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Railway churchnes are to be attached
to the trains in South Russia. Owing to
the long distances traveled and the con-
stant work, the officials complain that

they have no chance of aitending divine °

service; so carriages fitted up as churches
avill run on Sundays and fete days.
e ——————

Dr. Mergiam, the ornithologist of the

Department of Agriculture at Washing-
ton, 43 engaged in collecting reports

from all parts of the country in re'ation.

to the English sparrow. Hehasreceived
thousands of such reports, but only one
of them - is favorable to the feathered
pest.
A Norwegian farmer named Christian-
son, living ncar Toronto, Dakota, was
driving home from town recently, when
' an eagle, measuring nine feet from tip to
“tip, settled on his shoulders and at-
tempted to carry him off. The farmer
managed 1o get several lines about t” ~
bird and captured it alive.

Ten per cent. of the students in the
University of Zurich, Switzerland, are
‘women. Twenty-nine of them are study-
ing medicine, fourteen philosophy and
two pglitical e onomy. There are now
forty-eight female students of medicine
in London, and in Par's :03. Within
the last seven ycars eighteen women have
taken a medical degree in Paris,

The farmer’s hired man who has been
getting out of bed cvery morning at four
o’clock to feed the stock will be mad all
over when infprmed that actual experi-
ments prove that a hors:z can live eleven
days and a cow nine without food. As a
hog can live for twenty-nine days there
is no use in feeding him but once in two
weeks, according o the lightning calcu-
lator of the Detroit Free Press. - '

" The United States Treasury authori-
ties recently notified Henry Berg, the

- well-known President “of the New York
Bociety for the Prevention of Cruelty to
Animals, that as the result of a settle-
ment of his accounts while Secretary of
Legation to Russia in 1865, the Govern-
ment owes him $131. Mr. Berg has

\created somewhat of -a sensation by re-
fusing toaccept the money. The refusal
to accept any money proffered by the
Government is regarded little shert of
extraordinary.

The average duration of life has been
made the subject of fresh investigation
by a German statistician, who finds that
thq lowest average is for the day labo-er
(tMirty-two years), and the highest
among'those who engage in manual toil
is among the gardeners, sailors 'and
fishermen, fifty-eight yeurs, The pro-

fessional occupations come even above’

regular open air occupatons, as the
averaze given show forty-nine yeais for
physicians, fifty-four for jurists, fifty-
scven for teachers and sixty-seven for
clergymsn.

Ocean travelers do not know the terri-
ble ordeal the stokers underzo. The
steamer Umbria has ceventy-two fur-
naces, whi h require 330 t s of coal per
day, ata cost of $20,000 per voyage.
One hundred and four men are employed
" at the fur.aces. One stoker teands to
four furnaces, rushing from one to
another, spending thrée minntes at each,
Then he dashes to the air-pipe, tukes a
turn at cooling o, and waits for his call
to go through the same operation. Four
hours of scorching and eight hours of
sleep make up the routine of life.

Cook county, Illinois, last fall elected
a blind man to the State Legislature. His
nam: is James O’Connor. He is & musi-
cian, and is probably the first blind man
in the United States elected to a‘legisla
tive trust. He lost his eyesizht by the
e.;qvlosiun of a fowling piece ‘n 1874,and
was previous to that accident, a marine
engineer on the Miss'ssippi river. Af-
“terward he turned his attention tof usie,
and was®ble to earn his own 1i¥ing by
that. He is thirty-eight years old. Jus-
tice, they say, is blind, bat it remains to
be seen wheth:r Mr. O'Connor is a more
exemplary lcgislator than his fellows.

The Kriegsbibliothek—war lilrary—
of Berlin, is a unique collection of books.
It containsall known works printed dur-
nz and since the Franco-German war of
1870 and 1871, havinzr direct relation to
that campaign. The library contains
portly volumes compt>d by staff officers,
pamphlet descriptions of single battles,
war maps, plans of battlefields, diplo-
matic documents, biozraphies of Princes,
Generals, and other prominent militafy
personages of the period, caricatures
and humorous war pictures. Additions
are continually made to this kriegsbib-
liothek, and the ‘kaiser” naturally takes
much interest in it. He would, no
doubt, liks to know very much, also,
what new mat rials for this library of

“strife the next few years will supply.

‘“The breeding and rearing of horses
for general purposzs of business and fer
army uses in foreign countries, says the
New York Times,1s one of the most prof-
itable pursuits of the farmer at the pres-
ent time, and indeed, permanently, for

the damand now existing for such horses "

will always exist and increase. The
British Government has recently sent an
agent to Canada to purchase a large
number of horses for itsarmy. The value
of these horses is from $150-for cavalry
to $185 for artillery and draft afimals;
the weights required for the former be-
ing 1,000 to 1,150 pounds, and for the
latter 1,1C0 to 1,400 pounds. But it is
said that very few horses were found
suitable for the purpose, a large propor-
tion being rejected for wunsoundness
caused by breeding from unsound mares
or sires, and because of the unfitness in
form and character due to the use of the
large-boned, heavy, and coarse breeds
now so populir. These are entirely un-
fit for the saddle and for quick action,
hence the search for horses in Canads
was almost wholly fatile.”

Theirfriends are dead or far away,

and said:

‘Mary, after all.

TWO POOR OLD SOULS.

"Pis Christmas night: the streets are bright,
And many windows are alight,

And mirth seems monarch everywhere, -
For sounds of langhter fill the air.

But in a little room which knows

No gleam save what the fire shows

Bit, gazing at the glowing coals,

Two poor old souls,

Round them no happy children press
With words and smiles of tenderniss;
To thenr no friends bring greetings gay—

Or else forgetful. At their gate,

Foot-deep in snow, no singers wait

To cheer with quaint and jolly trolls
7 These poor old souls.

