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A BRETUEN.

“D> you not know me Donald ’—
Pushing back her gray hair—

*C4an ye notereak to me, Donald—
Me who was once so fair?

“Many years have gone over us—
KForiunate years for thee;

‘When I see thee they seem not =0 many—
Only when tnou seest me,

“Forl wear the snow of winters
No sun a1d no summer can change;
Yet I scem to h-ar the gpring coming,
And the vlue birds beginning to range,

“As when in the old days together
We wander-d and taiked by the stream,
Of thy life in the fur new country, -
And our love. Was italla dream?

“For what could I be to thee Donald,
A man grown to honor and land,

With a choice of the whole world before thee
While I could give thee but my hand! |

“Twas long that | staid by the brook-side,
In the dews and the dark of the eve,

Through winter und summer thereafter,
Ere 1 could forget to grieve.

“For thou wast my first love, Donald—
Thou the love of my heart:

Why should I not tell thee Donald,
“’hal. sndness it was then to part?"’

“I cannot recall thee, woman;
And yet when I hear thy voice,
I hear the low rippling river,
I see the girl of my choice.

“Can ye tell me of Janet,
Bomething of her I once loved ?
She gave me a wing for my bounet;

I gave her aring ere I roved.”

“Think ye on her sometimes, Donald ?
Can ye remember the ring?

Itis worn now wriy thin, Donald;
Yet perhaps ye'll remember the thing.,

“It is here on my hand still, Donald;
I cannot remove it again;

I have kept it through labor and sorrow ;
It is grown now a part of my pain!"”

A GHOST OF THE SIERRAS,

BY DBRET HALTL.

It was u vast silence of pines, redolent
with Dhalsamic breath. and muffied with
the dry dust of dead bark and matted
mosses. Lying on our backs, we looked
upwards through a hundred feet of clear,
unbroken interval to the first lateral

branches that formed the flat canopy
above us. Here and there the fierce sun,
from whose active persecution we had
just escaped, scarched for us through the
woods, but its keen blade was dulled and
turned aside by intercostal houghs, and
its brightness dissipated in nebulouns
mists throughout the roofing of the dim
brown aisles around us. We were in an-
other atmosphere, under another sky, -
deed in another world than the Jdazzling
one we had just quitted. The grave si-
lence seemed so much a part of the
grateful coolness that we hesitated to
speak, and for some moments lay quictly
outstretched on the pine tassels where we
had first thrown ourselves. Finally, a
voice broke the silence:

“Ask the old Major; he knows all
about it!”

The person here alluded to, under that
military title, was myselt. I hardly need
explain to any Californian that it by no
means followed that I was a “ Major,” or
that I was “old,” or that 1 knew anythin,
about * it,” or indecd what * it ” referre
to. The whole remurk was merely one
of the usual conventional feelers to con-
versation—a kind of social preamble,
quite common to our slangy camp in‘er-
course. Nevertheless, as [ was always
known as the Major, perhaps for no bet-
ter reason than that the speaker, an old
journalist, was always called Doctor. I
recognized the fact so far as to kick aside
an intervening saddle so that I could see
the speaker’s face on alevel with my own,
and said noting. ‘

* About ghosts,” szid the Doctor, after
a pause, which nobody broke or was ex-
pected to break. “Ghosts! sir. That's
what we want to  know. What are we
doing here in this black old mansoleum
of Calaveras county —if it isn't to find out
something about ‘em, eh?”

Nobody replied.

“Thar's that haunted house at Cave
City. Cuan’t be more than a mile or two
away, anyhow. Used to be just off the
trial.”

A dead silence.

The Doctor (addressing space gener-
ally): “Yeg, sir;it was a mighty queer
story.”

Still the sume reposeful indifference.
We all knew the Doctor’s skill as a ra-
contour; we all knew that astory was
coming, and we all knew that any inter-
ruption would be fatal. Time and time
again in our prospecting experience, had
a word of polite encouragement, a rash
expression of interest, even a too eager
attitude of silent expectancy, brought the
Doctor to a sudden change of subject;
time and time again had we szen the un-
wary stranger stand amazed and bewil-
dered between our own indifference and
the sudden termination of a promising
anecdote, through his own unlucky in-
terference. Sowe said nothing. “The
Judge”—another instance of arbitrary
nomenclature—pretended to sleep. Jack
began to twist a cigaritto. Thornton bit
off the ends of pine ncedles reflectively.

