
THREE FEET OF OBSTINACY.

Every hotel, villa and boarding-house
was busy and overflowing; tho weather
•was superb; and each day and all day
long, the beach, the parade, and the
thyme-scented downs above, were covered
with bright-clad holiday makers, who,
according to taste, either sailed hither
and thither athwart the dancing waters,
strolled and rested beneath the warm
cliffs, or rode and drove about the open,
undulating country behind.

"Itis a most vulgar place," said a lady,
calmly.

The speaker never went near the sea,
and never scaled the cliffs. To her view
there was only one spot tolerable in the
whole neighborhood—one oasis in the
desert by which she was surrounded.
"I go to the park, yes, every after-

noon," Mrs. Chevenix now proceeded
(sly} was sitting in "the park" as she
spoke). "Igo in the afternoon, and also
in the evening. There is really nowhere
else, yon know. There are a few people
to be'seen there; and one gets away from
all tho shocking noises; the bands, and
the organs, and the nigger minstrels. Of
coarse it is stupid, but still it is better
than doing nothing, and as 1 have to be
here. 1 must make the days pass some-
how." Then the speaker yawned behind
her fan.

"When do you expect your daughter?"
inquired a lady who sat by her side.

"To-night. And really—<JT course I
shall be glad to see Hattie, but I am not
sure —I almost wish"—with some hesita-
tion—"tho fact is, my dear Mrs. Loth-
lmry"—all at once confidence was
decided upon—"the truth is that Wind-
bourne is not theplace for a young girl of
my daughter's temperament. Hattie is a
dear child; but she is a curious sort of
affectionate, impulsive creature; and there
is one thing she will do, and no one can
prevent her, she willmake friends. She
willpick up people here, there and every-
where. Of course Hattie is a charming
girl, and I am very proud of her—you
will admire her immensely, I am suro,
ami so will Colonel Lothbury—but you
willbooh see what I have to go through
in the matter ofmy daughter's introduc-
tion. She willnot have been here three
d:iys before she will come living in with
tile news that she has found somebody
who is coining to call upon me!"

Maternal instinct was not at fault. To-
ward evening on the third day after Miss
Harriett Chevenix made her appearance
on the scene, she entered her mother's
department with joy printed on her
countenance, and the anticipated an-
nouncement on the tip ot her tongue.

"Now, don't, my dear Hattie, pray
don't," cried the elder lady, and poor
Mrs. Chevenix was very much in earnest
beneathher laughing exterior. "Iknow
what yon are going to say, child, and I—
but well, 1 suppose it must come. Let me
hear the worst, then. Who have you dis-
covered? Who have pitched their touts
hen- close to us? Who is coming to-mor-
row to call on me?"
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"Mamma! How could you know?"
Hattie was all ablaze with astonishment.

"Know!" There was something almost
ludicrous In ihe bitterness of the re-
joinder. "Who Would not know? I
have Learned by experience. Until you
came here I had peace and security.
Ever since I have been treading on the
edge ofa precipice."

"(>h, mammal" The young girl's head
drooped a little,and the light died out of
her eyes,

"Well, well, my dear; of course I did
not mean that exactly: you must not
tako nit' up too seriously." Mrs. C'heve-
ni.x was not an ill-natured woman.
"Here, come ami kiss me. I did not
mean to be be unkind, llattie"—quite
gently— "but you do try me, you know,
my dear< You have some expectations.
You are not quite like everybody else.
And your father has no notion ofkeeping
any one aloof; ami I am afraid that you—
that I see a. littleofthe same kind of uni-
versal lion camaraderie in you. Eh? Is
it not so? But you see, Hattio, that does
not do in these days; it realty- does not
do," reiterating the words with emphasis.
"Itleads to all kinds ofawkwardness."

llattie's lips parted. Protest painted
itself upon her cheek.

"Yes, yes, I know," nodded her
mother, with ~a smile. "I know what
you would say; but spare me, jiiydear
child, and spare yourself also. lam late
as it is, and i had meant to put on this
new lilac dress to-night, There will be
no time now," glancing disconsolately at
the robewhieh was spread out upon the
bed. "A new dress always takes so long
to arrange. Run away, there's a good
child, ana get ready for dinner yourself.
Remember, avo have to dine at 7, in order
to secure good scats at the concert." '"Oh, are wegoingtothc concert again?"
exclaimed Hattio, in a tone that told its
own tale.

"Again!" repeated her mother. "You
have only been once, and ""And it was as dull as ditch-water. Oh,
veil, 1 will go ifyou wish it, mamma.
But, mamma," and tho speaker paused,
\u25a0while the color with which her check had
been suffused on tirst entering the room,
again rose and softly mantled there.

"Mamma, 1—we—May—l ""Oh, you have been with May, have
you ?"

"Aunt Sophy said I might take May to
the downs, and we started quite early,
and had a glorious, delightful time. And
\u25a0we had our tea there. We took Aunt
Sophy's tea apparatus ""Well, my dear? (Jot on a littlefaster,
my dear." Mrs. Chevenix, glanced
atrain at the lilac robe. "You can tell me
all this another time, you know," she
hinted.

"We had a little adventure before wo
«'anie home," murmured Hattie half turn-
ing away, and yet stealing a shy glance
of triumph as she spoke.

"Oh, adventure!" poor Mrs. Chevenix
groaned. "Iknew it. Iknew what was
coming as soon as ever you appeared at
the door. Your face betrayed you, child.
You are at your old tricks again," with
growing irritability. "Well, who, for
goodness sake, who is 'so glad to know
\u25a0we are here?' And who is coining to see
me to-moijrow."