And yet twoscore of years did he

Do much to add to Christmas glee

With pictures drawn with cuuning art

By siilful band from gentle heart,

And she has told of Christmas time

A hundred tales in prose and rhyme,

Now recompense no creature doles
The e poor old souls.

And many a feast, in days gone by,

They’ve spread, when fortune lingered nigh,

And they but little knew of care,

And bade their comrades come ani share;

And there—how joyous was the scene,

The'walls all huag with Christmas green!—

Their healths were drunk in brimming bowls,
¢ These poor old souls.

But, ah! they faltered in th> ra-e,
And newer life sprung to each ylaze,
And seized ti.e wreaths they'd not resigned:
And thus, discrownéd and left bzhind, '
In time too brief they were forgot.
Alas! it is the common lot,
And wilkbe while earth onward rolls,
For poor old souls. «

Le’t and forgot, until once more
Their names are brought the world before,
And then, perchance, some one will tell
How such a pictura pleased him well,
Or such a story gladness shed
Upon his children as they read;
But thls will be when death's bell tolls
For two old souls. )
—Margaret Eytinge, in Harper's Weekly.

ON CHRISTMAS EVE. 1

All day long the, steel-colored clouds |
had hung heavily over the snow-nfantled
hills: ail day long the o!d farmers had |
nodded the r heads sagely at each other, |

**There’s more snow in the air;” or, lr
“We're goin’ to hev a spell o’ weather.”

But it seemed that the old farmers ;
were wrong, after all; for just at sunset |
the clouds parted away, the sun, all gar- |
landed with golden beams, laughed over |
the frozea landscape, and the beautiful ’
evening star came to keep his sacred
vigil above the Christmas Xve. !

“‘An ideal view,” said Mr. Mackenzie, |
stopping on the crest of the hill to ob-
gerve the sweet serenity of theold church,
garrisoned w.th lea .ess poplar trees,and |
the frozen river which reflects the red.
sunset in frout; the solemn majesty of
the White Mountain range beyvond.
“Upon my word, we sojourners in the
semi-tropical valleys of Santa DBarbara
haven't any conception what the word
‘Christmas’ real'y means! I should like
to be artist epoughto yaint this sccne.
Let me see. ‘The first l'ouse after vou
pass the toll-gate; painted red. with
white trimmings. gable toward the road :
old well-sweep to the rear.’ Yes,” with -
a nod of the head, “*thisisit!" . i

Mr. Rolf Mackenrie was coming Fast®
after ten yea s'residence on the fair 1’a-
citic coa t. He bad-gone thither to make
his fortune. He hag made it, and now
he was on the war to fulfill an old love-
engagement with Mary Brown.

They had b:come a.ian ed tea years
ago. L nlike the generality of men, Rolf
Mackenzie wus steaufast and true, even
th ugh all these converzing years. he
had graduslly become aware of an cver-
growing uncongeniality between himself
and Mary Brown.

‘It would have been better for both of
usit 1 had left myself unfettcred.” he
thought. *‘In tho-e days I did no: know
wht I wanted, and I suppose she didn't,
either. Eut a promisc is a promise. and
I dare say Mary wili make a good wife to
me. Isupposel shall find her changed.
I'm changed myself ~ When a man has |
tided over his thirtiet' year, he can't
expect Time to dealjgently with him®

And wih these rdtlier unlover like
meaitations,  Mr. Mackenzie rapped on
the dwor of the red house with the | om-
bardy poplars in front of it and the well-
sweep bchind. . . '

It was all new to him. He had been
only in the second yearof h s so ournin
California, when ary's father, Rela
Brown. had sold out the old Vermont
homestead and moved up into the Maine
forests. But what were a few score of
miles, more o- less to & man whno has
crossed the Sierra Nevadas and eaten
sandwiches on the precipices of Cape
Horn?

‘He ra; Fed ain.  There was no an-
swer, and he ;§d what he would have
doue at a Los Angeles ranch—opened the
door and walked in.

The room was bright with blaziny
logs and candle shine. The mantle was
decorated with clusters of holly; wreaths
of laurel leaves glistened overhead, and
festoons of the beautiful princess pine
were fastened over the che ip.engravings
and the ‘‘Map of the United States” on
the walls. _ :

The kettle sang; the cushionéd rock-
ing-char wasdrawn up in front of the
hearth, and a volume of Jean Ingelow's
poems lay open on the round work-
table.

‘‘As prelty an interior as ever I saw in
my life,” said Mr. Macieazie. looking
complacently round. ‘‘Geraniums in the
window: hoully and laurel lea.es; Jean
Ingelow ! 1 begin to have new hopes of
. She has kept pace with
the timesa little.”

At this moment there was a little
shriek. The door leading into the back-
kitchen had opened; a lovely young
woman, in « deep-blue merino ‘dress,
with loops of paler b'ue ribbon in her
hair, stood in the port:l, with a glass
dish of apple-sauce in her hand.

“‘Mary !I” '

Rolf Mackenzie held out both hands.

He meant to have ad.anced boldly
and kisséd her, as a man should salu?‘
his fiancee, but a certain sense of pro-
priety prevented any such demonstra-
tion. '

‘*‘You are not frightenc1, are you? It’s
Dnly I! »”

‘‘Only youi” )

The blueeyes—Mary Brown'seves had
deepened and grown larger and more
liquid, it seemed—were fixed wistfully
upon his {ace, as if she did not quite
understand. |

“Didn’t you getmy letter?”

‘“‘No. What letter?” .

