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YOUNG FOLES.

APPLE BLOSEOMS.

*Oh, aunt May !” cried out Grace Man-
chester in astonishment as she opened the
door of her aunt’s room, ‘‘where did you get
those apple blossoms? It isonly the first
week of April !” “They blossomed right
here in my room, Grace,” gaid aunt May,
a sweet, happy-faced woman Wwho sat o a
chair by the table with abook in her hand.

“Right here ! what do you mean, aunt
May? Are they wax? No, they are real
apple blossoms ! Goodness ! don't I wish I
had some ! Wouldn't the girls be just wild
to see me witha bunch of apple blossoms !
Say, Auntie, what do you mean ? Did they
blossom here, really ?

“‘Really, Grace dear, they did ;every
year they blossom justat this tunelor me.
You never have left your city home to come
here at this season before, or you would
have seen them.”

“Yes, Grace, you would,” said Mrs.
Manchester, who bad entered while ber sis-
ter was speaking. She was tall andslender,
with no look like aunt May except the quiet,
cheerful expression. i }

“] think for morethan twenty-five years,
she went on, ‘‘your auntie has made the
apple buds to blossom in April. Aunt May
and I love apple blossoms even better than
you do.”

] don't believe you can like them any
better,” replied Grace, laughing. *‘I just
adore them. They are the loveliest Lhmqga
ever made—and just now, too, when nobody
expects them, they aretoo lovely for any-

thing."”

‘“ﬁ\’n afraid, Graée, you do not look at the
flowers from true love for them,” said her
mother gravely, *‘What you say sounds as
if their t»mmty were enhanced by the fact
that none of the girls have them.”

“They are beautiful te your mother and
me, Grace, because we have old associations
with them,” rejoined aunt May. *‘No, dear,
1 can't give them to you, for these especial
flowers, every year, go as little missionaries
to gladden sad hearts and give fresh courage
to those who are cast down.”

“But I am dreadfully cast down,” said
Grace in a doleful tone of voice and with an
effort to look melancholy. *‘Don’t you think
I come under that head?”

Augt May smiled in spite of herseli,
though she shook her head. “You cannot
have the flowers, Grace, but if your mother
is willing, you shall have the story of the
apple blossoms and of my April pledge.”

Mre. Manchester nodded, and Grace threw
herself into p lounging chair and turned
wonderingly towards aunt May.

“A great many years ago,” said aunt May,
¢‘pefore you were born, Grace, a little girl
lived in this same great house, with a loving
father and mother, kind friends, and much
that money could buy, but she was a Very
lonely little girl. She was tired of playing
alone, tired of studying alone and :*witiu%
to the governess who came every day, tirec
of taking her little sled in winter and
coasting down the hill by herself, tired of
playing croquet and ell the other games little
girls like so much to play togetherjand which
are ‘no fun’ alone,

““The orchard stretched away behind the
house as it does now, and when spring came
and the old apple-trees were covered with
the sweet painted blossoms, her delight knew
no bounds,

“* “They almost talk to me, mamma,’ she
used to say, and for days she would be so
bright and happy with thelovzly apple blos.
soms in the old orchard that her father and
mother could but note the change and speak
of it."”

“Was that you, mamma?’ said Grace,
«Of course it wasn't, though, for you we ren’t
all alone, There was aunt May.”

Mrs. Manchester and her sister exchang-
ed amused glances and aunt May went on :

“One day, one autumn, a poorly-dressed
little girl looked in through the slats of the
fence, with a wistful expression on her face,
Little Dorothy was feeling very lonely that
day.”

“Oh, it was mamma, then!” exclaimed
(irace: “but where were you, aunt May?
Had vou been sent away to school °

“Wait, Grace,” said Mrs. Manchester,
“and let aunt May tell you the story.”

“ Well, as I was saying, Dorothy was
feeling very lonely. She had piled the leaves
up and jumped on them, and buried herself
inthem, and then raked them up again . There
wasn't much fun in that. She had chused a
wild rabbit with no success, and now she
was sitting down on her heap of leaves,

¢ ¢ Oh, dear ! 1 wish I had somebody to
play with,” thought she :; and just at this
moment she looked up and saw tha! little
wan face peeping between the slats of the
fence.

