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A w liitle deso.
~ pl:u_slrl one

3 duy
) And b cocked bis o
in a scuornful
way
: Frowm the pertumed
dopths of his bradded rug,
And uhe almost Tanaied slie hoard him sy :
=Ab, ha ! dou’t you wish you were barm & pug?

=I'm stuffod,” he continued, *with things to ent,
Aund voddimd snd pampered Lhe lvelong day,

Aud ' bathod aod oombed by s maid so neat,
Who brushes may cont In the nloes! way |

And whaen I'm too weary to walk or play
My mistross is ready hor pet to lug—

Bhie s siwayn so frijhtened loat 1 should stray -
Ab, ha! dou't you wish you were bovnw pug?

*You wander about with your nanked feet,
And plok up & morsel just whurs you iy,
And 1 s regaled on the whitest ment,
Aund dainitly wrappod i o bluukel Jfay
And, while no ouse quesiions wherv you oan
riny
My bed lo downy and soft and snug
Thoey never negloct me, youn know, not they
,ba !l dou't you wish you were bormn a pug?

BNYOr,
*You, If yon could only, without delay
Turn futo a dog with a ermunpled g,
You'd soon ecuprehend why I inugh sod say :
AN, b ! dou't you wish vou were born s pug *”

v "BVt AL ’ "\’
A TALE OF TWO WOMEN

*Come to me. [ am dying. Juse.”

Don Eastern's brow was knit. and he
muttered & very Impatlent yprocation
ander his breath, as he stood studying the
tologram which had just been put in his
hand,

*I thoughi that was all over and done
with. Must we go through with it again, 1
wonder ?*

And then he took up a time-table and
studied it atlentively for o moment,

“Of course o thousand miles in this beastly
cold 1s & mere nothing for o busy man!
That's understeod. A womun's caprice
must be gratitied at all bazards, My arch
enchautress lsn't kving any more than I
am, but I suppose I nust go.”

Glanelng hurriedly through the mall on
his desk, he tien plekod up, from the midst
of commonplace, pructlieal, business-like
looking letters, n slim. satiny envelope of
walest pink. with a faiot perfume clinging to
t. His whole face softened, and his hand
glhiook for a moment 48 he eagerly oponed
and read the few lines,

“My little Mignon!™ he sald, gently.

But his little Mignon did not keep him
from tekinga journey of a thousand miles
to see June Heatherton, to whom he had
been engased a yoar ago; with whom he
Ead quarreled fluresly over some palpabie
flirtation on her part: from wnom be had
parted in  bitterness and padn, and yet with
& balf-relieved feeling in a corner of his
heart.

Biz monthas ho had beon reckless, a8 o
man somotimes will when a8 woman has
been false and untrue in any partloular; and
then she had written him, proudly, tender-
v, saying that, a8 she had saned, go
ghe must be the supplicant—in hor nnger
ahie had sald she did wot love him, but now
gho knew belter; she would never love any
on® ulso — woull ho not come ook to her?

But this he had declined, politely and
firmly. Now thut it was ull over, he know
thut e had never loved her, and that
it was u most furtunate thing he had found
it out in time,

Her geace, her beauty, hor wonderful fas-
cluntion, had thrilled his bleod with o rup-
ture thoat be thought then Jwas love, but it
wus only her fnlse twin slstor, Love nud
come to hilm. indeod, but it was s Intor guost,
and thon a sweet facs leaned to him through
the =hadows, and its purity and tenderncss
blotted out the wam summor beguty of
June Heatherton from belore his vision.

Yot n woek Inter he was in her presopoe,

*the evidently still lives!™ he murmuored
sardonleally, as he entered the magalfleont
hnll of Heathorton, paler, In which no signs
of mourning Nutieresd.

A moment Juter June entered the draw-
fng-room, where he walted.

Ah, yos, she could stir even his unboliey-
ing, cold heart.

“My love! wmy
softly.,

And ecortalnly Don Eastern
kind of & man to lot the
Mignon prevent him from holiing a beuu-
tiful, yiciding form elosely In hia arms, and
returning clluging kisses with Interest.
when such arare opportunity offerad.

sut for all this propitious beginning, Don
Enstern went back to his own home. &
week later. ns Iree 08 when he left 15, He
alone knew the full power of June Heather-
ton's siren charms, for he wus the only
man sho had ever lovedd. He ulone know
of the tears she had shed: he olone knew
that glie had thrown horseli at his foet in
all her exquisite, gleaming beauty, and
bagged him to take her bnok to bis heart,
with ali the despuiring pussion that a wom-
an like hoer ean lfeel when shie sees the man
that was oneo her abject sluve bayond her
reuch,

What was her pride compared to tha deso-
lation thut swept over her when she real-
Ized that the heart she had trifledwtih was
hers no longer, when she had lesarned 5o

wize it most? And so he went back to his
ittle Mignon, whose calm, pure face wis
continually before him through all his
journey in the bitter wintor eold.

