. HARVEST-DAYS.
. The shining, golden Harvest Days!
Fair gospellers whose feet are shod
With peace aud plenty, and whose hands
Are filled with gracious gifts of God!
©O Days as bright with miracle
As dawned on sacred Palestine,
The clod and stone are changed to bread,
And living waters turn to wine!

O Days that teli us year by year
God's Hand is o'er us still, nor we
Need strain our faith to reach the Lov
That walked in distant Gali ee!
0 Days of resurrection jox. e
When furrowed graves are opened wide,
And dull unsightly germs appear
In living bodies glorified.

Luah grapes like swinging censers hang
From richly laden boughs, and m

The fi Ids with incense as the sun "=
THumines fraitful vale and hill. S

The orchard colors glow and greet
With sweets the sweetness of the hay,

And Harvest-Moon forbids the night
To be fess beautiful than day!

©O holy, happy Harvest-Dars,
Sweet chronelers of smile and tear,
Of light and shadow. pain and toil,
Earth’s heart bears through the cir-
cling year
Like ye some rich and ripened sheaves,
Some fruit of dezd I fain would show,
Perfected by life's smiles and tears,
And beautiful in joy and woe!
—|Zitella Cocke, in Youth’s Companion.
A
RENIES ROMANCE.
Renie Normand opened my studio doer
the other afternoon and received the
hearty welcome he had a right to expect.
We clasped hands, and after exchanging
exclamations of greeting and surprise,
ered earnestly into each other’s eyes.
for it was ten years or more since we
had last met; and we had changed in
those ten vears:; so we looked curiously
inte each other's faces.
more was stamped upon us since last we
met, but still we stood well on our feet
and our hands clasped firmly.
handsome Renic had grown! He always
was handsome, but this, his mature man-
ly beauty, was wonderful. His dark
once-laughing eyes now had a subdued
sadness in their expression. his mouth !
was firmer, and his curls, that had once '
been £o blue-black, were strongly mixed
y-
'l‘t‘h\%r:'cun rest,” I said to Pauline, the |
model, who was staring at us, wondering |

at our silence after the first greetings. |1

I had many questions to ask Renie, and |
many to answer about those past years, |
and I put downmy palette an we l.'}‘g(lll {
our cross-questioning. How odd it is to |
greet a friend you have mot seen for |

1 a friend vou have cared for, been
intimate with, and who suddenly dropped |
out of your life long ago. You stand |
face to face with him/again, hold his |
bhand and hear the old familiarvoice; and
there is the same freedom and familiarity
in manner now as before, and yet be-
tween you is an invisible space of years,
a tremendous void that can never be
filled.

We talked—hardly that, we asked

uestion for question, scarcely waiting

the answer, for still - we understood
each other with half a word. We had
known something of each other’s lives—
not much—from paragraphs in newspa-
pers, had exchanged New Year's cards—
mot much more; and that was very little
considering how intimate we had once |
been in the Latin Quarter and afterwards |
in the long summer time at Fontaine- |
bleau. And as we talked Pauline lay
carled up in the corner amongst the cush-
ions listening; no one minds a model |
listening. :

““Se you have beén a professor all
these years at Bordeaux; but you came
to Paris sometimes?”’

“Yes, once or twice a year.”

“=And you never came to see me!”

“What was the use of ringing your
bell in summer?”’

““That’s true.”

-“Or in winter; twice I tried to find
you when I came up at New Year’s and
you had followed the sun south.”

““I am afraid I am rather unsettled.”

“I remember when vou were settled
you were always talking of going some-
where. But I am coming to Paris next

rear. I expect to have a professorship

soon, and then I shall dispute you
oftener. But tell me who will be there
of the old set?”

. “The old set—not many,” I replied,

shaking my head.”

- “Where are the Grands,” Renie con-

tinued, ‘‘who used to live on the Avenue
" de la Grand Armee?”

“Oh they? They—went back to Eng-
land years ago.”

“Y am sorry; I shall miss them. What
strange, delightful evenings—mights I
should sny—ﬁ'e' used to have there, and
what a strange crowd it was! Do you
know I always enjoyed those long walks

. bome in the gray morning light, long,
- long past midnight, when no sound was
h‘tf:: the streets but the distant mar-
ket wagons, the Alsatian peasant sweep-
-ing, and the carly twittering bird—"

- #*And do you remember,”’ I interrupted,
~ “the supper that night at Maddme Sav-
~ age’s, the night of the snow-storm, when
- the coachmen, not our's, send in word

3 m\ﬂd not wait longer, and Madame
ited them to supper?”

