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Duke Leopold's Stone.
There was once a great Duke Leopold,
Who had wit and wisdom, as well as gold,
And used all three in a liberal way
For the good of his people, the stories say.

To see precisely what they would do,
And how nearly a notion of his came true,
He wont from his palace one night alone—
When a breeding storm and starless skies
Hid his secret from prying eyes—
And set midway in the road a stone.
It was not too big for a man to move—
The duke was confident on that score;
Yet the weight of the thing was enough to prove
The strength of one's muscle—and something

more.
'Something tuorb,' laughed the duke, as he

strode
Through wind and rain on his homeward road.
'This time to-morrow I reckon will show
If a notion of mine is correct or no.'

From a window high in the palace wall,
He watched next day for the passers-by,
And grimly smiled as they one and all,
Where they found the stone, left the stone to lie.
A lumbering ox-cart came along,.
And Hans, the driver, was stout and strong;
One sturdy shove with. the right intent
Would have cleared the track of impediment;
But whatever appeared to be needless wee k,

work that another might possibly do,
made it a point of duty to shirk.

_ —eped his team for a minute or two,
And scratched his head as he looked about
For the eaeicat way of getting out:
Then—'Lucky for me that the road is wide,'
He lazily murmured, and drove aside.

The next that came was a grenadier
Bristling in scarlet and gold array;
And he whistled a tune both loud and clear,
But he took no note of the rock in his way.
When its ragged edges scraped his knee—
'Thunder and lightning! what's that?' says he.
'Haven't the blockheads sense enough
To clear the road of this sort of stuff?
A pretty thing for a grenadier
To stumble against, and bark his shine!
It I knew the rascal that planted it here—
Yes, surely! I'd make him see his sins:
He clanked his sword and he tossed his plume,
And he strutted away in a terrible fume;
But as for rnov.

the duke, 'as I thought it
would be.'

A little later, still watching there,
He spied on their way to the village fair,
A troop of merchants, each with his pack
Strapped on a well-fed animal's back.
'Now let us Bee,' with a nod of his head
And a merry twinkle, his highness said:
'Perhaps this worshipful multitude
Will lend a hand for the public geed.'
But Black! the company, man and horse,
Hardly paused in their onward couree.
Instead of cantering lour abreast,
Two by two they went east tied west;
And when they Lad left the stone behind —
'To think of a thing like that,' said they,
'Blocking the high-road for halt a day!'
It never reached the collective mind
In the light of a matter that implied
Some possible claim on the other side. •

So a week, and two, and three slipped past:
The rock in the road lay bedded fast,
And the people grumbling went and came,
Each with a tongue that was glib to blame,
But none with a hand to help. At last
Duke Leopold, being quite contentWith the issue of his experiment,
Ordered hle herald to sound a blast,And summon his subjects far and nearA word from hie high-born lips te hear.
From far and near at the trumpet call,
They gathered about the palace wall.
And the duke, at the head of a glittering train,
Rode through the ranks of wondering eyes
To the spot where the stone so long had lain.
I will leave you to picture their blank surprise,
When he leaped from his horse with a smiling

face, -
And royal hands pushed the stone from its

place !

But the stare of amazement became despair
When the duke stooped down with hie graciousair,
And took from a hollow the rock had hidA casket shut with a graven lid.The legend upon it he read aloudTo a 'silent, and very crest-fallen crowd:—'This box is for him, and for him alone'Who takes the trouble to move this etone.'Then he raised the lid, and they saw the shineOf a golden ring, and a puree of gold;'Whiah might have been yours,' said DukeLeopold,
'But now I regret to say is mine.
It was I who for reasons of my own
Hindered your highway with the stone:
What the reasons were you have doubtless

guessed
Before this time. And as for the rest,I think there is nothing more to say.
MY dear good friends, I wish you good-day!'He mounted his horse, and the glittering train
After their leader galloped again,With sound of trumpet and gleam of goldThey flashed through the ranks of downcasteyes,
And the crowd went home feeling rather 'sold'--Perhaps, however, a lesson liesIn the story, that none of us need despise.

