1in my rough and easy clothes,
‘With my :ace at ' he sunshine’s mercy,
She wich h r bat tied down to her no-e,
And her nose tipped—vice versa.

1 with my rod, my reel, and my books,
And a ham;j er 1or luncheon recesses;

She with the bait of her com -1y looks,
And the seine of her golaen tresses.

So we sat down on the sunny dvke,
‘Where the white pon - illies teeter:
And I wenr a fis hing like quaint old Ike,

And she like Simon Peter.

All the nocn I lay in the light of her eves,
And dre mily wa ched and waited ;"

But the fish were cunning and would not rise,
And the baiter alon: was buited.

And when the time for departure came,
The bag was as flet as a founder;
t Bessie had neatly hooked her game,
laindrea and eighty pounder.

PeACE ELLITHORPE.

BY LILY CURRY.

The sunset light, which had lingered
on the river by the boat house and
upon the greenness of the shore beyond,
had deepened into the dull purple of
twilight; and now the moon, rising
over the shadows of the bluffs, had
flung a goiden bridge across the wide,
smooth waters. Mid-stream, one boat
swung softly to the dip of oars and the
song of the rowers, who were moved,
perchance, with an impulse to round
the completeness of the midsummer
night.

Peace Ellithorpe and Louis Gordon,
standing in the shadow of the boat-
house, listened intently for a time.

“How sweet!” the girl said, pres-
ently.

Gordon’s eyes were fixed upon her
pure, pale face, with its halo of red-
gold hair, its long-lashed violet eyes.

“¢lhe Soldier's Farewell,”” he an-
swered. “It s alwavs beautiful.” His
thoughts, nevertheless, might have
been more of the beauty of her coun-
tenance—there, where the moonlight
orept woon the darkness as a timid
lady to hcr lord.

And now he Lad stepped down into a
boat, and was reaching up his haud to
assist her.

“All righ$?” he ,asked. And when
she had answered half gayly, he pulled
away from the landing out into the
stillness and delight of the wate:s.

“I am so glad to have you back,” he
said, by and by. “It hasseenred ayear
s.nce you went.”

“I am glad you missed me,” she re-
sponded. “Yet it was only a month.”

“And passed rapidly with vou, no
doubt, among scenes of gayety.” He
spoke in a zealous tone.

“I have not said so,” she answered.
“There was much to occupy, much to
amuse me; nothing to compensate for
our separation.”

There was no coquetry here. Not
once in all the six months of their en-
gagement had she hesitated to speak
the truth concerning her regard for
him.

“0, well,” hesaid, as if half-ashamed,
“you must expect one to be ill-natured
when he has to stay at home and let his
sweetheart go thonsands of miles away
from him. But now you are back, you
must tell me everything vou saw, every
place you visited.”

“As if T had not already done so in
my letters.”

“In a general way, you did. Iwould
like particulars.”

“Where shall I begin? The Springs,
or the country? I spent two weeks at
Saratoga, and one at the seaside, you
know; then did a seven days’ penance
at Brockton. O, such'a dull place,
Louis! Duller than Western towns of
half its s'ze. Not a thing to see, not a
place to go, except—you’il laugh when
I tell you—except the Ntate reforma-
tory.” 63 Lariad

She paused, for he had suddenly let
go the oars. "He bent again in a mo-
ment, and, taking firmer hold of them,
began to pull’ very hard against the
gurrent.

“What is the matter, Lonis?”

He answered breathlessly, after his
exertions.

“Nothing. We—were getting too far
«down stream. Go on, Peace; you were
saying that you visited the State re-
formatory.”.

“Yes, it was very interesting. Were
you ever there?”

Gordon laughed faintly.

“Was I ever there? Ol, yes; I was
there once. Well, how did it strike
you?” ;

“I don’t know what you are laughing
at,” she said; “and I don’t believe you
were there either, so I'll tell you all
about it, for rea.ly I liked it very much
—liked the idea, you know, In the
first place, it is built upon a hill, and
the entire grounds are surrounded with
a high brick wall.”