“ Dorothy wasn't afraid. She was neve
afraid of anything. She rose from her bed of
leaves and walkine slowly over to the {ence,
she said, * Are you lonely, too, little girl ¥

“ The little pirl—we w i1l call her :'ilii.'.ill_:r.'
—nodded. It was a grave, quiet nod.  Poor
child ! she had never had much to make her
life bright, and smiles did not come easily,

R B (] 1|.|'[:|'.!l'_|..'. too, H:LEII H'[tl.t" -ij"t'u'*il}.
¢ But my mamma don’t like me to play with
other little girls. Will your mother fet you
play with other little grls '

b j'iE.l.'i_;!' noddded again, bt I]-*.~':.L}' it
not say anything more. They Lot stood
and looked at each other. *It's vour turn
to speak now,’ said Dorothy gravely.”

* How well you remember that,” =said

been a funny sight.”

“Why ! was Madge you?" cried out
Grace. ** Was that you, aunt May? DBut
you are mamma's sister—why don’t you ex-
plainit? I don’t like mysteries,”

‘* Yes, dear, it was 1,” said aunt May,

v We won't need to eall the little I:_'i.i"[f

Madge any more. But you'll spwil my
story if you are impatient. May looked at

' back to the orchard fence. _‘‘\iviutdid she
' say ¥ asked the little girl
| ¢ Dorothy shook her head.

« « Maybe she will some day, said the
child, “and I"ll come and look'at” you every
day. Itis better than seeing Jim and Kate
fight.” And she went sorrowfully away.

it She did come again, and every pleasant
| day. Little Dorothy looked for her, and
many a half-hour they speut talking through
the fence. May learned gll about Dorothy’s
loneliness and her love for apple blossoms.
Dorothy learned that May too, was an only
child. “Her father was not living, and her
mother was almost always sick, andalways
Yery I.

““When winter came, it was too cold
to talk long, and just before the
spring came on, Dorothy was taken
iH. She took a violent cold, and
did not seem to gain strength as it left
her. Little May came every day to the
fence and waited until she was chilled
through. As she lingered, she watched the
old apple-trees and saw the buds had grown
a bit larger, **When the blossoms come,
Dorothy will be well,” said she to herself.

¢ One day, as May stood watching the
trees, she suddenly started, and then she
turned and ran for home as fast as she
could. All breathlese, she entered the
room, where a delicate-locking woman sat
at the sunny window.

¢« « \Mf[amma, mamma! exclaimed she
excitedly, * would the apple-trees bloem like
the pussy willows in the house ¥

¢« ¢ T really don’t know,’ said Mrs. Sher-
man thoughtfully. *Perhaps they would.
We might try. But what is the matter,
little daughter 7'

te0h, mamma ! eried May, ‘will you
really try some? I can get some branches.
You know that little girl that lives 1n
the big house. She's lonely. She don't
ever have anybody but me and the
apple blossoms to play with.  She
says the apple blossoms are angels with pink
and white wings, and she is Very happy
when they come. M-uybe she’d get well, if
she had the apple blossoms now. Will you
try, mother ¥

“iYes, I will try. You may bring me
the branches, Be careful to pick out the
roundest buds, for the long ones are the
leaf-buds.’

““ Mav ran with a happy heart, and goon
veturned with her hands full of apple-
branches. Mrs, Sherman put_ them in jars
of lukewarm water and stood them in a
sunny place. It was May’s duty to change
the water and see that the jars did not get
chilled at night, Mre, Sherman’s room was
warm and sunny and May soon’ saw the
buds growing larger and larger.” _

t Now this gets to be real interesting,”
said Grace, ** for now I know how ‘tis done,
and I can ‘go and do likewise.” But do go
on, for I don’t know how you are mamma’s
sister yet, and I always supposed you were
real sisters,” looking at her mother reproach-
fully.

‘" At last one morning a true apple blos
som was there. May could not wait_ for
another. She became bold in her certainty
that now Dorothy would get well.  Wrap-
ping it carefully in a bit of paper, she
mounted the stone steps of the big house
and rang the bell.

A gervant opened the door and looked
rather surprised. But that did not discon-
cert May. ‘Will you please give this to
Dorothy and tell her I'll soon bring her some
more angels ¥’ said May, in her quiet way.