A dunty little misslve wonld be awnlting
him—the last week or two would drop nway
from him then, Hut to his intense di-ap-
pointment, no lotter was therce; ho only
walted tw grasp this fact fully. and to
freshen up after lhis tiresome trip. when
ones maore he starte~d out

It was o very d fferent woman from June
Heut ierton that grested him at the end of
his journey, Not tall, nor voluptuous, nor
pas<lonate: but flower-swoet and fragils,
with sad mouth, und

love!™ shoe murmuared.

wis not the

dreiming eyes, o
aradinnt amiln,

fnint Musl stole into her cheeks ns ghoe
eame quletly to him an ! lald her hands in
his outstretehed onaes lor s brief moment—
sho dtd not oven see the love and longing
fn hid oves and then he took hur In
hix urms,

*Mignon, I ean wait no longer.
love mo "

Slie looked up Into his face, a little
startlel, add tembied like n bud the wind
hag shaken too roughly: but she did not
mtr v | ave her prison, and, after &

puss which w s breathless atd terrible to

Say you

L

yon Yastern, she said, gravely and awestly: |
n”

*1 love v
"My ungo
not worllyy

11* he sald, passlonntaly. “I am

of vou—hot worthy to tourh
vour hand: bat | love you go, litiie Mignon,
Ishallmake vou huppy.”

And sha lald her cheok neainst his,
fectly huppy and t asting and content,

Btran iy enon:h, he told her wdl shout
June Hewthertoan, He bld nothing
even lils ourncy | st woesl

jer-

long nnel
loce her?®

"No, my darling; I thought 1 did, but ]
know bettar now,”

“Khn f4 very oautifal?”

*You. '

=And s'vo loves you 7™

He Lent down and kissed her, Lut
BOL AnkwWoT,

iid

]
“Are you suro—quite sare—that you love |

ma "

"My blossom!®
Anite tendernes
hall o' my ~oul
grave bereft,”

“But you would have married her.” she
aald, alter & Lt

1 don't thiak 'ate would
eruel knowing my little unknown
wa-my rig tial po tion.
I 44 not Kinow vou then,”

Three month- lier Don
June's wodding-cnr s

“You me, d ar.” he said, “that ahe did not
love me.”

But in a day or two onmo a mad lettor to

im. wilttun by June on her wedding-day.
And Don Eustern wie rorry, inde d; for
June Hethert n, ll--r;rh her r‘nr;nﬂr,’.
was & girl with & reaily Doe ndture. She

he murmn &, with

| AYH™ 11--1'\]'1 i
Nignon
Lemamber, doar,

brousht her

momory of little |

not |

»shadowed for & moment, |

in- |
. =il you are not the other |
I1pay God I may go o my |

when
o
she could forget
him. Put it was in "
and she was the most miserablo woman on
tho facn of the earth,

He suld nothing to n. It would
only grieve her. and she was too white and
lnnoesnt to know anything of such stormy
passions, ;

began to ho sariously snnoyed, when ons

day o little note eame trom June — Mrs,
don—saying she was to by in town

visiting her sistor; would he not eall?

In his perplexity (mon are such stuplds)
he went to Mignon,

Ho told hor Mrs. Langdon was In town:
that she had writton to him to call, Should
be do so? And then to her quostions: No,
she was not bappy. and she had not yet
loarnod to love her husband, whom she
had wmarried in one of her froaks, but In
timo, porhnDs ——

And poor little Mignon, with a very sore
heart nnd u onlm face, told him to go It he
wishied, It would only be courtesy,

She had seen June's ploture, and the bean-
tiful soronress fues was something to re-
membuer —tha swoet, smiling lips, the lan-
rutild, dark eves, the pearl softness and
fulrness.  Often. when she was nestled in
hoer lover's nrms, the thought would steal
to her that that beantiful hemd had lain
whore hiers was now; that his kisses had
bean pressod upon other, redder lips, and
she folt n Httle pang, ns a loving. jealous
acart will, for theire I8 Htte love in this
world that does not walk hand in hand
with jemlousy. It is all very well to talk
about & perfect trust, 4 noble confldence,
but this s the nineteentn century. and
one must be vain, and arrogant, and self-
suMelent (ndeed, when no doubt ever
croeps in of one's own power and fus-
cination when pitted against another’s,

June Langdon had wealth, beauty, and
passion. Mignon had twiee her intelloct,
and tenderness, and eapaclty for pain, and
golf-sacriice and love. June was i mag-
nifleent ecactus-blussom, scarlet and gold,
and sutbtle: Mignon was o fair day-lily,
pallid and fragrant and ponsive,

And men bave such an unfortunate weak-
ness for tropionl Nowers, they cunnot pass
them by carvlessly or unconselously,
even though they have already plucked
the lily and laid the frav petals over their
hearts, The white flower brought out
all the beauty of Don Enstern's sounl, fits
ehivaley and tenderness, its belief in the
good and (rue, [ts higher hopulses and ns-
sirations; but he eould not ignore the biril-
Iant cactus-bud; 1t cuused his blood to
flow fustor, it gave o new zest to living—
for an hour,

