
basinand fastenedupastick init like a liberty-poleoravessel'smast, andthenpouredin water enough to turn the mast.intoan
islandformy spider,whomInamedCrusoe,andput onthemast.Assoonashewasfairly castaway,heanxiously commencedrunning
roundto find the road to the mainland. He'd scamper downthe
mast to the water,stick out a, foot,getitwet, shakeit,runround
thestick, and try theother side,and then run back up to the top
again. Pretty soonitbecame aserious matter withMr.Robinson,
andhe sat downto think it over. As inamoment heactedas if
he wantedto shout for a boat,andwasafraidhe was going to be
hungry,Iputa littlemolasseson astick. A flycame, but Crusoe
wasn'thungry for flies just then. He was home-sick forhis web
inthe cornerof the wood-shed. He wentslowly downthepole to
the water and touched it all round,shaking his feet like pussy
whenshe wetsher stockings in the grass, and suddenly a thought
appearedtostrikehim. TJp he wenfc likearocket to the top'and
commenced-playing circus. He held one foot in the air, then!another,and turnedroundtwo or threetimeß. Hegot excitedand
nearlystoodonhisheadbeforeIfound out whatheknew,andthat
was this, that the draft air madeby the fire wouid carryalone
ashoreonwhichhe couldescapefromMs desertisland. Hepushed
outawebthat went floatingin the airuntil itcaughtonthe table.Thenhehauledon the rope until it was tight,struck it several
times toseeifit wasstrongenough toholdhim,andwalkedashore.
Ithoughthehad earnedhis liberty,soIputhimbackinhiswood-
shedagain.

What the Leaf Does.
—
It pumps water from the ground

through thethousands of tubes in thestem of the tree,and sends
jit into theatmospherein the formof unseenmist, to be condensed
and fallin showers; thevery water that,were it not for the leaf,
wouldsink in the earth, and find its way through subterranean
channels to the sea. And. thus itia that we'see itworkstogive usthe "early and the latter rain." It works to send the rillsandstreams, like lines of silver,down the mountain and across the
plain. Itworksto pour down the larger brooks, which turn the
wheels that energize the machinerywhich gives employment to
millions

—
commerce stimulatedandwealthaccumulatedandintelli-

gence disseminatedthrough the agencyof this wealth. The leaf
does it all. Ithasbeen demonstrated thatevery square inch ofleaf lifts0.035 of anounceevery twenty-fourhours. Now,a large
forest treehas about fiveacres of foliage,or 6,272,630 squareinches.
Thisbeingmultipliedby 0.035 (theamountpumpedby everyinch)
givesus theresult

—
2,253 ounces, or eight barrels. The trees on

anacregive 800barrels in twenty-fourhours. Anacreof grass,orclover,or grain, wouldyield about the same result. Theleaf is aworker,too,in another fieldoflabor, wherewe seldom100k
—

where
it works for the good of man in a most wonderful manner. It
carries immense quantities of electricity from the earth to the
cloudsand fromtheclouds to the earth. Rather dangerousbusi-
ness, transporting lightning,but it is perticularly fittedfor thiswork. Did you everseea leaf entireas to its edges? Itis always
pointed,and thesepoints,whetherthey be largeor small,are just
fitted to handle this dangerous agent. These tiny fingers seize
upon it andcarryitawaywithease andwonderfuldispatch. There
must beno delay; itis "timefreight." True,sometimes itgather*
up more thanthe trunk can carry,andintheattempt to crowdand
pack the baggage, the trunk gets terribly shattered and we say
that lightning struck the tree;butit hadbeen struck a thousand
times before. This time it waß overworked.

—
'AmericanEnto-

mologist.'
Things to be Remembered.—The famous "

attack in line,"
wherebysomany victories weregained for England, was invented
by theunfortunateJames11. whenlie was Duke of York andHigh
Admiral. Nay, the veryregulationsnow in forceare taken almostwordfor word from James' own instructions. Pepy's says:"He
raised thenavyof England from thelowest state to importance."
See Nice and Gilberts' Outlines of Clarke's Life of James II.;Pepys' Diary," Dublin

'Review,' November, 1840.)— Kepler, theastronomer,though a Protestant, was obliged to fly fromhis co-religionists and take refuge with a Catholic prince, whoallowed
hima pension.— Jean Paul Richter, the great German novelist,
also aProtestant, receivedapension of one thousanddollars fromVon Dalberg, a Catholic bishop,which the latterpaid out of hisownpocket for twoyears,and thensecuredits beingpaidhimby
the State. Richterpetitioned theKing for apensioninvain. Somuch forPopish intolerances!

