
ONLY the: sunny hours. 

, Only the sunny hours 
Are numbered here— 

No winter-time that lowers, 
No twilight drear. 

But from a golden sky 
When sunbeams fall, 

Though the bright moments fly— 
They're counted all. 

My heart its transient woe 
lletm mbers not; 

; The ills of long-ago 
Are halt for.;ot; 

But childhood's round of bliss, 
Youth's tender thrill, 

Hope's whisper, Love's first kiss— 
They haunt me stiil! 

Sorrows are everywhere, 
Joys—nil too few! 

Have we not had onr share 
Of pleasure, too? 

No past the glad hearts cowers; 
No memories dark; 

Only the sunny hours 
The dial mark. 

—E. 0. Stcdman. 

Napoleon's Three Warnings. 
A Strange Story of the* Great Corsi-

can, as Narrated by Fouche. 
The celebrated Fouclie, DukeofOtran-

to, sometime chief of police to Napoleon, 
was retained but a short time, it is well-
known, in the service of the Bourbons, 
after their restoration to the throne oi 
France. lie retired to the town of Aix, 
in Provence, and there lived in afflu
ence and case upon the gains of his long 
and busy career. On one occasion the 
company assembled in his salon heard 
from bis lips the following story; 

By degrees, as Napoleon assumed the 
power and authority of a king, every
thing about him, even in the days of 
the c/nsulate, began to wear a court-like 
appearance. All the old monarchical 
habitudes were revived, one by one. 
Among other revivals of this kind, the 
the custom of attending inass previous 
to the hour of audience was re-tored by 
Bon,iparte, and he himself was punctual 
in his appearance at the chapel of St. 
Clot'.d on such occasions. Nothing 
could be more mundane than the 
mode of performing tneso religious ser
vices. Tho actresses of the opera were 
the chorists, and great crowds of busy, 
talkative people were in the habit of 
frequenting the gallery of the chapel, 
from the windows of which the fir3t 
consul and Josephine could be seen with 
their suites and friends. The whole 
formed merely a daily exhibition of the 
consular court for the people. 

At one particular time the punctuality 
of Bonaparte in his attendance on mass 
was rather distressing to liis wife. The 
quick and jealous Josephine had discov
ered that the eye of tier husband was too 
much directed to a window in the gal
lery where there regu arly app ared the 
form and face of a young girl of uncom
mon beauty. The chestnut tresses, the 
brilliant eyes, and graceful figure of this 
personage caused more uneasiness 
to the consul's wife, as the stranger's 
glances were bent not less often upon 
Bonaparte than bis were upon her. 

"Who is that young girl?" said Jose
phine, one day, at the close of the ser
vice; "what can she seek from the first 
consul? I observed her drop a billet 
just now at his feet. He picked it up—I 
saw him." 

No one ould tell Josephine who the 
object of her notice was, though there 
Were some who declared her to be an 
eniigree iatelv returned, and who prob
ably desirous of the intervention of the 
first consul in favor of her family. With 
such guesses as this the consul's wife was 
obliged to rest satisfied for the time. 

After the audience of that same day 
had passed, Bonaparte expressed a wish 
for a drive in the park, and accordingly 
went out attended by his wife, his broth
er Joseph, Duroc, and Hortense Beauh-
arnuis. The King of Prussia had just 

J(resented Napoleon v;i;h a superb set oi 
iorse?, four iu number, and they were 

harnessed to an open chariot lor the 
party. The Consul took it into his head 
to drive in person, and mounted into 
the coachman's seat. The chariot set 
off, but just a-j it was turning into 
the park. it went crash into 

•a stone at the gate, and the First Con
sul was thrown to the urouud. He at
tempted to rise, but again fell prostrate 
in a stunned and insensible condition. 
Meanwhile the horses sprang forward 
with the chariot, and were only stopped 
when Duroc, at the risk of his life, threw 
himself out and seized the loose reins. 
Josephine was taken out in a swoo iing 
condition. The rest of the party speedi-
lv returned to Napoleon, and carried 
him back to his apartments. On recov
ering his senses ully, the first thing 
which he did was to put his hand into 
his p icket and pull out the slip of paper 
dropped at his feet in the chapel. Look
ing over his shoulder, Josephine read 
upon it these words: 

"Do not drive out in your carriage this 
dav." 

