniably a tyrant in respect to
his public acts, and was led by a fanatic devotion to the
principle of what some one has termed the *** Divine
Right of Kings’' to govern wrong.” When he first
came to the throne of England, in 1625, he began a series
of squabbles with Parliament because the latter body
would not grant him as much money as he required.
He dissolved it, called it together again, redissolved it,
again recalled it, and finally, before he had been upon
the throne four years, he sent the third Parliament home,
resolved to do all the governing himself. For eleven
years he did about as he pleased, since the law makers
could not assemble unless he called them together, and
the English people were thus powerless in his hands.
He imposed taxes and fines wherever he wished, im-
prisoned those subjects whom he feared, and violated his
most sacred promises. At length he endeavored to
change the Scotch Presbyterians into Episcopalians, and
just there the ship of state, which he had thus far suc-
ceeded in sailing over a stormy sea, struck upon a rock
and split asunder.

The Scots rebelled, drove the Episcopal priest from
the cathedral amid cries of ** Antichrist!”” ** Stone
him ! " and took up arms against the government.

The king could not extort illegal taxes enough to carry
on a war, so he was obliged to summon the dreaded Par-
liament to vote him supplies.

In April, 1640, the Lords and Commons came together
and began to consider the evil deeds of King Charles
instead of providing him with money. Carried away by
his anger, the monarch dissolved this Parliament in May ;
but the members had hardly reached their homes before
he was obliged to summon them again, and, in Novem-
ber, began the Long Parliament, which did not rise for
more than thirteen years, and outlasted the king him-
self.

Finally, there came the great Civil War, cuiminating in
the battle of Naseby, and, in 1647, Charles became a
prisoner to Cromwell’s party.

Instead of depriving him of his throne, which would
have been just, since he had violated his Coronation
Oath, a few members of Parliament took the responsi-
bility to declare the king a traitor and sentence him to
death.

This act was as unjust as any the king himself had
ever committed ; his death was not an execution but a
murder. He met his fate with great bravery, and de-
clared, with almost his last words, that ** the people had
no right to any part in the government.”” Upon the
scaffold he bestowed his watch upon John Ashburnham,
a faithful follower, and to this same man were given his
silk drawers and the shirt in which he was beheaded, as
well as the sheet in which the body was wrapped.
These garments, stained with Charles's blood, were
handed down in the family until the Countess of Ash-
burnham, the wife of John's grandson, in a fit of clean-
liness, sent the linen to the laundry and had it washed.
A recent writer, in commenting on this singular freak,
says :

**I wonder how the old lord liked that when he came
to hear of it. Tt was a Scotch lady who performed this
feat—a daughter of George Baillie, of Jerviswood—and
the Scotch, as we all know, are a remarkably clean race.
Yet one may be pardoned for wishing that the king's
shirt and drawers had been allowed ‘o remain in the
state in which John Ashburnham received them from
the hands of the executioner on the 3oth of January,
1649.”

' OLD BILLY GRAY.”

** As rich as Old Billy Gray,” has passed into a prov-
erb, but few people know certainly whether to regard
him as a myth or reality. He was most decidedly the
latter.

He was born in Lynn, Mass., in 1751, and died in Bos-
ton in 1825. Just how much he was worth in his
wealthiest moments, perhaps no one can tell ; but at one
time he had more than sixty ships * coming in’’ from
various ports, and all ** square-riggers,” too.

He did not inherit his wealth, he earned it ; and, in
twenty-five years from the day he commenced business
for himself, he was reckoned the richest man in Salem,
where he then lived.

Many pithy sayings are attributed to him. A gentle-
man said to him once :

** Mr. Gray, how much money would a man need in
order to be satisfied ? ”’

** A little more,” said the old merchant, grimly.

Although a sharp bargain-driver, he was by no means
devoid of principle. He several times aided the Gov-
ernment with his vast wealth, and steadily refused to
speculate in its securities, when he might have done so
at immense profit.

In his elegant house at Boston there was one room
set apart from the others and containing a curious
relic. It was a shoemaker’s bench, on which he had
toiled early in his career, before, by his untiring indus-
try, he had come so near to the attainment of the ** little
more”’ that he craved, in common with the rest of us.
He took a pardonable pride in showing this scarred and
dingy bench in suggestive contrast with its surround-
ings.

Mr. Gray stood high in the esteem of the community,
and held various public offices, among them those of
State Senator and Lieutenant-Governor of Massachu-
setts.

Though he lost much money at various times during
his long life, he was, in the main, successful in his busi-
ness ventures, and died wealthy and respected.

BUTLER AT NEW ORLEANS.

Ax Episcopal clergyman, now living in Virginia, re-
lates the following anecdote of an encounter which he had
with General Butler during the Civil War.

Butler had just captured New Orleans, in which city
the 'said clergyman was established, and some of the
Union soldiers attended the Episcopal church. The
divine was in no wise daunted by their presence, how-
ever, and, according to his previous custom, prayed
*“that God would bless the President of these Confed
erate States.”” Next day this was reported to General
Butler, who sent an orderiy summoning the minister to

his presence. The latter came at once, and was ordered
to change the wording of his prayer in future. Beinga
most conscientious man, he admitted that his principles
would prohibit a prayer for Lincoln and the Union, but
that, as he was a friend of peace and ready to submit in
all proper humility to the powers, he would agree to
omit in the future Mr. Davis and the Confederacy.

General Butler rose te his feet, with stern command in
his face and language, and said :

** Do you see those war vessels out yonder in the har-
bor and those armed soldiers around my door?

** Yes, sir,” replied the divine with due humility, ex-
pecting the next moment to be sent aboard ship by the
conquering tyrant as a captive slave. But his fears were
at once dispelled, as the general, grasping him by the
hand, with a broad grin upon his face, said :

‘* Well, Brother P., you go on and preach and pray for
whom you please, and these big guns and brave soldiers
will take care of President Lincoln and the United
States.”

The two afterward became good friends. The general
frequently attended the services of the minister while
commanding in New Orleans.

QGARFIELD AND THE NURSE.

A maN named Crump, who now keeps a restaurant in
Washington, was steward of the White House during
Garfield’s brief administration, and after the fatal bullet
was fired he took his place by the stricken martyr’s bed-
side as one of the most faithful nurses.

One day, it seems, the physicians had forbidden the
President to partake of water—for what reason it is diffi-
cult to say, but so the story goes—-and soon the pangs
of thirst began to torment the sufferer, and he prayed
Crump to relieve them. A Western paper thus gives the
story in the steward’s own words :

** The poor man begged so hard and so pitiful like,
that 1 had frequently to leave the room to keep from
violating the doctors’ orders. When he found that plead-
ing would not serve his ends, then he assumed an au-
thoritative tone, and I instantly became deaf. Then he
tried persuasion and cajoling ; but I wouldn’t weaken
until he suddenly called me to him in a low voice, and,
with tears in his eyes, said :

*** Crump, would you refuse a dying man a drink of
water 2’

‘**No, Mr. President,’” I answered ; ‘ but you are not
dying.’

** But, Crump,’ he added, feebly, *if you do not give
me some, I will die," and he closed his eyes.

“1 couldr’t stand that, and I couldn’t disobey the
doctors. But, somehow or another, I just set a glass of
spring water on the table by his bed, and went to the
window ; and, hang me, when I returned if that glass
wasn't empty, and the President wanted to know, with
a smile, ' what 1 meant by tantalizing him by placing a
glass with no water in it within his reach, and he thirsty?’

** However, he never asked for any more that day, and
T am certain that if he did drink that water it did him no
harm.”

NIGHT:.

How beautiful is night !
A dewy freshness fills the silent air ;
No mist obscures, nor cloud, nor speck, nor stain,
Breaks the serene of heaven ;
In full-orbed glory, yonder moon, divine,
Rolls through the dark-blue depths.
Beneath her steady ray
The desert-circle spreads,
Like the round ocean, girdled with the sky.
How beautiful is night |—Son#/ey.

e
PERSONAL AND OTHER ITEMS.

Pratinum has been discovered in California.

A roT at the corner of Broad Street and Exchange
Place, New York, recently changed hands at the rate of
$16,000,000 per acre.

CHicory has advanced so much in price, in conse-
quence of its great use in adulterating coffee, that the
Germans now use beets to adulterate the chicory.

It is said that wasp nests sometimes take fire spon-
taneously, ignition taking place from the chemical action
of the wax of the cells upon the paper covering of the
nests.

GENERAL GRANT'S mother persisted in calling him
Hiram, which was his real name, Ulysses having been
curiously put oz him by a clerk’s blunder at West Point.
His middle name, Simpson, was her maiden name.

JupGE not by appearances. ‘‘* What a fine looking
man that is,”’ said one gentleman to another. *' Yes,’
was the reply ; ** he looks like an encyclopedia, but he
talks like a primer.”” And so it is the world over. The
ass is often taken for a lion until he opens his mouth.

LonG-ToED shoes were invented by Fulk, Count of
Anjou, to hide an excrescence on one of his feet. These
toes were so long as to be fastened to the knees with gold
chains, and carved at the extreme point with a repre-
sentation of a church window, a bird, or some fantastic
device.

A NUMBER of residents of North Grinnell, Ia., along
the track of last year’s cyclone, have prepared under-
ground caves, to which they can flee for protection in
case of arepetition of the disastrous storm. Prof{essor
H. W. Parker, of Iowa College, is said to be one who has
thus prepared for an emergency.

—_—— e
GOLDEN THOUGHTS.

CowaRrps are ever cruel ; the brave only are magnan-
mous.

Trose who can command themselves, command others.
—Hazlitt,

A room hung with pictures is a room hung with
thoughts,—S7» Foshua Reynolds.

WHEN there is much pretension, much has been bor-
rowed ; nature never pretends.—ZLazater.

THERE is infinite pathos in unsuccessful authorship.
The book that perishes unread is the deaf mute of litera=
ture.—/Holmes.

FATE steals alony with silent tread,

Found oftenest in what least we dread ;
Frowns in the storm with angry brow,

But in the sunshine strikes the blow.—Cowger.

No man in this world can promise himself more hours
of life than God is pleased to grant him ; because death
is deaf, and when he knocks at the door of life is always
in a hurry.—Quixote.

’Tis a litttle thing,
To give a cup of water; yet its draught
Of cool refreshment, drain’d by fever'd lips,
May give a shock of pleasure to the frame
More exquisite than when nectarean juice
Renews the life of joy in happiest hours,
—Talfourd.

BEAUTIFUL it is to see and understand that no worth,
known or unknown, can die even in this earth. The
work an unknown good man has done is like a vein of
water flowing under ground, secretly making the ground
green ; it flows and flows, it joins itself with other veins
and veinlets; one day it will start forth at a visible
perennial well,
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THE HIDALGO'S GLASSES.
BY EGBERT L. BANGS.

A roor Hidalgo lived in Spain ;
So says Gil Blas, who ought to know.
And when it rained, he let it rain ;
They say that Spaniards all do so.

He lived sometimes on scanty fare ;
Small dishes on his board grew great,
For on his nose a wondrous pair
Of glasses sat whene'er he ate.

Green peas to pickled olives turned,
And ** quail on toast”’ to turkey grew ;

"The smallest cherries that he earned
From oranges he hardly knew.

When through his magic glasses seen,
Dry biscuits rose to loaves of bread ;
And little fish in his tureen 3
Showed wondrous length from tail to head.

