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—ACTAOR OF—

ETHE WOMAN IN WHITE,” ‘““THE MOON
STONE,” “ AFTER DARK,” ‘N0 Naxe,”
¥ MAN AND WIFE,” ‘‘THE LAW AND
THE LADY,” *‘ THE NEW MAG-
DALEX,” ETC., ETC.

BCOK THE THIRD.

. “Do vou like dogs, Mr. Romayne ?°
he "asked. “I see my spaniel's eyes
saying that he likes you, and his tail
begging you to take some motice of him.”

Romeyne caressed the dog rather
absently.

His nsw friend had unconsciously
presented to him & new view of the
darker aspect of his own life. , Winter-
field’s refined pleasant manmers, his
generous readiness in placing the
treasures of his library at a stranger’s
disposal, had alrcady appealed irresist-
ibly to Romayne’s sensitive nature.
The favorable impression was now
greatly strengthened by the briefly
bold treatment which he had just heard
of a subject in which he was seriously
interested.

“1 must see more of this man,” was
his thought, as he patted the compan.
ionable spaniel.

Father Benwell's trained observation

followed the vivid changes of expres-

sion on Romayne’s face, and marked the
eager look in his eyes as he liffed his
head from the dog to the dog’s master.
The priest saw his opportunity and took
it.

“Do you remain long at Ten Acres
Lodge ?” he sa2id to Romayre.

T scarcely know as yek. We have
no othker plans af present.”

“You inkerit the place, I think, frcm
your late autt, Lady Berrick °

113 Y&‘”

The tone of the reply was not very
encouraging; Romayne felt no interesi
in talking of Ten Acres Lodge. Father
Benwell persisted.

#Y was told by Mrs. Eyrecourt,” he
went on, “that Lady Berrick had some
fine pictures. Are they still at the
Lodge ?”

~ % #Certainly. I couldn’flive inahouse
~~-without pictures.”

Father Benwell looked at Winter-
fere. |

“Another taste in common between
you and Mr. Romanye,” he said, “be-
sides your liking for dogs.”

This 2t cnee produced the desired re-
sult. Romayne eagerly invited Winter-
field to see his pictures.

“There are not many of them,” he
said. “But they are really worth look-
ing at. When will you come?”

“The sooner the better,” Winterfield
answered, cordielly. “Will {o-morrow
do—by the noondsy light?” ~ 2

“Yhenever you please. Your timeis
mine.”

Among his other accomplishments
Father Benwell was a chess-player. Ii
his thoughts at that moment had becn
expressed in language they would have
gaid, “Check to the queen.”

CHAPTER IV.—THE END OF TEE HONEYMOON.
On the next morning Winterfield ar-
rived alone at Romayne’s house. Harv-
ing been included, asamatter of course,
in the invitation to see the pictures
gather Benwell had made an excuse, and
“aad asked leave to defer the proposed
isit. From his point of view he had
nothing fuirther to gain by being present
at s second meeting between the fwo
men in the absence of Stella. He had
it, on Romayne’s own authority, that she
was in constant attendance on her
mother, and that her husband was alone.
« Fither Mrs. Eyrecourt will get better
or she will die,” Father Benwell rea-
soned. “I shall make constant in-
quiries after her health, and in either
case I shall know when Mrs. Romayne
returns to Ten Acres Lodge. After that
domestic event the next time Mr. Win-
terfield visits Mr. Romayne I shall go
and see the pictures.”

Ttis one of the defects of a super
subtle intellect to trust too implicitly
to calenlation, and to leave nothing to
shance. Once or twice already Father
Benwell had been (in the popular
phrase) a little too clever—and chance
had thrown him out. ‘As events hap-
pened chance was destined to throw him
0Tt once more.

* *

Of the most modest pretensions in re-
gard to numbers and size the pictures
collected by the late Lady Berrick were
masterly works of modern art. With
few exceptions they had been produced
by the matchless English landscape
painters of half a century since. There
wasno formal gellery here. The pic-
tures were so few that they could be
hiang in excellent lights in the different

* * * *

% living-rooms of the villa. Turner, Con-
"= table, Collins, Danby, Calicott, Linnell

; i}e master of Beaupark house passed
%ig one t0 the other with the enjoy-
vliaof 8 man who thoroughly appre-
& the truest and finest landscape art
gae world has vet seen.

BSpou had better not have asked me |

he said to Romayne, in his quaint-
ki-humored way. I ean’t part
$hose pictures when I say good-bye
t"¢. You will find me calling here
. ~%god again, till you are perfectly
3(.";:,':1 ; e. ~Look at this sea piece,
~ “Wof the brushes and palette

Who thinkSX
of that pain‘?e,?(? There, trath to nature

and poetical g go hand in hand

together. It is azpsolutely lovely—I
* ﬁ - .”

could kiss that pic sy when

They were in Roma} 4
this 0dd ountburst of enth@siasm escaped
Winterfield. He happetyed to look
toward the writing-table s g
ipt, blottedt and mnter
m&m:?r;‘zccg‘éns, at oncey attractec
his attention. { y
«Ts that the forthcoming Wistory?
he asked. “You are not one wf the
authors who perform the prociess of
correction mentally—you revise s\nd im-
prove with the pen in your hand.y'
Romayne looked st him in surpzise.
«T suspect, Mr. Winterfield, you have
usedybnrpenfor other purposes than
- writing letters.”
“XNo, indeed; you pay me an um-
deserved compliment. 'When you come
4o see me in Devonshire I can show

von some manuscripts and corrected
proofs, left by our great writers, col
lected by my father. My knowledge of
the secrets of the craft has been gained
by examining these literary treasures.
If the public only knew that every
writer worthy of the name is the severest
eritic of his own book before it ever
gets into the hands of the reviewers,
how surprised they would be! The
man who has worked in the full fervor
of composition yesterday, is the same
man who sits in severe and merciless

judgment to-dax on what he has himseli
produced. What a fascination there

must be in the art which exacts and
receives such double labor as this !”

Yomayne thought—not unkindly—of
his wife. Stella had once asked him
how long a time he was usually occupied
in writing one page. The reply had
filled her with pity and wonder.

«Whky do you take all that trouble?”
she had gently remonstrated. “If
would be just the same to the people,
darling, if you did it in half the time.”

By way of changing the topic Romayne

led his visitor into another room. A
«I have a picture here,” he said,

“which belongs to a new school of
painting. You have been talking of
hard work in one art; there it is in an-
other.”

