
44 don't be so frightened!,: I was just lute terror j then ,,'iBut before X could
peak there was a hasty , scuffle on the

Btairs, and Hero in person rushed Into
the room. Bijou lifted bis head and

i rroi. uoucnaraw mhihwi w mv
Philip, rather gnmlr.. No doubt I
shall get used to it in the course of time."

Just here Hero -- made a diversion by
an unexpected and successful spring at
the chop on Jack's plate, with which he
vanished through the back door, while
Uncle PhiUp and Jaek laughed and" ap--

- BY ELI D. --AKE.';

having them flopping down bodily upon
my head. Never mind. . I'll be careful
to leave my inkstand uncovered, and
they'll be drinking the ink .some , day,
and that will be the end of them."
. "Jack, you are very unkind," I said ;
but Jack onlt, laughed, and went out of
the room. I was always careful to see
that the inkstand was covered after that,
though.
" ' It was soon after that that he brought
home his dog. I never shall forget that
day. He knows that I never could bear
dogs. I an afraid of them, horribly

going to shut him op, for he has been
out quite long enough." Q"l should thinx
so," said Aunt Clarice). ' 44 But I never
knew that you 'minded birds so much."

k 44 Birds!" said Aunt Clarice, with an
J indescribable intonation.' : 44 But I do
mind ' birds very ' much such birds as
this? birds that walk bn four legs, and
wag their tails, and make' grabs at your
anues." -- v. ?. - .

v"Aunt Clarice," "it's Hero
that, you mean Jack's great, horrid
dog. Do you mean to say that he is in
the parlor ? ; Oh dear ! what shall I do ?

Jack says that there is no harm in mm,
but he always dances and grins at us so.
How shall we ever get him out, for nei-

ther Jane nor I dare touch himf".
' ' Aunt Clarice , had : relaxed - slightly
when she found that I had nothing to do
with Hero's presence in the parlor, and
now she began to laugh. ',.;44 Don't trouble yourself about getting
him out," she said.. 44 He is 6afe enough
there,' for I shut the door upon him. He
kept quiet until Jane had gone, but as
soon as I was left quite alone and un-
protected, he floundered out from under
the very sofa that I was sitting .upon,
and 'danced and grinned' at me until I
fairly took to my heels. ' Now I'll go up
stairs and take my things off."
' Jack only laughed when I complained
to him of Hero's escapade, said that as
my pet had the run of his study it was
only fair that his should have the run of
the rest of the house. He positively re-
fused to chain "him,- - or even to keep
him in the yard and cellar, as I im-

plored him to do,, if only on Aunt
Chalice's account.

44 No, no," he said, 44 my relations
have had their turn ; it is time that yours
took their share now."

Of course, when Hero had once found
his way up stairs there was an end of
everything. Nothing would induce him
to stay,down after that. : It is my belief
that he had found out some way of
worming himself through key-hole- s, for
no amount of locking and barring would
keep him out. .The worst of it was that
he took a violent fancy to Aunt Clarice.
Or rather I am inclined to think that he
found her irresistibly leasable, and
was , deep and artful enough to
pretend a .

- firm confidence in
her fondness - and admiration for
him. At all events, wherever Aunt
Clarice was Hero was sure to be some-
where near. , If she sat down upon a
sofa, Hero wriggled out from under it ;
if she entered a room, Hero bounced at
her from behind the door ; nay, he even
secreted himself under, her bed at night,
for the express purpose of coming out
in the small hours, and waking her by
the contact of his cold Wet nose and
warm wet tongue. After 'she had twice
aroused the whole household by her
wild shrieks at these uncanny visits,
Aunt Clarice mildly but firmly an-
nounced her determination. '

My dear Madge," she said, "I am
very fond of you; I am fond of Jack,
too ; but really a man who keeps such a
wild beast about his house is fit only for
Bedlam. I can't expect you to turn
him out for me, so I have decided to
turn myself out for him. I am not quite
ready to go home yet, so I have taken
board for - a few weeks where I shall be
quite comfortable." '

Jack only laughed, and said " Tit for
tat,", when he heard of Aunt Clarice's
departure. He laughed still more when,
on comparing notes, we found that she
and Uncle Philip were now inhabitants
of the . same boarding-hous- e in Ninth
Street a curious coincidence, certainly,
but not worth going into hysterics
about. It really seemed as if Jack
would never get over it. Every now
and then, during the whole evening, he
would suddenly throw himself back,
kick up his heels in the most undignified
manner, and roar. When I asked him
his reason for such behavior, he would
say only, 44 Uncle Philip and - Aunt
Clarice ! ho ! ho ! ho ! " And for days
the mention of either name would bring
a most absurd and diabolical grin to bis
face, which was a handsome enough one
in general.

in.;
It was rather curious, I thought, that

since Annt Clarice had left us so ab
rnptly we had seen nothing either of her
or of Uncle Philip, although more than
a week had passed. Aunt Clarice was
always out or so the servant said when
1 called ; and as for her, she had never
once crossed our threshold since that
unlucky day.