So, day by day, he magnified :
Each crumb of comfort sent to him,

And grew more free from sinful pride,
As eyesight grew more faint and dim.

Who had his glasses when he died?
Gil doesn'’t tell : he had no heirs ;

So where they went when laid aside
God only knows and no man cares.

But lucky he, should they be found,
Who could trace back his pedigree

To that Hidalgo under ground,
And, with his glasses, learn to see

In smallest blessings—ample store ;

In darkest clouds—a streak of light ;
In every man that sought his door,

A brother, with a brother’s right.

HECTOR'S INHERITANCE ;

The Boys of Smith Institute.

By HORATIO ALGER, Jr.

Author of ** Do and Dare.’ ** Ragged Dick,” ** Tat-
teved Tom,’ ** Luck and Pluck,’ etc., etc.

CHAPTER XVI.
TOSSED IN A BLANKET.

THE last new boy was a little fellow only eleven
years old. His name was Tommy Cooper, as he
was called at home. It was his first absence from
the sheltering care of his mother, and he felt lone-
some in the great dreary school-building, where he
was called *‘ Cooper,” and ‘‘you little chap.” He
missed the atmosphere of home, and the tenderness
of his mother and sister. In fact, the poor boy was
suffering from that most distressing malady, home-
sickness.

Had Mrs. Socrates Smith been a kind, motherly
woman, she might have done much to reconcile the
boy to his new home; but she was a tall, gaunt,
bony woman, more masculine than feminine, not
unlike Miss Sally Brass, whom all readers of Dick-
ens will remember.

I am sorry to say that a home-sick boy in a board-
ing-school does not meet with much sympathy.
Even those boys who have once experienced the
same malady are half ashamed of it, and, if they
remember it at all, remember it as a mark of weak-
ness. There was but one boy who made friendly
approaches to Tommy, and this was Hector Roscoe.

Hector had seen the little fellow sitting by himself
with a sad face, and he had gone up to him, and
asked kim in a pleasant tone some questions about
himself and his home.

¢ So you have never been away from home before,
Tommy,” he said.

“No, sir,” answered the boy, timidly.

“Don't call me sir. I am only a boy like you.
Call me Hector.”

“That is a strange name.
fore.”

*“No, it is not a common name.
don't like school very much.”

‘I never shall be happy here,” sighed Tommy.

“You think so now, but you will get used to it.”

“1 don’t think I shall.”

“ Oh yes, you will. It will never seem like home,
of course, but you will get acquainted with some
of the boys, and will join in their games, and then
time will pass more pleasantly.”

] think the boys are very rough,” said the little
boy.

 Yes, they are rough, but they don’t mean un-
kindly. Some of them were home-sick when they
came here, just like you.”

“Were you home-sick 2"’ asked Tommy, looking
up with interest.

«1 didn't like the school very well; but I was
much older than you when I came here, and besides
1 didn’t leave behind me so pleasant a home. I
am not so rich as you, Tommy. I have no father
nor mother,” and for the moment Hector, too,
looked sad.

The little fellow became more cheerful under the
influence of Hector's kind and sympathetic words.
Our hero, however, was catechised about his sudden
intimacy with the new scholar.

«] see you've got a new situation, Roscoe,” said
Bates, when Hector was walking away.

“ What do you mean ?”

“You've secured the position of nurse to that
little cry-baby.”

“You mean Tommy Cooper ?”

“Yes, if that's his name.”

«1 was cheering up the little fellow a bit. He's
made rather a bad exchange in leaving a happy
home for Smith Institute,”

“That's so. This is a dreary hole, but there’s
no need of crying about it.”

“You might if you were as young as Tommy,
and had just come.”

¢¢ Shall you take him under your wing 2"

I never heard it be-

I suppose you

““Yes, if he needs it.”

‘We now come to the few minutes preceding the
return of Hector {rom his walk, as indicated in the
last chapter.

Tommy Cooper was sitting in the school-yard,
with a disconsolate look, when Jim Smith, who was
never happier than when he was bullying other
boys, espied him.

““What's the matter with you, young one ?" he
said roughly, ‘‘Is your grandmother dead ? ”

“No,” answered Tommy, briefly.

¢ Come here and play."”

““I would rather not.”

“1 am not going to have you sulking round here.
Do you hear me 2"

¢ Are you one of the teachers ?” asked Tommy,
innocently.

¢ You'll find out who I am,” answered Jim, rough-
ly. ‘‘Here, Palmer, do you want a little fun with
this young one ?”

Palmer and Bates were Jim Smith’s most devoted
adherents.

“What are you going to do, Jim ?” questioned
Palmer.

“I'm going to stir him up a little,” said Jim, with
a malicious smile. ‘‘Go and get a blanket.”

““ All right | ” said Palmer.

JIM.S PLANS ARE THWARTED.

““We'll toss him in a blanket. He won't look so
sulky after we get through with him.”

There were two or three other boys standing by,
who heard these words :

“1It's a shame ! ” said one in a low voice. ‘‘See
the poor little chap, how sad he looks ! I felt just as
he does when I first came to school.”

¢ Jim ought not to do it,” said the second.
a mean thing to do.”

“ Tell him so0.”

‘ No, thank you. He'd treat me the same way:”

The two speakers were among the smaller boys,
neither being over fourteen, and though they sym-
pathized with Tommy, their sympathy was not
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likely to do him any good.

Out came Palmer with the blanket.

‘¢ Are there any teachers about ?” asked Jim.

o No. ”»

““That's good. We shan’t be interfered with.
Here, young one, come here.”

““What for?” asked Tommy, looking frightened.

¢ Come here, and you'll find out.”

But Tommy had already guessed. He had read a
story of English school life, in which a boy had
been tossed 'in a blanket, and he was not slow in
comprehending the situation.

‘O, don’t toss me in a blanket!” said the poor
boy, clasping his hands.

““Sorry to disturB you, but it's got to be done,

young one,” said Jim. ¢ Here, jumpin. It'll do
you good.”

“0, don't!” sobbed the poor boy. ‘‘It’ll hurt
me.”

““No, it won't! Don't be a cry-baby. We'll
make a man of you.”

But Tommy was not persuaded. . " mped up,
and tried to make his escape. But, of cou. °, there

was no chance at all for him. Jim Smith overtook
him in a couple of strides, and seizing him roughly
by the collar dragged him to the blanket, which by
this time Palmer and one of the other boys, who
had been impressed into the service reluctantly,
were holding.

Jim Smith, taking up Tommy bodily, threw him
into the blanket, and then seizing one end, gave it a
violent toss. Up went the boy into the air, and
tumbling back again into the blanket was raised
again.

‘“ Raise him, boys ! ” shouted Jim.
hoist !

Then it was that Tommy screamed, and Hector
heard his cry for help.

He came rushing round the corner of the build-
ing, and comprehended at a glance what was going
on.

Naturally his hot indignation was stirred.

‘““For shame, you brutes!™ he cried.
that !”

If there was any one whom Jim Smith did not
want to see at that moment, it was Hector Roscoe.
He would much rather have seen one of the ushers.
He saw that he was in a scrape, but his pride would
not allow him to back out.

““Keep on, boys ! ” he cried.

¢ Give him a

‘¢ Stop

““It's none of Ros-

“ i
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L
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coe's business. He'd better clear
out, or we'll toss him.”

As he spoke he gave another toss.

‘Save me, Hector ! " cried Tom-
my, espying his friend's arrival with
joy.

Hector was not the boy to let such
an appeal go unheeded. He sprang
forward, dealt Jim Smith a powerful
blow, that made him stagger, and
let go the blanket, and then helped
Tommy to his feet.

‘“‘Run into the house, Tommy !”
he said. ¢ There may be some rough work here,”

He faced round just in time to fend off partially
a blow from the angry bully.

‘“Take that for your impudence !” shouted Jim
Smith. ‘Tl teach you to meddle with me.”

But Jim reckoned without his host. The blow
was returned with interest, and, in the heat of his
indignation, Hector followed it up with such a volley
that the bully retreated in discomfiture, and was
glad to withdraw from the contest.

“T'll pay you for this, you scoundrel!” he said,
venomously.

‘“ Whenever you please, you big brute ! ” returned
Hector, contemptuously. ‘‘It is just like you to
tease small boys. If you annoy Tommy Cooper
again, you'll hear from me.”

“I'd like to choke that fellow !” muttered Jim.
‘“ Either he or I will have to leave this school.”

CHAPTER XVIIL
JIM SMITH'S REVENGE.

IT would be natural to suppose that Jim Smith,
relying upon his influence with his uncle, would
have reported this last ‘‘ outrage,” as he chose to
consider it, to the principal, thus securing the punish-
ment of Hector. But he was crafty, and considered
that no punishment Hector was likely to receive
would satisfy him. Corporal punishment for taking
the part of an ill-used boy, Hector was probably too
spirited to submit to, and, under these circum-
stances, it would hardly have been inflicted. Be-
sides, Jim was aware that the offense for which
Hector had attacked him was not likely, if made
known, to secure sympathy. Even his uncle would

| be against him, for he was fond of money, and had

no wish to lose the new pupil, whose friends were
well able to pay for him,

No! He decided that what he wanted was to
bring Hector into disgrace. The method did not
immediately occur to him, but after a while he saw
his way clear.

His uncle’s bedchamber was on the second floor,
and Jim's directly over it on the third story. Some
of the other boys, including Hector, had rooms also
on the third floor.

Jim was going upstairs one day when, through
the door of his uncle’s chamber, which chanced to
be open, he saw a wallet lying on the bureau. On
the impulse of the moment, he walked in on tip-toe,
secured the wallet, and slipped it hurriedly into his
pocket. Then he made all haste upstairs, and bolted
himself into his own room. Two other boys slept
there, but both were downstairs in the play-ground.

Jim took the wallet from his pocket and eagerly
scanned the contents. There were eight five-dollar
bills and ten dollars in small bills, besides a few
papers, which may be accurately described of no
value to any one but the owner.

The boy’s face assumed a covetous look. He, as
well as his uncle, was fond of money—a taste which,
unfortunately, as he regarded it, he was unable to
gratify. His family was poor, and he was received
at half price by Socrates Smith on the score of re-
{ationship, but his allowance of pocket-money was
less than that of many of the small boys. He made
up the deficiency, in part, by compelling them to
contribute to his pleasures. If any boy purchased
candy, or any other delicacy, Jim, if he learned the
fact, required him to give him a portion, just as
the feudal lords exacted tribute from their serfs and
dependents. Still, this was not wholly satisfactory,
and Jim longed, instead, for a supply of money to
spend as he chose.

So the thought came to him, as he scanned the
contents of the wallet : ““ Why shouldn’t I take out
one or two of these bills before disposing of it 2 No
one will lay it to me.”

The temptation proved too strong for Jim's power
of resistance. He selected a five-dollar bill and five
dollars in small bills, and reluctantly replaced the
rest of the money in the wallet.

““ So far, so good ! ” he thought.
idea.”

Then, unlocking the door, he passed along the
entry till he came to the room occupied by Hector.
As he or one of the two boys who roomed with him
might be in the room, he looked first through the
key-hole.

““The coast is clear!” he said to himself, in a
tone of satisfaction.

