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THE LETTER.

One rainy night, abont half past cight
o vioek. tlu-,. train had  dashed into MeKib-
hen's Corners, and the mail had been de-
livered at the store and post oflice.

John Fairjoln, the postmaster, had open-
el the hae and comnted the letters. There

wore; as he male ont, jnst ten, and one
was lareer than the others, and had a red

seal: amd then he Tound that he had  left |

his olasses on the newspaper in the back-
roumn, and withont lis glasses he conld uot
reawd o line; and o, of course, e had gone
alter themw, remrning to find two persons
in the store—Farmer Rnpt'r and Saqnire
Vekilbins, whose ancestors had given its
rorne l-r_:rfu' p]:l.f'l.'. -

“\Wet, ain't it,” said Mr Fairjoln, nod-
uiill'_.'.

“\YWet'or not, oar folks ain't {__min::' 10 an
without their wroceries, von see,” said the
Siuire,  *Mail's in, I see. That train came
pesd running into my  tecek, wasn't
noticing the flas, and drove across just in
1ine 1o save mysell

S see. Why there are only wine: |
amg snve that 1 eonuted richt, and there
were ten, and one with a red seul. 1 might
ax woll give up keeping the office if 1'w
'_fniu.-_:‘ to lose My Seuses like that.  Tlere
wasn't any one i here while I was gone,
was thive, Bguirel”

“Oudy Roper and 1, aud Roper's son.
B he didn’e eonse in, did _]n-’.'"

=Nu,” said Roper, =1 don’c believe Jaob

Tohyg

came in Ut all; be Ims just gone off some- !

.

‘.\']'ll‘{'r_'

“Well,™ said the postmmuaster, after an-

other segreli; “] nmst be wdstaken.

there's af letter for your folks—und

thine foson, Mr. Roper; and yvou wouldu’t

mind tosine that in ar the Smiths’ &5 you
=

RASE,

SOTHG-

in New York., Can’t get aoy of 'em 1o
=tay and Farm."”
“Your sou Job did

4

(). my Son Job wonld try the Il:ﬂiclltfi_‘

of bis namesake. My son Job! Bak!”
Just at this mowment the door opened,
and there entered & Hittle woman  dressedd
in a clieap ealico, and wrapped in o faded,
thin shanl,  She looked timidly alout the
sstore, stll wore thioidly at the I.n.-up ol let-
ters, and then, inoan appealing voice like
thiat of a frightened ehiild, suid:
“Mr, Faijohu, is there any
e this time?”
= The postmaster, who was a little deaf,
= hind turned his bead aw ay, amd wdid not see
that she had entered; anld shie woved veas-

let ter” for
|

She was a faded licdle woman. and ber face
bore siens of ;_lrict'; but she was neither old
nor ugzly yet, and there was sowething in
the damp curls elustering under the faded
calico hood, and the round, (Iilnph-t! chin,
absalutely childlike.

“1s there & letter for we this time,
Fuirjohin?” shie said ugaing and then the POKL-
muster losked aronnd,

“Nao, there ain't; and vou are a fuol to
take suech a walk, to ask.” Le said, with
rough Einduess.  “Wouldu't T lave gent
it if one had come, Mrs. Lester?

“Well, vou see, 1 felt in a hurry 10 get

it," said she; “von can’t blame e for Ve
ing in a buwrry—its 8o long.” :

“That's trne; well, better luck nexe the.
But why don’t you wait? Mr. McKibben
will take vou over when he goes.  Ue
Passes your corner.”

“Yes, wait, Mrs; Lester; I'll take you
nd weleome.” ’
But she answered, “thavk you; I dou’t
muind walking,” aud was gone.

“RKeeps it up, don't she,” said the post-
niaster. - :

“Its & sbawe” said Mr. McKibben
f*How mauy years bas it been since Lester
went afft”

“Tér 1 remember, for it was the day [
came here.  Bhe was then as pretty a wo-
man as you'd want to see, wasn't shef”

“Well, yes.”

“Sailed in the Sphynx, aud we kuow
that the Sphiynx went down on that voy-
age, and all hands along with her.  The
rest of the women put on widows' weeds,
o that lost their husbands—four in this
%0 itself. They took what the Almighty
“:"‘r wud didn’t rebel.  She set up that
-alc.-k"“h'?m? wasn't dead, and wonld come

s She's kept it up ever since; comes
or his letter, aud he was drowned alon
with all the pee ) g
Sk Ly Test, of course, ten years ago.

