TWO POOR OLD SOULS,

"is Christmas night; the streets are bright,
And many windows are alight,
And mirth seems monarch everywhere,
For sounds of laughter fill the air.
But in a little room which knows
No gleamn 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 tenderness;

To them no friends bring greetings gay—
Their friends are deard or far away,

Or else forgetful. At their gate,
Foot-deep in snow, no singers wait

To cheer with quaint aud jolly trolls

These puor old souls.

And yet twoscore of years did he

Do much to add to Christmas glee

With pictures drawn with cunning art

By skilful 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 and share;

And there—how joyous was the scene,

The walls all hung with Christmas green!—

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

But, ah! they faltered in th2 race,
And newer life sprung to each place,
Aud seized the wreaths they'd not resigned;
Aund thus, discrowned and left behind,
In time too Lrief they were forgot.
Alas! it is the common lot,
And will be while earth onward rolls,
For poor old souls.

Lelt and forgot, until once more
Their names are brought the world before,
And theu, perchance, some one will tell
How such a picture pleased him well,
Or such a story gladness shed
Upon his children as they yead;
But thls will be when death’s bell tolls
For two old souls. o
—Murgaret Eytinge, in Harper's Weekly.

ON CHRISTMAS EVE.

All day long the steel-colored clouds
had bung heavily over the snow-mantled
hills; ail day long the o!d farmers had
nodded the'r headssagely at each other,
and said:

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

But it seemcd “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 frozen landscape, and the beautiful
eveuing star came to keep his sacred
vigil above the Christmas Eve.

“:An ideal view,” said Mr. Mackenzie, |
stoppiug on the crest of the hill to ob-
serve the sweet serenity of theold church,

rrisoned w.th leaiess poplar trees,and

e frozen river which reflects the red
sunset in front; the solemn majesty of
the White Mountain range beyond.
*‘Upon my word, we sojourners in the

-semi-tropical valleys of Santa Barbara
haven't any conception what the word
‘Christmas’ really means! [ should like
to be artist enoughto paint this scene.
Let me see. ‘The first Fouse after you
pass the toll-gate: painted red, with
white trimmings; gable toward the road;
old well-sweep to the rear.’ Yes,” with

s nod of the head, *‘thisisit!”

Mr. Rolf Mackenzie was coming East
after ten yea:s' residence on the fair Pa-
citic coa t. He had gone thither to make
his fortune. He had made it, and now
he was on the way to fulfill an old love-
engagement with Mary Brown.

ﬁ‘hey had become affiauced ten years
ago. Lulike the gencrality of men, Rolf
Mackenzie wus steadfast and true, even
though all these converging years. he
had gradually become aware of an cver-
growing uncongeniality between himself
and Mary Brown.

“‘It would have been better for both of
vsif 1 had left myself unfettered,” he
thought. *‘In tho:e days I did not know
whut [ wanted, and I suppose she didn't,
either. But a promise is a promise, and
1 dare say Mary will make a good wife to
me. Isupposel shall find her changed.
I'm changed myself  When a man has
tided over his thirtieth year, he can’t
expect Time to deal gently with him”

And with these rather unlover-like
meditations, Mr. Mackenzie rapped on
the door of the red house with the Lom-
bardy go lars in front of it and the well-
sweep bchind,

It was all new to him. He hadbeen
only in the second year of his sojournin
California, when Mary's father, Bela
Brown. had sold out the old Vermont
homestead and moved up into the Maine |
forests. But what were g few acore of
miles, more or less, to 8 man who has
crossed the Sierra Nevadas and eaten
sandwiches on the precipices of Cape
Horn?

He ra; ped again. There was no an-
swer, and he did what he would have
done at & Los Angeles ranch—opened the |
duor and walked in.

The room was bright with blazing,
logs and candle shine. The mantle was
decorated with clusters of holly; wreaths |
of laurel lenves glistcned overhead, and
festoons of the beautiful princess pine |
were fastened over the chep engravings
and the ““Map of the United States” on
the walls.

The kettle sang; the cushioned rock-
ing-cha’'r wasdrawnup in front of the'
hearth, and a volume of Jean Ingelow’s
poems lay open on the round work- |
table. !

*‘As pretty an interior as ever I saw in
my life," said Mr. MacKenzie, looking
complacently round. *‘Geraniums in thesI
window; holly and laurcl leaves; Jean
Ingelow! 1 begin to have new hopes of
Mary, after all. She has kept pace with
the timesa little.” ‘

At this moment there was a little
shrick. Thedoor leadinginto the back-

kitchen had opencd; a lovely  young:

woman, in  deep-blue merino dress, |
with lcops of paler b'ue ribbon in her !
hair, stood in the portil, with a glass
dih of ajple-sauce in her hund.

1 .\lsry 1

Rolf Macken e held out both hands.

He meant to have ad.anced boldly
and kissed her, as a man should salute
his fiaucee, but a certain sense of pro-
priety prevented any such demonstra-
tion.

*You are not frightened, are you? It's
only L.”

“(inly youl"

The bluc eyes—Mary Brown's eyes had
deepened and grown larger and more
liquid, it scemed—were fixed wistfully
upon his face, as if she did not quite
understand.

“Didn’t you getmy letter?”

““No. What letter?”

s+ pon my word,” said Mr. Mackenzie
“gnything like the stupidity of our
postal arrangements, I never knew. I
mailed that letter just one week before I
started. Bo I'vetaken you by surprise
ch?”’