**L pon my word,” said Mr. Mackenzie
‘“‘anything like the stupidity of our |
postal arrangzements, I never knew. I
mailed that letter just one week before I
started. 8o I'vetaken you by surprise
eh?”

nY___}.m'"
delightfully. {

““Well, well, Father Time had not,

murmured Mary, blushing

+  ‘‘Quite so,” said Mary.

~txpres-ion of her face.

| were Maiy Brown, growi/younger instead

'it's a reliel? But now, Miss Mary, I

| Sant& Bﬂrb‘ ra.

after

been so rough T;th Mary ¥rown
f I'olt.

For a girl of thirty, she really had a
wonderful complexion--and that way of
crimpng her red-gold tresses all over
her hea! was extremely becoming. It
made her look full ten years younger thén
her actual

“Bat you are glad tosee me, Mary?”

fomething of the old romantic tender-
ness—a sensition that he had deemed
dead and buried long ago—had risen up
into h s heart. and quivered in his voice.
It"waus all right. He was as much in love
as ever! ’

“Father will be glad to see you, I dare
say.” demurel. answered Mary. ‘‘Please
to sit duwn, Mr.—Mr.—" i

*“No ‘Mr.’ at all,” said Mackenzie, half
vexed, half amused, at this very evident
coquetry. ‘‘Call me Rolf, why don’t
you?”

" The large lashes fell over the blue eyes.

“Rolf tounds so very familiar,” she
murmaured.

“But I call you Mary, don’t 1?”

“Oh, yes, but you arc so much older
thaul am.’ -

He bit his lip. So far as he could re-
member there was just eighteen months’
difference in their ages. But upon these
subjects one couldn’t very well contra-
dict a lady.

“Is your father well? he asked, by
way of starling upon a new and entirely
safe topic, as he watched Mary's nimble
fingers—how plump and dimple they
were, to-be-sure!—ar-ange the drapgry
and set the rouud table for the coming
meal.

“Quite well,” answered Mary. I ex-
pect him in every minute. He went
over to Berksdale to a funeral this after-
noot, and people have no sort of con-
science about letting him come home in
decent time. I suppose he is 3 comfort
where there is an illness or death.”

Mackenzie lifted his eyebrows inter-
rogatively. Bela Brown was a very
worthy man, as he remembered him, but
short of speech. and ealirely devoid of
imaginative qualities.

If he was a comfort to bereaved souls,

it must have been a ta'ent which he had
developed very recently. But he made
no comment on the fuct.

“Fine wintry weather,” he remarked.

‘A decided contrast to
have left.” |

‘“Yes?” questioningly. “May I ask
wherc—"' |

“The little coquette! What will she |
pretend to be ignorant of next!” thought |
Mackenzie. ’

But he only answered, pleasantly: l

‘‘Santa Barbara, you know. Under the
Coast Kange.”

*‘Oh; ~anta_Barbara!” Her pretty,
oval fuce brignte:ed. “I’ve heard so
much about Santa Barbara «f late, from |
a neighbor of ours!”

“Ah!”4said Rolf. ,'

Mary sat down now, and folded her |
hands on her lap, with her sweet face |
turned away from the fire, and her large; !

the climate I Jl

tion, . ]

“I wonder,” said she, 'musingly, *‘if
you have ever mct a Mr. Mackenzie'
there?”

*A—Mr.—Mackenzic!” he repeated, !
wondering what the meaning of all this ‘
was. . ‘
“It isn’t a great-place, like New York
or Boston, you know.” reasoned Mary. |
‘‘People do meet each other there?” !

‘‘Oh, yes; certainiy.” iy

‘‘And this Mr. -Mackenzie? He was |
tall and good-looking, with dark eyes |
aud a heavy beard.” i

**Well, yes, it does seem to me a3 if I’
had met him once or twice,”’ said Mac- |

kenzie, primiy determined to let Mary | right, Jacob; that was whatI intended to’

carry the joke as far as she pleased. 7

“Well,” siid Miary, ssmhing roguishly, |
“:it scems that Mr. Macke irie, of Sania
Barbara, is éngaged to our nearcst neizh- |
bor--a young woman up toward Cedar.
River—only «bout half a mile from here.
if one gzoes through the woods: and
what is very funny, her name is just the
same #8 mine--Mary Bsrown."

“Eh?' gasped Mr. Mackenzie.

‘‘She isn't so very pretty,” added
Mary. ‘‘She’s not young, you know,and
her hair is thin, and she wears a frisctte,
and symehow it secms to alter the whole |
<nd her sight
has failed, doing fine sewing, and she |
ha: been obliged to take to spectacles. |
And shl:’:-:—t:g], so slim, and spare, and |
sharp-elbowed . n) '

Air. Mackenzie sat holding tight on’to
the arm ot his e1sy. chair, while a sensa-
tion akin the trickling of ice-cold water
dowan h's back touk posse:sion of him.
He comprehended it ail now. He had
found the wrong Mary Brown this
Christmas Eve. ‘The right Mary Brown
was stiil waiting, GorZon-'ike, to turn
him to stone. |

“But for all that,” chirped on th's|
sweet voiced siren., *‘Mr. Thomas Brigas
—he kee;'s the toll-gate just below— has
fallen in love with her. And—they are
married. Father married them. and he
got his fee in cider, apple zauce and
pumpkins,” she added, with a lauch.
*‘And sizce the wedding she has got a
letter [rom this very Mr. Macken-ie—
Ralph Mackenzie, of 1 ueben, or some |
such name—that he is coming home this |
( hristmas to marry her. It was an old I
engagement, she save; “but he hadan't |
written very regularly, and she (lidﬂ'tJ
think e intended to keep his word. |
And Briggs w-s here on the spot.”

