A PASSING CLOUD.
DY NATHAN D, UNNER.

flush suffused hor chook,
ﬂll.m eause, she would not spoak,
But turned away, my protosts scorning.
Rosontment filjed ::urf t o turn,
*8o be it, then 1" I crind, “and burn
My if you choose, this morning.*

*Ay, that will T, without anigh!”

Bho mooked. “The mating mouths draw nigh
When newer loves are most in orvder,

No more by troth-piight are we bound

SBince Eou o fairer love have found ;
Much joy way your false vows afford her!”

A swift Hght through my blindnoss broaks,
*Why, Mary, of all wild mistakes,”

I eriod, “the worst you are now making !
The lady o whom von refor—~
*No more, sir; hence reserve for her

The pledges you're so fond of breaking t*

Just hore the lady orossed our path,
And, undismayed by Mary's wrath,
Bhe claspod her in hor arns and kissed hor,
Ere I for laughing, found the uae
Of language £y thus introduce
The lovely straugor as my sistor,

*[ see you have not met before
Mary, mvy sistor Eloanor!
Pray love her, though despsir's my sen-
tenco. ™
Shame and surprise illed Mary's faco
As she retarned donr Nell's embrace,
And faltered out her meck repentance,

“0h, Rob, forgive the and mistake ;
T oaw you kiss her by the lake.
And thought you woenry of my fettors,”
I elasped her with o Joyous thrill,
Yot in her soft onr whispered still,
“8hall you, then, haste to burn my lettera?®

*Not I, while swallows northward fiy "

Bhe Inughod, *The mating wonths draw nigh,
When only old luve I8 in order.™

And thus our greon-eved moustor proved

A cloud-shape, by o bresth removed,
A cloudiet with a shining border.

SEA BEACH LIGHTHOUSE.

BY HARRY DALDWIN,

“Mine, all mine! Ancther month, and I
shall bring to my feet the proud and hand-
some mnu who can make me mistress of
Glen Villa and of all his immense fortune.”

The speaker was a  dark, beautiful
woman of thirly vears, with eves that
rivaled the dinmond in their piercing glow,

-and long flowing hair that formed n sable |

«arown of glory to her perfeet womanhood.
The time wns eventide, the close of a
dark, sullen day i1 November, full of fit-
ful shadows nnd mystie echos,
Through the loworing pines and firtrees
the lurid, angry western sky filtered a film

of ruddy color that tinged the rocks with o .

sickly glare.

Beyond the glen, with its protty villa
and artistic lawnz and garden slopes, the
eea dashed frettully on the rock-bound
«const.

Voices of the air and =ky seemed in
complete harmony with the emotions of
the woman who, a light drapery over her
head and shoulders, stood by a hedge,
looking meditatively tlaough a ravine to-
ward the ocenn.

There was trinmph and hopefulness in
‘her tones, and vot some mental caleulntion

5 |
of possible fuilure 1n her fond desires

aeemed to arouse n latent determination
and definnce agninst any adverse fate,

As she stood there, a picture of sinister
and repellant rather than enticing loveli-
ness, her mind seemed (o weave a memory
of the past, aud to build fair aerinl castles
of love and wealth for the future.

The retrospect was laief; it recalled to
ber mind how she, Beatrice Langley, one
year previous, had secured the position of
companion to the invalid, Mrs. Thome, of
Glen Villa.

She had left behind ber a dark and bitter
Enlﬂ- A willful, wicked coquette, she had

roken a score of hearts, finally wedded a
faithful. loving man named Emest Wal-
dron, bad tired of his devetion, and in a
moment of eruel wickedness
him, taking with her all of his money she
conld seoure,

Then there was a brief, flitting, fevered
life at a fashionalle watering place, and
then, ber ill-gnined menns exhansted, pov-
erty and desperation came.

Onee she had heard of ber husbaud,
BShe bad broken his henrt and beggared
him. He had sought her vaiuly, first for-
givingly, and theu with black, despairing
vengean 1ce in his heart.

And then she saw his name in the list of
& large number of persons killed in a rail.
way accident.

1}; was at this time that Beatrice Langley,
a8 she chose to call herself, had secured
the position alluded to,

She was tired of the old life, she longaed
for rest and seclusion, and she found 1t at
Glen Villa,and ber life had become calmer

if not better under the gentle influence of |

Wre. Thorne,

Besides these two and the servants thers
were no other residents at the villa until
one month hefore our story opens,

Then there ocowrred, in the return to his
bome, nfter a long sojourn in Eurepe, of
the hLeir to the Thorme estates, the sou of
the invalid, an episode which changed nll
the currents of Beoatrice Lungley's exist.
Qnee,

The idol of his
handsome. the first glance from his eyes
conguersd the beautiful sircn, and the
wicked heart that had treated the honest
love of homeat men as a plaything knew
fmerself all the bitter-sweet of fervent, poas-
sionate cstecm.