““The girl took the little paper, gave a stare
at May and shut the door. ‘I never asked
how she was,’ thought May, ‘but I will when
the next one comes out, and she’ll be better
then. The angels will make Fer well, I
know ;' she and Dorothy (had called them
‘angels’ so often that the name came to her
naturally.

“In two or three days May had another
branch, larger and fuller than the ﬁl_*:at. She
vrapped o paper around it and took it as be-
fore. This time she remembered to ask after
Dorothy, and the servant said she seemed
brichter. ‘Of course she'd seem brighter,’
said May, ‘the angels have come so early

“The next time May went the girl asked
her into the hall, for Dorothy's mother wish-
ed to see her,

““Ah ! now her courage failed her, Even
the thought of the angels, and how Dorothy
loved them did not help her. She wondered
if Dorothy’s mother knew how they talked
through the fence—and what if Dorothy’s
mother should tell her not to do it again !

“ But no! A tall, graceful lady came swift-
tly across the hall and taking her in both
arms kissed her.

Oy dear little girl,” she exclaimed, ‘you
have saved the life of your darling Dor-
oihy !

<41 knew theangels would do it o',
said May gravely,

6 The ¢ angels ' you dear child !

« ¢« Dorothy always said the apple blos-
soms wereangels, |xplained May shyly,draw-
ing back,

s \Well, angels or apple blossoms,” said
Mrs. Thornton, * Dorothy had no interest in
anvthing until the flowers came. Then she
notieed them @ and when vou brought  her
next, she was awaiting them and now she
is stronaer and if your mamma will let you,
v shall come in and ses2 her to-morrrw.
Good-by, little girl, until to.morrow.” ™

And did she take von away from yonr
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wlt bocame of vour mother 7

| *Oh, no! nothing of the kind then. Mrs,

L Thornton made my mother's life happy while

Mrs., Manchester, langhing.  ** It must have 'ahe lived, She had me come tothe house

| to learn with Dorothy's governess and to
 play with her lonely little girl in the or-

chard,
“The next year my mother died and then

1. ghe said to me one day: ‘May, there is
a gond deal that can b Ehlnv to t‘.hll.".'t' lonely
| lives without riches. You will like to do
| something when Iam gone in memory of me,

| )
‘ I came here to live. But before she grew so
|

Dorothy equally gravely, and then obeyed. | Why not esch year bloom out the apple

~he :-i.l.i:l, I think 1 should like you, Y ou
don't look cross like Jim and Kate SaAwyer,
They're always fighting.’

i [ odon't know them,' answered Dorothy
in that grave, stately little manner which
has never left her. **I don’t know any-
body., I wish I did. 1 wish my mamma
would let you come in here and play with
me. I think I will go in and ask her.
Wait here.”

“* Dorothy went slowly back to the house
where she found her mother just putting on
her bonnet to go out, ° Let a littte gill'l in
here ! exclaimed she when Dorothy had
made known her request. * Most certainly
not! Why, Dorothy, I trust you don’t
wish to vlay with every little girl you meet,
do you ¥’

** Although Dorothy did not say, ghe cer-
tainly did wish to. She wended her way

| blossoms and give them where they will be

messengers of hope?’ '

vt And B0y, (irace, every yeaar since my
gmhl mother u]i*'-l. [ have cut the choicest
twigs from the old orchard and brought the
buds to bloom, and with the thoughts of
her and the memory of the good the ‘angels’
once did, T send them out on errands of love
to those who need them.”

“Oh, Auntie!" said Grace, with tears in her
eyves, I didn't know all this before. They
are ‘angels,’ aren’t they? Ministering
spirits ! Without them just then my dear
mamma might have died, and you might
! have been left with no one to care tor you.

' and the bright young girl looked very
thoughtful as she rested her head on the arm

: of the chaar.

{ “I think I shall start an apple-blossom

mission, too " she added.—{Wide Awake,

ROMANCES O QLD OCEAN.

Two Strange Adveniures at Sea.

