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nY GEORGIE.

I have been asked to tell the story;
but, if I tell it at all, it must be in my
own way. I'man old woman vow, and
if I ramble and maunder at times, why,
perhaps you would do the same if you
were sixty yearsold, It wasn't necessary
to see throngh a millstone to see that
one of the girls loved him with her whole
heart, whils the other—but there! I
have got into the middle of the story,
and haven't told you the beginning yet,

wasn’t any great harm in Ida—
I believe that thoronghly—but the child
was too much of a kitten to know her
own mind. Pretty! Oh, yes, very
pretty, even to my old eyes; just the
sort of beauty that old likes, with
plenty of light and color abaat it—great
soft dark eyes, and heaps of dark tan-
gled bhair, and the bloom of the damnsk
rose on her soft oval cheeks. Bhe was
[ little thing in the main, but fan-
nl and flighty and eapricions as a will-
o'-the-wisp, and with a whole storehonse
of romance treasured up in her foolish
little brain., It was reuln as good a8 o
play to see that dainty, luxurious little
creature sitting there in her silks and
laces, talking about self-sacrifice aud the
leasure of working and economizing
or the man one loved. Work and econ-
omy, forsooth ! and she knew about as
much of either as a mollusk does of alge-
bra. Not that I know what a molluslk is
—heaven forbid!—but it seems to be
the fashion now to talk the most of what
you understand the least. Yes, Ida was
& niee little thing, bright and good-
natured, and generous 1 an impulsive,
open-handed way; but, bless you! she
had about as much power of loving in
her as a kitten, Bhe could like people
and be fond of them, and all that sort of
thing, as long s everything was smooth
and pleasant; but at the first touch of
adversity—puff! her little rush-light of
love was out with a whifl, iustead of
burning up clearer and stronger and
flercer for the blast, as it onght to do if
it were the right sort,

What is the nse of being lLard npon
the child, though, for wlint she ('rllllt{ no
more help than she could the mole upon
her cheek, which troubled herso i Love
isagift and a talent, like any other.
Some people have it and some haven't,
and whether it is a gift to be prayed for
or not is a question my poor old brain
eannot pretend to settle, I believe in it
yet, old as T am, and 1 believe in insani-
ty, but it's precious little I've seen of
either the one or the other. They say
we are ull crazy, more or less, only in
most people it never comes out ve
gtrong, and perhaps it's the same wi:ﬂ
love. I suppose most of us have more

Neither of them had ever had

reason
to repent the step, for Mark roved
to be steady honorable, with rare
flashes of what was almost like a gevius
for business, if there ean be such a
thing. He bhad risen steadily, until it
was quite understood that next year he
was to be a partner in the large whole-
sale and retail dry goods honse of* Mer-
ton & Co. All things considered, he
wounld not have been such & bad match
for Ida, onl;lv that I knew that the child
did not really eare about him, and there
was Gieorgie breaking her prsud, patient
little heart for his sake, and nobody saw
it but one old woman, who had been
throngh it all herself and knew what it
meant, It wns hard enoungh for her
sometimes, but she was not the kind to
fret or bemoun herself,

Of course the yonng man was canght
by Ida's witcheries, for the little puss
was as fond of admiration as a cat isof
sparrows, nnd spared no pains to fasci-
pate him, I wouder that the two qirin
continned as good friends as they did ;
but I think Georgiesaw that Ida was not
to blame, and was only acting ont her
nature, in perfect ignorance of the dead-
ly hurt which she was inflicting npon
her friend. For though Georgie bad
told hier of herlong, long friendship with
Mark Drayton when he was ouly n poor,
strupgling clerk, she had never told of
the looks and words and waye with
which he had won away her heart before
either of them knew it. Not that the

oung man was dishonorable either,
glha ‘{md been his only friend in those
days, you see. That was while her |
widowed mother was still living and |
Georgie waa living with her, It was
not notil after her mother had died that
the girl came to live in Mr, Merton's
honse, Sympathy and friendship are
very sweet, and GGeorgie had been patient,
tender aud true, and the young man
had learned to thiok of lLer as a sister,
and perhaps to love her ns something
more, but it all seemed so hopeless that
he neverspoke, And then he met Ida,
and was dazzled aund bewitched by her,
and go Georgie was eclipsed for awhile
—only for awhile, Ifelt sure, if he nud
Ida counld but be kept from committing
themselves until both had had time to
wike up from their foolish dream.