She kaew that he was wealthy, she
fancied he was heart-free,  From that mo-
mept every magnetic wile of her intriguing
nature was brought into action to captivate
Wiltred Thorne.

The fond mother, confined to her moom,
did not know how the first introduetion of
her son to her fascinating companion had
led to frequent mcetings in the drawing-
rooms, to strolls to the beach, and moonlit
drives,

Wilfred Thorme was lonely at (he guiet
willa, and glad to be entertained, and roally
esteemved Miss Langley as a most plensunt
compunion.

The witchery of her arts pleased Lim,
ber friendship Hattered bim. A month
motre would have eemented the davgerous
companionship, and the sirem  whispered
fiercely to her ardent heart that sooner or
later she waonld |'rl’!}lllr].\' win his love and
entrap him into o marriage.

It was of all this that she was thinking
that lowering November night as she stood
lost in reverie by the hedge.

The lnst few days Wilfred had brought
a gentleman friend to the villa, but had
found time to drive Miss Langley down the
beach, and she fancied that the pressure of
his Lund was more fervent, his glance
more friendly than ever when (hey parted,

Crunel delusion! Iu her vanity and willful
determination the siren overestimated her
own powers of witchery,

It was destined that in that very hour she
ehould learn her fate, and becnme  fncited
to an net tragic, cruel, and heartlessly re-
vengelul.

A dazzling dream of wealth and comfort
was mdely dispelled by the sound of ap-
proaching voices,

Beatriee started and was abont to  hasten
toward the honse, when she observed that
dhe intruders were on the other side of the
ihedge, and could not see her.

Instantly, too, she recogmized their voices,

Wilfred Thorne and his gentleman friond
“were coming down the garden path.

Bha glanced around to see if any one
was in sight, and then with an eager curi-
osity in her face cronched elose: to the
Jedgs and listened

abandoned |

mother, brave, earnest, |

The two men came just opposite lo where
she was and halted. »
“Ro you are going away?” Boatrice heard
young Thorne's friend nak;
“Yes, within an hour, You must try and
# the time till I return. You will find
158 Langley a most charming companion
for a walk or drive, Forbes.”
Wilfred's companion shrugged his shoul-

s,
“I have no especial liking for dark

women, Wilfred. Besides, 1 half snspect

.\fmll!ln_a'wo a claim on her affections.”

The listening weman's heart stood still
at the utter amozemant betrayed in Wilfred
Thorne's tone.

“Yew, mon ami. You bave certainly
been very attentive to the lady, and if I
mistake not she is very much in love with
yon."

Wilfred's face was a maze of genuine
concern.

“You must be mistaken,” he said. “Hon-
estly, Forbes, although I have often felt
that her witchery was temporarily leading
me from my sworn allegiance, I never re-
garded her mors warmly than a very pleas-
g companion,”

Beatrice grew cold and sick at heart.

“Your sworn allegiance?” repeated
Forbes,

“Exactly,”

“To whom*"

“To my affanced bride, FEthel Lansing.
1 }-'r:m'm.w'l vou knew.,”

“His afianced bride!
blow will k¥l me."”

The two men had passed on. Witha
low moan of anguish Beatrice Langley
sank to the dewy gruss, pale ana lifeless.

In the one long honr of agony that fol-
lowed, the siren feared unnght of the retrib-
utive justice of fate,

She only knew that a fierce, passionate
ove for Wilfred Thome, o wild, bitter
batred for the woman who stood hetween
berself and her happiness, filled her hoart,

First hidd come despnir, then résentment,
and, finally, the jealous, vengeful resolution
of un evil, dauntless nature,

“He ghall pot wed this girl: he shall be
| mine; I swear it!™ she hissed, dotermined-
'r Iy: ond every resonrce of intrigne and
| scheming she possessod eame to her aid as
she finally arose aud returned to the house.
|  Wilfred Thorne was gone, and the wily
siren at onee set about learning all she
conld concernmg him, and the woman he
loved, Ethel Lansing.

Shie drew the story from Mrs, Thorne's
lips. Ethel was the daughter of an old
family triend, and had been engaged to
W !]f:l‘-i r<': I;t'.\l]_\' twi .‘t'il'l"!'!.

Her father had died abroad, and she was
returning to America, and would be at the
villa the ensuing evening.

I'bhoy bad received a telegram that day,

to the effect that Miss Lansing had arrived
in New York, and wonld be at Sea Beach,
near the villa, on o const steamer, the en-
BUInG eveninyg.
i Wilfred bad gone to the city, forty miles
down the coast, to inform Ethel's aunt of
her expected arrival, and to have her come
to the vills the next day.