"Sir John and L.ady Pulborough."
Mrs. Chevnix started from her seat as

though a pistol shot had been lot olf at
her ear. "What? Who? Who did you
say? Why, Hattic> "

Hut Hattie had flashed out of the room
the instant the words escaped her lips.

Itwas her saucy revenge, and the little
minx meant to have it.

Prom the above it will easily be soon
that Hattie C'hevenix was. in popular
phrase, not her mother's child. In her
eyes it signified less than nothing whether
or not those with whom she came in con-
tact had flue-sounding names, large
houses, rich clothes, horses and car-
riages—in short, all the apparatus of
\u25a0wealth and fashion. On the other hand,
she was a thousand-fold more particular
than her parents ever had been, or would
be, as to what her friends and acquaint-
ances were in themselves. Ifthey were
pood, kind, simple and pleasant, Hattie
loved them: and, being of a lovable
nature, it must be added that she found
far more of her fellow-creatures worthy
of affection than might be supposed.

Hut false pretense, arrogance and af-
f.'t-tion hail but littlemercy at the hands
of an observer whose innocence was, as
yet, unblmded by thav prudential self-
interest which the •world instills into its
votaries.

Hattie was, what few girls are in these
days, really and positively young. She
went straight to the root of every matter
as a child would do. She took fancies to
people because they had nice faces or
nice voices, she took interest in whole
families because they seemed fond of one
another. When she was taken to shows
<>t" any kind, she would select, in the
twinkling of an eye. the competitor whose
partisan she meant to be. In crowded
JtaHs <>r churches she would be almost
brea.hless with desire that the latecom-
ers, tin' uupuuctual people, for whom no
one else had ar.y mercy, should have the
vacant seats which she could espy, and
•would fain have herself flown to point
them out. In railway carriages she had
actually been known to beckon travelers
to the door, and assure them, with out-
stretched hand, that there was room
Within.

"And of course its allvery well," Hat-

tie's mother would observe discontent-
edly; "and they tell me that Hattie is a
favorite because she has such pretty man-
ners. But all the same " and here-
upon would ensue a confidence such as
that wherewith our littlestory opens.

When Hattio had been two days at
Windbourne, and had not in that time
made any fresh acquaintances, her mother
had been almost surprised.

"She is beginning to see; her eves are
I getting opened." Mrs. Chevenix told her-
self, wellpleased. "Ifshe only goes on as
wellas she has begun, I shall breathe
freely at last. Ofcourse it is a strain hav-
ing a great grown-up daughter, withsuch
strength as Hattie has. She never tires;
she flies about all day long from one
thing to another; and how can I, with my
poor nerves arid delicate health, lly after
her? But ifHattie willonly sober down,
and be content to sit quietly with mo in
the park—"

The next moment, however, showed
that Hattie was not going to sit quietly
with anybody in the park.

"Mamma, Iam offto the downs. There
is the most inagiiilicent view of the sea
from a place above the golf-links, Aunt
Sophy says; and this is just the day on
which to see it."

" A place above the golf-links, my
dear! Above the golf-links!" Mrs.
Chevenix bad never yet been above tho
golf-links, and had only once driven as
tar as the salubrious spot. " Then I sup-
pose you willnot be iv tilldinnertime."
she added plaintively.

She did not put a stop to tho expedition,
be it observed; the act being that she
would have had to answer for it to her
husband had she done so, and Major
Chevenix had opinions of his own about
Hattie. "Be content with drivelling
away your own life, and be-dabbliug
your own face with powder and paint."
he had once brutally told his wife; "I
won't interfere with you. But if you
interfere with Hattie, by George! you
will have me to reckon with. I will
stand no nonsense, madam," he had sub-
joined, so sternly, that from thenceforth
the only daughter of the ill-assorted pair
had as absolutely lost a mother's control
as she had formerly missed her tender-
ness and care.

This willaccount for tho tone of inde-
pendence adopted by a young girl of
eighteen—a tone which must have struck
our readers.

We willfollow Hattie through the day,
the day which shook all her mother's
faith iv her afresh, but which at the sanio
timeturned the tables—nay, we willnot
anticipate.

Understand, then, that it is the after-
noon of Hattie's third day at Wind-
bourne-by-the-Sea, that she has so far
been a demure, elegant specimen of
young ladyhood, trotting hither and
thither beneath the shadow of the mater-
nal wing, and that she is now al>out to
indemnify herself for two whole days of
chatter and finery by a relapse into her
real self, congenial company and amid
sodl-inspiring surroundings.

The two springing youthful figures
then, whom we see breasting the hillside
in the summer sunlight, are Hattie and
May Chevenix, both only children, both
open, joyous, light-hearted little maids.
How the two frolicked and jested as they
went! Hattie would push May, and May
would lie in wait to catch "Hattie un-
awares.

Hattie would pretend to be lost, and
May would affect not to find her, and
presently there would be a game of "Catch
me ifyou can" to sharpen the point of
the double fiction.

The two raced, and tumbled, and tossed
about on the bights.

We do not, of course, mean to affirm
that any one strolling along the high
ground al>ove the skirts of the town would
have seen any exhibition of toinboyhood
in the two pretty girls, who for all their
simple cotton dresses and straw hats,
conkl never have been mistaken for vil-
lage maidens; but it is indisputable that
severe gravity and downcast eyelashes
had often to be resorted to when strangers
passed, as the only safeguard against the
merry laughter with which their lips
were rippling, and that the coast would
be but barely clear ere the fun would be-
gin afresh.

As for the pots and pans, they were
swung and jangled about from hand to
hand. Sometimes they wero set rolling
down a steep incline, out of sheer wan-
tonness.