"rhis can have no allusion to our late 
accident," said Bonaparte. "No one 
could forsee that I was to play the part 
of coachman to-day, or that 1 should be 
.awkward eno ugh to d rive against a stone. 
Go, Duroc, and examine the chariot." 

Duroc obeyed. Soon alter he returned, 
very pale, and took the first consul 
aside. "Citizen consul," said he, "had 
you not struck the atone and stopped 
your drive, we had all been lost." 
" How so?" was the reply. 
"There was in the carriage, conceale d 

behind the rear seat, a massive bomb, 
charged with ragged pieces of iron, with 
a slow match attached to it and kindled. 
Things had been so arranged that in a 
quarter of an hour we should have been 
scattered among the trees of the Park 
of St. Cloud. Fouche must be told of 
tiiis; Dubois must bo warned!" 

"Not a word to them," replied Bona
parte. "The knowledge of one plot 
only engenders a second. Let Joseph
ine remain ignorant of the danger she 
has escaped. Hortense, Joseph, Cani-
braceres—tell none of them; and let the 
government journals say not a word 
about my fail." 

The First Co.isul was then fiilent for 
some time. 

"Duroc," he said, at length, "you 
will come to-morrow at mass, and ex
amine with attention a young girl whom 
I shall point out to you. She will occupy 

flip fourth window in the gallerv on the 
ri[,fit. Follow her home, or cause her to 
be followed, and bring mo intelligence 
of her name, her abode, and her circum
stances. It will be better to do this 
yourself; I would not have the police 
interfere in this matter." 

On the morrow the eyes of more than 
one person were turned to tbe window 
in the gallery. But the jealous Joseph
ine sought in vain ior the graceful figure 
of the young girl. She was not there. 
The impatient first consul, and his con
fidant, Duroc, were greatly annoyed at 
her h jn-appearancc, and small was the 
attention paid by them to the servua 
t hat day. Their anxiety was fruitless. 
Tue girl was seen at mass rto more. 

The summers of Napoleon were spen; 
chiefly in Malmaison—the winters at St. 
Cloud' and the Tuileries. Winter had 
come on, and the first consul had been 
holding court in the great apartments of 
the last of these palaces. It was the 
third of that month which the republi 
cans well called Nivose, and in the even
ing B naparte entered his carriage to go 
tot « opera, accompanied by his aid de
camp, Lauriston, and Generals Lannes 
and Berthier. The vehicle was about to 
start, when a leniale, wrapped in a black 
ma" tie, rushed out on the Place Carousel, 
made her way into the midst of the 
guards about to accompany Bonaparte, 
and hold forth a paper to the latter cry
ing: 

"Citizen Consul, Citizen Consul, read! 
read!" 

Bonaparte, with that smile which 
Bourrienne describes us irresistible, sa
luted the petitioner, stretched out his 
hand for the missive. "A petition, mad
am?" said he, inquiringly, and then con 
tinued: "Fear nothing; I shall peruse it 
and see justice done." 

"Citizen Consul" cried the woman, 
imploringly joining her hands. 

What she would have further said was 
lost. The coa 'litnan, who it was after
ward said, was intoxicated, gave the lash 
to his horses, and they sprang off with the 
speed of lightning. 

The Consul, throwing into his hat the 
paper lie had received, remarked to his 
companions: "1 could not well see her 
iigure, but I think the poor woman is 
young." 

The carriage dashed along rapidly. It 
was just issuing from the street of St. 
Nicholas, when a frightful detonation 
was heard, mingling with and followed 
by the crash of broken windows and the 
cries of injured passers-by. The infernal 
machine had exploded. Lninjured,the 
carriage of the Consul and its inmates 
was whirled with uu 'iminis.ied rapidity 
to the opera. Bonaparte entered his 
box with serene brow and unruffled 
deportment. He saluted, as usual, the 
assembled spectators, to whom the news 
ol the explosion came with all the speed 
which rumor exercises upon such occa
sions. All were stunned and stupefied. 
Bonaparte only was perfectly calm. He 
stood with crossed arms listening atten
tively to the orotorio of Haydn which 
was executed on that evening. Sudden
ly, however, he remembered the paper 
put into his hands. He took it out and 
read these iines: 

"In the name of beaven, citizen con
sul, do not go to the opera to-night, or, 
if you do go, pass not through the street 
of St. Nicholas." 

