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NOTCHES ON THE STICK.

PATERFEX DISCUSSES VARIOUS
LITERARY TOPIOS.

Wagnerian Music and What a Yonog Lady
Thinks aboul it—New Books—1he Home
Jounral’s Anniversary and What It Brings
to the Memory.

Is noisy applause the only public ex.
pression of appreciation, that the critic of
a Springfield, (Mass.,) audience should
take the listeners to task for impassiveness
under the spell of ‘‘Lohengrin.” with its
splendor of scenery, and musical enthrall-
ment? The clapping of hands, the vivas,
the stamping of feet, and all the thunder

bon mot of the clown with the smutted face
as the utterance of superficial applause;
but it is quite imaginable that a eympathetic
cultivated company of people—such as we
may suppose the prominent citizens of
Springfield to be—should listenin unbroken
silence, touched by the wand of such music
as rouses the soul to noble conceptions by
strokes of majestic art. Then the true ap-
plause is given in silence, and rapt at-
tention, and feeling not so quickly spent,
as denoted by the breath more deeply
drawn, or the half audible sigh. Would
we stamp our feet after the ‘‘Messiah,” or
“Saul” ? Would we clap a prayer ? We are
fast coming to it, judging by the conduct
of some audiences. Even ‘“‘Sweet Home,”
or “Olt on a Stilly Night,” may be taken
in silence by the sincerest listener, and
there is no rule to forbid the homage of a
tear. Shallow applause isa very vulgar,
conventional institution, which should dis-
appear from the place where it does not
belong.

* * *

It may not be uninteresting to our
readers, some account of a young lady’s
impressions of classic music, as conveyed
in a letter to her friends at home. The re-
cent advent of Walter Damrosch in Spring-
field seems to have formed an epoch with

her:

. « . The Damrosch Opera company are
to be here to-morrow night to present
grand opera; and, extravagant though it
may be, I am to hear them . . . . The
greatest Wagnerian singers in the world,
and that wonderful New York Symphony
orchestra of seventy people is a rare
cbance. There are two hundred in all, in-
cluding the orchestra and choruses, and I
expect something grand :r than I have ever
thought of before. It isall in German; so
one needs have a pretty understanding of
it all belore going, in order to appreciate
it. I tound some things at the library, so
1 have an idea of the Wagner music, and
the story of Lohengrin, which is doubtless
the most famous and popular of all his
preces . . . . This is a great event even
for Springfield,—as the grand opera visits
only the largest cities,—and the sale of
seats has been wonderful. Not a square
foot of room is left unsold. . . .

. . . Do you want to hear about ‘Lohen-
grin?” I am full of it, I only wish I could
talk it to you. . . . To begin with, let
me tell you something about the opera.
The composer, Wagaer, you have heard
of,—one of the greatest of operatic writers.
This opera is based first upon the search
foa the Holy Grail ; and the sacred cup is
guarded ard protected at Mount Monsali-
vat by a company of knigbts, of whom
Parsifal is king. The search for the Holy
Grail is the foundation of another opera
called Parsifal. Lohengrin is the son of
Parsifal ; and the inission of these knights
is to aid innocent ones in distress.

First I must tell yon of the Orchestra
of seventy-five pieces,—and it was the
grandest music I ever heard. Before the
curtain went up at all, the prelude was the
musical interpretation of the whole thing.
It began with a low, mournful recitative of
flutes and violins ; then gradually the other

arts filled in, and it grew exultant, and
nally burst into a perfect storm ot wild,
weird music,—common, 80 critics say, to
Wagre icn music. The firstfrising of the
curtain showed a broad meadow near Ant-
werp, where the scene is laid. Out beyond
the meadow stretches a beautiful lake,
while in the fore-ground are the tall-trees ;
and under the largest—the Oak of Justice

many, assembled arcund bim the nobles of
B:abant.

The costumes of glittering armor were
dazzling ; with the scage setting and the
orchestra below, they made a scene like
fairyland.