“Yes,” said Winterfield; ¢ there it is
—the misdirected hard work twhich has
been guided by no critical faculty, and
which doesn't know where to stop. I try
to admire it; and I end in pitying the
poor artist. Look at that leafless felled
tree, in the middle distance. Every
little twig, on the smallest branch, is
conscientiously painted—and the result
is like a colered photograph. Youdon't
lock at a landscape as a seties of sepa-
rate parts; vou don't discover every twig
on a tree—you see the whole in nature,
and you want te see the whole ina
picture. That canvas presents a triumph
of patience and pains, produced exactly
as a piece of embroidery is produced, all
in little separate bits, worked with the
same mechanically complete care. I turn
away from it to your shrubbery there,
with an ungrateful sense of relief.”

He walked to the window as he spoke.
It looked out on the grounds in front of
the house. At the same moment the
noise of rolling wheels became andible
on the drive. An open carriage ap-
peared at the turn of theroad. Winter-
field called Romayne to the window.

“ A gisitor,” he began, and suddenly
drew back without saying a word more.
Romayne looked out and recognized
kis wife.

. ¢ Excuse me for one moment,” he said;
‘it is Mrs. Romayne.”

On that morning an improvement in
the fluctuating state of Mrs. Eyrecourt’s
health had given Stella another of those
opportunities of passing an hour or twe
with her husband which she so highly
prized. Romayne withdrew to meet her
ot the door too hurriedly to notice Win-
terfield standing in the-corner fo which
he had retreated like a man petrified.
Stella had got ont of the carriage
when her husband reached the porch.
She ascended the few steps that led to
the hall as slowly and painfully as if she
had been an infirm old woman. The
delicately-tinted color in her face had
faded to an ashy white. She had seen
Winterfield at the window.

For the moment Remayne looked at
her in speechless consternation. He led
her into the nearest room that opened
out of the hall, and took her in his
arms.

“ My love, this nursing of your mother
has completely broken you down!" he
said, with the tenderest pity for her.
“If you wou't think of yourseli, you
must think of me. For my sake remain
here, and take the rest that you need. I
will be a tyrant, Stella, for the first
time; I won’t let you go back.”

She roused herself and tried to smile,
and hid the sad result from himina
Liss.

«J do feel the anxiety and fatigue,”
she said. “DBut my mother is really
improving, and if it only continues the
blessed sense of relief will make me
strong again.” She paused and roused
all her couraze in anticipation of the
next words—so trivial and so terrible—
‘hat must sooner or later be pro-
nounced. “You have a visitor,” she
said.
«Did you see him at the window? A
really delightful man. I know you will
like him. TUnder any other circum-
stances I should have introduced him.
You are not well enough to see strangers
to-day.”

She was too determined to prevent
Winterfield from ever entering the
honse sgain to shrink from the meet-
ing.

«T am not so ill as you think, Liewis,”
she said, bravely. * When you go 0
vour new friend, I will go with you. I
am a little tired, that’s all.”

Pomayne looked st her anxiously.
«Lot me get youa glassof wine,” ho
seid.

She consented—she really felt the
aeed of it. As he turned away to ring
the bell, she put the question which had
been in her mind from the moment when
she had seen Winterfield.

«How did you become acquainted
with this gentleman?”

«Through Father Benwell.”

She was not surprised by the answer
—her suspicion of the priest had re-
mained in her mind from the night of
Lady Loring’s ball. The future of her
married life depended on her capacity to
¢heck the growing intimaey between the
two men. In that conviction she found
the courage to face Winterfield.

How should she meet him? The im-
pulse of the moment pointed to the
shortest way out of the dreadiul position
in which she was placed—it was to treat
him like s stranger. She drank her
glass of wine, and took Romayne's arm.
| % We mustn’t keep your friend waiting
| any longer,” she resumed. “ Come !I”

As they crossed the hell she looked
suspiciously toward the house-door
Had he taken the cpportunity of leaving
thevilla? At any other time she would
| bave remembered that the plainest laws
| ({ good breeding compelled him to wait
{ for Romayne’s return. His own knowl-
edge of the world would tell him that
an act of gross rudeness, committed by
a well-bred man, would inevitably excite
suspicion of some unworthy motive—
and might, perbaps, connect that metie
with her unexpected appeatance af the
house. Romayne opened the door and
they entered the room together.

«Mr. Winterfield, let me intrcduce
vou to Mrs. Romayne.”

They bowed to each other, they spoke
the conventional words proper to the oe-
casion—but the effort that it cost them
showed itself. Romayne perceived an
unusual formality in his wife’s manner,
and a strange disappearance of Winter-
field's easy grace of address. Was he ons
of the few men, in these days, who are
shy in the presence of women? And was
the change in Stella attributable, per
haps, to the state of her health? The
explanation might, in either case, be the
right one. He tried to set them at their
ease.

« Mr. Winterfield is so pleased with the
pictures that he means to come and sec
them again,” he said to his wife. ““And
one of his favorites happens tobe yow
favorite, t00.”

She tried to look at Winterfeld, but
her eyes sank. She could turn toward
him, and that was all. “Is it the ses
pieco in the study?” she said to him,
faintly.

«Yes,” he answered, with formal
politeness; ““it seems to be one of the
painter's finest works.”

Romayne looked at him in uncon
cealed wonder. To what flat common-
place Winterfield’s lively enthusiasm had
sunk in Stella’s presence! She perceived
that some unfave. ible impression had
been produced on her husband, and
interposed with a timely suggestion,
Her motive was not only to divert
Romayne's attention from Winterfield,
but to give him a reason for leaving the
room.

The little water-color drawing in my
bedroom is by the same artist,” she said.

«Mr. Winterfield might like to see it

If you will ring the bell, Lewis, I will

send my maid for it.”

Romayne had never allowed the ser-
vants to touch his works of art since
the day when & zealous housemaid had
tried to wash one of his plaster casts.
He made the reply which his wif&had

anficipated.

“No, no!” he said, “I will fetch the
drawing myself.” He turned gayly to
Winterfield. *Prepare yourself for an-
other work that you would like to kiss.”
He smiled and leit the room.

The instant the door was closed Stella
approached Winterfield. Her beautiful
face became distorted by a mingled ex-
pression of rage and contempt. She
spoke to him in a fierce, peremptory
whisper.

“Have you any consideration for me
left #°

His look at her, as she put that ques-
tion, revealed the most complete con-
trast between his face and hers. Com-
passionate sorrow was in his eyes, tender
forbearance and respect spoke in his
tones, as he answered her.

¢ have more than consideration for
you, Stella—"

She angrily interrupted him.

¢« How dare you call me by my Chris-
tian name 2” o o
~ Ee remonstrated with a gentleness
that mizht have touched the heart of

any woman.

“Do you still refuse to believe that I

never deceived you?” Has time not

softened your heart to me yet "

She was more contemptuons toward

him than ever.

“«Spare me your protestations,” she

said; “I heard enough of them tfwo

years since. Will you do what I ask of

you?” .

“You know that I will.”

