ed, and
d be cuﬁﬁnued Dl:lm that

bia ordahip heard gy e
cel of Iiua.ff' ad he Beneroy,

& Ppresent of g h;'ﬁ‘d“"i. P:ilu'i

uisite for the dres
i me from the .
1 p!imﬁﬂt‘ " M:”ﬁm “iﬁ i
the army, ang b,

EI. Shﬂ was uﬂﬂ'fnl -

gland, and Qg '
Pension of 1? aﬁlliil;ghl:.ad;ﬂ‘
1;;39, and wasg buried ‘I’i&
8 In the ground belones
tal, Bk

—

nts on Smmmjng.
ntial to the ge

ment i3 to know h

t, with a view to keg:i; uﬂ:
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Tail Twisters.

Herald says : —Thespesch
sberger, of Virginia, on e
loes not appear in Congres
d therefore we have mot
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n a great sgeech on aD(
the necessicy of twisHng

tail. America is bles
v of statesmen who might
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hollow sockets, and a yell more sppalling
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“ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH."

the salt beef and pork, which owing to our
distsnce fron , formed our principal
fare. He positively refused to touch the
sad bread, as my Yankee neighbours very
npfhr:pﬂ;ta]yurmad the unleavened cakes
n

I ; and it was no matter to
4 swear the gods bad never made it. L eary
;:E:reducinﬂ the log cabin into 5 - send a man on horseback eight miles to fetch

er, we contrived, with the aid of s 1,?"! of bread. .
”?:f;ﬁdu, to make a bed-closet for poor Chﬂntni'l:w dear Mre. Moodie, like a- good
yit tVilson, who continued to shake every b . AR JOU I0; ELVS 1N & morsel of
Tom ith the pitiless ague. There was no the han-by s biscuit, l.nd try anda make us
is§ " sdmitting light and air into this do- some decent brea.d.l_ ;"ha stuff your servant.
'?gle which opened into the general apart. [$17°8 U8 18 ulnuegtnh e,” said Wilson to me,
2.t but through a equare hole cut in one m"_n;" b BB ““E“t'i b
’!'Em._; planks, just wide enough to admita aI s kgi X s ave mo yoast ;-
mm'u bead through the apercure. Here we ki:t ¥ never hrﬂe%m one of thoze strange
:arde Tom a comfortable bed op the floor, | ™, lﬂff'l‘“:'I mrm ‘fui Joe’s wife and bo
.jdid the best we could to nurse him “351'.?:1 e -ﬂ"thmu J hnmw'
.‘ﬂrnugh his sickness, His long thin face, ?ﬂm; g hﬂf et T NOEEON-
b0 ed with diseass, and surronnded by | 198 of you.” Away he went across the ficld,
Fu ¢ black whiskers, and a beard of a week’s 16 Boon PecHie N ml' k ,fntﬂ his jug
M8 o looked perfectly unearthly. He|7;i' Was empty. o luck,” sald -he;
FO™ Y to stare at the baby to frighten those stingy wretches had just baked a
pad cDIY _ fine batch of bread, and they would neither I

het EI:.";' Ef};;“; :]Ea.]?‘:.e;r:‘.:; ik i ot e Ba lend nor seli a loaf; but they told me how

d say ; ** she cries for joy at the sight of

CHAPTER VL
(1D SATAN AXD Tou WiLsox's Nosk.

nose, kind sir ! Sure mother Nature,
:':h a1l her treaks, ne'er formed this feature.
t-_:],:: were mioe, I'd try and trads ‘.

to make their milk -emptyings.”
“* Well : discuss the same ;” but I much
doubted if he could remember the recipe,
““You are to take an old tin pan,” said
he, sitting down on. the stool, and poking
the fire with a stick.
_**Must it be an old one ?” said I, laugh-
ing. :
e Oi course; they said so0,” |
‘¢ Aud what am 1 to put into it 2" |

iﬂﬂll

w. - - - L g
Amoag his curiosities, and he had many,

he neld 1o great esteem & huge nose, made
sollcw to fit his nose, which his father, &
peiny almost as eccentric as lnmaelf,_ had
arved out of boxwood. When he slippad
this nose over his own (which was no bam_:-
diul clessical epecimen of a nasal organ), it
nsce a most perfect and hideous disguise.