“Yes—exact y (" said Mr. Mackenzie, |
with somedifficulty curbing his extreme |
desire to jump up and fling his hat into .
the air. ‘i riggs was on the spot!’ !

“Bat,” resumed Mary, ‘‘what will the
poor man say when he gets home and |
ﬁ]nds. ‘his sweetheart married to some one |
els:¢

“Ishould think,” answered Macken-
zie, *‘that he would say it was the lmiki-
est cscape he had ever had in hie life '™

“But he was h r lover once!”

"Y--yis: but that was ten years ago.
These long cnzagements take all the
life out of u love aTair. Mackenzie was
ready and willing to marry her. but |

‘Oh!" cried Mary, with a little rising |
infection, “‘then vou did know him
well "

‘‘Like & book!" cried the visitor, glee-
ful'y. “In fact, I'm Mackenzie myself—
Rolf Mackenzi-! And—I beg a thousand |
pardons, I am sure, but I fancied vou |

|
4

of older. I might have known that time
never went backward.”/

“Oh!” eried Mary. “‘And I-—-"

‘“You're told the truth,’ said Macken-
zie. “It’s always the best thing to do.”

‘‘Was it a dreadfuf blow?” sympathet-
ically murmurcd Mary. *Did it take |
you by surpris:f”

‘‘Not a blow, at all! Don’t I tell you
suppose I must go right on.”

“It's very cold.” said Mary, ‘‘and this
road is frightfully selitary. And they
even talk of some opc’s having seen a
bear somewhere on that mountain ledge
last week. You—you'd better stay with
father until morning. I am sare he would
be happy to entortain you.”

‘“‘And you, Miss Vary? " pleadingly _

“‘Why,” she sa’d, with the same arch

srarkle under her eyelashes, ‘I should |

like to hear all about ) r. Mackenzie, of

| the Queen’ to foreign navies.

§ : It gives one such™a new
idea of life, you sees”

‘“Very well, then,” said Mackenzie:

‘Tl stay.” i

—

Presently tho old cl-rgyman, Mary
Brown’s father, came in, aud renewed
his daughte.’s hosp.table entreaties.

Mr. Mackenzie spent Christmas Eve at
the onage.

Orghr}‘:igmu Day he walked over fo
Bela Brown's, where he congratulated
the b-ide—a faded, washed-out looking
woman now—and shook hands with the
groom most cordially. d L

“I hope you don’t lay up nothin’ agin
me, ’ said Mr, Thomas Briggs, rflling
his light eyes solicitously around in the.r
sockets. -

““Not'in the least. I wish you a merry
Christmas!” criel” Mackenzie. “‘And I
dare say Mary will mike you the best
wife in the world IV _

“But I'm sorry vou got so fur outen
the road l!ast night,” said Briggs.
“Whean I eaid the first house beyond the
toll-gate, I meant on the left-hand side,
not the right.” o}

“Qh, it does not in the least signify!”
said Mackenzie, geninlly.  ““The RKov.
Mr. Brown entertained me most cordi-
ally.”

z{nd thus basely did he conceal the
secrct of his kind apprehension. Nen
are. moraily speaking, rank cowards.

Ferhaps 1t is unnecessary to add that
Mr. Macken ie married Miss Mary
Brown, afte- all. _

“And it's ‘est as wel,” said the toll-
keeper's bride. “I could never hev
brung my elf to go so fur West. And
they do say the climate 'll ngree fust-rate
with old Parson Brown's bronical tubes.
Muary she's young and flighty, but ofl
couise my Cousin Polf has a right to
marry as he pleasex.”

And the next Christm:s Eve was spent
by Mr. and Mrs. I'olf Mackenzie under
the shadow of the palms and manvanito-
tries of sweet Santa Barbara. —Illes
Forres' Graves.

Bennett and the Waiter.

A writer in the Brooklyn Eagj tells
this story about james Go:don Bennett,
proprictor of the New York Merald: On
New Year's night three years ago, when
Mir. Bennett reached the Union Club
well nigh exhausted with the social duties
of th= day, he noticed in a dazed soit of
way that severnl of the club men were
presenting Ja-ob,the veteran waiter, who
looks after the coats and canes of the
members, with more or less small change
asan earnest of their sincire regard. Mr.
Eennett scemed toreulize that something
of the kind was espected of him and
calied . acob.. “ Jacob,” le said, ‘‘you
arc a good fcllow., }ere is something
for you,” and with much fumbling he
broucht out a $20 bill, which the de-
lighted Jacob accepted with many bows
acd scrapes. ‘‘Stop, Jacob,” said Mr.
Lennett, fee'inz in anther” pocket and
preducing another bill. Jacob, over-
powe.cd, was making off when “Stop

| Jacob” again Lrought him to a stand-

still, and stiil a -other bill made its ap-
pearance.  ‘lhe comedy was getting
amusing anl went on unt:l
bat full of money—all Mr. Fenaett had.

“blue black eyes sparkl'ng with anima | The old man consulted some of the mem-

bers as to what he should do with it and
was advised to te!l Mr. Bennett the next
day that he must have overjaid him in a
fit of abstraction.: So, when the pro-
prietor of the-J{ i«li arrived at the club
the fillowing day Jacob said:
Bernett, I think yon gave me more for
my New ) car's than you intended.” Ben-
nett probaby had no recoliection of
giving Jacob anything, but he replied in

is grave-t tone: ‘1 ow muchdid I give
you, Jacob 7 “Eight hundred dollars,
sir.””  Such an answer might have
staggered even a man with an pcome of
$1.000 a day, but Beponett, without a
suggest'on of surprise, =said: ** uite

give you.” ;

Ben. Franklin's Parents. /
Benjamin Franklin's father parsucd
his culling in Boston, and died there
January 16, 1745. He, his wife and
others of his relatives were buried
ncar the center of the Granary Bury-

'ing Ground, on Tremont stre-t, and
' over the tomb has been raised by liberal

citi ens of Boston a reat, Granite obe-
lisk twenty-one feet in hei  ht,and bearing
among other inscriptions the following,
copied from an ear! er stone, and com-
posed by their son [ enjamin:

.......................................