¢ Put an end to your acgnaintance with

my husband. Pnt an endio it,” she re-

peated, vehemently,  from this day, at
once and forever! Can I trust you to do
it?

“ Do you think I would have entered
this house if I had known he was your
husband ?” He made that reply with a
sudden change in him—with a rising
color and in firm tones of indignation.
In a moment more his voice softened
again, and his kind blue eyes rested on
her sadly and devotedly. “You can
trust me to do more than you ask,” he
resumed. “You have made a mistake.”

¢ What mistake ?”

“When Mr. Romaync introduced us
vou met me like a stranger—and you
left me no choice but to do as you did.”

¢TI wish you to be a stranger.”
Her sharpest replies made no change

in his manner. He spoke as kindly and
as patiently as ever.

«You forget that you and your mother
were my guests at Beaupark two years
ago—"

tella understood what he meant. and

more. In an instant she remembered
tha* Father Benwell had been at Beau-
park house. Had ke heard of the visit?
She clasped her hands in speechless
terror.

WinterSeld gently reassured Ler.

«You must not be frightened,” he
said. ¢ Ifis in the last degree unlikely
that Mr. Romayne will ever find out
that you were at my house. If he does.
and if yeu deny if, I will do for you
what I would do for no other human
creature—I will deny it, too. You are
safe from discovery. Be happy—and
forget me.”

For the first time she showedl signs o}
velenting—she turned her head away
and sighed. Although her mind was
full of the serious necessity of warning

im wguinst Father Benwell, she had
not even command enough over her ovo
voice to ask how he Lad become ac
quainted with the priest. His manly
devotion, the perfeet and pathetie sin-
cerity of Ius respect, pleaded with hier,
in spite of herself. For a moment she

pansed to recover her composure. Ip
that moment Romayne returned to them
with the drawing in his hand.

¢ There!” he said. “It's nothing this
time but some children gathering flowers
on the outskirts of awood. What de
rou think of it?”

“YWhat I thought of the larger work,’
Winterfield answered. “I could lork at
it by the hour together.” He consulted
his watch. “But time is a hard master,
and tells me that my visit must come tc
an end. Thank you, most sincerely.”

He bowed to Stella. Romayne thoughi
his guest might have taken the English
freedom of shaking hands,

“When will yor come and look at the
pictures again?” he asked. “ Will you
| dine with us, and see how they bear the
| lamplight?”

“Iam sorry to say I must beg you te
excuse me. My plans are altered since
we met vesterday. I am obliged to leave
London.” '

Romayne was unwilling to part with
him on these terms.

¢ You will let me know when you are
next in town ?” he said.

% Certainly !I”

With that short answer he hurried
away.

Romayne waited a littie in the hall
before he went back to his wife. Stella’s
reception of Winterfield, though not
positively ungracious, was, nevertheless,
the reverse of encouraging. What ex.
traordinary caprice had made her insen.
sible to the social attractions of a man
so unaffectedly agreeable? It was not
wonderful that Winterfield’s cordiality
should have been chilled by the cold
welcome that he had received from tha
mistress of the house. At the same
time some allowanee was to be made for
the influence of Stella’s domestic anxi-
eties, and some sympathy was claimed
by the state of her health. Although
her husband shrank from distressing her
by any immediate reference to her re-
ception of his friend, he conld not dis-
guise from himself that she had disap-
pointed him. When he went back to
the room Stella was lying on the sofa,
with her face turned toward the wall.
She was in tears, and she was afraid te
let him see it. “I won't disturb you,”
he said, and withdrew to his study. The
precious volume which Winterfield had
so kindly placed at his disposal was on
the table waiting for him.

Father Benwell had lost nothing by
not being present at the presentation of
Winterfield to Stella. He had witnessed
a plainer betrayal of emotion when they
met unexpectedly in Lord Loring’;
picture-gallery. Dut if he had seen
Romayne reading in his study and Stella
crving secretly on the sofa he mighy
have written to Rome by that day’s
post, and might haveannounced that he
had sown the first seeds of disunion be-
tween husband and wife.

CHAPTER V.—FATHER BENWELL'S CORRE:
SPONDENCE.

To the Secretary 8. J., Rome.
I

“Tn my last few hasty lines I was only
able to inform you of the unexpected
arrival of Mrs. Romayne while Winter-
field was visiting her husband. If you
remember, I warned you not to attach
eny undue importance to my absence on
that occasion. My ovresent report will
satisfy my reverend brethren that the
interests committed to me are as safe as
ever in my hands.

“T have paid three visits, at certain
intervals. The first to Winterfield
(briefly mentioned in my last letter);
the second to Romayne ; the third fo the
invalid lady, Mrs. Eyrecourt. In every
case I have been rewarded by important
results.

“We will revert to Winterfield first.
I found him at his hotel enveloped ir*

- clouds-of tobacco smoke;” ard 1ooking |

like a gloomy and dissatisfied man. As
suming not to notice this I asked him
how he liked Romayne’s pictures.

%¢] envy him his pictures.” That was
the only answer.

“¢And how do you like Mrs. Ro
mayne ¥ T inquired next.

“He laid down his pipe and looked af
me attentively. My face (I flatter my-
self) defied discovery. He inhaled
another mouthful of tobacco and began
to play with his dog. ‘If T must an-
swer your question,” he burst out sud:
denly, ‘I didn’t get a very gracious re-
ception from Mrs, Romayne.’ There he
ebruptly stopped. He is a thoroughly
transparent man ; you see straight intc
his mind, through his eyes. I perceived
that he was only telling me a part (per-
haps a small part) of the truth.

«¢Can you account for such a recep-
tion as you deseribe?’ I asked. He an-
swered, shortly, ‘No.”

«¢A Jady's prejudices,” I proceeded,
in the friendliest way, ‘are never taken
seriously by a sensible man. You have
placed Mr. Romayne under obligations
to your kindness—he is eager toim-
prove his acquaintance with you. You
will go again to Ten Acres Lodge?

«He gave me another short answer.
‘T think not.”

« T said I was sorry to hear it. ‘How-
ever,’ I added, °you can always see him
here, when vou are in London.’

*He puffed a big volume of smoke
and made no remark. I declined to be
put down by silence snd smoke. ‘Oz
perhaps,’ I persisted, you will honor
me by meeting him at a simple little
dinner at my lodgings ? Being a gen-
tleman, he was of course obliged to an-
swer this. He said: ‘You are very
kind; I would rathernot. Shall we talk
of something else, Father Benwell ¥

«VWe talked of something else. He
was just as amiable as ever, but he was
not in good spirits.

«¢T thinkl shall run over to Paris
before the end of the month,’ he said.

« ¢ To make a long stay # T asked.

«¢Qh, no. Call in a week or ten
days, and you will find me here again.’