The mother who bore him never would re-| _ “ Patience ; let me begin at the beginning.”
wgnized her accomplished son. ‘Some flour and some milk—but, by George|

Numberless were the tricks he plt}jred off | I've forgot all aboutit. I was wondering
gith this nose. Once he walked through |88 I came across the field why they called
the streets of , with this proboscis at- | the yeast milk-emptyings, and that put the
ached to his face, -*“ What a nose ! Look | Way to make it quite out of my head, DBut
ar the man with the nose !"” cried all the REVer mind ; it 18 only ten o'clock h‘:l,? my
boys in the street. A party of Irish emi- [Watch. I have nothing to do; I will go

ants passed at the moment. The men, |#g8in.”

Eri:h' I;i'lg courtesy natural to their nation, He went. Would I had been there to

forbore to laugh in the gentleman’s face ;| hear the colloquy petween him and Mrs.

bt after they had passed, Tom looked back, Joe; he described it something to this

and saw them bent half double in convul. | effect :—}

sions of mirth, - Tom made the party a low | “Mrs. Joe: ;"‘Wall stranger, what do

bow, gravely took off his nose, and put it in ¥YOU want‘?uw? | |

his pocket, ;  Tom: “I have forgotten thj? way you
Tae day after this frolic, he had a very | told me how to make the bread.

severe fit of ague, and looked so ill that I ““Mrs, Joe: *“I never told you how to

really entertaived fears for his life. The make bread. I guess you are a fool.

bo: fit had just left him, and he lay upon | F'eople have to raise bread before they can

his bed bedewed with a cold perspiration, in | Pake it. Pray who sent you to make game

a state of complete exhaustion. . of mﬁ! I guess somebody as wise ag your-
“ Poor Tom,” said I, ‘*he has paesed a self.

horrible day, but the fwm;t- is over, and I - Tr‘fm T The lady at whose house I am

will make him a cup of coffce.” While pre- | 8V3yIng.

paring it, O.d Satan came in and began to | Mrs. Joe: ‘‘Lady! 1 can tell you that

wlk to my husband. He happened to sit | We have no iadics here. So the woman who

directly opposite the aperture whicn gave | lives in the oid log shanty in the hollow
light &id E?r to Tom’s hﬂfl.h. This mangwu don’t know how to make bread. A clever
disgustingly ugly. He had lost one eye in a | Wife that! Are you ber husband '-":_ (Tom
onarrel. It had been gouged out in a free shukzs his head.)—**Her brother ?"—(4n
nght, and the side of his face presented a | 07her 35‘-’*‘"-?‘“"%‘5’ son? Do you hear?
succession of horrible scars inflicted by the | ©¢ are you deaf I (going quite close up to

. weeth of his savage adversary. The nick- him.) -

name he had a;quired thrﬂugh the cnunty Tem {mm:ing' back : Miﬂﬂ_ﬂ:ﬂ!, I‘I_ﬂ. not
sofficiently testified to the respectability of | deaf ; and whe or what I am is nothing to
his character and dreadful tales were told | you. Will you oblige me by telling me
of him in the neighborhood, where he was | how to make the mill-emptyings; and this
alike feared and hated. time I’ll put it down in my pocket-book.”
The rude fellow, with his accustomed in- Mre, Jﬂf’ (with a strong smeer) : ‘¢ Mall-
solence, began abusing the o d country folks, | ¢mptyings ! Milk, I told you. So you ex-
The English were great bullies, he said ; | Pect me to answer your qﬂel‘_‘:lﬂﬂﬂr and give
they thought no one could fight but them- h_“'ﬂk nothing in return. Get you gome;
selves ; but the Yankees had whipped them, j 111 tell you no more about it.” _
and would whip them again. He was not | Tom (bowing very low): * Thank you for
afear'd of them, he never was afear’d in Lis | your civility. ls the old woman who lives
life, in 1.:h_a little shanty near the apple-trees more
Scarcely were the words cat of his mouth, | obliging ?” : ' :
when a horrible aspiration presented itself | _ Mrs. Joe: * That's my husband’s mother.
to his view. Slowly rising from his bed, | You may try. I guessshe’ll give you an
and putting on tne fictitious nose, while he | 8D8Wer, (Ezic, slamming the door in his
drew his white night cap over his ghastly | /ace.) ’ ,
and livid brow, Tom thraust his face through ‘“ And what did yon do then?” sald I.  »