Still he opened the door cautiously, and stepped
with cat-like tread into the room. Then he looked
about the room. Hanging on nails were several
garments belonging to the inmates of the room.
Jim selected a pair of pants which he knew belonged
to Hector, and hurrying forward thrust the wallet
into one of the side pockets. Then, with a look of
satisfaction, he left the room, shutting the door
carefully behind him.

¢ There,” he said to himself, with exultation.
“That'll fix him! Perhaps he'll wish he hadn’t
put on quite so many airs.”

He was rather annoyed as he was walking along
the corridor, back to his own room, to encounter
Wilkins. He had artfully chosen a time when he
thought all the boys would be out, and he heartily
wished that some untoward chance had not brought
Wilkins in.

“ Where are you going, Jim ?" asked Wilkins.

‘I went to Bates’ room, thinking he might be in,
but he wasn't.”

‘Do you want him ?
ground.”

‘“Q, it's no matter!
differently.

‘1 got out of that pretty well! " he reflected com-
placently.

Perhaps Jim Smith would not have felt quite so
complacent, if he had known that at the time he
entered Hector’s room it was occupied, though he
could not see the occupant. It so chanced that Ben
Platt, one of Hector's room-mates, was in the closet,
concealed from the view of any one entering the
room, yet so placed that he could see through the
partially open door what was passing in the room.

‘When he saw Jim Smith enter he was surprised,
for he knew that that young man was not on visit-
ing terms with the boy who had discomfited and
humiliated him.

““What on earth can Jim want ?” he asked him-
self.

He did not have long to wait for an answer,
though not a real one ; but actions, as men have
often heard, speak louder than words.

‘When he saw Jim steal up to Hector’s pants, and
producing a wallet, hastily thrust it into one of the
pockets, he could hardly believe the testimony of
his eyes.

“Well!” he ejaculated inwardly, *‘I wouldn’t
have believed it if I hadn't seen it. I knew Jim
Smith was a bully and a tyrant, but I didn't think
he was as contemptible as all that.”

The wallet he recognized at once, for he had more
than once seen Socrates take it out of his pocket.

“It's old Sock’s wallet!” he said to himself.
“It's clear that Jim has taken it, and means to have
it found in Roscoe’s possession. That’s as mean a
trick as I ever heard of.”

Just then Wilkins entered the room. Wilkins
and Ben Platt were Hector’s two room-mates.

‘‘ Hallo, Wilkins! I'm glad you've come just as
you have.”

‘“That's a good

I left him out on the play-

It'll keep ! ” said Jim, in-
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“ What for, Platt? Do you want to borrow some
money ? "’

* No; there is more money m this room now than
there has been for a long time."”

¢ What do you mean? The governor hasn’t sent you
a remittance, has he 2"’

“ No.”

= Expound your meaning, then, most learned and
mysterious chum? ”

I will. Within five mmutcs Jim Smith has been here
and left a wallet of money.’

* Jim been here? I met him in the corridor.”

] warrant he didn’t say he had been here.”

‘* No ; he said he had been to Bates's room, but didn't
find him there.”

“ That's all gammon! Wilkins, what will you say
when I tell you that old Sock’s wallet is in this very
room !”’

“ 1 won't believe it !

“ Look here, then!"

As he spoke, Ben went to Hector'’s pants and drew out
the wallet.

Wilkins started in surprise and dismay.

“ How did Roscoe come by that? "’ he asked ;
he didn't take it? "’

“ Of course he didn’t. You might know Roscoe bet-
ter. Didn’t you hear me say just now that Jim brought
it here?”

* And put it in Roscoe’s pocket 2™

iyEs

**In your presence 2’

“ Yes ; only he didn’t know that I was present,”
Platt.

** Where were you?”

“ In the closet. The door was partly open, and I saw
everything.”

* What does it all mean?”

“ Can't yousee? It's Jim's way of coming up with
You know he threatened that he'd fix him.”
said

‘* surely

said

Roscoe.

“AILT can say is, that it’s a very mean way,”
Wilkins, in disgust.

He was not a model boy—far from it, indeed!—but he
had a sentiment of honor that made him dislike and de-
nounce a conspiracy like this.

* It’s a dirty trick,” he said, warmly.

¢ I agree with you on that point.”

** What shall we do about it ? "’

* Lay low, and wait till the whole*thing comes out.
When Sock discovers his loss, Jim will be on hand to tell
him where his wallet is. Then we can up and tell allwe
know.”

“Good! There's a jolly row coming !’ said Wilkins,
smacking his lips.

CHAPTER XVIIIL
THE MISSING WALLET IS FOUND.

SOCRATES SmiTH was, ordinarily, so careful of his
money, that it was a very remarkable inadvertence to
leave it on the bureau. Nor was it long betore he ascer-
tained his loss. He was sitting at his desk when his wife
looked in at the door, and called for a small sum for some
domestic expenditure.

With an ill grace—for Socrates hated to part with his
money—he put his hand into the pocket where he usually
kept his wallet.

** Really, Mrs. Smith,”” he was saying ; ''it seems to
me you are always wanting money—why, bless my
soul ! "’ and such an expression of consternation and dis-
may swept over his face, that his wife hurriedly in-
quired :

* What is the matter, Mr. Smith? "’

* Matter enough ! he gasped. ** My wallet is gone!”

“ Gone !’ echoed his wife in alarm. ** Where canyou
have left it? "

Mr. Smith pressed his hand to his head in painful re-
flection.

‘“How much money was there in it, Socrates?”
asked his wife.

 Between forty and fifty dollars!” groaned Mr.
Smith, *‘IfI don't find it, Sophronia, I am a ruined
man ! "’

This was, of course, an exaggeration, but it showed
the poignancy of the loser’s regret.

¢ Can’t you think where you left it?”

Suddenly Mr. Smith’s face lighted up.

I remember where I left it, now,” he said;
up in the chamber an hour since, and, while changing
my coat, took out my wallet, and laid it on the bureau.
T'll go right up and look for it.”

* Do, Socrates.”

Mr. Smith bounded up the staircase with the agility
of a man of half his years, and hopefully opened the
door of his chamber, which Jim had carefully closed
after him. His first glanice was directed at the bureau,
but despair again settled down sadly upon his heart
when he saw that it was bare. There was no trace of
the missing wallet.

It may have fallen on the carpet,”’
hope reviving faintly.

There was not a square inch of the cheap Kidderminster
carpet that he did not scan earnestly, greedily, butalas !
the wallet, if it had ever been there, had mysteriously
taken to itself locomotive powers, and wandered away
iato the realm of the unknown and the inaccessible.

Yet, searching in the chambers of his memory, Mr.
Smith felt sure that he had left the wallet on the bureau.
He could recall the exact moment when he laid it down,
and he recollected that he had not taken it again.

** Some one has taken it !"” he decided; and wrath arose
in his heart. He snapped his teeth together in stern
anger, as he determined that he would ferret out the
miserable thief, and subject him to condign punishment.

Mrs. Smith, tired of waiting for the appearance of her
husband, ascended the stairs and entered his presence.

“ Well? *’ she said.

« [ haven't found it,” answered Socrates, tragically.
** Mrs. Smith, the wallet has been stolen!"’

 Are you sure that you left it here? ”” asked his wife.

“ Sure ! he repeated in a hollow tone. ** Iamassure
as that the sun rose to-morrow—I mean yesterday.”

** Was the door open?”’

** No ; but that signifies nothing.
and any one could enter.”

* Is it possible that we have a thief in the Institute?”’
said Mrs. Smith, nervously. ‘*Socrates, I shan’t sleep
nights. Think of the spoons !’

‘* They're only plated.”

“1 was

said Socrates,

It wasn't locked,

** And my ear-rings.”

“ You could live without ear-rings. Think, rather, of
the wallet, with nearly fifty dollars in bills.”’

** Who do you think took it, Socrates? "’

* 1 have no idea ; but I will find out. Yes, I will find
out. Come down stairs, Mrs. Smith ; we will institute
inquiries.”

When Mr. Smith had descended to the lower floor,
and was about entering the office, it chanced that his
nephew was just entering the house.

* What'’s the matter, Uncle Socrates?” he asked ;
* you look troubled.”

““And a good reason why, James; I've met with a
loss,”

* You don’t say so !’ exclaimed Jim, in innocent won-
der;** What isit?”

* A wallet, with a large amount or money in it!”

* Perhaps there is a hole in your pocket,” suggested
Jim.

‘“ A hole—large eneugh for my big wallet to fall
through! Don’t be'such afool !’

** Excuse me, uncle;” said Jim, meekly ; *‘ of course
that is impossible, When do you remember having it
last?

Of course Socrates told the story, now familiar to us,
and already familiar to his nephew, though he did not
suspect that.

Jim struck his forehead, as if a sudden thought had
occurred to him,

* Could it be ? ”” he said, slowly, as if to himself ; ** no
I can’t believe it.”

‘* Can’ t believe what?” demanded Socrates, impa-
tiently ;** if you have any clue, out with jt!”

I hardly like to tell, Uncle Socrates, for itimplicates
one of the boys.”

* Which 2" asked Mr. Smith, eagerly.

“ 1 will tell you, though I don’t liketo. Half an hour
since, I was coming up stairs, when I heard a door close,
as I thought, and, directly afterwards, saw Hector Ros-
coe hurrying up the stairs to the third floor. I was going
up there myself, and followed him. Five minutes later,
he came out of his room, looking nervous and excited.
I didn’t think anything of it at the time, but I now
think that he entered your room, took the wallet, and
then carried it up to his own chamber and secreted it.”

“ Hector Roscoe !" repeated Mr. Smith, in amaze-
ment. ‘*I wouldn’t have supposed that he was a thief.”

“* Nor I ; and perhaps he isn’t. It might be well, how-
ever, to search his room.”

T will!”” answered Socrates, with eagerness.
up, James, and you, Mrs. Smith, come up too !”

The trio went up stairs, and entered poor Hector's
It was not unoccupied, for Ben Platt and Wil-
kins were there. They anticipated a visit, and awaited
it with curious interest. They rose to their feet when
the distinguished visitors arrived.

** Business of importance brings us here,’” said Socra-
tes. *‘Platt and Wilkins. you may leave the room,”

The boys exchanged glances, and obeyed.

* Wilkins,” said Ben, when they were in the corridor ;
‘it is just as I thought. Jim has set a trap for Roscoe.”

**‘He may get caught himself,”’ said Wilkins. ** I ain’t
over-squeamish, but that is too confounded mean! Of
course you'll tell all you know.”

* Yes; and I fancy it will rather surprise Mr. Jim. I
wish they had let us stay in there.”

Meanwhile, Jim skillfuly directed the search.

** He may have put it under the mattress,” suggested
Jim.

Socrates darted to the bed, and lifted up the mattress,
but no wallet revealed itself to his searching eyes.

“ No ;it is not here !” he said, in a tone of disappoint-
ment ; ** the boy may have it about him. I will send for
him.”

* Wait a moment, Uncle Socrates,” said Jim ; ** there
is a pair of pant’s which I recognize as his.”

Mr. Smith immediately thrust his hand into one of the
pockets—and drew out the wallet !’

* Here it is !’ he exclaimed, joyfully. *‘* Here itis.”

** Then Roscoe is a thief ! I wouldn't have thought
it!”’ said Jim.

I thought the boy was of too good family to

** Come

room.

tNor Y.
stoop to such a thing. But now I remember, Mr. Allan
Roscoe told me he was only adopted by his brother.
He is, perhaps, the son of a criminal.”