He would probably return in the morn-
ing, Beatrice was told,

DBut morummg came and the afternoon
' duwned, aud there was no tidings of young

Thorne,
|  The wretched DBeatrice, tormented with
Jenlonsy and despair, baunted the beach all
that dav.

She learved that the steamer Hatteras
would arrive about Jark. She wandered
for the first time down the const to Sea
Beach lighthouse, She learned of its
shifting light, heard of the storm that was
gatbering on the waters, and then—

That evening, just ot dusk, inclosed in n
waterproof, rmining as it was, Deatrice
Langls y #ole from the villa,

Fhe thought of Ethel Lansing at the
villa, the bnde of the man she loved, was
unendurable.

A wicked. awful plan had come to the
siren s mind.

The wind hurricane, the waves |
were monntains high as she passed a group |
of fishermen on the beach.

“1t will be n wild night on the waters,™
one of them “The “consting |
steamer will need to wateh the lighthouse
beacon to make n safe landing to-night,”

Even ns he spoke the brilliant glare of
the revolving light in the lighthouse flashed
| out aver the slormy ocean.

! Beatrice Luangley hastenea  down
i beach like a phantom of the night.

Ten minutes later she reached the steps

of the lighthonse tower. She clamberad

over their slippery surface, crept up the
{long winding  staircase, and crouched |
breathless and trembling behind a half- |
open door that led into the light-room of
the turret. |

Within the apartment was the lighthous.
| ke eper, whom she had vever seen before.

His back was to her, for he stood at an
open window, breasting the min and tem-
| pest. and peenng searchingly out ut the

socthing sea of waters

“The steamer is in sight,” she heard him

sav, “The Hatteras will have to anchor at

the bench to-night.” I

“The steamer, the Hatteras, with that
Fwomnan, oy rival, on board!” hissed the
siren darkl It shall never reach shore. '
She shall

Oh, heaven! this

—_—

wns a

WAS Saving.

|
the

mne.

She shirmnk back as the lighthouse keeper
closed the window., She hoard him mut.
ter something about seenring n boat below,

l. atd be descended the stairs without absery -
ing her.

A bottle, half filled with liguor, and «
glass #tood on the table, The scheming
siren darted into the roow as soon as it was
vaented.

the rocky beach some distance from the
house,

Then exhausted, she sauk to the rocks,
her basilisk glance fived on the waters,

Afar sho saw o gleaming star of light,
the lantern of the steamer; nearer and
nearer it seemed to drift toward the rock-
lined const.

Then it went out snddenly. A minute
later a rocket shot skyward, It announced
o sigoal of distress, and the success of the
evil vchemes of the heartless siren, Bea-
trice Langley.

Sho pictured her rival dead, removed
from her path, her own future assured, and
then started.

Hurrying forms were coming down the
beach. She heard voices excitedly speak
of the imperiled steamer, of the mystery
of the extinguished beacon.

“1 must pyot be seen here," she mur-
mured.

She arose nnd started to fly down the
beach nnd reach the villa nnperceived,

A sudden flare of light balted and
blinded her. Some one bhad gained the
tower, and relighted the lamp, too late,
however, to save the imperiled ocean
steamer,

Its rays revealed her to & man hurrying
down the beach.

She paled as she recognized him,

It was Wilfred Thorne's friend, Forbes,

He regarded the woman amazedly.

“You hore, Miss Langley?" he ejaculat-
ed 1o wonderment,

She stammered out an
planation.

“You have heard?"” he said excitedly.
“Some one has extingnished the light in
the tower vonder, and it is believed that
the Hatteras has gone to pieces.”

“The Hatteras?" repeated Beatrice, * Was
not Mr. Thorne's finncee on that ship?”

“Yes, and Mr. Thorne himself.”

“What!"

Beatrice Laugley recled where sho stood.

“Yes, we received word an hour sinee
that he boarded the steamer ot the city,
nnd wonld accompany Miss Lansing to Sea
Beach."”

An awful moun of anguish
listener's lips.

Like one in a dream she
the Fpot.

She heard a confused babel of sonund
about her, and distinguished Forbes' voice
imploring the fisherman to put off a boat
to the rescne of the steamer.

“No boat would live in such a sea as
that,” was the disconraring reply.

A moment lalex they were Il'I'Iihl_\
startled.

They saw Deatrice Langley arouse from
her stupor. ;

She tlung aside her cloak, dashed to the
beach, annd, before they conld deter her,
with a wild ery, had sprong into a boat
lying on the beach, and sérzed the oars,

For one moment they saw it tossed on
the waves, and then the darkness en-
gulfed it.

“She is mad—she has gone to her death!”
groaned an old fisherman,

If mad, bowever, that delirinm gave al-
most superhuman  strength to  Beatrice
L;Ill!,'ll'_“.