That evening, theugh, I began to fear
that the rash young things would take
matters into their own hands, Mark al-
ways did run about the honse like a tame
cat ; there were few evenings that did
not find them in onr drawing room. No
doubt it was very good forthe youn
man, and kept him out of a great deal u%
mischief, but I could not help thinking

| sometimes that he was not the ouly one

to be considered, That even Ida exert-
ed all her witchery., BSuch a bright

o less of the commodity lying loose
about us ready to be squandered on
anybody that comes along. People in |
general are satisfied to dribble it out,

here n little and there a little, until it is

sj.lﬁ:me, aud nobody the better for jt—

or the worse, Once in a while, though,

Eou come across somebody who has

oarded up the whole stock, and kept it

intact until the one comes along who

claims it all. TIs that the better way{

I'm sure I can't tell. It all depends

upon who comes in forit at the end.

Georgie was one of that kind, I think;
a little mite of a creature, with none of
Ida's brightness or bloom about her,
but taking, in her way, too, with the
look of quiet resolution about the square
chin firm little mouth, and the
wistful, yearning spirit that seemed al-
vmrc E&wping out of the blue-gray eyes.
Boft brown hair, and a fair, quiet hittle
face that conld wake up and sparkle
with life when anything stirred or |
amused her—that wins Georgie, And
both of the girls thought they loved
bim, though what there was abont him
that wasso wonderfully attractive I never
could see. A good-looking young fel-
low enough, tall and manly, with s
brown mustache, and a clear frank look
in his brown eyes. You sce hundreds
a8 good as he is every day, and what
here was about him — ~Well, well, girls
are mysteries, and very different from
what they were when I was young.
Then we didn't consider it proper to
talk, or even think, about BIIAI things,
We took the good the gods gave us in
that line, and were thankful; or, if we
didn’t choose to take it, we went without,
and never vexed our heads about an
“*might have beens.” That's what I did,
and I'm none the worse for it now. Per-
baps, though, if Georgie's father——
But that is all overand done with long
ago. Bometimes I think, though, that
that may be the reason I love the girl so
well—better, yes, certainly better, than
Ida, though she in my own niece.

But here I am maundering on about
my own views and my own thoughts and
my own feelings, and haven't teld you
who they all are yet. Ida, you see, is
my niece—Ida Merton, my brother's
ouly child, Georgie is Georgie Gresh-
am, a distant connection of Ida's, who
lives in the house, but supports herself
by giving musie lessons, .'!.!:uch a patient,
plucky, indomitable little mite ns she is,

out in all weathers, and coming

trudgin
back p¢5e and tired, but with never a |

complaint from her flrm little lips, and
always with a bright amile and a cheer-
ful word for ** Aunt Jeanie," as she, too,
calls me, I believe the child really does
love me; and does Ida, only hers is a
different sort of love. You feel that if
you were away, Ida wonld love a stick,
or a stone, or anything that might hap-
pen to be in your place; but Georgie
wonld never forget you—never. The
young man is Mark Drayton, and he is
only a elerk in my brother's store; but,
for all that, he in of good birth and

breeding. The wheel of fortune lLas
trange ups and downs, and he was glad
enough of the place when Mr. Merton

sought him out and offered it to him, in
memory of early benefits which he had
received from young Drayton's father,

arkling little puss she was when she
moﬁu-T It was not what she said ; that
was well enongh in its way, but neither
remarkably wise or witty, but so en-
forced and pointed by droopings of the
long lasbes, and poutings of the red
lips, and flashing of the dark eyes, and
flutterings of the little white hands, that
even an old woman like me conldn’t help
forgetting for awhile what nonsense the
whole thing was, and be carried awny
and eaptivated and fascinated in spite of
herseif. And all the while my little
Georgie sat there, with her pale face and
her gentle, gquite ways and ber quaint
little words, just the same ns ever, for
anything they could see, And I fancied
now and then that there was n quick
catching of her breath or a passing con-
traction of her pretty forehead—why,
perhaps it- was only my fancy, Itried |
to think so, at all events,