And what has become of Madame—
) Renie hesitated trying to
remember her name, ‘‘who was Miss

¥

"

 All the light suddenly went out of
“Renie's eyes that stared wildly at me.
Jead,” he repeated, and then trying
‘himself together, asked, ‘“What
die of?”
,” I answered.
awfully hot here,” exclaimed

g, who, with a woman’s tact and |

, had thrown the window wide

you sure she is dead?”’ Renie

‘How could T declare I was |

man who looked at me as Renie

A that moment? No,” I answered,
: 1 thought I heard

de: several years ago, but

r be wrong. I'll write and find out.”
k if you will. Ihoped to
.. e day. She was a de-

woman!” I repeated.

had, for a moment. forgot-
m fond of her? We had
and the way he said

& tender note in his
'ergd’.e'me remember,

Ten years and |

But how |

next morning, when they a
family were surprised to find they
had slept well, that the beds were
comfortable, and, althongh the chambers
were not luxarious, they were very clean.
The sun was shining; they would sta

one day, as they had eome so far, and all
that day they wandered in the forest and
—it’s the old story—they stayed all sum-
mer.  There Rene mct Miss Helen and
all that long summer they played cro-
quet, explored the forest and sang songs
together, songs longsince out of fashion.
Rene was not a painter, althougha friend
of many painters, but a student of phil-
osophy. He had a pile of books with
him, and read at times, but it was his
vacation, and his studics never interfered
with Miss Helen's plans or prevented
him from being always in attendance at
any pienic, tea or forest ramble. One
evening we went into the fores, o merry
pack of us starting early together
and retarning late in Fairs; and when
we returned one couple was missing,
Miss Kendle and Rene.  Mrs. Kendle
was very anxious, fearing her daughter
had been lost and would be de-
voured by the wild beasts. We tried to
console her, telling her that probably
Renie would see her safely home, and
that the wild beasts of Fontainebleau
{ were mostly rabbits and deer. But Mrs.
| Kendle refused to be comforted and =o a
{ relief expedition was organized. There
| were plenty of volunteers, and as the
night was lovely many volunteered in
| couples. Hunting horns and a drum were
carried to wake the forest eclioes, and
| torches to see the “babes in the woods”
{ when found. The party didnot go far;
{ they had not started off with serious in-

[ tent—only to pacify the mother, and |
' contented themselves by exploring the

where some were al-
! most smothered by the smoke of the |
torches, and came back singing in
chorus, almost forgetting why the torch-
| light procession had been organized. As

! “*brigands’ cave,”

lage, the lights of their torches fell upon

| a couple sitting on the bench just inside

| the forest gate.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Leon, suddenly |

| changing the note of the solo he was |

| singing.

| ‘“Hallo, yowrself!” answered Renie,

“you are making a great deal of noise.”
“But how did you get here?”’ asked

ean.

| sometimes half an inch moreis desirable.

{ A8 models.
the returning explorers neared the vil- | natural grace about her that cannot be
| acquired by artificial means. Any young
Iwmmm who has the height mentioned

la

and received the reply expected—
“Madame , who was Miss Helen
Kendle, died several years ago.” This
note I enclosed to Renie and he sends me
a card in acknowledgment. On it he has
written—*‘Thanks, my friend, for vou:
note. I am sure those who die do not
suffer the most.”

And Renie Normand is an eminent pro-
{ fessor of philosophy.—[Boston 'Tran-
‘I script. X _

CLOAK-HOUSE MODELS,

They are Very Searce and Control
Fair Salaries.

Cloak manufactarers are complaining
of the great scarcity of desirable models.
l There was a time, they say, when an ad-
! vertisement for a model or figure, as they
| are called in the business, would bring
{forth a flood of replies. This is the
| busiest season of the year, and many
i new models are required to *“try on” in
| the work and sales rooms. There are
| thousands of young women in this city
| who imagine themselves physically cut
‘out to become a cloak model, but they
{are far from it. The public knows very
| little concerning the requirements for a
{figure. The fact that they are paid
i from $10 to $18 per week for compara-
| tively easy work is a sure indieation that
' they are not to be had in great numbers.
{ It doesn’t require any experience to be a

model.  One must be graceful and have
fine physical proportions. Good looks
don’t count, either, though a showroom
figure must have some attractions and
{dress much better than an unknown
! model.