The ancients knew so little of mid-ocean
that they invented the most improbable
stories concerning the big waters, Novelists
have already drawn the long bow in writing
of the sea, and the sailor has told such sur-
prising yarns when in the mood that any-
thing out of the usual must now be sworn 1o
or included in a Government report to tind
believers. I know plenty of sealaring men
who could relate wonderful adventures and
not depart from the strict letter of truth,
but they realize that landsmen would set
them down as liars or ridicule their state-
ments, and it is therefore impossible to draw
them out. Nothing is too wonderful to hap-
pen on land, but a singular occurence at seu,
no matter if sworn to by a whole ship’s com-
pany, is regarded as suspicious. I am, how-
ever, going to describe some strange, queer
sights I have seen with my own eyes on the
vasty deep, and if the reader cannot accept
them he still has no right to charge me with
exaggeration.

In the month of June, 1859, I was second
mate of the ship William True, on a voyage
from Liverpool to the Cape of Good Hope.
We were within 400 miles of the Cape and
at least 300 miles off shore, when, just as the
men were at breakfast on a bright and
pleagaht morning, with the ship going at the
rate of four knots an hour,

A GREAT COLUMN OF WATER

suddenly rose high in air right dead ahead
of us and not over a quarter of a mile away.
Thig coluinn reached to a height of fifty feet,
and the base seemed to take in an area of
half an acre. It rose with a loud
¢g.g.gwish " which could have been heard
two or three miles, and fifteen men saw
what I am describing. The column held
itself upright for a leng minute, and then
fell flat, and you can judge of the commotion
when I tell you that we were boarded by a
sea s0 heavy that it was like to carry us to
the bottom by its dead weight, and that we
were three hours in pumping the last of it
out of her. The water for five miles around
turned a brick color, and hundreds of fish
floated belly up around us. Among these
were dolphins and sharks, and we saw a
whale about forty feet long with its head
partly torn away. We ran right over the
spot, and were as badly shaken up by the
great seas as if we had been lying-to n a
hurricane.

We knew what had happened. There
had been an explosion at the bottom of
the sea—just such an occurrence as created
half the islands in the Pacific. We laid
the ship to and put out a boat and made
soundings. Just where the column had
formed we found bottom at eight fathoms.
This depth continued for a circular distance
of 100 feet. Once outside of it we

COTLD GET N0 BOTTOM

with 400 feet of line. There had been
o heave-up, but not high enough to create
an island or an obstruction to navigation.
The cireumstance, together with a chart
and our soundings, was reported to the
port officers at Cape Town, and later on to
the proper Board at home, and while these
officials gave no full credit for our work
and ordered aman-of-war to verify oursound-
ings, three of our English papers, which got
hold ot the fragments of the story, ridi-
culed our sworn statements, and intimated
that we were all drunk on that occasion.

A year later, not having returned to Eng-
land “with the ship, but having shipped on a
(Government 'Llll'ifg making & survey of the
mouths of the Niger, which, youn knew, fall
into the Gulf of Guinea on the west coast of
Africa, a curious adventure befell us. We
had been in and out of the southerly mouth,
and were standing off shore to avoid a shoal
and feteh the next one, when, ten miles off
the land, with the tide running out, the
wind died away and we came to anchor on
good holding ground sixty feet below, This
was shortly after noon, and the anchor was
hardly down before a sailor who had been
sent aloft with a glass to look out for native
craft reported one in sight dead to the east
and only two or three miles away. At that
date the natives along the Guinea coast,
and especially about themouthsof the Niger,
were exceedingly hostile toward all white
men, and our brig was well manned and
armed on that account. We had on two or
three occasions been obliged to fire into
native boats to keep them off. After a bit
we could all make out the craft which was
glowly approaching, butnoman, even withthe
best glassaboard, could satisfy himself that he
had ever before secen one like it. It came
within a mile of us and then stopped, and
after o long look through the glass the Cap-
tain decided that it was no craft at all, but
a great log or raft which had been brought
off with the tide. This matter having been
seitled, and the thing coming no nearer,
we gave it ne further attention.

The calm continued during  the afternoon
and evening, and as the weather was oppres-
sively hot, everybody was idle. When

nieht eame the brig was left in charge of an |

ofticer and the anchor watch, and nothing
cecurred to alarm ws until about an hour
before daylight. Then
A VOICE SUDDENLY CRIED

out in alwm, and this was followed by
sparls and growls and hurried footsteps,
The eabin deors and skylight werc open to
admit the air, as was also the slide to the
fo'castle entrance. Some one rushed down
the companion way and shut and boited the
doors, and a minute later, as we turned out
of our berths, we learned what was going on,
The officer of the watch said we were
boarded by two lions, who had drifted down
upon our bows on what he believed by the
smell to be a dead whale. The two sailors
had made for the fo'castle and drawn the
slide, while he had made for the cabin to
cloge the doors,

The thing seemed so improbable that we
were ready to jeer him, even though some
of us had heard growls, but before any one
could doubt that the officer was telling the
sober truths, we heard the beasts raving
along the deck and stopping to raise a great
row at the water cask. A heavy sea could
not have torn it from its fastenings, but the
lions accomplished that feat in short order.