Presently they began to talk of the
opera, and Ida declared with her pretty
hands clasped, that she adored Nilsson,
Didn't Mr, Drayton think she was just
divine? And oh! what would she give
to see herin “Faust™? She never had
seen her in that, and was sure she must
be a perfect Marguerite. Did Mr,
Dmayton know that that was the opera
for to-morrow night, and perhaps that
would be the last time it would be
given i

And Ida stopped, with her hands still
clasped and her eyes fixed on the young
man. I declare 1 could have boxed her |

retty pink ears. Georgie conld not
wmve done it ; but then things that wonld
have seemed forward and nnmaidenly in

artless and unconscions that yon conld
not be disgusted with her,

Of course there was nothing for Mr,
Drayton to do but to say that he would
be deli?llted to escort her. I caught
one swift glance from Georgie's eyes,

other girls, in Ida seemed so simple and |

there. Scarlet Michsias nodded in her
hair and dropped at her dainty throat.
Georgie looked like a pale shadow beside
her, in her soft gray gown, nunrelieved by
a single dnsh of color, but, to my eyes,
so sweet and fair in her grave, gquiet com-

posure,

Well, the evening mt slowly on, and
Ida grew impatient, ing hither and
thither in her quick, restless way, while
Georgie, half hidden in the shadow of
the curtains, knitted on steadily at some
piece of soft fleece work, apparently un-
moved. The carringe had been waiting
at the door for an honr, and still no sign
of Mark.

Just as Ida was for the fortieth time
appealing to us to know if it were not
the strangest thing we ever heard of,and
where in the world could he be, the door
opened and Mr, Merton entered. A tall,
fine-looking man was this brother of
mine, with silver hair and eclear blue
eyes, and the port and bearing of a gen-
tleman of the old school, with the pol-
ished eourtesy of that by-gone class, too,
and the dignified calm which searce any-
thing eonld ruffle, So it startled us to
#ee o shadow on his face, which deepen-
od after the quick glance which he cast
aronnd the room,

* What is the matter, brother Panl{”
I asked ; and both girls looked up.

I nm vexed and puzzied,” wos his
reply—a most unnsual thing for Lim,
“ [ came in hoping agoinst hope: to find
Mark Drayton here, You have seen
nothing of him "

Mark Drayton! Ida listened in earn-
est now, aud even Georgie dropped her
work.

“Itis n most perplexing thing,” he
went on. **1 wonld stake my life on the
young fellow's trnth and honor; yet
what can have become of him i

Become of him! A perfect hurricane
of questions arose ; only Georgie wis
silent ns death in her obscure corner,
As soon as Idn conld be induced to Listen
and let the rest hear, brother Paul told |
his story.

How that in the morning a lady had
entered the store, a lady regal in silks
and laces, more regal in port and bear-
ing, so brother Paul said, fall and fair,
with grent flashing hazel eyes, and hair
of palest gold. How that this lady, af-
ter inspecting and lavishly ordering the
richest and costliest goods, velvets, silks
of every shade, laces—old point, Honi-
ton, guipure, Mechline—*encugh to
dress you from head to foot, Ida "—had
suddenly discovered that she had forgot-
ten her purse and check-book. In sore
perplexity she sent her card to Mr, Mer-
ton—Mrs. Launce D'Arleton was the
name he bore—with a reguest for an in-
terview., Explaining that she was ob-
liged to leave town that afternoon, she
begged him to send a trusty clerk in the
carriage with her to receive and bring
back the money.