Manufacturers as a rule require a
(woman of about 5 feet, 6% inches in
height. She seldom goes under that, but

| Misses’ figures go according toage and in
l\'cry few cases become good women
The professional figure has a

bove, a bust measurement of 36 inches,
waist 24 inches. length of back from 164
to 17 inches, arms 24 inches, neck 123
inches, hips 42 inches and 13% inches
across the shoulders, is a perfeet figure
| and can find steady employment in any
| cloak house, at any time if she chooses.

January, February, July aud August
are the busiest months in the cloak busi-
ness. During the first two months out-
R aIng SRy ; of-town buyers flock here in great num-

“‘What ‘S'tl“' Joke?” asked Renie. bers to pu¥chnse goods for gthe spring

““Joke! Suppose you and Miss Kendle | ;14 summer trade. The last two mounths
f:\ll.ix{t‘o line with us and we will ex- | are used for laying in a supply of fall
lain, : and winter wraps and suits. 'The show-

And the march continued, horns blow- | .o0m figures generally have a contract
ing, drums beating, and all shouting at | for all the year around and are paid in
the top of our voices; and so the suc- | f,]) for the same, but they seldom have
cessful rescuing party returned with the | 4 4, much ovtside those four months.
lost one. wi . | The work-room figures are always kept

It was about Christmas when the Ken- | busy. They are the hardest worked of
dles gave a 8:"""] dinner. - Renie sat on any in the establishment. The sample
the left of Miss Helen and a stranger, a model must be the most perfect.  She,
younz man whose I”"kf‘ I scarcely re- too, is compelled to toil the year around.
member, 48t on her right. Of course | Manufacturers would not to have pay for
Renie ‘"0“01"'1’“’“l ‘\h”"‘, _I“’f“"e' I'he | other than actual working time if there
young stranger tried to join in the con- | were not a dearth in models. The big-
versation, but was not  successful, I | gest cloak house in this city employs
cannot say Renie was rude to the man, | gfoan figures. 'The “trying on” to show
he did not seem even to recognize his | to customers is done by either an exam-
existence. s i

5 : hink it is o ., iner or the lady assistants. &
.D('“ t you thi 18 outrageous! *A model must not be too attractive,
wh.x‘sp'ered' ,“,“""‘ ‘l"li"'“"’ my neighbor.  |44iq o manafucturer. ‘‘A beautiful face
‘_“l"f'" Los ("(.,;7_ e oo ' draws too much attention when a person

Don’t you know?—of course you do | jq buying and results in a 'neglect of
——g\'e‘ryk:?'dy does except him— | proper inspection of the article displayed.

Him’ : ! What is required is to show the stock to
- At that moment Mrs. Kendle gave the | its best advantage without drawing un-
slguu! for leu\"mg the table, and my ! necessary attention to the model.”—[ New
question was left unanswered. We were | York Wadd
allowed to smoke in the drawing-room at A
the Kendles' so we followed the ladies.
Miss Tipman captured Renie and in-
sisted on his looking over the family

pht{tugruph ““","" with ].mr. He did it { A physician tells the following story:
politely, but his attention and eyes i >

‘“ At one time when I was a medical
W(.)lll(] wander across th? room where | student my class had been for several
Miss Kendle e ’tt‘n‘lkmg with ',]"' { days studying the bones of the head, To
stranger. DBut ;\hyss Fipman kept h,“" | aid in this a number of human skulls had
at the album. What was she uhjmt.: 1 heun brought into the lecture room.
wondered; surely, not trying to fascin-

4 Ravte: ot wall krovw After we were through with them they
G awhle,  SIe TS now any at- | ware thrown in a heap into one corner.,

