CHRISTMAS MORNING.

Last Christmas Morning golden
Of these one of the least

Was glad in the light of heaven
As it came from over the East,

“How good every one is growing !"—
Said she with a Joving kiss;—
“How happy, cheery, joyous!

Will it always be like this?"

We alded hope with a blessing
And strove with a New Year zest;
But frost fell down and the Summer
Was covered with leaves like the rest

But her wish is theme for a chorns
To extend the season of bliss;
Old world! whirl on in thy current

And be forever like this!

MR. THOMPSON'S CHRISTMAS
PARTY.

Mr. Thompson sat in his easy-chair be-
fore his open fire and watched the glow-
inf embers, and mused.

t was the night before Christmas, and
Mr. Thompson had been busy all.day
down-town huyin%1 presents for his
friends; for notwithstanding his peculi-
arities, he is a good-hearted old fellow,
and besides his many young friends, this
vear he was obliged to buy a present for

iss Angelina.

He had changed his boarding place,
when he returned from the counfry, so
#s to be near her, and had moved =il his
goods and chattles from his bach:lor's
apartments to the big front room under
hers. He now had the satisfaction of
hearing her footsteps just above. Every
time she crossed the room to her writing-
desk and then went back to the window,
Mr. Thompson knew that she had taken
the paper, pen, and ink from the desk,
got a book from her shelves, and had
gone over to the window, after the
- manner of womankind, to write on her
lap.

Iit always puzzled Mr. Thompson why,
with a prettily furnished desk in the
room, a woman will always prefer to
write on her lap. He gazed fondly at a
handsome lap tablet which he had pur-
chased for her, and murmered sofﬁ!y, i
would I were a Christmas present!’

*A pretty-looking Christmas present
you'd be,”” chirped a stuffed sparrow,
which sat onan impossible-looking bough
just over Mr. Thompson’s mantel.

Now Mr. Thompson had become quite
used te having live animals talk to him,
but to be adressed by a stuffed bird was
a new sensafion—so new, in fact, thathe
could not refrain from remarking, po-
litely, *I spoke to a cousin of yours last
summer, but it is hardly the thing for a
stuffed bird fo speak;” and he added to
himself, with a shudder at the recollee-
tion of the usual resultof these eonversa-
tions, *“I'll be turning into a stuffed bird
myself before I know it."’

“You. are stuffed enough already,”
gaid the sparrow, pertly, “‘after ail the
dinner you ate.”

Mr. Thompson sighed as he remem-
bered the minee-pie and coflee, but said
rpothing.

“Humph! I should think so,” said a
new voice, which seemed to proceed
from a case of birds which ornamented
one side of the room. He turned, and
the case all was activity. The great
quack, or the bird with the lantern, who
was evidently the speaker, was snapping
his bill viciously; the crow was pulling st
the imitation grass, which he mistook
for corn; the gray owl was winking on
his perch, and the little prairie owl was
skurrying around, vainly looking for a

rairie-dog’s burrow. Without thinking,
Ir. Thompson arose and threw open the
glass doors. Suchaflutter as ensued!

*“So you want to be a Christmas pres-
ent!"’ said the spaarow, jeeringly, as he
left his perch and sat familiarly on the
arm of Mr. Thompson's chair.

#Yes, or a stufied bird,”" replied Mr.
Thompszon, desperately. “You must
have a pretty good time of it: no one to
bother vou, no fear of hawks, or men
with guns, or anything of that sort.”

«Of course, of course,”’ answered the
crow, sarcastically. < But just look at
my wing, half-eaten up by moths, and
myv feathers covered with dust!”

“*Yes,” chirped the cat-bird; “and to
pe obliced to sit day after day tip-tilted
on a bit of twig in a position I could not
hold a moment except for the wires.”

“Or to stand on one leg from one
par’s end to the other, and have every-
body take you for a stork,” grumbied
the crane.

«But the very worst is to have yeu
tell a different story about each of us
every time you have a new visitor,” said
the owl, glaring at Thompson reprov-
ingly. “Your mendacity is something
glarming.”

“Wiere did you get the dictionary?”
shouted all the birds in chorus, turning
upon the owl. L

Mr. Thompson was beginning to feel
decidedly uncomfortable, and was glad
of any change in the conversation. He
was also becoming angry, and he blurted
out, “I'll give the whole lot of you
away."