“Y—yes,"” murmured Mary,
delightfully.

blushing

“Well, well. Father Time had not,

been so rough with Mary Brown after
all,” thought Rolt.

For a girl of thirty, she really had a
wonderful complexion-—and that way of
crimping her red-gold tresses all over
her head was extremely becoming. It
made her look full ten years younger than
her actual age.

“But you are glad tasee me, Mary?”

Something of the old romantic tender-
ncss—sa sensition that he had deemed
dead and buried long ago—had risen up
into hisheart, and quivered in his voice.
It was all right. He was as much in love
as ever!

¢“‘Father will be glad to see you, I dare
say," demurely answered Mary. ‘‘Please
to sit down, Mr.—Mr.—"

“No *Mr." at all,” said Mackenzie, half
vexed, half amused, at this very evident
coquetry. “‘Call me Rolf, why don't
youi ™"

The large lashes fell over the blue eyes.

“Rolf sounds so very familiar,” she
murmared.

“But I call you Mary, don’t I?"

¢Oh, yes, but you are so much older
than I 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 onc couldn’t very well contra-
dict a lady.

“Is your father well?” he asked, by
way of starling upon a new and entirely
<afe topic, as he watched Mary’s nimble
fingers—how plump and dimple they
were, to-be-sure!—arrange the drapery
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-
noon, and people have no sort of con-
science about letting him come home in
decent time. I suppose he is a comfort
where there is an illness or death.”

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

If he was a comfort to bereaved souls,
it must have becn a talent which he had
developed very recently. But he made
no comment on the fuct,

“Fine wintry weather,” he remarked.

¢‘Quite so,” said Mary.

“A decided contrast to the climate I
have left.”

“Yes?” questioningly. *May I ask
where—"

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

But he only answered, pleasantly:

“‘Santa Barbara, you know. Under the
Coast Range."”

“‘0h, canta Barbara!” Her pretty,
oval face brighteacd. ‘I've heard so
much about Santa Barbara of late, from
a neighbor of ours!”

“Ah!” said Rolf.

Mary sat down now, and folded her
hands on her lap, with her sweet face
turned away from the fire, and her large,
blue-black eyes sparkling with anima
tion.

“] wonder,"” said she, musingly, *‘if
you have ever met a Mr. Mackenzie
there?”

¢‘A—Mr.—Mackenzie!” ho 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; certainly.” -

“And this Mr. Muckenzie? He was
tall and good-looking, with dark eyes
and a heavy beard.”

©'Well, yes, it does seem to me 83 if I
had met him once or twice,”" said Mac-
kenzie, gnmiy delermined to let Mary
cairy the joke as far as she pleased.

“Well,” snid Mary, smiling roguishly,
¢jt seems that Mr. Mackenzie, of Santa
Barbara, is engaged to our nearesf ncigh-
bor--a young woman up toward Cedar
River—only ubout half a mile from here,
if one goes through the woods; and
what is very funny, her name is just the
game ns mine--Mary Brown "

+Eh?’ gasped Mr. Mackenzie.

“She isn't so very pretty,” added
Mary. ‘‘She’s not young, you know,and
her bhair is thin, and she wears a frisette,
and somehow it seems to alter the whole
expression of her face.  And her sight
has failed, doing fine sewing, and she
has been obliged to take to spectacles.
And she’s—oh, soslim, and spare, and
sharp-elbowed "

Mr. Mackenzie sat holding tight on to
the arm ot his easy chair, while a sensa-
tion akin the.trickling of - ice-cold water
down his back took possession of him.
He comprehended it all now. He had
found the wrong Mary Brown this
Christmas Eve. ‘The right Mary Brown
was still waiting, Gorgon-like, to turn
him to stone. :

“But for all that,” chirped on this
sweet voiced siren, ‘‘Mr. Thomas Briggs
—he keeps 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 sauce and
pumpkins,” she added, with a laugh.
“‘And sicce -the wedding she has got a
letter from this very Iﬁﬁ-. Mackenzie—
Ralph Mackenzie, of Lucben, or some
such name—that he is coming home this
Christmas to marry her. It was an old
engagement, she says; but he hado’t
written very regularly, and she didn't
think he intended to keep his word.
And Briggs w.:s here on the spot.”

tYes—exactly!” said Mr. Mackenzie,
with some difficulty curbing his extreme
desire to jump up and fling his hat into
the air. *‘Lriggs was on the spot!”

“But,” resumed Mary, *‘what wili the
poor man say when he gets home and
finds ’his sweetheart married to some one
else?

«I shou!d think,” answered Macken-
zie, “‘that he would say it was the lucki-
est cscape he had ever had in his life!”

“But he was her lover once!”

{Y—yces; but that was ten years ago,
These long engagements take all the
life out of u love alfair. Mackenzie was
ready and willing to marry her, but——"

“Qh!" cried Mary, with a little ri-zing
inflection, *“‘then you did know him
well:"”

Like a book!" cried the visitor, glee-
fully. “In fact, I'm Mackenzie myself—
Rolf Mackenzic! And—I beg a thousand
pardons, I am sure, but I fancied you

| were Maiy Brown, grown younger instead
! of older.

I might have known that time

' never went backward.”

| “Oh!" eried Mary. ‘“‘AndI

| “You've told the truth,” said Macken-

"zie. “It's ulways the best thing to do.”