I was just expressing my feelings upon
the subject to Jack, with Bijou hopping
about the carpet at my feet, when the
door-be- ll rang, and Jane brought in the
morning's mail. There was only one
letter, and that I saw in a moment to be
from Aunt Clarice.

"High time,I think!" I said, as I tore
it open. Then, in another moment, and
with a shriek, 44 JacK, look here!"

This is what Jack looked at:
Mr pear Madge: I have not seen you for

tha last week because 1 was trying to make
up my mind whether or not to be an old fool,
and In such cases tbe fewer witnesses one
has tbe better. I've decided at last, whether
ror better or for worse remains to De seen.
Perhaps you know that Jack's Uncle Philip
Phelps and I are old friends, and meeting
now and all Well, the long and short of it
is that we have made up our minds to be
married.

This is all at present from
Your attached aunt,

CIARICK VAtJGHAir
P. S. If Master Jack and you hadn't seen

fit to turn v.our house into a menagerie, it
wouldn't have happened. A mutual hatred
of pets was our first bond of union. , ;

I was crying by the time Jack had fin-
ished the letter, and even he looked
graven though there was a most exas-
perating twinkle in his eye.

44 Good-b-y to our fortunes, little wom-
an," he said.

"Oh, Jack! Jack!" I cried. "And
to think it was all the doing of that hate-
ful dog!"

44 Not at all," said Jack; "my dog
hadn't half so much to do with it as your
birds. - If they hadn't driven Uncle
Philip out of the house," "there would
have Deen no room in it for Aunt Clarice,
and in that case they might never have
met again." - , A . - .

"Nonsense!"" I ;criedV indignantly.
44 If it hadn't been for the dog. Aunt
Clarice would have been here safe and
sound at this minute. I've a great mind
to poison him." - - i. . ' -

Jack suddenly grew very stern.; '"If
you do, I'll wring the neck of your mis-
erable bird," he said. ''

I had never seen Jack look so angry,
nor anything like so angry, before, and
for one minute I stopped short in abso

vine powerful sanitary properties. 119 .
asserts that wherever it is cultivated to '
any considerable extent there is a very
sensible diminution of intermittent, v
The virtue is attributed to the action of
the vine on, Ue effluvia which eaose
fevers. t . , - . . . , .

Tn a haner bv M. Muntx on the con
servation of grain in reservoirs, read be-

fore the French Academy of Science,' II ..

is stated that to secure all the mdvan--'
tages of such means of storage the grains
shouli be comparatively dry, ths duecrra f
perfect, the temperature of the walls'
pretty constant. .

' i - -

A simple hygrometer can be made --

by a piece of catgut itad a straw; The J

catgut, twisted, U put through a hole in
a dial, in which a striw is also placed.
In dry weather, the Catgut curb up ; in
damp, it relates 4 the straw is
turned either to the 4 n skis or the other.
Straws do not only "show which way
the wind blows," yoo see. , ,

A corporation has been recently or ,.
ganized in. Boston, with a capital of f lv
OO0.CXK), to finish the bottoms of boot ,.
and shoes by a new invention. It la
claimed that by the aid of the machine
six hundred to eight hundred boots can
be finished by one operator la one day,
where one hundred and fifty to. two hun-
dred are now done by hand.! .' r A,

i Mr. W. H. Preece has determined;
with a very close approximation to ac-
curacy, the area protected by a proper-l- y

adjusted lightning rod. - Ills ooncla--
sion is that a lightning rod protects --

conic space whose height is the length
of the rod, the, base .being a circle k
having its radius equal to the height of
the rod. This was tbe conclusion - ar ;
rived at by Sir William . Snow , Harris
when engaged in fixing his protectors te
the masts of ships. ( .. .