TR the shape of a square,” suggest-

ed Gordon, “with a sentry tower aft

each corner, and a watchman inside of.
‘each tower, with a loaded gun and in-

~ structions to shoot down any one caught
trying to escape.”

“Exactly,” said Peace, with some
_ animation. “So you have been there,
- and you know all about the workshops,
the clean corridors, the grades, and
- the night school.  There is one illum-
inated text upon the chayj.el wall, which

mercifully upon the past.’” ¢
Gordon repeated 1t after her, with 4

~ “But it is impossible not to,” he said,
. “Impossible not to look unmerci-

? Whydo you say that? Why,
early all the prisoners were boys,
gere boys, placed the e for some
ng offense instead of being thrown
prison among old, hardened crim-

*Th isn’t much difference,” he
, moodily. “Once you deprive a
‘or boy of his lib rty, for any faunlt

sd——" He broke off sudden-
¢ried, “Pshaw! Why are you

things ?”
 re.dy to abandon

not believe

WA

X think most beautiful: *Lookaotun- |

as you could of one who had never
broken the law in any way, could you?”

“That would depend entirely on his
after-conduct,” she answered promptly. '
“If he wee disposed to do right n
every respect, no look or word of mine
should reecall the past.” i

“I would like .0 see you put to the
test in this,” he said, incredulously. |

“1 would like to be. I would like to |
know some one who had broken the law !
and made atonement, and who wan
to forget it all and live aright hence- |
forward. I would like to be a stanch
friend to such a oune.”

Gordon began to row very hard again, |
and so was very unable to respond for
some minutes,

“I'once had a friend,” he said, speak-
ing very slow, “who was sent to that
same reformatory—nearly eight years
ago. He—he forged -the name of a
distant relative.”

“Te:l me about it,” she said, with ev-
ident interest. “I suppose he was
young and didn’t realize.”

“Yes; he was quite young. He was
in the employ of this relative—a second
cousin—aud had been perfectly honest
and aithful until that moment. Even
then, he had no interest in being dis-
honest, for he meant to restore the
mouney within twenty-four hours. It
was a matter of pride and extravagant
companio.s. He fally intended to re-
store the money, and only did it to get
out of a boy’s scrupe. But—it wasdis-
covered. His relative might have |
saved him, but did not. Atter all the!
the three years the boy had served him
honestly, that cousin—prosecuted him.

* * * = The boy was sent to the
institution you visited. 1’evhaps you
remember the rules. He was perfect
in behavior for six months, which put
him on parole another haii year, and
then gave him his freedom. He left
the State immediately, and nobody who
knows him now, has the faintest suspi-
cion of the secret he carries,—nobody
but myself. Not even the young lady
he is to marry.”

“He has not told her?” cried Peace,
in a startled voice. “Oh, how wrong!
and how foolish! If she should ficdit

he himself had told her. Indeed, he
ought to tell her, for she, if she loves
him, will be the very one to sympathize
and to help him forget it. ILiouis, you
must urge him to tell her.”

“I do not know about that.”

“But you must, dear. Promise me,
the next time you see him, to suggest
it

“I dare not, Peace. I might be the
means of wrecking his happiness eter-
naliy. No, dont ask me. Let us talk
of something else.”

“But I cannot think of anything else
until you have promised me.”

“I will promise to ask him to think
about it,” he said, reluctantly.

“V ery well, dear. Because if she loves
him, it will certainly make no difference
in her feelings for him. Let me see;
you say he was perfect in conduct.
Then he was of the first grade, and
wore gray. How distinctly I remember
seeing them all at work. Inthe foundry
building they were almost all third
grade men, 1n red uniform, a lovely
shade of red, too, a rich cardinal. I
remember the light from the molten
iron shining upon 'the workers, and
making the color they wore even hand-
somer. Well, well, Louis, you are not
vexed with me, are you?”

“Vexed!”"

“You seem so silent, dear.”

He let the oars rest, and leaning for-
ward, drew her face close to his own.
“I am so glad to be with you again,”
he whispered. “So glad! I have missed
you so much!”