;;““Pdts Of“f'h“t‘],,ki“d ‘“"“ld be wasted. | . (pe night I chanced to be left alone
esides, Miss 1ipman was not a flirt; | i) the room. Finding it quiet and plea-

she-was (;‘netoglt‘hosu—y('t;, """f“t Say It ' gant in the half light, [ sat down to smoke
- ncomiorigblo ‘women to tnve abont. |, cigar. Immediately facing me was the
One of those women who are always try- pile of skulls. ~ They presented a very
: “ 4% ” : oy : 3 2 ¢ :
ing tto do _}he,'lf ‘Ill‘(l'ty. | \)\l,]"}t ““’; she | uncanny appearance as the light from a
UR W NOwS t" Iu\‘g "“‘ﬂ‘)“"‘“g’ for { dim gas burner played over them, making
"‘“dy O"‘:, nestto llmtl;? 80 there was no | theyn geem almost alive with o certain
m“’,'i‘clm 1011‘111 o kls "ml':\g'.,., ' play of expression. One particularly big
LEPeNE; O YU"'t 'i‘{’ e .. | fellow, lying right on top of the pile, ap-
b Yes, a"sf""""l ﬁe',"f’tt]“”l""gl'( OVer | peared actually to wink at me from its
t ?__Ragf’lmnfmul b "i'.s Seriniatg ' lidless eye sockets, while the teeth in the
“\Im"(Ol\) SR oI "l"]" | gaping mouth grinned horribly. Amused,
No.” Again ho wonld turn the page, | | winkod back and offered my cigar,

}:;‘: Miss Tipman put her hand Upon | when suddenly there was a slight noise

’ ; .| and the skull inclined slightly forward
“Butdon’t you recognize that picture?” | ag if bowing acceptance. There was no
she insisted.

. s ' mistake about it. It moved, not only
“Well, yes; it is of the man who sat | once, but twice.

next to Miss Kendle. I was introduced, | « [ dropped my cigar and sat up
but forgot his nume.” ' straight in my chair, my eye fixed on the
*‘But don’t you know who he is?” grewsome thing. There was another
“No, and what is more-—" louder noise and a stronger movement
_“Don't you know he is engaged to Miss | of the skall, when down it came crashing
Kendle?” | to the floor and bounded to mny very feet.

This time Renie turned the page with- { In an instant I was on the table near by

out any hindrance from his neighbor. gazing upon the strange thing and ready
He closed the book, rose and laid it on | for precipitate flight.
the table, turned, and without a word to |« Then the skull gave a violent shake
anyone left the room. Miss Tipman and | and turned over and out jumped a big
I looked at each other tor a few moments | rat, which scampered across the floor and
in silence. I felt as if I must say some- | jnto hiding."”— [Philadelphia Times.
thing.. If she had been a man 1 should
have told him he was a first-class fool.
As it was, I simply remarked, *“You've \
|

“Easy enough—round the other way.”
‘Leon began it, and we all burst into

a laughing chorus.

The Skull Made Advances.
|

Bleeding at the Nose,
done it!”

‘I thought it wasright,” she answered,
compressing her lips disagreeably.

Renie went home and had a brain fever,
and Miss Helen Kendle married the other
man.  Why had I not remembered all
this when my old friend asked about
matlame. who was Miss Kendle? What
right had I now, after my brutal manner
of annopncing Miss Kendle's death, to
criticise Miss Tipman?

Renie did mot make me a long visit,

| Bleeding from the nose may arise from
an impoverished state of the blood.
| When it occurs in persons of middle age
| it is more serious, as it is_then often a
{ symptom of some other disease. The
| bleeding can generally be stopped by
| making the patient raise both arms above
{ his head and hold them there some time.
| Sponging with cold or iced water to the
g forehead and face, and applying a towel
| wet with cold water between the shoul-
but at the door I again promised to find | ders will, in some cascs, suceved. The
out *“if it was really truec.” " | application of a strong solution of alum

““She was a cbmniug woman,” he said, | to the inside of the nostrils, or plugging
as we shook hamds; and for the second | the nostrils with lint or cotton wool

3 Weste 'n  State.

SCENES ON AN AMERICAN
£ 5 PACKET.