A dairying company of London ha "

lately established a laboratory at which
samples of milk teceived from farmers
are objected to ' chemical analysis. ,

Prizes have been offered by the com- -
,

any, which are ' to be given to those
armers whose milk-supp- ly stands high-e- st

in quality during a stated period of
time. The samples of milk are car r
fully examined by. the company's an ,

alyst, whose analyses and reports will
decide the 'competition for the prises. It ,

is expected that much valuable informa-
tion respecting methods for producing
the richest possible milk will be securea ,

in this way. ., . .. a. ( . ;
A Nuremberg chemist has devised

a dew method of decorating silks' and '
other fabrics, which is expected to su '

persede embroidery. ' The art Is called
44 eidographle," and the operator usee '

hollow pencils which are charged with
a fluid metallio .compound. - On ex--

to air the compound instantlyEosure ' Every color can be produced,
and the designs traced with tbe pencil .

are exceedingly durable, lasting as long
as the materials on .which, they, are (
tracedv Glass can be stained and wood-e- n

ware and. pottery decorated by the
same process. The manufacture of the
EencUs has already become a oonsidera- -

in Germany ; - '

PITH AKD POINT.

; Every man's house is his castle, but
T7orT7 man in'th KlnrPrtf AahantA.

Louisville Courier-Journa- l. : t i. : .

An umbrella always reminds us of
the man who wants to bet. : It is a put --

up or shut up " contrivanoe. Boston
1'ost. .

;
.

;

It is remarkable how much of good
can be found to say of a man after be is
dead. A skinflint died in this State not
long ago, and numerous virtues, were
squeezed out of his memory by the power
of the printing press. Danburjf Vws. .

Limerick No ; ' an editor doesn't
know everything; Editors only claim
to average about three times as much
knowledge as the ordinary ran of men.
But perhaps this Is a low estimate.
Editors are naturally modest Boston
Post.

Ashmead and the Baroness are just
as happy as two sucking doves. He
calls her 44 Birdie," and she keeps her
new teeth in his shaving-mu- g. Bless the
dear old girl ; she always was a giddy
thing. Uawktyt.

Vaccination parties are the latest
novelty in society. The young people I

meet together, the doctor pops in and
the company is vaccinated in the most
jolly and approved manner. Syracw
Heralds ' - .

The sexton's sweetheart's name was Xell,
And "hi was called th vUlsfr belln:
Wben bope bad made th eeston bold, . .

' One night bia love for Nell he toli'd,
WhllA to his neck she fondly elnnjr.
And lovlncly ber hand be wrung; -

Her sentiment witn bis juat culuied.
And his ap-pea- l she thought well-timed- ,

And having toli'd bis love o welL
. She whispered he might ring the oetle.

twinllli JoummL
The young lady in seal sacque and

fur bonnet was at the lecture, and dur-
ing the entire hour her pencil was busy.
An elderly lady had noticed this with
unconcealed pleasure. At the close of
the lecture she stepped up to the young
lady and congratulated her upon her
good sense in taking such copious notes.
44 Ob," exclaimed Miss Sealskin,- - "I
wasnt taking notes. I was only patting
down a list 61 things I have got to get
on my shopping trip this afternoon.' '

The elderly lady simply said "Oh!" bat
she looked crueuy disappointed. Boston
Transcript. m'

State ef Han Before Death.' '

A Danish physician, E. Uornemann,'
has written an interesting essay on the
state of man just before death. - Much
experience and ' fine insight hare led
the author to conclusions which can not
but be grateful to those who stand at a
death-bed- , to those who mourn over a
loss, and to those who fear death. Here '

is one statement out of many: 44 Tbe '

feeling of death's approach changes and
purifies the Inner sense, while the outer
sense, including that of bodily pain, is
made dull by the gradual decrease of
tbe vital functions." The experience of
others corroborates this. A slow death
usually prepares the mind of the patient
for the final step, and often . makes. , the '
latter welcome. Hence, so few people
who are mortally ill are really afraid to
die. Persons who have for a time lost
the use of their senses by drowning or
suffocation confirm this experience,
while persons in perfect health shrink
from death as they do from eating an
unknown drug or from playing with un-

known animals. Death seems hard
chiefly to surviving friends.

fluttered his wings, but he was too late.
In another instant Hero had pounced
upon the tempting plaything. There wai
a strangled squeaa, an agonueu gasp,
and poor Bijou had disappeared bodilj
down tbe gaping red throat, and Hero
was on his back, kicking convulsively,
while I rushed screaming from the room.

. X, ... . .