* Very likely ! "’ answered Jim, who was glad to be-
lieve anything derogatory to Hector. ** What are you
going to do about it, uncle ? "

¢ I shall bring the matter before the school. I will
disgrace the boy publicly,” answered Socrates, sternly.
‘* He deserves the exposure.”

** Aha, Master Roscoe ! "’ said Jim, gleefully, to him-
self ; ** I rather think I shall get even with you, and that

very soon.”
(70 be continued.)

* Hector's Inkeritance” commenced in No. 24. Back
numbers of the ARGOSY can be had at any time. Ask
your newsdealer for them,or ovder them of the pub-

lishers.
—_—————

THE DANGERS THAT SURROUND US.

THE terrific cyclones which have recently spread so
much desolation through the South and West, are only
hints of what the powers of Nature would produce, were
they not governed by Him who hath bound the watersin
a garment and gathered the wind in hisfists. They lend
new force to the eloquence of Thomas: Starr King, who
said @

“ If T were in danger of becoming skeptical, T believe
that a fresh and vivid appreciation of the scientific reve-
lations concerning our globe would appall me into faith,

** To think of tais ball whilling and spinning about the
sun, and to be an atheist! its covering less in compara-
tive thickness than a peach-skin, and its pulp a seething
fire. and to feel that we are at the mercy of the forces
that lash it like a top arcund the ecliptic, and of the rav-
ing flames that heave and beat for vent; not more than
an eighth of its surface inhabitable by man, seas roaring
around him, tropic heats smiting his brain, polar frosts
threatening his blood, inland airs laden with fever, sea
winds charged with consumption, hurricanes hovering
in the sky, earthquakes slumbering under our feet, the
conditions of life dependent on the most delicate oscilla-
tions of savage powers, over which the wisest man is as
powerless as a worm ; to think of these and not have any
confidence or belief i in a power superior to these pitiless
forces, not to have an inspiring faith that the land was
made for human habitations and experience, and is shel-
tered by a ceaseless love from the hunger of the ele-
ments !

“Why, I could as easily conceive of a person making
his home unconcerned in an uncaged menagerie, as of a
man at rest in nature, seemg what it is, and not feeling
that it is embosomed in God !’

AN IMPORTANT INVENTION.

INn large cities it is desired to make the buildings as
nearly fire-proof as possible, and brick and stone are |
generally employed for the outer walls. Still, wood is
needed for inner walls, partitions, and roofs, and upon |
these, a fire once started, feeds with terrible eagerness.
A recent invention promises to be of value in rendering
a large part of the inside of our dwellings incombustible.
A kind of spongy terra-cotta, or baked clay, is prepared
by an ingenious process, which is entirely free from grit
or sand, and may be sawed, planed, or worked upon with
carpenters’ tools, as if it were wood, It will hold nails,
and isvery light, but will not burr. any more than a brick.
This is what the Chicago 7»7bune says of it:

** The process of making the new terra-cotta may be
briefly described from an inspection of the works. The
raw clay is brought directly from the clay bank and
mixed, by the aid of machinery, with fine sawdust. Just
enough fresh water is added to make the mixture work
well, and it is then formed in an ordinary steam-press
into slabs or pipes. The slabs are then placed in sheds,
exposed to sun and wind till dry. The peculiar texture
of the material seems to prevent its warping, and in a
few days it is ready for firing.

** The kilns are of the common * bee-hive ' form, and, as
soon as the water is driven out, the fires are, uru.d till
the sawdust, mixed with the clay, takes fire and is de-
stroyed.

** The burning occupies about thirty hours, and the
kilns are opened and the slabs, as soon as cool, are taken
to the saw-mill and cut up into the dimensions required
for floor-beams, between iron beams, roofing-boards,
partition-blocks, and slabs for lining filters. Each piece
is plaved smooth on each side, and is squared at the
edges, tongued and grooved, or cut to any shape desired.

** For roofing, the slabs are laid on the iron rafters and
the slates are nailed down upon the slabs. For parti-
tions, the slabs are set on edge and nailed together at the
corners.

** The material is so spongy that no lathing is re-
quired, and, as the slabs are planed smooth and trimmed
square, no plaster is needed, and only a thin finishing
coat is put on, which dries hard and smooth in a few
hours.

** If a door is to be cut in such a partition after it has
been built, the opening is simply cut out with a saw and
the trimmings nailed directly to the wall. For protect-
ing iron columns and for covering steam boilers and
pipes, the material is formed into pipes, that may be
sawn in two and fitted to the pipes, columns, or other
curved surfaces.

** For chimneys, the slabs are molded or cut into the
form of long bricks, that may be laid one over the other
and nailed down ; or, if the bricks are long as the chim-
ney is wide, they may be dovetailed and fitted together,
nails being fitted at the joints.

** The finished material examined was fitted into floor-
beams, laid upon an iron roof and used. as a partition,
having a facing of plaster (last coat only), and, as plank
laid on a floor and in the rough, ready for re-sawing into
any shape, and it appeared to be admirably adapted to
the work. It also makes an excellent lining for filters.”

—_—————
SAVE THE STAMPS.

THE value of an article depends largely upon its rarity.
Gold is useful, but were it to become suddenly as com-
mon as iron, and iron as scarce as gold, there would be
a swift interchange of values,a terrible time in the stock
market. Diamonds are beautiful, but if they could be
picked up in the streets like ordinary pebbles they would
be placed in rockeries instead of being set in rings, and
would be readily exchanged for garnets.

Just now the stamp-collecting mania has infected so
many thousands that what would otherwise be worthless
bits of paper command really startling prices.

¢ Stamp collecting is the most alluring of hobbies,”
Sald a dealer to a New York S#z reporter. ‘' There are

6,500 different stamps known. The \alue of certain sin-
gle stamps is equal to many a person’s yearly income. A
leading banker, whose rssidence is on Madison Avenue,
has an album of stamps worth at the lowest estimate
$30,000. Another album, owned by a lady, is valued at
$25.000. I could name several more varying in value
from $20,000 to $5,000.

‘* Are corners in the stamp market possible?

‘* Certainly ; many collectors are at present buying up
all the match box and medicine revenue stamps which
pass out of use in fuly. They hope in a few years to
create a corner in the market, and get them off their
hands at immense prices. We sold a match-box stamp
yesterday for $1s.

** What collections have been sold at notably large
prices?”’

** There was one sold in London in 1876 for £8,000. An-
other sold in Paris last fall for 40,000 francs. We ourselves
have sold several $5,000 collections. 7This may surprise
you, but remember that some of these little stamps sell
for more than $200. There is one of the old local stamps
issued by the Brattleboro, Vt., Post Office in 1846, We
would not sell it to-day for less than $200. We have
many others of equal value. The stamps which are
most in demand and bring the highest prices are the
provisional stamps issued from 1844 to 1846 by the post-
masters of Baltimore, St. Louis, and Brattleboro. Here
is the Brattleboro stamp—a simpie frame of single lines
inclosing a fac-simzle of the autograph of James Bu-
chanan. The St. Louis stamp displays the arms of the
State of Missouri, with * St. Louis’ and the large nu-
meral of value above, and P, O." below. The Brattle-
boro stamp consists of the autographic initials * T. N. Pt
in an octagon ground of vertical lines, with * Brattle-
boro ’ above and * P. O. at the sides. Any of these can
be sold for $200.”

** When and where did this mania for stamp collecting
begin?”

** It may be said to have originated in London in 1862,
when Mount Brown, Y‘sq ., published the first list of
postage stamps. Dr. J. E. Gray, of the British Muse-
um, followed with a similar and more complete work in
the same year. These works were widely read, excited
much curiosity, and caused thousands to become stamp
collectors. The mania went on increasing until at pres-
ent I can safely say there are more than a million per-
sons seriously devoted to collecting stamps.”

e
THE POWER OF MUSIC.

THE tardy justice at last meted out to John Howard
Payne by an admiring countryman has revived many
stories of the poet’s immortal song, among which is the
following :

Just twenty years ago, or in the spring of 1863, two
great armies were encamped on either side of the Rap-
pahannock, one dressed in blue, the other in gray. As
twihght fell, the bands on the Union side began to play
the patriotic notes of ‘* The Star Spangled Banner ' and
** Rally Round the Flag, Boys,” and that challenge of
music was taken up by those on the other side, and they
responded with the equd‘ly patriotic strains ‘of * lhe
Bonnie Blue Flag” and ** Away Down South in Dixie.”

At length it was borne in upon the soul of a single sol-
dier in one of those bands of music, to begin a sweeter
and more tender air, and slowly as he played it there
joined, in a sort of chorus, the instruments upon the
Union side, until finally a great and mighty chorus
swelled up and down our army, for the soul inspiring
notes of ** Home, Sweet Home '’ floated in the air,

When they had finished there was no challenge yon-
der, for every band upon the ocher shore had joined the
strain, so attuned to all that is holiest and dearest, and
one great chorus of the two great hosts went up to God.

When they had finished, from the boys in gray came
a shout, ** Three cheers for home,” and they went up,
resounding to the skies, from both sides of the river ;
for the time being the two armies forgot grim war and
only thought of their loved ones at home, and

** Something upon the soldiers’ cheeks
Washed off the stains of powder,”

DANGEROUS EXPLOSIVES.

Dy~NAMITE is a mixture of three parts nitro-glycerine
and one part fuller's earth. Sometimes the diluent is
1 mica, magnesia, or even ordinary gunpowder, these
substitutes being used by various manufacturers to evade
the patents of Nobel, a Swedish chemist. In its various

‘ forms it also has various names, such as Jupiter powder,

! giant powder, rend-rock, etc. An explosive gum of the

| same nature has recently been invented, which is formed
’ by the addition of gun-cotton and camphor to nitro-
glycerine.

The name dynamite is from a Greek word dunamsis,
which signifies power. That it is worthy the name no
one will dispute, for it is considered seven times as
strong as gunpowder. On the other hand, pure nitro-
glycerine has at least thirteen times the force of ordinary
powder.

In 1865, a prisoner who was condemned to hard labor
in a German mine, managed to effect his escape. He
had held a position of some little confidence in the mine,
and when he decamped he succeeded in taking with him
a small tin can, containing about three pounds of nitro-
glycerine.

Profoundly ignorant of the nature and fell destructive-
ness of the explosive, and believing from the care with
which he had always seen it served out in the mines that
it was of considerable value, he clung to his treasure
with tenacity, and ev ertual]y embarked for the United
States, carrying the can with him, and using it on his
long sea voyage as a pillow.

Arriving in this city, he sought accommodations in a
Greenwich Street sailors’ boarding-house. There, pend-
ing his search for a purchaser, he put the can in the pub-
lic bar-room, where it was used by the boarders as a
foot-rest when they blacked their boots. This went on
for fully two weeks, and probably the little can was
knocked about all that time by careless mariners, who
little knew the danger that thcy were incurring.

One day there was a fight in the bar-room, and the can
was kicked by a stalwart German in his effort to reach
his opponent.

That fight ended instantly.

Simultanecusly with the kick there was a general scat-
tering of all the inmates of the room, a crashing of fall-
ing bricks and splintering timbers, and a report like a
seventy-four’s broadside. A ]muc that was passing in
the street was struck by some of the bricks hurled from
the building and pieces of an iron pillar that had been
shattered, and instantly killed ; but strangely enough,
the men in the bar-room r\(.aped with slight bruises, the
kicker, even, being only stunned by the shock.