The gentle heave of the brig on the quiet

&

| sea then rolled the barrel about, and as the
' water ran into the scuppers

THE BEASTS LAFPPED IT UP
with low growls of satisfaction. We saw
nothing, but our ears told us all this. Our
noses were soon called into use to give us
further information. A disgusting odor
floated down through the sky-light, and
after a few sniffs the Captain said :

If that isn't a dead whale alongside then
I am mistaken in the smell. 1 never heard
that lions cared for whale fesh, but the fel-

| this carcass, and their long ex

vears at all comparable to the strain on the

' we on deck must have floated off shore on 1

blazing sun has made them terribly savage.”

We felt that we could do nothing until |
daylight came. We lighted the cabin lamps, |
so that the lions might not leap down through |
the skylight, which we could not close from

within, and then waited. They managed to |

lap water enough to slake their thirst, and
then they went roaming up and down, In
search of food. They could find nothing,
and as daylight appeared their ill humor m-
crezsed. They trotted up and down, growl.
ing in & way to
GIVE ONE THE SHIVERS

and it was lucky that all of us were under
shelter. When day had fairly come we stood
under the skylight with our guns, and pre-
sently one of the loins came trotting aft and
showed his head over the frame. Three of
us fired at the same instant, and with such
effect that he fell back dead. The death of
one took the courage out of the other, and
he ran away to the port bow and leaped up-
on the carcass of the whale which still lwlr'l
to us. We heard him run along the aedRs,
and for that matter his tread was heavier
than that of any man’s, and after a bit the
Captain stole up the companionway and dis-
covered and reported the true state of aflairs.

ure to the !

Then three of us made shift to get into the
slirouds of the mainmast, and from our safe
yurchase we also made an end of the second
yeast, which was the female lion, and some-
what smaller than the other. Although the
two pelts were sent to England, and the
manner in which they had come i1nto our
possession was vouched for by Government
officers of the civil branch, the Liverpool
Mercury was pleased to come out with the
statement that Gulliver was a truthful man
in comparison with any man aboard a brig.
-

G;'eat Pritain's Fisheries.

A correspondent sends us the following :—

The coasts of Great Britain, including the
adjacent islands and North Sea, have for
centuries furnished vast supplies of fine food
hsh., What the conditions would have been
to-day had the same policy been pursued
that obtains in this country—the wholesale
slaughter of food fish and other game in sea-
son and out of season—it would not be diffi-
cult to conjecture. 1 will now quote from
relinble statistics as to the quantity of fish
brought in to some of the English markets ;
time and space would not permit of my go-
ing over the ground fully. We will I-'liﬂ
Billingsgate fish market in the city
of London, which has been devoted
to the sale of fish alome for 200
years. The daily averageisfrom 400 to
500 tons, from the lordly salmon down to the
sprat. The bulk of these fish comes from the
east coast and North Sea. During the herring
season the daily average supply 1n the above
market is 300 tons, In the season of 1888
from 500 to 700 tons of herring per day were
shipped to the Billingsgate market alone.
More than a gquarter million tons of this fish
are landed on the coastsof Great Britain,
representing a money value of §6,000,000.
The Scotch fisheries are said to be the great-
est in the world, employing 12,000 boats and
100,000 people. The chief kinds of fish are
salmon, haddock, herring and ling. The
quantity of haddock shipped to Billingsgate
for curing is so large that the authorities
have constructed a separate market for the
handling of the same. Ihavenot mentione:l
the Irish fisheries which are very extensive
and only need capital tofurther develop them.
I mentioned Billingsgate as being the oldest
and leading market in this particular line ;
but, as many of yonr readers will know, it
does not represent the entire country.
Every large town possesses a fish market,
and many of them two or more, where the
fish are disposed of to the fishmongers, who
supply the publie. The city of Liverpool has
built a second market to meet the increased
demands of the trade ; her supplies are drawn
from Scotland and Ireland ¢I|1iuﬂ].'. wery
variety of fish in season can be purchased in
all these markets at very moderate prices,
Shellfish 1 have not mentioned. I do not
wish to trespass further on your valuable
space. 1 have endeavored to prove that the
fisheries of Great Britain are not quite ex-
haunsted,

-
Do Heads Grow With Age?