¢ mast he thiviv. o

3 2uirtys well she has changed
t good deal in thgg e

HY s oot -4
o ?lffii \\bﬁ]él Mr- Roper; “but _there’s my

OVCr her to this day. He's

Wered Limself twie
] Wice, and stands ready to
ier Livself again s,y day i

ST T —readw to be
father to lep boy and a good lulw;

Any Jetters for mel™ |

Yes, |

’ “Job, T begin to think yon aw ri,-,:hl——-l

. - |
“Oh, no,” sald Roper; “give it to me, | |
reckon that's From Swith who s l:I!'l'ki“,‘{j

er to the conder hefore she ﬁlmk(\ ariin., |

Mr. ‘

.. He's better off than I be.  His mo-
er's father left hini all he had. He's cra-

, 18 Job—erazy, I call it; plenty of pret-

gals and smart, healthy widows, and he
ses no one bat this pale, slim little thing
tht's gone out, and she—why, of course,
=&’s lost her senses, or she’d have him.
Wirks like a slave to keep hierself and the
clild, lives in a rickety old shanty, wait-
i} for a drowned man to come back again.
Wy, every one knows Charlie Lester was
drjwned in the Sphynx. There wasn’t a
sof saved—not one. It was in the papers.
Ndv, the bottle was found with the letter
in }, wiit by some one before the ship
sntk.  Aud she's waitin® for him yet!”
srazy on that peint,” saild the post-
ter; “well, poor soul, she had been mar-
nly a week when the Sphynx sailed,
andfliat makes a difference.”

es: that's true.” -
n, their pareels being ready, the two
sparted, and My }"atirjohr;, having
out into the rainy night awhile, put
shutters and went to bed. Mean-
the wowan plodded on throngh the
&m:ul. “walking off her disappointment,”
4l to herself, It was one she should
ren used to, and now the absurdity
med to strike her for the first thae

v langl at me,” she muttered to
herseld I know they langh at me.  Per-
baps Houn mad; bat they don’t know what
love is§ Charlie wonldn't have left e like
thxt. K he had died he wonld have given
we sop sizn; and vet—vet—if he were
alive, ilwould be .‘il:‘:lll_.‘__‘_‘l'.l‘ still.
they nr
{ dead.”
And
whisperdl to her, she clasped her hand to
her forelead, gave a ery, and sank dowu
on ber Kyees in the road.  She knelt there
i few pents, and then arose.  In this
finterval ge wina had blown  the | clouds
from the fky, and the woonlight lay white
upion the path, lighting hier on the way to
O,
the door sat & man—a strong,
looking fellow, who arose ut
lier a]aill'n.‘i'i:. aud beld ont his band.
“Here _\]-n come,” be said; “worn out, ti-
| red todeads. sl on that fruitless  erranil.
| Jessie faos T, .-:'.'I.'[ Vil .t,:i\'c llll llli:% -

No, no;
right—I am wrong. He wust be

lN‘I' Jroor
There s

I. determine

[ sense, wnd fiink of the living a littde? Jes-
i:-n-, think « wme for just hall an hour.”

L= do thihk of you, and 1 am very sorry
! 3 ]

seetn 5o Ladto yon.”
Then shie kat down on the porch, and, ta-

| king Ler-litde hoad off, leaned Ler liead
wearrily against the wall of the boase; and
Prhe man grvose, and evossed over, and
i downu bestde Lier.
“ive it a softer resting-pluce, Jessie”
 Lie saidd; “here on my heart.”
r She looked ont imo the uiehr, por at
i, as she spoke: -

But

| that Le wentdown on the Sphiyns ten years
o, But wlhiar would I do .\'uu?
| What do vou want to marry mefn?”

He drew still eloser as he ansvered:
“Belore vou married Charles Lester 11ov-
ted your while yon were o mirial woman
I loved you; all these ten years sinee that
| vessel went down I have loved you. A
wan wust have the woman he lives, if he
L rives Lis soul for her.”

;_:m:(i

“His soul! what a homible tlongla!™

“1 shiould have said bis lify 1 don't
waut to shack you, - bnt you dn't kuow
what it would be to we to have vou. And
then I would do every thing fu your Loy.”

“Yes, I know vou would.”

There was a panse; then she gave Lim
her hand.  “Job,” she gaid ver; softly; 1
shall pretend nothing that T dm't feel; but
1 kuow I have been erazy all this time,
awd'if you want me vou may hive e, It
is very good of vou 'to love me s0.”

And thus it seemed to have esded—that
ten years wateling and w aiting—and there
was triumph in Job's eves as bt turned and
left Ler, with Lis first Kiss upon ber lips.
Bat at the end of the grecu late he paused
aud looked back. _

“1 told her the truth.” ke sad. “when I
declared that a man who lovel & weman
as I love Ler, must have Lep ifbe sells Lis
soul.” r

Aud then e drew from Lis oreast a let-
ter with a great red seal npou it, looked at
it @ mowent, aud Lid it away wgain.