St. Nicholas for October.
-- -----Comparative Strength of Explosives.The report of the United States boardof army engineers, just published, pre-Bente the following interesting table asthe result of two years' thorough trialof the relative efficiency of the various'llosieria explosives, taking ordinary dy-namite as the standard : Dynamite, No.1, 100; gun cotton, 87; dualin, 111; rend-rock, 94; dynamite, No. 2, 83; Vulcan_seder, 82; mica powder, 83; nitro-gly-Pe 81; Hercules powder, No. 1, 106;He Sallee powder, No. 2, 83.,
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MULROONEY IN COURT.
'Peter Mulrooney,' said the clerk.
'Peter Mulrooney I' exclaimed the

etentorian crier.
There was an answer beyond, a quick

shuffling of feet, and an eager whisper-
ing, in which a touch of the brogue pre-
dominated.
'Silencer shouted the crier, and then

he again called at the top of his voice:
'Peter Mulrooney I'
'Whist, ye Omedhamt said Peterswho

had been all this time standing quietly
beside the other. 'Sure, as I'm not a
gossoon lost in a crowd, there's no nade
to bellow after me like a great bull calf.'
'Why didn't you answer, then?' cried

the crier, surlily.
'Arrah, better manners to yet retorted

Pater. 'Would I be after disturbin'
their honors in that way; an' I'm a gin-
tleman of standin' and a teacher of the
decencies?'
'You swear, Mr. Mulrooney?' said the

crier, offering the book.
'Do you take me !or a haythen?' said

Peter, indignantly. 'Sure, it's not re-
spectful to swear in a court of justice.'
'But you must swear,' said the clerk,

sharply.
'Did yer honors Firer hear the hkes o'

that?' seid Peter, approaching the bench.
'A Christian man, and a dacint-looking
man, too, barrin' he has lost a crop of
his hair entirely—and put on a strange-
-looking thatch (the clerk wore a wig)—
to make me burglariously and felonious-
ly swear before the face of your honors
and the giutlemen of the jury and the
gintlomen of the bar. Ohl but the vir-
tue in me won't let me do the same.'
'Mulrooney,' said one of the judges,

striving to suppress the quivering about
the muscles of his lips—his associate
was stuffing a white handkerchief into
his mouth--.`Mulrooney, you must be- „
aware that it is always necessary for
witness to take an oath before he can be
permitted to give evidence at the bar.'
'Sure, sir,' said Peter, innocently.
'That is what the clerk required of

you,' continued the judge, who added,
with a faint attempt at gravity, 'you will
also recollect that it is our duty to com-
mit any one to prison for contemptuous
behavior at court.'
'Long life to your honor,' said Peter;

'sorra bit I'll disgrace myself by hurtin'
the feelin's of any respectable gray-hair-
ed gintlemen like yourself, or your hon-
or's brother yonder, who is atin' his
white handkercher to stop the hunger
pain. Deed, sir, I'd be takin' great
shame to meself if I did.'
'Swear him,' said the judge, nodding

hastily to the clerk, and sinking back in
his well-cushioned chair.
'Now, Mr. Mulrooney,' said the coun-

sel for his friends,' tell us what you
know about this affair.'

Peter's stoay was a perfect rigmarole.
He had been at his friend McShane's—
he had returned from it--his friends had
got into trouble with the Germans, but
as to how the affray commenced, his
memory, clear enopgli before, became
suddenly very hazy. All he couldirecol-
lect was that sundry of the Irish, being
soundly pummeled by the Germans,
pummeled their antagonists quite as
soundly in return.

The cross-examination now com-
menced, and as Peter caught up and re-
pelled every move of the keen-witted
attorney, the contest between cultivated
sharpness and native shrewdness became
gradually very exciting.
'Well, Mr. Muirooney,' said the attor-

ney, 'you say you left home in the even-
ing to assist in observing this national
custom of yours. About what time in
the evening?'