May would steal slyly up behind her
cousin, and tip the load out of her arms;
Hattie would turn sharply round and re-
tort with a quid pro quo in kind.

Had there been any china to break the
two might have been less reckless in their
sport, but Aunt Sophy's tea apparatus
was happily constructed of tin through-
out, and the girls had, withpossible fore-
sight ofa merry time, declined cups, and
substituted mugs of horn, of which for
sketching purposes each possessed one.

. "Now we can do as we please, and not
be worried and bothered," May, the
schoolgirl, had cried exultant; and ex-
actly as they pleased the two accordingly
did.

Even the wildest of wild spirits ex-
haust themselves, however, at last; and
havingskippod and gamboled and laughed
themselves tired, the two happy young
creatures presently alit like fmtterliies
upon a soft bunch of mossy thyme in the
heart of a sheet ofgorse, and there elected
to boil their kettle.

Wonderful to relate, the kettle was
willing to boil.

Kettles are by no means apt to be of an
accommodating nature, and the one in
question having been jerked and swung
hither and thither throughout the whole
of its upward journey, might really have
been excused had it been in a bad temper.

"Idare say the stupid thing will never
really boll," quoth Hettie Cheyenix,
.sagaciously. "We can make believe it
does, and—"

But even as the skeptical young tea-
muker spoke there emanated from the
mouth ofthe maligned implement a faint
jet of steam, which was speedily followed
by a gentle siuging, the sweetest of
music to a thirsty ear. Aunt Sophy's
lainj)—threo good burners Inclosed
withina case of perforated tin—proved to
be inperfect working order, and the pro-
tection of a thick prickly bush, into tho
midst of which the little stand had been
plunged, enabled the flames to rise
clearly, the rusult being that a soft cloud
presently putted away over the gorse,
and the tea being popped in—a teapot
had, ofcourse, been dispensed with—the
girls gleefully turned their attention to
minor details.

"Now. for the buns and butter," said
Hattie, fussing about. "Now, May, you
split and butter those great brown buns,
while IBee what Virginie has put in the
other paper bag. Sponge cakes, oh, good
Virginie! I love sponge cakes. And
here are some slices of the cake Aunt
Sophy had at her tea party yesterday.
Virginie has cleared the dish for us. She
is a hotter Virginie then ever. Oh, May,
here is actually another packet; I thought
my load began to grow rather heavy. It
is sweet biscuits. Dear me, we shall never
eat allwe have here. Such pretty pink
and white biscuits, too," regretfully. "It
is a tea lit for two princesses, May;'now,"
laughing, "if we had only a handsome,
gallant,"hungry prince to sit down anil
share it with us. Oh. thank you," in an
altered tone, "nota prince of your kind,
indeed," under her breath, aa simultane-
ously with the gay aspiration, and ap-
parently conjured into being by it, a
young man in cricketing flannels shot
out of the ground, as it seemed, just above
the girls' heads, and barely succeeded in
pulling himsell up in time not to go
bond over heoln into the middle of their
littlefeast. He had obviously been fly-
ing down the hillside at fullspeed.

"Rude boy!" muttered Hattie, with an
angry frown. She and May had fancied
themselves alone in this solitary nook,
and a stranger was perforce an intruder.

"Beg pardon,"' responded an equally
indignant mutter back. The aggressor,
it might have been perceived, considered
he also had been aggrieved. ("A beastly
mess of a picnic," he was, in fact, saying
in his heart, with a shudder of disgust.)

Then there was a moment's pause, dur-
ing which all three impatiently awaited
the dissolution of their involuntary part-
nership.

No one. spoke, but the young man
looked upward with a restive eye. From
thence, it was plain, help was to come.
Nor was the help long in coming.

Within a few seconds, in far less time
Una it takes to write it, there was a
rustling in the brake, and even nearer to
the small encampment than the former
invaderTiad broken covert, there emerged
a small, stumbling, breathless figure, who
plumped into a gorse bush and rolled

over, before any one could catch hold of
him to prevent the mischance.

He was the smallest littlefellowevter
seen in trousers. His tiny white sailor
suit might almost have been made tor a
very large doll, and yet it suited every
inch of the plump, rounded, healthy little
frame.

"Why, he cannot be more than three
years old," decided Miss Chevenix, with
the eye ofexperience.

"He certainly is not four."
She could not help regarding favorably

the littletoddler; she and May were fond
of children.

"Hi,Johnny," said Johnny's compan-
ion, quickly, "take care; come along."

Johnny picked himself up, and stood
still, his eyes growing round. What a
delicious meal he saw before him!

Allat once, doubtless, the little boy
realized a sensation which had been im-
preeeptible to him a minute before.

"Hi, Johnny, come along." This time
the stranger, rather gruffin the voice and
red in the face, just lifted his hat to the
young ladies in apology, as he endeavored
to cut short the scene.

But now a serious matter occurred. It
is a a very serious matter to bring a young,
unreasoning child into the presence of a
display of viands just at his own tea hour,
and it was bow considerably past Johnny
Somehody-or-other's tea hour. For this
cause it was that the said Johnny w;is
being bustled along at a pace and down a
steep incline which an older hand would
have known was fraught withperil.

Johnny was all of a sudden very tired
as well as dreadfully hungry.

"Come along, Johnny." Emphasis, on
the "along" showed that the el.der
brother —Hattie and May had once de-
cided that the leader was the elder
brother — was losing patience and
temper.

Johnny, however, was not tobe "Co tne-
alonged" at by any one in that tono of
voice. For reply, he only drew a 1 .ttlo
nearer to the snowy tablecloth on which
the good things were spread and sighed
aloud.

The sigh made Hattie Chevenix bite
her lips.