Married? Yes, they were to be married.
Everybody at McKibben's Coners knew
that. Jessie Lester went no wore to the

|mt;l--_-{ii¢-{- for her long-cxpected letter. Job
Wik furnishing Lis house—hadfurnished it.
for ou the morrow the wedding was to tuke
place.  And it was night agaii—a month
frow that night when she bad gone for the
last time, every oue thought, through rain
aud mud, on ber foolish queet; but now
shie was Sl‘llhill‘]‘_‘ at last. She had chosen
the substance instead of the shadow.

And vow again it was night—a wetter
oue than that other, and later, wo, for Mr.
Fairjohu bad closed the store, aud was
compounding for bimself what Le called a
“night-cap” of some fragrant iquor, warm
water, lemons and sugar, and was sipping
it by the stove, when there came o feeble
kuock at the door, and there staggered in
out of the rain a dvipping figure—Jessie
Lester, the bride who was to be on the
MWAITTOW, )

She was trembling with cold, and as Le
led Lier to the fire she Lurst into o passion
of tears.

“I am frightened,” she said; “‘some one
followed me all the way —I heard them.”

“You have no business to be out alone,”
said old Fairjohu, blantly; “what is it?”

She looked up at bim piteonsly. “I ho-
ped there would be a letter; I dreamed
there was one, and that Charlie came to
me and said: ‘go to the office once more; [
have written—I bhave written. And I
thonght I saw a letter with a red seal.”
“So did 1,” mutered old Fairjohn to

 himsell. TLen he went to the hox where

s thongh the news had just leen’

l that YOu urd su gnmi to me when 1 mast |-

|

the letters were kept, and handed them to
Ler.

“Look for yourself, Mrs. Lester. Ten
vears have gone since your husband left
this place. 1[ Les alive be is a rascal, and
vou are free of him by law; but we kunow
that every mau on board the Sphynx was
drowned. So be a good wife to Job Ro-
per, and forget this folly.”

She made no answer, but ounly tossed
the letters over in ber lap, and said: “I
seewed to know it had a red seal.”

And as she spoke a shadow darkened
the door, and old Fairjoln, starting up, re-
cognized Roper.

He was very pale, and took no notice of
the postmaster, as he crossed over and stood
in front of Jessie. .

“You love that man best, even now,” e
said; “yon’d rather have found a letter from
him than not, thongh to-morrow is our
wedding-day.”

“I never lied to youn,” she cried piteons-
Iy; “you know that.”

He erew whiter still.  “I told yon,” he
said, “that a man wonld lose his soul for
such a love as mive. Did voun suppose they
were idle words?”

Then he plunged his hand into his bos-
om, and the next instant a letter, with a
red seal, lay in Jessie's lap.

“I've made you happy, and now Fll go.
Fairjolin, 1 stole that letter a month ago,
off the connter, yvonder. 1 knew at one
glance who wrote i” and then the door
closed beliind hiw, and he was gone.

But Jessie had torn the letter open, and
never even looked after him.

And these were the words shie read, old
Fuirjolin looking over her shonlder:

“ Aboard the Silver Star:—Jessie, darling, I do
not know what makes me believe that I shall find
you mine still, after all these years but sodviling
tells e so. :

Five of us were east on a desert island when the
Splivnx went down.  The two yet alive were ta
ken off it yesterday in skins, with our beards to
our knees.  We nnist go to England fivst—then

home.  Jossie! Jossie! it do vot find you us 1
leit you I shall go nol.

Your husbaud, Ciavres Lestew”

Al so Jessics letter iad eome ar last,
Aud us Faigjohin locked into ber face he
saw how angels looked in paradise.

Job was foand drowned in the Kill the
vext mornsing; lut Jessie never kuew it
for she and Lier boy were on their way to
New York to mect the Silver Star when it
uzade port.

OxE llexprep THovsaxp A YEAk.—
Beecher 18 whead of Grant.  DPlymonth
charrell has taken the lead of tl:l'. s:tl;nl'_\'
stealinge Cangress,  Grant bid from twen-
ty-five thousand to fifty thousand, inelud-
ing pickings, and wour  Plymouth eharel
sees this “raise,” amd goes ity thousand
better! 1 the jury couldu’t agree to give
Biecher a eloak of nnoecence, Plvmouth
charely is unanimous in placiug a hundred
thousand  dollar plaster npoa his wounud-
el r«pul:n':uu.

This vast sma of mouey is to pay the
cxpense of Beecher's defeuse and for other
purposes.  Beecher's impropuicties, if not
eritnes, have cost Lis people, in one lamp,
one hundred thousand dollars ! This
paying dearly for the rollicking of a frisk-
v clergyiman of sixty.  T'he money could
bave been expended to muck better advan-
“T'he poor ye have always with

is

luge.
you.”