“Ho,"” spid brother Paml, in conelu-
sion, ““I asked Mark to go a8 a per-
gonal favor. It is hardly his bunsiness,
but I thought I eonld trust him.”

“Well, papai"” said Ida, as he
yansed.

“Well, that is all," said brother
Panl.

“All, papa ! But where is Mark "

““ AL ! thatis the question, Since he
entered the carringe with Mrs, D'Arle-
ton, nothing hins been seen of him., The
sum was a large one, and whether he has
yielded to the iudden temptation—but
that is impossible, Yet fonl play, the

meeting Mr, Merton accidentally, men-
tioned cirenmstance, and the result,
of course, was Mark's release. )

So there is my story, and if it is not
artistically handled, why, I am an old
woman, asel told you, and not mlml to
such things. To me the chief interest
centered in Georgie, and if I have made

light, careless nature. So at last it was
really a relief to her to open her ears to
the rumors and suspicions which ciren-

those who did not know
Mark as we did. It justified her in cnst-
ing aside the show of sadness, which had
already censed to be anything but a
show, and when a doubt wns onee enter-

tained, it was easy for it to become a|her the prinei figare, and rather
settled, y eonviotion, slarred over k's adventures, it is
Well, on, as it always | partly for that remson and partly be-

does, whether its foot falls on roses or
on breaking hearts. We were all eol-
lected in the drawing-room. How well I
remember the scene! The room was
highted only by the wood fire, which
sent its five flickers wavering overs floor
and ceiling. Georgie sat on a low otto-
man, How thin her face looked as the
briﬁht lights and deep shadows chased
ench other acrous it! BShe was dressed
in black, put on, perhaps, poor child!
a8 n silent emblem of the sorrow that
had almost died into hopelessness, Ida
was at the other side of the room, talk-
ing to young Somerby, who had dropped
in, jnst s she nsed to falk to Mark,
with the same pretty gestures, the same
arch inflections, the same soft, ringing
langhter, How could she? Bnt it was
the child’s nature. I dared not forget
that, or I should have hated her for her
fickleness and heartlesshess,

Suddenly the door into the hall open-

eause, beyond the bare ontline, we could
not get much out of him. He had suf-
ferad too much, I suppose, during his
incarceration to let his mind dwell upon
it willingly, Mrs, D’Arleton was never
traced; but whenever we take up a paper
and read of a successful swindling opera-
tion, we look at each other and wonder,
*“What is she "

Georgie and Mark are very happy, if
we may judge by appearances, and I
think we may, Ida bhas outgrown her
suspicions, and Mark has forgiven her
for them, but the old glamour has gone
forever, which is very fortunate for all
concerned,  And if Ida and young Bom-
erby should come to terms, why, 1 think
it will be a very good thing, for there
are no heights in the nature of either
after which the other must strain
vain,

So my task is done, and now I can lay
down my pen and take my rest by the

el. And who stood there, n black fig- | hearth where we have sat, Georgie and
nre sh }y defined against the glare of | I, so many times, and where we have
lighti For an instant we all set mute | hoth dreamed our dreams—1I of a dark-