'Deed, sir,' replied Peter, with the
utmost simplicity, 'but that bates me to
say. 'Twos betwight and between sun-
down and moonrise.'
'You are at least sure of that?' said

the attorney, quickly.
'Och, by the powers! that I am,' said

Peter, with a keen twinkle of the eye.
'Have you an almanac, Mr. Clerk ?—

Pray see what time the sun set and the
moon rose on the 8th of April last.'
'Sun set on the 8th of April,' drawled

the clerk, in his usual nasal tone, 'at
twenty-four minutes past six; and the
moon rose at thirty-seven minutes past
eleven.'
There was a sudden roar throughout

the court, like a surge of waves upon the
sea beach; the face of the prosecuting
attorney flushed crimson, when Peter
Mulrooney looked the very picture of
unconscions innocence.
'You must speak to the point, witness,'

said the judge, with all the sharpness
he could command; 'your answer is im-
pertinent.'
'Troth, yer honor,' said Peter, respect-

fully, 'it's sorry I am for that. Sure,
it's the truth I'm tellin' by the virtue of
me oath,'

'What o'clock in the evening was it,
sir?' said the 'mem/smiting attorney,whese
red nose was now getting fiery.
'Serra a bit I linow,' said Peter.
'Think; fix upon some daily occurrence

for your guide, and then tell the juty if
it was before or after.'
, 'Oh!' said Peter, after apparently re-
flecting a little, 'it was after tay.'
'Oh! now we shall get at it,' said

Mr. Bibulous, triumphantly. 'It was
after tea, you say. Well, sir, at what
hour do you usually take tea?'
'That depends upon convenience,' said

Peter, with an air of most profound
thought. 'Sometimes we have tay for
dinner, and sometimes we've dinner for
tay.'
The attorney looked vexed. want

to know your usual hour for taking the
evening meal we call tea. Is it four,
five, six, seven or eight o'clock?'
'Yes, sir, that's the truth,' said Peter,

nodding his head.
'Which of those hours?' said the at-

torney, sharply.
'If it 'ud be pleasing ye not to be af-

ther botherin' a poor boy, I'd be thank-
ful,' said Peter. 'It's little I know about
one hour or the others we dhrive the
taytime up and down the night so.'
The attorney bit his lips.
'Are you married, sir?' asked the at-

torney.
Oh, but it does be botherin' me en-

tirely; sure I think so.'
'What!' don't you know whether you

are married or not?'
'Aisy—aisy, if you please—sure its a

troublesome question to answer, any
way, and that's no lie. Misthress Bid-
dy Connolly courted and married me
wanst; but sure it strikes me that I must
be a widdy now.'
'A widower, you mean, I suppose,—

Your wife is dead, then?'
'Who? Biddy Connolly? Troth, sir,

-1.es meeeiliktelet 'pinion the fat ould wo-
man is presarvin' herself fur' another
husband twenty years foment us.' "
'You are divorced, are you?' said the

attorney, looking significantly at the
jury, as much as to say, 'Ha! ha! here's
a pretty witness for you.'
'Divorced not a bit of it,' said Peter,

quietly.
`Separated, -then?'
'That's it!' said Peter, and then burst-

ing out into a low, rich laugh, he added,
'Oh, by the mortal, but it was glad I
was when Michael Connolly came back
from his shipwreck, and aised my shoul-
der of my matrimonial deceiver.'
'When you reached the house of the

late McShane, what did you and your
party do?'
'What in, sir,' said Peter, with the ut-

most simplicity.
'What next.'
'Gave Dinnis McShane as decent a

wake as iver was seen out of ould Ire-
land.'
'Now, Mr. Mulrooney, you have told

Its you were present when the riot took
place. I wish you to state distinctly
who commenced it.'
'I'd like to know, ay it please ye,' said

Peter, humbly, as he smoothed the
crown of his hat, `I'd like to know av a
wise and uuderstandin' gintleman like
yourself can tell me, when two dark
clouds come together and strike light-
nin', which of the two struck first?'
'This is no answer. Clouds cannot be

compared with two parties of drunken
men.'

'I think the answer quite pertinent,
said the attorney for the defense, with a
smile, 'for both men and clouds appear
to be charged with fluid.'
`Ah, ahl' said Mr. Bibulous, nodding

significantly at Peter; ahi the man
is no fool, I see.'

'I'd be very sorry to contradict yer
experience,' said Peter, smoothly; 'an
sure I'd like to return the compliment,
but for the virtue of me oath.'
'What kind of a piece of road was it

where this affair took place?' said the
attorney, angrily; 'was it straight or
crooked?'