the aperature, and uttered a diabolical cry ;| °f Ob, went of course. The door was open,
then tank down upon his unseen couch as | 8nd I reconnoitered the premises before I

noiselessly as he had arisen. Th ventucred in. I liked the phiz of the old |
like nnthfng human, :::f eili was :cﬁgdwl?; woman a deal better than that uf‘hﬂr daug:h-
an involuntary scream from the lips of our | ter-in-law, although 1t was cunniog and in-

quisitive, and as sharp as a needle, She
*“Good (iod | what's that?” cried Satan, | Was busy shelling cobs of Indian corn into a |

falling back in his chair, and pointing to | barrel. I rapped at the door. She told me
the vacant aperture. *“Did yoa hear it ? did | to come in, and in I stepped. She asked
you gee it ? It beata the universe. I never | me if wanted her. I told h‘;—"}' my errand, at
saw a ghost or a devil before !” which she laughed hf‘rtﬂf- . I
Moodie, who had recogunized the ghost, Old woman: ‘“Yeu are from the old
and greatly epjoyed the fun, pretended | country, I guess, or you would know how
profound ignorance, and coolly insinuated | to make mi/k-emptyings. Now, I alwass
that Old Satan had lost his senses. The | prefer bran-emptyings. They make the best
man was bewildered ; he stared at the va. | bread. The milk, I opine gives it a sourish
cant apﬂrturﬂ', thﬂn at us i_-n tur-n_l a8 i_f he tﬂi"t-E. H.Ilﬂ thﬂ hm 13 th’ﬂ IE-IE'E trﬂublE. "
doubted the accuracy of his own vision. Tom : ‘ Then let us have the bran, by all

“*Dis tarnati dd.” h id ; ““but the | means. How do you make it ?"
wnn::ﬂ h;t&{;t: tiu." s " 2 Old woman: ‘‘I put a double handful of

“T heard a sound.” I said. ““a dreadful | bran into a small pot, or kettle, but a jo
sound, but I saw A ghost.” ' | will do, and a teaspoonful of salt ; but min
. **Sare an’ twas himsel’,” said my Lowland | you 'dug't kill it with salt, for if you do, it
‘ﬁmteh girl, whq? now Earﬁei?ud_tha j?ke; ;uglzﬁieatl iﬂﬁﬁﬂmﬂi’;ﬁ:ﬁ;ﬁ&lﬁf

he was a seekin’ to gie us puir bodies a e ek ’ s i ‘
wee fricht.” |. r. en e jug into a pan of warm

“H ; water, and set it on'the hearch near the
sort ﬂ?wﬁiﬁ?ﬁ h::iflrtf bff%;zhjﬁfitubﬂgi fire, and keep it at the same heat untilit

ak to . h fan. | rises, which it generally will do if you at-
1 o o T ofton end | tend to it imtwo or three houre’ time, When
s madnes the trwn eracky ot Whe top, sad you oo
~ “Mad " (very indignantly) ““1 guess I'm | White bubbles rising it, you may
ot mad, h;‘; B:!; wide nwﬂ:e a.ugyuu are. | strain it into your flour, and lay your bread.
then the noise—I could not make such a| Tom: *‘My good woman, Iam greatly
larnation ou to save my life. Bat be it obliged to you. We have g bran ; can
man or devil, I don’t care, I'm not afear’d,” * you give me a am;ll quantity ? :
doubling his fist very undecidedly at the Old woman : I never give anything.
hole. Again the ghastly head was protrud- | You Eaglishers who ceme out here with

od—t : :» | stacks of money can afford to buy.”
he dreadfal eyes rolled wildly in their Tom: 8 aﬁrn'-a 5 SEaTl Guastily ¥

Old woman: *‘I guess 1 will.” (Edging '

than the former rang through the room. : : A
The man eprang from his chﬁir, which he t‘j;mdau d fixing her sharp sﬁ on him.)
overturned in his t, and stood tor am in- | * You must be very ﬂnh to buy rich.”

stant with his one eyeball starting from his| Tom (quizzically): * Oh, very s
bead, and glaring upon the spectre; his| Old woman: **How do ynu get your

cheeks deadly pale; the ocold p ation ! money ?* _
Streaming from his face ; his lips dissever-| Tom (sarcastionily): “I don't stgal it.” .
¢, and his teeth chattering in his head. ‘| Old.weman: ‘Prays not. I you’ll

is | soon let others do that for you, if you don't
| take care. Are the people you live with re-

h% to you ¥’
_ m ( able to keep Bis gravity : *“On
; ngue out of his mouth. - ‘Eve’s side, " They are my friends.”