The frail boat was tossed like a lenf to
and fro, vet she resolutely handled the
onrs, and drove the bhoat seaward,

Half an hour luter the snxious growp on
the beach witnessed a strange sight.

They hastened to the waves as they bore
o singular burden to the shore.

A womnn with gleaming eves and pallid
face, Beatrice Laugley, was struggling in
the waves.

Her arm encireled the inanimate form of
Wilfred Thorne, to whom in turn clung a

incoherent ox-

rent his

stood rooted to

fair young girl, nearly dead from exhaus-
tion, It was Ethel Lansing,

l:--ml_\- hands lifted the three to the besch.
They saw the wild, insane light in Bealrice
Langley's eyes, and then they saw her sink
inanimate {o the beach, the blood Howing
from a ghastly wound in her head made

not come between my love and |

‘)_\' the rocks.

One hour later, at Glen Vills, the siren
Lt)' it her room, a physician hovering over
her with sertous fuce

At s mother's side sat Wilfred Thorne
and Ethel Lansing, both recovered from
the ternble experience of the night.

In graphic language Wilfred had seid of
the steamer dashing on a rock. Himself

| and Eihel had escapoed to n small Loat and

cul it loose,

The oarless boat bore them
with fearful velocity.

With an awful crash it had at last stroek
a rock, aud they were precipitsted into the
water,

Wilfred was no swimmer., With his ter-
rified fisncee clinging to his side he gave
up all for lost.

At that moment a boat passed them. It
contained DBeatrice Langley. She could
not direct it to them. With o wild ery she
sprang toward them.

She seemed not to notice Ethel. Intones
of delirious delight she spoke Wilfred's

shoreward

noame; she elasped Lis foruas he was about
to sink.
With fierce strength she swam shoroward,

“Heaven bless her, brave sonl! she saved

us,” concluded Wilfred, witls Soars in his

| eYes.

At thint moment the doctor entered the |
POOITL

“Your patient, Miss Langley®” askod

Wilfred, nnxiously.

The physician looked grave,

‘Sho is dyving. ™

“Ab, it can not ba!"

“1 fear she has been mortally injured.”

“She 1% conscwons?”

“Yes, ntil wishes lo see }'n::_"

“Tell her how we thank hor; tell her our
lives shall be devoted to her for her noble

She had brought a phisl of some deadly | beroism,” spoke Ethel, impulsively, us Wil-

drug from the sick-room at the villa, and

this sho uncorked, and poured its con-
tents fnto the bottle on the table.,

| Thep she resumed hor 1lilll'v of esplon -
| ago, and aw aited developments,
The ¥ caoe W ifily, tragic I”_\ .

| The keeper retumed. She w atehed him
as Le ponred ont o drink from the bottle,
For the first time, a8 he druined it, she
| eaupht sight of bis face.

“Mereiful heavens! The dend nlive! My
hushand, Ernest Waldron!”

After two yoars she saw him again, older,
paler, a wreck, vet it was be; she knewthat
of ncertai LY.

[ Foran moment the discovery see med to
battle her every plan. Then,ns she ol-
served his step grow nusteady, the delirium
of the drug mount 1o his bramn, all the mar-
derous recklessuess of her evil pature re-
gained full sway,
she saw him
confused step, open
tout on the l".lll-‘ul'll.
“Now or never!” she maitered, intensely,
One glanee through the windows showed
the light of the swamer daucing on the
waves a mile distant,
She sprang to the beacon.  One touch of
her band plunged the place in darkness,
The bescon wns estinguished. Woe to
| the guideless mariner tossed amid these
awful waters beyond the harbor bar!
About to 1etm at, o terrific scream broke
from her lips.
She saw the keeper reel on the balcony,
| overpowered by the subtle drug her evil
Lands bhed sadministered, and then, sinm-
| bling forward, fall over the low iron miling
through the appalling darkness of the
night to the roek.strewn waters fally Afty
l fevt below,
| Then, horrifled, affnghted, Boutrice
‘ Langley fled, like a being haunted, down
| the steep stalrcase,
| She never paused until she had reached

traverse (he room with a
o door, and wander

fred left the room.

“Heatrice!”

He spoke the nnme tendorly, tearfully,
ns, noiunte Inter, bie stood by the bedside
of Beatrice Langley.

Her eves looked into his own,

I am dying,
know von are n!!i:ntn'v:i to another; 1 know
you ean never love me. Ope dving favor
| Will yon make my last moments happy?
Will you pity the heart that knows only love
for you?"

Ig dire amarzement Willred Thorue hesi-
taled for o moment.

“We owe you our lives, Tell me; any

favor we can bestow  shall
finally replied.

| “Then bor —dving
| Is it too much 1o ask? Ishall never live to
| come between vou and Ethel Lansing.
| Oh! I have loved you so fondly, so hope-
| lonsly!™

Hor voice was n wail of angnish.