Mignon wnas his saint, his nun. his good
angel, and he loved her truly, with all the
high love a man o! the world can ever
know. He reverenced hoer for her womanly
goodness and truth: he trusted her as he
nover supposed he could trust any one.
She rested him and soothed him wun-
speakably.,

And little Mignon loved him
strange power and intensily that
vory breath of her life to her,

But he went to soe Mrs. Langdon all the
sSumo

She came to hind mors royally beantiful
than ever, with eyes more Justrous and
filled with a starrier dusk, with redder lips
nnd a4 despor flush on her delieate choeks:
her garmemta-clung about ber llssom form,
o faint, mystie peeiume rose from her laces
—iree, Indood.

Heo stood up silently an
lafd hor hi mll on his » Ier snd drew his
Hps down to hers. Ehe had onee won del-
teately reserved, and high and proud, but a
mad, vnthinking love had echanzed hoer
strangely,  And, married thonghh she was,
thiz man, Don Eastern, held ali hor goul in
his keoping, and, wit's & troploal nature ke
hers, love is everything.

She would have prelerrad hoaven and the
“lites and languors of virtue™; deburced
from that, she would tnke hell and the “rapt-
ure and roses” ol a love to which she had
no shadow of right. liv-aud-by she suld:

*PDon. vou love somno "

He bowed. with a doop ook into her face,

"Not me—yon do not love ma!™ she sald
Imputiently. “It is some one else, some one
I don’t know—tell mo about hort®

“My dear Junoe, could a man ever find room
for two women in hils heart, when onoe of
them was you ¥~

*1'eld me about her.”
| have not loved you all
| Eastern, without learning
your mood. Doesshe liyo Lero?

Na, bt ahe is visiting hore at presant,”

“I= she Leautiful **

Ny

“Drillinnt *~

*Waoalthy?™

No. "~
“What is she, then "

“An angel, whose garments iL s a profuna.
tion 10 wouel,

She looked ut him wonderingly und sighed
henvity,

“Can [ sos har?

T am sure [ do not know, You may pos-
sibly moct her ot some party or sqisthing.®

"Are you going to \u'ur leﬂvﬁkn L=
morrow night 2®

“Nou”

"With her?™

*1 belleve s0.*

“I'hon Ishall seo hor—— Obh, mv God!®

She enught her breath sharply, and fell
down at bis foet in all her exquisite boauty,

"Can you never, never love mo agaln,
Don? My life. my #oul, it is all yours! Can
you not give me o lHitls love in retarn 2

He Hited hor up gently.

“1t is too late to nsk tuat now, June, Try
and f.)l‘-‘,:vt Yoi ever loved wny one hu? your
husband, Belleve me. you will ba happler.
No one ean more bitterly regret than the
misary of ou- past. Let us begin anew.”

Durt she thrust him away from her wildly,
nud bude bim to go, it he did not wish her
to fall doad at his feot.

So he wont away sadly,

L4 L L L 9 L ]

Mignon was visiting a %ehool friend,
Mrs, Barrymore, and the next night they
all sat Hstening to the heart-Lreaking story
l of *Camillo"—Mrs. Burrymore plquant and

gypsy=like: Mr. Barrymore blonde and lun-
| guld, but very duvoted to his proetty, dash-
| ing wife: Mignon and Don Eastorn.

Mignon was listening esnrnestiy to Mod-
Jueskn, who intorpreted so well a passionute,
loving, erring, noble woman’s heart. The
hig ~bred grace. the dainty foreign aveont,
the naturalness of this sotress, he-ld her fn
thrall, and slie never ook hor eyes from the

| stage: but. as the curtain went down on the
| second net, she lifted her gliss and slowly
scanned the house. Suddenly sho pau e
| with a heart thut throLbed strangely. Di-
reetly across trom her sat a woman whom
surely she hnd soon sOMowhore—a wWomnn
wich great dusky eyes and golaen hair, snd
| abrilllant scarlet on hor lips. and a fAiful
flush on her vhecksa—a W anan in gold satin
! that fell away lrom the snowy neek and
arm on which opuals gleamasd ominously,
with n knot of erims=on in her hand.

*Don.” she sold. tremulously, *is not that

un old irfend of youis in the box oppo-

with a
was the

gruvely, but sho

oL,

alms snid, stondily. "1
vears, Don
nyery phise of

1thesn

Miny
H - lifted his ‘:hm.
| *You recognign hor from her pleture, 1
son, she i looking romurkably well, is sho
| not " nonchaluntly.
*she is glorious!”
contraeted.