‘He is_coming {—he is " éried | Old woman (s
the affrighted wretch ; and cleating the open | kesp you for

doorway with one leap, he fled across, the | your m ST -

“There—thero—there. Look—Ilook,
%mes again—the devil |—the devil |”

Here Tom, who still kept his eyes fixed
upon his victim, gave a knowing wink and

rust his to

or do you work for
i ¢JYoshat bran ready?”

: ' sathe bhinnnnd measures

g Bl #';_. ** What ‘am- 1, to” phy

. you P50 IS0 feu oveded v v !y L
1”7 O1d woniah +#k Fork shilling.” | |

oI Toin( : b‘m:.,‘.'h B

Siaet a3 buocse |
. % (hulyhing) : * You are not

od over ] come York over me in that way, or

=y

b
#lL- 1
I
el @
] " ¥ o

g 23 i

‘New Sonkh Walds, and I hope-i

surprise) 1 * And do they |

cither. There is threepence for your pound
of bran ; you are are o paid.
wamaAn

Old- {llllm:ﬂnr him) "Bﬁt
the ; do ‘1o {
“%;:gp you i ‘nothiag for the

‘“ And 80,” said he, *“I came away laugh-
ing, rejoicing in my sleeve that I huluﬂ
ted the avaricious old cheat.”

he next thing to be done was to set the
bran rising. By the help of Tom's reci
it was duly mixed in the -coffee-pot, and
placed within a tin pan, full of hot water,
by the side of the fire. I have often heard
it said that a watched pot never boils ; and
there certainly was no lack of watchers in
this case. Tom sat for hours 1egarding it
with hie large heavy eyes, the maid inspect-

ed it from time to time, and scarce tem |

minutes were suffered to elapse withont my
testing the heat of the water, and the atate
of the emptyings; but the day nh('lppad_
rlowly away, and night drew on, an yet
the watched pot gave no signs of vitality.
Tom sighed deeply when we sat down to
tea with the old fare.

““ Never mind,” said he, *“we shall get
scme good bread in the morning; it must
%et up by that time. I will wait till then.

could almost starve before 1 could touch
these leader cakes.” e o

The tea-things

wildest - voluntary airs that ever were
breathed forth by human lungs. Mad jigs,

to which the gravest of mankind might have.

cut eccentric capers. We were all con-
vulsed with langhter. In the midst of one
of these droll movements, Tom suddenly
bopped like a kangaroo (which feat he per-
formed by raising himself upon tip-toes,
then flinging himself forward with a stoop-
Ing jerk), towards the hearth, and squiuting
down into the coffee-pot in the most quizzi-

cal manner, exclaimed, *‘ Miserable chaff.

If that does not make you rise notking will.”

I left the bran night by the fire.
Early in the morning I had the satisfaction
of fiading that it had risen high above the
rim of the
fine crown of bubbles,

‘¢ Bstter late than neyer,” thought I, as 1'

emptied the emptjrinfﬂ into my flour.
“*Tom is not up yet. .1 will make him:so
happy with a loaf of new bread, nice home-
baked bread, for his breakfast.” It was my
first Canadian loaf. I telt quite prond of it,
as I placed it in the odd machine in 'which
it was to-be baked. did not understand
the method of baking in these ovens; or
that my bread should have remained in the
kettle for half an hour, until it had ;
the second time, before I applied the fire te-
it, in order that the breid should be light
't not only required experience to, km,
when it was in a fit state for baking,

the oven should have been brought to* &"

