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VOL. XXXVI—No. 6. 

FREDERICTON, N. 
B, ¥ 

“ FEBRUARY RENEWALS. 

A large number of renewals 

was recewed in January. We 

thank them all. Their prompt- 

ness, and also the hearty 

words of commendation of 

the paper by many of them, 

were greatly encouraging. 

February should bring us 

an equal number. A good 

many due the first of the 

year have not yet been re- 

ceived. From all these, as 

well as from those falling due 

now, we hope to receive dur- 

.ing this month, 

We do not want to part 

with a single subscriber. We 

trust all present readers de- 

sire to read the “ Intelligen- 

cer ”’ during 1889. 

Prompt renewals from 

all will be regarded a great 

Javour. 

Send by the next mail if 

possible. 

Make February even better 

than January. 

Do not delay. 
ell) > ®t GPa ee 

NOTES AND GLEANINGS 

A Goop PLAN. —There is a movement 
~on foot, promoted by John V. Farwell 

of Chicago and others, to open reading- 

roome in all the cities of the United 
States especially for homeless boys. 
In some places the plan has already 
been tried with gratifying results. A 

‘fund of $100,000 is being raised with 

which to start the work. Success to 

the good undertaking. 

Nor ANNULLED.—A case arising out 
-of the marriage of two Parsee children, 

aged seven and five, twenty years ago, 

‘has just been decided by the Bombay 
High Court. The parties had never 

lived together, the husband violently 
disliking the marriage, although the 

lady never objected but greatly ap- 

proved of it. At this rather late hour 

the husband came into court to get the 

marriage set aside. The case was de- 

cided according to English law, modi- 

fied by the fact that custom makes a 

anarriage under seven valid among 

Parsees’ while the English law draws 

the line above seven. The finding of 

the Court was that the husband had 

delayed too long and that therefore 
the marriage could not be annulled. 

A CoxveErT.—Among the converts 
under the preaching of Mr. Moody in 
Portland, Oregon, is a leading poli- 

tician, ex-Attorney General Williams. 
In one of the meetings he said : 

‘‘ I have n.ade a great many speeches 
in my life, and some from thir plat- 
form, but this is the first time I have 
ever spoken at a religious meeting. 
For months [ have been troubled very 
much on the subject of Christianity. 
I have been looking forward to the 
meetings of Mr. Moody, and determ- 
ined I would attend them. When I 
first came I thought I would sneak in 
and take a back seat ; but I changed 
my mind and said I would go onto the 
platform and identify myself with 
these meetings. This I have done, 
with the exception of one evening. 
This was the first victory over my 
pride. Then, yesterday, Mr. Moody 
came to my house, and 1 joined with 
him in prayer, the first time I ever 
bowed my knee to God or man in my 
life. This was my second victory. 
Last night I got up and asked the 
prayers of God's people. This was my 
third victory. I feel now perfectly 
satisfied the burden is rolled off and 
ali is gone, and I feel that I could run 
or fly into the arms of Jesus Christ. 
This is my fourth victory. May God 
give us all strength to be true to our 
convictions !” 

Tur Nazavines.—The small sect of 
the Nazarines, descendants of the 
early christians, have a few adherents 
in Servia, They are opposed to mili 
tary service and for this 
twelve men and seven women have just 

4 

been sentenced to terms of umprison- 

. oF Dee 

months. The Nazarines regard war 
in all cases unlawful. 

98 

Taieves’ DinNer.—They have (says 
the Christian Standard) an interesting 
cus*om in London which was establish- 
ed a few years ago by a reformed 
criminal. He founded a Mission to 
look after convicts as they are dis- 
charged from the prisons. Every 
morning its representatives are on 
hand to invite the freed thieves to 
breakfast. After the meal each one is 
asked to sign a temperance pledge. 
About one-third sign, and one-fourth 
of these keep the pledge. Those who 
earnestly set about reform are assisted 
and places found for them. In 1887 
over 15,000, out of 18,000, accepted 
the invitation to breakfast. The New 
York Sun says the Mission gave its 
annual thieves’ dinner the other 
day, at which the Lord Mayor presii- 
ed, and 200 thieves sat down to feast. 
In his speech the Lord Mayor said 
that in ten years the inmates of London 
prisons had been reduced from 20,83: 
to 14,636, and he attributed the fact to 
such work as this St. Giles Mission is 
doing. 