The dusky eyas across wore looking In
her diroction with a restless, smollecing
fire In thelr depths tunt paineld her to sen,

June Langdon had ;.'L-ur-.--l overwli'h n
hungry Intensity thnt scemed to searsh her,

but the tender heart

da k b auty, and settled directly on ¥Mig-
pun’s faee, studyiog 1t Intently. The dark
ores, the wistiul mouth, the d eaming, culm,
| swoet lure,

“Not bermtlinl? No: but a faos that any | Gool-by for gl time,

mun woull =nine in i+ heart and love

A third lotter oxma, and a fourth, and he

|

she pas-ed ovor Mes Boarrymore's bright, | rosy missive reached him.

eyes, shone out nnd sttrne
vyes, Bhe wns like s pleture of repose.
Bhe was like the (willght, tendar and pon-
sive, after the hot, tumuliuous day. And
on Eastern, looking across ot th beauti-
jul enchuntress (n her gold-satn draperios
without a thrill, knew that for one touch of
the small gloved hand st his side ho would
brave death.

As Camille wus parting with Armand
aiter her Interview with his father,
looking so sadly e trom the light-
hoearted, joyous girl, in her pretiy pink dress
und gardon hat, from an hour before, lnugh-
ing and sobblng in a breath, kissing him in
despairing, sobbing love, smiling in n grand
self-renunclation, wesping over her dead
and broken hopes altogether, June Lung-
don, glancing over, suw shat the sorrowful
blossom-face had grown strangely white,
and that Don Eastera was funning her agx-
fously, and that he had drawn & m of
black, Spanish drapery about her slim fo m.

She saw Mignon look up with unspoken
thanks, lfting her eyes with such devotion
nnd love and faith In them: she saw him
look down oagerly, with truest, tenderest
love and anxiety; and then she walted no
longer, but rose lmpatiently, with ruge and
hatred in her hoart,

She paused for one last look.

Mrs, BHarrymore had leanod forward to
apeak to Mignon, and as June’s eyes fell on
her face she started.

“Why. it is Blythe Hart! I knew she had
married, but did not knosw what had become
of her, Abh, everything is casy now,”

The next day Mrs. Langdon's carri
dashed up to the Barrymors mansion, and a
moment afterward Mrs. Langdon wus an-
nounoed,

Mrs. Barrvmore and Mignon wera seated
together in the drawing-room, Mignon nest-
lod in & great chalr belore the gruate, Mra,
Barrymore lyving luxuriously on o low Turk-
ish divan.

Mre, Barrymore stood up with a very falnt
surprise in her faee, that changed to Jdelight
as she recogolzed an almost forgotten
irlend.

“Wnv.June, are vou Mrs. Langdon? Three
yoars in Europn have set me quite outside
the pule of all my old frienus. This is
my dear friend, Mignon ‘Trevor. Little
Mignon, you have often heard me speak of
June Heathertom?®

And Mignon, with o faint eolor in her
chovks, bowed guietly, but did not spoak,
pnd yelapssd into her rovorie, gnzing with
dark. drénmin:: eyes Into the Names,

How did it happen? Clres wlone knew.
But after that these two were often to-
goether.

“Such a lovely morning, little Mignon
You must come for a diive with me.” Or,
*1 shall be alone to-day; von must come
and make the hours biight for me.”

And although Mignon felt a vaiue drend
and dislike, it was so intungible, and the
boautilul volee snd faee sand manner <o en-
chunting. that she could pot resist, and felt
natiumoed of her distrust and fears,

The doys had flown swiltiy, and they had
been days of rupture for Mignon; the gayoly
nnd life and bustle ware quite new to her.
Every day Don was with her. moaning and
evening;: ne wutehed over hee with o joalous
cure and loving devotion that were o murvel
to himsall, He took her for drives, aind ac-
sompanied her to the opsra: be sent her
rare Nowers from his own green-houses;
he brought her hlas favorite books and
musle, nad late In the evenings he lingerad
buslde her, parting from her reluctantly,
and thinking of lier every moment he was
away from her,  He realized that this pare,
gantie, loving girl wits the one supreme love
of his Life—heor white hand could lead him
unscathed over every sin and temptation,
her sweet, doark eyes druaw him 1o the uttor-
most ends of the varth., Ho wus proud of
hor intelloot and culture. ho worshiped her
for her innocenos and trust, and for the first
timo In his life the rostlcss, eynioal man of
the world was happy.

June Langdon was less than nothing to
him. He had never been near her sinee
that day. He had never even thought of
kar.

But to-day he hold an Ivery sheot of
paper in his hand, with o monogream em-
bluzoned in violket and gold upon it And n

line in the ¢legant running hand he knew |

wo well.

*I um going away to-morrow, Come juset
Onee nope, [hr tho =ak« of Lhe "|-l d-t_t .
when no other woman was dearer thuan L
I am going to Parls to live, aod may nover
pee You again. Juxe”®

Aund be went., Reluetantly and distaste-
filly—<but he went. Ho was ushersad fnto &
duinty little boudolr, malze and poppy.
mu=k-gconted und Hower-iHad.

sne did pot give bim nunsked Kisses this
Hme: she did 2ot even offer him her hand,
but threw herssif down in n grest chuir,
with a sud languor that would have toushed
any heart but bis. They talked o little in-
differvntle, and then he arose to go.