“ Yes, sir,” continued the docter, cooly
resting the back of his head on the palms
of his hands, it was rather curions. All
except the murder. That's what gets me,
for the murder had no new points, no
fancy touches, no sentiment, no mystery.
‘Was just one of the old style, * sub-head ’
paragraphs. Old-fashioned miner scrubs
along on hard tack and beans, and saves
up a little money to go home and see re-
lations. Old-fashioned assassin sharpens
up knife, old style, loads old flintlock,
brass mounted pistol; walks 1 on old-
fashioned miner on+ dark night, sends him
home to his relations away back to sever-
al generations, and walks off with the
swag. No mystery there; nothing to
clear up; subsequent revelations only im-
pertinance. Nothing for any ghost to do
—who meant business. More than that,
over forty murders, same old kind, com-
mitted every year in Calaveras, and no
spiritual post olbits coming due every an-
niversary; no asses:ments made on the
peace and quiet of the surviving commu-
nity. I teli you what boys, I've always
been irclined to throw off on the Cave
City ghost for that alone. It’sa bad prec-
edent, sir.  If that kind o’ thing is going
10 obtain to the Foot Hills, we'll have the
trails full of chaps formely knocked over
by Mexicans and road agents; every little
camp and grocery will have stock enough

on hand to go into business, and where's
there any security for surviving lile and
property, eh? What’s your opinion, Judg,
as a fair-minded legislator?”

Of course there was no response. Yet

it was part of the Doctor’s system of ag-
gravation to be conle discursive at these
moments in the hope of interruption, and
he continued for some moments to dwell
ou the terrible possibility of a state of
affairs in which a gentleman could no
longer settle a dispute with an enemy
without being subjected to succeedin
spiritual embarrassment. But aill this
digression fell upcn apparently inatten
tive ears. !

“ Well, sir, after the murder, the cabin
stood for a long time deserted and ten-
antless. Popular e:}jpinion was against it.
One day a ragged prospector, savage
with hard labor and harder luck, came
to the camp, looking fer a place to live
and a chance to prospect. After the boys
had taken his measure, they concluded
he'd already tackled so much in the way
of difliculties that a ghost more or less
wouldn’t be of much account. they sent
him to the haunted cabin. He had a bi
yellow dog with him, about as ugly an
as savage as himself, and the boys sort o’
congratulated (themselves, from a practic-
al view point, that when they were gmv-
ing the old ruffian shelter, they were
helping 1n the cause of Christianity
against ghost and goblings. They had
little faith in the old man, but went their
wholé on the dog. That's where they
were mistaken.

“T he house stood almost 300 feet trom
the nearest cave, and on dark nights, be-
ing in a hollow, was as lonely as if it had
been on the top of Shasta. If you ever
saw the spot when there was just moon
enough to bring out the little surround-
ing clumps of chaparral until they looked
like con:aiceting figures, and make the
bits of broken quartz glisten like skulls,
you begin to understand how big a con-
tract that man and that yellow dog un
dertook,

“They went into possession that after-
noon, and old Hard Times set out to
cook his supper. When it was over he
sat down by the embers and it his pipe,
the yellow dog lying at his feet. Sud-
denly ‘Rap!rap!’ comes from the door.
*Come in,’ says the man grufily. ‘Rap!
again. ‘Come in and he d d to you,’
suys the man, who has no idea of getting
u‘f to open the door. But no one respond-
ed, and the next moment smash goes the
only sound pane in the only window.
Secing thus old Hard Times gets up, with
the devil in his eye and a revo'ver in his
hand, followed by the yellow dog with
every tooth showing, and swings open the
door. No oneis fhere! But as the man
openced the door that yellow dog, which
had been so chipper before, suddeniy be-
gins to crouch and step backward, step
by step, trembling and shivering, and at
last crouches down in the chimney, with-
out even so much as looking at his master.
The man slams the door shut again, but
there comes another smash. This time
it comes from inside the cabin, and it
isn’t until the man Jooks around and sees
everything quiet that he gets up without
speaking and makes a dash ior the door,
and tear around outside the cabir like
mad, but finds nothing but silence
and darkpess. Then he comes back
swearing and calls the dog. But that
great yellow dog that the bhoys would
have staked all their money on, is crouch-
ing under the bunk,and has to be dragged
out like a coon from a hollow tree, and
lics there, his eyes starting from their
sockets; every limb and muscle quiver-
ing with fear, and his very hair drawn up
in bristling ridges. The man calls him
to the door. He drags himself a few
steps, sniffs, and refuses to go {further.
The man calls him again with an oeath
and threat. Then, what dees that yellow
dog do? He crawls edgewise toward the
door, crouching himself against the bunk
til! he's fiatter than & kmte blade; then,
half way, he stops. Then that d d
yellow dog begins to walk gingerly--
lifting each foot in the air, one after the
other, still trembling in every limb,
Then he stops again. Then he crouches.
Then he gives one little shuddering leap
—-not straight forward, but up--clearing
the floor about six inces, as if: 2