“When I gotup to go he returned
with his own accord to the forbidden
subject. Hesaid: ‘I must beg you to
do me two favors. The first is, not to
let Mr. Romayne know that I am still in
London. The second is, not to ask me
for any explanations.’

«The result of our interview may be
stated in very few words. It hasad-
vanced me one step nearer to discovery.
Winterfield’s voice, look and manner
satisfied me of this—the true motive of
his sudden change of feeling toward
Romavne is jealousy of the man Whe
has married Miss Eyrecourt. Those
compromising  circumstances which
bafled the inguiries of my agent are
associated, in plain Eoglish, with a love
aifair. Remember 21l that I have told
vou of Romayne’s peculiar disposition,
and imagine if you can what the con-
sequences of such a disclosure will be
when we are in a position to enlighten
the master of Vange Abbey!

¢ As to the present relations betweer
the husband and wife, I have orly tc
tell you next what passed when I visited
Romayne a day or two later. T did well
to keep Penrose at our disposal. We

shal) want him again.
(To Le continued.)

g Fringes of the most elegant descrip-
tion have appeared, and, combined with
the new passementerie bands and beaded
gimps, will prove a strong rival to ‘lace
as a garniture for elegant costuimes,

both for the house and the promgmde.

TRICKS TPON JEWELERS.

Some of the Ingentons Practices of Rognes
Who Steal Valuables.

+Of o1l the tricks, devices, subterfn-
| ges, sharp dodges or deceptions I ever
saw,” said Jeweler J. H, Johnston fo a
New York Sun reporter, ‘““was ome by
which & sharp fellow stole from me
three pairs of diamond earrings. He
evidently knew when I wasnot in the
store. He came in one day and said to
one of my clerks:
¢¢Ts Mr. Johnston in ?
¢ ‘No,” was the reply.
T am sorry ior that, he said. ‘I
wigh ’sowl_)i?y a pair of diamond earrings
A
Fﬁ'ﬁl‘uis was repeated on four or five
successive days. ' The last time he said
he would not wait to see me, but would
lookat some earriags. The clerk showed
him an assortmeit,and he finally select-
ed three pairs, ‘zalued af $450, and
said: ‘I guess Iiwill let my wife select
from these. Shewill be at my store in
an hoar, and I wuyt you to tell Mr
Johnston to bring himzelf;
as he is acquain '
«¢A]l right,
clerk. 3 N
¢« By thecway, Saidthe fe
will permit me, I, writé
Mr. Johnston.” :-

-

where he could gef paper and envelopes.
He sat down, wrote a-short note, folded
it and put it in an.enveldpe directed to
me. Then he went back:to the counter;
and said to the clerk. I think yon kad
better put the three pairs of egrrings in
here and I will seal them ap sothat Mr.
Jobnston will be certain to bring the
right ones.’ i

“Very well,” said the " clerk, who
handed out the three pairs of earrings
and the fellow dropped them into the
envelope before the clerk’s eyes and Was
apparently about to seal the envelope
when he suddenly said: .. -4

¢¢Oh, I guess.you may putin that
other.pair,” pointing to a pair which the
clerk bad laid on the shelf behizd him.
The clerk turned and got the gther pair
and handed them to the felow, who
dropped them wpparently into the same
envelope, sezled them up, handed them
over, and said : ‘Let Mr, Johnston bring
the four pairs to my store as-soon as he
comes back,” he said, giving theaddress
of a well-known store in_the vicinity.
Then he left, and tha clerk laid the en-
velope one side until I returned. Of
course we found but one pair of diamond
earrings in the envelope, which was the
last pair dropped in. The other three
pairs were paste, about the same size.
The fellow had teken two of my en-
velopes, and into one had placed the
three bogus pairs. When the clerk
turned to get the fourth pair the fellow
had ptt the genninein his pocket and
snbstituted the others. We never saw
him afterward, but heard thaf he prac-
ticed the same game in other places.
“Qf course the imperative is fo
not let goods go ont of your sight until
you get the money. The trick of having
goods sent to hotels and boarding
houses with bills for collection is so
stele thet the undeviating rule is tokeep
your goods ia sight. Butashrewd fellow
once managed to get three watches from
me by a elever dodge. A bright, sharp-
looking customer czme in one day and
gaid : ‘T am from Chio,and have a com-
mission to buy some goods for my sister,

who is about S0 ¢ married theve.’ He
picked owt & 01 9560 worth of “vari-

ous articles and said: “*Just send them
around to my store in Broadway at 12
o'clock,” naming a well-known carpet
stors in Broadway. The goods wers
sent by a clerk, who found the customer
apgarently engaged in showing carpets,
end perfectly at home, He recogmized
the clerk and said:.

«tah! just step this way, and I will
give you a check.” He went with the
clerk to a desk, drew a check, and took
the goods. He appeared to be so per-
fectly at home that the clerk had not
the slightest suspicion. Of course the
check was worthless, and we found that
he had secured the desk privilege at
the carpet store by pretending that he
was buying a large stock of carpets
among other purchases in the city. He
fooled five jewelers in New York and
othersin other cities.

“One day & swarthy, foreign-looking
well-dressed young man called on a
brother jeweler and handed him his
card—*Alexander Dumas, Prussian
Legation, Washington.’ Hesaid he was
with his wife and child at the St
Nicholas hotel, and wanted to buy some
watchesand jewelry, for which he wounld
pay cash. He said his wife was too
sick to leave the hotel, and wanted the
goods sent with the bill. The jeweler
thought he would make a sure thing of
it and take the goods himself. He went

‘to the St. Nicholas, was told that Mr.

Dumas was stopping there, and was
shown to his room. Mr. Dumas was
busy writing, but welecomed the jeweler
cordially.

«Ah? he said. ‘I am glad you have
come. I am sorry that my wife is con-
fined to her bed. I will just step into
the next room and let her make her
selections.’

“Ihe jeweler, in a moment of weak-
ness, conscnted. After waiting five
minutes he began to get nervous. He
did not like to disturb a sick lady, but
went to the office to make some inquiries.
There he found that Mr. Dumas had
just stepped out, and had no wife or
child in the houmse. He was finally
caught, after he had played the same
game on a number of jewelers, and
lodged in Sing Sing. When he was
captured he tried to conciliate his last
vietim by the presentation of a beauntiful
overcoat. But the overcoat proved to
have been stolen. £

«In showing jewelry it is the custom
to show only six watches at once, or
gome uniform number. If the customer
wants to see another, one of those
elready on exhibition will be taken
away. The same rule is observed with
rings. The tray is always full, or with
& known number of holes empty, so that
if a ring were taken the loss would be
instantly detected. Sometimes swind-
lers will watchan opportunity and slip
in 2 worthless ring and take away &
good ome. One jeweler of my sequaint-
ance found five plated rings thus sub-
stituted for plain gold rings in one day.
The trick was played apon a number of
jewelers about the same time, and;then
the rogue was captured. .