T'his ostentations donation té Beecher
will not help Lis case in the estimation of
the public.  Conelosive testimony  declar-
ing bLis innocence in the trial just closed
would have been of vastly more in:port-|
auce.—dbany Argus.

Tue VisioN oF DEatu.—Shenf Ram-
sey, at Ellis, on the Kansas Pacilie rail-
road, got alter a thief with the determina~
tisn to cateh bim or perish in the attempt.
The desperate character of the hunted
man was well known., e was a during
marander, and, having long lived iu deh-
ance of the law, it was pretty certain Le
would not allow himself to be taken alive,
Mre. Ramsey, the wife of the sheriff, was
extremely anxions for the safety of her
Lusband, and dreamed a bad dream oue
night.  She was teribly distreased about
it, aud expressed the conviction that Ler
husband war killed. She enlisted the
sympathics of a Dr. O'Bricu, of Ellis, aud
the two started out toward Hays, where
the sheriff was supposed to be in quest of
lis game. On the journey the doctor and
Mrs. Ramsey met a wagon teu wmiles from
Stockton, containing the corpse of the
sheriff, shot through the body in bis en-
counter with the thief. The sight of her
dead lLusband dethroned Mrs. Ramsey’s
reason, and she s now a raving mauiac,
Her dream was fulfilled in every particu-
lar. Many miles away sbe saw Ler hus-
band fire the fivst shot at the thief, hitting
him. They both fired simultaucously.
The thief fell dead with a bullet in Lis
heart. Mr. Rawsey fell also wortally
wounded, the Lull Laving passed ﬂnlircl:v
through his body. He lived ouly an bour.
All these things happened in reality. Then
the woman suw the wagon starting with
ber husband’s lifeless body iu it. When
Mre. Ramsey, traveling with the doctor,
saw the wagon on the road sbe knew it
afar off. It was all very like a dream
even to the doctdr, as hie drove along with
the woman, whose vision was turned in
the direction of the unknown, which she
pierced so clearly. Her eves are still
tooking for the coming of Ler busband,
and they will look -on forever. o her
he is not dead, but coming. She stuw-
bled over his corpse, and in Ler mind he
rose from the dead.

Giving advice is many times the privil-
ege of saying a foolish thing of one’s self,
under pretense of hindering another from
J.uiug one.

There sheunld be as little merit in loving
a woman for her beaunty as in loving a man
for his prosperity, both being alike subject
to chance,

. ad 4 - % s e |

HASTY COURTSHIP AND BETROTHALS.

An Anerican lady, writing from Mun-
ich, describes a visit of congratnlation toa
lady who had recently been engaged to be

married, and who related the cirenmstnees
of ber courtship as follows:

“‘We met each other several times,” she
said, ‘in the Society for Social Intercourse
here, but had not much opportunity to
speak to one another.  Last week the So-
ciety gave its anuiversagy festival and a
little dance after the “ceremonies. We
danced together a good many  times; and
the end of the evening felt ourselves well
acquainted, The next Wednesday e paid
his fivst visie, and the @lewing oay our
Letrothal took place.”  Sach a rapid march
of events quite took away my breath, and
I ventured to make some remarks as to the
different fashion of doing such things in
Germany and in America.  “The ladies
with us,” | remarked, ‘generally make their
admirers wait awhile hefore they give their
consent.”  *Why do they do that,” inno-
cently ingnired the newly betrothed, “if
they intend to marry thewm? ‘OL) 1 re-
plied, ‘we think it is the right thing to keep
them in uncasy snspense for awhile, and
torture them a little, that they may better
appreciate their good fortnue.”  *OL! I am
sure you cannot mean that in earnest! said
the voung girl; ‘no maiden conld be so un-
kind to a mun she really loved!?

“Phis was the German view of your sa-
pee-refinement, young ladies of Americal
My friends, the ladies of the honse, who
|n:|-ic1 the congratnlation eall, came back
full of the lovely picture of family joy they
had scen.  *Such bappiness!’ they said;
‘the father, mother, sister—the whole fam-
ily cirele so proad and pleased and joyful?
and they seemwed to svmpathize with this
jov in a hearty, friendly, neighborly tash-
ion, that was pleasant to.see,  "The formal
betrothal is a family festival to which only
velatives or the neavest friends are invited.
As soon as it takesplace the lady is called
a brant—that is, a ‘bride’—and the gentle-
man is braatigin—"tridegrom’—aml they
use these titles in speaking of one anoth-
er.  The lady, with all fmagiuable sin-
plicity, introduces the gentleman to any
new nequaintance as ‘uy bridegroom,’ and
Le speaks of lier ag ‘my bride”  "The war-
viage ceremony, instead of giving them
those titles, as with ns, takes them away
forever, nnless one of them should be so
mnfortanate as to be left desolate, and be
cotapelled to choose anothier mate,”

