A Christmas Poem.
mmmnrmmun NINE.

1 wonder if the minister
33.“ almost through 7 Ke
He'd proach four hours, alral

If people’d listen,

. | he don't remember how
Fud to feel, when he was emall,
sneak out, if Lonly dared,
And thought ma wouldn’t care at all.

I wonder how the turkey 'll taste ;
I wonder which of us will get

The wighbone, Lucy's such a li:i,.
ghe'll grambile if she don’t, Ll bet.

[ wish Aunt Mary and the boys
Had staid at homo ; 1 don't see why
They bad to eome —of conrse, 1 ean’t
Be belped, three timos Lo oyster pie.

« the orangoes

y twiee 'round.
don't eare ;

st 1I'm bound,

He ought 1o be.

ght ahead,
geoms to me.

Now they are here
I'm pretty sure won & g
1t's just my luck - wel, 1
grab the biggest, th

I moan to taste of evervihiing

That's on the tabile. How ? wish
1 was as thin as Unecle Juohn!

Than 1 could clean out every dish.

I'm awful hungry : I'll make up
Por it, if 1t should take allni t,
Oh, dear! jnst think, if after uﬁ,
{ shouldn't have an appetito!

Thare, now they're goin' to sing the hymn,—

Tlprmto oD

a the door, ‘‘why, where
You're covered with

" said the boy, shak-

have you been?
snow !"

“ T should say so,
ing himsell.

‘» Dame Hinekly's old slant roof ava-
lanched just as I popped under the eaves
—hence my costchume, I don’t care
It's Christmas Eve, and I've earned fifty
cents enrrying bundles, and have gol

two jobs for to-morTrow. We'll have o

pudding and turkey dinner."”

o 41y —sh,"” interrupted hissister,
off your coat and come to tea.
elegant roast posatoes and tonst,”

Somehow the brave, eheery boy, and
the equally bright and brave sister, made
the homely room seem almost radiant,
and the sad-eved father and patient
mother sat down to the fingal meal with
a Christmaae carol of thank{fulnessin their
hearts for the peace that wns theirs in
the gift of their noble-hearted children.
True, they were poor and in sore tro 1ble,
but the trouble came not mgh them in
the same manner that it had come to
some of their neighbors. They had not
angrateful, rebellious childrin to wring
their hearts with anguish. And they

CGet
We've

vou won't catch Jimmy Rmith about
Theso diggings any longer, couse
He'll cut for home when meeiin s onk

Hpyrx P. M.

1 wonder what the doctor said
To ma, behind the closot door

Ono dose of castor cil's e ough—
Hope they won't give me aRy more;

chose to praise God for the blessings He

'had given thems, rather than to repine

{or what He had denied them,.

« We must lose the cottage, Mildred,”
Mr. Minturn said to his wifa when alone
with her. “but we must not lose our
trust in (od. Let us sing a hymn of

Thev're taking down, 1 do bolieve,

Most everything that's on the sheives.
I quesa they wouldu't, if they had

‘&'n take the nasty things themselvis,

There somes tho paragorie ; there,
Tho Kittlo bottle's fu'l of gin.
Ger ! There's the pappermint,
I hope they'll put some sugsr in,

That looks like ipecac ; and that
I8 landanum, & rucas, or equills,
They'll find it pretty hard to make
Me take those horrid camphor pilla.

Ob. dear ! T wish some other boy

Conkd have the pain that's in my head ;
[ wish Tom Jones or Billy Grey,

Instend of me, was sick in bed.

[ wish I hadn't gonae withont
My breakfust, ‘cause 1t doesn't pay
o starve yourself, and then to stuff —
[ won't on my nexd Christmas Day |

ﬂ'

CHRISTMAS CAROLS,

Tt was Christmas Eve all over the
world. In a thousand homes loving

|
| waek, but we can

praise,
celebrate our lost

 Christmas in the dear old [I]ﬂ-'l_" with o

| plensant sound of carols, ean’t we ?”

When Rosamond went from her grand-
tather she songht her own rooza to put

| :
hv her little treasure,

"ot A love-pift to the Lord of Christmas,”
she rl*}u-ntr:] to hersell.
tiful—but I have no such gift,
mine are meant for hum. 1 never think

she had with such interest prepared.
likely to give me something, she said
alond. “And I'd never

any one else,
gy for Clirast.”

Minturn's been unfortunate lately—out

hearts, happy or sad, were filled with

thoughta of indness, and H}'ll‘lp}tﬂl}’, and | bring ov

love. Busy hands were weaving ofler- |
ings for the morrow, and busy feet were |
hastening homeward o cheerful, waiting
firesides. Iu a pleasant homestead o

oung girl of sixteen was busily engaged

of employment so long
with him to lose his home, It won't
tion, an
hundred more.
will consume another hundred. He won't
have much left."