JOSIAH FRANKLIN AND ABIAH HIS
WIFE LIE BERE INTERRED.

They lived lovingly' together in :
: wedlock fifty five yea s, and without :
. an estata or any gainful employ- :
. ment., By constantlabor and honest -
- industry. naintainel a large family :
- comfortably, and brought up thir- :
: teen children and seven grand: hil- :
. dren. respe:tab’'y. From this in- :
. stauce, reader, be en-ouraged to dil- :
. igenve in thy caliong, and distrust :
. not Providence. . .
: _He wasa pous and pradent man; :
. ske a discreet and virtuous woman.

THEIR YOUNGEST SON
IN FILIAL REGARD TO THEIR MEM-

ORY PLACES THIS STONE.

B —Cincinnati Commercial Gdzette.

National Anthems..

We find the following in the ‘‘Notes
and Queries” column of the San Frwn-

| cisco Call : Referring to a recent inquiry

and reply in this column chncerning the.
American na ional anthem, a corre-
spondent sends the fol owing, shewing
that there is some dist nction between
the ‘National Anthem” and what he
terms the ‘‘Official Anthcm "

““Thé American official anthem is “The
Star Spangled Lapner.” This is played
at ‘colors’ and whenever men-of war are
put into commission. The tune ot
‘America’ is known only as ‘. od Save
““Hail Co-
lumbia’ is by some thought a national
air, bat is re«lly ‘Rule Britannia." Eng-
lish bands will not play ‘The Star Span-
gled Eanuer’if they can avoid it. On
several occa-ons English men-of-war
have been notitied by American officers
that unless they played it that the Ameri-
can band wou!d cease to play ‘God Save
the Cucen.” When several vessels of
different nationalities are present at sun-

. down cach band plays the national air of

each country having a vessel present.”

Would Do Better Next Time.

It is related by the gossips that when
Mr. X., a wealthy and argressively aris-
tocratic denizen of the sucred slopes: of
Beacon Hill, brought hom: his third
wife he was not wholly plewsed with the
attitude of the grown up daughters of
his first marriage toward their newest
mother. - He summoned the buldest and
most aggressive daughter to a private
conference, and in good, set terms re-
provel her for her coldness 1o his bride.

- The damsel listened with respectfil pa-

tience dueteward the authoro. her beinzg,
and when he had finished his reprimand
gave promise of amendment by saying
with demure impudezc.! “Excuse me,
P pa; I willtry and do better the nest
time you are married.”— Bsto: Fecor.d.

A big gophersnake was killed recently
at Daytona, Fla.,
found a three-foot ratt e snake still alive.
The gopher was over six feet in length.

Jacob had a -

qu_‘

in whose stomach was

1

.| ;beautiful to-day as ever.

| taken from a tree after the battle

THE HERMITAGE.

GENERAL JACKSON.

Life and Death Near Nashville
--Historic Relics—Tomb
of Husband and Wife.

Francisco Call says:

whom it could truthfully be written:

life; .
The excellence of Christianity exemplified
his death.

world are fast approaching this locality,
and it is only a « uestion of time when

| the valuable grounds will be covered by
A general desirc
is expressed by the older citizens that
the remains of Tenncssee’s thre: Presi-
Polk and John on—

handsome re-idenc. s.

dents—Jackson,
should be placed on Cupitol Hill, ard a'-

culties in the way, et tho fitness of such
a placement of thgs_e eacred ashes will
some day become imperatively manifist
and such an appropriate d'sposition of
them will be madz.

Some twelve miles oiit of the I ebanon
turppike a narrotv road turns abruptly
to the left, in the woods, and fol'owing
it for a few minutes a double gate 1s
reached —the entrance to the Hermitage
grounds. A semi-circular drive through
an avenue of cedars leads to the historic
old house. Neariy all of these cedars
are dead and their bare limbsand black-
ened trunks are in keepng with the tone
of mould.rand decay which permeat sall
the surroundings. The frost has alicady
touched the living trees, and the ground
is deeply carpeted with fallen leaves, to
which additions are constantly beng
made by every whisper of the pass ng
brec.e. The house is an ancient two-
story bui'ding; a w de¢ porch, above and
below, runs across the entire front; six
large fluted wocrden columns, crowned
by capitals of carved leaves, give an air
of imposing solidity, and brick one-story
wings some twenty feet square, on either
side, with doorsopening from the porch,

than architectural effect was consulted
in the erection.

of the General. He was born a slave on
the estate, March 10, 1802, and is the
only living landmark of the ‘‘Jackson
times.” Slavery or fre:dom is all the
same to him.  He ‘“‘always belonged (o
the Jack:ons,’ and desires to die on the
old ground. He shows us through the
great hall. into which the centre doo-
opens. This hall is papered with anan-
clent material, illustrating landscapes
and mytholozical scenes, the colors of
which are sti.] bright here and there, 1 ut
the paper is crumbling surely to decay.
In this hall is an arm-chair formerly
owned by General Washington, bust« of
Chaucellor Livingstone aud Lewis Cass,
a portrait of Thomas Jefferson, the old-
fashioned mahogany sofas and chairs and
the once clegant chandeliers with their
lamps tor burning lard oil.