A Nore UrreraNce.—The follow- 
ing is printed concerning Senator 

Wilson of Towa. In the midst of an 

exciting election campaign, when men 
were being weighed in the balance on 
the great question of prohibition, he 
said 1n a political speech : 

“If every political aspiration of my 
life goes down this moment I will go 
down also, with a clear conscience. 
So help me God, no drunkard’s pale- 
faced wife shall point to ine as I pass 
by and say, There goes a man who 
contributed, by word or act, to my 
sorrow. No half-clad and hungry child 
shall shiver in the cold as the result of 
any act of mine. 1 am in favor of 
rational, consistent, persistent prohi- 
bition.” 

Froops AND Faming.—China is suf- 
fering from floods and from famine in 
its severest form. Dr. Nevins, a mis- 
sionary, reports having visited dis- 
‘tricts covering an area of 6,000 miles, 
with a population of 1,500,000 people 
and this is only a small portion cf the 
ruined district. He found consider- 
able towns in which nine houses out of 
ten were swept away, and the inhabit- 
ants, who had saved themselves in 
trees and on high walls, reduced to 
hopeless beggary. The surface earth 
is wholly carried away in many places; 
in others the ground is too wet $o 
plough. The only food in some dis- 
tricts was the seed of grass that the 
people gather and eat ground into 
powder mixed with chaff, but this af- 
fords scarcely any nutriment. Two 
thousand daily were fleeing from the 
stricken district, but many returned, 
finding it impossible to get food by beg- 
ging. Dr. Nevins estimated that a 
halfpenny a day, in addition to what 
the people can do themselves, would 
in most cases support life till the next 
crops are gathered. The money, how- 
ever, should be distributed by mission- 
aries, for it cannot be entrusted to 
Chinese officials. Fuads are being 
raised in England to help the suffering. 

— —— 

RecaLLep.—It is stated that the 
Emperor of China has issued an edict 
recalling all Chinese subjects from the 
United States. It is likely, however, 
to be some time before they leave this 
continent. 

EE i. a a  — 

Uncle Newell's Notions. 

CrysTAL BrooK. 
Mr. Editor: 1 ain't mad, but I'm 

mighty near mad. The way things go 
on is enough to worry a better saint 
than ever Uncle Newell said he was. 
If you ever get out in the neighbour- 
hood of Crystal Brook church, and 
will enquire for Uncle Newell, any- 
body will tell you where to find me. 
And when you get to my house, I'll 
show you that people can be happy 
and not rich either. But I got off and 
came pretty near cooling down, think- 
ing of my home folks. 
me to think of them. 

It always rests 

I ain’t no writer, and never expect 
to be. Tt has always been my lot to 
take papers and pay for ‘em, not to 
write for 'em. I had as soon steal 
butter-milk from a blind pig, as not to 
pay for my paper which has s0 much 
good reading in it for everybody in the 
family. Why, sir, when I get about 

| three of the children up on my lap 
after an honest day’s work and a sup- 

| per of such biscuits and butter-milk 
( like Sallie can fix up—when Sam gets 

ment varying from three to sixteen | on one knee and Tom on the other, 

with the baby between, 
gins to read from the INTELLIGENCER. 
with two of the girls holding to the 
back of her chair and a lot of the other 
youngsters round her feet on the floor, 
one look at her face will pay for the 
INTELLIGENCER a year. 
But I got off again. I am nearly 

mad. I say, What are you getting mad 
about ? Some one willl want to know. 
Well, T'll tell you. My gall rises when 
I see long pieces from some fellers in 
the paper and nothing said. It alway 
did rile me vo eee a man fooling at a 
thing. I am no scholar, but I can tell 
when a man has got anything to say. 

It puts me all out when a writer 
begins to cipher round with “I 
thought I would like to give expres- 
sion to a few thoughts,” “I wish to 
give my opinion on a few subjects,” 
etc. and so forth. Why not go on 
with the subject and be done? With 
so many things to do and look after, I 
have no time to wait on men who have 
to go back and get a running start to 
say what they might put in ten lines. 
They remind me of Sam’s pet billy- 
goat, he runs back ten steps to make 
a dash at Sam, but only just touches 
his head when they come together. 
That's all right for funning, but it 
worries me when I want to rend my 
paper. Maybe some one will sayUncle 
Newell is not the right man to give 
his opinion? Well, I don’t care what 
they say. And though there is plenty 
people what's ben to schoold more 
than me, they don’t act much like it. 
I'll put a peck of common sense agin « 
bushel of Greek and Latin and such 
like that’s got no sense mixed with it, 
any time. I'm talking about slack 
talk that is put in some papers, be- 
cause the fellow wants to say some- 
thing and can't get to it. 
But about the Crystal Brook church 

and its doings, gracious I've got off 
the track. I guess I ain’t got no time 
to do iv now, and will have to write 
another letter. 