rop:r temperature to receive the bread

goorant of all this, I put my unrisen loaf
into a cold kettle, an eama-lma quan-
tity of hot ashes abof# an lﬁg The
fi at intimation I th of the of my
experim:nt was the *disagreeable edour of
barniog bread filling the house. ! .
‘ What i. this horrid smell ?” cried Tom,
issuing from his domicile, in his shirt aleeves.
““ Dy open the door, Bsll (to the maid); 1
feel quite sick.” | T
“‘ ]t is the bread,” #aid I, taking off the
lid of the oven with_the tongs. ** 'D?d.f me,
ic is all burnt?” &=
¢ And smells as sour as vinegar,”! ¢ The
black bread of Sparta !' S
Alas ! for my maiden loaf! With a rue-
ful face I placed it on the breakfass table.
‘] hoped to have givey you a treat, but I
fear you will fiad it womse than the cakes-i
the pan. ; -
 Yon may be sure of that,” said Tom,

as he stuck his knife into the loaf, and drew.

it forth covered with raw dough. *“Oh,
Mrs. Moodie, I hope you make better books
than bread.”

We were all sadly disappointed, Tke
others submitted to my failure good-natured-
ly, and made it the sabject of many droll,
but not unkindly, witticisms. For myzeli,
I could have borne the severest infliction
from the pen of the most formidable critic
with more fortitude than I bore the cutting
up of my firat loaf of bread. A

After breakfast, Moodie and Wilson rode
into the town ; and when they returped at
night, brought several long letters for me.
An! those first kind ‘letters from home!
Never shall I forget the gapture with which
I grasped the « —the eager, trembling haste
with which I tore them open, while the
blindinz tears whith filled my eyes hinder-
ed me for some migutes from reading a word
which they contained.  Sixteen years have
slowly passed away—it appears half a cen-
tury—but never, never can home letters
give me the intense joy those letters did.
After seven years’ exile, the hope of return
grows feeble, the means are still less in our
power, aud our friends give up all hope of
our return ; their letters grow fewer and
colder, their expressions of attachment are
leas vivid ; the heart has formed new ties,
and the poor emigrant is nearly forgotten.
Double those years, and it is as if the grave
had closed over you, and the hearts that
once knew and loved you know you no
™ Tor had rlarga ket of lett

om, too, a packet o ern,
which ke read with great glee. After re-
perusing them, he declared his intention of
setting off on his return homs the next day.
We tried to persuade him to stay until
following spring, and make a fair trial of
the country. Arguments were thrown I.:z

| upon him ; the next morning our eccen

*“Gﬂ:;.bﬂ! hnothhi. shaking me by
- -bye ¥ . : me

thahmd'uifha?ﬁunttumuitirmth
wrist. '* When next we meet it will be in

Walk D that time
you will know how 3 mitke” bstter bread.”
And thus ended Tom Wilson’s '

to Canada. He bronght out ‘three hundred
pounds, British currency, he remained in
the country just four months, and returned
to Eogland with barely emaagh to: pay his
passage home. T |

- (20 BE CONTINURD. )
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were removed. Tom took |
up his flute, and commenced a series of the

t, and was surrounded by a]
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5 the Color Bense.

Jean Ingelow-des
of the North of England, the prooess of
teaching boys and girls to matzh colors. It

that about four per cent. of the
children were unable to distinguish
even the most unlike. _ 3 8

There was a class-room in which
table covered with skeins of German
bits ot stained glass and silks of all
The master said, “ Now, bairns, back
a’last week I tell'd ye I'd gie ye an ould
farrant lesson to-day. You, Josey, ye see
By & Sasilhan of o yours,

osey, & [ of six “A
master.” ¥
" ** What be it, barin 2" :

‘‘ Why, a ross, master, for shure,”

¢ Ay, but what kin’ o’ rose ¥*

“ A l"ﬂd un, sir o

‘‘ Well, now you go into the class-room,
and fetch me out a skein o’ wool the nighest
like this rose ever ye can.”

Josey takes the rose, and fetches back
the skein of just the same hue. After this
about twenty of the children were sent on
the errand, and matched the color perfect-
ly. At last, a little white-faced fellow
went into the class-room, astayed some time,
and finally came out with two skeins in his
hand. Shouts of surprise and derision filled
the room. _ '

‘¢ Surely, what be ye thinking on ?” :

‘“One on ’em's a8 green as grass, an’
t'other as gray as a ratten (rat),

The little boy looks frightened.