She and May were in an awkward posi-
tion certainly; for all their boisterous
glee, tho outpouring of two glad young
hearts, they were gentlewomen ancl had
the instincts of gentlewomen; it took all
the desire to laugh out of them to be thus
confronted with a predicament in which
two other unknown individuals pla.yed
a part, and they were not in the least in-
clined even to smile at this crisis. H ittie
only bit her lips because she longed to
give the li tie boy a cake, and bid him
gently to run away, and she knew that
this she could hardly do.

.Johnny's brother had now turned
round and got his back to the girls.

'•Come along, you littlebeggar," he re-
iterated in an imperative undertone. "Do
as 1 tell you this moment, or you'll never
come "with me again. Come," taking a
pace or two forward, and looking over
his shoulder.

Not an inch budged Obstinacy in arms.
Rebellion made itself unmistakably evi-
dent in a humped back and pouted lips.

"You little fool—come, I tell you."
Buck came the discomfited elder.

Stock stillstood the child. He had seen,
he had smelt, the very milkin the 1 >ottle
hud an irresistible fascination for his
parched tongue. Large tears slowly
welled up into the blue eyes.

Apparently without effect, however.
"I'll haul yon along, if you don't

come." Tho unfortunate speaker \ .as at
his wit's end, and he almost groaned as
iie gave vent to the appalling t ureat.
"Johnny, I say, come," lie added sud-
denly, in new and inviting accents, as
though the huppy idea had only ji ist oc-
curred, and was sure to prove irresistible.

But the wilewas thrown away, us the
entreaty and command had alike bt;on.

"Come, then, this minute." Kx.tsper-
ated beyond endurance, the youug man
strode roughly to the spot, and brrwhing
past Hattie Chevenix's summer draper-
ies he seized the delinquent with the ob-
vious intention ofbearing him off willy-
nilly.

But this was easier said than done. At
the lirst touch of the hand which laid
hold ol his with a grasp the bate rpreta-
tion was clear even to his infantile under-
standing. Johnny's forces of mil id and
body gathered themselves together in one
final effort, and with a roar of ra<;e and
disappointment such as only a little-boy or
a littlelion cub can emit, he Hun ? him-
self down fulllength upon the monsi.

A dark flush mounted to the brow of
his unfortunate guardian for the nonce.

"Ifover again!" he grouud hisi teeth,
"ifI ever get let in for this again ! Get
up, you little beast —oh, confound you!
What am I to do?" ejaculated he, the
drops standing on his temples anil his
broken breath coming and going in an
agony of vexation and shame bey ond the
powers ofendurance to conceal.

Meantime Johnny lay and bawled.
He looked such a cherub lyin 5 there,

kicking his little trousered legs, and
shouting with all the strength ol". his lit-
tle healthy lungs, that at lastHattifc Chev-
enix could stand itno more.

Besides, what was to be done ?
No one, except ii skilled and nimble

nurse, can lilta kicking child aii'l carry
liim oil" out of sight and hearing with
anything like dignity, or evensa foty; and
on a steep hillside the chances were that
Johnny and his captor would ha ye come
to considerable grief. Add to» which,
what a dreadful predicament for the
boy's poor brother to be placed ir* ! Ifhe
carried Johnny far, Johnny's eri<w would
resound tillgeneral attention would in-
fallibly be aroused; if he set hi m down,
would he ever get the little Arrotchto
move on?

"He is a little wretch, but he has tho
dearest littleface in the world,"" thought
Hattie, and made up her mind.

"Ihope you will not think it s?.range,"
she said, witha gentle shyness i>'iat was
the most absolute contrast possible to the
free prattling humor friendship and
familiarity would have warranted, "but
lam afraid the poor little boy , really is
very tired and—and hungry. If you
Mould not mind, we shall bo so glad to
give him some of our tea, and when he
has rested a little, he will be quite good
and ready to go on," confidently.

A sudden cessation of the outer yby her
side showed that somebody wa.s listen-
ing.

"Would you not be quite good ? Johnny,
ifyou had a littlecake and milK, and sat
up here and ate it with obV whispered
the pretty lady in the naughty tittle ear.

"Ks." A loud sob, tribute to the de-
parting storm, accompanied the promise.

" Then lot me wipe your eye;}," added
Il.'ittio, bonding over him. "Johnny
must not cry any more, but hare a drink
of nice milk and sponge cake," suiting
the action to the words. "May, the largo
horn cup," hastily. " Now, dr ink, dear;
don't cry any more," nothing? but piiy
and tenderness in her tone; ''he really
can hardly stop now," she tar nod round
with the feminine instinct to apologize
for tears, and the silent ligure i v the back-
ground made a shirt to seem a/jpeased by
the apology; "he is so tired, and he is so
little,"she concluded, drawin; jthe small
creature closer to her side.
"Iam sure you are very ki nd." The

young man took otl" his cap mil forced
himself to accept the situation. " Isup-
pose I took him too far; but he told me he
could walk," he continued in an ag-
grieved tone. "I should n ever have
dreamed of taking him all tl le way up
here, ifboth he and his fool of a nurse
had nofsaid he could walk to the head
perfectly well, and had often done it
before."

"So I has." said Johnny, with his
mouth full, and turning up a glazed face
to his brother, "offin."

•' Often? Then what in the i lame —why
could you not do it to-day, t hen? Why
must you go and make an ex hibition of
yourself iust because you wen; with mo?"

"You didn't carry me." Johnny took
another complacent bite, and his "limpid
eyes shone with satisfae' ;ion. How
quickly the tears ofchildhood dry!

"Carry you!" echoed his Urother, an-
other flush of disgust deepening on his
cheek. "Do you mean to say that it was
part of the programme that I- *as to carry
you?"