A common trick in buying goeds on
the installment plan is to give a wrong
name, mentioning the name of some
solvent person. The references will,
of course, give a good report, and it will
not be discovered until too late that the
good character does not belong to the
one who purchased the goods.”

¢Ope of the shrewdest and boldest
tricks ever played on & jeweler was
done by & woman of nerve in Cincin-
nati not long ago. One day a middle-
aged woman, of fine personal appear-
ance, well dressed, and of mest attrac-
tive mapners, called at a private Iunatic
asylug and asked tosee the superinten-
dent. That official met her in the par-
lor.

¢« /T wish tomakearrangements for the
confinement of & patient here,’ she
said. ‘What are your terms and the
conditions on which you receive your
inmates ?’

¢ «{Qnr terms are $15 per week,and you
must have the certificaté of two phy-
sicians.’

««Very well,’ said the lady, I will
pay you two weeksin advance. The
patient is my son, who is insane on the
subject of diamords. He has a mania
for selling my jewelry. I have not yet
gotten the certificate of the physicians,

but can easily do so. I will bring my

._ at?
“Certainly,’ said -the clerk,” who
showed him to a desk;dnd pointed~out |’

son here in the afternoon, and if you
will keep him an hour I will bring the
physicians with the authority.’

“Then the lady entered her carriage
and drove to a jewelry store. There
she selected 84,000 worth of jewelry,
which she said was intended for the
trousseau of her daughter, abeut to be
merried. She gave the name of a
wealthy family recently arrived in (Cin-
cinpati, and said to the proprietor: ‘If
you will let one of your clerks step into
the carriage with me, I will go to my
husband’s store and give him the money
for the goods.’

“The proprietor consented, and the
clerk, with the goods in a box, entered
the carriage with the_lady, who said
she wished to stop on the way and show
her purchases to a friend. They drove
to the asylum and were shown fo the
parlor. The superintendent entered,
and the lady said quite calmly fo the
clerk : Just open the box and show
the things to this gentleman.’

“The clerk unsuspectingly complied.

BADLY SCARRED,

]

| The Story of Coionel Martinez, of Mexlco--
A Carecr of Blood.

The visitor at the Detreit House of
Correction who caiches a glimpse of
Colonel Martinez, may go away feeling
that he has seen one of the greatest
| heroes ever placed behind the bars and
bolts of any modern prison. Less than
three years ago he was a Colonel in the
regular army of Mexico, while yester-
day he had served exactly ten months
on a sentence of two years. He s a
short, stout man, with an eye wkich cuts
like steel, 2nd is one of the most orderly
prisoners ever received.

Diaz had neglected to carry out the
reforms promised when he was a candi-
date for the Presidency, and official cor-
raption and mismanagement sowed the
secds of rebellion. Colonel Martinez
was setuated by motives of patriotism in
joining the revolters, and every dollar
of his private fortune was invested in
the purchase of arms for those whopro-
posed to overthrow the government

Carelessly drawing near, the lady sud-
; _x__md was a]}ging

-

DO 8
.. You had better seeure him." - -,
tawas in vain that the elerk pro-
test®d that a robbery was being com-
 roi The y
inexorsble. He called his assistants
and secured the clerk, while the lady
walked to her carriage with the £4,000
worth of jewelry.” .

Pictures of Life in Mexico,

The dense population that is pressed
together in the valley of Mexico, and
the country-like character peemliar to
many parts ofthe capital, a correspond-
ent says brings always crowds of booi-
ish people into Mexico’s thorough-
fares. Indians of pure blood, looking
like disfigured gypsies, are constantly
"seen roving about. Husband, wife and
child are trotting the same slow vace,
stooping to the very ground and fre-
guently carrying heavy loads, or the
straw mattresses on which they have
passed the previous night, on their way
to the city, Passing the front of some
ancisnt church or a decaying convent,
we see the graves crowded with ugly-
lookinz Indian women nursing their
dirty little urchins. In the shade of
some building we see 2 happy family
sharing the frugal meal, consisting of
“tortillas” (2 cake baked of Indian
corr) and some fruits ; now and then,
they may even be seen indulging in the
luxury of ‘‘trijolas” (reed beans,) the!
nationsl dish of the Mexican; not
very far from the happy ‘‘at home™” we
notice s crowd of shabby-looking young
men lying on the ground smoking and
gambling at cards; the monotony cf
the play is now and then interrupted by
wild curses or a blow at him who has
been found guilty of cheating his
drowsy companions.

Indians and Mestizzos, the broad-
brimmed sombrero on their dust-cov-r-
ed heads, are leaning against the walls
of some “fonda” (inn) ; they are shep-
kerds or muleteers, who have brought
cattle and goods from the interior and
“wiib ste now gZing atrallthe splendors'
of the capitel and beholding the wen-
ders of them. They are daring look-
ing fellows, clad in dirty linen clothing
2. !a parti-colored shawl, which they
draw closely around their neck and
head when the wind begins to blow, so
that there is little to be seen of their
defiant faces. Pickpocketsand thieves,
wearing a mixture of national and for-
eign garb, are seen spying out an op-
portunity favorable to their profession.

Men and women of all eges and com-
plexions, boys and girls besiege the cof-
fee houses,unnoying the pedestrian with
their shrill voices, pressing him to buy
a lottery ticket and gain the five orten
thousand ““piros” thet are drawn on the
coming morn ; venders of matches and
other trifles, follow yom step by step
till you get rid of them by spending a
copper piece or two, but only to be an-
noyed by others who have watched your
wealiness and are anxious to have their
turn alse. More pleasant than these
match and ticket sellers are those who
offer for sale small objects of art, 2s
waxen fruits of great beauty, artificial
flowers and wooden charcoal figures of
perfect workmanship ; tiny little fignres
representing scenes of every-day life,
beantiful birds on cardboardand differ-
ent kinds of feather work are to be ob-
tained at very low prices.

A charming picture are the flower
girls, who are busy composing their
abundant stcek of the very finest flow-
ers into testeful nosegays, in which we
find a great variety of roses and the
ladies’ favorite, the dark blue violet—
flowers that nature offer us all the year
round. Tasteful garlands, flower bas-
kets that would make the NewYork flor-
ist rave, charm the buyer's eyes ; nose-
gays of all dimensions and the delicate
flower for the dandy’s buttonhole are
to be purchased at very low prices.
For flowers the Mexican has a well-
pleasing weakness, and the love of
flowers is one of the qualities that the
Spaniard has inherited from his Moor-
ish conquerors and has brought with
him to Mexico. Old matrons and young
ladies eyeing the passers-by from the
balcony, all have their hair and dress
adorned with fresh flowers.