—drifted placidly. They could hear
the other rowers singing sweetly once
again :

Soft and low, soft and low,

Wind of the Western sea.

She leaned her head ‘upon his shoul-
der. How near she was! How dear
she was! He could hear her heart beat,
and feel her pure breath upon his
cheek. Her knotted hair had loosened,
and the red-gold rings were shining in
the moonlight mpon heér dark, plain
dress. :

And still he held her closely, and
they drifted.

“Why do you sigh, Louis ?”

“If I should lose you,” he said,
gloomily, “what would my life be
worth ?”

“Do not think of such things.
will not lose me, dear.”

“T must not, Peace.”

Again the refrain of the singers came
swelling ‘across the still waters:

Wind of the Western sea.

And again Gordon sighed.

“You love me, don’t you, dear ?”

“What a strange tone for that ques-
tion, Louis! A tone of doubt. Why,
1 could no more doubt you than doubt
the stars in heaven!”

“You—you have perfect confidence in
me, dear?”

“Perfect.”

“And you will always love me, come
what may ?”

“Always, Louis.”

“You—you want me" to have mo
secrets from you, Peace ?” ;

“None whatever,” \

“No, no,” he said hastily, “and you
are right, dearest.”

They sat apart again, and he pulled
steadily at the oars.

. “That friend of yours, Louis,” she
said, presently, “of whom you wore tell-
ing me. I suppose they put him at
work of some sort?” '

Gordon answered slowly: “He kept
books in thé office. He was considered
a good bookkeeper ” ;

“That was not bad. Would you—
would you mind telling me where he is
now, aud what he is doing;? You say
he is to be married soon ? i

“He is in this ftate,” said Gordon.
“He hasa good business, fair prospects,
and is engaged toab autiful girl, whom
he worships. He has been very happy
of late.” ;

It was her tu'n now to sigh, not
wearily, but as if his words gave her
some vague satisfaction. Happy her-
self, she would fain have all the world
at peace. Ml -

They were out a half hour longer— !
& half hour sweet with lovers’ whis-
pered hopes and confidences! Then
slowly be turned the boat shorewnrd.

You

out by and by, how much worse thanif | *

The boat drifted as he held her thus |-

institution, e-en for the shortest time, dier’s Parewell” with more perfect har-

mony than before.

Good-night; farewell, my own true love!

The words came floating across, dis-
tinct and sweet, as Gordon steadied the
boat and assisted his sweetheart to the
landing.

They strolled off leisurely then
along the sandy shore and on toward
the road.

It was not yet late when they had
reached her home. and they sat awhile
in the broad porch.

But Gordon secmed ill at ease, and
this she was quick to discern. -

“You have some worriment,” she

said, softly. .

“You think s0?” His tone was eva-
sive.

“I am sure of it. Will you not tell
me?”

“It s nothing,” he said, breathi g
hard for a moment. “Notking—only
you required a promise of me this
evening, and I—I hardly know how to
keep it.”

“What was that ?” she asked, wonder-
ingly.

“You asked me to urge my friend to
—to acquaint the woman he loves with
the fact that he has broken the law
during his life.” He spoke constrain-
edly. .

“You think he would fear to do so?”

“I know it,” he said, in a voice of
pain. .

“But,” she said, argumentatively, “I
am sure I know women better than you
do; and I.am confident it would be the
best thing possible. Besides, the
woman who would allow it to make a
difference would be unworthy of his
love or friendship.”

“You mean what you say ?” he asked,
rather breathlessly.

“Of course I do.”

“And you would not change, if—if
you were she ?”

“I should only think the more of him
for having trusted me.”

Gordon was silent for a moment.
Then he made a movement to put his
hand in an inner pocket of his coat.

“I—I have his picture here,” he said,

with some effort. “I will show it to
you.”
Hedrew the small card portrait forth,
and slowly reached it to her. Then
he turned away his face and was si-
lent.

“0,” she said, half laughing, “you
have made a mistake, dear. You have
given me yours instead of his.”