«“To who? to who?" asked the owl.

«“To Miss Angelina,” answen‘rd Mr.
Thompson,defiantly, turning to his desk,
and rapidly penning a note to ler to
that effect.

“Oho! oho!” =said the owl. “He
wanted to be a Christmas present; now
is his chance. Come along.”” And be-
fore he knew what the matter was, he
found himself in the glass case. All the
rest of the birds had returned, and were
regarding him with malicious eyes. He
had time to notice that he was standing
on one leg just opposite to the crane,anc
he realized that his long nose had grown
longer, his neck thinner, and that, in
fact. he was a stork, such as one sees on
the fancy painted panels. Suddenly the
glass doors shut with a click, and he
was imprisoned.

How ?ong he staid this way he does
not know. After a time he heard a

knock on the door of his room, and pre-
gently the chamber-maid entered.

«Misther Thompson isn't here at all
at 21" she remarked, as she glanced

round the room. *“Well, I s'pose he’s
gone off to tne country agin. He'ss
quare one intirely. Phwat's this?’’ she
added, seeing the note on his desk. *“A
letther to Miss Angelina. Mebbe that'l]
tell where he's gone.”” And, to Mr.
Thompson’s vexation, she deliberately
opened and read it. *“No," she contin-
ued, as she held it musingly in her hand.
“He only says he'll give her the ould
case of stuffed birds; and that's a funny
present. Well, I'll be after taking her
the present.” And she left the room,
returning shortly with the waitress. The
two lifted the ecase carefully enou%l;_.
and, after some consultation, bore it

tween them to Miss Angelina’s room.

“Here's a Christmas Mr. Thompson
bid me bring to ye, mum, and here’s a
bivlnote that goes with it,”” said the

rl.

“Oh, how lovely!" murmured Miss
Angelina, who was talking to two lady
boarders when the case was brought in.
“Where is Mr. Thompson?"’

“Faith, I'm thinking he's gone to the
counftry; he's not in Eis room, mum,"’
replied the girl, going out.

“Isn’t it nice!” exclaimed Miss Angel-

of birds. .

The two ladies exchanged glances.

“The case seems to be very cheap
black-walnut,” said one.

“And you'll find it an awful bother tc
keep those things clean,” added the
second.

“And they don’t seem to be very well
stuffed,” said the first.

“And that stork is itively hideons,”
said the second, pointing to Mr. Thom
son. His blood, or perhaps we should
say his stuffiing, fair{:: seemed to boil.
But Miss Angelina set it all right by say-
ing, brightly, *“J think them very nice,
and the stork is perfectly lovely.”

The two ladies exchangeg
again, and left the room. '

All through that long Christmas-day
the boarders came into Miss Angelina’s
room to display their presents and talk
them over, making quite a Christmas
party, as Miss Angelina said. Many
were the ecriticisms upon the case of
birds, and much sly fun was poked at
the stork.

Mr. Thompson noticed, however, that*
it was only the grown-up folks whe
found fault. The children were all
pleased, and they seemed to like the
poor stork. One bright little girl was
the only one who seemed disappointed,
and she gazed longingly at a beautiful
doll held ti%htly by one of her compan-
ions; and then coming over to the case
of birds, which Miss Angelina had open-
ed that they might see them the better,
she stroked the head of the stork softly,
and as she pressed her cheek against his
soft feathers, she murmured, “I wish 1
had a dolly like that.”

Mr. Thompson's heart—for despite the
stuffing he still felt his heart—jumped
in his breast, for he remembered that he
had just such a doll, which he had
bought for her, snugly packed away in
his closet down-stairs. He felt that he
could stand it nolonger. He must get
away from this hateful case. He made
a desperate effort, and found himself sit-
ting in his easy-chair in front of his fire,
which had long since gone out. A child-
ish voice rung in his ear and a chubby
hand was on his arm.

“Merry Christmas, Mr. Thompson."
He turned, and there was the little gir
at his side.