¢ Thou’s done as well as thou knew how,”’
says the master, rather gently. * Don’t
thou be scared ; thou’s nobbut tried once.’
Here, take and match me this.” He gives
him the glossy leaf of a laurel.

The child goes out sgain, and, with a
much more cheerful and confident air, comes
back and puts into his hand a skein ¢f the
brightest scarlet. Thae other childred, too
surprised to laugh, whisper together, ** He
beant a fondy, neither.” Fond here has the
old sense of foolish.

¥
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Candied Honey.

As a general thing, all honey cnndia&ugon
the approach of cold weather., Some think
that thin honey candies quicker thau thick ;

ibly that is the case, for honey that has

n left in the hive for some weeks after

being sealed over by the bees will sometimes
not candy at all, even in zero weather. -

- As some honey candies upon the first ap-
proach of cold weather and other samples
not until severe freezing weather, we can
not be sure that ripening or remaining in
-the hives for several weeks after ing is
& sure preventive. It is very seldom indeed
phat we find sealed comb honey in a candied
state, which shows plainly that the bees
know how to preserve honey for fature
m‘ :

A boy noticed bees gathering pollen from
sawdust and remarked that it was a little
sweet. Tommenting upon it Gleanings in
Bee Culture says : [ have noticed this, and
felt & good deal surprised, especially as the
sawdust had no sweet taste at all before it
was gathered by the bees, and I detected at
the time that the bees carried honey from
their hives to mix with sawdust 80 as to
make a sort of dough that they can pad up
into little biscuits, to put on their littie
legs. Wheat and rye flour after being pad-
ded up>n their legs, and carried to -their
hives, has quite a eweetish taste that it did
‘not have betore, We do not know just how
‘the sawdust helps them, but when no pollen
is to be had from the flowers, it no doubt
supplies them with something they noed,
but cannot get from honey alone.

— e -

In a Woman’s Hand-Baz.

- ¢ What do you carry in that bag ?” said
the big man *o the business woman, point-
ing to the little hand-bag that is her insep-
arable compsnion. :

*“ I'll show you,” said she ; and then she
took out two handkerchiefs, one for use and
one for show ; a lead-pencil, with the point
broken ; a stick of gum, chewed ; George
William Cartis’s editorial on. Matthew Ar-
nold’s death, cut out of “*Harper’s Weekly?”
three keys that don’t fit anythiog in parti-
cular ; one latch key, that does fit ; a Bond
Street Library card, three Daly Theatre seat
coupons, a tiny box of face powder, three
capsules of guinine, five visiting cards, seven
letters, five of them from one man ; spring
suits cut out of a Sunday paper, a season
ticket to the American Art Aesociation’s
Prize Exhibition, an unposted letter to her
mother, three rubber bands, three postal
carde, a shoe-bottoner, dentist’'s appoint-
ment card, four hairpins, an unpolished
mess agate, coral broach with the pin
broken off, half a mustard leaf, a piece of
paper with quotations from Mme. Blavatsky
on Theosophy written on it, a sample of
yéllow ribbon to be matched, a card photo-
graph of another girl, and a purse contain-
one. three-cent piece and a postage
stamp.
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An Arab Woman's Dress.

- Of whatever rank orstation an Arab .wn-
man may be, her dress consists only of a

| These men are given:

skirt reaching down to the ankles, trousers
(not drawers) and a kerchief for the head.
The material varies, of course. Rich people
bave gold brocades of many patterns, vel-
vets and silks richly trimmed. Daring the
hot season plain - white oalicoes or mualin
are worn. Skirt and trousers are never of
the pattern. The skirt must not be
too long, that it may not hide the rich em-

broidery of the trousers or the two anklets ;
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Rabbiting.

hﬁhﬁuﬁo‘igntputtnﬁuﬁﬂh
New Zealsnd. -For years paast,

of statiens;- as the ranches
have been in the hiblt:
biters ™ to hout down ahd destroy the pest.

guns, on,

a ““ whare,” or roughly built hut, to live in.
Their * tacker,” another calonialism, which
means food, is also supplied them by their
employer, and, in addition, they are either
Eidfmmmmfwmh of our money a
for each rabbit killed, or draw a ra:-:.’iu

The rabbiter has to take off and dry the
skin of every rabbit worth it, and turn it
over to his employer as evidenze of the
death of the animil. The market value of
these skins there is four or five cents each,

80 that the proprietor nearly recoups him-
self for the pay for the rabbiter. When the

rabbit is g0 young that the pelt is worthless,

the hunter receives the same pay, but is
obliged to produce the ears as evidence ot his
work. When he rabbits on a salary, he gets
from six dollars to fifteen dollars a week.