Gordon had risen to his feet. She
did not understand. Need he ex-
plain? It was not too late. Not too
late. Need he go farther?—there was
yet escape.

He stood so, without uttering a word.
Perhaps it was but a moment’s space.
Yet to him it seemed an age. An age!
And a struggle was going on in his
heart. A terrible struggle. His brain
whirled fairly, and strange lights danced
before his eyes.

He heard her last light words mock-
ing him: “You have given me yours
instead of his. You have made a mis-
take!”

It was not too late. And some demon
was tempting him.

Suddenly the lights ceased to dance
before his eyes; the roaring sonnd was
quiet in his ears. “He was himself once
more, and calm as the dead.

“I have made”—he faltered some-
what nevertheless. - “I have made—no
—mistake. I gave you—his picture.”

He dared not look at her.

She gave a cry, asif he had struck
and almost stunned her.

“You! You! O, Louis!”

Her voice was faint and horror-sick-
ened.

“1 knew it !” he cried.
—release you!”

And, turniug, he rushed away down
the path and out at the gate.

She watched him go; she did not re-
call him, but stood silent in the moon-
light ;- and the vine shadows crept slowly
about her feet.

“Heavens!” she said, shuddering.
“How—how things come home to one,
at times! How easy it is to talk! * *
How he shocked me!” * * *

She stood there still; she had not
moved since he left her. The wind was
sighing softly among the fragrant vines.
The moonlight #as more beautiful than
ever.

After a logg time she stirred a little,
and found that she was weeping without
her own consent or knowledge. Weep-
ing softly! and saying something over
and over to herself with passionate de-
light:

“How brave he was!
was!”

~ And now she started, and, hurrying
down to the gate, looked eagerly to see
if he were not returning.

Even she went out into the road, in
the direction she knew he must have
‘gone. She went down the road to the
first turn, and into the other street.
Could she not find him? Was she to
look always in vain? Must she wait
until to-merrow?

She turned to go back, and had
reached the corner, when some one
stood before her.

“Peacel”

It was his voice, husky with agia-
tion.

“Lonis! I have been looking every-
where tor yow;” she eried, with infinite
relief. “I thought—I was sure—you
wouldn’t go without bidding me good-
night.”

‘“And you—understand ?” -

She laid both hands upon his shoul
ders; she had recovered ler serenity,
and could look up tenderly w.th bLer
soft, eyes yet moist. “I understand,”
she sald, gently. “And now suppose
we agree to forget all that. We have
so much happiness to consider, present
and fubure, we have no time for gloom.”

He drew her face upon his breast;
for the moment he was weak as ever
woman.  Perhaps she heaid him sol.
“My darling!” he said, brokenly; “my
 faithful darl ng!”

“T knew it.

I

How brave he

“CHARLEY,” said mamma, “you have
been a v ry naughty boy; you huve
been play ng marbles; and yon know 1
tole that vou munst ’t, for it s gamb.ing,
and gambling is verv wick-d. Now 1
hope you will never gamble again.”
Caurley prom sed that he wouldn’t, und
kis mamma w.s so dclighted that she
‘took him to the parish fuir and gave
him nouey to take chances in almost

T'he singers were repeating the “Sol-

everything there.—Bos on Lrauscript.

_monds, but it looked like a hollyhock,

 right.

' chuckle, whichever would scare you

Once Upon a Time, i

How quiet was the farm that after- :
noon! Everything nodded and dozed
in the sun or rested in the shade. How
the sun streamed down on meadow and
field! " The corn-blades drooped and
wilted. Io the old hill field I could see
the men in the wheat, their arms sway-
ing in perfect rhythm with the swing-
ing cradles. And how like /silver the
bright blades flashel as they turned!
The bees droned and, drummed lazily
abont the old-fashioned “cypress” un-
der the gitting-room windows, We al-
ways called it “cyprus,” you know, be-
cause that wasn’t the name of it; and
they buzzed in vagrant fashion up and
down the long rows of flowers that lined
the path to the front gate. The morn-
ing-glories had closed their bright eyes
of blue and pink, but a forest of 4
o’clocks were getting readv to wake up;
the hollyhocks stood up like blcssom-
ing beanpoles. I always used to think
that Aaron’s rod, when it “brought
forth buds and bloomed blossoms,”
looked like a hollyhock; it yvielded al-