On reading these words the consul 
chanced' to raise his eyes. Exactly op
posite to him, in a box on the third tier, 
sat the young girl of tho Chapel olSt. 
Cloud, who, with joined hands, seemed 
to utter prayers of gratitude lor the es
cape which had taken place. Her head 
had no covering, but her flowing and 
beautiful chestnut hair; and her person 
was wrapped in a dan. mantle, which 
the consul recognized as identical with 
that worn by the woman who had de
livered the paper to him at the carriage 
door on the Place Carousel. 

"Go," said he, quietly but quickly; to 
Lannes; "s>o to the box vxactly opposite 
to us, on the third tier. You will find 
a yc ung girl in a black mantle. Erinj. 
her to the Tuileries. I must see her, 
and without delay." Bona.i«rte spoke 
thus, without raising his eyvs, but to 
make Lannes certain ftf the "person, he 
took the general's arm and said, point
ing upward, "See there—look!" 

Bonaparte stooped suddenly. The 
girl was gone. No black mantle was to 
mi seen. AnnojeU at this neyond 
measure, he hurriedly sent off Lannes 
to intercept her. It was in vain. The 
box-keeper had seen su -han individual, 
but knew nothing about her. Bonaparte 
applied to Fouche and Dubois, but all 
the zeal of these functionaties failed in 
discovering her. 

Years ran on after the explosion of 
the infernal machine and the strange ac
companying circumstances which tended 
to make the occurrence more remark
able in the eyes of Bonaparte. To the 
consulate succeeded the emnire, and 
victory after victory marked the career 
of the great Corsicati. At length the 
hour o. change came. Allied Europe 
poured its troops into France and com
pelled the emperor to lay down the 
sceptre which had been so long shaken 
in terror over half the civilized world. 
The Isle of Elba became for a few days 
the most remarkable spot on the globe, 
and finally the resuscitated empire fell 
to pieces anew on the field of Waterloo. 

Bonaparte was about to quit France. 
The moment had come for him to set 
foot in the bark which was to convey 
liitn to the English vessel. Friends who 
had followed the fallen chief to the very 
last were standing by to give him a final 
idieu. He waved his hand to those 
around, and a smile was on the lip which 
had given the larwell kiss to the imper
ial eagle. At this instant a woman 
broke through the band that stood be-
i ire Napoleon. She was :n the prime of 
woman's lifo;_nota girl, yet young 
• nough to retain unimpaired (hat beauty 
•or which she had been remarkable 
among a crowd of beauties. Her fea
tures were full of anxiety and sadness, 
adding interest to her appearance even 
at such a moment. 

"Sire! sire!" said she, presenting a 
pamper hurriedly; "read! read!" 

The Emperor toot; the paper pre
sented to liitn. He shiok his head, and 
held up the paper to his eyes. After 
perusing its contents he took it between 
his hands and tore it to pieces, scattering 
the fragments in the a<r. 

"Stop, sire!" cried the woman. "I'ol 
low the advice! Be warned—it is yet 
time!" 

"No!|'replied Napoleon. And, taking 
from his finger a beautiful oriental ruby, 
a valuable souvenir of his Egyptian cam

paigns, lie held it out to the woman. 
She took it, kneeling, and kissed tho 
hand which presented it. Turning his 
head, Napoleon then stepped inlo the 
boat which awaited to take him to the 
vessel. The vessel took liim to the bar
ren rock of St. Helena. 

And there he died. 
Thus of three warnings, two were use

less because neglected until the danger 
had occurred, and the third—which 
prognosticated the fate of Napoleon, if 
once in the power ol his adversaries— 
the third was rejected. 

"But who was this woman, Duke of 
Otranto?" 

"That," replied Fouche, "I know not 
with certainty. The emperor, ifhe knew, 
ultimately, seems to have kept the se
cret. All that is known respecting the 
matter is that a female related to Saint 
Regent, one of the authors of the ex
plosion o' the street St. Nicholas, died at 
the hospital Hotel Dieu, in 18X7, and 
that around her neck was suspended, by 
a silk ribbon, the exquisite oriental ruby 
of Napoleon."—N. O. rimes-Democrat. 