The work is of the most arduouns kind.
The places, Earticula.rlf in New Zealand,
where the rabbits most abound, are hilly in
the extreme, and they scarcely deign to
speak of anything as hilly- that would not
be called precipitions anywhere else.

The animals can be hunted with success
only at the earliest dawn, and in the twi-
light. Going over those hills at breakneck
speed in the attempt to save half-a-dczen

rabits’ skins from being mangled by as many -

different dogs is not romantic, and hours of
it give the most enthusiastic his fill.
ach rabbit is skinned as soon as taken,
almost by a turn of the wrist, and the pelt
distended inside out by the insertion of an
elastic twig bent double. These.skins are
then all taken to the whare, and hung
around on the bushes todry, While drying
in the hot sun they fill the whole neighbor-
hood with a terrific stench, and any one
coming on to a rabbiter’s camp from the
leeward is aware of the fact half a mile off.
When thoroughly dried, the pelts are
packed in bundles containing twenty-five
each, and carried to the station, where the
rabbiter receives his pay. The skins are

manunfactured into various articles of wear-

ing apparel, notably hats, and not infre-
quently are dyed to imitate the more expen-
sive furs, when they bring a very fair price.
The meat, although not badly flavored, is

| seldom eaten, at least in the neighborhoods

where they abound, though the carcasses
bring twenty-five centa apiece in the larger
cities,

On a desirable station, rabbicing is not an
unprofitable job. Qae man made one thou-
sand five hundred dollars a jear at it, for
three successive years on a New Zealand
run,

Lost Articles on Railways.

The lost article departments of the rail-
roads are curiosity shops. They contain
the accumlations of years, as fully a third
of the articleslefc on trains are never called
for. A dozzn or more articles are picked up
in the New Haven coachee every duy. They
are kept for a time at the Grand Central
Depot awalting owners’ calls. The company
has a bushel or more of purses,s ome of
which are five or six years old. They con-
tain very little money as a usual thing, but
pictures, newspaper clippings, poetry, and

samplesof dress-goods in abundance, The.

pickpocket has been through most of these
purses, no doubt, and after hastily extract-
ir g the bills, he throws the purse on a seat
or on the floor. QOace or twice, however,
pocketbooks containing large sums of money
and bonds worth thousands have been pick-
ed up by the train men. Conductor Curran,
when a baggage man several years ago,
picked up a pocketbook .on the plat-
form, just as the train was entering Bos-
ton, containing $40,000 in securities and
$500 in bills. He had j1st handed it to
tae superintendent when the owner rushed
in breathlessly and said that he was ruined
if he couldn’t find it. Of the things usually
left in the cars, umbrellas and purses pre-
ponderate. The record last Saturday on
the Ne~ Haven.road was : Five umbrellas,
one parasol, two canes, shawl, box of pow-

der, duster and package of collars. Yester--

day two sickles were left by some farmer.
Boxes of cigars and shoes are quite common.
Violoncellos, snare drums cats in boxes
have been taken ocvt by the conductors.
All that the Grand Central wants to com.
plete its collection is a real live baby. Two

Fearu ago & man stopped at New Haven -
ong enou

h to hand anex a travel-
ling bag, directing the latter to take it to a
certain address where he said he lived.
The address was fictitious, and the express-
man was wondering
bag when he discovered that it contained a
live infant. The sapposed father had taken
another train, so the satchel’s contents went
to an asylam. ' -

Cainese Art and Lnndm;pa Gardening,

There are sald to be something like fifty
thousand characters in the written lang
of the Chinese. I am sure it would ut:ﬁ:
them all to fully describe the queer sights
and s customs we witnessed in P.

during the few days we rested there, at the

cheérful United States Lagation; before mak-
hi our final start for the Great Wall,

had never known before that the twisted
trees, contorted objects and queer architec-
ture painted on Chinese punch-bowls and
platters are not droll caricatures but the
Chinese of Chinese art ideas
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