Manxtpacttjebop Papbb Coxiabs.— There are, it is thought,about8,000 girls employed in America, in the manufactureof papercollars, one-fourth of whom are under fifteen years of age. The
youngest childrenbend the collars, andperform manyother detailsofthe work. The swiftnessandskill attained by someof the oldergirls
in counting and putting up the collars is truly astonishing. OnewhomIsaw at work counts and boxes 20,000 in a!day of tenhours.Another, whose businessitis to paste lining on thebutton-holesofthe collars (three on each), lined 5,000 ata day's work. The makingof paper boxes employs, as least, 1,000 children.—' Papermaker's
Journal.'"Mgles" writes in the 'Australasian':

— "Oneof therichestand, at the same time, one of the most ignorant and grasping ofall those whohaveamassed large fortunesout of sheep,had occa-sion togo to Sydney. He fully prepared himself for the voyagewitha largepaper of sandwiches. When the dinner-bellrangheregaledhimselfon these, and the t\ ater from the caraffe. Thevoyage was long— the sandwiches were getting very dry' (sand-wiches threetimesadayare,underany circumstances,monotonous),and the economical passenger was getting desperately hungry.
Looking down the cabin hatch, a handsome dinner smokedupontheboard,and the travellerfelt tempted toregalehimself. Call-ing thesteward,heenquired thus :— "Isay, steward, the soup'sgone; if Iwent down now, how much would Ihave to pay?''Nothingat aU, sir;meals are allincludedin thepassagemoney,"Howthat forbearingsquatter then expressedhimself it wouldbeunparliamentary torepeat.
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i» l-10thof 1per cent., or 1-lOOOth of her chance of a chance— a
prettyslender figure,but figures are oftenslenderat that ag».

A CompiiEsowt.
—

Rector
— "Well, Thomas, and what did you

think of thebishop's sermonlast Sunday ?" Tummas
— "Sorr,oi

didn'tloikeita "bit j itwas by fur tooplainandsimple tosuitme;
oiloikes a sermon whut jumbles the joodgement,and confoozles
thesenses,and oi nerer come acrost one tocome up to yerselffor
preachin' they!

"
Thb Famixt Aibttm.

—
There is a sort of delirious joy inlook-

ing over a family album witha sprainedback, whichoccasionally and
unexpectedlydrops through yourfingers, leavinga couple of cousins
in onehand andaunt* in the other, and the balance of thefamily
under the chair.

—
The firstpicture is of an oldgentleman withan ex-

pression ofwarycautiousness inhis face as ifhe wasengagedin dodg-
ingawildbull, and was somewhat doubtfulof theresult.

—
Opposite

himis the grandmother,apatientlookinglady inablackdress, witha
bookin one hand and a pair of spectacles in the other. There is a
feeblebut well-meaning "ffort to look safe in her face.— On th« next
leaf is a middle-agedman, lookingas if he had been suddenly shot
through the roof of a starch factory and had been landed in the
middleof a strangecountry.

— Oppositeis thepicture of his wife, who
hayingheard a rumorof the catastrophehas madeup her mindto be
preparedfor th*worst.

—
Then follow the children; littlegirls look-

ing soprim as to make you squirm, and little boys with their eyes
turnedon theirnoses, and with an expression on their facesof un-
"arthly solemnity.— Then follow uncles taken in their overcoats,with
aspreadinginclination in their clothes, hair,and face as if they were
bound toget their moneys' worth; and aunts with warts on their
noses,andvarnishin their hair, and preposterouslace collarsabout
theirnecks.

—
Then thereis the bashful young man pennedopposite

an aggressive young lady whom heaven and some married women
havedesignedfor each other.

—
There are also thepicture* of Cousin

Alexander andhis wife,whostoppedhere whenon their tour,andno
youngmanlooks at him without retiring and registering a terrible
vow never'toget married.