-Nath'rally it was as straight and purty
a piece a road as you would like to look
at; but circumstentially it was as crooked
as a gentleman that had lost his temper,'
said Peter.
'How do you make that out?'
'Sure, 'twas the liquor made the dif-

fer.'
'Oh, then, you confess to your party

having been drunk?'
'It's my sarious opinion that it was

them Garmins that was bating about
like a wreck at say, an' that my friends
behaved themselves like dacint paple;
but it is not aisy to say.'
'When you were at McShane's, did

you eat and drink?'
'Sure, sir, what did we go there for?

Would you have us starvin' wid the hun-
ger on an occasion the likes of that?'
'Certainly not—of course—certainly

not. Now, please tell the jury what the
refreshments consisted of.'

'Lashins of atin and dhrinking,' said
Peicr, boldly. -.wee
'Never mind the eating; what kind of

drinking had you?'
'Poteen,' said Peter, ‘wid the true

flavor of the pate about it.'
'Poteen! poteen!' said the lawyer, as

if affecting ignorance of the liquor.—
Pray, Mr. Mulrooney," will you oblige
me by stating what poteen is?'
'Arrahl' said Peter, slyly casting his

eyes at the rubicund nose of his ques-
tioner, 'as if he didn't know.'
The prosecuting attorney, with his

obnoxious nasal organ growing redder
and redder, turned to the bench and ges-
ticulated vehemently. What he said
could not be heard amid the storm of
laughter.

`Silencer shouted the crier.
'Witness,' said the judge, absolutely

snorting in the effort to maintain a be-
coming gravity, 'this cannot be allowed
any longer. What is the reason you
evade a direct reply to the question ?—
Answer him; he must be answered.'
'Troth, sir, I'll do that thing. The

rayson, sure, Jo:apposed it was making
fun of me he was.'
'Why should you suppose that?' said

the attorney, fiercely.
'Bekase, as I looked at yer Veshuvius

of a nose, I thought you must have been
well acquainted with the crater.'
The judges fell back and exploded;

the prosecuting attorney sank into a
chair as if a ten-pound shot had fallen
suddenly upon his head; the auditors
were almost purple in the face, and there
stood Peter, looking all about him with
a sort of inquiring wonder upon his face,
an if utterly unconscious of any cause
for such a noisy outbreak.
'Have you done with the witness?'
'Let him go,' said the attorney, sharp-

ly; 'I can do nothing with him.'
Peter's eye now fairly twinkled. As

he left the box he drew down the cor-
ners of his mouth with the utmost sov •
,ereign contempt.
'Aughl''is nauttered; it 'ud take a doz-

en little red-nosed- „men to bate Peter
Mulrooney ayther with "lone:SIT els -tie
ehillelah, t does be thinking.'

'How Long Have I to Live V
It is not every one who asks himself

this question, because, strangely enough,
it is the belief of most persona that their
lives will be exceptionally lengthy.
However, life-assurance companies are
aware of the credulous weaknesses of
those whose lives they assure, and have
therefore compiled numerous tables of
expectancy of 'life for their own guid-
ance, which are carefully referred to
before a policy is granted. The follow-
ing is one of these well-authenticated
tables in use among London assurance
companies, brought to light by Harper's
Bazar, showing the average length of
life at various ages. In the first
column we have the present ages of
persons of average health, and in the
second column we are enabled to peep,
as it were, behind the scene of an assur-
ance office, and gather from their table
the number of years they will give us
to live, This table has been the result
of careful calculation, and seldom proves
misleading. Of course sudden and pre-
mature deaths, as well as deaths un-
usually extended, occasionally occur,
but this is a table of the average expec-
tancy of life of an ordinary man or
woman:
Age • More Years I Age More Years

to Live. I to Live.
1  39 I 50  21
10  51 I 60  14
20  41 70  •  9
30  34 80  4
40  28

Our readers will easily gather from
the above tabulated statement the num-
ber of years to which their lives, ao
cording to the law of averages, may
reasonably be expected to extend.

Anecdote of a Celebrated Doctor.
The renowned Dr. Abernethy was a

man of sharp wit and biting tongue, but
was sometimes brought up with a sharp
turn. On one occasion the doctor was
forced to own that he had the worst of
it. The story Tuns thus: He was sent
for one day in great haste by an inn-
keeper, whose wife had in a quarrel
scratched his face with her nails to such
an extent that the poor man was bleed-
ing and much disfigured. Abernethy
thought this an opportunity not to be
lost for admonishing the offender, and
said, 'Madam, are you not ashamed of
yourself to treat your husband thus—the
husband who is the head of all—your
head, in fact?'
'Well, doctor,' fiercely returned the

virago, 'and may I not scratch my own
head?'
A gentleman once asked Abernethy

if he thought the moderate use of snuff
would 'injure the brain.'
'No, sir,' was the doctor's prompt re-

ply; 'for no man with a-single ounce of
brains would ever think of taking snuff.'