The fruit vender makes 2 fine display
of his stock on the ground or in his
primitive shops. Apples, pears, straw-
berries, pedches, apricc*s, Turkish and:
Indian figs, the growth of the temperate '
climate, are to be seen lying together
with the golden orange, the yellow
lemon, bananas, anenas, mangoes, and
the delicious chirimoya, productions of
the torrid zonre.
a cooling draught may apply to one of
the numerous water stands, where in-
offensive mixtures of water and ananas,
lemon and jrices are served to the calier
for two centsa glass. While sipping
our nectar we noticed two or three old
Indian women, half naked, who press
with a round stone the juice out of the
fruit. Chocolate and cocoa are served
as well at the stand. Traveling cooks
with their two-wheeled kitchens are to
be found in every street, and they serve
dishes to those who give them a call;
yet a foreigner would scarcely be
pleased with theacid Spanish pipkin or
the Dbaked sweet potatoes, and other
dishes, as they are generally spiced with
a good deal of dirt.

A Wise Horse,
The horse lives in Wilmington, Dela-

soperintendent was “keavy force was comin

i reigns along the border,
| hopes to beset at liberty at the end of

Those whoare fond of |

While the discontent. was widespread,
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ed. lessthan 200 men and fornd
‘obliged to retreatbefore an over-
Iming force. - i :
While the iittle band, led now by
_Martinez alone, was slowly retreating
on"the district of Sonora, a force of
government troops got %f:heir rear. A

in front, and
surrender seemed ineyrwble. In this
emergency the Colonel stated his inten-
tion of cutting his way out, and those
who did not wish to share lifs-farther
dangers were left free to retreat to the
hills. One hundred and sixty-four men,
all well maounted oand nerves strung for
desperate work, followed Martinez as
he drew sabre and charged into a valley
and straight upon a force of more than
6,000 men. Beyond the valley was the
mountain pass by which retreat could
be continued, but only fifty-eight of the
patricts reached it. The remainder were
left dead in the valley. The livinghad
literally cut their way through walls of
flesh and steel. More than 300 deed
men resalted from that desperate dash,
and some of those who got out were
terribly ent. The Colonel jesterday
turned back his shirt and exhibited 2
sabre cut on either shoulder, a third on
the head and a bullet-wound in thearm
as mementoes of that charge.

Being persistently pursued by the
government forees, the patriots retreat-
ed irto a sandy desert more than 200
miles in breadth, Diaz was determined
to capture NMartinez af any cost, and
the pursuit was continued across the

i sands. The sufferings of both parties |

from heat and lack of water were great,
but the patriots were the worst of.
They entered upon the barren wuste
withont a single ration or a spoonful of
water, while the government forces had
a moderate supply of both.

The pursuit lasted till evening, and
after the government forces had gone
into camp for the night, Martinez rode
back alone to scout and spy. When he
ascertained that the pursuit was to be
meintained to the bitter end he crept
among the wagons and stabbed a dozen
mules before the alarm was given.
Being parsued by three mounted men,

| he killed two, wounded the other and

drove the horses into his own camp.
At a later hour he returped with his
force and charged through the camp of
2 000 men, killing a score or more, los-
ing three men, and carrying off ten
prisoners with their horses. I

Next morning when the government
forees tock up the pursuit, the ten pris-|
oners were found dead on the sands,
each having been killed by the thrust
of a lance.

“Had they captured any of my men
they would have been hacked to pieces
at once,” seid the Colonel, in exienua-
tion. ““We had more bitterness towards
each other than we would bave had to-
wards & foreign foe, and had I been
captured they wonld have roasted me
alive.”

Next morning the pursuit was con-
tinued. Nearly 2,000 men pursued fif-
ty-five. It was known that ke had
neither water nor food, and there was
reason to believe that his band must
surrender in a few hours.

At the close of the second day severa]
horses were killed and the men satisfied

 their thirst by drinking the blood. Fires

could not be kindled for want of fuel,
and the meat was devoured raw. Some
of the horses licked at the blood; and
others dug great holes in the sand and
cooled their tongues on the damp earth.

At the end of the third day a water
hole was reached and here the patriots
remained one wholeday, repulsing three
attacks of the government forces, and
being reduced in numbers to forty-one
men. When they leit the spot they had
but thirty horses, and every enimal
which carried double was overhanled in
the next day’s pursuit, and the priscners
killed as soon as captured. When they
finally crossed the Colorado river into
American territory Martinez had less
than twenty men with him.

The Colonel claims that hisband ceme
asrefugees, intending to remain as peace-
ful citizens of the United States urtil
they could safely return home. Some
of his men had hired to ranchmen, end
others were looking for employment
when arrested by the authorities as
filibusters. The Mexican Gnvernment
demended them, and knowing they
would be shot if given up they pleaded
guilty to the charge end received sen-
tences of twoyears each. Asthe present
ruler of Mexico has issued a proclama-
tion pardoning all whilom rebels aad
conspirators, and as profound peace
the Colonel

the year. All his men have families,
and being emong strangers and upable
to speak our language, their imprison-
ment has gone bard with them. They
are a quiet lot, finding no fault and
obeving every rule of the prison, and
they have mads many friends.

#The Colcnel Las more scars then any
other man living,” said the deruty at
the close of the interview. “Perhagps
he will exhibit some of them.”

The interpreter made the request,
and after considerable hesitation the
Colcnel removed his shirf, Exclama-
tions of surprise werein order. There
stood a man who had two sabre-ents
on the head, two on the left shoulder
and one on ihe right, a Jance wound in
his right arm, another in his Dbreast, a
third in his shoulder blade, a cut on his
right leg near the knee, and nearly 2
dozen scars cn other parts of his body
made by bullets and daggers. Three of
the pistol bullets shot into him are still
in the flesh. When first arrested he
had five nnhealed wounds, and it is only

ware, and the Star of that city tells this
story of brute intelligence: A few Sun-
daye ago he was running loose on the |
streets and passed in the neighbor-|
hood of a certain drug store, where the
proprietor noticed that he hada severe
sore on his back and several less serious
ernptions on onme of his shoulders,
wherepon he put a suitable plaster on
each of the wonnds. The animal then
went off and he saw no more of him
until the next Sunday, when he again |
went to the door of the establish- |
ment, where he remained wuntil his
wounds were again dressed, and since
then he has regularly appeared every
Sunday at the door of the drug store
to have the plasters put npon his back
and shonlders, and the proprietor kindly
sccommodates him. It is supposed

i Mexico.

in the last three months that his last
wound healed over. Some of his scars
date back twenty years, and he is in-
debted to the Indians for five or six of
them. From head to waist he has
eleven prominent sears, and enough on
his legs to make the full number crowd
twenty pretty closely. After the Colo-
nel had retired one of the lieutenants
was asked what sort of a fighter Martinez
was, and he replied :

“He has killel mors men with the
lance and sabre than any five officers in
He would charge a hundred
men as guick as he would fight one.”—
Detroit Free Press.