“Good-by, Mrs, Langdon, 1 hops vou will
enjoy Paris, and not quite farget sll your
old friends,”

But with alow and oxceoding bitter ery
she stood up,

“Must wo part like this?
sannot bear it!
pity2®

The tears streamed down her choeaks, and
sha Lield out her hand (mploringly.

With the deape<t pity and sympathy, he
took her hand in his,

“June, you will forget, Belisve me, yon
will torget all this in & very little while,
What good would my love do yon now? It
eould bring you nothing but sorrow., We
must never meot agaln, I bope—l know yon
will be vory huppy vot. Good-by. God be
with vou, denr.”

Ho bent down and tonched the trombling
hands with his lips, feeting wretehedly
sorry for this beautiul, undiselplined woman
in her misery,

But sbhe flung her arms about his throat,
and clung to him In o very sbundonment of
griel, sobbing hystecieally, with low, sharp
mouns that cut him to the heart,

"June, dedr ehild, do not weep so,
will be 111, It is toriure 10 hear you.*

She faltered and shivered, and he put his
arms wround hor, sad kissed her on the fair
brow, opes .4 wlee,

Her arms were about him, and the boan-
tiul, quivering, wet face pressed close

aguninst him

A deep sigh startled him. He lifted his
hesd. Stundiog in the door, pallid ss
ghost, with frightensd, wo'ul eyes and do-
Spuir in every leuture, stood Mignon.

With & lou! exelamation, with rage and
Impaticnee una disgust, he shook the ex-
quisite form from his bosom and strode
across the 1oom.

Buat the portiere bad fallen back fnto its
place and Miunon had vanished,

Ho called o servant and gave him o mos-
ange lor » jss Trevor, but the man retarned
with word thst =be had just gone out,

Heo lot the house withont anather look at
the woman who hud brought that despalr-
g look into his sweet love's face, and
rushed to Mra. Barrymoro's, But the s r-
vant, with no expression at all in his well-
tralued and very oxpansive ince, iniormed
him that tho Indies wers not at home.

Periores he was obll red
night, snd th 'n he ound himsel! vnee more
at tue Barrymore mansion.

Mrs. Barrymore reccived him coldly.
Mignon had gone | ome: shie would write to
him rom thore, probubly.

He wulted two days, und then the little
Ho Kkissed it
pa-slonately agaln and aguin belore he
opanml it.

“I nover wish to sea you sgnin. My one

Oh.mvy God! 1
Have vyou no mercy. no

You

| prayer now s that I may forget Eju uttorly.

1ONON.
With a mad and bitter wrath he oursed

mote reklossly than any mere beausv of * June Langdon—ecursod her Aloreoly und oru-

alim muimured. “Yot
here 8 not

| form w1 d eolovn ®
ghn dresses Ko an o TPoss,
apother woman in the honse 10 her.
| is cdd and pooter saque,
10 Josart, o “pv uy o
the lver of a dese &, My Godl

tha |

sho ko ns rain |
I lies. a eocl yod in | him,
vow ho | ond of the Puacifie soast to the other,
lo kg nruhnr--ho tamerh looked at me like | ;pﬂcul..tocl wildly,

4 rospogks or, he waslups | s
; | One dew. stz months alter he had frst | ingtom letter,

olly—aund then he started for Mignon's
home, only to find it elossd mnd d serted

Bhe And then despalr ovortook him, too,

Everything, wver
n went to

one wus reyulsive to
alifornia, and 'rom one
He
lle wus Insancly reek-

to wait until |

of price, his snow-whito lily, his dove

of pance,

And then a ereat fear foll upon him, un-
deflned and foreboding, He wandered up
the wide, irregular street with a besting
hoeart and teverish pulses, Lo ufew minutes
sha would be beside him, gentle, loving,
lo-;firhs. The tears came into his eyos,
and he muttered o wordless prayer, sneer-
Ing. cold man of the world that he was,

o drow his hut over his oves, and wan-
dored off across o wide, deisted fleld that
nﬂnnml from the strect until he had shaken
off his unwonted emotion.

The little graveyard nostled close beside
tho flald; it looked cool, and shady and
rostful, and unconsciously he stepped
into 1t

Suddenly, with a great ery, he stood still
belore a fair, slendor marble shaft,

ML srasees sea

the rmttr little rustic town that held his
t

snne

Miayon, Aagrp 10,
*Bloaned are the pure in heart,*

ey T T T T

There was only one Mignon In the world,
He fell down with his face upon her grave.
Bhe had died In Bome of the fover,

Two years later June Langdon was Mrs,
Don Eastern.

The New First Reader,
LESSON 1.
See how pleased the man is!
he heard some good news ?”