\ “Wasit a dreadful blow?" sympathet-

| ically murmurcd Mary. *'Did it take

" you by surprise?”

i “‘Not a blow, at all! Don’t I tell you
it's a relief? But now, Miss Mary, I
suppose I must go right on.”

| “It's very cold.” said Mary, ‘‘and this

| road is frightfully solitary. And they

bear somewhere on that mountain ledge
last week., You—you'd better stay with
father until morning. I am sure he would
be happy to entertain you.”

“And you, Miss Mary? ' pleadingly

“Why,” she said, with the same arch
sparkle under her eyelashes, “I should
| like to hear all about Mr. Mackenzie, of
I Santa Barbsra, It gives one such a new
i itlea of life, you see”

¢Very well, then,” said Mackenzie;
‘Tl stay.”

'even talk of some one's having seen a| P

Presently the old clergyman, Mary
Brown's father, came in, and renewed
his daughter’s hospitable entreatles.

Mr. Mackenzie spent Christmas Eve at
the parsonage.

On Christmas Day he walked over to
Bela Brown's, where he congratulated
the bride—a faded, washed-out looking
woman now—and shook hands with the

room most cordially.

I hope you don't Iay up nothin’ agin
me,” said Mr. Thomas Briggs, rolling
his light eyes solicitously around in thei1
sockets.

“Not in the least. I wish you a merry
Christmas!” cried Mackenzic. ‘‘And 1
dare say Mary will make you the best
wife in the world "

“But I'm sorry you @ot so fur outen
the road last night,” said Brig%::.
“When I said the first house beyond the
toll-gate, I meant on the left-hand side,
not the right.” .

“Qh, it does not in the least signify'"
gaid Mackenzie, genially. ‘The Rev.
Mr. Brown entertained me most cordi-
ally.”

And thus basely did Le concesl the
secrct of his kind apprehension. Men
are, morally speaking, rank cowards.

Perhaps it is unnecessary to add that
Mr. Mackenvie married Miss Mary
Brown, after all.

“And it's jest as well,” 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 agree fust-rate
with old Parson Brown’s bronical tubes.
Mary she's young and flighty, but of
course my Cousin Rolf has a right to
marry as he pleases,”

And the next Christmas Eve was spent
by Mr. and Mrs. Rolf Mackenzie under
the shadow of the palms and manzanito-
trees of sweet Santa Barbara,—Helen
Forrest Graves.

Bennett and the Waiter.

A writer in the Brooklyn Eayle tells
this story about James Gordon Bennett,
goprietor of the New York Herald: On

ew Year's night three years ago, when
Mr. Bennett reached the Union Club
well nigh exhausted with the social duties
of the day, he noticed in a dazed sort of
way that severnl of -the club mer were
presenting Jacob,the veteran waiter,who
looks after the coats and canes of the
members, with more or less small change
as an earnest of their sincere regard. Mr.
Bennett scemed to realize that.somethin
of the kind was expected of him sn§
called Jacob. *Jacob,” he said, ‘‘you
are a good fellow. Here is something
for you,” and with much fumbling he
broucht out a $20 bill, which the de-
lighted Jacob accepted with many bows
and scrapes. *‘Stop, Jacob,” said Mr.
Eennett, feeling in anther pocket and
producing another bill. Jacob, over-
powered; was making off when ‘‘Sto
Jacob” again brought him to a stand-
still, and still another bill made its ap-
pearance.~ ‘Fhe comedy was getting
amusing and went on until Jacob had &
hat full of money—all Mr. Eenunett had.
The old man consulted soine of the mem-
bers as to what he should do with it and
was adviced to tell Mr. Bennett-the next
day that he must have overpaid him in a
fit of abstraction. So, when the pro-
prietor of the Herald arrived at the club
the following day Jacob said: ‘‘Mr.
Bennett, I think you gave me more for
my New Year's than you intended.” Ben-
nett probably had no recollection of
wing Jaeob anything, but he replied in
is gravest tone: ‘“‘How muchdid I give
you, Jacob:" “Eight hundred dollars,
gir.” BSuch an answer might have
staggered even a man with an income of
$1,000 s day, but Bennett, without a
suggestion of surprise, said: ‘‘Cuite
right, Jacob; that was whatI intended to
give you."

Ben. Franklin's Parents.

Benjamin Franklin's father pursued
his culling in Boston, and died there
January 16, 1745. He, his wife and
others of his relatives were buried
near the center of the Granary Bury-
ing Ground, on Tremont street, and
over the tomb has been raised by liberal
citizens of Boston a neat, Granite obe-
lisk twenty-one feet in heizht,and bearing
among other inscriptions the following,
copied from am earler stone, and com-
posed by their son Fenjamin:

! JOSIAE FRANKLIN AND ABIAH HIS |
: WIFE LIE BERE INTERRED.  ©

:  They lived lovingly ther in :
: wedlock fifty-five years, and without :
an estate or any gainful employ- :
ment. By constantlabor and-honest ;
industry..maintained a large family :
comfortably, and brought up thir-
teen children and seven granddhil-
: dren, respectably. From this in-
: stance, reader, be encouraged to dil-
jgence in thy calling, and distrust
not Providence.

He was a pious and prudent man;
she a discreet and virtuous woman.

srsssssssamnntsnnsan

THEIR YOUNGEST SON

IN FILIAL BEGARD TO THEIR MEM-

ORY PLACES THIB STONE. ¢ .

sBEsssssesssnane e

' —Cincinnati Commercial Gazetle.