—_———— e
JUST AS HE INTENDED.

It is the custom in New York, for gentlemen to call
upon such of their lady friends as favor them with invi-
tations upon New Year's day. At each house they are
usually invited to partake of cake and wine, and, if they
comply with the numerous requests, when the list of ac-
quaintances is large, the result may easily be imagined.

The famous Eli Perkins wrote volumes when he
signed his name to an article which he had prepared for
the press at the close of a supposed expcru:m.e of this
sort, ** Uli Perk(hic)ins.”

A New York correspondent tells the following story
of James Gordon Bennett :

One New Year’s day, young Bennett arrived at the
Union Club toward night, having made many calls. He
sat down in a chair, and, observing that some members
of the club were presenting Peter, the venerable porter
of the club, with $5 bills as New Year's presents, he
called him over, and, fishing down into one of his pock-
ets, brought up a lnll.

* Peter, my fnend " he said, without looking at the
bill ; ** take that.

“ Thank you, SII‘,”
the sight of a $20bill

Bennett gazed at him fora second, said sleepily, **wait,
Peter,” and, diving down into another pocket, brought
up another bill.

** Take that, Peter.”

This performance went on for fully five minutes.
Every time that the astonished Peter attempted to re-
tire, he was called back, and the presentation of every
kind of bill, from $1 to $50, went on, to the amusement
of the spectators. When no more bills came forth, Ben-
nett stopped and went away. Peter asked some of the
members what he had best do with his hat full of money.
He was advised to ask Mr. Bennett, the next time he
came, whether he had not given him, by mistake, more
than he had intended. So the next day, when Bennett
appeared, Peter said to him ¢

** Mr. Bennett, I think you gave me more of a New
Year's present than you intended, last night.”

Bennett locked at him for a few seconds, not having
the glimmer of an idea how much he had given, or
whether he had given anything at all.

**How much did I give you, Petcr 23

* Eight hundred dollars, sir.”

The position was a delicate one, but not so much so to
a man with an income of a million a year, as to an ordi-
nary mortal ** That was the amount I intended for you,
Peter,” said Bennett, without a sign of annoyance,

—_— e —

said Peter, his eyes glistening at

SHREWD BARGAIN-DRIVERS.

Many have probably heard of the sharp Yankee who
bartered an egg for a darning-needle, and then asked
the storekeeper to ‘* stand treat ”’ on the trade. Fearful
of losing a customer, the latter poured out a glass of
grog, when the Yankee suggested that he ** gen'ly took
an aig in his when he was to hum.”” So the identical
egg he had just brought was broken into his glass, and
lo! it was double-yolked. Calling the notice of the
trader to this fact, he cried, ‘‘ Now, old feller, I say,
give us another darn-needle !”

Similar to this, is a story once told by Henry Clay
and related in the Boston Budget :

Two farmers had two orchards, one on the north and
one on the south side of a hill.  On one occasion, when
the fruit failed on the northern side, the farmer on the
south offered his neighbor the privilege of coming into
his orchard and making there what cider he needed.

** That is very well, sald the northern. man ;** but I
have no hands to make it.’

The southern man replied that he would make him a
barrel then.

** But I have no one to bring it home,”
ern man.

** Well, I will send you a barrel,” was the reply.

s That is all well,” said his neighbor **and when I
have drunk the c1der what will you give me for the bar-

Pl

said the north-

—_——r————
“RUN. YOU BEGGAR!”

It is a generous nature that takes the part of the op-
pressed, and the following incident shows that, while
the sailor’s head was wrong his heart was in the right
place, so we trust the ** big chap " forgave him.

Strolling leisurely about a shipyard in Pembroke one
day, a gentleman saw a regular hard-weather tar from
a man-of-war, who was watching two men dragging a
seven-foot saw through a huge oak log.

The saw was dull, the log was tough, and the men
were hard at work—pull, push, push, pull. Jack studied
the matter over a while, until he came to the conclusion
that they were pullmg to see who could get the saw ;
and, as one was a big chap while the other was a little
fellow, Jack decided to see fair play ; so, giving the big
one a chp under the ear that capsized hzm he jerked the
saw out of the log, and, giving it to the small man, he
sang out, ‘* Now run, you beggar!”
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CORRESPONDENCE.
F. B. S. (Germantown, Pa.) Accent the first syllable
—Argosy.
T.B. M. We were glad to receive your nice letter,

and to know that you were so well pleased.

S. M. H. (Ball Play, Ala.)) Address Puzzle Editor,
GoLDEN ARGOSY, 10 Barclay Street, New York.

F. F. V, (Norfolk, Va.) 1, No. 2. If it should prove
available. 3. Between May and August. 4. Horticul-
ture,

Star-Gazer (Concord, N. H.) The moons of Mars
were discovered in 1877 by Professor Asaph Hall, of
Washington, D. C.

F. M. G. (San Francisco, Cal,) 1If youwin a subscrip-
tion you can have the copy mailed to some friend, since
you are already a subscriber.

M. M. (Savannah, Mo.)
of the greatest astronomers that ever lived.
in 1630. 3. Copernicus died in T543.

E. S. (Bucyrus, O.) The Copts are Christian de-
scendants of the ancient Egyptians. They are about
one fourteenth of the present population of Egypt.

L. G. C. (Georgetown, Ky.) The title of **King-
maker '’ was applied to the Farl of Warwick (Richard
Neville), the eldest son of Richard, Earl of Salisbury.

Sevymour (Waterville, Me.) North Park is the most
northerly of the great natural parks of Colorado. Its
area is about 2,500 square miles. Game of all kindsis
abundant in this region.

MonaLLo (St. James, N. Y.) 1. Earlyin the autumn.
2. Probably the Rudbeckia hirsuta, sometimes called
the ** yellow whiteweed.” The real whiteweed, or ** ox-
eye daisy,” is termed by botanists Lewucanthemum
vulgare.

G. G. C. (Paris, Ky.) 1. The Punic wars were between
Carthage and Rome. There were three, and they ended
in the destruction of the former city. 2. The name is
derived from Pcenicus, and this from Pheenicius, in allu-
sion to the fact that the Pheenicians were the founders
of Carthage.

ALrex. (Paterson. N. J.) Astrology was certainly the
parent of astronomy, and there is little difference in the
meaning of the terms, so far as etymology goes—the
former signifying the ** " and the

1. Kepler is considered one
2 He died

science of the stars,”
latter the ** laws of the stars.”” Technically, however,
there is a wide distinction, for astronomy is a science and
astrology a superstition.

Monitor (Washington, D. C.) Some of the most
famous of the California big trees are ‘* Mother of the
Forest,” ** Hercules,” ** Hermit,”” ** Pride of the Forest,”
** Three Graces,” ** Husband and Wife,”” ** Burnt Tree,”
*“0Old Maid,” ‘“Old Bachelor,” ‘*Siamese Twins,”
* Mother and Sons,” and **Two Guardians.” The
above vary from 250 to 330 feet in height, aud from 6o to
nearly 100 feet in circumference.

S. T. M. (Dansville, N. Y.) 1. Thearea of Kansas is
about 81,000 square miles—of Germany, about 2r12,000.
The latter is, therefore, nearly three times as large as
the former. 2. They are land birds, and are found in
nearly all parts of Europe and America, and in some
countries of Asia. 3. We think not. 4. Yes; the com-
mon hare, or Lepus ¢imidus, is widely distributed in
America. 5. Noj; itis a native of North America. 6.
(@) A fresh-water fish resembling the sucker; (&) a fish
of the same genus with the chub; (¢) see reply to Harry
D.in Nos.24. 7 and 10. For information concerning
these periodicals address H. D. Noyes & Co., 13 1-2
Bromfield Street, Boston, or a postal addressed to either
of them at the N, Y. Post office would probably procure
you a specimen copy. 8. The rabbit lives in bur-
rows. g. The ptarmigan closely resembles the grouse,
and is a native of northern climes in mountain regions of
America, Europe, and Asia.

Franc (Burlington, Towa).

** Venient annis szcula seris
Quibus Oceanus vincula rerum
Laxet, et ingens pateat Tellus
Tiphysque novos detegat orbes ;
Nec sit terris Ultima Thule,”
were written by the Latin poet Seneca,
rendered quite literally thus:

There will be a time in future years when Oceanus
shall loose the bonds of things,and a mighty land shall
be exposed, and Tiphys shall discover a new earth, and
Thule shall no longer be the boundary of the world.

Although Seneca was coeval with Christ, his predic-
tion was singularly fulfilled if we call Tellus, America,
and Tiphys, Columbus. 2, If you will read the ** Argosy
Yarns "’ you will understand the allusion to Tiphys.
Thule is pronounced in two syllables—Z/k#z-le. It was
an island in the German Ocean or the extreme part of
the Scandinavian peninsula, and believed by the ancients
to be the most northern point,and one of the ends of the
earth, hence called U/fzma, or Farthest Thule.

The lines—

They may be

<ro——
PUZZLEDOM.

ORIGINAL contributions are solicited for this depart-
ment. Obsolete words not allowable. Write on one side
of the paper on/y, and apart from all other communica-
tions, Items of interest relating to Puzzledom will be
gladly received. Address ** Puzzle Iiditor,” I'e GoLpEN
ARGGsy, 10 Barclay Street, New York City.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN No. 25.

No. 1. Boatman. No. 5. Take second letter of

every word and you have

No. 2. the answer : May the Ar-
PARASOLETTT GOSYdeforever.

PARADILSEA
NERI-SSA e
STOTE
ou s No. 6. 30x 6767 X 50 = 10150~
S 500 = XILD (exiled).

No.3. “ Asoft answer turn- —_—

eth away wrath.
The key is the first par- No. 7. Economy is wealth.

agraph under Puzzledom.
The semicolons separate ———
words. The first number
indicates a word in the par- No.8. SOL A R
agraph, and the second num- O LYk
ber a letter in that word, and LIKEN
so on alternately—thus: 3 is AVER T
the third word, ** are,” 1 is RENT S
the first letter, &1
the fourth word, ** solicited,” s
1 is the first letter, **s ;" etc.
No.g. ABaANGA
No. 4. P DeMAND
M UM ABoLL A
MAZED Ma1ueM
P A7 Z-L'E-R S A NDYS
MELON ]
D EN —
R No: 1. Bard, hero, sage.

Puzzlesin PuzzLepom No. 25 were correctly solved by :
Nanc Porte KEY, Scout, NEMO, ALB1ON, CONQUEROR,
ForT SUMTER, SLEEPYHEAD, KNow NoTHING, PUZZLER,
ALCIBIADES.

Complete lists.—None.

Best incomplete lists.—ScouTt, PuzzLER.

PuzzLER, please send last name in full.

NEW PUZZLES.

No. 1. SQUARE.
| 1. The aperture in a mold. 2. A short bar. 3.
| Wreaths. 4. A female name. 5. A captain. 6. Ensi-
form.
Newark, N. J. Aponis.

No. 2. CHARADE.

My second on a quiet sea,
‘With gentle breeze to fan my brow ;
Said I: ** O sea! sweet friend to me,
Dost cheer my desolation now.”