He believed Lerdying: be pitied, he al-
most loved Ler for her heroic devotion.

It wos the wish of n dying woman, He
conld pet refuse those eager, love-deluged
l‘_\t“-.

It was n strange night.  One hour later a
clergymun spoke tLe wor ds that mnde them
man and wife,

And before midnight had paseed, to the
consternation of Wilfred Thome, to the de-
light of Beatrice Langley, the physician
stated that his patient had suddenly recov-
ered, and would live.

Through consummate acting, nided by
renl serious illness, the wily siren hoad per-
fected her schome.

She thought not of the noble man who,
{o render happy her dying moments, had
woidlded her.

She thought not of Ethel Lunsing, and

be Yours, Ly l"-

make me yonr wife.

S

the the discovery would entail,

She sl calmly after it was al
over; the nurse al her bedside dozed
lightly.

At daybreak the Iatter awoke with a
screnm of horror,

Wilfred Thorne was released from the
:;an the siren had sought to place upon

im.

For, lying dead upon the bed, s dagger
driven to !Eta Lilt in her heart, was the
beautiful Beatrice Langley.

Later they knew what the tragedy signi.
fled; Jater they shrunk in terror from the
woman they had loved,

A letter was found by the bed.
signed by Ernest Waldron,

In it he stated all that had cccurred at
the lighthouse.

He had ecanght sight of Beatrice Lang-
ley's face as she extingnished the beacon.

In that flash he receguized his wife.

Drugged, dazed, he fell into the sea, es-
caped, traced down his heartless wife, and
was now determined to steal into the villa
and kill her,

Thus Beatrice Langley terribly atoned
for the wrongs she had done him, snd for
the lives lost on the steamer outside the
harbor bar.

The next day the body of the unfortunate
Waldron was found flonting in the water
near his recent post of duty,

Husband and wife were buried in the
benutiful cemetery at Sen Beach,

Six months later Wilfred Thorue and
Ethel Lansing were wedded,

In the golden sunshine of love they uever
think without a shudder of that dark hour
in their lives when they were rescued by
Beatrice Langley.

They try to regard her charitably when
they remember her heroism, but her bale-
ful plots form a dark page in their past,
when they were wrecked in port.

It was

Anecdotes of Mrs, Stowe,

Miss Catherine FE. Beecher, in the
last vears of hLer life, was pleased to
dwell on the renown of her more gift-
ad sister, Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe,
She related the following anecdotes of
her: Mrs. Stowe had agreed to give a
lecture in Jacksonville, Fla., for some
charity. The morning of the day it
was to be delivered she was working in ‘
her garden several miles from that city
when suddenly remembering her en-
gagement she hailed a farmer driving
to town with a load of vegetables, and |
went on her way in & ealico dress and
hands soiled with her ocoupation. Once
in the city, she asked permission at a
hotel to make her toilet before going
to the lecture-room. She was inform-
ed that there was but one vacant room,
and that was for Mrs. Stowe, Her as-
severations that she was the person in
question had to be verified before she |
obtained her request. When Mrs,
Stowe was in England Queen Vietoria
sent her word that on a certain day she
would be pleased %o see the author of
“Uncle Tom's Cabin.” Mrs, Stowe re-
plied that she had an engagement for
that day. The Queen would see her,
and sent a lady-in-waiting —a personal
friend of Mrs. Stowe—to make the |
necessary arrangement for an observa- |
tion. There was to-be a pageant of
some kind that day, in which the (Juesn
would take part, passing the hodel
where Mrs. Stowe was residing, snd
the royal messenger had agreed to
place her hand on the author's left
shonlder to distingwish her from those
with her on the baleony as the proces-
sion passed. So (QJueen Victorin nad
the distinguished American gazed at
each other 1or a few moments in silent
recogunition, but Mrs. Stowe was not
pleased that she was outwitted.— Cor.
New York Tribune.

Don't Overdo It,

A glib tongue is not one of earsh’s
rarities, vet 1t 18 ned every possessor of
it that understands how to manage the
jolly proprieties of table talk, To.rat-
tle through it with eredit to himself
and profit to his fellow-guests, he must
know what and when to speak and how
to tuke graceful advantage of any gap
in the conversation—indeed, to puevent
the ocourrence of any. To do this
without the appsarance of obtruston or
vanity or risking the reputation of o
chatterer, constitutes the art of table-
talking, The dinner-giver—we mean
him who selects his guests with the
knowledge that the suceess of his din- |

ner will depesd in a great measare
upon their conversational poviers—un-
derstands that it 15 not essentinl that
all the company should be accomplished
table talkers, ]:\I"'!lll'!lt'l‘ does not

| that speaks it

“Bend pearer,” she whispered, faintly.