In a large room to the left, and the
only one shown to visitors, are collected
the many relics of the past. Portraits of
the General by Farl and Hesly (the 'atter
one finished but four days hefore the
I'resident’s death) and a ‘marble bu-t,
together vith an equestrian portiait.
gives s correct idea of the features of
the illustrious man. N uny articles of
foreign make and exquisit:” workman-
_ship, in the shape of inlaid tabie:, cali
nets. chairs, vases, urns, clocks, silver-
ware, etc., evidence the esteem of friends
at home and abroad, while pipes, war-
clubs and curiously braided Indian
handiwork show that the dusky red men
remembered Avdrew Jickson. In a little
cabinet with glass doors are many relics,
Erum:nent amo g which are a British

ayonet, partly imbedded in solid oak.
of New
Orleans, snd a snuff-box, on the lid of
which is a bullet received by the ("eneral
in aducl. The floor is over.d with a
velvet carpet of the old times, which
still retuins its bright colors, elasticity
and richness. A Gilbért piano of 1835
g.ves but a broken and mournful re-
sponse to the touch, but the black mar-
ble mantels, facings, and tables are as
A Latin Bible
of 1543 and one in Sanscrit, written by
monks on vellum, are worthy objee's of
interest.

Near the Hermitage stanl three old
log houses, now used as negro quarters,
but which furmerly were all together and
for many years the headquarters and
home of the General, beforethe Hermit-
age was built. © A short walk through
the tangled garden, with its fences fall-
ing to decay. and the corner is reached,
where a ndmber of graves are marked by
small monuments and headstones. -

On one of these we read: “‘In memory
of R. E. W. Earl, artist, friend and com
panion of Gener.1 Andrew Jackson, who
died at the Hermitage, the 1(th Septem-
ber, 1837.” ‘{

Cnanother: “Andrew Jackson,adopted
son of General Andrew Jackson, who
died at the Hermitage, April 17, 1855,
in the 57th year of his age.”

“Another: ‘‘Captain > amuel Jackson,
son of Andrew and Rar&h Jackson, born
at the Hermitage, June 9, 1837; died
September 29, 1562, of wounds reccived
at the battle of Chigkamanga.”

Near these stands the tomb, pagoda
shape, with eight pillars, and three steps
leading to the tloor, beneath which rest
the remains of Andrew Jackson and his
wife Rachel. In the centre of the floor
stands a modest monument, on either
side of which is a plain slab, on one of
which is simply inscribed

.........................................

: GENERAL ANDREW -JACKSON,

: Born March 15, 1767, .

Died June §, 1845, :
And on the other, evidently written by

the husband’s loving hand:

EEEs v anen e

MRs3. RacHEL J ACESON, :
died the 22d December, 1828, :

Who

Her f “?:g-'i]; person pleas :
- riaze was . her eas .
: ing, hqr temper amiab ang ber
. heart kind. Bhowndeliﬁlt:dinm
: lieving the wants of her fellow-crea--
. ures, and cultivated that divine
n > by the most liberal and un-
. pretending methods. To the poor :
: she was a benefactor to the rich an -
. example, to the wretched a comfor- °
. ter, to the prospe-ous an ornament. -
: Her piety went hand in hand with ¢
: ber benevolen e, aund shethau'e her :
: Creator for being permitted: to do
: good. A being so gentle, and yet so -
. virtuous, slander might wou but
¢ could not dishonor. Even Death, :
: when he tora her from the arms of -
¢ her husband, could bit transport her -
: to the bosom of her God. .
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Around the sa~red spot wave the mag-
nolia, hickory, oak, hawthorn and wil-
low. Of th se latter, there sre fsur
eplendid trees that have grown from
twigs cut by the Geveral's hand on the

day he buried his wife, an? by hin

A VISIT TO THE OLD HOME OF

“Old Hlckory's” Dwelling Place in

A Nashville (Tenua.) letter to the San

In the very heart of the city, on a
commanding elevated site, stands the old
Polk reidence, and,in its groands a
smodest tomb, bencath which repose the
ashes of James K. Polk, the President of
The beauty of virtue was illustrated in his
in
L

The; crowding steps of the business

though there are at prescnt some diffl-

show that comfort and convenience rather

At the broad centre doot is met o'd |
Alfred, the well known colored servant |

— | i . e

planted’ where
creeping myrtle, with its thousands of
arms, is reacuing far and wide in this
lonely spot, and its sad grave color is in

The wind sweeps through the trees,
leaves fall thick and fast, the weird dead
old cedars wave their bare and withered
branches, the horse's feet fall with =
dullghud on the covered avenue; but a
~ingle tree, the holly, with itss arlet ber-
ri s, ks of aught but decay. The
gray-haired Alfred says: ‘TGod bless
you, masss,” an iron gate clangs behind
us, and the Hermitage is left in its lone-
liness, '