“You shall have your doll,” he ex-
claimed, rising and going toward his
closet. Shelooked at hm in bewilder-
ment, which was soon changed to joy in
the possession of “Just the loveliest dol-
ly in the world,” as she ecalled it, hug-
ging it tightly to her bosom. Mr. Thomp-
son did not give the case of birds to Miss
Angelina, but, as the young man whc
told me the story remarked:

“He told her the story, and she com-
promised by taking the stork,which she
still thinks ‘perfectly lovely.” Sosome-
times good results may come of eating
mince-pie,”’ the young man adds, with
g mysterious smile.

Mr. Thompson. contrary to his usual
custom in such cases, admits that he
may have dreamed, but he too claims
that it is sometimes a good thing to be
stuffed before you go to a Christmas
party. .

THE LORD OF MISRULE.

glances

CHRISTMAS FESTIVITIES IN QUEEN ELIZA-
BETH'S GIRLHOOD.

It was Christmas Eve. The great hal
of Hatfield House gleamed with the light
of many candles that flashed vpon
gconce and armor and polished floor.
Holly and mistletoe, rosemary and bay,
and all the decorations of an old-time
English Christmas were tastefully ar-
ranged. A Dburst of laughter rang
through the hall, as through the ample
door-way, and down the broad stair,
trooped the motley train of the Lord ol
Misrule to open the Christmas revels.
A fierce and ferocious looking fellow
was he, with his great green mustache
and his orge-like face. His dress was s
gorgeous parti-colored jerkin and hali
hose, trunks, ruff, slouch-boots of Cordo-
va leather, and high befeathered steeple
hat. His long stail, topped with a fool's
head, eap and bells, rang loudly on the
floor, as, preceded by his diminutive but
pompous page, he led his train arounc
and around the great hall, lustily sing:
ing the chorus:

“Like Prince and King he leads the ring;

Right merrily we go. Sing hey-trix, trim-

_ go-trix,
Under the mistletoe!™

A managerie let loose or the most
dyspeptic of after-dinner dreams could
not be more bewildering than was this
motley train of the Lord of Misrule.
Giants and dwarfs, dragons and grifiins,
hobby-horses and goblins, Robin Hooc
and the Grand Turk, bears and bores
and fantastic animals that never had e
name, boys and girls, men and women,
in every imaginable costume and device
—around and around the hall they went,
still ringing out the chorus:

“Sing hey-trix, trim-go-trix,
Under the mistletoe !

Then, standing in the center of hi
court, the Lord of Misrule bade his her-
ald declare that from Christmas Eve tc
Tywelfth Night he was Lord Supreme:
that, with his magic art, he transformec
all there into children,and charged them
on their fealty, to act only as such. *]
absolve them all from wisdom,” he said:
T hid them be just wise enough to make
fools of themselves, and do decree that
none shall sit apart in pride and eke it
self-suffciency to laugh at others; anc

thgn the fun commenced.

ina to her friends, examining the case |
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CHRISTMAS-GIVING.

Hapless is the lot of man who, in this
Christmas time, has no gift to give or no
gift to receive. Melancholy must claim
him for her own and life to him must be
a condition of utter and unrelieved
cheerlessness. Now, when Christmas
fires are kindled' on countless hearths,
when all mankind is given over to mer-
ry-making and well-wishing, when Kris

Kringle usurps all other rule, he who

has no home is indeed a woful wight;
and he who has a home and yet provides
no Christmas tree is a wretch for whose
neglect there is no extenuation.

It sometimes goes hard with those who
cling to the notion that Christmas Day
should be an oceasion of quiet, devout,
contemplative religions ceremonials,
that the popular observance is marked by
feasting, hilarity, good humor, and the
giving of gifts. Such persons are not
your true philosophers. Christ himself
declared that his followers would be
known by the fruits of their devotion.
And generosity is most assuredly a
Christian grace. Because there may ap-
pear a very long stretch of sequences
between the Adoration of the Magi and
Mr. Pickwick's frolic under the mistle-
toe, they are sequences, nevertheless;
for, while the solemn ceremony of the
one was a recognition by indirection—in
the one case there was kneeling in the
presence of the Christ-child;in the other,
a manifestation of that temper of kindli-
ness which is the sweetest illustration of
the Christian spirit.