Aaﬁﬁﬁluo‘ All Nations—How the Un-

4 Secure Passage—Rows in the

Steerage—A Concert in a Dozcn Lan-
guages. ‘ i

Our Immigrants.

called with no little emphasis 1o tne ex-
tent of foreign immigration to this
country. The number of those who
come i®attracting serious consideration
from legislators and statesmen, while
the character of the immigration is
causing moralists and publicists no little
concern. Something has already been
done in the way of restricting the influx
of an undesirable clement of foreigners,
but what has been accomplished in this
‘way is probably very little compared
with what wili be done soon after the
assembling of the next Congress.
Whatever may have been the ad-
vantages or disadvantages of wholesale
immigration such as we have for a few
years past experienced, it is certain that
no more interesting :tudy of human na-
ture in all its phasesis presented than
in the steerage of a large steamer bound
for the United States. For months be-
fore the sailing day immigration agents
have been at work. Sent out by States
desirous of settling uninhabited tracts
of coumtry, by immigration societies
anxious ‘to ecall attention to particu-
lar districts or to sell blocks of
ground, by steamship lines and rail-
rocad companies wishing to profit
by the fares of travelers, the

THE POLISH JEW.

agents have penetrated into every nook
and corner of Europe, everywhere offer-
ing inducements to volunteers to leave
their nativo lands and scttle in the
country of the Great Eagle. From the
time the foreign peisant or artisan quits
his native village he is in charge of
agents whoretain an interest in his wel-
fare, not only until his arrival in Amer-
ica. but in-many cases until he is sett ed
on the land designed for him in some

ND FOR AMERICA.|

Public attention is at present being

ing, for steamer regulations are very
strict, and when brawls go beyond the

Though Jor
is much talking there is very little fight-

y treated, and are gener:
sent down and put to work. in the fur-
nace room shoveling coal. Their fate

LEAVING A HOME IN

il
e

THE EMERALD 1SLE,

limits of wordy warfare inteiferenca %y
a petty olicer and two or thiree brawny
sailors usually settles the difficu.ty in
short order.

The population of the stecrage is gen-
erally composed of working people, men
and women of active habits, accustomed
to much outdoor life. and who are, as a
consejuence, extremely impatient of be-
ing shut up in the narrow space allottzd
to their daily life on board ship. Dur-
ing their week or two of confinement
they find themselves-ha d pressed for
amusement. In their effort to entertain
themselves and pass the time, they are
commonly assisted by the cabin passen-
gers, who frequently make up small
purses for races and for contests in
wrestl nz and boxing. The “tug of war”
is a favorite sport, a long rope being
provided: two champions, generally of
different nationalities, choosing their
sides and the followers of each side pull-
ing against each other. National emu-
lation in these contests is usually strong,
and the Irishman will e ert himself far
more when pulling against an English-
man, just as the Frenchman feels it nec-
essary to redouble his vigor when pitted
against' the German. It does not take
much to awaken an interest in anything
on board ship, and contests of this kind
invariably have for an audience every-
body who is not seasick.

The distinction between the steerage
and the cabin passengers is sharply
drawn. In many ships a barrier is
erected between the two portions of the
vessel; in others a rope stretched across,
aft of which no steerage pa senger is al-
lowed to pass, answers the purpose. The
population of the steerage seldom tres-
pass on the forbidden ground, but the
cabin passengers, being alloywed to go
forward, often do so in case of sickness

i
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GOING ON BOARD.
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As the sailing day of
any particular steamer apprcaches the
cheaper lod« ing houses in the vicinity of
the wharves and docks aie filled up with
men and women whose baggage pro-
claims the character of its owners. Men
of all deseriptions appear on the streets,
carrying trunks, chests, and hoxes con-
taining the wor dly property of the bear-
ers. “They are folowed by their wives
laden with bedding, ¢ othing and various
necessaries, and on the morning of the
s‘camer’s departure a singularly hetero-
geneous crowd is gathered on the wharf
waiting admission to the steerage. Ger-
mans. with wooden shoes and long, loppy
pipes are there, their baggage redolent
of various odoriferous articles of food,
Frenchmen are there, displaying even in
roverty some eviden es of taste and
refinement. There are Ita ians, black-
bearded. fierce, ea h probably having a
stiletto concealed somewhere about his
person. There are Hungarians from
the Valley of the Danube, loles from
North Austria, Kussian .Jews, Spaniards,
Fortuguese, Swedes and Norwegians—
al going to the Land of PromiSe.
Should the steamer touch at an English
port, the little assemblace is increased
by the addition of a few hundred Irish-
men, sorrowful at leaving their heauti-
ful island, but soon forgetting their
trouble in looking to the future. Side
by side with them are Scotchmen. al-
ways ready to turn an - honest penny.
tnd Englishmen, always in the peculiar
smock-frock so much worn' in the coun-
try districts of South England The
cockney, with his tweed suit and tourist
helmet encircled by a veil, has no place
in the :taerage: he may be seen looking
from the cabin quarters, but must be
much reduced, both in pride and for-
tune, if he will condescend to take pas-
sage in the steerave.