Hints for Wash Day.
User to soak the clothes over

night or not is a much .disputed ques-
tion with housewives. Where pure cis-
tern water can be had it is doubtless an
advantage; but to soak clothes in hard
water sots the stains rather than re-
moves them, and river water, unless fil-
tered when drawn off in quantities, as a
rule contains so much mud that it is
apt to streak the clothes soaked in it for
any considerable time. Wringers are a
blessed invention on the whole, al-
though hard on buttons. But flannels
should not be passel through them, as
they rub the wool up into little hard
naps. Clothes should, if possible, be
dried in the sun and in the open air,
and 'never yet did housewife notably
greet with a smile a rainy washing day.'
But when Monday is rainy it is not

always convenient to postpone the
weekly wash. In that case sheets and
any other large white pieces which are
not to be starched may be hung out in
the rain, which will bleach rather than
injure them. If possible, hang the
smaller pieces in an unused room up
stairs, when tbe rest may usually be dis-
posed of by hanging at night on lines
stretched across the kitchen, where the
heat of the fire will dry them before
morning. Blankets ought never to be
washed in rainy weather. Select a
bright summer day for the work, and
let it be done and through with. Have
two people to wring them, and stretch
and pull them carefully when putting
on the lines. Then pull and fold them
dry, and put under press instead of
ironing.

A Sharp-Witted Judge.

A sculptor had sent a marble Venus
to some international exposition or other,
and when it reached its destination, lo!
one of the hands had been knocked off.
The furious artist brought suit against
the railroad company for damages, and
the judge (who was tho brother of the
railroad company's president) decided as
follows:
`If a work of art is one of transcendent-

al merit its Vatlee is not impaired by
mutilation. Thus, Die eKelaus of Milo,
though both arms have been 13rokir
is nevertheless of priceless worth. On
the other hand, a statue of a common-
place and inferior character is robbed of
most of its value by such an accident.—
It remains for the artist, therefore, to
aid the court in appraising the value of
this statue.'
'Oh, the statue!' said the artist, hun-

grier for gain than for glory; 'the statue
didn't amount to much—it was what you
have"called a commonplace and inferior
piece of work—in fact, I may say it was
almost worthless.'
`Mr. Clerk,' said the judge, the plain-

tiff swears that his statue was almost
worthless, consequently I will allow him
five francs damages, which, on his own
showing, is very liberal, the judgment
not to carry costs. I thought I had him
either way. Call the next case.'

Life in Egypt.
In some portions of Egypt the women

are not allowed to go out of doors, and
many of them never got beyond the
walls of their houses. The cows sleep
in the same huts with the people. These
huts are made of mud, without windows,
and the doors are so small that the won-
der is how the people get in. They do
not wash their babies till they are a year
old, because it is considered unlucky to
do so. They rarely comb their hair
from month to month. Their chief meal
is at ennset; the rest of the time they
eat at a piece of bread when they are
hungry. They never use plates or
knives or forks. All sit around the table
on the floor. Bread is their daily food,
and each family makes for itself, as it is
a kind of disgrace to buy 'street bread.'
The women clean the corn and carry it
on their heads to mill. It is made into
thin, small cakes, stuck against the side
of an oven, and baked in /css than a
minute. A hundred loaves are not too
many for a family of four in a week.—
Travelers are usually expected to eat
three loaves apiece. They make butter
u a strange way. A goatskin half filled
with milk is hung on a peg, and then a
woman, taking hold of a long string tied
to it, jerks it to and fro till the butter
comes. Then she drains it, but never
washes or salts it. Their favorite dish
is rice cooked with this butter.

The true apex of this continent is a
grand plateau, 6000 feet above the level
of the sea, in the Rocky mountain re-
gion between the Yellowstone river and
Green River City. There are the waters
of the 'Two Oceans,' a spring whose
waters are divided in a pass of that
name, and which flow on the one side to
the Gulf of Mexico via the Yellowstone
and the Missouri, and on the other to
the Pacific ocean through the Columbia
river.