The mterchange of tokens of affection-
ate regard on Christmas Day is quite in
accord with the injunction to love our
neighbors as ourselves. The fundament-
al principle of the Christian rdligion is
exemplified in the gift. All the forms
of the day’s celebrations are protesta-
tions against selfishness. Christ con-
stantly insisted upon self-denial, self-re-
straint and seclf-subordination. One’s

the pleasure of its unveiling—and long
may he live to defy the image-breaking
spirit of the age! He is the embodiment
of cheer; the genial instrumeny of
impartial benevolence. He does not ob-
ject if all his gifts bear the signet of
father or mother, uncle or aunf. neigh-
bor or friend. He is quite above such
incongraities. The sentiment of mutual
good will remains. Such is his mission;
such was the mission of the angels who
sang to the Shepherds of Judea.

THE CRADLE OF BETHLEHEM.

A CHRISTMAS THOUGHT.

There is something peculiarly signifi-
cant and touching in the picture which
the Christmastide makes prominent—
that of our faith beginning in the
cradle of a helpless child. The
manger of Bethlehem is the sym-
bol of a universal faith. Before that
symbol we feel that Christianity should
never become a vigorous theology, divid-
ing men into hostile camps; never be
surrounded by pomp and the conditions
of selfish, worldly power. Beecause it
came to the world even as the purest
blessing and the deepest joy come to the
household—as a new-born babe! Is not
the common Christmas picture signifi-
cant? What is it gives to the word
“*Home" its solemn and lovely meaning?
What draws to a common center all the
discordant elements of the household
and changes them to harmony? What
gives dignity to love, deeper meaning to
labor, and brings all hearts into a gener-
ous rivalry of sweet and disinterested
love? The presence of the first-born in
the home. Then married affection re-
veals the divineness of its life. Then
wife and husband begin to know the
beauty and mystery of self-sacrifice.
The love that comes with the tiny nest-
ling is the first faint shadow and sugges-
tion of the kind of love which God has

for His human children. Believing the
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CHRISTMAS MORNING.

duty to others is variously eijoined in
the seriptures. Therefore the Christ-
mas gift comprises the essence of the
religion He taught—a religion which, in-
stilling charity into the hearts of .men,
was to make all men happier through
the efforts of each individual to make his
fellow happier. The modern method of

commemorating the Advent is - entirely
fitting, even though we give ourselves
over to the Good Genins of the Christ-
mas-tree, with only incidental reoard to
the bells that “knoll to church.” The
most important observance is that be-
neath the branches of the gift-bearing
evergreen, where all hearts grow voung
in the atmosphere of good-cheer and
loving-kindness. It is there that each
one sees the happy results of his own
Leneficence and finds  his full reward in
the consciousness of the pervading glad-
ness.  Such is the blessedness of praeti-
cal Christianity; such the beautiful out-
come of a religion intended to solice, to
ameliorate and compensate—a religion
of a Master who finds His most grateful
worship in the kindly acts of His child-
ren ‘‘one to another.”

Here, in America, the sprjtes and
elves and genii of aneient lore have
not thrived in the popular faney. Even
such superstitions as the Puritans brought
over were forgotten or ignored by their
children. The oceupation of the New
World kept their minds too busy with
the duties at hand to allow them to pon-
der upon the supernatural. The Amer-
izan with each succeeding generation
arew more pr:uttic:ll-mitlaﬂ*tl.' and the
Christmas fairies slipped into oblivion
alone with the faith in the divine right

of Kings.

| sncrifices for this mindless

Kris Kringle survived be-|

Infinite to be perfect in wisdom and pur-
ity, we feel when we first look into the
face of our new born child, that there is
but little in our moral imperfectness and
spiritually unfinished econdition to com-
mend us to the divine affeetion. We
feel that there is something in our lives
which foreshadows a purer and nobler
existence than any the world has yet
known. We are conscions of an unful-

| filled promise of spiritual beauty in our

souls. Then we think of the tireless pa-
tience with which the divine law is de-
veloping humanity. Of how we trample
under our passionate feet the blessings
of health, happiness, truth and peace
which still spring up again in our path.
The radiant truth is sent to man and he
seouts its warnings, hews down its altars,
kills its prophets, crucifies its Christs.
And when the first eradle comes to the
household we seem to eatch a glimpse of
the meaning of the mistery that lies in
God's slow education of the race. In
our love for the tiny, helpless stranger,
we seem to see a retlection of God's love
to his children. Go back of our mere
blind instinet of affection. Analyze our
love. What is that bit of unconscious
humanity to us? Not much, indeed, ex-
cept a “ereature upon which to hang
bright Hope! Upon what can love be
centered? A speck of huinan life; a bit
of appetite; a meaningless wail! There
are no qualities of mind, soul or body
upon which the heart canrest. There
is nothine but expectation, nothing but a
dim prophesy of a future blessing. Why
should we waste time and strength, make
morsel of
man? We know, when we reflect, that
the true dienity of that love is not cb-