I know. The breath of the old-fash-
ioned pinks—no, dear, they were not
carnations; he had no carnations then;
they were just pinks—came sweetly on
the air; and the frowsy bush of “old
man” at the corner looked old and wilted
indeed; in the bla ing heat a tall group
of suntlowers stood up like a cluster of
hospitable umbrellas; the big bunch of
“ribbon-grass” looked as seasonable gs
a striped summer silk, with the lark-
spurs drooping over it on one side, and
on the other a group of “rugged rob-
ins” standing up, cherryand blue‘as the
skies. As though it was not sensibly
warm enough to sight as well as feel-
ing; a colony of poppies stood blazing
away above their pale leaves, while the
coxcomb and Prince of Wales feather
added an unnecessary touch of warmt

to the paterre. And here,
there, everywhere — and trying
to get somewhere else — the
“Bouncing Bets” swarmed all over the
garden, crept through the garden
fence. and ran right along in the cor-
ners aud right by the dusty roadside,
among the disreputable dog-fennel and
plebeian rag-weed, clear down to where
the big slough ¢ osses the road. I laid
under the big Morello che:.ry tree by
the new well—- the one near the house,
you remember, seventy-eight feet deep,
and yielded the coldest. clearest water
in America—and lazily watehed a tew
stracgling, fleecy clouds sailing aim-
lessly across the blue skies, as though
they had lost their reckoning, and were
only waiting to be picked up and set
I could hear th2 old clock tick
solemnly away in the sitting room. It
limped a little on its way around the
dial, and always ticked loudest on the
left hand swing of the pendulum; and
it had a startl ng way of going off at
unexpected times in a funny sorl of
noise that sounded like a cough or a

most. The girls had gone to town.
Crandma sat in the open sitting-room
door sewing. Grandfath:r stood in
the cool shade at the long work-bench
at the end of the kitchen, making a
new singletree for the light wagon.
They could not see each other. I doubt
if they heard, or at any rate observed,
each other’s voices; but I could very
plainly see and hear each one, and I
torgot my book listening to them, and
trying to guess their thoughts from
their disiointed, changing, abrupt frag-
ments of song.. And the occasional
flutter of leaves stirred by a wandering
breath of wind, the shadows dimpling
the second growth of red clover, the
stray ng note of a restless bird, the
long, dusty road, stretching far away
past the woods to the “high prairie,”
the flash of a butterfly’s wings—how it
all harmonized with the broken songs
that fell almost unconsciously at times
from the old lips, while “the singers
were over with the business of the
house;” while the whole earth is at
rest, and is quiet, they break forth into
s'nging, — Kobert J. Burdelle, in
Brooklyn Eagle.

Marriage as a Financial Specnlation.

More diilicult divorce will be an es-
toppel, to a great extent, upon mar-
riage as a financial speculation. There
are men who go into the relation just
as they go into Wall street to buy
shares. The female to Le invited into
the partnership of wedlock is utterly
unatt active, and in disposition a sup-
pressed Vesuvius. Iverybody knows
it, but this masculine candidate for
matrimonial orders, through the com-
mercial ageney, or through the county
records, finds out how much estate is to
be inherited, and he calculates it. He
thinks out how long it will be before
the old man will die, and whether he
c.n stand the refractory temper until
he does die, and then he enters the re-
lation, for he says: “If I cannot stand
it, then through the divorce law T’ll
back out.” That process is going on
all the time, and men enter the relation
without any moral principle, without
any affection, and it is as WHEH a mat-
ter of stock speculation as anything
that transpires in Union Pacific, Wa-
bash, or Delaware and Lackawana.
Now, suppose a man understood, as he
ought, to understand, that if he goes
into the relation there is no possibility
of his getting out, or no probability, he
would be more slow to put his neck in
the yoke.—Dr. Talmage, in Frank
Leslie’s Sunday Magazine.