A Noraece Prace—Quiney, Massa-
chusetts, is a uotable birth-place of great
wen, such as Jobin Hancoek, the Adamses,
Quineys, and othersmore or less famous,
Itis a pietivesque old town.  From the
sutnmit of President’s Hill the eyve sweeps
over & magnilicent scene, crowded with
reminiscences of a century ago.  Directly
beneath, on the Cast, is the site of the old
Liotue of Jolhin Hancock, now u{‘t‘lll!il'll as
the Adams Academy; to the sontheast s
the deeaying wansion, with neglected sur-
ronudings, where both John Adams aund
John Quiney Adams were borng and vear
by, on the north, is the fine old estate that
was built by a Tory, and was conlfiseated
to the government, was afterwards the re-
sidence of Jolin Adaws, and is now ocen-
pied by kLis grandson, Hon. Charles Fran-
cis Adams; a few rods to the northy hLalf-
Lidden in the surronnding foliage, stands
the old club-honse, known as the Greenleaf
Howe, where many of the leading pdtriots
of the revolution were wout to meet and
coufer togetlier, and arrange plans vital to
liberty.  These and many otber relies of
patriotisi are still standing here, to reeall
seenes which Lave long since passed iuto
Ilibll'll‘.\'.

A Brave Daxvor.—The first Earl of
Holland was a great dandy, who played
a prominent and not altogether reputable
part in the Listory of Lis time. 1le was a
favorite at the conrt of James [. aud Charles
I., but when the c¢ivil war broke out, he at
first sided with the parliament agaiust the
king. In anunlucky hour ho went over
to the royvalist side, took np arms agaiast
the commonwealth, was defeated, made
prisoncr, tried, and duly sentenced to lose
his bead. e appeared upon the scaffold
in a white satin vest and cap, trimmed in
silver lace.  Hig costly garnents were the
lawful perquisites of the executioner, to
whom the earl said, as he approached the
block, “here, my friend, let my body und
clothes alone. There is ten pounds for
thee, which is better than my clothes, I am
sure.  And when you take up my head, do
not take off my cap.”  Then, laying Lis
Liead upon the block, bo added, “stay till
I give the sign.”  After a brief prayer be
stretehed ont bis hand, saying, “now, now!”
The word bad hardly left Lis lips when the
axe fell, and the Lead was severed from
tho body at g single stroke.

WHo Live LoNG.—Lazy people dio
yvoung. It is the active in body and brain
who live to extreme old age, as a rule. It
is abundantly proven that exercise of the
mind invigorates its bodily receptacle, even
when that exercise is carried to an appar-
ently extreme point. The brain, the res-
ervoir of nervous energy to the rest of the
system, increases in volume and vigor by
use, just as the arm of the blacksmith or
the leg of the dancer gains in muscular de-
velopment. The system is benefited by
the enhaveed brain-power, and greater vi-
tality and longevity are the resalts. Work
by method and system, even when severe,
is not only quite compatible with very
long life and extreme old age, but is actu-
ally conducive to it, whileﬁe torpor of i-
dleness or the excitement of fitful effort
are the sure precursors of mental aud phy-
sical degeneration. 1t is & pity that these
truths are not more generally understood;
it is a useful doctrine to preach, and still
more ngeful to practie., -

M ( R W ‘: b
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THE “SEVEN STARS.”

Early in the days of our childhood we
learn one important fact—that there is a

“man in the moon;” and straightway we
proceed to ask our mother a number of
pointed questions about the matter. She
satisfies onr yomthful cnriosity by telling
us that he was placed there long ago, for
stealing a head of cabbage, and there hLe
kas ever since been kept at hard labor
“pulling brush,” or eollecting branches of
trees, as they are trimmed off by the axe-
man, preparatory to burning them ont of
the way. And when we look at the moon,
and sce a Jark fignre npon its dise, some-
what resemnbling, in ontline, the shape of
a man, and near it an additional dark spot,
which might or might not he a pile of
bouglhs, we goa great deal further than
our mothers—we helieve the story; and,
having helieved it, we seeretly resolve, in
onr minds, never to commit a thelt, lest a
similar fate shonld be ours. Aund thus
the silly falle at once becomes ar import-
ant engine in forging and fonming the
character of the man.

The Indian mothers bhave a story some-
what like that of the “man in the moon,”
which they tell their children asonrmothers
tell the story to us, with this difference,
however: they believe the story themselves,
while our mothers do not.  Here it is.