Some amusing letters have appeared in a
daily contemporary in regard to an alleged
steady increase in the size of Mr, Gladstone’s
head, which, it is =aid, is rendered manifest
by a progressive enlargement in the size of
the hat required to cover it. The corres-
pondence exhibits an extraovdinary igno-
rance of well-ascertained facts : for, if there
is one thing which wounld be acknowledged
by all anatomists and physiologists, it is
that the nervous system, like other parts of
the body, undergoes atrophy with advane-
ing age—an atrophy that pervades every
tissue, and is as apparent in the thinning of
the voeal chords that alters the voice to
et ghildish treble,” as in the shrunk shanks
for which the “ youthful hose, well saved,
arve & world too wide,”  No reason can be
pesieped why the brain should czeape the
.:_r--m-r-:-.] chazice that affects the ri:i:,__f4-.-'t:i‘-.'+_~ i1yl I
the cirenlatory systems alike. Its attributes
amd fuenlties attain their highest excellence
at or before mid-nge, and from that time
forth exhibit only a steady decline, Tu|

N S S

| compiie Mr, Gladstone  with ?\'EllﬁlTl'fl'!'..

respecting whom o similar story is related, |
is absurd.,  The head of Napoleon may have
crown between twenty and forty-five, be- |
canse hig hrain was greatly exereised during !
the last ten vears of the past eentury and
the first ten of the present; but no calls|
have been made on Mr., Gladstone of late

mental and bhodily powers of the French
Emperor during that eventful period.  The
ossification of the sutures of the eranium
practically prevents increase of the volume
of the brain in advanced life; and even
granting some slight increase, such increase
would e compensated for by the attenua- |
t10n of the I!'I'.'llli:‘.l bones which i well known !
to occeur in old agde, A l.']lil.l‘l:_:l' in form !
there may be, but none in gize,—The

Litiicet, |

———

Water in Sleeping Rooms.

Fresh eold water 18 o ]Hjﬂ‘fu‘ftl' abzarbant
of gases, A bowl of water placed underthe
bed of the sick room and frequently changed |
15 among the valuable auds 1n purif}'ing the
air. The room in which the London alder-
men sit is purified by open vessels of water
placed in l.'lfﬂ"Fﬂ:nl parts of the room. It can |
be easily inferred from this that water
standing for any length of time ina close
room is unfit for drinking. Experiments of
this kind are not costly. It has frequently
been observed that restless and troubled
sleep has been corrected easily by placing
;m ;:pr.-n vesse] of water near the hr,-mrnf the

wedl,

PEARLS OF TRUO

The greatest luxury a man can allow
himsell 18 marriage.

Pleasure is the flower that fades ; remem-
brance is the lasting perfume.

Distrust a woman who speaks of her vir-
tue.

A great writer does not reveal himself
here and there, but everywhere.

To learn to die is better than to study
the ways of dying.

Why should sorrow be eternal?! Men
surely weary of pleasure, why should they
not weary of sorrow ¥,

By being contemptible, we set men's
minds to the tune of contempt.

That even a woman should be faultless
. « . .i8 anarrangement not permitted by
nature, which assigns to us mental defects,
as it awards to us headaches, illnesses, or
death,

He is best served who has no occasion to
put the hand of othersat the end of lus
Arm,

We mingle in society, not so much to
meet others as to escape ourselves,

Self is the great anti-Christ and anti-God
in the world, that sets itself up above all
else,

Society 1s the master, and man the ser-
vant.

Tolerance does not mark the [}rn%mm of
religion. It is the fatal sign of its decline.

r a §
lo-morrow is a satire on to-day, auwd
shows its weakness,

Illusion is brief; but repentaace is long.