The Distribation of Fish.

One of the most marvelous and suc-
cossful achievements of modern enter-
prise is the introduction of new fish
food into the :treams and lakes of the
various continents. The salmon of the
Pacitic coast has been successfuliy in-
troduced mto the streams of the east
coast of North America. The delicious
sh d of our waters is now to be found
in the sea going rivers of the Pacitic
coast. Oaliforniasalmon were success-
fully introduced in 1577 into the Aus-
tralian rivers, where that fine fish had
never before been seen. The restock-
ing of streams with tish is going on all
over the world, and will eventually
increase the supply of fish food a thou-
s nd-feld. In England, onr American
tront, black 1ass, and whitefish have
bacome naturalized, wh'ls the German

¢ rp, afast growing and food-producing

-laborer were 6id. per day.

fish, is already widely known in the

Un'ted States. This country leaus s .«
world in fish cultwe. Our experis d«
not despair of being able in fime tc
vastly increase the swarms of fish or
our sea-coast. It is known that fron
time to time there is a short supply o
salt-water fish, but experiments are
now being made with the spawn of codl,
haddock, sea bass, Spanish mauackere!,
and other denizens of the ocean, whicl
will undoubtedly be successful. If i
said that an acre of water can be mad

to furnish many times the quan ity o

food produced annually by an aecre ol
land.—Demorest's Monthly.

Old Hickory.

It had been quite essential to the
self-respect of the new republie, at the
outset, that it should have at its head
men who had coped with Xuropeau
statesmen on their own soil and not
been discomfited. This was the eas:
with each of the early successors oi
Washington, and, in v.ew of h:s mani-
fest superiority, this advantage was not
needed. Perhaps it was in a ditferent
way a sign of self-respect that the new
republic should at last turn from this
traaition, and take boldly from the
ranks a strong and ill-trained leader, to
whom all European precedent—and,
indeed, all other precedent—counted
for nothing. In Jackson, moreover,
there first appeared upon our national
stage the since familiar figure of the
self-made man. Other Presidents had
sprung from a modest origin, but no-
body had made an especial point of it.
Nobody had urged Washington for
o.lice because he had been a surveyor's
lad; nobody had voted for Adams
merely because stately old ladies desig-
nated him as “that cobbler’s son.” But
when Jackson came into office the peo-
ple had just had almost a surfeit of
regular training in their Chief Magis-
trates. There was a certain zest in the
thought of a change, and the nation
certainly had it.

It must be remembered that Jackson
was in many ways far above the suec-
cessive modern imit.tors who have
posed in his image. He was narrow,
ignorant, violent, unreasonable; he
punished his enemies and rewarded his
friends. But he was, on the other
hand—and his worst opponents hardly
denied it—chaste, hone.t, truthful, and
sincere. It was not commonly charged
upon him that he enr.ched himself at
the public expense, or that he deliber-
ately invented falsehoods. And as he
was for a time more Dbitterly hated
than any one who ever occupied his
high ' office, we may' be very sure
that these things would have béen
charged had it been possible. In this
respect the contrast was enormous be-
tween Jackson and his imitators, and it
explains his prolonged ianfluence. He
never was found out or exposed before
the world, because there was nothing
to detect or unveil; his merits and de-
merits were as visible as his long,
narrow, firmly set features, or as the
old military stock that encircled his
neck. There he was, always fully re-
vealed; everybody could see him; the
people might take him or leave him—
and they never left him.