National Anthems..

We find the following in the ‘‘Notes
and Queries” column of the Ban Fran.
cisco Call: Referring to arecent inquiry
and reply in this column concerning the
American na ional anthem, a corre-
spondent sends the fol owing, showing
that there is some dist nction between
the ‘‘National Anthem” and what he
terms the “*Official Anthem.”

“The American offic’al anthem is ‘The
Star Spangled Bavner.! This is played
at ‘colors’ and whenever men-of war are
put into commission. The tunc ot
‘America’ is known only as ‘God Save
the Queen’ to foreign navies. ‘Huil Co-
lumbia’ is by some thought a national
air, but is really ‘Rule Britannia.’ Eng-
lish bands will not play ‘The Star Span-
gled Banner'if they can avoid it. On
several occasions English men-of-war
have been notitied by American oflicers
that unless they played it that the Ameri-
can band would cease to play ‘God Save
the Queen.” When several vessels of
different nationalities are present at sun-
down each 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., o wealthy and aggressively aris-
tocratic denizen of the sucred slopes of
Beacon Hill, brought hom~ his third
wife he was not wholly plessed with the
attitude of the grown up daughters of
his first marriage toward their newest
mother, He summoned the boldest and
most aggressive daughter to a private
conference, and in good, sef terms re-
roverd her for her coldness to his bride.
The damsel listened with respectful pa-
tience duetoward the author ot her being,
and when he had finished his reprimand
aave promise of amendment by saying
with demure impudence! ‘‘Fxcuse me,
p pa; I willtry and do better the next
time you are married."—Boston [ecord.

A big gopher snake was killed recently
at Daytona, Fla., in whose stomuch was
found a three-foot ratt.

~ THE HERMITAGE.

A VISIT TO THE OLD HOME OF
GENERAL JACKSON.

“0ld Hickory's" Dwelling Place in
Life and Death Near Nashville
~Historic Fielica—Tomb
of Husban<l and Wife.

A Nashville (Tenn.) letter to the San

-Francisco Call snys:

In the very heart of the city, on a
commanding elevated site, stands the old
Polk re:idence, and in its grounds a
modest tomb, beneath which repose the
nshes of James K. Polk, the President of
whom it could truthfully be written:
The befgfut.y of virtue was illustrated in his

ife;
The excellence of Christianity exemplified in
his death.

The crowding sleps of the bnsiness
world are fast approaching this locality,
and it is only a quzstion of time when
the valuable grounds will be covered by
handsome re<idenccs. A general desire
is expressed by the older citizens that
the remains of Tenncssee’s threz Presi-
dents=Jackson, Polk and John:on—
should be placed on Capitol Hill, azd al-
though there are at present some difil-
culties in the way, yet the fitness of such
a placement of these sacred  askes will

.some day become imnperatively manifist

and such an appropriate d’aposition of
them will be mgsm 4 P

Some twelve miles out of the Lebanon
turnpike o narrow road turns abiruptly
to the left, in the voods, and following
it for a few mioutes a double gate is
reached—the entrance to the Hermitage

. grounds, A semi-circular drive through

an avenue of cedars lcads to the historie
old house. Neariy all of these cedars
are dead aad their bare limbs and black-
ened trunks are in keeping with the tone
of moulder and decay which permcatvsall
the surroundings. 'The frost has already
touched the living irees, and the ground
is deeply carpeted with fallen leaves, to
which additions aré constantly being
made by every whisper of the prasing
brecze. The house is an ancient two-
story building; a wide porch, aboveand
below, runs across the entire front; six
large fluted wocden -columns, crowned
by capitals of carved leaves, give an air
of imposing solidity, and brick one-story
wings some twenty feet square, ou either
side, with doors opening from the porch,
show that comfort aad conveniencs rather
than architectural :ffect was consulted
in the erection. :

At the broad centre door is raet o'd
Alfred, the well-known colored servant
of the General. Hu was born a elave on
the estate, March 10, 1803, and is the
only living landmurk® of the ‘‘/ackson
times.”  Blavery or frezdom is all the
same to him.  He *“‘always belonged to
the Jacksons,” and desires to dir on the
old ground. .He shows us throngh the
great hall, into which the centre door
opens. This hall is papered witi anan-
cient material, illustrating landscapcs
and mytholozical scenes, the colors of
which are stiil bright here and there,but
the paper is crumbling surely to decay.
To this hall is an arm-chawrr formerly
owned by General Washington, husts of
Chancellor Livingstone and Lewis Cass,
4 portrait of Thomas Jeflerson, the old-
fashioned mahogany sofas and chairs and
the once clegant chandeliers with their
lamps ter burning lard oil.

In alarge room to the left, nnd the
only one shown to visitors, are collected
the many relics of the past. Portraits of
the General by Farland Healy (the !atter
one finished but four days before the
President’s death) and a marble bust,
together with an equestrian portrait.
gives a correct id:a of the fentures of
the illustrious msn.  Many articles of
foreign muke and exquisitc workmon-
ship, in the shape of iulaid tables, cabi-
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 Andrew Jackson. In alittle
cabinet with glass doors are many relics,
Er_uminent among which are a British

ayonet, partly imbedded in solid vak,
taken from a tree nfter the battle of New
Orleans, snd a snuff-box, on the lid of
which is a bullet rzceived by the (eneral
in aduel. The tloor is coverzd with a
velvet carpet of the old times, which
still retuins its bright colors, elasticity
and richness, A Gilbert piano of 1832
gives but a broken and mournful re-
sponse to the touch, but the blnck mar-
ble mantels, facings, and tables are as
beautiful to-day as ever. A Latin Bible
of 1598 and one in Sanscrit, written by
monks on vellum, are worthy objecs of
interest.