Very long ago seven little hoys took it
iunto their heads to have a feast after the
manner of their fathers, and they went to
their wothers, prayving for . permission.
Their mothers vefused thewm; after which
they decided to rebel, and bave the feast
anyhow. They procured a little white
dog to sacrilice; and, having placed it
upon the fire, they commenced dancing
mround, as they bad seen their fathers
do on moementous oceasions.  While they
were thus engaged, they were suddeuly
caught up by some invisible power, and
arried off thro' the air.  T'heir mothers
heard their cries, and came forth from their
lodees, ouly to see them mount higher and
bigher, nntil they took their place among
the stars in the sky, to dance on forever
aml ever.

Wlen the Indian mother tells this story,
she points out the seven stars of the Pleia-
des; and the embryo warior trembles to
think what an awful fate might befall the
vouth who was so thoughtless as to dis-
vbey Lis mother.

A Wire's Trick.—A  lady ocenpyiug
a hich position at Washington, whose hus-
band was of the government, made a trip
to Europe with im.  She “doted” on lace,
and here was her opportnuity. Talking
of the acqnisitions she wonld make in this
line, Lie told Lier she shiould purchase any
reasonable quantity, provided she wounld
not smugele any. ‘o this she acceded.
The gentleman took as part of his ward-
robe a dressing gown, for, like most
Americans, in the privacy of his room be
liked to pull off lis coat.  Several times
on the skip he observed the care his wife
took of Lis carment, and was gratilied for
Ler anxiety for his comfort. Ooce when
smoking, while lighting hLis cigar, he sct
Lis gown on fire, and quite a hole was burn-
ed in the skirt.  Ilis wife was considera-
bly agitated, and Lie was flattered that so
tritling a danger to him had so moved
her.  Oue morning immediately after their
return to this conntry, be found that before
he reached Lis oftice the Keys hie needed
Lie Lad left at home, and retraced his steps
to get them.  Letting himself in with his
Inl:.:la-ko_\' e proceeded to his chamber,
and on opening the door found hLis wife on
her kunees on the floor, his dressing gown
divested of its liuing and spread before
lier, and she, scissors in band, disengag-
ing from it a white, flimsy fabric with
which it was covered. Slhe sprang up on
seeing lim, laugled, and exclaimed: “You
are the smnggler.  Youn wore that lace all
over Europe, and brought it home.”

Tre CREATION OF WoOMAN.—A prince
once said to Rabbi Gamaliel:

“Your God is a thief: he surprised Adaw
in his sleep and stole a rib from hiw.”

The Rabbi’s daugliter overheard this
speech, and whispered a word or two in
lier father’s ear, asking hLis permission to
answer this singular opivion herself. He
gave his consent.  T'he girl stepped for-
ward, and, feigning terror and dismay,
threw Ler armus aloft in supplication, aud
eried out:

“My licge! my liege! justice! revenge!”

“WV hat has happened?” asked the prince.

“A wicked theft has taken pluce,” she
replied. . “A robber bas crept secretly into
our house, carried away a silver goblet
and left a golden one in its stead.”

“What an npright thiel!” exclaimed the
prince.  “Would that such robberies were
of more frequent occurrence!”

“Bekold then, sire, the kind of thief that
our Creator was: Lie stole a rib from Adum,
and gave Lhim a beautitul wife instead.”

“Well said!” avowed the prince.

A Harp Case.—"The fullowing authen-
tic incideut is given as illustrating the
hardship of the English law of marriage:
An officer in India was married about ten
years ago under peculiar circmunstances.
The woman, being disappoiuted in Ler de-
sire to obtain another man, took this ofli-
ecr out of pique, but as soon as the mar-
1iage service was over told him why she
had married him, and refused to go home
with bim. From that day to the present
she has not given Ler husband one Lour’s
companionsbip, and yet he has found that
Le is unable to extricate himself legally
from a bond which makes bhim the victim
of a woman's pique agaiust another man.

The little girl who gave utterance to the
following idea was puzzling her mind with
a problem that has bothered the world for
ages. She wasreproved for some childish
act, and seating herself on the floor at ber
niother’s feet reflected for a long time, and
then, looking up, said: “Ma! Why is it

! that nanghty things are so nice "

KASHMIR BEAUTIES.