Truly yours, 
Uncre Newer. 

0 GP me 

Two Siberian ¥xiles. 
— CL Com—— 

The following pathetic passage 
from Mr. K “nan s article in the Feb- 
ruary Century: ‘‘T'wo of the most in- 
teresting politicals whom we met in 
Irkutsk were Mr. and Mrs. Ivan 
Cherniavski, who were banished to Si- 
beria by administrative process in 
1878. 1 became very well acquainted 
with them, and for Mrs. Cherniavski 
especially I came to feel the profound- 
est pity and regard.- Few women, even 
in Russia, have had before the age of 
thirty-five so tragic and heart breaking 
a life, and still fewer have maintained 
through hardships, sickness, and be- 
reavement such cheerfulness and 
courage. She was arrested in Odessa 
in the early part of 1878 at the age of 
about twenty-five, and after a long 
term of imprisonment was sent by ad- 
ministrative process to the province 
of Tobolsk. In the city prison of Kiev, 
on her way to Siberia, she was detain- 
ed for a few days, and while there was 
forced to be an eye-witness of the ass- 
assination of her dearest friend. A 
oung man of English descent named 
everly, whom she had known since 

childhood, had been arrested shortly 
before upon the charge of living on a 
false passport and carrying on a revolu- 
tionary Popa, and he was at that 
time in the Kiev prison. The bight 
before Mrs. Cherniovski was to resume 
her journey to Siberia, Beverly, with a 
comrade named Izbitski, attempted to 
escape through a tunnel which they 
succeeded in digging from their cell to 
a point outside the prisen wall. The 
prison authorities, however, had in 
some way become aware of the exist- 
ence of the tunnel, and had posted a 
squad of soldiers near the place where 
the fugitives must emerge from the 
ground. Late at night, when they 
made their appearance, they were re- 
ceived with a vollev of musketry. 
Beverly was mortally wounded, and as 
he lay writhing on the ground he was 
dispatched by a soldier with several 
repeated bayonet-thrusts. [zbitski. 
wounded and severely beaten, was 
taken back into prison. Then next 
morning when Mrs. Cherniavski start- 
ed with ner party for Siberia she had 
to march past the bloody and disfigur- 
ed body of her dearest friend, which 
was still lying where it had fallen, in 
plain sight of the prison windows. 

““ ‘I can bear my own personal tor- 
ment,’ she sald to me with a sob as she 
finished the story of this tragedy, ‘but 
such things as that break my heart.’ 

“I need not recount the hardships 
and mistries that she, a cultivated and 
refined woman, endured on the road 
and in the roadside etapes between 
Kiev and the small town in the Siber- 
ian province of Tobolsk where she and 
her husband had been assigned a resi- 
dence. They reached their destination 
at last, a child was there born to them 
and they lived there in something like 
comfort until March, 1881, when Alex- 
ander 111. came to the throne, and Mr. 
Cherniavski was required to take the 

is 

aud Sallie be- | 

FIED THROUCH JESUS CHRIST.” Peter 

oot © ale ae MRC 

oath of allegiance. He refused to do 
| 80, wud they were sent farther eastward 
to the town of Krasnoyarsk. A 

| second refusal to take the oath of al- 
legian se resulted in their being sent to 
Irkutsk. By this time winter Tad set 
in, and they were traveling in an open 
tarantas with a delicate baby thirteen 
mouths of age. It was with the great- 
est difficulty that Mrs. Cherniavski 
could keep her baby warm, and at the 
last station before reaching Irkutsk 
she removed the heavy wrappings in 
which she had enveloped it and found 
itdead. With the shock of this dis- 
covery she became delirious, and wept, 
sang pathetic little nursery songs to 
her dead child, racked it in her arms, 
and prayed and cursed God by turns. 
In the court yard of the Irkutsk for- 
warding prison, in a temperature of 
thirty degrees below zero, Mr. Cherni- 
aveki stood for half an hour waiting 
for the party to be formally received, 
with his wife raving in delirium beside 
him and his dead child in his arms. 