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

On one of these we read: ‘‘In memory
of R. E. W. Earl, artist, fricnd and com
panion of Gener .1 Andrew Jackson, who
died st the Llermitage, the 1(th Septem-
ber, 1847."

Cnangther: “‘Andrew Jackson,adopted
gon of General Andrew Jackson, who
died at the Hermitage, April 17, 1865,
in the 57th year of his age."”

“Another: ‘‘Caplain . amuel Jackson,
son of Andrew and Sarah Jackson, born
at the Hermitage, June 9, 1857; died
September 29, 1583, of wounds reccived
at the battle of Chickamauga."”

Near these stands the tomb, pagoda
shape, with cight pillars, and threcsteps
lending to the loor, beneath which rest
the remains of Andrew .'ackson and his
wife Rachel In the centre of the floor
stands & modest monument, en either
side of which is a plain slab, on one of
which is simply inscribed:

" GENERAL ANDREW JACKSON,

: Barn March 15, 17607..

Died Jume §, 1845,

And on the other, evidently written by

the husband’s loving hand:

cesssssersssssssinsaasnnny sessssnens

sessssasns

: MRz, RACHEL JACKSON, H
. Who died the ?er‘l I{ecember. 1528, &
M azed Hl1.

. Her faze was fair, her person pleas- :
: ing, her temper amiable, and her :
: heart kind. She wasdelight.d.in re- :
: lieving the wauts of her fellow-crea'- :
» uwres, and cultivated that divine ;
: pleasure by the most liberal and un- :
. pretending methods, To the poor !
: she was a benefactor, to therich an :
. examp!re, to the wretchel a comfor- :
: tar, to the prosperous an ornament. :
: Her piety went band in hand with
: ber benevolen e, and she thanted her
: Creator for baing permitted to do :
: good. A beingz so gentle, and yet so :
: virtuous, slander might wouud, but ;
* could not disaomor. Even Death, :
: when he tore ler from the arms of :
: ber husband, eould but transport her :
: to the bosom of her God. :

Around the sacred spot wav thc.:;':'a-g-
nnlia, hickory, cak, hawthorn and wil-

"low. Of these latter, there are four
_splendid trees that have grown from
e snake still alive, ; twigs cut by the Geoeral's hand on the
The gopher was over six feet in length. | Jﬂy‘hﬁ buried his wife, and. by him [ ald

planted where they now stand. The !
creeping myrtle, with its thousands of
arms, is reaching far and wide in this
lonely spot, and its sad grave color i8 in
most fitting keep'ng with the locality.
The wind sweeps through the trees, the !
leaves fall thick and fast, the weird dead
old cedars wave their bare and withered
branches, the horse's feet fall with a
dull thud on the covercd avenue; but a
single tree, the holly, with itss arlet ber-
rics, speaks of aught but decay. The |
gray-haired Alfred says: ‘‘God bless
you, massa,"” an iron gate clangs behind
{gs. and the Hermitage is left in its lone-
iness, )

The Greatest of Great Walls.

Says a correspondent of the Milling
World, who has recently been traveling
in China: Of course we had to go to
the great wall of China. The country
abounds in great walls. Her mural de-
fenses were most extensive—walled coun-
try, walled cities, walled villages, walled
palaces and temples—wall after wall and
wall withio wall. But the greatest of
all is the great wall of China, which
crests the mountain riange and crosses
the gorge from here some forty miles
away. Squeecsing through the last deep
gorge and a deep rift in the solid rock
cut out by ages of rolling wheels and
tramping feet, we reach the great, frown-
ing, double-bastioned 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, lail in-regular
courses some twenty feet high and then
topped out with large, hard-burned
bricks, filled in with carth and closely
Eaved on the top with more dark. tawny

rick—the ranparts high and 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 riige,
turreted each 300 feet—a frowning mass
of masonry. No need to tcll you of
this wall; the books will tell you
how it was built to keep the warlike
Tartars out—twenty-five feet high by
forty thick, 1,200 miles long, with room
on top for six horses to be driven abreast.
Nor need I tell you that 1,400 years it
kept tho e hordes at bay, nor that, in
the main, the material u:ed upon it is
just as good and firm and strong as when
put in place. Twelve hundred miles of
this gigantic work built cn the rugged,
craggy mountain tovs, vaulting over

orges, spauning wide stréhms, netting
the river arc..ways with huge hard bars
of copper, with double gates, with
swinging dcors and bars set thick with
iron armor—a wonder in the world be-
fore which the old-time classic seven won-
ders, all gone now save the great pyra-
mid, were toys. The great pyramid bas
85,000,000 cubic fect,#the great wall 6,-
350,000,000 cabic feet. An engineer in
Seward’s party heie some years ago.gave
it ns his opinion that the cost of this wall
figuring labor at the same rate, would
more than equal that of all the 100,000
miles of railroad in the United States.
The material it contains would build a
wa'l six feet Ligh and two feet thick
right straight around the globe.  Yet
this was done in ouly twenty years
without a trace of debt or bond. It is
the greatest individual labor the world
has ever known.