Moreover, there was after the eight
yvears of Monroe and the four years of
Adams an immense popular demand for
something piquaut and even amusing,
and this quality they always had from
Jackson. There wu.s nothing in the
least melodramatic about him; he never
posed or attitudinized-—--it would have
required too much patience—but he
was always piquant. There was
formerly a good deal of discussion as to
who wrote the once famous “Jack
Downing” letters, but we might almost
say that they wrote themseives. No-
body was ever less of a humorist than
Andrew Jackson, and it was therefore
the more essential that he should be
the cause of humor in others. It was
simply inevitable that during his
progresses through the country there
should be some amusing shadow
evoked, some Yankes parody of the
man, such as came from two or three
quarters under the name of Jack
Downing. The various records of
Monroe’s famous tours are as tame as
the speeches which these expeditions
brought forth, and John Quincy Adams
never made any popular demonstrations
to chronicle; but wherever Jackson
went there went the other Jack, the
crude first-fruits of what is now known
through the world as “American
humors.” Jack Downing was Mark
Twain and Hosea Biglow and Artemus
Ward in one. The impe uous Presi-
dent enraged many and delighted
many, but it is something to know that
under him a serious people first found
that it knew how to laugh.—7. W.
Higginson, in Harper's Magazine.

-

Yalues in the Time of Henry VIII.

In the early part of the sixteenth
century, just before the Reformation,
the ounce of silver was worth us, 4d.,
or, in other words, the shilling of Henry
VIII. was in intrinsic value 1.05 the
modern ‘coin. The wages of an ordinary
The rents
of cottages varied from 2s. &d. to 4s.
per annum. . Six or eight days’ labor
was, therefore, sufficient to pay the
year’s rent. At the present day, taking
an agricultural laborer’s wages at 1 s.
a week, and cottage rent at 2s. a week,
or £5 a year, it requires forty days’
labor to pay.the yearly rent. No doubt
the ‘cottages at that time were mere
hovels, but I fear a large number at
the preseut day are little better. About
the same period wheat was 6s. 8d. per
quarter, the price of a pig 2s. 8d., and
of a cow 1U0s. A laborer earning 63d. a
day, or ¢s. 3d. per week, counld pur-
chase a quarter of wheat with a fort-
night’s labor, which would now require
three weeks, or a pig with one week’s
work, which would certainly now re-
quire the labor of three. Leaving out
of view the cost of clothing and of the
higher agremens which modern habits
require, there can be no doubt that the
common people before the Reformation
enjoyed an amount of rude plenty which
Lkas never since been equaled.—Lon-
don Noles and Queries.

AN English jonrnal recalls the fact
that our first Presidient never saw a
steamboat, our second never saw a
railroad train, our seventh never heard
of the electrio teleg aph, and our sev-
enteenth lived only long enough to
know of the existence of the telephone.

Husvd,

“THis is fun!” ironically yelled an
angry man who sat on y. tack. It
was more likely sat-ire. — Breakfast
Lable.

THE girls in Brittany are not allowed
o sell their hair. In this country thy
girls don’s have to, as it’s a sell itself.—
Wa erloo Observer.

THE hog may not be thoremghly
posted in arithmetic, but when you
ome down fo square root, he is there
svery time.—Chicago Sun.

GieLs shoulin’t whistle. It reveals
to the young men that tiey have wind
nough to make excellent scolds.—
Pliladelphia Chronic e Herald.

A VERMONT editor, in publishing one
of Byrou’s poems, changed the words
“O gods!” to “O gosh!” because the .
former was too profane for hLis readers.

Mary ELLEN CHASE says “there will
ve three women tv one man in heaven.”
Tuen there will be two women ou$ of
every three that will be almighty lone-
~ome.

“USED you pretty rough, didn’t he?”
remarked a sympathizing by-tauder to
the man who had ,ust got am wwiul
icking, “Well, no,” repiied ti.e sub-
dued one, “I thought he polished me
on very nicely.”—Burdeite.

“ALoxzo, dear, do you believe in
ghosts ?” she asked, dreamily. “No,
lariing, I do not,” he replied. “Well,
Alonzo, that ghosts toshow you are not
superst.tious.” Then theyfoll into a
sweef, calm sleep. — (ari Pretzels
WWeekly. :

_“Wuy do they always paint angels as

blondes?” asked Mrs. nrank of her
wsband, as they stood looking at a
picture in the art galiery. “Be ause,”
wswered Mr. K., looking at his wiie’s
uair, “artists’ wives are.g nerally bru-
aettes.” There is'a frigadity in the at-
wosphere about the Krank mansion
aow.—-Peck’'s Sun.