"IfI"m tired nurse carries 1 ne."
"She willcarry you in tutu re. as far as

I am concerned," retorted the young
nnn, realizing at length Hie trap into
which he had fallen. The n perceiving
that it was hardly polite to 1 >c thus argu-

I ing with the youthful culpr. :t to the neg-

' let-t of his entertainers, he endeavored
j shamefawdly to make ma Hers a little
I easier. "I took him for a walk, and I
i suppose it is a littlelate," he said, "and I
jam sure you are very kin< I—l ana most

awfully ashamed. I willjust go and sit
over there till he is ready," a good idea
occurring.

"Willyou not have a cup of tea your-
self?" May Chevenix courteously prof-
fered the second horn mug.

"No, thank you. I—l had rather not,"
hastily. "He won't be long. You are
very kind. Poor little fallow!" and for
the first time an infusion of something
like compassion entered into the ill-used
elder's tone. It is hard for one-and-
twenty to be made a fool of (in his own
mind) and not to feel wrath pure and
simple against the guilty personage, how-
ever small and weak, and at another time
dear to tho heart, that littlewicked gad-
-11ymay be.

Johnny, munching away with a happy
face, hail something rather irresistiblo
about him now.

But at the end of halfan hour—("Please
don't hurry him," Hattie had urged, and
it had eventually been decided that
Johnny's jailer should depart and view
the landscape from different points for
about that period)—at the expiration of
half an hour, when the gentleman reap-
peared upon the scene, the littleurchin
proved to be more irresistible still.

Keplete with good things, comforted in
his inner man, cooled down in the seduc-
tive retreat, and serene with all the trust-
fulness of his years, the littlo one had
curled himself up in a ball in Hattie
Chevenix's lap and fallen fast asleep,
with his rosy cheek upon her bosom.

Hattie's arms were locked around him.
Here was a new dilemma. Hut some-

how it did not rouso tho iro the former
one had done.

"Good Heavens! What is he up to
now?" exclaimed the young man, under
his breath. "Bat, good Heavens!"—in-
ternally—"how lovely the girl is! And
what a—a—yes, I thought she was pretty
before"—he had been ruminating on the
young lady's looks during his term of
Uanishmeut—"but now she has the face
ofan angel. Itis v beautiful face. 1 can t
be angry with the boy, if he is tired; it
would be unreasonable. And the little
imp has chosen good quarters for himself,
that's certain." Then aloud: "How very
unfortunate! Really I—T—we are most
unfortunate —forcing ourselves upon you
like this."

"Oh, no;" itwas both girls who spoke
at once.

•'lfthere is any one to blame, this is
the naughty person," proceeded the
elder, her glance falling upon the dim-
pled rosy cheek which nestled to her,
sound in the sweet sleep of childhood,
"and look, you cannot be angry with
him."

He could not bo angry with anybody.
Hut what was to be done? There reposed
the little sleeper, cares and weariness
alike forgotten; but the glory of the day
was fading, ihe party was at some dis-
tance from the outskirts of the town, it
was timo for everybody to be moving
homeward, and here were they one ana
all fast caught in the tangle of a golden
web of hair. Nor was there any prospect
of escape.

"He must not be awakened," said Hat-
tie Ohevenix decidedly.
"Iam afraid ho really must." The de-

mur, however, was but a faint one.
May Chovenix was busy packing up the

tea-things. After a momentary hesitation
the stranger whom circumstances had
thus victimized seated himself by her
cousin's side.

"Inever felt more ashamed inmy life,"
he said. "Ican't tell you how annoyed I
am." But somehow there was bat little
shame and no annoyance in thewprds,
"How long do you think it wiH be before
he wakes?" added the speaker presently.

"Ihave no idea." A little hug of the
bundle in Hattie's arms.

"He is a great weight. You willbe
very tired."

"lie is no weight; he is a perfect dar-
ling."

Then followed a bright blush and an
instant wish that the epithet had been loss
fervent. "Iought not to have said that,"
reflected Modesty. But Admiration
thought otherwise.

"She is the dearest as well as the love-
liest girl I ever saw in my life," con-
cluded a certain spectator, deeply moved.
"Johnny, I forgive you."

Then followed a long pause.
Johnny slept peacefully on; Hattie

smiled contentedly down upon him; the
stranger watched them both. Every un-
easy emotion died out of his breast.

"I will tell you what I can do," sud-
denly, however, he burst out at last. "I
will run down and fetch tho carriage.
The carriage ban easily get up as far as
that point down there, and then I
will run up and carry Johnny down."
(N. B.—No horror of carrying Johnny
down now.) "Ishall only be gone about
twenty minutes," proceeded the speaker,
springing to his feet. "If I have luck I
shall catch my mother just come in from
her drive, so there will be nothing to de-
lay me." Then he stopped with an evi-
dent afterthought. "We have already
trespassed so terribly upon you ""Oh, don't ""But if you could kindly waithere?"

"Of course."
"And the carriage can take you home

first."
"We shall not be late, thank you," said

the elder Miss Chevcnix in a clear voice.
"We are in rooms at this end of the town,
and shall be home in time for dinner. It
is no matter; not the slightest. We can
wait quite well."

"Chevenix?" he muttered to himself as
he hurried down hill. He had seen a di-
rected envelope lying about (it had been
used as a kettle-holder). "Chevenix? I
seem to know the name; and yet Icannot
remember when I have heard it."

Lady Pulborough, however, remem-
bered 'instantly. 'My dear boy, they are
here ; Iknew it. Those very rich, smart
people who have taken Broadlands, don't
you know ? Hir John said I need not call
unless Iliked, as they are only tenants;
and I did not likeat all. I disliked all 1
heard of them. The mother is a most
silly woman."