 What a pity,” said Mrs. Gale ; such

In adding the finishing touches to some
dainty bit of workmanship. She formed
g prutt_v pi{'hlrt: lu-r:-'r”, a8 she sat curled |
ap in the deep window s#ill, where the

fire-light, brightening in the twilight, |

flashed its warm color over her shining

hair and delicate cheek. Her soft, dark |

a good man, and such @ nice fumily.
Can't something be done ?”

1 don't see what,” said Mr. Gale.
¢ Poor Minturns. How sad they must

After tes Grandpa called Rosamond

aves shone with a subdued but earnest | into the library.

hight, and the little ifigure managed the
dainty material of her work with a grace-

the beholder.
haired man, who occupied the great arm- |
chair in the window corner of the fire-|
place, and who leaned upon his cane and |
watched the pretty maiden, fair young
Rosamond, ut her work, and smiled to
think how like she was to another Rosa- |
mond he had known, and loved, and |
buried, in the years =o long gone by, |
v Keep good watch, Grandpa,™ said |
the fresh young voice, ** Don’t let any- |
body send along your #ide ‘unbeknownst,’ |
as Diddy says. I'm so afraid Papa will |
steal s march on me. I wouldn't have |
him to sce this for a pretty. Isn’t it a |
beauty ? Won'tf he be pleased with it ? |
Come now, Grandie, dear, don't look 50 |
wlemn and owlish  It's Christmas Eve. |
What are you thinking of so deeply ?"
The old man looked up and smiled.
«“1 was thinking, Rosie, of how good
lull ph-uuunt it 152 to have L‘h[iqh;nm
come, n.ml to llu‘\'t‘ onea l]i.'lj’ in all the
year on which there i3 so much good |
will, I was thinking how all these love
:.I”LH that we make to ¢ wh Hﬂu-r. and all I|
the kind {i“"h‘ll}l’!“i wo have toward one |
ﬂnul-ln'r, go 1o form a P e 1o1s loy --p:-lig':_!

The beholder was a gray- |

to the Lord of Christmass. Indeed, the |
‘peace on earth and good will to man,'’
that prevails on Christmas Day is the
‘(Flory to God 1n the Highest,”"

« That's besutiful, Grandie dear,” ex- |
cluimed the young giﬂ. ““It's a genuine
Christmas Carol. 1 always did say that
my QGrandpa’s fireside lectures we b ser-
mon and hymn all in one. Oh, dearie
me, here comes Paps up the steps, with
his arms full of bundles, ILet me run,” |
And gothering up her woirk Rosamond
went from the room. |

At the same hour that Huﬂ:mmml'y.f
yapa ascended the steps of his beautiful |
Ltmu-, another futher entered the door |
of an bunmble coltage not far distant. |
He bore no Christmas bundies in his
arms. His eves were sad and his manner |
dejected. Before the cheerful fire, whose |
ruddy blaze lit up the small, low room, |
a young girl was kueeling while she |
toasted slices of bread for the evening |
meal, n

‘It's Christmas lve, Papa,” she said,
with o lively nod of welcome. *‘Stoop |
down and give me a good, sweet, cowd

well a8 the slices, Mamma is pulting
Bud to bed. He went sound asleep on
the vag and wouldn't wake up. Ten 18!
all ready. I wish Harry was here.”

Maybe it was the cheerful fire-warmth,
or maybe the bright young face and
cheery tones of the little danghter that
wronght the charm—I1 only know that
the sad eyes brightened to a fond amile
as {he father looked lovingly into the
upturned face of his child. The room
was cosy and comfortable, although the
furniture. was plain and the adornments
of the simplest kind. The table was
spread for tea, and the cloth, and cups |
and sancers, and plates, were speckless
and shining, sod laid with scrupulous
nicety, The teapol simmered on thul
hearth, and within a smooth oval of hot |
ashes lay the wmealy brown jackels that
were to form the evening meal.

The |
mother entered the room and greeted
her hnsbwd with a smile. At che same
moment a boyish voice was heard at the
door, and a pair of stamping feet on the |
doorstep kept time to a sort of rude |
melody that the boy's voice sang to the
words :

Mow it is winter, and I am dwcontent,

My coat is somewhat liko an ugly rent,

And all tho snow from off the top of the house
Oame down into my bosom—squali-ker-souse.

Minturn, you noisy young-
ster,” exclaimed the girl, gayly, as she

her w [ to
ful and deft manipulation attractive to |

' stand vou now.

v Come. Rosie,”" he said, ** what am 1
do? It's too kard for our neighbor
Minturn to lose his home this way.

fice,"
“Oh do help him then,”
mond.