IV. , ; .

Of course Jack and I "embraced, with
tears,'? after the double tragedy. Neither
of us could accuse the other, you see,
for if his pet had killed, mine, mine had
proved equally fatal to his. ,. Then and
there we forswore all future division ol
interests, whether in - the shape ; of pets
or anything else. " t - -- .!..;''..

Uncle Philip and Aunt Clarice Phelps
prove to be the most cheerful and con-
tented of elderly couples. It seems that
it is an old love affair. Jack knew of it
all along, which was the reason of his
profane laughter when he ' found that
they had established themselves la the
same house. They were engaged when
both were - young, but quarreled. Aunt
Clarice married Mr. Vaughan out ol
Eique, while Uncle Philip remained a

for her sweet sake. ; ' i

'We are' thoroughly reconciled now,
and stranger things have happened than
that we should be their heirs after all.

' " "Harper's Bazar,

. Clothes and Conversation. .

From time to time a wail comes to us,
now from the city, now from the country

for. the village seems as burdened as
the town 44 Our social life is gone.
Hospitality is dying out, and conversa-
tion is a lost art. Tell us what to do."

If this were one form of the mild
pessimism fashionable just now in some
circles, one could let it go with the com-
fortable certainty that the evil com-
plained of had either righted itself before
its existence had been positively formu--
latedt or had been taken in hand on the
instant of its discovery by the energetio
reformer always lying in wait for bud-
ding evils, whether in morals or man-
ners. That something more and deeper
is involved is soon found to be the fact,
and Goodwin Sands are responsible for
Tenterden Steeple more nearly in this
case than in the original difaculty on
that point. , , . .

Clothes and conversation would seem
to the casual observer by no means
necessarily related, unless it be through
the reflex action referred to by Emerson,
the peace of mind enjoyed by the wearer
of perfect garments 44 only second in its
nature to the consolations of religion,"
and thus admitting that entire serenity
and poise essential to the unbiased con-
sideration of any topic. In reality,
clothes are at the bottofc of half our
social difficulties most of ' all, the pres
ent one. In every circle we all have
knowledge of at least one woman whose
gifts and tastes fit her in the highest de-

gree , for a broad social life, yet' who
avoids carefully any chance which may
draw her . into such life. 44 Perfectly
charmiasr when you know her, but she
won't allow anybody to have that satis-
faction." is the puzzled eomment ; and
there it ends. " ! : ''

There are others without all the gifts,
perhaps, but with Strong social longings
and admirable for many social purposes.
excellent administrators where manage
ment is required, and filling essential
places in their own way, who still re
main in the . background and allow af-

fairs, whether of . church or every-da- y

life, to remain in hands often far less
fitted to' carry them. Each village, shut
in and remote as it may be, holds one or
more who could mold the daily life and
thougrht i' they would, but whose influ
ence remains unfelt or known to only
one or two. And from all comes the
same answer: "Yes, we know it. . We
want to do this and we ouzht to do that.
but don't you know this dreadful clothes
question is always in the way? We have
not money enough to compete with the
people who lead in town. Indeed,
we do not 'want to compete; but, say
what vou will, there is a certain mental
depression when alpaca encounters vel
vet and diamonds which is not condu
cive to the best relations.. It is easier to
stay at home and let those who care to
do so come to us."

, Here comes the point upon which this
matter hinges. W hy not one unchang
ing black silkr black, while open to
some objections, being the one color ad
mittine tbe wearing of any shade with
it, and always capable of simple ele
ganee. Why not, if made in a style
which may be always picturesque, no
matter what the mode of the moment
may be? Worth has reproduced in
some of his latest dresses exact copies of
pictures of Catherine de Medicis and her
contemporary, ijueen Liizabeth, laDu-lousl-

rich as to material, but so thor
oughly a departure from the fashions of
the day that they may serve as texts for
a general. departure. The dress-co- at

remains much the same from one year
to another, the points of variation being
discernible only to the eye of a tailor or
the professed dandy. Why not, then,
the lady's state dress? and why should
not some woman of sufficient wealth and
assured position inaugurate a fashion
which only needs such indorsement to
become an established thing? Elaborate
toilets have their own place, ' and may
be' beautiful - and legitimate in' that
place, but for all of moderate means
and busy lives a permanent fashion is a
necessity. A moderately-trimme- d dress
cut with square neck, filled in with soft
lace, and a .