Beside the King is also Prince Teiramund
cr Frederi.ck, whose ofter of marriage has
heen refused by Elsa, the Princess of
Bi*int, so Frederick, who wants to have
revenge, marries Ortrude, a woman with
some magic power, and she transforms
Gotfried, Elsa’s only brother, into a swan.
In the first act Frederick is coming torward
to accuse Elsa of the crime. She 1s sent
for, and the King commands her to stand
torth and deny the charge and prove her
innocence. So she appears, and declares
her innocence, and tells ot a vision she has
bad, in which a knight appears, promising
to be her champion. Frederick promises
to meet in equal combat anyone who may
come forwsrd to champion her. At the
Herald’s first call nobody appears; so

ain the callis sounded, and away in the
distance on the lake appears a beautiful
swan, drawing a boat mn which stands a
Kuight rasplendent in shining silver. He
is a champion for Elsa, and he offers to
fight for her, if she will become his wife
when he is victorious ; but under one con-
dition, that she never will ask his name nor
whence he came, under the penalty that he
must leave her. Th's she promises; and
then comes the duel, in which he of course
couquers Frederick, but generously spares
his life ; and then he is hailed as conquer-
or byall. Thus ends the First Act.

hen the curtain rises again it is even-

werp, and in the background, the gates of
the town. The winlows of the Palace are
brilliantly lighted, and the sound ot horns
and trumpets is heard ; for they are cele-
brating the betrothal of Elsa and the
strange Knight. Ouatside the palace, on
the steps, sits Octrude and her husband
Frederick. Their plot to ruin Elsa, and
thus.obtain her dukedom. bas tailed, and
Frederick is in a rage at Ortrude, that she
did not exert her magic and help him to
conquer, and thus save him from disgrace.
So they again plot revenge; and Ortrnde
knows it she can induce Elsa to ask of the
Knight the torbidden question he will have
to leave her.

So Frederick goes aside, and Ortrude
trics to work her scheme. Soon Elsa
appears on the balcony of the Palace, and
when her song sounds forth so joyful
Ortrude begins to weep sadly, and Elsa,
so happy cannot bear to sce her distress,
and comes down to comfort her, offering
her forgiveness and telling her to array
herself and come with Frederick to the
wedding on the morrow. Now Ortrude
begins to plant her evil sced by hinting
that she ought not to marry a man about
whom she knows nothing—not even his
name. At first Elsa is steadfast and true ;
still the mood s remain, and the next day
she is uneasy, and when they are about to
enter the church, Ortrude, under the pre-
tense otfriendship, takes E'sy inside and
hints that the Knight is a sorcerer, and at
the same time Krederick accuses the
Knight of witchcraft ; but the great crowds
of attendants become indignant, and so the
bridal procession moves on, and as they
enter the church the curtan falls.