“ But if I do, somebody must needs |
' do without the C

hristmas present I in-
tended to bestow. ™

“wWell, Grandpa, who would be so
selfish as te care 7"

“1 am afraid my ll‘tllr‘ Rosie will,"”
said Grandpe. ** My one gilt s intend-
od for her, aud 1t is to cost just four
hundred dollars., I have selected it, and
intend buying it to-night, and having it
sent up in the morning-—unless, 1in-
deed”———

v Obh. Grandpal a present for me to
cost four hundred dollars ! Jfs it—is1t @
new piano ? OhL. von dear, beautiful
Lirandpa.
for. My old, worn-out hurdy-gurdy 19
a real trial to me.”

She had guite forgottenm everything
and everybody save the much wished for
piano and the generous and doating
crandfather, Suddenly she recollected.

“ Ob, Grandpa,” she said, “ [ under-
_ Either I must give up
the piano or the Micturns must give up
their home."

She threw her arms around her grand-
{ather's neck, and hid her facg, and the
toars that wonld eome, upon his shoulder,
It was a sharp & vuggle between sell-love
and Christ-love. The dear grand-pa’s
words came to aer mind—*‘‘n love-gift
to the Lord of Christmas"—and she
whispered, as she kissed the old man's
silvery locks, ** Dear Grandpa, we will
not buy the piano. We will makea love-
gift to the Lord instead,

 Rose of the world,” murmured her
erandfather fondly, *' you make my heart
sing for joy. No music that you could
ever have drawn from the piano I had
Loped to give you could have yielded me
such delight as does your sweet voloe
now. when it speaks in accents of unsel-
fish love. It ehimes in my heart a true
Christmas Carol.™

¢ 'Then each has sung a carol to the
other.” said the young girl, her fuce
beaming with smiles, ‘‘ only mine would
never have been sung at all had wmot
yours been sung first.

home that was saved.”
¢ We musn't be selfish on Chnstmas
Fve. Get mo my coat. I'll go down
and speak a good word to Minturn,” said
the good old man,
oyes now. When Grandpa
Huw-lnuml WIS
and the family were singing a Christmas
Carol—
“ Chime, boils, chime.
Glory be to God abowe
Christ has come to live and love,
Chime, bells, chime,”

returned

nds gplen-

“The old hurdy-gurdy son
' eried the

didly to-might, Gran lie, dear,’
voung girl.

¢ Roce of the world,” said Grandpa,
softly, ** it is because of the love-gift. i

And the Christmas Carols chimed loy-
ingly all the dreamful night, not only in
the hearts of the dwellers in the abode
of plenty, but in the grateful hearts of
those who sang earols while yet in dark-
ness, and to whom the Lord of Christmas
had sent his servant with a promise of
help for their time of trouble. ** Glory
he to God in the highest, end on earth peace,
and good-will toward man,”—The Litlle
Corporal,

Mre. Sarah J. Hale is still, in her 84th

year, at work on The Lady's Book, with
which she has been associated during
half of her life.

Christmas supper if we don't have plum- '

Our home will be sold next!

“* That is beau-
None of |

such good and holy thoughts of mysell.” |
She glaneed over the array of presents

« §omething for every one who will be

a thought of |
Chriat's birthday, and no

At the table Rosamond's father said : |
¢ | heard to-day that the Minturn cottage |
Lis to be sold next week under a morigage.
It will go hard |
er l*i[.:ht hundred dollars at ane- |

d the mortgage calls for three |
The interest and costs |

be to-night. It quite spoils my Christ- |
| mas,

1|

' could help him by making o little saeri-

sald Rosa-

Just what I had so longed |

_ ; * Aren't we happy, | = _ . :
kisa ; this fire is tossting my cheeks as |\ Grandie ? T feel almost as il it weri I"'L ' with the murderer, it was discredited.
¥ | He was hanged and she sentenced to the

Tears were 1n fis |

sitting at the old piano, |

o — —— _— - -

Withered Leaves.