“Mrs. Cherniavski lay in the prison 
hospital at Irkutsk until she recovered 
her reason, and to some extent her 
strength, and then she and her hus- 
band were sent 2000 miles farther to 
the north-eastward under guard of 
geudarmes, and colonized in a Yakut 
settlement known as the Bataruski 
ooloos, situated in the ‘tiaga,’ or 
primeval wilderness of Yakutsk, 165 
miles from the nearest town. There, 
suffering almost every conceivable hard- 
ship and privation, they lived until 
1884, when the Minister of the Interi 
or allowed them to return to a more 
civilizedpart of Siberia. 

**Mrs. Cherniavski when I made her 
acquaintance was a pale, delicate, hol- 
low-checked woman, whose health had 
been completely wrecked by years of 
imprisonment, banishment, and grief. 
She had had two children, and had lost 
tirem both in exile under circumstan- 
ces that made the bereavement almost 
intolerable; for seven years she had 
been separated by a distance of many 
thousand miles from all of her kindred; 
and the future seemed to hold for her 
absolutely nothing except the love of 
the husband whose exile she could still 
share, but whose interests she could do 
so little in her broken state of health 
to promote. She had not been able to 
step outside the house for two months. 
and it seemdd to me, when I bade her 
goodbye, that her life of unhappiness 
and suffering was drawing to a close. 
I felt profoundly sorry for her,— while 
listening to her story my face was wet 
witli tears almost for the first time 
since boy-hood,—and hoping to give 
her some pleasure and to show her how 
sincerely I esteemed her and how deep- 
ly I sympathized with her, I offered 
her my photograph, as the only 
memento I could leave with her. To 
my great surprise she sadly but firmly 
declined it* and said: ‘Many years 
ago I had a photograph of a little child 
that I had loss. It wis the only one 
in existence, and I could not get an- 
other. The police made a search one 
night in my house, and took away all 
my letters and photographs. 1 told 
them that this particular picture was 
the only portrait 1 had of my dead boy. 
The gendarme officer who conducted 
the search promised me upon his word 
of honor that it should be returned to 
me, but I never saw it again. 1 made 
a vow then that it should not be pos- 
sible for the Russian Government to 
burt me so a second time, and from 
that day to this I have never had a 
hotograph in m ssession.’ 

v iv | v *y not Ao whether Mus. 
Cherniavski is now living or dead; but 
if she be still living, 1 trust that these 
pages may find their way to her and 
show her that on the other side of the 
world she is still remembered with af- 
fectionate sympathy.” 

——— flys <p 

Crime And its Cost. 

Commenting upon the magnitude of 
the ‘‘Criminal Problem” of the United 
States, the N. Y. Tribune invites pub- 
lic attention to sume ominously signifi- 
cant facts and estimates lately given 
in a sermon by Rev. F. H. Wines, 
Secretary of the National Prison As- 
sociation. It appears that the census 
of 1880 showed nearly 60,000 prison- 
ers in the various prisons of the United 
States. To these are to be added 11,- 
000 inmates of reformatoriee, virtually 
prisoners, making an aggregate prison 
population ten years ago of about 70,- 
000 persons. Mr. Wines estimates 
that the next census will show 75,000 
to 80,000 prisoners,and 15,000 inmates 
of reformatories, or a total of 90.000 to 
100,000 men, women, and children, 
under legal restraint and in prison 
cost of maintaining these prisons is 
fully $15,000,000, and that th cost of 
the Holice departments is an added 
$15,000,000 annually; to which must 
still be added the cost of al} 
cial machinery, and of the 
requisite for the prosecution and ¢on- 
viction of this enoruious criminal class. 
It is safe toassume that seven-eights 
of the crime of the country owes its 

tacli- 

iti mon, 

| origin directly or indirectly to intoxi | \ 
| cants, Waiving the moral aspect of 
the problein, does the legalized liquor 
trafic, at a high or low rate of license, 

| pay! 
tll > a GP me 

THE ONLY Way 

The way to “‘rest in the Lord” is to 
keep hand and feet, heart and tongue, 
busy in right ways and pursuing right 
things, The Christian man must not 
halt iu doing his duty. Exchange. 

EBRUARY 6. 1889, 
WOMAN'S FOREIGN MISSION 

SOCIETY. 

hy Rise np ye women that are at ease.’ 

Isaiah 32: 9. 

[All contributions for this column 
should be addressed to Miss Lybpia J. 
ForruertoN, CARLETON, Sr. Jonn. | 

A Bit of Experience. 