He did so.

“Wilfred Tborne,” she muormured, *I]
love vou. they tell me. 1|

always allow this, and, if it did, the
result wonld not be entirelwx desirable.
Giood listeners, whether at the table or
elsewhore, are as indispensable as good |
| talkers, for, the jest or the story owes
| the life of its success more to the ear
of him who hears than to the tongue
Therefore an overs
abundance of good talkers at a ban-
guet would result i their being in each |
other's way, and, like $rees too thickly |
planted, the luxuriance of all would |
be lost. In a company of twenty, five |
ought to be sufficient “to set the table
in a roar” and keep it there.—The Cat-
erer.

Reflection and Arvithmetie,

The Daily Teiegraph has made the
discovery that “a moment’s retlection
will teach us that the surface of the
whole earth is one huge graveyard, and |
that ot some period or other human
corpses have been deposited under
every inch of ground we now walk up- |
on.” If n*moment’s reflection” tenches
that the DBritish territory alone, estima-
ted st seven millions of square miloes,
would give six feet by two to as many
as sixteen and a gnarter billions of " hu-
man corpses,” this would be burving |
| ground tor over eight tho sand gener-
ations of a population of two thonsand
millions, which is more than the earth
over boasted vet. Eight thousand gen-
eriations wonld cover two hundred and
forty thousand vears. So much for the
difference between my “moment’s re-
flection™ and the “moment's reflection”
of the Daily Telegraph—London
Truth,

The Earth a Big Magnet,

The meteorites that fall upon the
earth are composed chielly of irom
Signor Pombicer suggests an explana-
tion of this, The earth is a big mag-
net, as shown by the proceedings of a
bar of steel freely supended and accur-
ately balaseed on its eenter. Hombie-
ci's idea is that this big terrestrial
magnet, when rushing through space
containing meteoric particles, exerts a
selective attraction forthose which are
ferruginous. -

Eroguexcr, smooth and eutting, is

| ing, and the daughters of that soma- |

| indigence

| men In

like a razor whetted with oil,

Tux matron's lament—let us sweep,

Ix the stock market bull luck is hard
to bear.

A max of gall is almost invariably a
good liver. &

Wues the trunk line railroads are
playing policy they are playing pool.

“How sweer, how tender is ckild-
hood !” remarked the esunibal as he pre-
pared to feast on & baby eaptured from
a neighboring tribe.—Boaton Courier.

A vorsa physician of New Yerk re-
fused to go duck hunting with a party
of friends. He said the ducks were too
personal in their remarks when ad-
dressing him.

“(31veE us, oh, give us a man who
sings at Lis work,” says Carlyle. Oh!
yes: give him to us; deliver him into
our hands. He eccupies the next office,
and we can’t get at him.

HUMAN NATURE,
I nover bewuil my lot, anid he,
I never sit down and ery
And the resson I don't is, { know in the world
There's somebody worse than 1,

— Ruston Cowrier,

A rroveEssor ¥ the medieal depart-
ment of the Univernity of Texas asked
one of the more advanced students:
“What is the name of the teeth that a
human being gets last?"  “False teeth,
of course,”"—Texras Siftings.

“Jasyiy, what &id youn do with the
letter I left on my desk this morning ?°
“I took it to the postoflice.™ “What!
Did you not see that it hed no ad-
| dresa?” “Yes, sir, but I thonght youn
! didn't want me to kmow for whom it

was intended.”

“XI pox'e put much faith in proverbs,”
said Brown to Jonea, “For instance,
‘A friend in npeed is a friend indeed.
Now, most of my experienee with
friends in need hns been that they
wanted to borrow momey. Give me a
friend that is not in need.”

“How roxa have you beea in tho
turkev-raising business, Mr. Wattel ?”
“VFive or six years, sir.” “And in your
experience what turkeys made tue best
layers?” “Boned-turkays, by all oads,
particularly if you require the layers
for pienie sandwiches.”—Yenkers Ga-
2elte,

“WorLpx'r you like $o have a bow 2"
snid the bold archer, s they seuntered
down the field; and she murmured
“Yes;” and the absorbed aneher said,
“What kind ofi a bow woeuld you pre-
for 7" She quiveved a little as she

Extravagance,

If there were no such thing as ex-
sravagance, every man might have a
shanty of his own, a wife, some children, |
a cow giving milk, #100 in the bank,
and ham and flour enough to do him all
summer, and no man might be under
the necessity of using a clay pipe, or of
smoking some other man's tobacco; nor
might a man be brought so low in the
world as to have reason to wish that he
conld sell his wife and all her relations
for £50) apiece, cash down. |