The vessel sailing from an English
port must, before finally clearing, submit
to a thorough inspection by RBoard of
Trade officials. ‘This is not an inspec-
tion of passengers, but of crew, and ev-
ery outward-tound steamer is obliged to
comp y with the regunlations. Jaid down
by-the 1 oard of Trade. Usually, as the
vessel passes down the harfor. the crew
is paraded on deck. a Board of Trade
Commissioner calls the roll, while his
| associates scrutinize the members of the

crew to a certain if they are all present
and if all are able-boiied men. This
ceremony, which is by no means a for-
mality, being over, the boats are exam-
fed to see if food and water are stored
in them, and the Commissioners desig-
nate one whch sha'l be launched. It is

{ time I repeated, “A chumliug_ wm.nn.n!" | soaked in the solution, may be necessary
| ‘“And he has never married?” asked !if the bleeding is profuse. ~ The health of
Puul\ine when I closed the door.

‘.‘YO.'J

**And was she handsome?”’

I hesitated, but why should I not tell
the truth to Pauline?  *'No.”

‘‘And was the utﬁr a8 handsome as
Monsieur?”’

*“Oh, no; nothing like!”

‘‘But he was the richest?”’

“Yes, I suppose he was.”

I well knew Renie had only a modest
patrimony, while “the other” had houses
und lands and a *‘big business.” .

. For a while I worked in silence, Paul-
ine’s eyes were very bright, with a sus-
Ez:lion. of tears. 1 kmew her thoughts
wandered from Renie to ber soldier
M.nﬂ‘thehbnkef ?
! is

{ should be improved by nutritious diet—
animal food, with potatoes, green salads,
and fruit. The following prescription
drams; dilute muriatic acid, 1 dram;
of calumba, 7 ounces.
one table spoonful in a wine glass of
water before meals; for ult, in-
crease the dose.—[New York Dispatch.

Expensive Quadrupeds.

- The prince of Baroda, India, keeps a
troop of war elephants that carry from six
to eight sharpshooters and have been care-

fully trained to maintuin their steadiness |
in the midst of deafening noises. They
are not easily scared, even by a wound;
| and the chief jon - to tzoir ‘employ-
ment in the army is the cost of
maintaining a brigade of monsters de-

voaring an average of sixty pouhds of

| the person subjected to the attacks |

may be relied on: Tincture of steel, 2 |

syrup of orange pecl, 1 ounce; infusion |

let down fromn the side, two or more s2a-
| men take their pla-es in it., and row
| around the ship to prove'the seaw:rthi-
[ ness of the little ecraft. All these opera-
| tions, so directly in their own interest,

are watched with eager eyes by the
| pass2ngers, both cabin and steerage, to
most of whom the ceremony is entirely
new.

Among the 1,200 or 1.500 passen-

Mix for a child gérs of a great packet there are usually

representatives of every nation ia
Europe. Twenty or thirty languages
are spoken, and  as the quarters are
crowded  there is apparently no end to
the disagreement among the occupants
of the lower regigns in the bow of the
ship. Every litt'e while, as prelimina-
ries for sailing progress, and generaily
every day during the veyage, the cabin
passéngers ‘are enterfained by various
disputes in langunages to them unknown,
about matters of which they are equa'ly
ignorant. There is perpetual bickering
about the quarters, about the food,
about the becding; innumerable small
~he.ts occur, which give rise: to noisy
wrangles, participated in by both'men
and women. v arowin the steer-
age.” is on board ship a sufficient expla-

vegetables a day.—[New York Vuice

vation for any un sual racket that may

among the humble inhabitants of the
front. The lack of emp ovment renders
the immigrants both ready and willing
to.do any work that presents #tself, and
the short-handed gang of : ailors, pulling
on a rope, invariably finds a number of
willing helpers among the able-bodied
passengers.