and motionless, nnecertain, I think, | ened past, she of a darkensd future,
whether it was a ghost or not, For we ' We dream them no more; and if her
hud become so sure, Georgie and I, that | future is bright, I see beyond and above
he was deud, yon see, though neither of | o future for me which is bright with a
us had breathed the suspicion to the | prightness that earth can never give.—
other, nor wonld we have acknowledged | Harpe »'s Magasine.
it had we been taxed with it. For an
instant we sat so, and then with n low | : SRNE
ery of “Mark! uin, Mark ! is it you nt‘ The War in the East,
last "' Georgie sprang forward, her face! 'The tone of the press and the people
all lighted uwp with eager joy and tri- in countries bordering on the struggle
umph, between Turkey and her provineed is be-
Dut he! He scarcely noticed her— | coming anxions and disturbed. Busi-
my poor little Georgie! —just took her | vess in Austrin is almost at a standstill.
hand mechanieally as he peered into the i The Vienna journals eall upon the Gov-
shadows, | ernment and upon Russia to put an end
“Idn!" I exclaimed, sharply, for the | to this contest, or n grent war will blaze
child had never stirred, though she saw | fortl. The HSelavonie race is becoming
him well enough. everywhere aroused and excited at the
Then she came forward, slowly and re- | Wrongs suffered by their compatriots at
Inetantly, I think she was fri"ghtnuml. the hands of the a\l'llm']n_mnﬁ. l.bu
for she ﬁma tragedy with every fiber of | Sclavs of Huugary are pouring supplies
her nature, and she had been living in | 80d assistance in to aid those of Turkey,
the midst of it for two weeks, and now | Millions of gulden in value have been
its culmination in bodily shapes tood be- thus forwarded _nn-l diﬂtrihnh-.l._ T_hu
fore her, She did not know what to do, | Sclavs of Russia are full of indig-
The kitten had nothing in her natuce to | nation at the oppression and m!lTen'np;x
enable her to rise to the level of such a | ©f their fellow-believers in Bosnia, The
crisis as this, She conld neither east | Government can bardly restrain the
away her suspicions not avow them bold. | ardor of the people ; and in private,
ly to his face. She just stood before | gTeat quantities of provisions and sup-
liim, with eyes half downeast, half avert- lshes are fnr_\\':mlﬂl to the insurgents,
ed, but wil.ﬂ. fear and swspicion and dis- | The Sclavs in Montenegro—the Black
trust written so legibly on every feature Mountainears—not content with shelter-
that the young man must have been U8 thousands of refugees, are all in
blind indeed not to read that silent lan- |8rms and ready to throw their weight,
guage, Nota word of welcome, not a however small, into the balance of the
question a8 to where he had been, noth- struggle, Never having been conquered
ing but that confused, blushing silence | by ail the vower of the Ottoman Em-
which the most easily deluded lover | pire, they do not dread a contest with it
conld never have mistaken for the timid- | 10 its present crippled condition ; yet the
ity of love and joy. I think Mark was whole population of the little prineipal-
bewildered at first, but as he stood and | ity is only some 120,000,
gazed at her, gradually the meaning of | The position of = Bervia gives great
it all grew plain to him, and hLis expres- | Auxiety. Her army is almost in readi-
sion changed. 1 saw the pride and calm |uess for a campaign., Peabody rifles
contempt slowly rise and overflow his and modern arms of precision are being
face, s it were, ns a wave may spread | introduced: loans bhave been placad,
slowly over a flat when the tide comes |and the whole country, with its more
in, There was no anger in his look, no | than a million of inhabitants, seems

only alternative, seems equally impossi-

ble. 1 have set the police on the track, |
but I am utterly bafiled and bewil-
dered.”

I cannot pretend to describe the scene |
that followed this announcement, I
kuow that for a moment there was dead
silence in the room. We were all, I
think, too much shocked and stunned to
speak, Tda still stood in the middle of

e floor, with a face from which every
vestige of color had fled, Then Georgie
come forward, and, as if her movement
had snapped the spell, the silence broke
up suddenly—questions, surmises,
doubts, suspiclons, set aside as soon as
formed, for none of us eould really sus-
pect of any evil-doing the young man
whom we had known so long and so well,
Put all came back to the one horrible,
unanswerable gqnestion, where could he
bet

I can only tell the story from my own
point of view, and there 18 no use in my

E dream.