half-ope-n or ' tight-fittin-g

sleeve, according to age and taste, fi
becoming to all alike, and once accepted
as the standard for all small gatherings,
would simplify life and give as the many
who now shrink from the demands of
trimming. S. C, in IAppincotV Maga-
zine... . . , ;

The late Thomas Brassey, "Eng-
land's wealthiest son," so far, at least,
as personal property was concerned,
was a native of Cheshire, and his sons
have lately restored the southeast angle
of the cathedral in his memory. Mr.
Brassey bequeathed to his eldest son his
modest patrimonial' estate, a farm in
Cheshire, bat divided $30,000,000 be-
tween the, three--:. ., ,

. V -- James Franklin's old printing press,
at which his brother Benjamin worked
as an apprentice, is on exhibition at the
Old South Church, Boston. It is now
the property of the Massachusetts Char-
itable Mechanic Association.

IRONTON, MISSOURI.

JACK CHIDDY.
A'Trti Incident of the Kail.'

Brave JacltCaiddy t Oh, wen you may sneer,
for tbe name isn't one that Bounds nice In the" ear; ,w
Bat a,name Is a sound nothing more deeds- are best, ,',.And Jack bad the soul of a man in his breast.

.a-..,':.How, I heard you say tbatsyou're foad of a
If it hears upon railw ay men and the rail.
Well; nere is otio that will soit you,' I know, '

Though it happened a good mauy years ago.

Jack CMd,dy there you are smiling again
At tb name, which I own is both, common

and plain-- - ..-.- . ,. .(..Jack G biddy,' I say, wrought along with his
Year m and year out, on a section of plates.
Simple encugl was tbe work, with no change
But u see tiiut both lines were in gauge and- range ; . ,

-- - ,

a key there, and tighten a bolt, t
All tkep last trains frtm giving a Jolt.
Strange when one thinks where a hero may

'rise,
Say ,Tit tiajej in a moment before onr eyes,
Or right from our side, ere we know it, and.do
The work of a giant and pass from our view.

But fhe story? you say. Well, I'm coming to
that; " - -

Though I wander a little now, where was
I at?. . ,

Iet me see. Can you catch, shining round and
clear.

The mouth of the; Breslington tunnel from
-- here?. .:;

Tousee itt .WeilJ right on the bank at the
'top;- -' i -

- Wheristirtking some blocks, all at once, down;the.lope .

A huge slab of stone from the rest shore itsway,
And fell down on tbe up-lia- e of metals and'lay. i

One suarp cry of terror, burst forth from us
nil, ,: '

As we snw thn hnsremftsstOTmleover and fall.
We stood as if bound to the spot, dumb of

speecu, - ,

Beading Jiorror aud doubt in the faces of
' 'each.

Then one of our mates snatched a glance at
.hi watch, .

Gave a start and a look that made each of us
catch - -

At onT breath, thn a cry, that thrill'd our
My liod I the k lying Dutchman Is over--

: due ! .tVi' .if,,. .

Hark; straight from over the hill we can hear
A dull dead sound coming faint to the ear,
Then a short, sharp whistle that told with its

blast
That the Dutchman" was Into the tunnel at

--last..: 'in

And there on the rail lay that huge mass of
stone,

And the "Dutchman" behind coming thun-
dering on. :"In a minute or less he would come with a

. dash,
And a hundred lives would be lost in the

crash.'
' Now, Sot your, life, Jack!" for Chiddy had

flown'
Down the hank, and three leaps brought him

close to the stone.
Not of his own life, for wife and child's sake,
Thought he, but the hundreds that now were

at stake.
Twas the work f a moment. With terrible

tinjrtn
And a hi ave of the shoulder the slab moved

at length
Slipp'd clear otf the rail when, half-muffle- d

in smoke, .

From the mouth of the tunnel the " Duteh- -
man " broke.

There was one sharp whistle, a roar, and a
'crash

Of wheels ringing clear on the rail, and a
flush

Of coJfng smoke, and a glitter and gleam
Of iron and steel, and then down fell the

steam. i,; f v .

Not a breath could we draw, but stood blank
with dimav

' AS the truin tore' along, making up for delay;
Till at last from us all burst a shout and a

cheer.
When we knew that the "Dutchman" had

, pass'd and was clear. -

' 'K' r -
AndfChiddy? .Ahmet you will pardon these

tears,
For he wfis my mate ' on the rails many years.
When, we, found him one look was enough to

..reveal - ,
, That Jack's life-bloo- d was red on the engine -

wheel.' .