"Come and see the daughter," was all
his answer.

The two were bowling swiftlyalong to-
ward the downs, and in a few minutes
after the last speaker had said "come and

see the daughter," tho barouche drew up
at the nearest point to where the tea em-
canipmont had been made.

"You are coming up, are you not?"
said Mr. Pulborough. He particularly
wished the august parent to go up.

"Itis very steep, my dear." Her lady-
ship glanced ruelully upward.

"But Johnny may be frightened when
he awakes."

"So he may, poor darling. Oh, Iwill
certainly come." She had but the two
sons, and worshiped them both; and the
intermediate daughters went for nothing.
"Besides, I must thank the.se young
ladies." Lady Pulborough had a grateful
heart.

"And I doubt their accepting to drive
unless you ask them."

He hud no mercy, even when he saw
her panting and struggling. He got her
up somehow. And then came triumph.

The littlesleeper still lay calmly slum-
bering, still was watched over by the
angel face.

"Oh, dear, what a picture!" cried the
mother under her breath, and the victory
was won.

Wo have no space to describe what fol-
lowed ; to tell of how the littleman was
borne tenderly down to the carriage by
stronger arms than Hattie's, which were
only eager now for the honor of succeed-
ing hers ; of how Miss Chevenix on her

iiart succeeded to the charge which Mr,
'ulborough had resigned, and guided
dutifully his mother's steps; of how-
Lady Pulborough introduced herself
with pleasant words and. benignant
smiles; of how all tho party drove home
in the cool evening light, when little
Johnny woke at last and kissed-the fair
cheek that bent over him, and of how a
dark pair of eyes opposite jealously noted,
yet approved of the proceeding.

At length the girls reached their lodg-
ings, and it was subsequently to this that
the conversation took pla.-e in Mrs.
Chevenix's apartment, which we have
already heard.

Our littlestory is almost over.
Mrs. Chevenix had been dying for

Lady Pulborough to call evor since they
had become country neighbors, but had
at last given up all hopes of tho desired
event. She had been so much chagrined
as almost to have made her husband cut
short his lease in consequence. Then to
run up bap-hazard against the great lady
at a place like Windbourne! To meet
and to know her through Hattie! It was
extraordinary, unheard-of good luck.
She was now all excitement and antici-
pation.

"Really, it was most wonderfully for-
tunate," she cried. She had followed
liattie as soon as ever the lilac robe was
on. and had hurried as she had never
hurried before. "Really, it was a per-
fect scene in a play," having heard the
adventure, even to the minutest detail,
with interest. "But how odd that we
should never even have known that the
Pulboroughs were here—nev Br have met
them in the park, nor anywhere!"

"They never go to the park. Lady
Pulbprough was not complimentary to
the park, mamma."

"Was she not?" Mrs. Chevenix's face
foil a littlo. "UW she think it—ahem—
vulgar. Hattie?"

"Ithink so, mamma."
"What, then, does she dowith herself?"

inquired Mr. Chevenix, after a moment's
discomfited pause.

"She drives about the country, and Sir
John plays golf."

"And the son? What does he do?"
"Goes sea fishing. Oh," cried Hattie,

with the innocenco of a babe, "how I
should like to go sea fishing!"

"Well, well," said Mrs. Chovenix,
cheertully. "Idare say you can go, ifthe
Pulboroughs ask you. I dare say your
lather would consent. But tho extraordi-
nary thing is," with animation, "you
must forgive my saying it,Ha ttie, but the
strange thing is that this introduction
should be your doing. For you know,
liattie, you must confess, that you would
have done what you did exactly the same
if it had been the veriest beggar's brat
who came by—you know you would."

Almost the same words were said by
another pair of lips ono day not very
long afterward.

"By Jove! It was that which fetched
me," said Hattie's lover, as the two hung
over the side of a sailing boat, and Jheldthe hand-linos which the fi.ih seemed to
shun for the nonce. "Itwas that which
bowled me over, you know. You looked
so pretty—but that was nothing; you
looked so good, sitting (here. Icould not
help thinking, 'By Jove! that girl would
have done the same for any beggar's brat
who was in trouble,' and—and—I like
that kind of a girl, you know."

But Three Feet of Obstinacy sets up a
claim that it was his naughtiness which
won his brother's happiness; and the
•vyorst of it is, that no one can deny his
right to say so.— Atalanta.

They Died Sober.

Apropos of General Cnt<:heon's re-
marks on social drinking in Washing-
ton, the General was led to tell the story
ofan army experience ofhis with whisky.
It was in the trenches before Petersburg.
As poionel of the regiment he had pro-
hibited the sale of liquor save on a doc-
tor's order, and in that ease prohibition
prohibited. The Division Commander,
however, issued orders that a ration of
whisky should bo served to each man in
the trenches and the liquor for the
Twentieth was brought in two great iron
kettles. As the men clustered around
with their tin cups some one cried out:

"Boys, if I'm going to bo shot to-day,
Iwant to die sober!"

The cry was taken up by the regiment.
The kettles were seized by willing hands
and the whisky was poured on the
ground. Fifty-twoout of 1W of the brave
Michigan boys of the Twentieth were
shot that day and every one who died
died sober.

Several attempts have been made to es-
tablish the tack industry in theSouth.but
they have failed from difficulties in hand-
ling the material. This branch of the
iron trado is in the hands of New Eng-
land manufacturers, and is practically
confined to Massachusetts.

PEOPLE WHO ARE TALKED ABOUT
Emile Zola has been paid $6,000 for the

right to publish his "Money" in an even-
ing paper.