cause he was a convenient appropriation | jective, it is purely subjective. We do
and beeause, perhaps, he was such an | not think of the worth or worthlessness

extravagant old fellow whose largess
was qaile in harmony with the some-
what prodigal Ameriean disposition.
But he alone has survived. He alone

" . - ]
nas any sort of actuality to the Ameriean

of the little ereature for whom we spend
and are spent.  Our love is rooted not
in what it is but what we are! In that
rich love for our first born child we have
the blessed hint of the real truth of that

child. ~ Cinderella and Queen Titania | redemption which is the central doctrine

and all the rest of them are read of and |of the gospel.
cenjoyed, but without much faith in their |
They are contemplated rath- |
er as charming creatures of admitted un- |
But St. Nicholas is still expeet- | self-sacrifice.

existence.

reality.
ed and eyes are shut to his mythical na-
ture, despite base burners and registers
and furnaces. Force a child to a confes-
sion of belief or unbelief in his reality.
the decision would probably be in the
negative; but the delusion is fondly cher-
ished, notwithstanding. He is, as re-
marked, such a delightful convenience.
He invests the Christmas tree with just
enough mystery t¢ give exquisiteness to

The fullness of God's
love springs not from what we are, but
from what He is. And beside the first
cradle we learn the lesson of Christian
Not the world's lesson of

self-renunciation.  but

bare, joyless,

IChrir‘-t's truth of a love so full and free

and joyous that in its heart it finds giv-
ing a greater blessing than receiving.
Besides, as has just been hinted, the
manger of Bethlehem is the true symbol
of a universal faith. The poorest, low-
liest homes know this sovereign blessing
of the presence of children. The peas-

fancies, the fresh the unquestionind
love of childten.jo{fnd S0 common as
this is our heri of that faith of which
the manger. e should be the univer-
sal symbol. . Its simple truths, its bound-
less hope, its deep consolations, all fit it
to become the commonwealth of the
human heart. Its litany is the world’s
common wail of sorrow. Its prophetic
hope is the spiritual restoration of all
the ends of the earth; its eceaseless pur-
pose, to change this world into the King-
dom of God.

MERRY CHRISTMAS.

NEW YEAR BELLS.

Now from every tower and steeple
Clang the bells with a gladsome sound,
Showering down on the Dearts of the people
The tidings glad of a vear new found.
Ring away sorrow and pain and care,
Demons that brood o'er the lives of men.
Let not the sound of a world's despair
Fill cur hearts with a deeper pain.
Welcome and greetings; O! new born year,
With thy fair white page on which to write
The manifold changes that greet us here,
Which our hearts in sorrow or joy invite.
Write them down with a golden pen,
Blessings many and joys a few.
Seck thy thoughts from the hearts of men
Who have dared to do right and lived to be
true.
Set thy hand to redress each wrong,
And never falter in doing right,
If to help a fallen comrade along,
Or do each duty with all thy might.
Duties will come with every day,
Scorn them not if they séem but small
From Gaod no action is hid away,
And He a recompense finds for all.
So write thy deeds with a golden pen,
Write them down for the book of life
Write them down in the heart of men,
And be a hero in every strife.

Christmas.,

It was Julius I. who in the fourth cen-
tury, after a long contest between the
Eastern and Western Chuarches, fixed
upon December 25th as the day for eele-
bratine the nativity of onr Redeemer.
Down through the centuries that passed
gince that event no Christmas day has
come, in which joyous happiness has not
entered the door of every family in chris-
tendom, so far as the will of its mem-
bers would permit. As the day ap-
proaches in which Santa Claus isto
make his annual visit down the chimney
to fill the stockings of little children
from the bounteous treasures he is eredit-
ed with earryvine from home to home,
how the hearts of the innocent little ones
throb with pleasure!