When one looks on the thousand and one
poor, foolish, ignoble faces of this world,
and listens to the chatter as rand foolish
as the faces, one, in order to have any proper
respect for them, is foreced to remember that
solemnity of death, which is silently wait-
ing.

Love is not altogether a delirium, yet it
has many peints in common therewith, I
call it rather a- discerning of the infinite
with the finite.

Every iw%}i:ming is cheerful ; the threshe.
old is the place of expectation,

A beloved face cannot grow ugly, because
not flesh and complexion, but expression,
created love,

Opportunity has hair in front, but behind
she is bald. If you seize her by the forelock,
you may hold her ; but if suffered to escape,
not Jupiter himself can catch her again.

Passion is always suffering even when
gratified.

Absence in its anxious longing and sense
of vacancy is a foretaste of death.

- —— rom — . A — toplten.

The finest day of life is that on which
one ¢uits it,

It is true that friendship often ends
love, but love in friendship never,

Moral supremacy is the only one which
leaves monuments, not ruins, behind it.

Simplicity of character is the natural re-
sult of profound thought.

Troubles, like babies, grow larger by
nursing.

Men are women's plaything ; women are
the devil's.

He has half the deed done who has made
a beginning,

i -

FERILS OF 'I'HE SEA.

Fishermen Adriflt on the Bunks—A Schoon-
er Sinks in Five Minutes,

Caxso, Nova Seotia, May 15.--The Cap-
tain and crew of the schooner Ossipee of
Gloucester, which was wrecked off Isanac’s
Harbor on Tuesday night, reached here on
the steamer Princess Beatrice.  The Captain
reports that the vessel struck during a dense
fog and sank in less than fiveminutes,  The
crew with ditficulty saved their lives. The
Ossipee was bound to Cape North for fish,

Accidents among the fishing fleet on the
Banks are reported. A dory which had
strayved from the Hattie E. Wooster of
Glouecester on Middle Bank on the Hth inst,
reached here yesterday. It contained Al-
fred Cameron and Fred Walsh. The nien
had drifted about in the fog, cold, wet and
hungry, for three days,

Later in the day another dory belonging
to the schooner Marguerite of Gloucester
found its way through the breakers to one
of the outlying islands, and its oceapants.
Freeman Harkin and Ben Amio, were eared
for by the fishermen there and were after-
wird brought to this place.  They left their
vessel on Quero on Tuesday morning to get
their trawl.  After seeuring o dory load of
fizh {h{=:.* started to return to the vessel, but
soon found they were lost in the fog, They
decided to row for ];m-l, nndd .'L[l..l.'l' ]rl:illg
BEOomae b‘i.‘-.‘l_'g.' hours  without foowd or fire
]'l'il"!llﬂ.t !l!']'r'.
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And He was a Canadian.
A pathetic story of disaster, ling ering
horror and supremne heroism comes from Lake

s Erie. On the edge of the ive pack on  the

shore an upturnel, water-logged and rapid-
ly sinking boat, bearing a  half-frozen, half-
starved wan, was picked up the other day.
He had been in the ice and water for days,

el was so nearly  dead that his recovery

will El!.‘itttf'll*ll‘ri"ll‘f the loss of some of his

| frozen limbs. W hen hegetout on the treacher-

ous water he had a companion, who hailed
from Stiinecoe, Their boat was overturned wnd
they clambered on her hottom. For houra
they clung there, hoping for rescue, They
discovered that their  joint weight was too
great for the water-logged boat.  If both re-
mained by her, both would die when she
went down. One might stand a chance of
'!n-iug saved, The other man 1'*:*:1}' and calm-
ly looked the situation in the face. “I have
no relatives dependent onme, noone to
mourn for me,”” he said at  last, “while you
have & mother and sister who look to you
for support. Good-bye, old fellow, I'm going
to meet iy Creator.” Then, with a silent
prayer, he slid into the chill waters and dis
appeared forever, There was heroism of the
highest type—the heroisin of sacrifice,
-

Born With Teeth.

The old story of Richard 111, of England
having been born with teeth has been revis-
ed by the recent birth of a child to parents of
German origin in Quitman, Georgia, whicl
possesses a complete set, They are well foru-
ed, milk white teeth, but show signs of soft
ening already and early decay, and are so
closely t:rnwjtrl together as to make the
child’s mouth almost a deformity and only
to be shut with difficulty.
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