Brave Jack Chiddy I Now you don't sneer
At the name, which I own is but harsh to the

ear: .

' But a name is a sound nothing mora deeds
. are best, t ' n ;

And Jack had the soul of a man in his breast..
--Alexander Anderson, in Good Words.

PETS,
in.'- -

i.
Jack and I had been married a year

before we went to housekeeping. People
say that the first year of married life is
the 'most trying. ' All I can say is that
we did not find it so." We never had a
word of serious difference so long as we
boarded, but almost as soon as we were
settled in oar own tiny, pretty house,
our, troubles began.

Jack aud I have never been quite able
to decide when our unpleasantness com
menced. He puts the date of it in June,
when Lettice Green went to Europe, and
left me her canaries as a parting gift
two of the lorliest little yellow and green
darlings that ever were seen. ' That is
quite absurd, though. The real trouble
began a month later, when he himself
brought home the great, clumsy, blun-
dering Newfoundland pup, which was
the pest of the house for many a long
day.;: rr !

It wasn't so bad at first. Jack only
laughed when he saw the canaries, and
said,' Why, Madge, little woman, you'll
have your nands lull now, if you never
did, before."

"JNonsense'T. I said; "it's nothing to
take care of a pair of birds." But Jack
only laughed. .

Such darlings as those birds were! I
can't &y that they ever learned to know
me--n- ot really, you know. . , They flut-
tered just as much and were just as hard
.to catch the last day that I let them out
of their cage as on the first. That
was, one of the things that Jack objected
to my letting them out of their cage, I
raean. Tack wrote, you see for the
press,; I mean and the back parlor,
which was also his study, was the only
place,where I could keep the birds. .

" Eeally, Madge," said Jack one day,
I wish you could find some other place

to keep those birds, or else I wish you
would not. let' them out of their cage.
Their favorite promenade is my desk,
and I never can find a paper that I want
after j they have been rooting about
thereil"

But, Jack?," I said, " they must have
their morning fly,' poor little dears, and
I have always .let them have it while
you are 4akiBg your constitutional, so
that they need not disturb you: If you
would' rather ihave me let them out
while you are at home, though " :

.

. " Thanks, not any," said Jack. It's
bad enough to see the results, without

, Uncle Philip staid with usjess than a
week, growing' daily more silent and
testy. When, on the fifth day, be an-

nounced his intention of leaving- - us, I
could not feel deeply grieyed; but Jack

.was. v' v v

"It was all very well for you," he
said. - "Uncle Philip is no relation of,
yours, and you have no old claims of
affection and kinship pulling at you. It
is not his money, as you very well know,
but he is the last one of my mother's
family left, and to have him driven out
of his nephew's house by those ridiculous
pets of yours-;-we- il, it's i hard, and no
mistake." , , i v

44 Nonsense, Jack! The birds have
nothing to do with it," I said; but Jack
shrugged his shoulders.

44 All right," he said ; 44 but a man of
Uncle Philip's age and habits can't stand
being wakened at daylight every morn-
ing, and disturbed at all hours of the
day and night beside."

44 1 don't disturb him," I said.
44 You do," said Jack. 44 You spend

vour whole time prancing up and down
stairs, opening and shutting the window
just below his room, because you fancy
that those blessed birds are dying of too
much or too little air." t .

44 But, Jack," I said, 44 the poor things
are setting, and they need constant care.
You wouldn't have me let them die,
would you?"

44 I'd have you consider the comfort
of human beinsrs before that of animals,"
said Jack. 44 However, the thing is done
now. .. Nothing would induce Uncle
Philip to spend another night here. He
has business to attend to in the city,
though, and has taken board in Ninth
Street for a few weeks. "

I was sorry that Jack was vexed, of
course, but I really could not' feel very
unhappy at losing a guest so utterly un-
feeling and inconsiderate. Beside,
Aunt Clarice had written to ask when it
would be convenient for us to receive
her, and she could now come as soon as
she felt inclined.

It was the very day after Uncle Philip
left that I found Jou-jo- u, the female
brd, lying dead upon the floor. My first
idea was that it was a mean piece of
vengeance upon Jack's part, and I taxed
him with it, but he denied it indig
nantly.

44 I'm not such a brute as you seem to
think, Madge," he said. "I don't like
the birds, but I wouldn't hurt a feather
of their tails. Look here, though," as
he poked out with the point of his pen-
knife something that had lodged in the
tiny beak. "Here is what did the mis-
chief. Stolen from my desk, too,, by
Jove! A clear case of poetic justice."