The scene is changed—the wild winds rave,
My bark is lost beneath the sea ;
. I grasp my /firs?, perchance to save
My life—that dearest boon to me.

I'm washed upon asandy bed,

** I'll trust thee not, O treacherous thing !
Thou base, deceiving sea ! "’ I said,

And then I heard my Zofal sing.

PrrrsrieLp, ME. JUNIPER.

No. 3. PrROGRESSIVE HALF-SQUARE.

1. A letter. 2. By way of example. 3. One of several
species of poplar. 4. A town of Spain in Valencia. s.
In Greek grammar, the rough breathing, importing that
the letter over which it is placed ought to be pronounced
asif the letter %2 preceded it.
about one cent each

8. One that vilifies another. 9. Slanderers.

New York Crty. ALCIBIADES.
No. 4. REeBus.
(An animal.)
M
E
New York City. SoLp.
No. 5. Hexacon.

Across.—1. A light blow with the fingers. 2. House-
hold gods of the ancient Romans. 3. Brief. 4. To fix
again. 5. To go down below the horizon.

Domwn.—1. A letter. 2. A household god of the an-
cient Romans. 3. Steps. 4. Mounted. 5. An opinion.
6. Torest. 7. A letter.

CAMBRIDGE, Mass. ALBION,

No. 6. Diamonp.

1. A letter. 2. Portion. 3. To mingle by rubbing in
some fluid or soft substance. 4. An ornament formed in
imitation of curved and bent foliage (Arch). 5. Almost
choked or suffocated. 6. A light cake or muffin (Prov.
Eng.). 7. ¥he first bishop of Paris. 8. A number. o.
A letter.

Gissoxn, Pa. ODOACER.

No. 7. QuinturLE LETTER ENiGMmA.

** pale green shrubs '’ in forests found ;

‘* flaring torches’’ used at night ;

** poisonous flowers”’ alang the ground ;

‘*mewing kittens '’ in a fight ;

*“rosebuds’’ bred with tender care ;

** arrows large "’ by Indians used ;

*“ watchful lions " in their lair ;

** wooden playthings ' much abused ;
Five flotwers to you the answer will show,
I'm sure that one of the puzzlers will know.

PHILADELPHIA, PA. Favrcon.

No. 8. HALF-SQUARE.

1. A hurricane squall (Eng.). 2. Fixes and holds in
the mind (Rare). 3. Allured with smiles. 4. Analarm.
5. An article. 6. To marry., 7. A Roman coin. 8. A
letter.

New Lisson, O, Sam Srick.

No. 9. RippLE.

I come like a conqueror heralded by horns and bells.
My complexion varies, and I am sometimes decked with
a rainbow-colored ribbon. I travel to all quarters of the
globe, over land and sea,on earth and in air. I have
saved life and have destroyed it. I often attract atten-
| tion to the exclusion of all things else ; yet, though my
| absence may be noticed, I am never missed except when
pr(‘sent.

Laxp oF Nob.

SLEErY HEAD.

No. 10. DousLe AcrosTIC.
1. An outcast. 2 To bring forward. 3. Froth. 4.
The first sudiments of plant life. 5. Gazed. 6. A city
of Ohio. 7. An outrage. 8. A town of Sumatra. g. A

| book of the Bible.
‘ I’rimals —A country upon the Mediterranean Sea.
Finals—A Greek historian.

CHicaco, ILL, M. A. Y. BeLL.

82 Answers, solvers, and
weeks.

prize-winners, in four

‘ CONTRIBUTIONS.
| Accepted—0O. Liver, SLEepy Heap, Nvas, Hous-
1 TON, ALCIBIADES.
Rejected —HARRY Mowsray, HousTon,
Prizes.

For the first complete list of answers to puzzles in this
issue, one year's subscription to THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.
I'or second and third complete lists, or the two best
incomplete lists, six months’ and three months’ subscrip-
tion to 1THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

CHAT.

Nvas.—Correct, It wasa compliment. Your O fight
is a capital side issue. NanG.—You found the right an-
ver to No. 3 by the wrong method. How you ever
struck ile "’ with such an auguris wonderful. ~Arsrow.
See reply to U. No, in chat No. 21. PuzzLeEr.—Per-
haps not according to custom, but hardly ‘‘against
rules.”” PuzzLER was the only one who solved No. 6.
NaxG Porte KEY the only one who obtained the cipher.

OUR GREAT WORD HUNT.

(Open to yearly subscribers only).

For the three largest lists of words formed by yearly

subscribers from the word
$ZYMOTIC,”

and received at this office on or before June 30, 1883,

we will award the following prizes:

For the largest list.....

ogd 5 “

CONDITIONS.

1. Only words found in the body of recent editions of
** Webster’s Unabridged Dictionary " will be allowed.

2. Words containing less than three letters will not be
allowed.

3. No letter can be used more than once in a word.

4. Abbreviations, biographical, geographical, proper
names, nicknames, and plurals, are not allowed.

5. All lists of rds must be arranged in alphabetical
order, and in verti lines.

6. Lists should be written on one side of the paper
only. With each list should be sent a statement of how
many words it contains ; also full name and address.

7. In case of a tie between two or more contestants,
other matter shall be taken into consideration—such as
the fewest mistakes, clearness, neatness and order in ar-
ranging lists.

e ——

EXCHANGES.

§2F" WE cannot insert exchanges of fire-arms, birds’
| eggs, or dangerous chemicals. The publishers reserve the
right of using their discretion in the publication of any
‘ exchange. Exchanges must be made as brief as possible,
M. E. NorTon, Winstead, Conn. Roller club skates
for printing-press and outfit,
THEO. W1 3418 Rhodes Avenue, Chicago, Il

Books and magazines for minerals and curiosities,

6. Turkish coins, worth |
7. To bespatter with foul reports. |

M. L. Gorpoxn, Osceola, Iowa. Fifty-two numbers
Youth’s Companion for one volume Golden Days.

Sam. I. ArLLarp, Eureka, Humboldt Co., Cal. Base-
ball suit and many valuable articles for printing-press.

WirT A, MircHELL, Charleston, I1l. Watch, guitar,
roller skates, etc., for 44 or 46-inch rubber-tire bicycle.

H. C. BurGer, New Lisbon, O. ** Life of Garfield”’
and another book for ** Gaskell's Compendium ' ; books
for offers.

S. S. InnEs, Wilkesbarre, Pa. Vol. 111, Golden Days,
in fine condition, for a fine jointed trout rod, with reel
and line.

A. L. Jason, Lodi, Ohio. Fine D flute, six keys, in
box, cost $8, good as new, for five-dollar microscope or
best offer.

H. P. WALDEN, 1920 Randolph Street, St. Louis, Mo,
Five artificial flies and fishing-spoon for small but good

fishing-reel.
“ Smith’s Quick

Warrace Van Dusen, Norwalk, O.
Method of Penmanship” (new), for books by Castlemon,
Alger, or Optic.

Jos. SmiTH, 32 South Street, Ralthaore, Md, 22 num-
bers Vol. I1V. Goldern Days, for & trout rod costing not
less than $1.25.

R. F. G. Box 358. Xenia, O. A foot power bracket
saw and Vol. I11. Harper's Young People, for best offer
in Ohio or Indiana.

ARTHUR D. CocHRANE, 811 Jefferson Street, Brook-
lyn, N. Y. Eight pounds brevier type for other sizes.
Chromos for offers.

D. AxiN, Schaghticoke, N. Y. Magic lantern,
steam engine, six pair sleeve protectors, for printing-
press, chase 3X 4 or 4x 6.

WARReN K. MooreHEAD, Xenia, O., Lock Box s7.
** Peck’s Sunshine,” * Bruin, or the Grand Bear Hunt,”’
and cash, for Indian relics.

E. E. WrtHerELL, Warwick, Mass. Large collection
minerals, pebbles, ores, and woods, as relics, for Indian
relics and curiosities, shells, etc.

W. A. Horngr, Millsboro, Wash. Co., Pa. A good
magic lantern, with four slides and directions for making
views, for Vol. 1. or I1. of Golden Days.

J. M. AuBrey, Jr., Blue Island, Cook Co., Ill, Books
by Optic, etc., a $25 violin, Rugby foot-ball, a print-
ing-press, zither, microscope, and other minor articles,
for offers,

Joux A. Herrz, 2 Sherman Avenue, Cincinnati. O.
*On Time” (Optic), ** Young Yigers” (Reid), Vol. II.
Golden Days (fourteen numbers missing) for Vol. 1.
Golden Days, bound.

W. H. KELLOGG, Romansville, Chester Co., Pa. Col-
lection of 200 selected wood engravings and twenty fine
steel engravings. All different and clean. Will trade
for a spy-glass (four draws) or a polyopticon.

TRY

UBBER STAMPS. Best made. Immense Catalogue free
to Agents. The G. A. Harper Mfg, Co.,Cleveland, O.
make money selling our Family Medicines.

Agen s No capital required.

STANDARD CURE CO., 197 Pearl St., N. Y.

NEW AND BEAUTIFUL CHROMO CARDS.
Name in New Type, and an Elegant 48 page Gilt

Bound FLORAL AI},'

cents. )

50 of our Handsome Chromo Cards with name &
Premium,10c. Yale Printing Co.,New Haven, Ct.

b
TOGRAPH ALBUM, all for 15
NOW & CO., Meriden, Conn.

YOUR NAME on so Large, Handsome Chromo
Cards. roc.
our 1883 trade, 13 packs for $1.

ples, 25c. FrankLIN PriNTING Co., New Haven, Ct.
; By s35~A RARE OFFER “&=a
\“,' 25 BEAUTIFUL CARDS, name in stylish

trlnt,l()e. 12 packs (with 12names) and
this elegant Ring for 1. (Don’t eonfound
our Cards with the cheap packs of 50, adver=
tised 50 extensively. Agents’ Album of Samples, 25¢, Blank
eards at wholesale, NORTHFORD CARD CO. Northford, Ct.

23 USILFUL ARTICLES, 4
ANV FLAL SRS CADD3
Book, to all who send two

Bc. stamps for postage and
packing. Mention this paper.

P
E. G. RIGEOUT & C0., NEW YORK.
Full Size

SHEET MUSIC "o

Cts.
best paper, sold elsewhere atfrom 30¢
EESEREEERS | 10 |, each,sold by usat only ¢ per

PEB copy for any plece on ist--largest

listto selectfrom. Send B cts. (money

[ free W C. CREEN, 65
coPY WASHINGTON-ST, Onidagorin” ©

They are entirely new, made expressly for |
Agents’ Book of Sam- |

myMWedical Compound and Improved
lastic Supporter Truss in from 30 to

days. Reliable references given. Send
stamp for circular, and say in what paper
you saw my advertisement. Address (apt,

W. A. Collings,Smithville, Jefferson Co. N.Y.
COLUMBIA BICYCLE.

Thousands in daily use by Doc-
tors, Lawyers, Ministers, kKditors,
Merchants, etc., etc.

Send 3-cent stamp for elegantly
illustrated 36-page Catalogue to

The Pope Mfg. Co.,

652 Washington St., Boston, Mass

Splendid Stained Glass Substitute.