“ Over something” —interrupted the
Judge, hastily, litting himselt on his
elbow.

The Doctor stopped instantly. *“Juan,”
he said coolly, to ome of the Mexican
packers, “quit foolin’ with that riata.
You’'ll have that stake out and that mule
loose in anotlier minute.
way !

the Mexican turned a scared, white

face to the Doctor, mutterivg something, |.

and let go the deer-skinhide. Weall up-
raised our voices with one accord, the
Judge most penitently and apologetically,
and implored the Doctor to go on. *I'll
shoot the first man who interrupts you
again,” added Thornton, persuasisely.

But the doetor, with his hands languid-
ly under his head, had lost his interest.
“Well, the dog ran off to the hills, and
neither the threats nor cajolerics of his
master could ever make him enter the
cabin again. The next day the man left
the camp. What time is it? Getting on
to sundown, ain’t it? Keep off my leg,
will you? you d-.-d Greaser, and stop
tumbling round there! Lie down!”

But we knew that the doctor had not
completely finished his story, and we
waited patiently for the conclusion. Mean-
while, the old, gray silence of the woods
again asserted itself—but shadows were
now beginning 1o gather in the heavy
beams 1n the root above, .nd the dim aisles
scemed to be narrowing and closing in
around us. Presently the Doctor recom-
menced lazily, as if no interruption had
occurred.

“As I said before,I never put much faith
in that story, and shouldn’t have told it,
vut for rather a curious experience of my
own. It wasin the spring ot *62, and |
was one of a party of four, coming up
from O’Neill's, where we had buen snow-
ed up. Tt was awful weather; the snow
had changed te sleet and rain after we
crossed the divide, and the water was out
everywhere; every ditchwasa creek, or
ariver. We had fost two horses on the
Truth Fork, we were dead beat, off the
trail and sloshing round. with night com
ing on, and the level hail like shot in our
faces. Things were looking bleak and
scary when niding & litt'e abead of the
Earty, I saw alight twinkling in a hollow

eyond, My horse was still fresh, and
callintgorout for the boys to follow me and
bear for the light, I” struck out for it.
In another moment I was before a little
cabin that was half buried in the black

chaparral. I dismounted and rapped at

Jome over this |

the door. There was no response. I then
tried to force the door, but it was fasten-
ed securely from within. T was all the
more surprised when one of the boys, who
had overtaken me, told me thal he had
just seen through a window a man read-
ing by the fire. Indignant at this inhos-
pitality we both made a resolute onset
against the door, at the same time raisin
our angry voices to a yell. Suddenly
there was a quick responce, the hurried
withdrawing of a bolt and the door
opened.

“The occupant was & short, thick-set
man, with a pale, care-worn face, whose
prevailing expression was one of gentle
good humor and patientsuffering. When
we entered, he asked us hastily why we
had not * ~ung out’ before.

“ {But we knocked,’ I said, impatiently,
‘and almost drove your door in.’

“‘That's nothing,’ he said, patiently
‘I'm used to that.’ )

**1 looked at the man’s patient, fateful
face, and then around the cabin. In an
instant, the whole situation flashed be-
fore me. ‘Are we not near Cave City?
I asked.

‘Yes,’ he replied, ‘it's just below.
You must have passed it in the storm.’

“¢Isee.) I again looked around the
cabin, ‘Jsu't this what they call the
baunted house?’

* He looked at me curiously.
he said simply.