resentment, He seemed 0“‘}- like one abont to throw ttw” into this Btr‘llggl(‘l.
who wakens slowly from a pleasant The German press is fnll_ of rumors thpt
And then—then he turnea to | Bussia has thrown off disguise, and will
my Georgie at last, and over his face | NOW anprnrt the demands of the insur-
there came a glow and & light such as I | gents. “1*‘"_‘ Jare f‘m‘ml? many indi-
had never seen there before, as he sad, | cations of this, For h!‘l" to lose, a8
simply : Austrin has done, ber prestige as leader
““ But Georgie believed in me, of the Southern Seclavs would be a fear-
And she went to him and wept her ful blunder ; and all motives impel her
heart away in bis encircling arm, and I |10 assist the rebellion agninst Turkey.
drew Ida softly away and left them. The recent massacre at Saloniea is the
Young Somerby had had sense enough | first symptom of what has long been
to take himself off before, So Georgie | €Xpected—a fanatical outbreak of the
had won not much of a prize, after all, Mussulmans “"f _the Ottoman Empire
to my thinking ; but if she was satisfied, | 8gainst the Christians, and_the procla-
that ‘was all that was necessary, mation of a ** 1101; war.” Tt was under
Of course 1 was dying to bear Mark’s this ery that the Turks in former ages
story, but I had not the heart to intrude | Wept over Asin and parts of Enrope.
upon them then, When he did tell itat | The appeal will be uttered again, and
Inst, it seemed more like a crazy dream |for n time we do not doubt that the
than a sober, matter-of-fact episode of | Turkish Empire will display consider
the nineteenth century. When he got able force and overwhelm the insurgenta
into the carriage with Mrs, D'Arleton aguingt its authority. But it will be the
she, it seems, began to talk in so bril. | 1nst dying lames in old burnt-ont em-

trying to enter into the details of the
police search, of the rewards offered,
the clews which they thought they °
found, but which invariably led to nout
ing, Had the earth opened and swal-

and then I remembered that le was to
have taken her on that very evening ‘o
hear a celebrated pinnist, who wns set-
ing the whole city wild ; but Georgie
did wot speak. Ske was only o friend
and a sister, and must learn to be quiet-

services, Perhaps the yonng man's
| conseience smote him a little, for he was

unusually ‘gentle and attentive in his | horror of the mystery so sitddenly thrust | was the vietim of a strange Lallucination,
| ways to Georgie that evening, mnd I | into our midst, my heart wns wrung for | believing himself a cler’t in the honse of

heard him say, )
{  *You know, Georgie, that he will be
here for some time, and any night will

lowed Mark and that mysterious woman,
they conld not have disappeared more
utterly. The detective system was a
mystery past our comprehension, and
we eonld do nothing but sit at home and
wait, delnded with fresh hopes or sick-

ly put aside when others claimed his | ened by fresh fears as day after day

crept slowly on.
You understand that, apart from the

| Georgie, bearing hier burden of anguish
so patiently. Day by day her little
face grew paler and thinner, and the

liant and fascinating 8 manner that he | bers, Fanaticism will only hasten the
*d not notice the direction in which | dismemberment of the Empire. The
oy were driving until they stopped be- | Christian powers, nnder such a ‘*Holy
rore s large building, which he recogniz- | war,” must interfere, and the fire of
edas the lunatic asylum, Requesting him fanaticism in Rassin will barn even
to wait a few minutes, ns she had busi- | more iutensely in retum. Mobamme-
ness inside, she left him, Shortly after danism has no "‘_m]“.‘"h."" which Tarkey
he was greeted politely by the dostor in | can be saved.—New York Times,
charge, who came to the ecarriage, and, -
addressing him as Mr. D’Arleton, re-
quested him to step out for a minute,
Mark diselnimed the name, but for this
Dr. Langley was prepared, as Mra, D'
Arleton had told him that her husband

A Telegraphic Bull

The nccurate telegraphic operator
hath hi= bulls no less renowned than
those of the intalligent compositor, and
one of the oddest of these was perpe-
trated in Paraguay toward the close of
| the reign of Lopez. Wanting a few men
to move forward a piece of artillery, the