During the interlude, the music of the
orchestra expresses the merriment of the
wedding festivities, and that famous Wed-
ding March is played. Then, for the first
part of the Third Act, we see the wedding
chamter in the centre ot the back ground ;
a richly adorned bed ; and, near the open
bay window, a couch; and on each side,
open doors. The bridal procession, ac-
companied by the most heavenly music,
enters the room ; the long train of lady at-
tendants, with lighted candles held aloft,
lead Elsa in from the right; and the king
and nobles leading inthe Knight on the
lett ; then, when they reach the ~entre of
the stage, the King leads the Knight to
Elsa, and the attendants all withdraw.
And now Elsa, in spite of her husband’s
warning, yields to her curiosity, and asks
the fatal question about bis name and home.
He begs her to be silent : yet she entreats:
“How sweetly sounds my name by thee
when spoken. Yet may I never hear the
sound of thine !” Hardly his she uttered
the words when Frederick rushes in to as-
sassinate the Kuight; but Elsa is quick
enough to pass him his sword, and he slays
Frederick. Then the scene changes again
to the meadow, as at first. The body of
Frederick is brought before the King, and
then the Knight comes forth to acquit him-
selt. He declares his name and home:
“‘Sent hither by the [loly Grail I came its
Kuizht ;—my father is Great Parsital, and
Lohengrin’s my name; Ie explains that
the mission of the Holy Grail is to aid
those in distress, but only on condition of
his concealing his origin. Then in the
distance again appears the swan, coming
to take him away.
When it comes near we have one of the
most wonlerful scenes. Lohengrin trans-
forms the swan into Gotfried, Elsa’s
bro‘her, and bids him: champion her; and
then a beautiful dove flutters down to take
the swan’s place, and draws the boat with
Lohengrin away; while Elsa, overcome
with sorrow, sinks down lifeless. This, in
or.ef, is the story. .. Ob, but the music
and singing I can’t tell you about! It was
all in German, and, remember, all singing,
not a word is spoken. I had a libretto,
with the German on one side and the trans-
lation on the other, so I could follow it all
right through. . . .
Speaking of the applause: This city
has the reputation of being very cold and
critical, and not much g ven to noisy de-
monstration: but, really, at that opera,
after one of those exquisite scenes and that
music, sweet as acnything could b2, it
seemed wholly out of place to break out
clapping, and people did not feel like it.
I rcad that during a performance of the
Opera, Parsifal, the vast audience were
ertectly silent,—not a sound could be
eard. During the intermissions men
walked about quietly, but from beginning
to end not a sound was heard. It would
not have been appropriate. And so here
I did not think lack of applause denoted
lack of appreciation.
*

* *

His instinctive love of beauty, and the
finely artistic natu e, of its editor, Mr.
Ralph H. Shaw, ot Lowell,Mass., appear in
every featnre of ‘‘The Middlescx Hearth-
stone,” the February number of which is
before us. It illustrates local scenes, both
by engravings and letter-press, and gather
many a bit of reminiscent and legendary
lore into its garland. To some of its
readers the Old Stone Bridge at Westtord,
and the pleasint vista on a Middlesex
County road, will seem familiar. What-
ever is bere, pleases the eye and taste,
whether it be the weirdness of touch in
“Tte Lone House” by O. W. R, or A. B,
Hervey’s journeyinzs amid the ‘‘Haunts of
Robert Burns ;" ‘“Home Ties,” the story ;
Adelaide Cilley Waldron’s poem “In
Sorry Times”; or “*Our Monologist,” by
the editor. One thing we reproduce
which seems especially precious to us, re-
membering, as we do, the low, musical
tones of the author, as he recited it while
sitting at evening in the room in which we
are now writing. It is re-printed in *‘The
Hearthstone” from the ‘‘Independent :”
From Tue HiLL.

I left the noisy stage at noon,
There at the thorp, two leagues away ;
And 'tho’ it was a garish day

And I could not arrive too soon
Walked hither for the simple sake
Of the delight that I should take

In passing through the quaint old town

ing, and we see the Royal Palace at Ant-

Such quiet lay on every roof
On which this shaggy crest looked down.

The stage went on apace, and soon
Its heavy rumble died away,
And there was naught to rouse the day
Frcm its repose of hollow noon
$ave, now and then, the sudden caw
Ot some bold crow and 'tho’ I saw
Nor bird, nor perch, the {inkling song
Of some shy thrash, It seemed as tho
1t were a charmed town, and so
With noiseless feet I walked along.

Two leagues, by many ahouse and barn
By many a window, many a door,
By many a sun-lit threshing-fl yor
Wind-swept as is an open tarn,
I came, and till I reached this ¢ pot
No human lorm my glances caught;
No one was at the wayside well,
At any window do 'r or gate;
The town to me was desolate,
And silent as a s.lent bell.

And now I look o'er it, who see
The long white way by which I came,
The way I Via Pacis name,

And beautiful it is to me;

« Brown, shadowed homes in many a row,
A picture softly etched below.

No sound from it can reach my ear;
It will remain a charmed town
So long as o'er it I look down

From all the peace and quiet here.

—Ralph H.Shaw.