Manna.

Manna, well known to posscss valuable
medicinal properties, i3 produced by a
kind of ash tree found in Eastern coun-
tries, called the flowering ash, often cul-
tivated in Europe and sometimes in this
country for an ornament, It is a smull
trec, rarely over thirty feet high,but yery
showy on account of its large clusters of
greenish-white flowers. Sicily is the chief
source of manna. In that country the
trees are planted in plantations,and when
about cight years old they begin to yield.
Cuts an inch and a half to two inches
long are made in the bark, cutting
throngh to the wood. One cut is made
daily, beginning near the bottom of the
trunk, with each succeediug cut about
an inch sbove the former one. The thick,
syrup like juice exudes from the cuts,
and hardens on the bark into white,
spongy flakes, which, when hard enough,
are removed and dried still further be-
fore they are packed for commerce. It
consists mainly of a form of sugar called
manite,and has mild,laxative properties.
There are, in dry, Oriental countries,sev-
eral other trees and shrubs also, which
yie!d maona, usually when punctured by
insects: but little is known of these kinds
of manna outside of the localities that
produce them. Even some of those plants,
low in the order of vegetation—known
as lichens—produce n:anna. These are
like the plants often seen on old trees
and on rocks, which are incorrectly called
‘'mosses.” Several of these, which grow
vcr{l rapidly on the ground, are incrusted
with n sort of sugar or mauna. - These in
tim: dry up, when they are carried by
the winds to a great distance. These
lichens occasionally occur at- the present
time in Western Asip 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 onerous
duties of settlement life, has long since
ceased to be the lean, cadaverous dys-
peptic that he was pictured to be. His
Anglo-8axon blood is beginning to mani-
fest itself in the storinz up of tissue. In
other words, he is John Bull’s numistak-
able offspring, and the old gentleman’s
paunch is begioning to show on him.
The American of both sexes and of all
conditions is certainly getting fat.
Neither of them likes the new coptour,
and hence the popularity of the scores of
systems of reducing corpulence. A good
weight at maiurity is not unhealthful.
Even asupernbnndance of tissuc-tsnot a
serious disadvantage. Asageapproaches
after a certain point it will vegin 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 evercise will do.
Rapid reduction of weight involves a
corresponding depletion of the system, a
decided lowering of vitality, a larger
predisposition to discase and a pretty
sure invitation to consumptioa. Let the
fat stay; it will do less harm than drugs.
—Brooklyn Citizen.

Who Was Napoleon?

Ponisi—*Now, speaking of great
men, what do you think of Nupoleon Lo-
napartei"”

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

Miss Bunkerbill (from Boston)—*I
don't think he could have amounted to
much; he had no middle name."»

Miss Gotham (from New York)—
¢‘How much was he worth?"”

Miss Porcine (from Chicago) -*Did
he make his money before the fire, or
sincef”

Miss Montespan (from St. Lonis)—
*“Did he belong to one of our old French
families?”

Miss Mount Vernon (from Baltimore)
—¢1 never heard of him; but stay—
wasn't he some sort of relation to the
Baltimore Bonapartesi"—Baltimore Iler-

HOUSEHOLD MATTERS.

Waste in the Kitchen,
Waste in the kitchen is often wvery
great from apparently trivial sources.
In cooking meats the water is thrown

" out without removing the grease, or the

grease from the dripping-pan is thrown
SWay.

Bcraps of ment are thrown away.

C%ld potatoes are left to sour amd
spoil,

Dried fruits are not looked after amd
become wormy.
t'L‘:Tlrmgal' and sauce are left standing i

Apples are left to decay for want of
‘‘gorting over.” -

The tea-camster is left open.

Victuals are left exposed to bg eaten
by mice,

Bones of meat and the carcass of tur-
key are thrown away, when they could be
used in making good soups.

Sugar, tea, co Tee and rice arecarelessly
spilled in the handling.

Soap is left to dissolye and waste in
the water.

Dish towelsare used for dish-cloths,

Napkins are used for dish-towels.

Towels are used for holders.

Brooms and mops ars not hung up.

More coal is burned than necessary by
not arranging dampers when not using
the fire.

Lights are left burning when not used.

Tin dishes are not properly cleansed
and dried.

Good new brooms are used in scrub-
biog kitchen floors,

i Bilver spoons are used in scraping ket-
es.

Cream is left to mould and spoil.

Mustard is left to spoil in the cruse,

ete.

Pickles become spoiled by the leaking
out or evaporation of the vinegar.

Pork spoils for want of salt, and beef
because the brine wants scalding.

Hams become tainted or filled with
~~=min for want of care.

Cheese moulds and is-eaten by miceand
vermia,

Tea and coffee pots are injured on the

stove, .
Woodenware is unscalded and left to

warp and crack.

Recipes.

Ecae Sour.—Beat a tablespoonful of
flour in a teaspoonful of cold stock, and

ut in four eggs; throw them into boijl-
ing stock, stirring sall the time. Add
two small blades of mace. Eoil fifteen
minutes. Season, and serve with &
French roll in the tureen, or with small
bits of bread.