“No; but he has come down to tele-
graph his friends up the country that
he is abont to pay them a two weeks'
visit. He has heard that fishing is ex-
tra good up there this vear.”

“Ah! but he has received a telegram
himself! Why does his countenance
change so snddenly ?”

“It is a telegram from his friends np
the country, They have heard that
shooting is nnusually good in the eity
this spring, and they are coming down
to stay a fortuight with him.™

LESSBON 11,

“See the men—how the enjoy them-
selves, 'There are seven of them, and
they are smoking, telling stories, and
taking a happy rest. Have they noth-
g todo?”

“Not just now. They are house-paint-
ers, and the boss is gone,”

“But he will return ?”

“Oh, yes. One of them is ascending
the ladder now to see if he can catch
sight of him,"

“But why does every man spring for
his brush and begin work and look so
ambitioas #"

“Beeause the boss is only a bloek |
away, Ie came very near catching
them that time, but he will arrive to be
disappointed.”

“Is the life of a house-painter full of
anxiety ?"

“1t is. DBetween waiting for gunitting
time and dodging the boss he seldom
gets an hour’s comfort.”

LESRON 111,

“Does the man jaw ?" [
“He does. He says the grocer ought
to be sent to State Prison.” i

“What has the groeer done ™

“Giave him fifteen onnces
ponnd.”

“But that was very wrong.”
“So it was, but the grocer knew to
whom he was selling.” |

“Who is the man*" |

“He ix the inventor of the peck
pench basket, which holds only six
quarts. He langhs aud grows fat when
he thinks of it, but when some one tries
a trick on him it is a horse of another
color.”

Has

]
for a

LESSON IV

“The poor old woman! See how fee-
ble she 1s!”

“Yes, she is old and feeble.”

“She is going to the postoflice, Per-
haps she hopes for a letter from her
nOVl.

“No doubt. Let us follow her and
see if her hopes are fulfilled. Ah!
but she turns away from the window
with a look of grief in her face as the
clerk says: *‘No, me'am, there is no
letter here for Rirdie MeShane, Your
feller has probably eanght onto another
girl.' "

LESSON V.

“Be eareful and do not eollide with
the child.”

“1 see him and will take care. Poor
thing! Bat how ragged and dirty and
tired he is! He is evidently a lost
child!”

“Let me ask that man abont him."”

“What did the man say ? Isthechild
lost 7"

“Oh, no. His mother has so much
to do with charities that she las to let
him run loose and go hungry. He says
we ought to see the other five if we
think this one looks lonezome.”—De-
troit Free FPress.

The Judge’s Liitle Game,

Judge Dricker, one of the oldest
Representatives of the Pennsylvania
Lagislature from Clarion County, has
a novel way of entertaining his fiiends
on Sundayvs st Harvisburg. The
Judge's apartments are modest, and
the first man to arrive there gets the
chair. The rest that come sic on the
bed and the wood-box. Then the
Judge reaches under the bed and |
drags ont a home-made hunk of smoked
beel, opens his buckhoin jackknife and
chips off a sliver of the beef. Then
he passes the beef and the kuife to the

| guest next to him, and the goest chips

n piece off the hunk and passes it and

| the knife along until all are served.

By the time the hunk has gone the
rounds of the guests twoor three times

| the guests are ready for the Judge to

skirmish under the bed again and
come out with a curions-looking bit of
earthenware with o small neck. This
contains what the Judge declares is
Clarion County cider. To show that
it is wafe he takes s drink from the jug
and passes it to the guest nearest him,
a8 he did the beef. ‘lhe jug goes the
rounds a eouple of times, and then the
mriy rests n few minates while the
ndge tells a hunting story. After
that the beef, the kuife and the jug
are agnin. The Judge has a
ehalk-mark around the hunk of beef,
and when it has been chipped down to
that mark he puts the hunk back nu-
der the bed the next Sunday.
Then the meeling adjourns.— Was/-

[PARIS RESTAURANTS.
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WHERKIN THEY DIFFER FROM THOSE

You Pay Ounly for What You Consmme A
Mobate Allowed for All Youn Leave
Causos of the Escitability uwnd Idiosyn-
erasios of the French Feople - Absintho-
Drinking and its Enorvaling Effeots.

(APECIAL PARLY COMBEAPONDENCRE ]
Bt Is » custom
of Ameriean girls
to go about the
strects of  thelr
ertipe during the
day without escorts,
they are veory apt o
tollow that heabit when
they eome to Paris. (O
j course thers are regu-
Inr Eurcpean travelers
from our slde who are
sequaiated  with  the
ver.ous customs of all
countries, aud adapt |
themselves necording-
Iy, thersby csouping
considerable vm bar-
rassmont in thelr jour-
na(lngs. But this is &
speelnl vear, whon fully three-quarters of |
o visiters (n Paris have pever tili now
beon outside their pative States, They
bring their provinelal huabits with them,
and ars constantly dropplog.into situations
in the most lnnocent way that e olten
vury unpleasant. |
It is un uneseapable fact that the men ot
Paris pluco the women who go about alone
gazing in at shop windows in precisely ons
entegory, They would not hesitate about
appronching and spesaking to any youog
woman whose appearsnce caught thelre
fancy. Now, as t[:u vily at rthis moment
contpins some of the lairest flowers of