Mark Dmyton. Reeogmizing the trap |. Dictator despatehed an order to the
set for him, Mark by his own account, | anthorities of an inland department to

| Morton & Co., and giving his name ns |

do for him, but Nilsson may not appear | wistful, yearning look deepened in her | lost his head for the moment, knocked | have five or six recruita ready for the

as Marguerite again," L
“QOh, yes, it is all right. I quite nn-
derstand,” said Georgie ; and if his ear
was not quick enough to detect the lit-
tle quiver in her voice, nor his eye sharp
l enough to see the flutter of her lip,
though my old eyes and ears could per-
ceive both, whose fault was that?
Love is blind, they say ; but a calm,
| friendly indifference ia blinder than any
mole,
| 1 mearcely saw Georgie the next day,
but Ida was in and out, bright and
blithe as nsual, When the evenmng came
both the girls were in the drawing room.
Ida was radiant, Her dress was of black
silk, but all tricked off with soft, fine
lacen, with flecks of scarlet here and

eyen, and her ll‘”l v more firmly set
in their resolute line, Bat I knew that
her dread was only of his death ; 1 knew
that no shadow of a doubt of his truth
and honor had ever crossed her mind.
And how was it with Ida? The child,

shock was over—how shall I express it |
bored her.
be, there is a certain dreadful onnui in

| at first, was the most wretched of any of
ns, and yielded to her feelings without
restraint. Buot when the first horrible

I think the long misery of suspense  tion to pay his board s month in ad-
Bhe conld never endure | vance, thus securing his detention long
ennui, and, sad and shocking as it may |

[ all protracted grief. She grew tired of
it; tired of waiting and hoping and fear-
ing ; tired of our ead faces ; tired, most | treated as meve ravings, |
of all, of the long strain of grief on her | more impression, At last Dr. Langley, | ince who could walk.

[ down ome or two of the men who ad- | third morning thereafter. The operator
rvnnaed to seize him, and eonducted | read for *5o0 6" reernits, “506" re-
himself generally so like a Innatic that | crnits, and so transmitted the me

| there was no room for doubt of Mrs, | The authorities were in despair, for 5"’|

D'Arleton’s story in any mind, Of rous conscription during the lang
course he was overpowered at last and | war had left searcely anything but wo-
taken into the building, ecatching o |men and thé sick and old, but Lopezs
|glim|m-.nahepnmsl of Mrs, D'Arleton | orders were usually obeyed implicitly
in an attitade of bitter and most becom- | by people who eared for thair throats,
| ing grief. She had taken the precan- | and they scoured the country night and
day, till on the third morning ‘:; pre-
sented to the Dictator's astonished view
an nevay of 350 males, lame, balt and
blind, torn from the eradle and the grave,

fmmgh to allow her to escape with her
| booty, As time went on and he became
calmer, his entreatios to be coufronted |and deprecating his wrath for the non-
with Mr, Merton, which at first had been ' fulfililment of
to mnke | there was not another

male in the proy:

Jus orders, explained that | p

Pith and Point,
dmw are better than nnprof? -
In what key wonld a lover write s pro-
posal of marriage! Be mine, al!
Tar first bler mentioned in sorip-
ture was Alpha. Alphabet—every one
knows,

Whay doesn’t Beeretary Robeson have
hash introduced iuto the navy as » means
of deadly warfare? It's the very best
thing in the world to repel boarders,

Here is a model verdict of a coroner’s
jury : “We do believe, after dns in-
quiries, and according to our best knowl-
edge, that we do not know how, when
and where said infant came to his death.’
Exerisa sparrows have built their
neats in the nostrils of a horse on which
in placed a statne of Washinglon, at
Richmond, Va.. It don't affect the
horse’'s swallow at all, and its » neat
tribute to that ou-nest man George W.

Pror. Crookes discovers that the
light of a eandle weighs 0,.001728 grains,
A lnmp light is of course still heavier,
Thie is the reason why young folks some-
times turn down the lamp, By the way
isn't it a funny fact that light is heavy?