For four or five consecutive years tle
“Shaw Stocking Company” have issued
their annual ¢‘Castle Calendar,”—sn ar-
tistic booklet, prepared by our poet, replete
with illustrations and comprehensive des-
criptions and historical accounts of these
relics of feudal ties in Europe. Tbe cal-
endar tor 1806 takes us into Rhenish Prus-
sia; exhibiting Godesberg, Rolandseck,
Arenfels, HHammerstein, Sayn, Marksburg,
Thurnberg, Katz, Heimburg, Reichenstein,
and Ehrenfels. A chaster and more in-
geniously artistic advertising device it

would not be easy to imagine.
* * *

For a book that can be tiken up mo-
mentarily, and which begets a desire to
linger, and to rcturn to it again, we have
not in & lonz while fallen upon anything
superior to ‘‘At Long and Short Range,”
by William Armstrong Collins, of Hagers-
town, Maryland (J. B. Lippincott Co.

Philadelphia and London.) Here we have
a relishing variety, that induces no surfeit ;
a constant interchinge of gay and grave,
descriptive, philosopoical, poetical histor:.
cal. The author combines the insight of
the poet with the practical wisdom of the
man of the world ; and, being mature, he is
able to convey in his crisp, marrowy sen
tences, the result of much observation and
experience. Here are a few of his briefer

mots :
“The world still genially priz:s the gen-

ial traits of Burns and Lamb, and has not
yet forgiven Byron’s cynicism.”

“The wild-gocse is the greatest traveller
extant, but he is only a goose after all.
When Jefferson was in Europe he not only
seizad upon ideas which were to form a
part of the American Constitution, but he
brought back valuable seeds to enrich our
agriculture.”

““The rattlesnake has compelled the res-
pect of man. There is nothing of a sneak
about this sneak.”

*‘Burke, Coleridge, and DeQuincy excite
a faint suspicion at times that fecundity
can annoy as well as sterility.”

Here are one or two, at longer range :
‘““‘Among a man's personal belongings
the pocket-knife holds an intimate and
valued ) place. A veteran friend of the
kind becomes the nucleus of many associ-
ations. It acquires a familiar and affection-
ate physiognomy. One learns to play
with it in & caressing way as with some-
thing sentient. Even if there were no im-
mediate practical use for it, its absence
would be felt. Sometimes it is invested
with a double interest by being a gitt from
relative or acquaintance. A knife kept
through many years seems in some subtle
way to become 1dentified with one to acquire
ajkind of silent kinship, to be a token that
things are well. Its preservation suggests
stability, continuity, permanence. Oae
certainly hates to part with this faithtul
companion, anl whenitis retired from
wear and tear, its successor seems like an
intruder and stranger.”

““Thirty-six years ago I survayed from a
commanding eminence at Round Top,
Texas, an 1mperial prairie exhibition,—
billows upon billows of grass, clumps of
trees, flashing little rivalets, and an un-
utterable zone of horizon. In later years
I witnessed at Big Lake George. Florida,
the milk-white apparition of day at her
first toilet ; and still later I saw, in passing
from the main hall of a steamship ploughing
its way from Savannah to New York, the
sun going down on one side of the vessel in
a conflagration of color, andon the other
side the moon—

‘Sweet regent of the sky'—

reporting for its appointed ministry. Anl
somehow thosebits of recollection contuse
the calendar and troop together, as if there

were no dates for them or me.”

The volume is laxuriously printed, and
bound in blue, with gilt top ani lettering,
as if done for the pleasure of such as delight
in elegant and leisurely things. Mr.
Collins is the next younger brother to Hon.
Charles H. Collins of Hillsboro, Oaio.

*

* L J

Our towan is in a furor over the refusal
of Mr. Fred’k Flood,—the Principal of
Hampden Academy to graduate a class of
pupils who bave fallen far below the re-
quired standard, through apparent neglect,
and loose practices and principles which
have gradually developed. We thi nk no
wiser and braver thing has ever been done
here ; and, though Mr. Flood may be dis-
carded, it is to be hoped that his conscien-

Without the noise of wheel or hoof;

tous protest azinst cribbing, and all

Mohair Materials,

AR | NUSUAL EXCELLENCE IN

BLACK DRESS FABRICS

We Mention as Especially Prominent.