Tho beauty of Kaslmir women has long
been famons in the East, bint travelers tell
us that if yon waut to sec beantiful Kash-
miris donot go to Kashmir to look for
them. They have all tine cyes, and “the
eves of Kashmir” have been justly cele-
brated in Eastern poetry; but this is almost
the only feminine attraction to be found
in the country, even among dancing-girls
and boat girls. As to the ordinary women,
there is too much sad truth in Victor Jae-
quemont’s outbnrst agninst them—*“Know
that T bhave never seen anywhere such hid-
cous witches as in Kashmir. [He had not
been in Thibet!] T'he female race is re-
markably ugly. [ speak of women of the
common ranks—those one sees in the
streets and fields—since those of a more
elevated station pass all their lives shut
up, and are never seen. It js true that all
little girls who promise to turn out pretty
are sold at eight years of age, and carried
off into the Panjab and India.” A good
deal of that traﬂic still goes on, notwith-
standing the law which forbids women and
mares to be taken out of the country; and
as it has gone on for generations, it is
easily explicable how the Kashmirs shounld
be so ugly. A continuous process elimina-
ting the pretty girls and leaving tha ugly
oucs to continue the race, must lower the
standard of beauty. But the want of
good condition strikes one more painfully
in Kashmir, then the want of beauty. The
aquiline noses, long chins and faces of the
women of Kashmir, would allaw only of a
peculiar and rather Jewish style of beanty;
aud even that is not brought out well by
tho state of their physique; for the most
beautiful woman in the world would not
show to advantage if she were imperfectly
washed, and dressed in the ordinary femi-
uine attire of Kashmir—a dirty, whitish
cotton gO\\‘n.

NEVER T0o0 LATE To LEARN.—Socra-
tes, at an extreme old age, learned to play
on yusical instruments.

("ato, at eighty vears of age, conunenced
to study the Greek langnage.

Platarch, when between seventy and
eighty, commenced the study of Latin.

Boceacio was thirty-five years of age
when he commenced Lis stndies in polite
literature.  Yet he became one of the
createst masters of the 'nscan dialects—
Daute and Petrarch being the other two.

Sir Heury Spelmau neglected the sci-
ences in bis youth, but commenced the
study of them when e was between fifty
aud sixty vears of age. After this he
heeame & most learned antiguarian and
lawyer.

Dr. Johnson applied himself to the
Dutch langnage but a few years before
his death. ‘

Ludovico Monaldson, at the great age
of one bundred and fifteen, wrote the
memoirs of his own times.

Ogliby, the trauslator of Homer and
Virgil, was unacquainted with Latin and
Greek antil he was past fifty.

Franklin did not commence his phi-
losopliical study until he had reachied his
fifticth vear.

Dryden, in his sixty-vighth year, com-
menced the translatien of lliad—his most
pleasing production.

We could go on and cite thonsands of
examples of men who commenced a new
study, either for livelihood or amusement,
at an advanced age. Dut everyone famil-
iar with the biography of distingunished
men will recollect individual cases enough
to convince him that none but the sick
and indolent will ever say “I aw too old
to study.”

How 10 Ger Avosg.—Dou’t stop to
tell stories in business hours.

If you have a place of business be found
there.

No man can get rich by sitting around
the stores and saloons.

Never fool in business hours.

Have order, system, regularity, and also
promptuess.

Do not meddle with business you know
nothing of.

Do not kick everyone in your path.

More miles can be made in one day by
going steadily thau by stopping.

Pay as you go.

A man of honor respects his word as he
does his bond.

Help others when you can, but never
eive what you caunot afford because it is
fashionable.

Learn to say No. No necessity of snap-
ping it out dog-fashion, but say it firmly
and reSpectfnl?.

Use your own brains rather than those
of others.

—M
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- Mgsses. Eprrors:—That which inter-
ested me at Florence as much if l:;;lt :;ora

n anvthing else was what might in
:,l:; :a.; co:fgxecled with the gre‘gl. Galileo.
On a charming day I took the .cars and
went to Pisa, in order to see the house in
which Galileo was borp, for he was born
at Pisa in the year 1564; but I failed to
sco the hiouse, as there was no walet de
place to be had that one could depend on.
T'here were hundreds who were willing to
show me any bouse and say he was born
there, if they counld have gotten 25 cents
for so doing. If I had bad Murray’s Guide
Book, perhaps that would have informed
me.
content myself with a visit to the palace in
which is bnilt a small room, say filteen
feet in diameter, of octangular forn, and

feel

1 returned to Florence, and bad to’