It is reported from Turin that Louis
Kossuth is in dire pecuniary straits. He
is S4 years old.

John G. Whittier's birthday gilts in-
cluded a barrel of pitch-pine kindlings
from the Whittier Colored School at Tus-
ealoosa, Ala.

William Thaw, who died a year ago
in Pittsburg, was thought to be worth
about His estate cleans up
§20,000,000.

The baptism of the infant son of Em-
peror William has been fixed for the 25th
mst. The King and Queen of Italywill
be the child's sponsors.

Victor Zambelli, an Austrian, was the
oldest soldier in Europe until recently,
lie died a littlewhile ago, after having
been in service for eighty-four years.

James P. Scott, son of Thomas A. Scott,
late President of the Pennsylvania Rail-
road, proposes, by way of experiment,
to plant 1,000 acres of rice near Kissirn-
mee, Fla.

Two neices of Sitting Bull live in
Washington. One is the wife of a mu-
latto barber named George Leonard. She
speaks with nmdi agitation about the
outrages on her people.

Mr. Balliet, Superintendent of Public
Schools at Springfield, who was invited
to take the Superintendency of the pub-
licschools of Philadelphia at a salary of
$0,000, has declined the oner.

The woman mentioned in a dispatch
from Pine Ridge Agency as having
adopted the Indian girl Imby found on the
Wounded Knee battlefield three days
after the battle, is Mrs. Allison Nailor "of
Washington, L>. O.

Edwin B. Winans, who is the first
Democratic Governor that Michigan has
had in thirty years, is a conservative,
bald-headed old fanner, with a neatly
trimmed beard and kindly eyes beaming
out of gold spectacles.

Mr. Spurgeon gives but little time to
the preparation of his sermons. He sits
in his study a couple of hours with his
face buried in his hands, then he goes to
his desk, jots down a few headlines, and
is ready for the pulpit.

.Senator Sawyer is said to have reduced
his weight sixty-five pounds in six
months by eating four or five times a
day—as often as he desires to eat, in fact—but taking as little food as possible to as-
suage the pangs of hunger. Ho also
avoids fluids.

Although Mr. Justice Brown and his
wife have no children of their own, they
are fond ofyoung people, tor whom their
home in Detroit was a famous head-
quarters. It is believed that their house
in Washington will be a famous resort
for such society.

General Joe Shelby, the Confederate
cavalry leader, appeared in St. Louis the
other day, and scores of his old comrades
in arms flocked to his hotel to greet him.
He is entirely out of politics, and is liv-
ing quietly on his farm, reappearing but
rarely in the cities.

Unless Dr. Bors, a Hungarian physi-
cian, is over-sanguine about his diph-
theria discovery, his name may yet be-
come almost as famous as Dr. Koch's. It
is reported that during a recent epidemic
of this disease only 21 per cent, of his pa-
tients died, while in other cases of prac-
ticing physicians the mortality reached
75 per cent.

Theodore Weld, famous as an anti-
slavery lecturer, is eighty-eight years old,
but remarkably vigorous for one of his
age. Mr. Weld closely resembles the
poet Bryant in looks, although Mr.
Weld's eyes aro always uplifted, while in
the portraits of the poet the eyes are
downcast. His snow-white hair and
beard, which he wears very long, give
him a patriarchal appearance.
Baron Hh-sch is the greatest philanthro-

pist inEurope. He has established a spe-
cial office with a corps of clerks for the
management of his plans. He has given
£2,000,000 for instruction in Galicia. He
has offered £10.000,000 for tho public
schools of Russia on condition that no
distinction shall be made in the applica-
tion of the fund as to race or religion.
The offer was declined. He now proposes
to transport to the River Platte half a
millionof Russian .lews

He Meets Benedict Arnold.

Talleyrand, in the Century, tells very
briertyhte expulsion from England, and
sit the"moment of setting out for America
gives a pitiful glimpse of Benedict Ar-
nold:

Fortunately the danger we were run-
ning was noticed on shore, and induced
some Falmouth lightermen to brave the
fury of the sea and come to our assist-
ance. With their help we managed to
reach the harbor. Whilst our ship—all
the rigging of which was much damaged
—was being repaired, a rather striking
incident added an impression of a special
kind to the many I was to experience in
the course of this voyage. The innkeeper
at whose place I had my meals, informed
me that one of bis lodgers was an Ameri-
can General. Thereupon 1 expressed a de-
sire of seeing that gentleman, and, shortly
after, I was introduced. After the mutual
exchange of greetings, I put to him sev-
eral questions concerning his country,
but from the first, it seemed to me that
my questions annoyed him. Having sev-
eral times vainly endeavored to renew
the conversation, which lie always al-
lowed to drop, 1 ventured to request from
him some letters to his friends in
America. "No," he replied, and after a
few moments of silence, noticing my
surprise, he added, "I am perhaps
the only American who cannot give
you letters for his own country—
all the relations I had there are now
broken—l must never return to tho
States." He dared not tell me his name.
Itwas General Arnold. I must confess
that he excited my pity, for which politi-
cal Puritans will perhaps blame me; but
I do not reproach myself, for 1was a wit-
ness of his agony.

MUSIC AND DRAMA.
Flashes From tlio Footlights of Many

Theaters.
Agnes Herndon has been granted a di-

vorce from Joseph. A. Jessel.
Dan Sully's "The Millionaire" has been

very successful in the West.
Nellie McHenry's "Chain Lightning"

willstrike New York on February Ist.
Rose Baudet was married last week toS. A. Edward, a very clever young artist.
It is rumored that William Collier and

Jennie Yeamans are soou to be wedded.
Modjeska will have a new piece next

season on the subject of "Mane Antoin-
ette."