‘“You can 1magin my delight! Tere
was an oppertunity to test the whole story
—to work down to the bed rock, and see
how it would pan out! We were too many
and too well armed to fear tricks or dangers
from outsiders. If—as one theory had
been held—concealed marauders or road
agents, whose purpose was to prescrve
their haunts from intrusion, we were quite
able to pay them in kind for any assult.
I need not say that the boys were delight-
ed with this prospect when the fact was
revealea to them. The only one doubt-
ful or apathetic spirit there was our host,
who quietly resumed his seat and his
book. with his old expression of patient
martyrdom. It would have been easy
for me to have arawn him out, but 1 felt
that I did not want to corroborate any-
vody else’s cxperience; only to record
my own. And I thought it better to keep
th2 boys from any predisposing terrors.

“ We at our supper, and then sat
patiently and expectant, around the fire.
An hour slipped away, but no disturb-
ance; another hour past as monotonous-
ly. Our host read his boek; enly the
dash, of hail against the roof broke the
silince. But 2

The Doctor stopped. Since the last
interruption, I noticed he had changed
the easy, slangy style of his story to a
more perfect, artistic, and even studied
manner, He dropped now suddenly in-
to his old collouqial speech, and quietly
said: “If you don’t quit stumbling over
those 7iatas, Juan, 1'll hopple you. Come
here then; lie down, will you?”

We all turned fiercely on the cause of
this second dangerous interruption, but
a sight of the poor fellow’s pale and
frightened face withheld our vindictive
tongue. And the Doctor, happily, of his
own accord went on:

“ ButI had forgotten that it was no
ensy matter to keep these high-spirited
boys, bent on a row, in decent subjection,
and after the third hour passed without a
supernatural exhibition, I observed, from
certain winks and whispers, that they
were determined to get up indicatics of
their own. Ina few moments violent
rappings where heard from all parts of
the cabin; large stones (adroitly . thrown
up the chimney) fell with a heavy thnd
on the roof. Strange groans and ominous
yells seemed to come from the outside
(where the interstices Dhetween ‘the logs
were wide enough). Yet,. through all
this uproar, our host satstill and patient
with no sign of indignation or reproach
upon his good humored but haggard fea-
tures. Before long it became evident
that his exhibition was exclusively for
liis benefit.

“Under the thin disguise of asking him
to assist them in discovering the disttrb-
ers oulside the cabin, those inside took
advantage of his abscnce to turn the
cabin topsey turvey.

*“You see what the spirsts have done,
old man,” said the arch leader of this
mischief. ‘They’ve upset that there flour
barrel while we wasn’t looking, and then
kicked over the water jug and spilled all
the water!’

“The patient man lifted his head and
looked at the flour-strewn walls. Then
he glanced down at the flour, but drew
back with » siight tremor.

‘It ain’t water!” he said quietly.

* It’s blood!” Look!”

“The nearest man gave a sudden start
and sank back white as a sheet,

“For there, gentlemen, on the floor, just
before the door, where the old man had
seen the dog hesitate and lift his feet—
there!  there!—gentleman—upon  my
honor, slowly widened and broadened a
dark red pool of human blood! Stop him!
Quick! Stop him, I say!”

There was a blinding flash that lit up
the dark wecods and a sharp report!
When we reached the Doctor's side he
was holding the smoking pistol, just dis-
charged, in onz hand, while with the
other he was pointing to the rapidly dis-
appearing figure of Juan, our Mexican
vajuero!

“Missed him!by G = —d!” said the
Docter.  “But did you see him? Did you
see bis lurid face as he rose up at the
name of blood? Did you seec his guilty
conscience in his face, eh? Why don’t
you speak? What are you staring ut?”
~ *Was it the murdered man's ghost,
Doctor?” we all panted in one quick
breath.

“Ghost be d-————d! No! But in that
Mexican vaquero— that cursed Juan Re
mirez !----I saw and shot at his murderer!”

CItis)

A sympathetic but inquisitive young
man,,who w.s visiting a county prison,
gently asked a girl prisoner the cause of
her being in such a place. * Oh,” said
she, with a contemptuous toss of her
head, *“I stole a water-mill, and got off
safe, but like a fool, went back after
the stream that turned it, and was
arrested.” The sympathetic young man
left immediately. -

Iash has been abused more than any
other legitimate nourishment, and it is
well able to stand it. The Duke of Well-
ington used to call hash “Whatis left over
from the fight yesterday.” The Baron
Rothschild said of hash, “It has no pedi-
gree.” Tully, the Roman orator, n:reaki
thus beautifully and comprehensively,
“Hash has done mege to advance the
human race than any other kind of mixed

food.”