For a long time the intense desire to 
do more had been chafing and weight- 
ing my spirit. The call for help had 
been rolling in from every corner of 
our Mission field. Not only one bur- 
den, but many seemed to rest upon 
my mind. I thought of one demand, 
another plea, a third necessity, until 
8cores—yes hundreds of them all faced 
me with equal importance. Oh how 1 
longed to reach what# seemed far be- 
yond my limits. Mind and body 
reaily suffered over the apparent ina- 
bility. Plans became blurred, and 
thoughts quite confused. This day a 
hurried walk under a scorching July 
sun had increased weariness; and, 
sinking into anawaiting chair, I determ- 
ined on an hour's solitude and rest ; 
but the tired mind refused such a treat. 

I seemed to see the millions of souls 
going into dark graves and a darker 
eternity, while the enlightened world 
sips its draught of amusement and 

drains its cup of selfishness, seemingly 
all unconscious that ‘‘I am my brother's 
keeper.” 
Oh women of christian lands, when 

shall we awake to a due conception of 
our responsibilities and privileges ? 
1,000,000,000 souls in heathen lands to 
be brought to Christ. Dare we say 
our duty ends with laying our pennies, 
dimes, dollars upon the altar? Just 
here one lady's words come to my 
mind. ‘‘ It is no use to talk to me of 
missions and the heathen; I don’t want 
to hear anything about them ; you can- 
not excite an interest in my heart ; I 

pay my dollar into the treasury of the 
Mission Society every year ; and with 
that my duty is done.” Poor soul ! 
How thought I, my sisters, is it 

about the estimate that of the 700,000,- 
000 women in heathendom, each chris- 
tian woman of America has clinging to 

the skirts of her garments 200. How 

almost futile seemed effort in the face 

of such vast numbers. I noticed a re- 

cently arrived ‘‘ Missionary Helper.” 
Turning its leaves, one sentence ab- 

sorbed my attention—*‘ Just the duty 
lying next do.” How inspiring, how 

invigorating; and in my heart I thank- 

ed God and Sister Nellie Phillips for 
them. After all, I said, the lives of 

those who are privileged to do such 

great things for the Master, are made 

up, at least in part, of little every day 

duties, in obedience to the command 
‘“ Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, 
doit with thy might.” Now I began 
to think of the ‘‘ whatsoevers.” Sure- 
ly it does not mean what I cannot 
reach, but ‘‘ just the duty lying next,” 
My time being engaged at W——— 
here then lay my first duty. Someone 
asked, are the people at W. interested 
in Missions? ‘Oh yes! the women 
have a society, and each pays her dollar 
annually.” So far, good. How about 
those at C. and B.? ‘* Oh they have 
no missionary spirit, it is no use trying 
to interest them.” Are you willing I 
shall work among your children ? 
““Yes, oh yes, only we are all paying 
now what I think we ought to, and we 
cannot afford that the children should 
give any more.” Here was food for 
thought. A writer of the present day 
says: ‘We are not responsible for 
the generations past, nor of the future, 
but for those with whom we are walk- 
ing side by side to the common bar of 
judgment are we largely accountable,” 
I cannot agree with that statement as 
a whole. Surely we are responsible 
and in a large degree, for the habits 
and minds of the generations to be. 
Lord Baconstield puts it in words some- 
thing like these,—*‘ The children of 
today are the trustees of futurity.” 

Well, we could work with the chil- 
dren even though it meant ** don't 
touch the purse of the parents.” This 
was a privilege, for the object was not 
so much the raising of money, but the 
stilling in the minds of the little | 
ones, a pity, sympathy and unseltish 
love (the rudiments of a Missi mary 
Education) for their sad-hearted littl 
heathen sisters. One little virl. her 
pretty face half buried in soft laces 
and her form clad in garments of deli 
cate shades, one morning after an aj 
peal for the filling of a Box for India, 

ed ecards and pamphlets which must 

tion. Isard, ‘‘how nice it would be 
to send the sad little children some 
of our very prettiest cards and 
treasure.” “Oh, I wan't all my nice 
ones myself; mamma won't want me 
to give them away.” Contrast this 
with a timid child whose father filled a 

| Band, ete. E 
| ested 

| a fow days, 
came to me with a few broken or soil- 

wo yd," 
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drunkard’s grave, and whose worthy 
mother spent her days in teil ard care 

i for her Tittle’ ones, always guiding 
their tender feet in the narrow way, 
who donated her only “‘tem cents” —a 
real fortune to her. 
to the home training. Thank God for 
such mothers. Would that our land 
were filled with just such noble spirits. 
Another child whose interest had been 
awakeued sent her mite and I kept re- 
membering that the Lord set over 
against the treasury. A little one 
living some distance away was over- 
heard asking her mother if the chil- 
dren at N. could not have a Mission 