The Advantages of Dyspepsia. 
G'arlyle, like Johnson and Swift, had a 

powerful, but disordered body which 
from youth to old age never seem3 to 
have given him a day of serene joyous 
health. Dyspepsia, his malady was 
called, but it must have been of a pecu
liar kind, involving the whole nervous 
system. The slightest noise hindered 
him from sleep, which he sometimes 
could not obtain for three weeks togeth
er. He describes his sufferings, as might 
be expected, with graphic force—a sen
sation as if a "rat gnawing at the pit of 
his stomach;" his nerves all inflamed 
and torn up; and mind in most 
hag-ridden condition. After a jour
ney he savs tie felt like a 
"mass of dust aiid inllamm itory ruin." 
He speaks of six weary months of which 
he can remember nothing but agonized 
nights and days—of having su (lured the 
pangs ol'Tupliet almost daily; that his? 
torments were greater than lie was able 
to bear. Neither carefulness as regards 
diet nor constant exercise seems to have 
<lotse much more than mitigate his suf
ferings. Yet he was powerfully built 
and really very strong, capable of eiulur-
ing much" bodily fatigue and sue i pro
tracted mental labor as few could sur
pass. He never seems to have been 
acutely and dangerously ill, but was al
ways ailing and sullering, a condition 
for which people with stout and rather 
blunt nervous organizations have 
often imperfect sympathy and 
comprehension. It is by no 
means the most dangerous illnesses 
which are always the most painful. Car-
lyle's maladies, no doubt, seriously af-
tected his temper, which may well have 
been somewhat tart and hasty to begin 
with, and his irritability has become 
proverbial, a serious defect which, with 
one or two others, we shall have to con
sider presently. But a still worse re
sult of his ill-health was the settled gloom 
and despondency in which he hubitu 
ally lived—another well-known effect of 
gastric disturbance. Probably with ra
diant health he would have 
have been a melancholy man; 
his mind was naturally sombre 
.• lid disposed to seek ttie darker side oi 
things. Even belore dyspepsia appeared, 
•vheu he was a lad not 19 iu the first let
ter of his which liad been pre
served, we find him speaking 
of this "dirty >Janet" in a style 
worthy of his atrabilious moods of later 
years. If this was his sentiment when 
in health, what could be expected when 
he tell into chronic disease? That w hich 
really happened. The most wretched 
and cheerless spirit to bo found in liis-
t-iry or literature. Carlyle lived iu a 
cavern of black thoughts only lit up by 
occasional gleams of fantastic humor, 
which served but to show the vastness 
of the pit in which he dwelt. Never 
• Iocs he scein to have been visited by a 
ray of warm, cenial ..sunliirht.—lamus 
Cotter Morison, in Macniillan's Maga
zine. 

An Elcpliaut in a Barroom. 
"Bandtoo," the elephant of Kiralfy's 

troupe, has caused considerable excite
ment to the loungers and employees 
of Elberle's Continental Hotel stable 
The beast has been feeling nervous and 
etoss the last few days, and when her 
keeper, William Prenter, was not pres
ent, it has been veiy unsafe for a 
stranger to approach licr. On Tuesday 
night a man claimed to be from Fore-
paugh'8 establishment attempted to ex
amine one of her feet. While ho wns 
stooping over "Bamboo" wrapped her 
trunk around his ho ly, raised him above 
her head, and tossed liiin against the wall. 
On Wednesday afternoon, on going te, 
the in ittnee she gob chilled by the snow 
and it was necessary to give her a gallon 
of Jamaica rum to lestore the circulation 
of her blood. In the evening she went 
to the theatre as u*ual. At the close 
of the entertainment, when Prenter was 
returning with his charge, all the stable-
men scattered and gave her a wide 
berth, as they are ludicrously afraid ol 
her. Several men were standing in the 
rear door of Martin'asaloon, which opens 
into the stable, and when tbe huge bulk 
came swinging along, beat a retreat into 
the saloon, closing the door after them. 
This seemed to Be an affront to her 
elephantine ladyship, so she shoved 
against the double doors with a snort, 
pushed them open, and rushed in 
among a crowd of card-players and 
others. It is enough to say that they 
all went out of the -front 
door, "and stood not on 
the order of their going," "E»liy," 
the keep.er, had ruslied.in after her and 
stopped her, but found nlmself atone 
with his pet. All else had ignoininious-
ly fled. She seemed to understand 
where she was, and instead of go...g out 
at the command of her keeper, raised 
her trunk aloft and opened her mouth 
all the time trumpetim: loudly. Billy 
understood this language, and poured 
out a big glass of wine and gave it to her. 
Then she lowered her trunk, grunting 
gratefully, and backed out. One by one 
the men came back, and each one 
laughed at the rest for running out while 
he stayed in the room to see the fun. 
Yesterday, when visited by a reporter, 
the seemed kindly disposed, and was 