As the vears of their lives advance
and they learn that Santa Claus is after
all 2 synonym for their parents and
other of their dearest friends, the fading
away of the illusion of chilklhood takes
nothine from their continuned interest in
the coming of Christmas.

Old and yonng alike on that day prop-
erly strive to banish care, and be happy
duringz the festival that celebrates the
birth of the Saviour of the world. Itis
on that day especially that the injune-
tion “Love thy neighbor as thyself”
ought to be remembered, and in loving
deeds be put into full practical operation
by every man, woman and child in
christendom. On that day the Child
was born at Bethlehem who preached a
eospel that has brought comfort and sol-
ace to the hearts of countless millions.
Our comfort, solace, joy, happiness are
all inereased in propoftion to our readi-
ness to obey the injunction of onr Mas-
ter. Christmas Day of 1885 will present
peeuliar opportunities for the practical
application of the Redeemer. Let every
man who is not the, to a disastrous ex-
tent, vietim of the business erisis that is
abroad in our land, remember his neizh-
bor on that day to the extent of causing
him to know that Christian benevolence
is a reality and not verbal phantom.
*Thoushalt love thy mneighbor as thy-

self.”

———
Christmas Past.

The Christmas season reealls those
who shall hear its cheerful greetines no
more.
“ With trembling fingers did we weave

The holly round the Christmas hearth,”
It restores, not mournfully, the fizures of
those of its own spirit, lay preaehers in
their lives and works of its lofty fervor
of faith, of its hitmane and happy gos-
pel.  With all its social delizht they are
associated, and at the Christmas feast, if
at no other, the old tale told of the spir-
itual Swedenborgians is made true, and
a plate is set for the invisible guest. So
also Thackeray sings in his Christmas
hymn to the Mahogany Tree:
i Evenings we knew

ITappy as this;

Faces we miss,

Pleasant to see.

Kind hearts and true,

Gentle and just,

Peace to your dust !

We sing round t¥e tree.”

THE EVER-LIVING.

Thongh, since that morning centuries ago,

That dawned upon the advent of the King,

Have couatless millions lived and loved to
sing

His praises; yet, all human jov and woe

15 ever-blest: for Christ is born again

Anew cach year within the hearts ¢f men.

Set the Joy-Bells Ringing.
He will miss the chief delicht of the
Christmas season who fails, by word or
deed, to brighten some dark and cheer-
less life. Even the poorest may, by a
kindly word of hope or encouragement,
set the joy-bells ringing in some heart
Iying in the eclipse of despair. And
those who have been blessed with a pro-
fusion of bounties—whose lives are al-
ways bathed in sunshine—iow much
can they do, in these Christmas times,
if they will, to make the world a Para-
dise for the poor and unfortunate! Sure-
ly, it is better at such a time to lure to
our firesides the angels of peace and
content, than by cold indifference to the
wants of our fellows to marshal the
ghosts of squandered opportuusiss all

BEBE AND THERE.

Albany's bicentennial anniversary
comes next July. .

There has been sleighing in Prince
Albert since November 1.

Middletown, Pa., has a dog that
rides horseback behind h:athmul.;er. i’

Pennsylvanis coal, anthracite,
sold in i;ylm City of Mexico at $25 a
ton.

Friccaseed lily petals are :qentlone;d
as a dainty $hat tickles the Chinaman's
palate. -

Steinitz and Zukertort are about to
play a game of chess fora stake of
24,000

Arrangements are making to estab-
lish in California a colony of 250 fam-
ilies from Alsace.

The Sacramento Bee saysthe Chinese
take $15,000.000 a year out of Califor-
nia and send it home.

A recent storm on the Pacific coast
washed up many sea-shells, some of
therm of very rare varieties.

At Altoona, Fla., you ecan dine on
young potatoes and greem peas that
have grown since September 23.

New barracks for the mounted po-
iice, a court house, and jail will be
built at Battleford in the spring

A Mormoan who was accidentally
killed in Utah the other day left sixty-
seven children to mourn his loss.

Charlotte Wickliffe (colored) died
Tuesday at Louisville, aged 117 years.
She leaves a daughter who is nearly
100 years old.

In Maryland and Pennsylvania eight
out of every twelve families have a big
stock ot trade dollars laid away, wait-
ng for par redemption.