"Tote" Duerow, the well-known clown,
has met a perfect whirlwindof success at
Havana.

Miss Alice King Livingston will be a
member of the Boston Museum Company
next season.

Vv llson Barrett will soon produce a now
play in London, called "I'ather Bona-
parte," written by Charles Hudson.

"Yon Yonson" willbe produced at the
Boston Theater on March 9th. It hasmade the biggest kind ofa hit in Brook-
lyn.

Isabelle Urquhart and Sylvia Gerrish
are going to Europe very soon. They
willspend much time in Scotland at the
Castle Urquhart.

Audran's new opera, "Miss Heigett,"
is said to be a great success. Severaloffers have already been made for it forthe American market.

Emma Mabelle Baker is to be the new
prinia donna in the reorganized Emma
Abbott troupe, which will open in New
York in a week or two.

Charles Reed and William Collier will
star next season under the management
of Matthews and Smythe, in a new faree-
coinedy entitled "Hossand Hoss."

Edith Murilla has been warmly com-
mended by the Boston press for her ex-
cellent work in "Ship Ahoy." Her danc-
ing and singing are a feature of the per-
formance.

Sarah Bernhardt will open at the Gar-
den Theater in New York for four weeks,
before beginning her tour, and during
that time she will be seen in "La Tosca,"
"Cleopatra," and "Joan of Arc."

Lydia Thompson's hair is yet as rav-
ishingly golden as in eighteen-sixty
something, though her years are unhesi-
tatingly boomed to be 55 in grand total.
Age has not withered nor custom staled

.our perennial Lydia.
Arrangements are now in progress

looking to the return of the Kendals to
this country for the third time next sea-
son. If present intentions are carried
out, they will make their appearanco
next season in Xew York>t the Star The-
ater.

The Swedish' Ladies' Octet which gave
such a pleasing entertainment at the Con-
gregational Charab last week, willappear
at the Clunie Opera House on the even-
ing ofFebruary 16th, under the auspices
of the Scandinavian Society of Sacra-
mento.

Laura Burt, who is one of the bright
spots in "Blue Jeans," is one of tho
quickest studies in the profession. Sho
took the part of June, when Jennie Yea-
mans was sick, at 11 o'clock in the morn-
ing and played itwithout a break at tho
matinee on the sarao day.

Isabelle Evesson sailed for London last
week. Her sister, Estello Clayton, is
playing her part in "Dr. Bill." It is a
pleasure toannounce that there is no truth
in the rumor that Miss Evesson is to bo
married to T. Henry French, who is also
in London at present. We never heard
that Miss Evesson had committed any
crime warranting such punishment.

California seems to be rich in young
ladies gifted with dramatic ability. This
is particularly instanced in the case of
the three charming Tittell sisters. Char-
lotte, the eldest, is making a name for
herself in Daniel Frohman's "Wifq"
company, in the character which Georgia
Cayvan so successfully created. Elsie,
the second one, has just elicited the great-
est enthusiasm from the Seattle press for
her performance of Hazel Kirke, at Cor-
dray's Theater. They even go so far as
to pronounce her equal, ifnot superior,
to the original of the character, Effie
Ellsler, while the youngest of tho family,
Minnie, leaving her sisters to look after
the emotional roles, has plunged into
comedy, and by her recent success as
Dolly button, proved that she is a desira-
ble acquisition to the soubretto ranks, a
line of business in which sho willfind
her skill as a vocalist and danseusea
powerful adjunct.

Somo Clever Conundrums.

Why is a crow likea lawyer? He likes
to have his caws heard.

What are tho many wrinkles in a mer-
chants forehead? Trade-marks.

What is the proper length of ladies
crinoline? A littleabove two feet.

Do you know the soldier's definition to
a kiss"? Areport at headquarters.

Which travels fastest, heat or cold?
Heat; because you can easily catch cold.

When is a man a muff? When lie holds
a lady's hand without squeezing it.

Why don't the American girl like the
English dude? The Yankee dude'll do.

Why is a dead hen better than a live
one? She willlay wherever you put her.

Why was Blackstone like an Irish
vegetable? Because he was a common-
tatur.

Why don't they charge policemen on
the street cars ? Because they can't get a
nickel out of a copper.

What's Ujo difference between a mouse
and a young lady? One wishes to harm
the cheese, the other to charm the he's.

What is the difference between homi-
cide and pig sticking? One is assault with
intent toKill, the other a killwith intent
to salt.

Why are two young ladies kissing each
other an emblem of Christianity? Because
they are doing unto each other as they
would men should do unto them.
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coming of *
win.ter as a constant state of siege. It seems as if the elements sat down outside
the walls of health and now and again, led by the north wind and his attendant
Blasts, broke over the ramparts, spreading colds, pneumonia and death. W%>
knows when the next storm may come and what its effects upon your con-
stitution may be? The fortifications of health must be made strong. SCOTT'S
EMULSION of pure Norwegian Cod Liver Oil and Hypophosphites of
Lime and Soda will aid you to hold out against Coughs, Colds, Consumption,
Scrofula, General Debility, and all Ancemic and Wasting Diseases, until the
siege is raised. It prevents wasting in children. Palatable as Milk,

SPECIAL.—Scott's Emulsion is non-secret, and is prescribed by the Mcd- I CAUTION.—Scott's Emulsion is put up in salmon-colored wrappers.
»Q£l Profession allover the world, because its ingredients are scientifically I Be sure and get the genuine. Prepared only by Scott & Bownc,
combined in such a manner as to greatly increase their remedial value. | Manufacturing Chemists, New York. AllDrueifists.