Lexox Por Pre.—Two lemons, one
cup of sugsar, one cup of molasses, one
cup of water; cut the lemon into small

-pieces and put it over the fire with

the water and cook fifteen minutes,
then put in the sugar and molasses, with
a little salt; when this boils put in some:
dumplings made of one quart of flour,
two tablespoonfuls cream of tartar and
one of soda;some perfer baking powder.

Cnrckex Pie.—Joint and boil two
chickens in salted water, just enough to
cover them, till they are nearly done.
Line a gond-sized earthen or tin pan
with a crust, gut‘in the chicken, adding
thin slices of broiled salt pork, say one-
half pound of it; season it well, dredge
in a little flour, add enough of the liquor
it was boiled in to fill the dish. Cover
with quite a thick crust, pinch down the
sides well, cut a slit in the middle of the
top crust and boke nearly an hour in a
good oven. .

Warer Pouxp CAke.—One pound of
butter, one pound of powdered sugar,
four eggs, one cu; ful of boiling water,
one pound of prepared flour, £avor with
icmon. DBeat butter, sugar, and the
yolks of the eggs to & _cream, then add
the boiling water and stir gently till
cold, then the pound of flour with the
whites of the eggs, which have been
beaten to a stiff froth, the lemon last;
bake one hour. This cake cannot be
told from real pound cake, and it will
keep two weeks.

Tox Tavys OMELETTES,-- Eight eggs,
half-cup of rich milk, ealt and pepper,
tablespoonful of cheese: beat the eggs
light, season, stir in the milk, the grated
cheese. Ialf fill eight patty pans, but-
tered, and set ina dripping-pan with
half an inch of boiling water in it; shut
up in a quick oven, and s8 soon as they
are “‘set” turn out on a hot dish. You
may vary the dish by substituting minced
parsley and thyme for the grated cheese,
and when dished pour drawn butter
over the omelettes. They make a pretty
gshow when garnished - with - curled
parsley, a tiny sprig_being stuck in the
middle of each mold.

Roofs of New York Hounses.

We find the following in ‘‘Hermit’s”
New York letter to the Troy 7'mes: A
metal expert informs me that the supply
of tin the past year from all sources is
16,563 tons, Keference is here made to
the solid metal which js used for coat-
ing iron, and one may infer from the fig-
ures the immense amount of ro~fing and
other purpnses to which this article is
appliecf. [arge as this amount may
scem, it is really 8 short supply, being
2,000 tons less than the previous year.
Many of our readers can remember the
time when tin-roofing was a rarity, but
now it is in alinost u riversal use.in great
cities, In old gimes shinﬁlw were used
in this ¢’ty, and many o! buildinzs of
this kind'still remain. Even St. Paul's
Church had a shingle roof until within a
few years ago, when it was replaced by
one of metal. The city hall is roofed
with copper, but Trinity Church roof is
lead. TI‘:)e most solid roof in the city
covers the treasury building. corner
Wall and Nassau streets. It consists of
marble slabs overlupping like shingles,
and is probably the most durab’e of all
materials, but the weight is so enormous
that it has never been repeated. A few
of the old Duteh tile roofs still remain,
some of them being more than one hun-
dred years old. They are among the last
memorials of & time when almost every-
thing was Cutch, and when even brick
were imported from Holland.

“The Wire Fence Mun.”

The ¢ wire fence ma1” is & new swin-
dler working the farmers. His modus
operandi is thus described: He wants
the privilege of exhibiting his wire
fence stretcher machine to farmers in
your township on your farm, and for
Which privilege he will build you thirty
or forty rods of good fenc: for exhibi-
tion, and all that i.e nsks of you is to
board him, go after the machine at the
nearest depot, and pay the charges, not
to exceed %3, for the fence all set up
where you want it. In order to have all
satisfa tory, and as a warrant of the far-
mer's geod intentions, he requires him
to sign a written contract on a postal
card, which he mails to hispartner, and
which proves to be an order for the ma-
chine, price $200, worth about $25. Af-
ter the machine arrives a new man turns
up with his postal order for the machine,
and requires payment of $200 as per
noreement oncard. He claims to be at-
torney for the company, and threstens to
sue in the United States Court at | tiea
until he gets the note, —Connecticul

‘ING WITH ORIMINALS,

Swords With Deadlm Will—
Substitutes Who Sell '.l'tlelr‘
Lives for Fifty Dollars.

this: No special dctectives or posse are

not sccured red-handed by the neighbors
or bystanders, the friends, relatives or
slan of the victim may be relied u
bring the slayer slong. He is
;trsighgnto the c'l
sittin istrate und the cise di
of thgere :gnd then. Sentence isdupased
at that identical sitl.ing,
e

postﬁoncmon!s, and the ounly delay
W

Yamen. This tr.bunal reguires a sylla-

ilmost invarinbly and on principle ins
dorses the verdict of the Maglstral:

mulkes no appeal, nor does he have anop-
portunity of challenging the jury, be-
cause his fate is in the hands of one man, -

remains for the murdered man's faction

immunities being recognized in
too.