treated to rum aiid cakes, to ner intense 
s tisfaclion.—Plnlapelphia Press. 

"I Note None but the Cloudles Honrs." 
There stands in the garden of old St. Mark 

A sun-dial, quaint and irray, 
And it takes no heed of the hours that dark 

Pass over it day by day. 
•It has stood for ayrcs among the flowers, 

In the land of sky and song; 
"I note none but the cloudless hours," •'< 

Its motto the whole day long. 

So let my heart in this garden of life ? 
Its calendar cheerfully keep, 

Taking no note o«" the sorrow and striie, 
Which in shadows across it creep, 

Content to dwell in this land of ours, 
In th<» hope that is twin with love. 

&nd remember none 1 ut the cloudless hours 
Till the dry-star dawn from above. 

—William Croswell Doane. 

A MODERN ABRAHAM. 
The Sacrificial Murder or a Califor 

ni a Boy by His Father. 
From the Los Angeles Herald. 

Mrs. John Smith, the wife of the in
human fiend who butchered his thirteen 
year-old son near Westminister on the 
4th of this month, was brought to this 

' city on Wednesday last and placed in 
jail to await her trial as accomplice to 
the murder of her eldest child. The 
woman in personal appearance is not un
prepossessing, and there is nothing in 
iier face to denote absence of the moth
erly instincts of which she lias shown 
herself to be utterly devoid. As she en
tered the room bearing in her arms a 
pale, and sickly looking infant, tho re
porter saw before him a woraa:. small in 
statute, with a round face. She was 
scantily clad in an old dress, which 
seemed but the mockery of an attempt 
to ke p off the cold grists which now and 
then came sweeping through the jail-
yard. A scrap of a shawl, gathered close
ly around her frail torm and that of lier 
crying babe, added lneagerly to herphy 
sical comfort and formed but another 
line in a picture which, had it not been 
for her surroundings would have been an 
pressively sad one. 

Du ing the interview, which is in sub
stance reproduced below, she would 
from time to time, look up into the re
porters face with the flash o: desperation 
in her eyes, and at ot.her times the tears 
would well up from long-unused springs 
and flood the face and choke the sound 
of her voice. Her whole story seemed 
to be sincere; there was no effort at dis
simulation or dissembling. 

"Mrs. Smith, you are here to answer 
the charge of assisting in the murder of 
your own son. Have you any objections 
to stating to me what impelled you to 
this act?" 

"I had nothing to do with it, sir. If I 
could h ive prevented it I would. My 
husband told me about an hour before 
lie did it that the Lord demanded a 
sacrifice of us and that our boy liad to 
die. I begged him to spare my boy. I 
cried and begged him to consider what 
he was about to, but all the answer he 
made me was that Jesus Christ had died 
for us, and the Lord had told him that 
our son had to die for hi3 sake. He 
calle 1 my boy out of the house and told 
him that he had to die for our Saviour. 
The boy asked him if the Lord had com
manded him to starve and Josiah told 
hiin "Yes." Then the little fellow knelt 
down and I knelt down by his side and 
his father stood up. lie raised the 
knife, looked hard into lie bov's face 
and then drove the knife into his breast. 
Oh. it was awful, once it was done!" 

"What do you mean? I)o you mean 
"•» sav tbif. the slavinsr of one of your 
children did not saem awrul to you?" 