B

Socrates, the divine philosopher
told of hash, “That it was anend witheut

means.

The Mysterious Portrait.

In a small but handsomely-furnished
sitting-room in a London hotel a young
lady was sitting in an easy-chair before a
blazing fire, one dreary November after
noon. Her hat and cloak lay upon the
table beside her, and from the eager,
impatient glances she turued toward the
door ut every sound of a footstep on the
staircase outside, 1t was evident that she
expected a visitor.

At last the door opened, and a tall aris-
tocratic-looking young men entered the
room.

“Harry, what a lopg time you have
been!” she exclaimed, springing up from
her seat!* What news have you brought?
‘What does your father say about our—
our marrage?" hesitating with the shyness
of a bride at the last word.

* Read for yourself, Helen,” replied her
husband, handing her an open letter, and
standing opposite her, leaning against the
marble mantlepiece, watching intently
the expression of her fair young face as
she read:

“In marrying as you have done, you
have acted in direet, deliberate opposi-
tion to my wishes. From this day you
are no longer my son, snd I wash my
hands of you forever!”

“Harry, why did you not tell me of
this hefore?” exclaimed Helen, as she read
the hard, cruel words, looking up through
her tears into her husbands's face.

“My darling, what was there to teli?
How could I know that my father would
act in this hard-hearted manner? I knew
tnat he wished me to marry the daughter
of a nobleman living near Mars:on Hall,
and so unite the two estates; but I had
no idea that he would cast me off for dis-
obeying his wishes. And even if I had
known it,” he added, fondly clasping his
young bride to his hearf, and kissing
away the tears from her eyes, “I should
not have acted differently. My Helen is
worth fifty estatates, as long as she loves
me [ shall never regret the loss of Mars-
ton Hall and its fuir acres. Bur, my
love,” he continued, more seriously,
* there is an end of your promised shop-
ping expedition into Bond Street. You
will have to do without diamonds now
that your husband is a penniless outcast,
instead of the heir to fifteen thousand a
year.”

“Hush, Harry! Please don’t talk like
that,” she said, hurt at his bitter tone.
“You know it was not of diamonds or
dress I was thinking. But what are you
going to do, Harry?” she continued, Iay-
ing her hand upon his arm, and looking
up sadly into his pale, set face, “You
cannot work for a living.”

“And why not work for living?” he ex-
claimed, in a determined voice. “Because
I happen to be the son of a baronet,
brought up and educated without any
ideas or knowledge of business? But I
will work for my living, and show my lit-
tle wife that I am not unworthy ol the
trust and confidence she reposed in me
when she placed this littie hand in mine,”
he added, stooping to kiss thesmall white
band that rested confidingly upon his
arm.

It was while pursuing his favorite
study of oil painting among the famous
gulleries of Rome that Iarry Marston
wooed and won Helen Tracey,n governess
in an English family tesiding in Italy,
and the orphaa daughter of an ofticer in
the army. Before he had known her a
month, Harry, who had beenin love—or
fancied bimself in love, with at least half
adozen difterent young ladies in ns many
months, felt that he had at last met his
fate.

Delighted at the idea of being loved
for himself alone, he had not told her of
his real position; and it was not till af-
ter the marriage ceremony was over that
Helen discovered she had married the
cidest son of a baronet, and the heir to
an estate producing fifteen thousand a
year.

It was not without some inward mis-
givings that Harry wrote to his father
telling him of his marriage, which were
more than realized by the result, as we
have secn by the letter from Sir Phillip
Marston, which awaited him at his club
on returning to England with his bride.

But, fuil of contidence in his ability to
maintain himself and his young wife by
his own exertions,and thinkingsurely that
his father weuld relent and be reconciled
to him atter a time, Harry troubled him-
self very little about his lost inheritance;
and though their new home—consisting
of three small poorly-furnished rooms in
a back strect—was very different from
the grand old mansion to which he had
hoped to take his bride, he set to work
cheerfuly at his favorite art, and tried
hard to earn a living by painting pictures
and portraits. But he soon found that it
was not so easy as he thought.