An ordinary decapitation may -be ‘de-

sundown of the same
Western institution, he is allowed - as.
ood o meal a8 he likes to take, and what
is more desirable still, enough rice-dis-
tilled spirit to almost stupefy him. Then'
he ig strip)
tied behind his ba k, and marched off
to the scene of execution. Perhaps sev-

cral other cases have been dealt ﬁtk.!_i'

Punishment, and th n thereis a batch to.
be disposed of, whi-h makes it less de-
sirable, as affecting the city editor’s. de-

ic are treated to one great collection ‘of -

a continuance of detail

need to keep
from the reading of his famfly,
square of gome quarter of amileon ev:
side, with a Yamen or grand stand at
northern end, for the accommodation

sanded patch where the butchery

‘little that a few favored chroniclers can
ing of news. The culprits kneel in'&

under charge of a few soldiers,
riably exhibiting stolid indifference
lack of emotional fear. There are no
addresses to the crowd, or criesof mercy.

porters so love to revel in. The same

sands of 'years in China, so that conven-
tionality has taught the sufferer how 1p
behave. Perhaps “o.2 will wince when

bloody spot with sang froid. ,_
The exccutioner, & big burly fellow

with a two handed sword; waits & nod

or evclamation from the chairman and

While the signal is waiting

has pulled up the condemued's bound

neck and h-ad out in position for the
stroke, and when it has fallen the runk
is allowed to fall forward lengthwise,the
head is removed in a basket to be-ex-
hibited somewhere in.the vicinity of the
committal of t.e crime, snd the body.
when dragged o'f to the side, is either
loit on the ground to be devoured by
beast and bird or handed over to the’
friends. But thisis a matter for pecuniary
arrangement with tho presiding author-
ities and matters not much either one
way or the other il there. is not some

The Canton execution ground is_littered
with human hones, and the city dogs
often gather there; but in Soochow and
mid-China this extrentity-is'not much in
vogue. e
There is one peculiar and almost in-
credible thing which will give'a fair idea
of how the Chinese regard the death
penalty and servinz to show what a hu-
man life is there valued at. It is an ac-
tual fact that in 8)me cases substitution
can be instituted, and in such cases &
suhstitute can be readily found. Money
will secure almost anything in this en-
lightened country, but we have yet to
hear of one who can be paid for execu-
tion by proxy. MNoney here will make
men risk almost certnin death, but itis
to bz doubted whether Vanderbilt had
millions enough t» serure a man to stand
for hanging in cold blood. Any one ac-
uainted with the ways and customs o
*hina will, however, testify that $50
will at any time, and in numbers, secure
men to step up beneath the excentioner’s
sword and dic An explanation can only
be given in considering the perfect de-
velopment of the pitriarchial system in
Chipa; a development which makes it
possible for a famn’ly or clan to persuade
pne of its number of the perfect advisa-
bility or legitimacy of his laying down
nis minute and valueless life for the ben-
ofit of anything that may accrue to the
wrviving strugglers, Itisatremendous
and inexplicable theory for us to grap-
ple with, trespassing, as it does, on the
foundation of ourcivili at'on. We would
shudder atit in the abstract, just as we
shirk, with our niceties, all the terrible
sidesof the strugyle for existence. . But
the Chinaman, toned down by four
thousand years of existence, looks all the
time with the same material and matter-
of-fact cye on the value of human flesh
and blood as when condemned to take
his last turn on the sanded patch.—
Sari Francis:o Call,

A New Amnscment.

Several young ladies and gentlemen
of St. Joseph have organized a new kind
of ainusement. It consists of this: A
party of cight or ten ride out to the lake
rond. Two goa's are decided upouo, and
the game of “‘Indian,” as they call it, i8
engaged in. The rules are that the gen-
tleman is handicaped by the lady, she
being given one hundred feet the start.
The distance is one-half mile. Then the
race is made. If the gentleman catches
her rein before she crosses the ‘wire” he,
as a forfeit, is entitled to kiss. Failing
to do so, the gentleman is obliged to buy
the lady a box of gloves.

As the ladies ride their own horses
and their speed is known to the “Indi-
ans,” the girls get decidedly the worst
of it, for the boys scour the city and get
runners they know can win,

The game of ‘Indian” is a noble

Western News.

amusement.~ ~8¢. Joseph (Mo.) Herald.

~GRINESE JUSTICE. -

Executloners, Who Wield Inm

The Chinese method of procedurefs:
required to arrest the culprit.  If heis

to. -
presence-of ‘the nearest -

without any

ile it has to be ratified from the
Board of Punishments at the Tsung li- -

bus of the case as a matter of form, but

e. No. ~
counsel are emPIo:,-ed'," and’ the calprit

and though sometimes (as in mostciv-" '
ilized countrres too) money will turn
aside the sword of justice, it then only ~

scribed as follows: The death order hits™ .
arrived from Pekin, and the condemnsd
is given as few hours as ible before,
ay.’ Like ‘our .

the same dispatch from the Board ol -

ment of the locul press;-butthe pub- o2

portraits, biography and incident, and
then the Chinese paterfamilias has no -

The execution ground s usudlly a

of .
the principal officers of the show.” In the "
open ground in front of the dais of the
chairman of the proceedings is’l;m_il'll""
formed. The public are freely invited,
and patronize.the entertainment in such .
numbers that, unlike here, there is very> .

tell of it that would como nuder thethead- -
little group atthe side of tho sdnd-patoly; .~

and

or fainting away, nor any of those scaf-"
fold-scene demonstrations which our re- ~

sort of thing has heen’ going on forthott- . -

he sees No. -1's head roll on thesand, but
“he will step up and kneel down on' the .

the blow that “o’lows is ususlly enough, .
an assistant.

arms from his back so as to force -the :

chance of eventually obtaining the head. -
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to see the issug ont—lynch law and its -

o the waist, his hands * it
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