Walking in the woods one cold, dark
day last Fall, with a gloomy heart, I gath-
ered together a pile of the dend leaves
| that covered the ground, wnd sitting

down, gave myself up to sad thoughts.
All the world looked lenden-colored, like
'the sky, and all life as joyless ns the dull,
‘brown leaves, The flowers hung their
 poor, lifeless heads ; not a bird-song fell
i| on my ear, All nature seemed monrn-
ing, and T walked the first in the sad
immpau;r of mourners, feeling it was my
{ri::;ht place, for T mourned mere than

ﬂu’t}'.
. Soon o faint, sweet odor ecame to me |
| from the erughed leaves ; pfter listening
long to the wind as it sighed through
the trees, I found there was in the somnd
'an underfone of hope below all the sad -
a little inseét, spared by the frost,
spoke to me with its tiny voice ; far |
'awny I heard the faint sound of a little
brook ag it babbled over the stopes,
Gradually and sweetly the finer, hidden
tones of nature spoke to me, and from
thie lonfless branches of the trees came o
breath which my heart interpreted:

““« We forget not the green leaves that
seem kissed, bent and swung on their
tender stems through all the long sum-
| mer days ; happy birds flew in and out|
among them, little children played un
der them, and tired men rested in their
cool shadow., Now they lie, the poor
dead things, broken and brown at our
{cet. Shall we, therefore, be endlessly
sad for their loas ?

January

In old Roman mythology Janus was a
royal doorkeeper, an appropriate name
for such & personage, inasmuch as the
Latin word janua, from which Jonus is
derived, means a door., 'When Numa
Pompilius, whose reign closed sbout mx
hundred and seventy two years B. C.
(before Christ), took it into his head to
make & new ** time-table "’ for the world;
he upset things generally. The Ancient
Jewish, Egyptian, and Greek Calendars
began the year on the 25th of March,
and this system ran onward into the
(lhristian centuries, But Numa Pom-
pilius placed two new months before the
previous ten, and ealled the first Janu-
ary in honor of Janus; and very appro-
priately, foras the old mythological deity
was n door-opener, s0 January opens
the vear. This Janus, by the way, had
two faces (and the two faced people of
these days show that the race is not ex-
tinet), one looking forward and one
backward, into the foture and into the
past. Occasionally he was represented
with four faces, and thus he had the
double name Janus Bifrons (two-faced),
and Joenus Quadrifrons {fonr-faced).

The Romans worshipped Junwus as the
| anardian of the year and the seasons; of
gntes and doors ; and the beginning of
the day the people prayed to Lim, and at
the beginning of the year sacrifices were
offered to him on twelve altars, one for
ench month,

The first day of January haos for many
centuries becn celebrated by fastings
and rejoicings, and the custom of mak-
ing presents dates back so faxinto the
dim past that we cannot trace its origin,
FEarly Latin Authors mention it, and it
is practised to great excoss in the far-off
vears of English and Prench history.
The fashion was, in those days, to give
| such articlas as were rare, and we
read of presents of * glove-money,’’ or
gloves, when gloves were expe nsive.
Abount the beginning of the sixteenth
century metalhie pins were invented,
doubtless to the grert joy and conveni-
ence of the ladies, and thess useful lit-
tle articles were often given ns New
Year's presents, and money with which
to purchase pins, and so ** pin-money e
' became a common gift. In process of
time the phase came to mean any money
to be expended for trifles.

 NEesH ;
|

Surely no, ginee we
know that jov cometh in the spring.
We will rejoice again in leaves as bright
and strong and beautiful. So, dear hu-
man soul, God may have taken from you
some cherished hopes and plans, leaving
on the tree of your life ounly leafless
' branches, through which the
winds drearily. Yet rejoice!
' Surely joy will come for you in (God's
springtime—if not on earth, in heaven. |
And as our fallen leaves are not useless,

but make the earth fruitful, so that

flowers have stromger life by means of

their death, and green leaves are stronger

for those that have lived and died before

'them. 8o your dead hopes may make
' sweet flowers blossom mere freshly in

| your soul, may make your life suronger
and larger and more beautiful.”

winter
moan

Building Ice Houses,

It might be more comfortable to speak
of iee and ice-houses when midsummer
heats are oppressive than when Decem-
ber's {rosts are nipping onr ears. It|
may be unfortunate that Nature does
not make ice for us when we feel most to
need it. But the prospect now is that
«he will give such s bountiful supply
this season that there will be no lack
when the saltry days of August, 1872,
eall for frequent cooling potations and
hourly ices and creams. An inexpen.
sive ice-house may be made ; any for-
mer can construct his own without diffi-
culty: Severnl families in a viliage
might unite in storing their ice in one
house. And if country people should
once form the habit of providing this
so-called Inxury for their summer use,
they would realize its value. The Coun-
try Gientleman gaives, in substance, the
following directions for making a very
simple structure, which will serve a tem-
porary purpose : Lay some old rails or
poles on a picce of ground sufficiently
inolined to earry off water, fill the cre-
vices with sawdust, and cover with old
boards or slabs. Cet from the saw-mill
a few loads of slabs, take four about
twelve feet long, notch the corners as