It was all very well when he was heir
to Marston Hall, and studied painting
merely from love of art; but picture deal-
ers, who in those days had been all flat-
terry and obsequiousness toward the
young heir, now that he really wanted to
sell his pictures and sketches, shook their
heads, and politely but firmly declined to
purchase.

At las!, one dreary eaiternoon, when
Harry was sitting in the little room he
called his studio, trying to devise same
new schemu to replenish his slender
purse, the servant opened the door and
ushered a white-haird old gentleman into
the room.

Placing a-chair by the fire for his visit-
or, Harry inquirei T‘;is business,

“You are a portrait painter, I believe,
sir?” said the old gentleman, lookinz at
him through his gold spectacles.

“That is my profession, sir,” replied
Harry, delighted at the thought of having
found a commission at last.

“ Well, sir, I want you to paint the
portrait of my daughter.”

* With pleasure, sir,” said Harry.
eagerly. “When can the lady give me
the first sitting?”

‘*Alas, sir! she is dead—dead to me
these twenty years. I killed her—I broke
her heart with my harshness and cruelty!
exclaimed the old man, in an excited,
trembling voice.

A strange chill came over Harry, as the
idea that his mysterious visitor must be
an escaped lunatic crossed his mind, but
mastering, with an effort, his emotion, the
stranger continued:

“Pardon me, young sir. This is of noin-
terest to you. My daughter is dead, and

1 want you to paint her portrait from my

description, as I perfectly well remember
her twenty years ago.”

“I will do my best, sir, but it will be
no essy task, and you must ke prepared
for many disappointments,” said Harry,
when, having given him a long descrip-
tion of the form and features of his long
lost daughter, the old man rose to depart;
and for wecks he worked incessantly up-
on the mysterious portrait of the ‘dead
girl, making sketch after sketch, each of
which was rejected by the remorse strick-
en father, until the work began to exer-
cise a strange kind of fascination over
him, and he sketched face after, as it un-
der the influence of a spell.

At last one evening, wearied with a day
of fruitless exertion, he wes sitting over
the fire watching his wife; who sat
opposite busy with some needle-work,
when an idea suddenly flashed upon him.

Tall, fuir, with golden hair and dark-
blue eyes. “Why, Helen, it is the very
picture of yourself!” he exclaimed, start-
ing from his seat, taking his wife's fair
face between his two hands, and wazing
into her eves.

Without losing 4 moment, he sat down
and commenced to sketch Helen's face,
and when his strange patron called, the
next morning, Harry was busily engaged
putting the finishing touches to his por-
trait that be did not hesr him enter the
room, and worked on for some moments
unconscious of his presence, until, with a
cry of “Helen! my daughter!” the old
hurried him aside, and stood entranced
before the portrait.

Alter gazing for scme minutes in
silence, broken only by the half-suppress-
ed =obs of remorse, the old man turned
slowly around to Harry, and asked him
in eager voice where he had obtained the
original of the picture.

It is the portrait of my wife.” replied
he.

*Your wile, sir! Who was she?
Pardon me forasking the question.” he
added, “ but I have heard lately that my
poor Helen lett an orphan daughter, and
for the last six months I have been vainly
trying to find the child of my lost daugh-
ter, so that by kindness and devotion to
my grandchild T might, in part at least,
utone for my harshness toward her moth-
er:
Harry was beginning to tell him the
story of his meeting with Helen at Rome
and his subsequent marriage with Hel-
en when the door opened, and his wife
entered the room.

Perceiving that her husband wuas en-
gaged, she was about to retreat, when
the old gentleman stopped her, and after
looking earuestly in her face for a few
moments, exclaimed, “Pardon me, madam
can you tell me vour mother’s maiden
name?"

“Helen Treherne,” replied Helen, won-
deringly.

“I knew it, I knew it!" exclaimes the
old man, in an exeited voice. “At lust I
have found the child of my poor lost
daughter!”

In a few words Mr. Treherne explained
how he had cast off his only child, on ac-
count of her marringe with a poor officer
and refused even to open her letters when
she wrote asking for forgiveness.

“But, thank Heaven,” said he, when
he had finished his sad story, * I can atone
in some measure for my hardness toward
my Helen by taking Aer Helen to my
heart, and making her my daughter.”