Plain and .Finmed. one of the mott Fashionable Fabrics for the coming season.
Full selection of Newest Weaves, with beautiful bright lustrous finish.

[Manchester,

Robertson

In the line of Silk and Wool, and Mohair and Woo! Novelties, Crepons, occupy a prominent place
Crepons and our assortment comprises o many different styles that it is i&]possible 'to d(‘S:,‘ribe them in d‘::ta:il.'

Bl’OCadeS—-—Al‘-Wool. 8.1k and Wool, Mohair and Wool Brocades, in New and Pleasing Eflects.

A Transparent Novelty —

In additioq to the above, our lines ot‘IIenriettas, Cashmeres, Meriros, Sataras, Serzes, and many other
Materials are worthy of special interest.

It i8 constructed of very Fine Wool and Mohuir, and has an openwork
ground, over which is woven a Narrow, Fancy Stripe.

&  Allison.

e lucational slop work, may bearin tuture
its legitimate fruit ; opening some eyes, at
least, to the fact that no education is great-
ly to be preferred to the kind some seem
to e acquirmg. We lately ascertained
that, in a certain college, (not in the east
of course !) there was found a majority in
favor of the ute of ““Cribs,” as against the
conscience and common sense of the few
who sided with the faculty ! Was this what
the poet meant when he said,—‘‘Freedom
is & noble thing?” Is it possible that the
more false and shallow we become, the
more brazenly independent we can be.
Tell us, some one, how we can save our
boasted virtue from becoming a monstrous
vice ?
* * =

The semi Centennial number of the
““Home Journal” (N. Y.) must revive in
the breasts of its numerous readers the
most vivid recollections and the tenderest
emotions of Lang Syne. Who that ever
knew ‘‘Nat Willis,” and the author of
““Woodman Spare that Tree,” can read
these rich pages, and mark these portraits
and illustrations, without smiies and tears !
We have been taken back to that day when
first we read “*The City Pigeon, and **The
Shadows lay along Broadway,” and to the
early charm and gracs of the ‘‘Pencillings
by the Way,” which are not yet declined
in my esteem, perhaps because I have not
lately read them. But who shall ever
grow weary of *‘The letters from under a
bridge,” or of dear beautiful ‘‘Glenmary,”
—Willis’ early home in the New York
wild, before ever ‘“Idlewild” on the Hud-
son was thought of. Here all these things
are before us again! The honest, genial,
ever-smiling face of George P. Morris—
royal and brotherly in its stamp—looks
out upon u3 from this first page. And
here is ¢‘Underclift,” his home at Cold
Spring, in the Hudson’s hauntad heart.
And here 1s Willis, atter his face had been
marked by suffering and care; but there
is the self-same curl trailing over his brow,
as carefully trained as that of Disraeli.
They called him ““fop,” till he felt galled;
but this—what there was of it—was only
the straw on the still current of an es-
sentially noble nature. Oae thing is cer-
tain, it was no practice of his to speak ill
ot others. His daughter, Imogen (now
Mrs. Dr. Eldy, of Cambridge, Mass.,)
relates how on one occasion whean at table
in the home at ‘‘Idlewild,” she spoke her
mind about some guest recently departed,
her father looked up and said quietly:
«My dear, can’t you find anything pleis-
ant to say of Mr.—? Remember that
every one has some good qualties, it we
only look for them.” That word ‘‘pleasant”
was in a considerable degree indicative of
Willis' character; he was eminently a
pacific, sunny-hearted man, with a native
elegance of style and manner, that needed
to be rectified by no artifice of etiquette.