A North Carolha man seat an appli-
aation for a postoffice to **llis Majesty
Grover Cleveland, president-elect,”
but hasn’t seen the office yet.

An opera-house to be erected at
Long Branch will be opened before
the next fashionable segson. It will
seat 1,500 people; and will cost $20,-
JU0.

A singie ticket from Boston to Den-
ver and return was recently sold in
Boston for #2,481. It carries a party
of nine in a special car with stop-over
privileges.

" Teamsters who hauled water for the
Dominion soldiers when in camp at
Battleford last summer have not been
paid a cent for their work from the
roverament.

QThe guitar has taken the place of
the banjo m New York society, and it
is said to be a pretty parlor ornament
and to match well with the Spanish
inckets now fashionable.

The New York Ontolozical society
has oflicially promulgated the opinion
that the excessive use of common salt
's one of the main factors in the de-
struction of human teeth.

The petrilied skeleton of a whale
over thirty feet lonz has been discuv-

red by an officer of the coast survey
on & range of mountaing in Monlerey
county, California, over 3,300 feet
nbove sea level.

‘Uhere appears to be an agrecment
among recent medical writers that
water Is faltening, or at least favorsa
tullness and roundness of the body.
[t should be drank atits natural tem-
perature and in considerable quantity.

A new hypnotic—urethan—has made
its appearance. Its discoverer believes
that *4t arrees with tho patient,”” and
“produces u sleep closely resembiing
physiological sleep.” But they say
the-e things of all hypnoties while
they are pew.

It is reported that *“Blue Dick,” a
Chinaman o: sporting proelivities, has
won in the neichborhood of a thousand
dollars during the past three weeks in
a battle azainst the tiger” in Phenix,
PArizona. His or gival stake, il is
claimed, eonsisted vf about 23 cents.
An editor in Kinslor, N. C., who
doesn’t objeet to good produce in lien
of cash subscriptions, gives emphutic
and pointed notice that he will draw
the line at 8 or 10 vear-old roosters’
which some subseribers have bLeen in
the hab.t of passing on him for chick-
ens.

The comptroller of *Tennesses esti-
mites the receipts for the year at
$1,500,000, veinx suflicient to pay the
interest on the state debt and current
expenses, consequently the state will
not have to Lorrow money to pay in-
terest on the bouds as they are
[unded. .
Informally putting ont his shincle
in Boston, & gennine Chinese :rinsr.:m
belleves he has adopted tle u‘lr-a'c.r'.-p-
Live phrase in vogaue amone the most
enlighted portion of his contemporar-
ies. His sion reads: D
Sung. Can cure dise:xases
otlers fail.”

In the present d'scussion upon the
claims oi dillerent eities to literury
pre-emimence, it is refreshine to hesy
this frank admission from a Philadel-
phian: “Philadelphia has never put
in a ciaim to bs a | terary ecenter, and
probably never will. Our lack of en-
thus:zasm may be due to German
phlezm or Quuker caim, but the result
15 Lhe samae,”’

Lee  Sing

where all

The Canadian authorities ars pavine
considerable attention to the work of
strengthening Halifax as a military
post, and the torpedo service will be
calarged by the addition of four first
class torpedo boats of 1,000 horse
power each. Thke military foree will
be strehgthened by the addition of
another regiment, the First Lattaiion
of lli-r'.:shi:'u. whieh did such valuable
service during the late campairn in
Egypt. 3
Hard drinkers will be pleased to
!;mm‘_t!::u their practice is considered
by secientific writers to be, on tha
whole, a benelit to the community.
In 4 recent paver on “The Economy
of Viee and Crime,” Dr. Br gham said:
“The alcoholic road to .«:r'if-:’:xiurmi:;a:
tion is one of the most speedv ways of
destroying the weak and inieriop. and
:l;lhl_‘)ll'_’:ll some who select !.h:s.road,
are brillia specimens of mental
power, yet us a whole, they are weak
and unworthy of preservation.” In.
temperance, though doine mueh harm,
also does great good. The certainty
and celerity witi whieh intemperance
destroys the weak and wicked classes
of sociely favorably ‘recommends it

ant and prince alike share the quaint

along our paths.

over the ordinary methods of to-da
in the administering of justice.” Y