““Sarprno was abont the first woman
wha struck o Iyre. There may have
beon other women ns able as herself, but
the lyres were searce.” Sappho could
have strick a heap of them in Com-
gress assembled,—Cincinnati Saturday
Night,

Barnes remarkable, sin'tit, sir ! Buat
'ave yon never noticed ns mostly all the
places on this line begins with a H1
Aw, beg yonr pardon? Look at 'emf
"Amstead, "Ighate, "Ackney, 'Omerton,
"Arrow, 'Olloway and "Ornsey !-— Punch.

‘ How map you the audaeity, John,"
said a Seottish lnird to Lis servant, ““to
go and tell some people that 1 was a
mean fellow and no gentleman 1" ** Na,
na, sir,” was the candid answer, “ you'll
no eateh me at the like o° that. I have
kept my thonghts to mysel’."

A soreNTisT says ; ‘¢ Eventually, as onr
globe contracts, there will be only thir-
teen days in the year.,” It will be jolly
to have Christmas, Mardi Gras, am{ the
Fourth of July iu the same woek, and be
able to remind the ereditors that come
nosing around that the legal holidays
mnsat be respected,

Urow the rink the lady sat,

Deside her lay her dainty hat
Al erumnpled ;

She looked the pleture of distress,

Ho dusty was her protey dress,
Aud rrapled !

“1 can't got up,” o fallering tope

She sild, T thonght that, perhaps, slones
Hhe would u

1 pleked ber up, &

"Twad bt the tigh
Sbhe 2onld nos !

© Wik not hurt—
up Of her skirt—

— Pitnch,

A New Yorg State man labors under
the hallncination that his wife is a
shingle pail, and he keeps i

at her.—Detroit Free Press, W
what's the woman growling asbout? Did
she expect to preserve her shingle
blessedness affer she yielded to
hammerons appeals of that New Yorlg
State man ?—Philadelphia Bulletin,

Harpy swain—(she has * named the
day")~'*And now, dearest Edith, that
is all settled. With regard to jewelry,'
my love, wonld yon like a set gn plaarz
gold, or—" Edith (economical and
courageons, and who suffers a good deal
from toothache)—*' Oh, Augnstus, now
ron ask me—do yon know—I—really—
nt—Mr. Clinch told me yesterday
he conld extract all T have and putin &
beautiful new set for only fifteen
guineas |"'— Punch,

A gExrtLEMAY stopping at a fruit stand
and inquiring the price of some pine-
apples  displayed waos disseati , and
said so, The dealer replied that he
didn't make any profit on the fruit, "],EE
how, keeping it merely for show.
possible purchaser then remarked that
pineapplea were not very good eating,
and the dealer answered that pinmpﬁlea
were nice if they were only fixed rightly
—agliced thin, soaked in sngar for a few
honrs, sensoned with lemon and nutmeg,
and then taken in sherry wine, The
only remark of the other man as he
turned on his heel and walked aws
wns: ““Why, turnips would be
that way !"

The Two Websters,

When Mr. Webster visited England,
after he had attained fame enocagh io
precede him, an Eoglish gentleman took
him one day to see Lord Brougham.
That eminent Briton received our Dan-
iol with such coolness that he was glad
to get away and back to Lis rooms.
| friend who had take him at oncs re-

turned to Lord Brougham in haste and
anger,
“ My lord, how conld you belave with
gnch nnseemly rudeness and dmmurh‘iy
| to 8o great a [awyer and statesman? 1§
was insulting to him, and ha= ti{led me
with mortifieation.”
o Why, what on earth have I Jdone,
and whom have [ been rude tof"
« Ty Daniel Webster, of the Sensto of
| the United States.”
t Great Jupiter, what a blunder! I
thought it was that fellow Webster who
| made  dictionary and vearly ruined the
English langnage.” .
n the greast Chancellor gqn
| hupted up the American Senator,
having other tastes in common besides
Jaw and polities, they made a royal night
of it. — Editor's Drawer, in Harper's
Magnzine for June,

A New Yonken snggests that yonug
men and maidens who go to charsh to
whisper and ocackle nn!fusni gor and
make fools of themselves should be
Inoed in o black hole under the palps
(a8 in the old days of the New E
i fithing-man.