Here we have many a glimpse of these
two brotherly men, and partners in liter-
ature and the publishing business, given
by men and women who knew them,or by
members of their own tamilies. How we
should like to shareall with the readers
of ProGress ! “The difference between
Morris and Willis was that the one could
not subside into a smile, or the other rise
to the hilarity of a hearty laugh. Willis
showed his merriment and amusement by
the curves of his lips and the light of his
eye; Morris had the heartiest and most
musical laugh I have ever heard, on or off
the stage—an infectious laugh that set the
hearer laughing, even if he had not heard
the jest.” So writes A. Oakey Hall, a
triend who knew them through many years.
Of Willis he says: *‘I loved to hear him
talk. He had a low sweet coo of a voice,
and was so scrupulously exact in expression
and graceful in bearing that the casual
acquaintance, or the unthinking, called his
manner affected.” We get glimpses of
him going and coming between ‘Idlewild"”
and the city onthe steamer Mary Powell,
pointing out to some casual acquaintance
some noted or beautiful places along the

the same ; bargaining for his country estate
in the rough—a ravine, picturesque, with
tanzled shrubbery,—and taking the un-
poetic owners disparaging, descriptive
phrase,—*‘an Idle Wild, sir,"—for its
poetic name. But the saddest glimpse is
that we get through Mrs. Ida Putnam, the
daughter of Genl. Morris: **When father
died in 1864, Willis came and stood beside
hin. Looking on his loved partner, he
said: ‘“There lies the best friend I ever
had!” Poor Willis! as I looked at his
feeble trembling form, the tears rolling
down his sensitive face, and then on the
calm, grand, peacetnl countenance of the
dead, the words which father had written
in memory of John W. Francis, jr., son of
the eminent physician, involuntarily came
to mind :
‘He was|the pulse-beat of true hearts,
The love-light of fond eyes;

When such a man from earth departs,
'Tis the survivor dies.”’

We have letters and portraits of con-
tributors and editors, during the days of
Willis and Morris, and since : Morris
Phillips, brought up with them, their suc-
cessor, and the present proprietor, with
his sen ; GGeorge Barry, Howard Hinton,
Barry Gray, T. B. Aldrich and George W.
Howe, former editors, or associates ;
Edgar A. Poe, associated somewhat with
Willis ; The Nestor of Journalism, Chas.
A. Dana ; Joseph Howard. Edmund
Ciarenc2 Stedman, W. Fearing Gill,
Robert Bonner, and others. Then, there is
the present force and faculty ; Benj. R.
Tucker, associate editor ; Rev. Richard
Futnam, literary critic and reviewer ;
Albert Matthews (Paul Siegvolk) essayist,
Mrs. Frank Leslie and Miss Mabel Dan-
can, foreign correspondents ; Hillary Bell
and I. S. [saacs, Muscal and Dramatic
Critics ; Madeline Vinton Dahlgren, Frank
G. Barry, Stephen Fiske, lLee Harby,
Isaac B. Choate and William B. Chisholm,
poets ; down to David Glassford, Business
Manager, and the Manager of the Compos-
ng room, Owen Kindelon. Ah! but can

the ‘“‘Home Journal” be fifty years old !
PATERFEX.

He Had Faith,

A young man about 25 years old was
sitting in the waiting-room of the Brush
street depot with a year-old baby on his
knee, and his alarm and helplessness when
the child began to how! were so marked as
to attract attention. By and by a waiting
passenger walked over to him with a smile
of pity on his face and queried :

“A woman gave you that baby to hold
while she went to see about her baggage,
didn’t she

“Yes.”

“Ha! ha! ba! I tumbled to the fact
soon as I saw you. You expect her back,
1 suppose ?”

**Of course.”

“Ha'ba!ba! This is rich! Looking
for her every blessed minute. ain’t you "

I think she'll come back.”

«“Well, this miakes me laugh—ha! ha!
ha ! I had a woman play that same trick on
me in a Chicago depot once, but no one
will ever again. Young man, you're
stuck! You've been played on for a hay-
seed. Better turn that thing over to a
policeman and make a skip before some re-
porter gets on to you."’

«Ob, she’ll come back,” replied the
young man, as he looked anxiously around.