Partly comforted, I raised my head, |
but the memory of a great grief bent it
'down again, as T thought : * The trecs |
'have only a little time to wait, and the |
sweet sunshine and gentle rain will give
them back their leaves : but nosnnshine
nor any rain—even of tears—can give
me back my friend, and below all other
sorrow lives the deep, hopeless longing
for a buried face,”

1

Still the sweet mnr-
mur weut on, changelessly, tender and
hopeful : *‘The eold winler past seems |
not to have heen long. Looking back,
in the blessed light of God's sweet, |
heavenly summer, with the dear face |
near your own, it will seem but a little

"hlh‘.' nft{‘_r :Tl], that .'T”u hnj-i:: waited, tor o loz-house, setthem on the platform
A vouce within me anid : ¢ Wait on the and von l.;u"n n crib about ten ﬂll'll. i
Lord. Be of good courage, and He shall | half feet square by the width of the slab
Htr{.nqt'h:a]l t}lll“' ]i[‘llrt.h Lfli"l']‘l: ﬂ.ll ll]i'q i'lll} "-'-l.tll I'lll“'tl'll.l'lt ;'“l]

| - N 4
: ety Tl . | peek it down hard., Cut your ice #o that
What pleased a bird that sudde nly he |t i pack close, lay it on the sawdust,

sounded his sweet note calling to his| put on another crib of alabs, and fill up

Origin of Yolcanoes.

Two theories are current
the source of voleanic heat. The sim
lest of these, Mthummtgenﬂﬂr
received, ng the doctrine of mody-
ern gnology, the earth was original-
fused mass, which by a long pro-
cess of cooling has since aequired an ex-
ternal erust or shell, attributes the heat
in question to the still molten interior.
On this view all voleanie phenomena are
the result of a permanent or transient
connection between the interior of our
planet, active voleanoes being essentially
vent-holes in the erust, which serve as
outlets to the compressed gases and
vapors within,

The second or chemiecal theory wns
first proposed by Sir Humphry Davy,
who held that the heat of volcanoes pro-
coeds from the oxidation of certain com-
bustible substances in the interior of the
eart!y, prominent among which he placed
the metals of the alkalies, This explan-
ation is said to have been subsequently
abandoned by Davy himself ; yet, wvari-
ously modified, it is still be ieved by
many to be the true one, all its support-
ers arrceing that the heat of voleanoes
has & chemical erigin. In ulong and
elaborate paper sustaining this view, Mr.
P W. H.E-nteath ascribes the force of
voleanie action to solar energy stored up
in roeks by buried organic matter—this
orgnnic matter existing in rocks as ear-
bon or earbonaceous compounds, or rep-
resented by sulphides and other sub-
stances produced by the reducing action
of organic matter. Volcanoes, as has
been suid of steam engines, are worked
by *the light of other days.” Starting
from the five well-preserved groups ol
extinet voleanoes in Spain and Portugal,
proceeding to consider the volcanoes of
the Mediterranean basin, and finally vol-
canoes in general, Mr. Menteath con-
cludes. with Sterry Hunt, that volcanoes
& u rule lie on or at the borders of much
sedunentary rock, and the rlcepﬁuu to
this rule he believes to be explicable in
conformity with his theory. These sedi-
mentary rock, especially 1n the Meoditer-
ranean basin and under the voleanoes of
Catalonia, can be said to contain o large
rrupnrtjuu of organic matter. The al-

oged oceurrence of yolcanocs along
great lines of fissure Lhe believes to be
due to their connection with the sea, us
with lines of sedimentary deposition ;
and the composition of voleanic rocks 18
just what we should expect if they were
formed from masses of sedimentary rock
in the presence of sea water.

Proceeding to the congideration of the
results of Fouque, Deville, Daubeny,
and others regarding the gaseous pro-
duets of voleanoes, Mr. Menteath con-
tends that these afford strong evidence
that & mixture of gases similar to that
evolved in gas works is oxidized in vol-
canoes, with production of great heat.
To this heat and to the burning of sep-
arated earbon, sulphur, and probably
iron, he attributes the high temperature
present in some lava on ils appearance
in the air. Lavas, however, as a rule,
are formed at moderate temperatures,
and only exceptionally fused by the high
heat produced in the crater. The enor-
mouns smount of heat assumed to be

resent in voleanie action is therefore in

is opinion really mythical, and what
was actuwtly ascertained to be present
could be explained by the nature of the
substanees oxidlzing in the earth and
burning at the crater.