ITEMS OF GENERAL INTEREST.

A boy of sil years was smothered at
Wake, N. C., while playfully hiding in
cotton.

A San Francisco man was caught alter-
ing the figures on his mother's tomb-
stone, his object being to make the date
suit his purpose in a lawsuit.
Two alligator eggs have been pre-

sented to the editor of the Sanford,
Fla., Journal, each measuring seven
and a quarter inches in length by five
and a quarter in diameter.

M. Auguste Hennessy, who died re-
cently at Cognac, France, at the age of
seventy-eight; was a member of the
French senate, but was much better
known as a producer of brandy...

Several of the best known of Mr.
Sankey's and Mr. Bliss' hymns are being
translated at Lucknow, India, into the
vernacular of that country, for use in a
Christian church of which a native is the
pastor.

Georgia papers complain of unscrup-
ulous persons killing off the trout in
the mountain streams by exploding tor-
pedoes in the deep pools where the fish
congregate, and appeal to the legisla-
ture to stop it.

During the month of July, 1879, there
were exported from Boston, New York,
Philadelphia, Baltimore, San Francisco
and other United States ports 50,032,280
gallons of petroleum and petroleum
products, the aggregate value of which
amounted to $4,288,461.

Capt. Lambert Evans, while on board
his schooner, in Cnesapeake bay,
dreamed twice the same night that his
vessel was run down by a steamer and
that he was drowned. An hour or so
after the schooner was struck by a
steamer, and the captain knocked over-
board and seen no more.

It is stated as the result of experience,
by old railroad engineees, that in all
cases of apprehended collision, if the
speed of the train cannot be effectually
checked, and a collision be uthtvoidable,
the safest course is to get all the speed
possible, as the slowest train invariably
receives the most damage.

The annual report of the postmaster
genoral for the fiscal year ended June

2,676 

show that during the year30, 187ii,
postoit7otes were established and

1,079 were disco-oh!inucd. The total num-

ber of offices. (mak; ittif .1.111.r 30e_1879,
were 40,872. Since tnat date there has
been an increase of 372 offiles,

A Philadelphia lady is the owner of
a valable relic in the shape of a manu-
script copy of Wesley's Hymns in the
handwriting of their author. The book
descended to this lady from her grand-
father, to whom it was given in yartial
payment of a debt by- the son of the man
who printed the first edition of the hymns.

A Jacksonville, Fla., druggist, has a
splendid young mocking bird that will
go and come as ordered, turn somer-
saults, run around in a circle, march,
fetch and carry, hop on one foot, pick up
coin, and do many other pretty trioks.
He leaves his cage at will, goes and
comes as be likes, and seems to idolize
his owner.
Dandelions are not only cultivated

largely in France, where they are highly
esteemed for greens, but are also grown
quite plentifully around Boston for this
purpose. Large quantities are forced
for early sale under glass. Tue roots
are transplanted from the fields in Sep-
tember and set in a bed prepared foi
the Dr

purpose.During 

a

recent athletic contest in
New York, nearly all the records were
beaten. Among the feats performed
were: A seven-mile walk in fifty-five
minutes and thirty-six and a-half sec-
onds; a one hundred-yard run in forty-
nine and one-eighth seconds; a mile run
in four minutes and thirty-seven ane
two-fifths seconds.

Major Pierre Catagnari, the British
resident who died in the streets of Ca-
bul, was a Bonaparte through his de-
scent on the maternal side, from Lucien,
prince of Canino. The first of the Bo-
napartes to fall in fight have both met
death in the current year, in English
uniforms, against savage enemies, and
in contests which had not even the dig-
nity of battles.

A colored man gunning near Greens-
borough, Caroline county, Md., found a
carriage tightly wedged between two
trees, and between the shafts the bones
of a horse with the harness. The car-
riage and harness were recognized as
having belonged to John B. Mandrell.—
The horse and carriage were stolen dur-
ing the camp-meeting at Oekland. It is
supposed that the thieves, being hard
pressed by their pursuers, drove off of
the road and into the woods to escape
being captured, and then either killed
the horse or fastened him and left him
to starve to death,