seems very inter- 
remarked the father. Quickly 

she replied, ‘Why shouldn't I be in- 
terested papa? we children want some- 
thing to do, too.” I need scarcely say 
that they found something to do be- 
fore a week had passed. I leave br 
to judge whether that mother had 
“first a willing mind,” through the 
voice of the eight year old child. One 
evening when our ‘ Little Helpers” 
were to have a public meeting, I called 
at a home, and seeing the father, said, 
““Hope we shall see you with us this 
evening, and you know we are to have 
a silver collection.” How quickly his 
countenance changed (perhaps because 
he divorced himself for a few momenta 
from his chosen companion—the to- 
bacco-pipe), and he answered, ‘‘All 
very well in some cases, but I do not 
believe in robbing one’s self for such 
objects.” A little later the timid wife 
came in and said, ‘‘Yes, May shall go 
and do a part.” 1 fancy some one is 
saying, ‘‘ what trfles.” Try it my 
courageous sister, and if you do not 
sometimes find the heart grow faint it 
will be quite a miracle. Well, some- 
thing was accomplished. One evening 
I had gone forth to the work with une 
usual timidity, though the eye of faith 
rested upon one sweet promise. I 
came home with a heart too full for 
words ; all 1 could do was hold tightly 
the well-filled purse and weep out my 
thanks of love to the fulfiller of the 
promise. Now a word about C 
The “‘open letter” of Jan 2nd spoke 
of “one live woman in each church.” 
I think there must hive been one, just 
one, at C———, for she wrote that 
she had spent one whole day in can- 
vassing the village, with one dollar 
(given by herself) as the result. My 
heart hed over such a state of affairs. 
But live members were found at other 
places, althoughintoo many cases there 
is, 1 fear, “‘only a name to live.” Let 
me quote an utterance of Dr. J. L. 
Phillips : *‘Let the Great Bridegroom 
but possess the heart of his bride, and 
her hands will cheerfully do his work. 
Personal consecration to Jesus Christ 
is the first thing.” We often feel 
timid concerning our efforts, yet let 
us try the “‘stirring up the gifts that 
be in us.”” My sisters, if the heart has 
love for the Master, we will not lack 
zeal. Giving of our time, interest and 
care, will be easy and a joy when we 
have ‘‘first given our own selves to the 
Lord.” Try it. 

Here was a key 

R. A. P. 

dumong Exchanges. 

A Varvasreg Hint 
A Newark pastor lately had a poem 

addressed to ay but it was accom- 
panied witha purse of gold. Some 
people who send poems to news apers 
would do well to take a hint. Really 
an editor who often views with alarm 
poetry which comes to him in an un- 
familiar handwriting, would be able to 
consider it more favorably if it had 
such a welcome attendant. Chris. In- 
quirer, 

Two Kinps 
There are two sorts of pastoral lead- 

ership. Both are of God, for by their 
fruits we know them —recognize them. 
They are intimated in that remark 
which has been made regarding two 
great generals of modern times. Na- 
poleon was a leader at the frent of his 
army, Von Moltke is a leader at the 
rear; both of them consummate gener- 
als. Standard. 

THANKFUL For 4 FeLon. 
An irritable man, who was AWAare o 

his peculiar infirmity of temper, is 
said to have congratulated himself up- 
on having a felon on his finger, since 
It gave him a justifiable occasion for 
“letting off the steam” when he felt 
like it. The better way for such a 
man would be to have the felon open- 
ed down to the bone and covered with 
& warm poultice, and then keep the 
steam in. Letting it off would not cure 
the felon, or help him in bearing the 
pain, Independent. 

THE MeANEST. 

The champion mean man has been 
found in Vermont. A young lady went 
nt dentist's office a few days ago 

i her teeth examined, the doc- 
reporting them badly decayed, but 
lite an outlay of money he could put them in good shape. The young 

indy departed, saying she would re- 
port to her husband and call again in 

She did so, and on her 
second call she Was accompanied by 

| her father, the latte telling the dent- have belonged to the previous genera- | 18t to go ahead with the job, and he 
would pay the bill Thinking the 
dentist might wonder why he was pay- 
ing the bill, the fither explained that 
the husband had said his wife's teeth 
decayed before he married her, and he 
was not going to pay for fixing them 
up; herfather ought to doit, Lzchange. 