If there were no such thing as ex- |
travagance there would be no strikes,
no Knights of Labor, no monopolists;
poor-houses would be nnknown, aund
the word “hunger” might be so rarely
nsed that the man who didn't read
much might Lhave to look in the diction-
ary to sce what it means.

f there were no such thing as ex-
travagauce there would be a common
possession of wealth, and writers of
every olnss might write all they had a
mind to without wusing the word
“monopoly” when referring to the
“root of all evil.” Jay Gould would be
a railrond conduetor, or he would own
o small farm, and help the wife to feed
the lens, milk the cows, make soap,
and do lots of things around the house;
or he would keep a small atore and
tuke in eggs, wheat, potatoes, butter,
aund coon skins in exchange for tea,
sugar, hardware, and saleratus. ©O}d
Mackay, too, could get along without a
top buggy and silver-plated harness.
He could go to churchin clean, patched
overalls, and wipe his face with a red
cotton handkerchief, and feel every
inch as near heaven as he does now;
and as between him and his fellow-
mortals there would be no abyss of
social difference; he could afford to be
aflable, so that if he came to Newberry
and wet Tim O'Hagen, he could stand
and talk about the war that was to be,
the price of ironm, take a “chaw,” and
ask I'im to take another.

It is extravagance that makes some
comparatively rich and keeps thousauds
comparatively poor. A man weeks
hard for =50 or so; then in an heur ol
vice and dissipation he flings it all
away. His appearance becomes loath-
some, and he is despised on every hand.
His gaunt and starving wife in some
black and lonely hovel looks in the |
cupboard and sees no bread. Skhe
hears her naked children ery, “Moamma,
I am lhungry!" her heart breaks, she
sighs for the grave, she wishes sho were
there and her children with her |
Heaven views the sceme and weeps; | yaplied, archly, “I think I should pre-
hiell views it and I'("jl'ii!eﬂ. But. in the fer \'BW:" llnl’; then the young man un-
meantime, through the extravagance | gerstood, and althongh he was an ar-
of that men, and others of his olass, | row.chested vouth, he wenst to the
the wealth of somebody else is increns- target and heaved a bull's sigh

WATTING.
I sit and wateh the rain drops fodl,
I gase out at the dull gray skips,
I oniy seo the rain clonds’ pall
Or watoh the ghostly mists that rise.
I do not tarm my hiead to see
Tho narrow rootn that holds me here ;

I wateh the saln and long to be
Far frow iy prison room & dvear,

Why, Inughten walta for e ent there,
And honrty elasp of loviog hasds,
And werry somgs and faces fair—
| Could I bat break wy prison mods.
But hers I piue, ns coe in ban,
Forbidden. by the fates to roam,
Until that Isggured tollor mun
Shindl sewd my ondy trousers Boma,
Duwridette, in Brookiyn Eagla.

THEY CQULRS" SEE HIS FAULTS,

He was n most emphatfo, willful, stift-nocked,
avstemntic, mental, spiritasd, erratic, and
o mostdegraded eronturs ;

He was wiven to frivolity and mwost unseomly
)lity, aned bad no singlo quality nd & re-
deoming fenture,

Ho was full of injudiciousness, sand insolent of-
fefoustess, aasfeountless Kinds of viclous-
ness deformed hile reputasdon—

woellity, nlack of strong virility, &

ous incivility wnd maoral obfusea-

body else plaxs the pisno, and puts on
style, and twrn up their noses at rags |
and poverty when they meet tliem on
the street.

Through ¥ae extrasagance and prod-
igality of ten thousand men, one man
becomes secmre of prodigions wealth,
He builds for bimself a palace rich and
grand. He drives prancing steeds,
His equipages seem voyal, magnifigent
as those of Cwesar snd Marius, His
wife and daughters shine in all the |
splendor of supersbundant wealth. |
FEvery thing around him is superb,
voluptuous, sffecting, noble. e 18
raised to a golden height, and growsiing
mortals lost up and think Lim great,

But where are they through whom
all these were secured? Left home-
less and vagrant op the rude rocks of
and distress! [ see them
now: along they come, n ghastly train,
like the phantoms of some wrebched

A sapless i

| dream. O, the glassy eves; the gaunt, | yet vis wtaps weors nll nttendad, all his freake
cadaverous jaws; the pinched and hun- | anud whims defended by a retinue of splen.

did, mpt extravagant extollers ;

ar this vicious, medioore, ecmcked, irascible
old erviker was & rich and bonded Lroker,
wd wes worth & million dollurs,

| Lownn Umiin,

gry looks; the foulsome rags; the shak- | g
ing limbs: the low, monetcncus whines
of distress.