It the weather is go d the pascage is

enerally enjoyable, for most of the

it chis quarter of the éhip is anything
but enviabie, for in the boiler rooms the
temperature freqfently goes up to 120
degrees, and even the practiced firemen
7are sometimes forced to leave their
quarters and come up for air. If the

A STRANGER IN A STRANGE LAND.

stowawav refuses to‘work he is kicked,
beaten, starved, often put in irons and
thrown into the ho'd, there to remain
until the end of the voyage. In spite
of the fact that he is likely to be re-
turned to Europe on the same vessel
that took him out, he comes on every
voyage, and in some of the large packets
as many as seventeen stowaways have
been found when th> ship got fairly
to sea.

But every stowaway, immigrant and
cabin passenger has an equal interest in
the end of the voyage, and when pass-
ing up the harbor to New York all look
with eager eyes at what to them is a
new world. At Quarantine the ship is
stopped and the examining physicians go
on board The cabin passengers are
usually exempt from the inspection at
Quarantine, unless there be sickness
among them which requires the atten-
tion of a physician; but the steerage
passengers afe paraded on the forward
deck, and one by one they fi'e past the
doctors, who turn aside from the line
for further examination every case by
them considered to be in the least de-
gree suspicious. If vthe ship arrives at
night, she is anchored in the stream and
a Custom House guard put on board to
prevent anyone entering or leaving.
The passengers are questioned as to
their property, and required to declare
whether they have anything new or
dutiable. They make their deczlara-
tions, and the next morning, when the
steamer moves up to the wharf, their
statements are placed in the hands of
the Custom House examiners; who search
their luggage for articles liable to the
customs duties.

time can be spent in the open air; but it

The steerage passeng 'rs, however, ga
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stormy, the sufferines of the crowds in
the steerage are ofte: severe When *
heavy winds and high seas prevail the |
hatches must of course be closed, ana in |
that cace hundreds of human beings are !
shut up in narrow quarters with little i
opportunity for ventilation, and the dis- |
comfort is often extreme. .

kvery ship coming from Eurore to |
America has a ¢lass of passengers who
in every respect are very undesirable.

7
AN OLD TYROLEAN.

No matter how close the watch or how
.Sc¢rupulous the inspection before the
ship leaves the dock, persons are almost
certain to conceal themselves some-
where about, the ve:sel, to be discov-
ered only when the ship is well outat
sea. If found before: the pilot fs
‘dropped they are sent back in the
piot boat, but: knowing: that a rigid
search will be. .made for them they gen-
lerally conceal vhemselves effectually,

|througﬁ a different ordeal

The cabin
pa sengers are laided at the wharf; the
entire population oi the steerage is
taken in a barge which, towed by a tug.
proceeds to (astle Garden, where the
immigrants are penned up, frought up
one by one and examined. After ascer-
taining their age, and some other par-
ticulars. they are catechised as to the
amount of funds in their possession, in
order to ascertain whether they are
likely to become burdens to the public,
and the stowaways and raupers are
singled out and sent back from whence
they came, tor, the steamship company
being under heavy bond, is required to
réturn them. The others are relcased
after their examination and inspection,
and scatter'to all parts of the country,
soon to become citizens-

That Flowery Theologue.

One must resort to description
when a name is to be spoken that has
slipped entirely out of mind. The
Northern Christian Advocate says:

A certain young theologue went
down from Princeton to Philadelphia
to preach. He was one of those ex-
tremely flowery writers who dazzle
rhetorically the tender souls of the
younger members of the congregation,
and the elders were besieged to have
him down again. They at length
consented, but, alas! they had forgot-
ten his name. So they wrote to one
of the seminary professors, saying:
“Please send us that floweret, stream-
let, rivulet, starlight man to preach
for us next Sabbath. We have for-
gotten his name, but we have no
doubt you will be able to recognize
him.” » ;

He was recognized. He was sent.
He became pastor of the church.

: . :

"THERE are two bearing apple trees
in Indiana County, Pennsylvania,
that were planted in 1792. One of

1y

.| fortable nap.”

j asked his mother.