Send 10 cents cash, and we will send samples of the
Substitute, with Price-List, and one copy Agents’ Her-
ald, containing the popular novelist, Emerson Bennett's
*‘Secret Brotherhood, or a Clergyman’s Fate,” miscella-
neous reading, news items, etc. 92.50 in gold hidden
each month in the dgents’ Herald. Contests open to
all. ‘‘The Advertisers Impending War” against dis-
honest newspapers fraudulently claiming large circu-
lations. Endorsed by 150,000 readers. ver 1,000 new
and money-making inventions, novelties, boo!
for which several hundred reliable advertisers
agents. L.LUM SMITH, Journalist’s Drawer D,138,Phila.,Pa.
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NEATS s MVAL
ENSIONS!

To all soldiers who are in any manner disabled
by reason of wounds received, or disease con-
tracted, while in the service. Widows, children,
mothers, ard fathers entitled. it soldier has died from
wounds or disease, Many claims. even recently al-

lowed, are, under new laws INCREASED

lately passed, entitled to be
prosecuted

Rejected Claims successtully

where others have failed.

Thousands of soldiers or heirs BO U NTY

are yet entitled to receive more

HONORABLE discharges and pensions to de-

serters, by Act of Aug. 7, 1882,
Don’t delay. Advice free. Address, with stamp,

L.C. WOOD, Washington, D. C. Box 34

THE

MOST
RELIABLE
FOoD

IN THE WORLD
F:IﬂF u§
1 »

CHILDREN

Soldby Druggists

FOUR SIZES,
35, 65, 1.25, 1.15

Wowlrcbrat

send free, by mail, an elegant iltus-
trated catalogue of the best make
of gold and silver Waltham Watches
and latest stylesof Diamond Jewelry,
with prices attached. Address
AMERICAN JEWELRY CO.,

THE
AMERICAN

JEWELRY

COMPANY

Neo. 5 Arcade, Cincinnati, O.

IMPROVED
GEM ORGANINA
(Linen Musie.)
ARISTON.

or stamps) for S8ample Copr. Cortalegue

CANETTE
PLAYS ANY TUNE,

L SIZE Or Reeds.
gE\I‘ferful Toue.‘ ﬂf\!insic 4c.

OR

o0

(Dise Musie,) per ft. Over 300 tunes ready. 2 '
NE To those who will agree to
plgt s 3 SPEGIAL show the Organette and act
ONLY 84, f agour Agents, we will senda Sam=
MUSICAL ; le Organeite, with MWusic, for D&/
—AND— B = ize 13 inches long, 11 in. wide, 63 in. high.
OFFIOAL WONDEE i G = HARBACH ORGANINA C0.809 Filbert St.Phila

Catalogue Free.

Wonderful McTammany Organette, Sample $5.00!

AN UNABRIDGED DICTIONARY FREE!

Vorcester's Unabridged Dictionary,

Latest edition, with supplement, bound in library leather, such as sells for $10.00 at any book store.

Will be given by us to any one who will send us ten yearly subscriptions to THE GOLDEN ARGOSY, at
$1.75 eack, or for five yearly subscriptions and $3.50 in cash, or for three yeariy subscriptions and $s.00 in cash.

1r vou send us a club of three names and $3, you will get a $10 dictionary for $5, and no more. If a club of
five and $3.50, your dictionary will cost you but $3.50. If a club of ten names, the great Worcescer's Unabridged
Dictionary—a dictionary that has no superior—will cos you absolutely nothing.

Rating the dictionary at its regular prica, $1o, just see what we would be giving you and your club:

1st.—T'hree subscriptions and $5 would be a total of only $10.25. We would give you for this a $10 dictionary
and $5.25 worth of subscriptions—in all, $15.25.

2d.—Five subscriptions and $3.50 would be a total of $12.25. For this we would give you a $10 book and $8.75
worth of subscriptions—in all, $18.75.

3d.—For only ten subscriptions, you would actually receive a $1o dictionary and $17.50 worth of subscriptions
—in all, $27.50.

Just think of this offer, and see what an opportunity it affords you of getting an invaluable book—a book that
every family should have—a book that no scholar, or man of any prominence, can afford to be without.

Of course you know what this dictionary is—every one knows Worcester’s dictionaries—however, for your
benefit, we will quote the following :

J. B. Lippincotz & Co. say:

** The new edition of \Worcester's Unabridged Dictionary is a massive volume of 2,088 pages, and contains
considerably more than 115,000 words in its vocabulary, with their pronunciation, definition, and etymology.
It is illustrated with over 1,100 neat wood-cuts, and four full-paged illuminated plates, and is enriched by more
than a thousand excellent articles on SynoNvMs.

** It may fairly claim to be the standard authority for the English language ; and,-as such, is recommended
by Bryant, Longfellow, Whittier, Sumner, Holmes, Irving, Winthrop, Agassiz, Marsh, Henry, Everett, Mann,
Stephens, Quincy, Felton, Hillard, Memminger, and the majority of our most distinguished scholars, and is,
besides, recognized as authority by the departments of our national Government. It is also adopted by many of
the boards of public instruction.

*“The supplement preserves the distinctive features of the body of the book, and adds to its vocabuiary all the
words which have of late years gained admittance into the language, including several thowusand which are not
contained in any other dictionary.”

The Boston Yournal says:

** Worcester’s Unabridged Dictionary reflects the highest credit upon American scholarship and enterprise,
and so eminent an English authority as the London A4 #%ken@um, has pronounced it without qualification * the best
existing English lexicon.””

The Philadelphia 77mes says:

** Worcester's Dictionary, as a storehouse of almost the whole language, from the earliest written Saxon to the
most modern * American,’ justifies its right to be classed as the second (the Bible being the first) of the two books
indispensable in every American home.”

The New York Herald says :

** In its former editions Worcester’s Dictionary gained the approval of many of our best scholars, who pro-
nounced it unrivaled iu various important respects, and the supplement now issued will largely increase its claims
to popular and literary favor.”

This dictionary is so large and bulky that it cannot go by mail, thus we shall send it, in all cases, by express
—expressage to be paid by receiver.

E. G. RIDEOUT & CO., 10 Barclay 8t., New York.



232

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

JUNE 23, 1883.

THE RKING’S RING.
BY THEODORE TILTON.

ONCE in Persia reigned a king,
‘Who, upon his signet-ring

Graved a maxim true and wise,
Which, if held before his eyes,
Gave him counsel, at a glance,

Fit for every change and chance—

Solemn words, and these are they :
** Even this shall pass away !

Trains of camels through the sand
Brought him gems from Samarcand ;
Fleets of galleys through the seas
Brought him pearls to match with these.
But he counted not as gain

Treasures of the mine or main,

** What is wealth ? "’ the king would say;
*** Even this shall pass away.” "

In the revels of his court,

At the zenith of the sport,

‘When the palms of all his guests,
Burned with clapping at his jests,
He, amid his figs and wine,

Cried, ** O, loving friends of mine !
Pleasure comes, but not to stay :

* Even this shall pass away.’”’

Lady fairest ever seen

Chose he for his bride and queen,
Couched upon the marriage bed,
‘Whispering to his soul, he said :

* Though a bridegroom never pressed
Dearer bosom to his breast,

Mortal flesh must come to clay:

¢ Even this shall pass away.”’

N
Fighting on a furious field,

Once a javelin pierced his shield,
Soldiers with a loud lament,
Bore him bleeding to his tent,
Groaning from his tortured side,
** Pain is hard to bear,” he cried ;
‘* But with patience, day by day,
* Even this shall pass away.””’

Towering in the public square,
‘Twenty cubits in the air,

Rose his statue carved in stone.
Then the king, disguised, unknown,
Stood before his sculptured name,
Musing meekly, ** What is fame ?
Fame is but a slow decay :

¢ Even this shall pass away.””’

Struck with palsy, sere and old,
Waiting at the gates of Gold,
Spake he with his dying breath.

** Life is done, but what is death ? "’
Then, in answer to the king,

Fell a sunbeam on his ring,
Showing by a heavenly ray—

** Even this shall pass‘away.”

— e ————

ZERI NODDY'S BEAR.

BY DEXTER GIFFORD.

“ZERr1! Zeri Noddy ! For patience sake come
here! There! Do yousee old Peak-nose? Some-
thin’s been a clawin’ of her; an’I'm much mistaken,
if 'taint the bear Sol Peabody see on Overset last
week!” And Aunt Keziah Noddy adjusted the
spectacles on her nose, and critically surveyed the
unlucky ewe which had just then run into the yard
bleating pitifully.

““More likely 'tis dogs’ work,” said Zeri, a boy of
fourteen, now coming forward from the kitchen
where he had been pounding away diligently at an
old dash churn.

‘Oh, ’taint, neither ! The wool's all scratched
off her back an’ a-draggin’ on the ground. An’
where'n natur’s her lambs ? Go right off into the
parster, Zeri, an’ hunt ’em up—ef they ain’t eat
a'ready ! ”

‘“ An’ stop churnin’!” queried Zeri, amazed at
his good luck in escaping for once the weekly afflic-
tion.

“Ye can’t kerry the churn with ye, kan ye?”
cried the old lady with asperity. * There’s no need
o’ bein’ gone all day. I'll waggle at the dasher till
ye get back. Hurry, now !—an’ look sharp—but
don't get nabbed yerself,” she screamed after Zeri,
as, snatching his tattered hat from its peg in the
shed, he darted off down the lane toward the pas-
ture.

Zeri was only a nephew of Aunt Keziah's, which,
doubtless, accounts for the little anxiety with which
she sent the boy off to a possible encounter with so
formidable a creature as a bear.
as he ran along with blistered hands and aching
shoulders, that he would rather meet a bear and
run the risk of getting scratched as badly as was old
Peak-nose, than face the dash churn, filled to the
brim with stiff, sticky cream, again that day.

The forenoon was well-nigh spent when at last
Zeri made his appearance, finding Aunt Keziah still
struggling with the dash churn, panting and out of
patience.

He had found one lamb floundering in a bog-hole,
into which, in its fright it had run, and from which
it could not make its way out ; the other was miss-
ing.

“What w#// yer Uncle Jefferson say ?” cried
Aunt Keziah, subsiding into a kitchen chair and
wiping her sweaty, cream-spattered face with her
check apron. ‘It does seem as though confusion
breaks loose as soon as ever he stirs off the prim-
isis.”

It was in late September, and Uncle Jefferson
had gone to spend a week with his brother John up
in New Hampshire. Since his departure, the foxes
had caught half the turkeys, the big chimney had
‘‘burnt out,” setting fire to the weathered and dry
house-roof, burning entirely through before the fire
could be put out; and now one of old Peak-nose’s
twins was gone. Aunt Keziah was dismayed. Such
a ‘“‘string of misfortins hadn’t fell onto ’em since
she an’ Jefferson had settled down.”

Zeri thought something ought to be done, and
persuaded Aunt Keziah to let him borrow Sol Pea-
body’s bear-trap. The next morning, getting his
friend Philander Damon, a big, red-headed boy of
about his own age, Zeri set off for the pasture with
the heavy trapearried on a pole between them.

After a good deal of trouble and many futile at-

But Zeri thought, |

tempts, the two sturdy boys got the great strong
jaws of the trap open, and set the rather dangerous-
looking thing amid some beeches at the foot of
‘“Overset,” a jagged, precipitous mountain covered
with spruces and firs, just beyond the hedge fence,
separating the pasture from the mountain ; for Zeri
did not care to add anything to Aunt Keziah’s stock
of calamities by running the risk of the Durham
heifer’s putting her foot in its ponderous jaws.