It was a tiny bit of red wafer which
he held out for me to - examine, and of
course I had to acknowledge that it
alone had caused the catastrophe. I
buried mv little pet mournfully, and
thought of bringing another to replace
her, but JaoK put his veto upon any
such proceeding.

44 But, Jack," I said, 44 Bijoof will die
of loneliness." $ A

44 Let him," said Jack, savagely, and
that was all. '1 J , t ;

Well, Bijou didn't die - of loneliness.
On the contrary, after reflecting on the
situation for a few days, he plucked up
heart, and launched himself into such a
torrent of rollicking song that Jack was
more frantic than ever. Not even the
melancholy sight of the nestful of cold
little bluish speckled eggs seemed to
dash his gayety in the least. .To tell the
truth. 1 was slightly disgusted ("though
I would have died before I would have
told Jack so), for, try as I might, I
could not pursuade myself that that tri
umphant, rollicking, gurgling song bore
the slightest resemblance to a wail of
despair.

; We saw Uncle Philip tolerably often,
though he no longer staid with us.
noticed, however, that he could with
difficulty be pursuaded to enter the back

ing, which penetrated the closed doors,
made him start and wince in a manner
which was simply absurd, though he
never said anything.

We were in daily expectation of Aunt
Clarice's arrival, the date of which was
not nmte certain, as she was stavinsr
with friends who continually urged her
to prolong her visit. After the day for
her coming to us had been three times
fixed and as often postponed, I made up
my mind not to expect her until 1 saw
her. Consequently I had dismissed all
thoughts of her from my mind. ' ;

I was sitting at my sewing one morn-
ing, when Jane came up to tell me that
a lady was in the parlor, who declined
to send up her name.

44 An agent, no doubt,'' I said. "I
wish you had asked her business, Jane.
But no matter ; I must go down soon, to
shut up Bijou, in any case."

So I sewed on tranquilly until I had
finished the piece of work on which I
was engaged, and then ran down stairs,
Vi nm minor n. KlifViA lit.t.la t.nrm aa T WAnt.

I never finished that tune, though; for
the first thing mv eyes fell upon in the
hall was Aunt Clarice. Yes, Aunt Clar-
ice, sitting demurely in the hall chair,
but with no very demure expression up-
on her face. ' On the contrary, it was a
much agitated and dishevelled Aunt
Clarice upon whom I looked an Aunt
Clarice who appeared equally divided
between tears and indignation, and who
met my astonished gaze with one full of
wrathful meaning. - "' t Y

44 Dear Aunt Clarice!'' I cried:."Wbo
ever dreamed of 'seeing you to-da- y?

Why in the world didn't you go into the
parlor, even If Jane hadn't sense enough
to take you there? That girl's blunders
are really beyond anything."

" Don't scold the girl,"" said " Aunt
Clarice, grimly; 44 it's, not her. fault.
She took me in there fast enough ; but if
people will tur-- v their parlors into men-
ageries, they can hardly expect their
friends to stay in them.', t

44 Menageries Dear lAunt Clarice,'!
I cried, 44 1 never thought you would
mind poor Bijou too. You're as bad as
Uncle Philip" --

Aunt Clarice turned slightly red. u lt
that's your idea of a bijou," she said,
44 1 have no more to say ;" and she be-

gan to gather up her belongings as if she
meditated instant flight.

"But, dear Aunt Clarice," I cried.

afraid; and 1 never thought he would do
so cruel as to bring one of the great
blundering things home to scare me out
of my poor little wits .

v w ,

: " Here, Madge, V he said, as he came
in, leading the thing. " As you are so
fond - of pete, 1 .have brought you one
worth having." , .

Then the thing rushed at me," with its
great red mouth wide open, anditswhite
teeth shining, and 'its eyes glaring, and
before I knew it, the two big hairy paws
were on my shoulders, and the frightful
face close against mine.
: ' Jack!" I screamed "oh, Jack!
take him off, or I shall die."

Jack laughed, and caught the creature
by his collar and pulled him away.

" Why, bless your heart, Madge!" he
said, " the dog won't hurt you. He is
only a pup nine months old to a day- -

and. as full of affection as he can stick.
He only wanted to make friends with
you."

But I don't want to be made friends
with in that fashion," I said, as well as
I could speak for crying.

Jack laughed, and caressed me, and
apologized; but it was then that our
troubles began, for all that.