A COLUMN OF PARTICULAR IN-
TEREST TO THEM, %

What Children Have Done, What noy i
Are Doing. and What They Should Do
to Pass Their Childhood Days. ;

A Brave Little Sailor. . S

Uncle Sam is not going to rup shors
of admirals and commodores, a8 can
be seen from the picture of brave lit-
tle John McVickar Haight, of New

York, who stands aloft, the “lord
high everything,” on his father's
yacht. There no cord so slender, nor
topgallantmast so high as to daunt
=im, although he is so small and looks
80 fair and fine. As the little princes

JOHEN M'VICKAR HAIGHT.

in the Tower looked, so does he with
his shining bair and frank blue eyes,
and sensitive mouth and smooth,
white brow. ) .

He has a fine dog called Grouse and
a wonderful parrot called Polly, and
the same little hands that climb the
shrouds feed and care for his pet
canary Jeanne. The young sailor is
all patience with the mischievous ca-
pers of his foxterrier Fido, but with
his little donkey he alternates pa-
tience and willow switches.

Master John has organized a chap-
ter of the Sunny Hour Club, and
every week seven or eight little
friends meet and tell what they have
done to help the poor and the unfor-
tunate. His mother lends all assist-
ance to these embryo philanthropists,
and after the business of the hour is
over they have a jolly good time.
Little McVickar, as he is more
often called, speaks English with a
purity seldom heard from so young a
child, and he also speaks French and
German.

The Monkey House in Central Park.
The monkey house in Central Park
is the favorite resort of that half-
million of children who live in and
around New York. Here there are
fifty monkeys. In one big cage there
are a dozen new monkeys not as yet
thoroughly accustomed to civilization.
The cage has to be tidied, and so,
when the keeper enters with his
broom, the whole lot of them squeal
and scamper off to the opposite side
of the cage, and huddle there. I am
certain that they are not really
scared, but only pretend. 1In this lot
of monkeys, one two-foot monkey has
become the dear friend of a very
small one, and so, whenever they
scamper from one side of the cage to
the other the big one acts as a horse
for the little one.

All the monkeys are on intimate
terms with Mr. Jacob, the keep-
er, and some are never happy unless
they get into his arms or.can hang
about his neck. As ‘the keeper has
to use his broom vigorously in sweep-
ing the floor, it is funny to.see him
carry around a necklace of live mon-
keys while at his work. '
That monkey-house is a scene of
perpetual motion. It can be quiet
only when all hands are asleep. You
will see a monkey perfectly still and
motionless, and you will say: “That
chap is dead tired at last. No won-
der! Now he is going to take a com-
Before you have said
that, off is that. very same monkey,

{ swinging on the rope, and twice as

active and energetic as ever. It was
only one of his tricks. :

You cannot help laughing when a
monkey looks at you. If you stare
back at him, he will blink and wink,
then put his head on oneside with a
knowing air, just ‘as woulda rude, .
vulgar little boy when = he says;
“Whom are you staring at? Hope
you’ll know me the next time!” It
you face him for awhile it will end by
the monkey yawning, which means,
“You make me very tired.”—Harper’s
Young People.

Childish Chatter.
- OLp LADY (in drug store to small
boy)—What am I to take this medi-
cine in, sonny? Sonny—Take it in
your mouth, mum; ’taint to be rubbed
on.—New York Ledger.

“I pON'T want ter!” cried Sammy,
aged' 2. “Don’t want to what?”
“Don’t want ter
want ter,” replied Sammy, with a sad
little howl.—Harper’s Young People.
“THERE, you naughty boy, you've
dropped your bread on the new car-
pet with the butter side down.”
“Zat's all yight, mommer; ze tarpet
was swep’ zis mornin’.”"—Harper’s
Bazar. - 3
Boy—*“Say, mister, please give ‘me
five cents’ worth of castor oil, and
give me very short measure, too.”
Druggist—“Short measure? Why?”
Boy—“Why, I've got to take it my-
self.—Brooklyn Life.
‘WILLIE (who has eaten his apple)—
Mabel, let’s play Adam and Eve.
You be Eve and I'll be Adam. Mabel
—All right, Will. Willie—Now you
tempt me to eat your apple and I'll
viccumb.—Peoria Herald. -

“WELL, Tommy,” said a visitor,
“how are you getting on at school?”
“First rate,” answered Tommy. *“I

ain’t doing as well as some of the

other boys, though. I can stand on
my. head, but I have to put my feet
against the fence. I want to do it
without being anywhere near the
fence, and guess I can after a

 and do not sppear until tlie ship is a day

them is ten feet in circumference.

while.”-Jewish Messenger.