i1

frem the ssiling of which havgs the Jump

’that Galileo saw snspended and swinging

from the ceiling of the great cathedral st
Pisa, and which cave lim the idea that
oscillation of the pendulum was the very
thing for the measurement of time. His
telescope was here, with many other things
of less importance which he wsed. Frowm
here I went to a two-story house sitnated
some two miles outside the nerth-east gate
of the city. In this house Galileo spent
much of his time.  Attached to it is a rude
looking observatory from which he made
his observations.  And just at this time,
for daring to embrace the Caupernican =y R~
tem, he was persccuted and harassed by
Jesnits and monks, and at Inst the Pope
took hold, aud the Chureh condemned him
as a heretic, and imprisoned and waltreat-
ed him, until he died alinost & martyr to
science. He did not escape persecution
like Canpernicus, whose system he taught
and explaiued, for Canperfiiens himself was
ouly ex-communicated; and all this for
teaching the rotation of the earth, beeanse
it was calculated to bring the Bible into
diseredit. As I fear that [ cannot be be-
lieved, I refer to the chnrel with the
“sainted crosg,” (St. Croix) where is to he
seen one of the most magnifieent monu-
ments in all Europe, and which was actu-
ally erected to the memory of Galileo—
the man who was pronounced a heretie,
was persecuted and shut up in prison, awl
died blind, poor and friendless. In those
days, when a man thought for himself, and
was bold enough to avow his sentiments,
if they did not accord with the Bible, he
was treated as we have scen.  Butnow, in
these enlightened days, when a man feels
free to think for himself, and his thoughts
do not exactly accord with the Bible, ma-
ny look upon him with the more cowpla-
cency, and call it only skepticism—and
who knows but that even Hugl Miller
will have a monnment in Westminster?
The doctrives of Caupernicus and (ialileo
have been proven, accepted mid tanght,
and have not injured the Bible, and if, it
shonld be proven that this world is hun-
dreds of thonsands of years old, what of
that?—the Bible is like good metal: the
more it is rubbed the brighter it shines.

Another place of great interest we visited
was the late residence of the great Micha-
el Angelo, who was born in 1474d—fonr
hnndred years ago! He was an [talian,
and resided many years at Florence. [He
rather divided his time between Florvence,
Pisa, Venice and Rome; he was one of the
most noted painters in  Europe, as mnch
for his works as sculptor and painter as for
his great proficiency as an architeet,—
Wherever you go in Florence you see some
of his work— in the Pitti Palace, in each
of the galleries, in the Senate Chamber,
on the Sqnare Grand Duke—everywhere,
in fact. Well, as [ have said, we went to
the honse in which he resided. [ saw bLis
canes, his working cap, his gown, his paint
pots, which are three hundred and fifty
vears old, and each one of which has a
small portion of paint in it to this day,
but it is as hard as marble; his shoes and
slippers are also there. My preceptor in
languages went with us, and he pointed o
a large nail that appeared to be deiven in
the wall, and when he went out he told us
that the domestic always kept oue there,
and when the English went in e would
point to it and tell them that it was the
very nail upon which Michacl Angelo hung
his bat, when the Englishman would pay »
dollar for it. English and Americans are
asily gulled, but it is diffienlt to gull &
German or a Frenclhiman., I was often at
the tomb of Michael Angelo, whose re-
mains rest under one of the most splendid
monuments in the world, on the right haml
sitle of the chinrelr of 8t. Croix, and is the
only ono between that of Galileo and  thisy
door. It is difficult to say which is the )
more magnificent of the two.

The United States is about to eclebrate
its one hundredth birthday, whiclh is eon-
sidered o great age, and when we see a
house that Cornwallis slept in or one thag
General Washington looked at, it begels
very aristocratic notions of the antiguity of
our families, and we begin to count back
to see how very old we are.  But just to
think of it in Europe: you may go into o
town of no pretensions that is seven, eight,
nine hundred or a thousand vears old, andl
I have been oftentimes asked, “How old
do yon suppose this house is 1" And when
[ would answer perbaps three hundred
years, [ would be told eight hundged. |
remember to have lived in a very genteel
and comparatively new looking louse in
Germany that was seven lLundred years
old. Imagine to yourself a honse thar wax
actually built before the close of the reign
of Henry 11, the first of the Plantaganet
family of England, who died 1189 here
was paint on the housB over three
hundred and fifty years old. It belonged
to one of the greatest men that ever lived
—a man who was the pet of Kings and
Queens and Popes, and it and its contents
are still owed by a branch of the family.
Notwithstanding its great antiquity, it dj
not have the appearance of bheinr more
than ten years cld.

What a crude nation we are in these [0-
nited States! Although a giant iy size
and strength, wé are a tender infant in

vears. We have had onr statesmen that

would ecom with, Pitt or Fox. We

 have bad our Jacksons, our Washingto:

and our Lee. Wo have much to make us
proud as a nation. But where are the
fine arts? Where are the great architects?
Whero are our Handels, Mozarts, Haydens
and other '
world?! Even the laborers and

on the streets in Europe know mm

eriticism of the fine arts than men who roll

is conntry.  Aund as fg
languages—all well-bred people sp
or three. 1 knew a butcher's som
spoke five lang and w s
man at Paris—a rms.h.
Eoglish, [talian and Freoeh |

in wealth in

t artists of the musical