It is needless to add that when Sir
Philip Marston heard that his son had
married the daughter of one of the finest
and oldest estates in the country, he at
once wrote a letter of reconcilistion to
Hurry, and, after all, Helen eventually
bezame mistress of Marston Iaxll, in the
picture-gallery of which no painting is
more valued and treasurcd than « The
Mysterious Portrait.”

A Tenor Calls * Encore.”

He was a tenor singer in one of the
opera companies that visited Cincinnan
this season He was a geod singer, and
everything he sang the audience, with
that determination to get the full value
of their money and a little more, which
1s 4 peculiarity of Cincinnatiaudiences at
an opera or concert always insisted upon
an encore. And he responded good na-
turedly, although he thoueht it a little
hard to be comp:lled to perform doubie the
work set down on the bilis every night.
One day while promenading Fourth
street it occurred to him to do a little
encoring himself and see how it worked
He stepped into w hut store and inguired
of the proprietor, who came forward to
wait uppn him, the price of a silk hat.
* Seven dollars,” was the reply. He
selected one that fitted him and paid for
it, then he shouted: * Encore! encore!’

“What do you mean?” inquired the
proprietor, in amazement.

* I mean that [ want another hat.”

** Certainly,” said the proprietor, as he
placed a duplicate upon the counter,
wondered what the man wanted with two
hats.

The tenor picked them both up and
started for the door. -

“Hold on!” cied the hatter. * voun
didn’t pay for that other hat.”

“But I paid for the first one, und the
other is an encore,” replicd the tenor.
Seeing that the man of hats, caps and
furs fuiled to comprehend, he said:

“1 think I saw you at the oprea lust
night?"

“Yes, I was there. But I don't see
what that has to do with you paying me
for—"»

“ Wait a bit. You paid to hcar the
opera given that was on the programme?”

“Yes. Certainly of course I did. I
will call the two hats—""

*No matter about calling the two hats
You didn’t pay to have that opera gone
through with twice, did ycu?”

“How absurd! Certainiy not.
we say twelve dollars for both—"

*Bay nothing until I get through. I
am the tenor of that opera troupe. Every
song that I sang I was called upon to re
peat, and if T am not mistaken you
clapped harder than any one elge in the
theater And I bad to give you double
the amount of goods that you had paid
for, don’t you see?”

The hat-store man did see by that time,
and he said to the tenor: “I acknowledge
the corn, you can take my hat,” but he
wouldn’t, he only took the, one he had
paid for, and with a feeling of satisfaction
that he had impressed a lesson upon one
Cincinnati man who would encore cvery-
thing, he wa'ked out and with a genial
smile pursued the even tenor of his way

Casper Pick, oﬁummbuxg, Stevens
county, was well pounded by Sheriff Mick-
ga‘rfi}.fdnysnso.mmndmg' the sher-

‘Spose

Dwels in New Orleans.

37A New York Sun correspondent gives
an account of some duels that took place in
New Orlcans about twenty-five years ago,
He says: A yourg centleman from Mis-
sissippi, the son of a wealthy planter,
wentto New Orleuns to spend the gay
season. He was quiet, modest end unas-
suming. His great wealth, £ne personal
appearance, cultivated mind, and engag-
ing manners had marked him as a supe-
rior being among the throvz of hard
drinking, loud talking. swaggering young
men of that period. He was a favorite
among the ladies, and by hLis general de-
portment excited the envy and the ire of
the bravadoes, who, notwithstanding their
well-known dissoluteness, were admitted
into society. More than one of them had
attempted to fasten a querre! upon him,
but had not succeeded.

At length one of the most recicless of the
famous duelists dertermined o erossly
insult him. Accordingly one evening
while the young Mississippian was sitting
at a table in thej rotunda of the St. Louis
hotel, the professional cut-throat stepped
up to the table, and seizing the alass of
whine, dashed it in the enemy’s face, It
was supposed that, according to the
code, a peremptory challenge must follow.
But the Mississippian knew his man, snd
had perfect control of himself. He
said nothing, did nothing: but guietly
retirecd He was voted n coward, of
course. by the throng. The next day
passed and he was not secn. It was £up-
posed he had quit the city. That evening
the swaggering duelist who had  given
him a mortal affront was in the rotunda,
the lion of the night. Sudde nly  the
Mississippian appeared,