American loveliness, and as many of thoss

nro the treshost and least informed benutios

of ull thut our country grows, the
unpleasant inpidents of the slreect
that have oceurred thus far In the

aouson would 1l a book of adventure. I

know of one most estimable girl from San

Francisco, with a glorious face, und a rath-

er dashing style, who wae strolling nlong

alone one reeent morning looking into the
windows of the glove shops along the Rue
de Castizlione, 8She had only been in town

a day or two. and had hitherto gone about

with her mother, who s her only travoling

companion. A good-looking und well-
dressed young fellow had besn observing
hor for o long time without her belng awire
of i, and when she halted in her walk and
lookedd about for a cab to take her to her
notel, she was greatly surprisad when this
young man_ advanced with his hat raised
and asked in French {f he could nssist her
in securing a conveyance. The voung lady
glanced qulekly at him, and not understand-

Ing what he sadd, stommmered in Fnglish that

she pould not speak French, and that she

diid not know who wus sddressing her. Im-

modiately the young man bLlushed deeply

nuil heeame fur more embarras=ed than the
girl. In the best of English he endeavored
to g her pardon, declaring that he had
mado o vory grave mistake—thet he was an

Ameoerican and thought her a I'ari<ienne,

The girl renlly thougnt ha hwl spoken to |

her under the improssion that he knew her,

b

CADVANCED WITH HIZ HAT RAISED.™

anid smited upon him when he dopacted,
rel.shing the humor of his mistake. She
wias not aware of true marits of the
thing until she happenod to -1l of it in the
woning ot the hotel, nnd ree <ived

clleworde | pdvies from a friend prosent
not to go out on the boulsvards without her
mother or ngentleman accompanying her,

A pocullarity of aris, incidental to the
habit of tuking rolla anid coffoe at 4 table on
tno sidewnlk (0 tront of a onfe, is the man-
nor in which the broad is provided, You
urder your cafe au Init and bread, Apemply
cup is pluced tefora you, with a piteher of
hot milk and four lumps of sugur on a small
plate, Thea the walter brings n large coffee-
pot having o long, stralght wooden handle,

nd Mlls your eup. Fo birings butter and n
mate contalning three or four rolls of difor-
ent sorts. You enn eat oncortao or all the
Just a8 vour appetite prompts. It
you pay tor precisely what youest. I yon
eat one, you are charged lof one only. If
vou breuk a plece from o second one, two
are chareed to vou, The walt v counts the
rolls before making out your check, ind ex-
smines ench one to see it it has been at ull
mutilnted so that it cannot be served to an-
other customer, This s the custom at all
the first-class restanrents in Poaris, It is
ons {lustration of the French method of
moking a detailed instead of & collective
vhurgs for everviling that ks supplied, as s
dune in hotels for serviee, candles, fve wi-
ter, efe.

Excopt in one or two so-calied *American
bars™ the mixed drink is quite us unknown
a lactor of I'arls eivilization as it is o! Lon-
don, Here the sldewalk anga brassoerie
Hagquid refreshment s divided between
brandy and sbsluthe, the lutter being the
favo - ed bevernge, [t s drank as we drink
itin Chiengo, that s, “dripped.” A French-
mon loves to git sll by himself ot one of the
litele fron tablea on the lue de la Palx,
with his newspaper and his gobiet of ab-
sinthe, stopping st regular inteivals in his

SO0

rolls,

"IN A FPRENCH CAFPR"

reading to tonch his lips to the
liquor snd tuke one glimpse &t
crowds.

I think perhaps the abaintho drinking
somewhat enorvates the Freanchman. Theso
thut I see sitiing along tho boulevards are,
us o rule, less honlthy than toe men we flnd
lounging in the ea'es at home, 1t Is nut-
wiml that such msidious Lgu ra would be
h cmfal to o peopls, To the quantity of
Leandy nand  absinthe diank by the
younger element of Parisiana 1T think
gquite an mpoitant part of thelr extrome |
exvitabll ty o temper cun be rae il o), The
younne fellows that I meet 1 ink nothing of
iollowing n dinmr, which hae been biber-
ally punctunted with o varlty ol wines, by
sevaral brandies, And I am econstantly
joning young fellows ot » tatls on toe |
streots when they order stioneg blwek coffes |

o green

1
o passing

| wver which they burn hewudy. In & word |

1
uso of lgquors has much to with the
idiouynerasios of the race,

About three-quarters of the American
visitors of the Centenninl wo into boarding-
houses, tha oxpenso belng less. nud fn some
ways the method of Lving hoiug mueh more
comortade.  The boarding-houses,
“pensions,” are vory genteel und well-regu-
latedd alfuirs whore a family mny go and
live in quite a lixurious way on ris e
termm. The pries for the good houses
from elght to ten frunes u duy or unmo.l:m
L-as than two dolines.  This inolodes lo
ing, rolls and eoffew in the morning, & su
atantial lunehicon, anl & table d*hote din-
ner of sioged  eluvoratensss, You buy
your own eandlas, of course,