, The Greatest of Great Walls,

Says a correspondent of the Milling
World, who has recently been traveling
in China: Of coursé we had to go to
the great wall of China. The country
abounds in great walls, . Her mural de-
fenses werdmost extesive --walled coun-
try, walled cities, walled villages, walled
palaces and temples—wall after wall and
wall w'thin wall. But the greatest of
all is the great wall of Chipa, which
crests the mountain ripge and crosses
the gorge from here some forty miles
away, Bquee ing through the last deop
gorge and a deep rift in the sold rock
cut out by ages of rolling wheels and
tramping feet, we reach the great, frown-
‘ng, double-bast’ on>d gate of stone and
hard-burned brick--one archway tum-
bled in. This was the object of our
mission, the great wall' of China, built
213 years before our era; built of huge
slabs of well-hewn stone, lai | in regular
cour:es some twenty feet high and thea
topped ont with large, hard-lurned
bricks, filled in with earth aod closely

aved on the to,» with more dark. tawny
Erick«-the ra uparts high aod thick and
castellated for the use of arms. Right
and left the great wall sprang far up the
mountain side->now  straight, now
curved, to meet the mountain ri ige,
turreted each 300 feet—a frowning mass
of masonry. No need to tell you of
this wall; the beoks will tell yon
how it was built to keep the wa:like
Tartars out--twenty-five feet high by
forty thick, 1,200 miles long, w.th room
on top for six horses to bedriven abreast.
Nor need I tell you thut 1,400 years it
kept tho e hordes at bay, nor that, in
the main, the material u ed upon it is
,ust as good and firm and strong as when
put in place. welve hundred miles of
this gigantic wérk built cn the rugged,
craggy mountain toos, vau'ting -over
gorges, spanning wide streams, netting
the river arc ways with huge hard bars
of copper, with double ates, with
swinging dcors and bars set th'ck with
irom armor-—g wonder in the world be-
fore which the old-time elassic seven won-
ders, all gone now save the great pyra.
mid, were toys. The great pyramid has
83,000,000 cubic feet, the great wall - 6,-
350,007,000 c .bic fecet. - An engincer in
Sewa:d’s party he:e sone ycars ago gave
it as his opinion that the cost of this wall
figuring labor the same rate, would
more than equal that of all the 100,000
miles of r.ilroad in the Unied States.
The material it contains woulld build a
wa'l six feet Ligh and two feet thick
right straight around the globe.  Yet
this was done in o:ly twenty years
without a trace of debt or bond. It is
the gregfest individual labor the world
has ever known.

" NManna,well known to possces valuable
medicinal properties, is pioduced by a
kind of ash trce found in Eastern coun-
tries, called the flowering a<h, often cul-
tivated in Europe and sometimes in this
country for an ornament. It is a smull
trec,iarel¥ over thirty feet high, but yery
showy on account of its large clusters of
greenish-white flowe s. Sicilyis the chief
source of manna. In that country the
trees are pianted in plantations,and when
about cight years old they begin to vield.
Cuts an nch and a haif to two inches
long are muade in the bark, cutting
tirough to the wood. Une cut is made
daily, beginning near the bottom of the
trunk, with each succeeding cut about
an inch above the for.ner one. The thick,
syrup like juice exudes from “the cuts,
and hardens on the bark into white,
sponcy fakes, which, when hard-enough,
are removed add dried stiil further be-
fore they are packed for commerce, . It
consists mainly of a form of sugar called
manite,and has mild, lasative pruperties.
There are, in dry. Criental countrices, sev-
eral other treces and shru's also, whi'h
'yie!d manna, usually when punctured by
insects: but little is known of these kinds
i of manna outside of the localities that
preduce them. Even somé of those plaots,
low in the order of vegetation—known
as lichens—produce nanna. These nre
like the plants often =eea on old trees
and on rocks, which are incorrectly called
‘‘mosses.” ,Several of these, which grow
very rapidly on the ground, are incrusted
with a sort of sugar or manna. Thesein
tim: diy up, wien theyare carried by
tte winds to a at distance. These
licheas occaaiopnlge cur at the preseat
time in Western ‘Asia and Northern Af-
rica, and are eaten by the inhabitants,
and also by sheep and other animals.

Hints for Fat People.

The American, relieved of the oncrous
duties of settlement life, has lo g since
ceased to be the lcan, cadaverous dys-
peptic that he was picturcd to be. His
Anglo-8axon blood is beginning to mani-
fest ilul':i;n the storinz up of tissue. In
other words, he is Jehn Puli’s numistak-
able offspring, and the old gentleman's

aunch is beginning to show on him.
'?‘he American of both sexes and of all
conditions is certainly getting fat.
' Neither of them likes the new contour
. and hence the popularity of the scores o
systems of reducing corpulence. A d
weight at maiurity is not unhealthful.
Even asuperabundance of tissue is not a
serious disadvantage. Asage approaches
.after a certain point it will | egin to dis-
appear naturally, but it is unsafe as well
as painful to attempt to remove it by
medication or any other process b yond
what a fair share of ¢ ercise will do.
Rapid reduction of weight involves a
corresponding depletion of the system, a
decided lowering of witality, » larger
predisposition to diseasc and a pretty
sure invitation to consumption. - Let the
fat stay; it will do less harm than drugs.
— Brooklygn Citizen, )

e —————
Who Was Napoleon?
Ponisi—*Now, speaking of

great

.| men, what do yot think of Napoleon Ilo-
| naparte?”

Miss Poindexter (from Philadelphia)
—‘Pshaw! he was nobody. Who was
his g andfather?”

Miss Bunkerhill (from Boston)—]
don’t think he could ‘have amounted to
much; he had no middle name. -

Miss Gotham. (from New York)—
‘“How mue¢h was he worth " :

Miss Torcine (from ( hicago, - “Lid
he make his moaey before the fire, or
sincef” .

Miss Montespan (from St. Louis)-
*‘Did he belong to one of our old French
familiesi”

Miss Mount Vernon (from Baltimore)
—*I never heard of him; but stay—
wasi’t he some sort of relation to the
g}l! ‘more Bonapartes!'— Baltimo~e Her-

they now stand. The|

most fitting keep nz with the locality.