He strolled ecross the roturnda 1o where
the duelists was stanting, and without
saying a word seized him bye the mus-
tache and goatee, jerked his ‘mouth cpen
and spat dovn his throught. He was
challenged on the spor. He saceepted,
and being the challenged party, had the
choice of weapons. Tiis was why he had
bided his time. He selected Mississippi
rifles at forty yards. The mertirg took
place the following day out on the old
Metairie course, and at the first fire the
prolessional fell dead, with an cunce ball
through his brian,

Such was the state of society in New
Orlevns at that time, that it was the uni-
versal custom at all balls and receptions,
even of uselect character, given at either
the St. Louis or St. Charles hotels, to re-
quire every gentleman to be searched for
concealed weapons, in the dressing-room,
before he was ullowed to enter the ball
rootn.

Upon one oceasion, ut & ball given at
the £t. Louis hotel, two men, both reput
ed gentlemen, fmen of wealth and  stand-
ing in the community, quarreled about
4R engagement to dance with o lady.
High words passed. und it was supposed
a duel must be had on the next day; but
one of them, » few moments later, drop-
ped a note, with a %35 gold piece enclosed
by a string to one of the hackmen on the
pavement below. The note contained &
request to obtain a Thug knife, and fas-
ten it to the string.  This was done. and
the murderous weapon a few minutes af-
terward wis in the possession of the soon
to be murderer. A Thug koife is a short
dagger-shaped blade, with a eress haadle
of hard wood.  Itis grasped as a cork-
serow is when you are abour to pull a
cork, the blude protruding about six or
eight inches trom the clenched hand, be-
tween the middle fingers,

Concenling this wewpon, the scoundrel
requested the man with whom he had
quarreled to step aside for a moment to
an ante roont.  The request wes complicd
with, and no sooner had the door closed
upon them than the unsuspecting man
was struck to the heart with the Thug
knife, and instantly killed The murder-
er was arrested and allowed to mive bail,
but was not tried; and I was told that he
is yet living in New Orlean
as it may seem, is a respected member of
socicty. I'wo cotton brokers quarreied,
one day, nt the cotion exchange. High
words pasced, but no challenge 1ollowed.
A few cvenings afterward while they
were ot a2 social club, one of them, with-
out a word of warning, drew a revolver,
The other threw up his hands, said he
was not armeid, wnd beeged for his life,

and, strangre

which was not granted. Ile was shot

dead.  An arrest and trial followed, hut

the jury rendered a virdict of acquittal
______ S T

Divorces in Bowsois,

A Bucharest correspondent ot the Lon-
don Zines says  divorees  are cxtremely
common there, and considered as one of
the usual attendants of society. The
Roumanians say that some men and their
wives will always quarrel, spd sometimes
separate.  This happens in all countries;
therefore it is better to part quietly and
remain good fricnds, o to speak, than to
live in continual wrangling, or separate
after a divorce suit and part eaemies for
life. The following incident of this cus-
tom is narraved:  ©I knew a youne man
here who informed me that he had  been
recently divorced from his wife: this he
did in a casual conversation, and without
any of the embarrassment that would at-
tend such infonmation in an English city.
Some time afterwards I had oceasion to
call at his residence, and was presented
by him to his mother, und then, much to
my astonishment, to lis ex-wife, who had
calied to visit them with their iittie
daughter. There they bad a pleasant
chat togethier. When I refiected on the
probable result 1o hair and eyee which
would cosue from a meetine between an
Anglo-Saxon mother and her divorced
daughter-in-law, I was somewhat stag-
gered in trying to institute 2 mental com-
parison between the merits of the two
systems.”

At one of our leading hotels, after u
club dinner, when the cigars were on, =
genntleman leaned back and usked one
of the waiters to bring him a cuspadore.

“ A phwat, sur?” saidthe attendant,
with a vacant stare.

“ A cuspador,” repented the gentleman,
hoarsely, with the annoyance a man al-
ways feels at tablein attracting his neigh-
bors’ attention to his order.

“Is it on the, bill sur¢” said the waiter,
peering over his interrogator's shoulder.

“ No, you fool,” replied the now amus-

diner.

‘* I thought not,” said Patrick, draw-
ing himself up with an air of profes-
sional superiority; * cuspidores is out of
£ason, sur'”
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