To account for the generel internal
heat of the earth, this writer regards it
as in part voleanic heat that has been
distributed by the action of water, and
in part as attributable to general oxda-
tion of carbon, which is found almost
everywhbere in the rocks, to friction as
shown by Bianconi, and finally to the
olectric eurrents ascertained to exist in
the earth, end probably produeed in great
part by the sun.

— T

mate 2 Where had the clouds gone, that | : nd paci with sawdust all round, and so

l_llth Hk'l’* Wi ill'l‘” ? Iil)“' ”l‘:.tl? tllF l- :.._ril' {1 til] :1"[111 ;:It ’”I" HSlX or ll'-rlli ff.L't ;
. r w ' " . ! “ i b i I ]' 5 |

wind whispered in the pine trees! Fax | then put a foot and a half of sawauss on

: ton. Over this pnt a shed roof of slabg
awny the little brook leaned and danced | _ J..;.r- ondd of the slabsg nearly on the

ice, raising the other three ieet. fee |
will keep in snch a honse as well as 10 |
a more elaborate structure.

|
l
|
s o smile of the sunlight played over it
for n moment. At my feet the ground
from which I had gathered the leaves |
Had |

the earth changed her sad tone for one |
Or had my heart grown

was brieht with soft, green moss, . . :

' ' B A BaT STORY. -I‘-'vl;;}.n:L;l-h- <tores
about the sagacity ol rals abound, and
rats '* of the '[M*t‘iml“ seem to be ih-[i-n'u"r‘-

reconciled, learned, if not to sing in ing on the wisdom of their ancestors. \

of happiness ?

Tl!l'i+
| ern States

Tae Rumxs oy Cmicaco.-- At the
Architeets’ Convention, receatly held in
Boston, the Secrctury gave an intercst-
ing account of his recent visit to the
ruins of Chicago. He said that in regand
to the building materials, the blue-white
ks ordinar:ly used in the Northwest-
and Canada were eonsumed
by the intense heat, and erunmbled into
rubbish. Im regard to building stone,
the Nlinois limestone fared the worss,
and the Cleveland and Lake Superior
eandstone were not so much aflected.

unison with her great song, at least Lo | lady of Branswiclk, Maine, vouches for

_ :  the truth of a tale as strange as any we |
|. understand s barmony. M. F. D. |have heard lately. 'T'he lady was greatly |

[ | annoyed by rats in her celler, where she

kept, among other things, several dozens
!1 of bottles of preserves ou shelves. She
often found the corks out uf some of the
bottles, and an evident decrease of the
I:remn'l a. o circumstance which puzzled
ver mueh. One day, asshe was in the
yard npear the cellar window, she hap-
pened to spY an old gray rat run across
tho eollar and elimb on the shelf. Stand-
ing o his hind-legs, with his fore-legs
around the neck of the bottle, he nosed
out the stopper, an1 drawing » quart
| hox that was on the shelf to the side of
the bottle, gotup onit. e then turned
about and dipped his tail full length 1n-
to the preserves, Carefully drawing his
tail out, he doubled himself up, and drew
his tail through his meuth until bhe bhad
1n-mnv.=¢i all of the preserves. He re-
ol b , the | peated this same process, and the lady
Penitentiary for life. Almost thirty | watched this bailing, for IJL‘ILI‘]}" half an

:ﬁ’i'ﬂru lh“‘i;ﬂ [i].:lpﬁkil], “nll ft]lf‘ 18 !:tlI” i ]ﬂ'i'-L- ! h”“r‘ 11nt_]| tl“; rogie ]-Hul ﬂ'ttlu'ﬂ tllr I}rp.

' old woman, pale, silent, sad, and prema- |
turely gray. From time to time some
newspaper correspondent, visiting the |
'institution, hears and publishes her
'story. There is & talk of a petitioa for :
' her release; people say 'tis strange, "tis | May 22, a partial edipse of the

pitiful, 'tis won- | moon, invisible in the United States,

lpuﬁﬁiug strange, 'tis ; ‘
drous pitiful, and then the matter dies ' and therefore not especially interesting
to the majority of our readers,

'away. Where she lived and the cry of |
'murder went up are now acres of badek | II. June 5, an annular eclipse of the
and maortar and miles of dirty streeta, | sun, subject to the same disadvantages
Her kindred are dead, her erime forgot- | & above. An * annular” eclipse is when
a part ofthe sun’s disk projects ns o

ten, and her very existence and history | # DA :
'upfamiliar. brilliant circle around the dark shadow
of the moon,

III. November 14 and 15, a partial
eclipse of the moon, invisible in the Uuni-
ted States. At Boston ?7—it begins at
12:15 (midnight) and ends at 12:50.

1IV. November 30, an annular eclipse
of the sun. not visitle in the United
States, Should we be ‘‘doubling”
Cape Horn at that time, the darkness
will be visible to us,

A Prison Romance.