"No; I felt b id a little, but when lie 
told me that he was «oing to do it did 
not seem to me so terrible. It was only 
when I saw the boy fail over and a great 
-stream of blood spurting from his body 
that I lelt how terrible it all was." 

"Had your husband ever been a relig
ious man? Had heevershownany symp
toms of religious insanity?" 

"No, sir. lie was not a religious man. 
lie believed in God, but did not follow 
inv religion. He took to reading the 
Kible a great deal a few weeks before 
ill this happened and used often to rend 
me all that they say in the Bible about 
the sacrifice to the Lord. I begged him 
not to read them so much, but they 
seemed to have a terrible fascination for 
him, he weuld read over and over again 
ibout the Lord commanding Abraham 
to sacrifice his son Isaac and how He 
sent a ram to be the victim. He got to 
alking to his old father, who is now 

seventy-eight years old, and he said to 
him: "I am tlie Lord." His old fcMiv 
irgued with him when he saw the vaj-
io was coing, but it was of no use; ar.d 

my husband wouid go on saying to him 
hat he had God in him." 
"How long have you been married to 

this m n? Has he been a good husband 
to you?" 

"This cMning Deceml ?r will be six
teen years. I have no complaint to make 
against him, for he has been as good a 
• insband to me as a woman could want. 
He was always kind to all of us, and 
lid all that he could to keep us from 
want. But just before he did it he said 
• hat we must all fast and that he would 
not let us eat anything. The boy asked 
him frequently if God had ordered us 
all io starve and he always said He had. 
If it had not been that my head was 
sort of dazed and if the boy had not 
.riven in at once, I might have prevent
ed the killing though he was mighty 
bent on it." 

"How did your husband's taYfc on this 
subject of sacrifice affect you?" 

"Well, I used to eel that if the Lord 
commanded me to starve or kill people, 
I would not do i*. But, when he would 
talk to uie and persuade me that a good 
wife should think as her husband did, I 
got so as to think that what he did must 
he riiilit." 

"Do vou ever think of your murdered 
child?"" 

"Oh, yes, sir; I often do. I am always 
thinking of him, and I can hear liiin at 
all times asking so to be brought In and 
laid on his bed, and begging for a little 
water before he died. I have his face 
U fore me all tho time, and [ hear his 
Voice in my ears day and night." 

The woman continued wi h heart
rending details of the boy's conversations 
with his father and his numerous at
tempts to make his father eo back to fish

ing aler lie had given It up. She pic
tured in her graphic but illiterate way 
the sickeningdetails of her child's death. 
Duritig the course of her narrative deep 
sobs would interrupt her siorv, but they 
seemed to be more the re.-ints of emo
tional excitement than any natural grief 
of a bereaved mother. 

"Wit and Humor. 
Patti says that while in bed at her ho

tel she was biiteu by a mouse. Perhaps 
it was not a mouse, Patti. Trv rubbing 
the woodwork of yoar couch with kero
sene. 

Gen. Sherman kisses every girl to 
whom he is introduced. Tecumschal
ways was a reckless cuss, much given to 
cutting away from bis base and depend
ing on the country lor bis supplies as he 
went along. 

Altogether too voiceless: After the 
clergyman had united a happy pair, not 
long ago, an awful silence ensued, which 
was broken by an impatient youth, ex
claiming, "Don't be so unspeakably 
happy." 

It is stated as a positive fact that 
during the recent election a rep iblican 
candidate was so unpopular that a crowd 
refused to take a drink with him. We 
had do idea that party spirit was ever 
carried to such an extreme as that.— 
Texas Sittings. 

Liberal landlord—"What are you 
doing in my back yard?" Irish tramp 
(engaged in mending bis clothes)—"I 
was jist a gatherin in me rints. sorr!" 
The squire drops the subject and retires. 
—London Punch. 
Peife ctly e;npty: "Ido wish you would 

:ome home earlier," said a woman to 
her husband. "I am afraid to slay alone. 
L always imagine that there's somebody* 
in tho house, but who you come lknow; 
there ain't."—Arkansaw Traveler. 

Unconscious repartee. Uncle Dick 
(an eminent R. A).—"Weil. Johnny, 
and what are you going to bt/.'" Johnny 
—"I shall be ujudge. like Uncie 
Dick—"Ali! but j-oii ii:n<-n'r brains 
anough, my bo. ." . Johnny -• Oh, then 
I'll be an artist like you."—London 
Punch. 