Oue of them tells me his storw. The \ D Sotel advastisas 1
store of the rest is “ll‘ same in sube- - VROTA hoteé _l.'l- Yeriisd !, o (‘yi_.[?ﬂa-
stance. He says: “1 was once well  Cetlar as one of its attractions. I'he

enough off. I Lad a home; enough to | f"’u”““,”'t is its ."“;.“.‘l:, =
eat: enough to drink ;: enough to wear; P hl‘“}.}'l NDER HU," hl'ﬂ'
but 1 was wreckless and estravacant, Lorsave "”_""_ - I'roprietor.
It never oceurred to me then that I | Hot m"‘.”'hl RIr 1 ¥Ry o0, :
might some dav be old, or sick, or in- _l',!.-;_-:mt cemetary in connection,
firm, or decrept and helpless. Would o7 This is the ',”‘1-" House in the City
me ten cents? It would buy | provided with a \'rimwl‘ ellar for con-
e & loaf. 1 have had notliing to eat | Yevieuce of Guests. Flume leading
for twenty-four hours.®—Christopher | [rom each room to Cellar. Guests can
Grip, in Marquette Journal, ' drop from top floor in guarter second.
= = No regquirements as to Costume while
making Descent, Stop at the Slide-
ander, and while Guests of other Ho-
, tels will be mounting the Golden Stair
you will be scooting down the Flume
| leading to Absolute Safety. (3 Ask

O Ive

Women and Men,

The women folks have all gone daft
over Mary Anderson, Well, I suppose
it's all rght, I'd rather have the wo-
love with me than the men,

anyway. Men don't seem to care mueh | yourself this Question: Am I prepared
for Miss Anderson. Men never do | to die?—UEsteliine Bell.
eare much for a woman who has no

There Was Selentifle Reason in It

Mission Teacher—The obieet of this
lesson is to inculeate obedience. Do
you know what obey means?

Apt Pupil—Yes, marm, 1 obey my

| I}Illl,

“Yes, that's right. Now tell me why
yvon obey vour father ?”

“He's iggger'n me.” — Chieigo News.

visible tendency to weakness in regard
to them, and thev fight very shy of
one who can take care of herself
When o girl of Miss Anderson’s age
can show such a benk account and
keep right on making it she simply is
a constant insult to the average of
mankind, who find it guite impossible
to do as muech. The fact is, for any
woman to make a fortune honorably
and compel respect while she is doing
it is shockingly immodest, in the mas-

Tur great plagne broke out in Lon-
| don duaring the reign of ( harles II.,
culine opinion, Men arve pretty hollow | and the pbysicians did not know how
hnmbugs at best, and if it were not for | to treat it. When the plague came
physical superiority they would be the | itfto a house the people used to mark a
moekest kind of things before women. | red cross upon the deor, and wrife,
When a woman gets angry, real angry, | “Lord have merey upon us.” The
and sticks to it, the man always runs | shops were shut up and the whole city
awny and gives in,  The tronble about | desolate, The following year, 1664,
women 18 that they are weak epongh | the great fire broke out. The whole
to relent before the point of trinumph, | eity from the Tower to the Tem: le waa
aud then they're gone forever, =Home- | destroved, and St. Panl's Cathedral
how or another the wife who exuets | and innumerable churches wore re-
evervthing gets everything. Society | duced to ashes. It burnt out the
will never side with the woman who |r|-.lum-. however. '|"l_\‘ destroving many
meekly yvields, Dut they'll admire the | old, dirty, and disease-breeding build-
one who fights and wing. Human nat- | ings.
ure, my dear friend, is a toady and a

Wire—*“Say, bhubby, have you read

. N ranciaen Chr P
e ey that novel called ‘One Word Only #*
Justifiable, [ Husband—"Yes, I guess so.™ Wife—

Two Chinamen were arrested for | “Do you know who is the author?®
fighting. One had severely beaten the | Husband—"No; but I'm sure it was

not written by a woman."—Hariford

other, and unless provoeation cou'd be
Journal.

established it was likely to go hard
with the aggressor., An interpreter
was ecalied m. Lim Sam, who hal
beaten Lum Teck, was questioned.

“What did he do to you?"

“Heep. He abused me.”

“Did he curse yon *™*

“Worse than that.”

“What did he say ?"

“Diek, did ryou ever see the chureh
| bell that hangs in the tower?" “Ng,
| Jemes, but I have often seen the church

belle that sits in the right-hand front
I’ll‘“.."

Tur eves of poisonous snakes have
_ - been found by Dr. Benjamin Sharp to
“He called me n candidate. ! have elliptical pupils, while in the
“Hold on!™ said the Judge.. “You | harmless apecies they are circular,

need not guestion him any farther. :
Had be killed the fellow no jury in this Wurx banks become unsteady be-
eause of failing tendencies, even the

country wonld convict him."—drkan- of fmh
saw Traveler depositor is liable to lose his balance,

-