Fvery prison has ita romance, and that
of the Penitentiary at Kingston, Canada,
' is worth reconnting. In 1842, near To- |
| ronto, the serving man of a Captain Kin-
near murdered his master to obtain a
sum of money which was in the houce
After killine him, the wretch also slew
the housekeeper, He was arrested, and
'at his trinl impliented o girl of fifteen, |
| named Grace Marks, who was living in |
the house, as an sccomplice, slleging
' that she knew of the murder of the mas-
| ter before that of the housekeeper took
' place. Her story was that he threatened |
' Lier with death if she gave the alarm ;
' but as she had been on intimate terms

Eclipse for 1872,

In 1872 there will be four l‘*l.'“[ﬂ-‘.t"ﬁ. two
| of the sun and two of the moon.

— mrrm

. CoxteNTED, —Indiava Las one editor
'who is thoronghly content with this
'world and its belongings. Indeed, he
| is inclined to * brag” stifily of his com-
| fortable. situation,  He soys: “The
 editor is now in the possession of the
pretiicat and the smartest daughter in
'the Mtate, the bandsomest and most in-
' telligent wife in the State, the fastest
and best horse in the BState, the best
cow in the State, the best pig in the
State, he prints as good a paper as any-
body else does in the BState, and in this
state of affairs he is happy.” Weshould
say he ought to he.

-

A man who has recently had his tomb-
stone erected in Greenwood, to be ready
for him when he needs it, has engraved

I »
on it these words : *“What I spent I had;

The granite, of which tLere were very
fow buildings, was cracked and split
when subjected to the violence of the
flames. The artiticlal stone was the
best, being in some instances searcely in-
jured. The heat was very damaging to
wrought iron floorings and east iron ¢col-
nmns. and the utter and early destrue-
tion of the iron work in several instances
ln*m't*.d the rnin of buildings which
nd; been cousidered Perfu-q:t.ly fire-
proof. In reference to fire-proof safes,
it was stated that these receptacles for
vadnables should be built np tower-like
from the ground, instead of being,placed
apon the floor. Another lesson taught
by the Chicago fire was that roofs should
be made strong and fire-proof, as the
currents of air drove the flames up and
then over high intervening buildings
and down upon the tops of lower adja-
cent houses,
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Preassant Barma. —A Mre. McKnight,
living in Detroit, went out for a short
time, leaving her boy, five years old, in
charge of a neighbor's girl, aged ten,
and during her absence the boy was al-
lowed to draw the teakettle around the
kitchen as a horse, After eating dinner
McKnight and wife were suddenly taken
sick, called o doctor, and were still quite
ill in the evening. The doctor made an
examination of the teakettle and found
in it two or three spools of thread, one
ol the mother's ruabbers, a spoon, & dish-
cloth, n tobacco-box, and three or four
woolen rags, placed there by the young-
ster und boiled up by the housewife.

-_—

Newsparer Evrsepmise THIRTY YRARS
AGo.—At o recent meeting of the Boston
Press the following good story was re-
lated by a member, in illustration of the
journalism of thirty years ago. Mr.
Stockwell, of the Boston Jouraal, says
that when he was the only reporter of
that paper, he once ssked the editor
whether it would not be well to run out
to Brighton and make a brief report of
one of Daniel Websier's speeches,’ and
that the editor pushea his spectacles
from his eyes and decided : ** Well, no

nnrimt. ing about it within two or three

what I saved I lost; what I gave I have.”

days.’
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, | neck, wear a false neck of
'I guess not, somebody will send us in
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Song of Iren.

I am ty in the sabre,
Huﬂ: 'zlﬂldad by the brave,
@lorious in the stalwart ateamer,
Laughing at the storm and wave.

Beauteous in the palace pillars,
Asitb mmmﬁm’m
Q-euadn&mmmﬁhuu'ﬂt

Wondrous a# unfailing bearer
Of the :&mpbln wire ;

Yes, to man the greatest servaut,
In the cold or in the fire,

New Year’s Nong.

Another year! Anolher year!

Time stays not in his rapid flight ;
How quick the rolling tides appear,

How swift they vanish from our sight!
But if saamid the varied geene,

The dear old year ghall come no mora,
Whatever jove or hlmﬂ: have been,

The New Year hath the same in store.

Another vear! Another year!

Dear Mary, we will not forget,
That we may walk without a fear,

The path that opes beyond us yet |
There are no Joys, however dear,

That we have known ia the dead past,
I.!'T ati’l may eheer this glad New Year,

u which kind Heav'n our lot has casi.