. THE W]NDHH“-\‘
) great, strong wind t)-
north;
What scenes of dE'{l!ﬁt:(;n b
3ince breaking from thy .. ?“ 4
'Long danger's Yracl g thy :r""
wound ’
O'er rock, rouzh L. whis
A ‘wastes of groyp | o
Where famine prows .,
cries,
Where stroug hope {niy:.
age dies?
Art thou the herald of <.y,
Art thou the strayin- -
world
[hat long ago had falla, from g
And for this breacl, of lay Sl
Che wind replies:
- bring
Cll be a loving zephyr iy 4.
I'm li%te mankin in w . I xv
Ti!l I destroy all I by, 1”

—_T N Inl

t by ."r..
HEy

hergy,

-
and LJ.
Tl

. ¥y,
h]!]'i.j‘;h Loy !
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PITH AND py
How to get a hew! . N

stamp. S

A close call—-The 1,1,
Iec't the bill for them -« i, -

A Cincinnati pork '-rli
career writtenup. I+ ., .,
buy-hography.

When strong men ik, 4.
QBficute woman brave'y ay.,
with a brecom handle, ™ ©

““Where, - oh where, oy,
found?’ sings ,the pot |
dictionary.— Watetos ti10p

Bricks that win ‘o g .
France. Tonve iicut fry,
in his hat when he' ™
Siftings.

One often feels, in viey o ..
waist of the period, a-if |y,
out his arm to surrou , ko
needle.—Jid se. B

Thompson—*‘Suppos: 1y,
call you a liar, what <
Jones (hesitatingly)—“*Whuy
—I’i‘ff"!bul",l D‘l"_,ﬂﬂtc;"o

-An Indiana girl has been b,
a mouth She willgoon e
that she has forgotte
Burlington Free Press.

A writer in a DBaltinor g
“How to Make a Pout o
wear onc and look stylisl is 1
conundrum— Pica;uu-,

Many a man who thin'is he
set the world afire finls to b
that somebody has turue ! ths
him.— New Heven Nere.

The Ohio young lady wlols
twenty-nine offers of mariisy
the past year must have ket §;
mous amount of very poor comy:

The rockers on a chuir new;
half so far behind a* HUv othe

TN
e f

w.en & man is powlingarg

dark barefooted. —1/v s (/|
Boston has six e.li!-_-r-.uvtr;

Utica Ofsereer. Scems aiiig

have been just as easy to sy
has eighty-six editors. —/ .. |
‘I kpow you're wois> than lu
To him th» lady sail,
‘I only paint my checks anily
You paint tha whole toag .
— Wa i
A DBoston womau, by thews: »
riment, recently tied o i
er chin, and discovered thin
thirty-three miles betwe o b
lunch.—Life.

A scientist says that . pudy v
100 pounds on the ensl wolldg o
two toas on Jupiter.  >on ma
imagme that they liv.ou i
time.—New Iliren Now

I metagivlof the
An | gently t ook Ler 787
Ithought :d p o the’
But didn t have the <&
— ' i for

A Texas prper conains @
headed : “Raisiug Mu.c: oo the
This sounds’ like crucity to »
espeecialiy if there be a tire m
We should think the miles v
against it.— Norristown 1l

Tomkyns—*I can’t possiby
what's coming to our oid collu s
wanted ham and poached (2258
other day. and couldn't 7t
kyns—*‘‘Ah! and /7 wanud
the otherday, an I couldur oo
Judy.

Mind - reading is now-tiepr
““Take hold of my left Luna i
what I'm thinkinz of.” -a 1t S
the famil, to his coaid nzgspss
yes, " said she, grasplog . L4l
sively, *‘you are think i abod
me to the opera ™ =l hal’
again.— Boston Herall,

They had been sittin: {1 1%
Suddmiiy ~fpo WORES

Ll

in sileace.

a reverie and said- ‘It - f o
ress after a l, George.” “iad
plied, after drawing the be/ 00 ¥

from his mouth, *b .t «ut!l¥

make the remars?” < We 2t F
she gurgled, “‘but I saw in thié"
ape: that you cau buy weddn?

1nstallments.”"—Boton

He had been courting liera ™%
so long that she began 1o !
one night she sa d to him "~
is the author ‘of the jhrise ¥

es?’”  “I'm sure I dont ko®
swercd John; **why do sou ask
I merely wanted to know wo
“‘For what reason ™ *'Hecaust:
he didn't know what hLe e
about.,” Five minutes liter the¥
day was set.— Boston (v ri.

He was a big bodied mun (¥
in the rain. ‘' Hey, there: 1‘.':.
my umbuella. 1've found it 815
17 he exclaiwed, in a loul %=
acing tone, as he stood in s 'i'J'l-{
one of the prin-ipal strcets ¥hie
ber of pedertrians were hurt!™
A dozen men turped at once 01'.:
him, and came toward him b0
their ‘umbrellas and makiE |
apologies. With the air L'f[ J"&
individual, the large man 5/&%
silk one from among the :ttlﬂllf"‘
procession moved on. — /"

IAMBITON'S BONNET
On every po'itician’s Load
nnet you may €.
And every bonnet, ! 1+ ¥
Is sure to have a bee.

it

Indeed, some bonnats pare M
2 A very hive of bee:. .
And you can here theil ™
At any time, with #a%

The Presidential bee 470
The loudest of the 10‘; doss~
And buzzing is not al! -y
Tts sting is ne'er org”"
._-('Gfll"i"u'
e

Henry Ward Béecher's £a

~Mr. Beecher, says & N¢¥ “m,
has a salary of $2,000 3 —""“u
-mouth Church, and refusd ® %
increase which was at one tim¢ " S
be earns some §25,000 8 &
lectures, and has a mode™ '
an author. Formerly " g
salary of $5,000 a year 8 87
cl in the United ?‘"“.
received so large a pecunis™y I-
his labors as Mr. oA

ear he has earned over ' oy
;u only & very moder ite {0

buy