What a nuisance that cfog was no one
who has not brought up a Newfoundland
pup can imagine. Now it was one of
the best tablecloths not only pulled off,
but torn into rajrs ; or my lace set Aunt
Clarice's wedding present which had
been laid out to bleach, had disappeared
bodily, all but a fluttering end which
hung" out of Hero's mouth as he careered
about the yard ; or it was one of Jack's
dress boots chewed to a pulp, and grave
enough Master Jack looked that time.
I only wish his belongings had suffered
oftener; but unluckily he took precious
good care to keep them out of the way.

Jack and I were poor enough, but we
had rich relations. Jack had an uncle,
Mr. Philip Phelps, and I an aunt, Clarice
Vanghan, both of whom had declared
their intention of leaving us their re-

spective heirs. Aunt Clarice was a
childless widow, and Uncle Philip a
bachelor. Both of them were peculiar
in their way, and full of whims and
"fads." We had never been able to en-

tertain them hitherto, but as soon as we
were settled in our own house each of
them had promised us a. visit. It was
time for Uncle Philip's arrival soon af-

ter Jack, brought home that wretched
dog. Uncle Philip had always seemed
very fond of me, and I l'esolved to ap-
peal to him privately to induce Jack
to banish the horrid thing from the
house. . , ' ,

Uncle Philip was stout and rubicund,
with a bald,pink head fringed with white
hair, and a laughing blue eye two of
them, in fact. Unluckily for my private
plans, he took most kindly to Hero from
the first;" and as I watched the softening
of his eye over the pup's clumsy gam-
bols, I realized that any attempt to in-

fluence him a? I desired would be utterly
in vain." We were all collected in the
back parlor on the night of his arrival,
he sitting in a large easy-cha- ir in the
window. He was just giving us a
graphic description of a recent visit to
New Mexico, when he started, and clap-
ped his hand to his head, with a sudden
ejaculation. ;

'

" I thought you told me you had no
mosquitoes here," he said with a puzzled
air. f - -

Neither had we, as Jack and I both
assured him, and after a moment he
took up the thread ; of his narrative.
Crack! another slap at his bald head,
and another break in his tale. Crack!
crack! crack!

"What do you mean by denying
mosquitoes?" he cried, indignantly. "I
know that mosquitoes and malaria are
two things that the inhabitants of a
swamp will never confess to ; but I
thought that you two were above such
weaknesses."

Our earnest " But, indeed, dear un-

cle," was suddenly interrupted by a sud-
den flutter of . wings, and a douche of
cold water exactly on the center of Un-

cle Philip's head, j Jack sprang to his
feet.

44 It's those beastly birds, Madge," he
said. 44 They've been chucking their
seeds- - at Uncle Philip, and now they've
finished up with a shower-bat- h. Taking
their bath in their drinking-cup- , too, the
little brutes! It's too bad, I vow!"

Uncle Philip wa3 silent, but his face,
as he glared at the cage overhead, was
a study. I apologized, eagerly, abjectly,
and, I" hoped, to some purpose. Then
we adjourned to the front parlor, and
finished the evening quietly. .

Uncle Philip was up bright and early
next morning. . I was surprised to find
him in the dining-roo- m when I went
down, before the bell rang, to see that
the table was nroDerlv set. Hero was
beside him, blinking up with his great
stupid eyes, one big paw laid upon un-
cle Philip's knee, and his red tongue
lolling out idiotically. Uncle Philip
greated ; me affectionately, though, I
fancied, with rather an air of constraint.

44 Did you sleep well, Uncle Philip P"

Uncle Philip hesitated.
"It was ouiet enouffh most of the

night,", he said,: 44 but i was somewhat
disturbed toward morning."

" Not used to the city noises P' ' I asked ;
but Jack, who had come in behind me,
laughed. .

"Nonsense, Madge! "he said. "You
forget that Uncle Philip lives in Chicago,
which is not exactly country. It was all
those birds "of yours again. Uncle
Philip's room is directly over my study,
and the things tuned up at daylight, as
usual. Nobody could . sleep in such a
confounded racket. ? Now confess. Uncle
Philip, was not that the trouble?" &

4 Why, Jack!" I said, hal i crying.
"It is too bad of you. The little dar-
lings couldn't disturb anybody with their
singing, and you know there is not an-

other wiridow in the house where they
can hang. Uncle , Philip's is the only
other east room, and they must have the
morning sun." i

44 Oh, pray don't disturb your arrange-
ments or. my account," said Uncle