Facts and Fan

A country editor says that when he
looks at & woman's Lhead he is puzzled to
tell which is switeh.

The cause of a felon is nsually o braase
of the finger heavy enough to reach down
to the bone and to inflame it.”

At & public auction in Morganfield,
Ky., the other day, the County Jail sold
for 826, and the Court Houre for 876,

The very dearest place, is the store
(hat dop't advertise.  Visit one, ingquire
the prices, and then thauk us for telling
the trath.

Mother of the family says to the rector :
¢ Yes, 1 make it 8 point of never using
our own horses or carrmges On Sunday.

Vhen we dine out on that day, we always
hire.”

« Woman is a delusion, madam ! ex-
claimed & erusty old bachelor to o witty
young lady. * And man is always hug-
ging some delusion or other,” was the
quick retort.

“ Now then, ehildren,” said a parish
school mistress, showing her pupils off
on ~xamination day, *‘who loves all
men ?” * You missus,’”’ was the unex-
pected answer,

P A few days since a patient who had
been taken to the Kentucky #tate Lian-
atic Asylum, during the night, while in
bed, contrived to cat about one-third of
a blunket that covered him.

The latest “wrinkle” is for the ladiecs
to ~olor their nails and the palm of their
haud a delicate vermilion eolor, whieh s
a pretty contrasi to the delicate white of
the outside. What next ?

Photographers assert that the only
time they suceeed in taking a really good
likeness is when they come across a face
entirely destitute of expres. on,
with large, heavy and decided featuros.

Silver necklaces in the shape of daisies
studded with small cut steel beads or imi-
tation dinmonds, with tiara and ear-rin
to mateh, are very stylish when worn i
the evening with a tulle or tarletan dress.

It is estimated that at least 600,000 cat
tle have been driven from Texas this
vear into Kuansas, Nebraska, and the
Western States, It takes about 200,000
head of beel to feed the Indians every
year,

Two prominent New York belles, whe
were recently married, and went
Europe, have lost their husbands. One
died of heart disease on the voyage over,
and the other of typhoid fever in Ham-
burg.

According (o the Iudvpondance Dolge,
whose correspondence 18 nanally reliable
two Spanish newspaper editors have bhoen
sentenced to a heavy fine, and ten years
imprisonment, for attacks on King Ama-
deus.

A lady witness sgid in a St, Louis
court, ‘¢ (Give me the least pr.Liu of truth
for a bazis, and 1 ean rain the character

| of any woman in the world,” Let gos
sips ponder this remark and they will be
brought to arealization of ita truth,

Two women were lmlit't] whieh of two
men each would choose were she coD-
pelled to marry one of thom. Une r1e-
plied : ** The eldest, that I might be the
sooner rid of Inm ' The other--*Lhe
youngest, that 1 pught make him sufler
the longest.”

It is suid that hay may be made fire-
pnmf 13}* hpriukling’ ] lny:-r of salt be-
tween each layer of hay. This process
is recommended as serving the double
purpose of & prevention against fire, and
rendering the hay mere eonducive to the
health of cattle and more agreeable to
their palates,

The native birds on Boston Common
are displaying a dog-in-the-nmanger spirit
They won't themselves kill the worms
that infest the trees, nor allow the Kog-
lish sparrows to do it, and kill the latter
instead. The sparrows are fast disap-
pearing before the combined attacks of
the robins and the other winged enemies
of the little immigrants.

—_— - -—
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Tae INpiAN AnRow.-—From the small
branches of the dog-wood, or some
other hard wood resembling birdseye-
maple, simply with their kuives and o
Aame of fire, the Indian women work
ont the shaft, which is smooth and al-
most as straight as a sunbeam. This
done, by the aid of a piece of hce-iron,
sharpened urwn a stome, they moke »
Fnint. which, with the feathers, is
onnd on the shaft. 'The next step is to
ornament it, by means of pigments,
with the national eolors of the trive, and
to so mark the polished sides with lines,
that the completed arrow, to the Indlan’s
eye, is the very representative of the
armorial bearings of his people. Armed
with his bow, and a quives of these ar-
rows, he will mount his favorite horse,
and dashing into & drove of buflfulo, he
will drive these feathered meuseuﬁrl
through the hard ribs of a veteran Ix
with such foree that it will pass beyond,
and make a second one bite the dust;
and do this too against walled sides,
which flatten the rifle bullet into a pel-

|lh?l: that falls harmless to the ground.

The New York Mailasserts that ‘‘many
tashionable ladies, who are partial to low-
necked dresses and have pot a pretty
wax or ali-

necklace is

baster, which, when a hea
worn with it, cau hardly be

| the real artiele.” oy