«She will, eh? Ha! bha! ba! Joke
grows richer and richer! What makes
you think she’ll come back *” A

Because she's my wife and this is our
first baby !”

«*Oh —um I sse,” muttered the fat man
who got over feeling tickled at once, and
in his vexation he crossed the room and
kicked a dog which a farmer had tied to
one of the seats with a piece of clothes line.
—Detroit Free P’ress.

Was a Mechanlic,

The Lord of all, when & man with men,
was a mechanic! Carpenters ought never
to torget Him. But all work—in the field,
the forest, the mine, the lhog.ethe Iscto:z,
the kitchen,—all work may be done to the
glory of God.

' shore, and giving the legend or history of || SAVE THE SPRUCE PARTRIDGE,

Whertin he Difters From his Relative, the
Ruftfed Grouse.

The Halifax (N. S ) Game Society is
endeavoring to have a bill passed forbid-
ding for five years the killing of spruce
grouse. The sportmen say that there is
great need of protecting this large but
stupid bird. Itis fine eating and much
sought for by men and boys, bu: seldom
offers shot ‘‘any sportsman would take.”

‘‘They are very tame an1 stupid,” one
man writes, ‘‘allowing themselves to be
taken alive easily with a noose on the end
of a pole which is quietly slipped down
over their heads.”

The spruce partridge is far different in
point ot alertness from its near relative, the
ruffed grouse. Its habits when undisturb-
ed are much the same, particularly in the
mating season. They are both drummers,
one thumping its breast with its wings
while standing on an old rotten log or or
a stone. The spruce partridge flies against
the branches of a dense spruce tree, then,
flapping its wings with a loud thump,
thamp against his breast and against the
branches decends slowly to the ground,
beating all the while. It does not make
'he musical sound of the ruffsd grouse’s
drumming, but it is just as attractive to
one or more of the females.

A spruce grouse once came out of a Mich-

. igan swamp and went to & barnyard over -

which a Span’sh rooster held sway. The
partridge paid court toa handsoms bantam
hen, ani the big- Spanish rooster’s comb
and watlles grew red with rage. He m-de
for the green woodsbird with angry clucks.
The partridge stood still till the rooster was
close by, then, leaping into the air, he came
down on the rooster’s back. After a while
the rooster tried to run, but the partridgek
was fighting mad, and half flying, strucer
the rooster and rolled it over. The roost of
lay down with its head under a bunch in
grass, while the partridge drummed ce
triumph. In spite of its valor the spruhe
partridge could not win the favor ot tr-
chickens, although in other like cases pa .
(ridges have prime favorites.—N.Y. Sun

New Cure for Rheumatism.

In Australia they have a whale-cure for
cheumatism wbich is said to be effective,
through disagreeable. It was discovered
by a drunken man, who was staggering
along the beach neer the whaling station
at Twofold Bay, and who seeing a dead
whale cut open, took a header into the de-
composing blubber. It tock two hours for
him to work his way out, but he was then
not only sober, but cured of his rbeuma-
tism. Now a hotel has been built in the
neighboring town of Eden, where rheu-
matic patients wait for the arrival of a
whale in order to take blubber baths.

Not Good for All.

Beecher—Here’s an article on Mexico ag
a health resort.

Nagle—Well ?

Beecher — Peter Maher didn't find it
very good for his health.

do we experience hard times at dif-
ferent seasons of the year? Itis
quite natural for each occupation to
have a bright and dull season, and
the latter is generally made harder
to put through than necessary.
When the bright season comes on
everything has got to go and you
never look ahead for the future. If
you were to study economy at all
seasons, how much better off you
would be.

Patronizea UNGAR at all seasons
and in his line of Dyeing and Laun-
dry work you will save money.

WE PAY EXPRESSAGE ONE WAY.

UNGAR'S LAUNDRY ard DYE WORKS,

66.70 Barrington St.
Halifax, N. 8

25.34 Wa'erloo St,,

8t, John, N.B.