The Shorn and the Real. 
Every good thing has its host of imitators; 

every genuine article its counterfeits. Bad 
manners and wicked habits have theirs also, 
but he who shams the bad never boasts of it, 
while they wh > a;*-: the virtues of the good or 
simulatethe genuine never hesitate to place 
the counterfeit before the public in their most 
alluring tones. When these people imitate 
they always choose a pronounced type or 
popular subject tocopv from; and when they 
claim to be as good as ' So a-id-SV' or to sail 
an article tqual to "So-nnd-So," the public 
may depend upon it that Mr. "So and-ir'o' 
and his article a e always of the be. t kind. 
Thus the sham is always proving the genuine 
merit ofthethingitcopies. 

A firm of enterprising gentlemen produce 
and popularize a" article < f hot.s.-hold use, 
such as the Royal Bakmg I 'O -vder, whos< con
venience, usefulness and real merit make tor 
itself an immense and universal sale. A 
hundred imitators rise on evi-ry hand, and us 
they hold out their sham articles to the pub
lic, yelp in chorus, "Buy this; it'sjustasgood 
as Royal, and much cheaper!" The Royal 
Baking Powder is the standard the world 
over, and its imitators in their cry that theirs 
is "asgood as Royal" are all t e time empha
sizing this fact. In their laborious a'tempts 
to show by analysis and otherwise that the 
"Snowball" brand has as much rai.-ing power 
"asthe Royal;" or that the "Resurrection" 
powder is as whobs imu "as Royal;" or that 
the "Hirthvunke" brand is 'as pure as the 
Royal." as well a* by their coptor'ive t.wist-
ings of chemical cwtific ites and labored ef
forts to obtain recognition from the govern
mentchemists and prominent scientists who 
have certified thest p ii rity of Ro\al overall 
others, t hey all admit the •'Royai'1 to be the 
acmeof perfection, which it i.sthdir highest 
ambition to imitate. Hut the duierence be
tween the real and these imitations, which 
copy only it3 general appearance, is as wide 
as that between the paste and the true dia-
m:m J. The shams all pay homage to the 
'Itoval." 

A Milanese Beauty. 
A writer in the London Spectator says: 

I car'not help being inflammable, espec-
iallj' in the neighboihood of Milan, 
which is surely responsible for the pret
tiest women in the world. With their 
wavy fingers, nut-brown eyes, marble-
veiiied complexions, and the rich, black 
dresses, tliey would move an anthro
pologist (whatever he means in Eng 
l'sli), let alone a poet. So it was that I 
fell in love, in and forten minutes, under 
Mrs. Baibtis' eyes, at an open air break
fast on the Isola Bella— <ind that my 
passion was returned. We never spoke, 
but we loved. She was obviously en
gaged to the gentleman who was with 
her, but that did not matter. She was 
so pleased with my Irank, but I trust 
respectful, adoration from the next 
table, that she changed her 
seat, and put herself, with a grace be
yond the reach of art, in the lignt best 
calculated for me to study her. When 
she left, she made a Parthian turn, and 
gave me just one bow and-"mile, in which 
the most presumptuous of men could 
have detected nothing wrong—which 
ware a privilege. I rushed to the 
stranger's book,' and found her name 
was Antonietta C , of Milan. Sur
names are, as Charles Surface says, too 
formal to lie registered in love's calendar. 
Besides, the ge .tleman looked fiery 
and might see this. Ami Italians fight 
duels, and I do not. But the surname 
was even more beautiful than the chris
tian. And, ah! Antonietta C , if ever 
you should read this, remember a poet 
who for that one glimpse would go to the 
world's end for you. if he had not so 
many other things to do, and if Mrs.Bal-
busdiunot say: "Tom you are simply 
foolish!" 

Major Bjirke of the Mew Orleans 
Times Democrat went to work into a 
stone yard as a common laborer just af
ter the war. He is now supposed to be 
worth li ilf a milium (lobars, and to be 
ooking toward the United States Sen

ate. 

J. B. Jermain, of Watervliet, New-
York, sent a New Year card, wrapped 
in a $5,000 check, to Hamilton college. 