—
Then there are two or three fine looking

corsairsof noparticular identity,and severalbroken-spiritedwomen
withtheir babe* in their arms, directly or indirectlyrelated to the
owners of thealbum;andtheexhibition closes.

A THEinnra Stobt.
—

The 'Pictorial World,' in its "After-
dinner Talk," gives, inconnection with a paperrespecting the wreck>

of theBirkenhead, the following Bristol anecdote :—":
— "There is anold

sea-captainatBristol whosehair is snow white, and who,not yet free
from theparalysis of fear, cannot write his name, and cannot either
lookator talk of the sea. Iwilltell you why. He was onceina
boat'screw,inmid ocean,saved from a burning wreck, in company
witha lawless set of desperatemenandhis ,son, a ladof fifteenyears.
They wereina fearful plight, and,having tossed about for days and
days, andstarvedwith hunger, and mad for human blood. Itwas
settled that one of the crew must die

—
they must have flesh and

blood. They cast lots, and the lot fell on the captain's son. Itwas
believedthere was foul play at this terrible lottery. So it was ar-
ranged that theboy was to be killed, and insuch amanner that the
youngbloodmight be sustainingfor themiserable creatures Then
'up spoke the c&ptain, andup spoke he,' as the song svys, and he
offeredhis lifeinsteadof that of his son. Hebegged thecrew onhis
knees to killhim and to save the lad. The crew refused. They
wantedto kill the boy. The captain bit his lips, and felt inhis
pocket. Thank Gt-od! there wasthe revolver,safe, andloaded. Then
the captainspokeagain, and asked that he might be allowedtokill
his son inhis own fashion. He wouldnot allow him tobe bled to
death,but would shoothis boy,andblowhis ownbrains afterwards.
The crew refund. They were desperate,brutal, anddeterminedtodo
their worst. The captainf«lt inhis pocket andgripped the revolver.
When thebiggest ruffian of the lot advanced to harm the lad, thefather, leaningforward, Bhothis antagonist, and thebrute'sbody fell
into the sea. Then, putting the boy behind him, his father deter-
mined to see out the other barrels,but at that inttanta sailappeared,
and they weretvll saved. This is a true story. Thehero of it livesin
Bristol. He i» alive and well. But hishair, jet black before, turned
whiteat that grim viiitant, and h» never went to ■"» again. It
maddens him."

ThbPockbt-Handkerchief.— Untilthereignof theEmpress
aJosephine,ahandkerchief was thought in Franceso shocking an"object thata ladywouldneverhave daredtouseit beforeanyone.
The wordevenwas carefully avoided inrefined conversation. An
actor who would have used a handkerchief on thestage,evenin
the most tearfulmomenta of the play, wouldhave beenunmerci-
fully hissedj and itwas only in the beginning of the presentcen-
tury that a celebrated actress dared to appear with a handker-
chief in her lia.nd. Having to speak of this handkerchiefin the
course of thepiece, she couldneversummonenough couregetocall
itby its true name, but referred to itas a light tisstie. A few
yearslater, a translationof one of Shakespeare'splaysby Alfred
de Vigny having beenacted, the word handkerchief was used for
the first time on the Btage,amid cries of indignation fromagreat
partof thehouse. Idoubtif even to-dayFrench elegants would
carryhandkerchiefs if the wife of NapoleonI.had not given the
signal for adopting them. The Empress Josephine, although
really lovely, had ugly teeth. To conceal them she was in the
habitof carrying small handkerchiefs adorned with costly laces
which she continually raised gracefully toher lips. Of courseall
the ladies of the Court followedher example, and handkerchiefs
haverapidly becomeanimportant and costlypartof the feminine
toilette; somuchso that thepriceof a singlehandkerchief of the
trousseau of theDuchess of Edinburgh wouldmake the fortune of
anecessitous family.

A Spider's Bkidob.
—

The way in which a spider spins and
useshis web is often very remarkable. A writerin the 'Hearth
andHome' gives this curious instance. One chilly day,he says,
Iwasleftat home alone,and afterIwastiredof reading RobinsonCrusoe,Icaughtaspider and brought him into the house toplay
with. Funny kind of playmate,wasn't it? Well,Itookawash-
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