A water spout is supposed to be
caused by the passage of what would be

that his owner keeps him busy all the
week and turns him loose on Sundays. |

called & whirlwind on land. Water is
drawn up instead of Gust and debris,

An Empress Among Peasants.

A correspondent gives the following
incident of the racent visit of the Czar
and Czarine of Russia, to Moscow and
vieinity :

As wewere going along the Volgs,
the boys had been promised to run on
shore, and so 2t a spot where all seemed
to promise privacy, the empress, Miss
0., alady of honor, Nicholas Alexan-
drovitch and George, his younger
brother, Count V., Mrs. 8. and Prince
S., started on an excursion. I was
kindly 1nvited to join the party. We
clambered up = steep precipice of sand
and loose gravel, and after some diffi-
culty reached the summit, We crossed 2
plowed field and came to some coi-
tages, made of logs. At the door of
one of these stood an old woman with
one eye. The empress approached her
and asked her if she could have s little
milk for she wasthirsty. Milk ?” says
the old womsn ; “milk?” “Yes; will
you kindly let me have some?’ But
¢’Milk” was the only answerto be gof.

FACTS FOR THE CURIOUS.
Scarlet fever alone is computed to
cause one-third the deafnessin Americs.
The idea of fertilizing lazd with salt
was conceived by John Napier in 1598,
The friction of a railroad axle has
sometimes been so great as to set fire to
‘he car to which it belonged.

It is estimated that there are 68,525~
men and boys employed in and about
the Pennsylvania anthracite cosl fields.

The boiling water column of the Ice-
land geysers is nineteen feet in diame-
ter, and sometimes rises ninety-two
feet.

When frogs are seized by snakes they
enlarge themselves wonderfully, sothat
if the snake be of small size, the frog
escapes. 2

926 langnages and dialects, and in the
last eight years 140,000,000 copies have
been circalated.

A recent estimate as to the amount
of gold produced since the discovery -of

We all thought the old woman was
] .8 ¢ sg entere hﬁ L] 1]

. S0 LMeempres

. DY~

W $m as; ehatiing af-
fably Witk young -mother, - the old
woman came'in with “a- bowl of. very.
dirty-looking milk, and one spoon, for
the whole company. ‘Haven’t you got
a better spoon, good woman?” A new
one was found, painted in red and gold.
The empress for form’s sake, tasted the
repulsive-looking beverage, and safter
some conversation, Mr. 8. asked the
old women what she wanted for it.
«Want for it ?” she replied thoughtfully.
“] want five kopecks silver.” “That's
too dear,” hesaid, -with a- serious air.
“The price is ruinous, Three #” “It's
five kopecks silver,” and the old woman
drew the bowl nearer to her. “Three.”
“No, five. It's a shame for gentle folks
to haggle about a few kopecks.” “He
is only joking,” e2id the empress, com-
ing to the rescue ; “hereare ten rubles
for you.” “But,” interposed Count V.,
“voun must give us nine rubles and
ninety-five kopecks change.” “Nine
rubles and ninety-five kopecks, where
am I to get it from ?” she asked. “Bat
they are joking, I tell you,” said the
empress ; “the fen rubles are yours,
den't you understand?” “The milk is
five kopecks silver,” she insisted, emid
general laughter. *¥ou greedy old
womaz, you get ten rubles, and now
yon want five kopecks more. You
ought to bLe ashamed of yoursell”
“The milk is five kepecks silver,” she
repeated, doggedly. Prince 8.—“Do
sou know who the lady is who bas
givea you the ten rubles?” “No, I
doa’t,” she answered. “It’s the Gos-ol -
Jaring.” “Oh, yes! very likely,” she
sneered—the joke was 2 good oneand
the old woman enjoyed it—‘‘very
likelr.” “It really is the empress;
don’t you know the czar is on the river,
and that all the people are gone to the
town to see him?’ It was no use. The
0ld weman only laughed and patted the
emyress’ arm. Wbat was to be done?
S, as a last resource, takes out his
image. “You see [ am a Christian man.
I swear on this image [kissing it] that
this lady isreally onr empress.” e
woman was only half convinced, but
she had far too little time to realize the
foct. 0 matushka” (zother) she says,
“Good matushkea !” and pats more em-
phatically. The heat was suffocating ;
not o breath of air. The empress rose
to go, wished the good people good-by,
end thanked them for their hospitality.
e had not proceeded far when a
small group of wome and cne or two
men were observed foilowing us. “Let
us wait for them,” said her majesty;
oI lize to tsik with these good peo-
ple.” “How many are you in the vil-
lage?” “Tifty,” replied the person ad-
dressed. Many other questions were
put and answered, but it was not until
she gave them one hundred rubles that
they believed it was reaily their “Ma-
tuska, their dear little mother,” and
kissed her feet. She could not escape.
«Tell them not to kiss my feet,” she
said; “I don't like it.” They were,
however, all around her ; they crossed
themselves and her; they kissed the
very ground on which she trod. But
who is that hobbling so eagerly toward
us? It is our old friend of
the cottage. She has had time now
to reslize the fact that the kind
stranger really was the real ma-
tushke ; that she whom all the world
had gone so far tosee—she, the empress
of all the Russias, the wife of the
owhite zar,” had actually been in her
poor hut—had spoken so kindly to her,
and that she herself, a poor old woman,
had actually jokad with her and patteq

her arm ; tb s had eaten out of the
old bowl- . sIt it now—and she
came and - erself on the ground

and kissed the hem of her garment and
sobbed like 2 child. The empress
raised the old woman and said ull soris
of comfortable words to her, and with
such success that hobbling old age took
getive youth under her arm and helped
her over the rough places across the
plowed field till we came to the rayine
again. We reached the steamer at last,
and as we left, among the group on the
shore we saw our cld friend; but
how she got there and how she got
back is a mystery to me.

Matches:

Edward Prinee, splint menufacturer
of Horseshoe Bay, Buckingham town-
ship, is authority for the statement that
there are about twenty-two mateh fac-
tories in the United States and Canada,
ani that the daily production—and con-
sequently daily consumption—is about
25,000 gross per day. If may seem a
queer statement to make that 100,000
hours of each successive day are spent
by the people of the two countries in
striking a light, but such is undoubt-
edly the cese. In each gross of matchbes
manufactured there are 144 boxes,so that
25,000 gross produces 3,600,000 boxes.
Lach bos, at least those made in the
States, where a duty of one cent on
every box of matches is levied—contairs
100 ‘matches, so that the number of
matehes produced and wused daily
amounts to 960,000,000. Countingthat
it takes a second to light each match—
ard it is questionable whether it canbe
dene in less time than that, while some
men occupy several minutes sometimes
in trying to strike a light, particularly
when boozy—to light the 360,000,000
wonld take just that number of seconds.
This gives 6,000,000 minates, or 100,000
hours. In days of twenty-four hcurs
each it figures up to 41663, and gives
eleven vears aud five months with a
couple of days extra, as the time occu-
pied during every twenty-four hours by
the pecple of No:th America —not fgur-
ing on the DMexicans—in striking
matches. Tiguring a little further, it
gives 4149 years’ time in each year. The
fact may seem 2mazing, but is undoubt-
edly correct.