One week passed, then two. The trap was daily
visited, yet no sign of any creature’s having been
about it was perceptible.. Zeri concluded that the
bear had gone foraging in some other neighbor-
hood.

One afternoon, the last of October, Aunt Keziah
sent him into the woods to get some hazel bark for
coloring yarn, and as usual Zeri called for Philander
to go with him. They took along a bag to gather
beech-nuts in, and an ax to pound the limbs to rattle
off the nuts.

They soon peeled the bark, then went on up to
the beeches under ‘‘ Overset” to get their nuts, and
also to take up the trap if they found it still undis-
turbed.

But the trap was gone, big clog and all. And
there was every indication of there having been a

ging trap and clog, and mad with rage and the pain
of his injured foot. The lad crawled as far as he
could get into the brushy top-of the spruce, the bear
floundering on after him, when the clog once more
caught in the limbs, bringing the angry creature up
with a jerk not two yards from the head of the ter-
rified Philander, where he growled and gnashed his
teeth hideously.

Suddenly something gave away with a grating
snap, and with a terrible hoot the bear bounded out
of the spruce and hobbled off into the woods.

Philander soon recovered from his fright, and
crawling out of the tree-top, went to hunt up Zeri.
That terrified and miserable lad had taken refuge un-
der a big shelving rock, where Philander found him
groaning softly and quite used up. Indeed, his arm
was badly bitten, and his jacket torn nearly off him.

On examination, the clog was found among the
spruce-boughs, trap and all ; the bear, in his exer-
tions to reach Philander, having jerked his foot out
of it, leaving two toes with their long nails in its
grim jaws.

‘“No wonder the old fellow hooted so!” ex-
claimed Philander. ‘‘It must 'a’ hurt awfully., I
thought sure his next leap would be on top o’ my
head ! ”

AN UNPLEASANT SITUATION.

very lively scuffle amongst the brush and small ever- |

greens,

‘“Here's his tracks ! Fresh, too !” cried Zeri, ex-
citedly. ‘‘Let’s put on after him! It won’t do to
stop now an’ let him carry off Sol’s trap ! ”

And the two boys eagerly set off on the trail, ax
and club in hand.

The bear, finding it too difficult to climb up the
way he had come down, had turned aside and gone
around the base of the mountain toward a swampy
tract to the westward. Here the thick underbrush
had so interfered with the heavy clog that his prog-
ress had been very slow, and the boys had not gone
more than half a mile when they came plump upon
the animal hung up between a pine log and a big
bowlder.

Zeri ran on around him, and in the heat of ex-
citement darted up to the creature, and struck at him
with the ax. Quick as a flash it was struck from his
grasp by a blow from the bear’s paw, and went
whirling off into the underbrush ; and grappling the
boy’s arm, the great brute began chewing it in a most
savage manner.

‘“Beat him off, Phi!
Zeri in great alarm. ¢ Hit him !
He'll kill me ! ”

Philander rushed to the rescue, and with his club
belabored the bear vigorously till the old fellow,
finding himself so beset from behind, left off chew-
ing Zeri and turned his attention to that quarter.

Instantly, Philander took to his heels. But the
bear had, somehow, in the melee, got the clog
loosed, and, instead of being fast, as Philander had
calculated, to his horror he gave very lively chase,
almost clutching the lad’s long blue frock at each
leap. ¥

A fallen spruce lay in their way, and into it Phi-
lander plunged ; the bear pursuing him, still drag-

Beat him off | shrieked
Quick ! Quick !

‘“He'd ’a’ skelped ye, sure enough,” said Zeri,
regarding his arm ruefully.

The boys did not stay for beech-nuts, but gather-
ing up the trap and ax, started for home. No more
was seen of the bear that year ; but the next spring
he was again in the neighborhood, doing mischief in
the sheep flocks.

It was in planting time, and very warm weather.
The pigs had been turned out of their winter quar-
ters in the sty into a yard on one side.

One Sunday morning, before light, the whole
house was aroused by most piercing squeals from
the yard. Aunt Keziah rushed to the stairway.

“Zeri! Zeri Noddy! Get up quick! Don't ye
hear the shoats squealin’ ? Massy sakes, he’s dumb’s
the Poles, an’ Jefferson rarin' round with cramp
knots ! Dear! dear! The pigsll be eat 'fore that
boy’ll rub his eyes open.”

But just then Zeri stumbled down-stairs, with his
gun. There was a big dark creature running around
the yard fence, whose hoarse growl could be heard
above the squeals of the terrified ‘‘shoats.” Zeri
thought it was the bear, and, with the kinks now
well out of his eyes, crept along in the shadow of the
shed and pig-sty till within a few feet of the dis-
turber, and fired. The creature fell back off the
fence with a great snarling. Zeri did not stop to
see what followed, but dodged deftly into the pig-
sty and shut the door fast, and, a few minutes after,
when he emerged at the anxious call of Aunt Ke-
ziah, the beast was gone.

Early that morning, Zeri was sent down to the
spring to fetch water for breakfast. As he went
along, he took a look at the pigs. Their backs were
well furrowed with long, deep scratches, where the
animal had reached over the low fence and raked
them with its sharp pails as they raced around the
yard.

¢ Must ’a’ been the bear,” said Zeri to himself, as
he hurried along. ** Nothing but a bear could claw
like that. Great guns! That's him now!” and
Zeri stopped short as he caught sight of a gaunt
black animal by a great pine stump.

Thinking himself undiscovered, Zeri quickly
backed off, and, running to the house, *loaded the
gun, and noiselessly made his way back. The crea- -
ture was still there, and Zeri, determined, if there
was any efficiency in buck-shot, to bring him down
this time. But the bear did not conze down, nor did
he seem to notice the boy. Zeri began to suspect
something, and, getting around to the front, he
found that the bear was dead. He had given him
the fatal shot at the pig-yard.

———.e—————

UNDER THE SEA,

Divers generally seek employment from ship-owners,
and descend into the depths of ocean to repair and bring
up sunken craft, though they sometimes make indepen-
dent ventures in search for lost treasure. They rarely
go down more than a hundred feet, as the pressure of
the water becomes too great for comfort. Air is sup-
plied by an air-pump, worked by one or two companions,
and communicating by means of a hose with the back of
the diver's helmet,

There is a code of signals, by means of which thc
submarine worker calls for more or less air, tools, signals,
etc. When he has anything especial to communicate, he
sends up for a slate and pencil, and writes a letter.

It is as easy to read and write under water as out of
it. One can see very plainly, for all objects are greatly
magnified.

A diver, who has had twenty years experience, has
given some interesting details toa Philadelphia reporter.
He said : *

There are no unpleasant sensations while at work,
save a drumming in the ears, and this will sometimes
destroy the hearing if the diver remains too long below.
Four hours—two in the.morning and two in the after-
noon—constitute a day’s work, and if the diver restricts
himself to this limit, therg is little or no danger of his
becoming deaf ; but if he goes much beyond it, he is
pretty sure to injuré his hearing.

1 once remained under water for nine hours, and, as a
consequence, completely lost the use of my left ear for
three months, during which time I suffered agony with
earache. Eventually,, however, my hearing became
normal again. Aside from this, the sensations are de-
lightful, and I feel just as well, happy, and contented,
at the bottom of thesea,as I can under any circum-
stances. ¥

While engaged in raising the sunken schooner Daunt-
less, in Kingston, Jamaica, on the 18th of August, 1880,
1 became so disgusted at the stupidity of the men above
in answering my signals, that [ took a book which I
found in the captain’s cabin, and, sitting down, read it
for nearly an hour.

I once knew a diver, Tom Brintley by name, who,
though a thoroughly competent man and a good fellow,
was a little too fond of stimulants. On one occasion, he
went down with a pretty good cargo of spirits aboard,
and the men above not knowing his ¢ondition, became
seriously alarmed when several hours passed by without
their receiving any Signals from him, or any response to
those they made to him. Another diver was sent down
to leok for him, and found him lying on his back on the
bottom of the ocean, sixty feet below the surface, fast
asleep.

—_—er——

A FIGHT WITH A DEER.

It is a well known fact that many animals, usually
timid and harmless, will, if brought to bay, fight desper-
ately for their lives; and when thei- blood is once up

they may in turn prove the attacking party. An occur-

rence of this cort happened to Charles Chick, a hunter
and woodsman of Michigan, during the latter part of
last winter, as related in American Sports.:

Hearing his dog barking furiously at something quite
a distance away and across the river from where he was,
he went over the stream, and on snow-shoes went to in-
vestigate the cause of the racket. He had noticed lynx-
tracks several times during the afternoon, and thought
the dog had treed a lynx.

Owing to the peculiar nature of the ground, he could
not see the disturbance until fairly upon them. Instead
of a lynx, his dog had brought to bay a very large buck
deer. The crust of the snow was strong enough to hold
the dog, but not the deer, and they swere having a lively
time of it. .

Not wishing to kill the animal at this season of the
year, he broke off a limb from a dry hemlock and struck
the dog two or three times and made him loosen his
hold, the dog having a solid hold of the buck. No sooner
had the dog loosened his grip than the ungrateful deer
turned upon Chick with great fury and made a fierce
charge upon him.

He was armed with a hunting knife and revolver. He
determined to run, but made such poor headway upon
his snow-shoes that the enraged buck soon overtock him.
In the onset the deer’s foot struck the rawhide network
of the snow-shoe and broke it. Any person who has ever
tried walking on snow-shoes knows what a predicament
that puts a man in.

The dog came to the rescue of the master, and for a
time it was a badly mixed uv mess of man, dog, and deer.
Finally, getting his foot free from the broken snow-shoe,
he drew his revolver and put a ball in the deer’s head.
The next instant the buck knocked him down and made
a vigorous effort to stamp him under the snow. The cog
seized the deer, and that animal turned upon him. Chick
had lost his revolver in the onslaughts. Before the deer
again turned to Chick he had time to draw his knife, a
long-bladed dirk. This time he grappled the deer and
hung on to his head and neck with one arm while he
plied the knife with the other, finally succeeding in kill-
ing the buck.

Chick arrived home in a badly battered condition,
with his clothes torn and damaged. ~ His whole life has
been spent in the woods, and he says that this was the
most exciting adventure that he ever had.

————e P
THE WOLF AND THE LION.

In our boyhood we used to have an especial dislike to
the small sermon that was always tacked to every fable
and labeled ** Moral.” We also made the serious mis-
take of considering it an adjective, and came near im-
bibing an aversion to things moral in consequence. We
accordingly clip the appendix from the following para-
ble, aud will let each reader make his own applica-
tion :

A wolf who had a dispute with a hyena determined to
destroy him, and, therefore, went to the lion for advice.
** Set a trap for him,” was the reply, * and when you
have caught him eat him.” The wolf went away and
laid a snare beside the path often traversed by his ene-
my, but just as he was cackling with satisfaction he
blundered into the trap himself and was held fast. In
this emergency along came the lion, who called out:
* By George ! what’s all this?”’ *' I'm fast in my own
trap,” humbly replied the wolf. * So I see.
out here expecting to help yu eat the hyena ; but, as
the case stands now, I shall help the hyena eat you.”
* But I set this trap by your advice,” protested the

wolf. ** T'rue, you did, and I advised your enemy to set
one for you as well. Odds is the difference to me
whether [ eat wolf or hyena.”

I came ~
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