A WHITE squall canght a party of
tourists moving across a lake in Scot-
wnd, and_threatened to capsize the
voat. Whén it seemed that the crisis
was come, the largest and physically
strongest of the party, in astute of ‘in-
tense fear, said: “Let us pray.” “No,
10, my man,” shouted tue. bluff old
boatman;. “let that lLttle mam pray;
you take an oar.”

“D.D you atrest that fellow I putyou
on to?” asked a grocerykeeper of a

policeman. - “Yes, and #ie Judge
n .iled him.” “Was he found guilty ?”
“Yes.” “What did he do?* “Paid the

venalty, of course.” “What was it?”
“Workhouse for thirty days.” “Well,
t’s a good thing it wasn't a groeery bill
r he would have hung beiote he paid
it. I know the snoozer.”—Merchant
Traveler.

MareL—“Do you try te observe the
colden rule, Mr. Nicefollow?” Nice-
fellow — “Yes, indeed. @D, you?”
Mabel—“Yes; I always try to do as T
would be done by.” 'Nicefellow—*That
is the right spirit.” Mabel—“But I
sometimes fail. If I w:re te try I
should fail now.” Nicefellow — “In-
ieed. Why 2% Mabel-—"I amn mot tall
enough to reach.” No eards.

“Now, brudders an’ sistahs, I will
now take up a collection fur de preach-
er,” said the colored minister to his
congregation, “an’ I ’specfully adwise
vou ter not put no buttons in de coun-
erbution hat, as I is goiu’ roun’ myself,
an’ will teke a list of de button . mem-
bahs of dis congregation an’ make dem
le subjec’ ob my sermon de naix meet-
in’. Close dat doah da.*—Kentucky
State Journal.

MonrMoN papers are trying te prove
that the Book of Mormon is true by
publishing afiidavits. They will have
;0 get affidavits outside of Mormondom
if they want to make an appearance of
truth, for that commodity is no$ in their
society. If they coild only get -the
Angel Gabriel to do a little swearing
for them there woild be seme hope.
Maybe the gentleman in bla:i k has al-
ready afficed his autograph #o0 “one of
them there happy davids.” — Peck’s
Sun.

FOR MAN’S DELUSION GIVEIN.
Thes> girls are all a wicke d show,
For man's delusion given.
The r siniles of jov and tears of wee

Deceittul shine, deceitfu! tiow,
Not one is true in seven.

They lcve you for a little while,
And tell you niuzht shall sunder
Two loving hea' ts; then tull ot guile,
Ba t otl ers with their wit- hing smaule,
And you may go to thunder.
—Chicago Sun.

Few Rich Men in California.

The majority of people in this State
are not rich. There was a time when
the glamour of wealth seemed to be
over all the State. There are not so
many rich people in California to day
in proportion to the population as there
are in each one of the older States of
the Union. There is less warrant for
costly living or for domestio expendi-
tures on the scale of pro=peoctive for-
tune. - Looking to the future, one might
inquire what are the prospective sources
of wealth? There are no more great
fortunes to be made in ralway con-
struction, few or no great fortunes to
be made in mining ventures, the stock
boards are no longer promjnent. Only
the slow processes of wealth are left—
agriculture, manufactures, and indus-
trial pursuits generally, which are most
fitting for a people who are not wealthy,
but who have not yet quite forgotten
the lives of their fathers and mothers—
the domestic economy by means of
which large families were well brought
up, educated, and set out into $he world
to make their own ‘way sucoessfully.—
San Francisco Bulletin.

Hadn’t Accused Him.

Smith’s wife was not a bright
woman, but she sometimes said things
which were worthy of a wit. One day,
after doing or saying something silly,
her husband snapped out:

“Well,. you are .a little the worst I
ever saw.”

“Why, what’s the ma‘ter now? Have
I done anything wrong ?”

“I should say so. You don’t know
the difference between a herse and a
donkey, I quite believe.”

“I didn’s 8ay you were a horse, did
I?” she replied, meekly, and Smith
said no more,