Heroism.

A story of heroism comes tous from
the English steamer Edgar on a recent
trip from the Senegal. The entire
erew, except the captain and his wife,
and the mate, were stricken with sick-
ness so that they conld take no partin
the pavigation of the vessel. The cap-
tain snggested to his wife to take the
post of *tbe man at the wheel,” while
he himseliand mate acted as engineer
and fireman. The three brought the
vessel safo from the west coast of Africe

America, gives ¥ ab § 000,000,000,

: for wighing gold
the'asgaf-office at New Yorkareso del-

in thé peams, the writing of & name .on
one of the pieces of paper will turn the-
scales in itsfavor. ; -
An ancient and remarkable clock has
been recently set up in the reading-
room of the municipal library of Rouen. -

fourteen months and some odd. days.
It was constructed in 1782, underwent
alterations in 1816, was bought by’
Rouen for 1,000 francs in 1838, has re-
cently been repaired snd iust set going.
The growth of plants of all kinds,

Dr. C. W. Slemens claims, after experi-*
ment, can be stimulated by the electrie-
light. Asis well known, plants grow
all the year round in tropical regions,
and Dr. Slemens belisves that the elec-
tric light over glass, kept burning
night, will keep plant-life active duri
the winter months, even in tempt?m
regions.

Although considered mnute, fasecls
have the power of producing sg#nds by
certain movements which to some ex-
tent are characteristic of tye different
species. The shrill chirpdf the cricket
is produced by the rubhing together of
the wing cases. The harsh shriek of
the grasshopper is camsed by frietion of
the legs against the wings. The sarill
trumpet sound of t}fe mosquito ard the
busy hum of bees and flies, result from
the rapid motion /‘of the wings while
ﬂy]'-ng- .
Among the objects found in one of
the old tombgnear the village of Se-
wersk, in the Sakuban district of South-
ern Bussia, were two elaborately orna-

| mented: glass vessels, hooped with gold
‘rings,-set with rubies, supporting chains

whick. had at the ends hearf-shaped
pearis, Besides these relics were dis-
covered a golden cup-holder, with two
griffins in bas-relief, and a golden plate
with & historical representation, also in
bas-relief. It is thought by M. Felizin
that these finds belong to the time.-of
Persiad IL, who began to reign in the -
year 284 B. C., and that the grave in_
which they had been déposited wasthat
of some great personage. O ey

-

Thanksgiving Day,

‘The Thanksgiving festival has now
‘become a national holiday. The ob-
servance of the day has not yet become
universal, bat it is extending, snd biZs
fair, before many years, to become an
znnual social feature in every American
home.

It is now but three months less than
two hundred and fifty-one yea's, since
the first Thankegiving D2y was observ-
ed on American soil. The Massacku-
setts Company removed to Bosten on
the 17th of Septemheﬁg_lsso. Gov.
Winthrop, writing to uis wife, who
was still in England, at the end of No-
vember in that year, said, “We are ia
paradise.”

A few weeks latar, starvation stared
the colony in the face. In Charlestown,
the people, so tke town reccrdstell us,
“necessitated to live on clams and mus-
cles and:groundnuts and acorns.” The
Governor, brave-hearted and noble as
he was, * had the last batch of bread
in the oven,” and was seen *‘giving the
last handful of mealin the barrel unto
a poor man distressed by the wolf ab
the door.”

A day was appointed for genersl [hu-
miliation, ¢ to seek the Lord by fasting
ard prayer.” Nothing had been heard
of the ship sent home six months before
to fetch provisions. Just asthe colony
was on the verge of despair, the ship
arrived in Boston Harbor, the day of
fasting was turned into one of thanks-
giving by order of the Governor and
Council, and was accordingly celebrated
on the 22d of February. 1631.

In November of the same year,
another day of thbanksgiving was ob-
served on the arrival of the same skip,
and since then, a similar festival hes
been held with great regularity. The
custom did not spread beyond New Ex-
gland until daring the civil war
President Lincoln was the first to pro-
claim 2 day of National Thanksgiving.

In New England, where the day is a
public and legal holiday, it is an occa-
sion of family reunions, and of feast-
ingund good cheer. To those who
have been accustomed to it from child-
hood, it is the merriest day in the year.
Elsewhere, it is wholly overshadowed
by Christmas. -

The idea is the same in both cases.
The day is devoted by the devoni to
thanksgiving and praise to God for His
mercies, and by 21l to happy meetings
and joyful feasting.— Youth's Companion.

Witty Auswer Tarneth Awsy Bores.

The man who travels on the ralroad
and sits down by the side of loze fe-
males while laboring under the impres-
sion that he recognizes a likeness in
their faces to his wife's aunt’s coasin,
met his match on one of the roadsin his
vieinity lately. He sat down in the
half of & seat, the other half of which
was occupied by a pleasant faced young
lady. His first question was:

“Pard.n me, miss, but is your name
James? I have a consin of that name,
whora you greatly resemble.”

“No, ¢ir,” was the reply, “my name
is not James. DBut, pardon me, is your
name Zine or Copper ?”

«Zine or Copper? No, me’am,” said
the asronished man. “What led you to
suppose I had such names?”

“Ezeuse me,” was the quiet reply,
«shut I thought you must be first cousin
to a brass foundry.”

The man fell over twoseats and kicked
a bird cage half way down the car in
his haste to get into the smoker, while
the young lady smiled a gentle smile
behind her handkerchief. It was a procf
of the old adage, that a witty answer
turneth away bores.—0il City Derrick.

The phrase “Speaking for buncomber
originated near the close of the debate
on the famous ** Missouri questios,” in
the Sixteench Congress. It was then
used by Felix Walter, who lived at
Waynesville, N. C., near the County of
Buncombe which formed part of his
disirict. The old man rose to speak,
while the House wes impatiently call-
jng for the *question.” Severzl mem-
bers asked him to desist, but he de-
clared that the people of his district
expected it, and hewas bound to “make

to the European continent.

a speech for Buncombe. =R

The Bible has been translated into —

icate'thaf when broughy 4o a_balanco
with two pieces of paper of equal size.

A single winding keeps it running for: .

e