The We (o those boarding houses often
gota excessivoly domestio mod contidential,
aud 1 sometimes e a* sortuin ones of them
doseribod us dens of gossip and backbitine,
However this may be, I have lsarned from
personal obsorvation that there is undoubt-
ouly u vory lurge amount of unkind and un«
nuecossary information imparted of this per-
son and thet acrvss the big dining-table;
and I rhduk 1 would advise all people who
could ufford it in coming to Parls either o
got into a hotel or have lodgings and live In
the oules. The compuny in a bourding
house Invariably offers material for nn in-
teresting study of human nuture, but it does
not always reveal u very insplring sidbe of
it. You alwavs find the selderly spinster,
who soiffs and savs shurp things about the

SWITH MIS XEWSPAVER AND GODLET OF AD-
SINTHE,"

young men of her country coming over to
Puris to wasts their fathers’ money in the
inigquities of the vielous eity. There is the
glddy young girl who wants to flirt whether
you enre to or not, The other who nesds
A husband badly and 2 in Paris for one,
having failed Inst winter in Chicago. Then
there will be an old gentleman who believes
he s a more lmportant mao than Boulanger,
bocause he sports the red ribbon of the Le-
gion of Honor on the lapel of his coat, just
a8 wbout hall the cheapor-looking men of
Paris do, Then thers is the dreadful youns
art student who despises Americn and talks
French with an emphasis of all its prowtiar
sounds, overdoing the aceont, and lapsing
into Eoglish with the drawl of n Mbndon
chappie. Ho Mves among Americans for the
sole purpose of treating them to his Paris-
jan finish,

At home we bear a good deal about the
Pilgrim Fathers, but you just ought to eoma
to Paris to 1oarn oll about the Milgrim Moth-
ers. Wherever you iare, In u hotel, a board-
ing-house, or in the heuss of ona of the
nimperous American residents out on the
Champs Elysoe, yon are confronted with
the mother who has one or two dunghters
over here to finlsh their education. while
the futher—uan nuknown quantity —remains

| in Amuricn to earn the wherewithal to ren-

der such n vislt poss'ble. The daughters
are hiere to lsarn the lan usw s and musie,
and the mother sits abour like an ogre to
geo that they do not learn any loss intel-
lectunl arts, Thess girls are prey for the
men wherever they are discovered, I know
of one sadon where at least ten girls can be
fonund each night, with no protector bayond
the ample mamma, who #its to one side with
the hostess, while the girls go dancling about
with & young clerk of one of the !foreign
legations, or u Heutenant of the army, or
porhups u real live minister of one of the

GWHLS,

I stumbled in upon nscene lust night at
an Amarlean ludy's house which was es-
pecially instructive. I had wandered out

0, COUNT, IT SOUNDS JUST LOLF A PLAT!"

to the conservatory at the roar of the house
to smouke a eciguretta. The violing were
plaving u aweet wnltz in thedrawing-room.
wnd, as 1 erossad n sort of eourt-yard lead-
ing to the conservatory. & couple danced
by me. raving behind thom the sound of
happy lauzhter add the fragrance of vio-
lota. I went on my way, and sst down on
a wicker ehalr beneath an azdon bush.
From the other side of the bush [ heard
voees, Ab fiest T ecould not understand
what waa being sald, so I folt entitled to
lingsr. Bul soon the mnan's voice become
mare distinot. und I assure yon that the
spcoch of Claude Melnotts, word for word
—that one in which the pieturs of the pal-
ace on the lnk: of Como Is drawn, with the
ulabastor lamps and the aweet songs of
birds forever syilabling hor name—was ut-
tered in moellow neconts. The sapeaker was
an Itnlinn expressing himself in English.
After he had finishod I heard & girl's voloo
Buy:

Oh, Count, it =ounds
That is n beanti'ul speach.

“Your eves,” was the reply, “would inspire
pootry ln even a duller mun than 1.°

i;\zmi then I beard a kiss, and then a doep
sigh.

1 moved awav. Filve minutes later a woll-
known Malian Count, & rous and gamblor of
tue hardest deseription, eame out of the
conservatory into the ball- com with a
young Chieago girl, the daughter of ons of
the Pllgrim Mothers, leaning on his arm.
Her ecnesks were flushed, and the Count
looked triumphant.

Two aenturies ago I would have beon
bound to muke & qua rol with the Itulian
and %ill nim, or mysell be killed. But this
is the contonniil year, and tl ese Pilgrim
Motuars peetend to know mueh more than
Ido TERPSICHOBE

Just like a play.

“Bromiey, did you tell Jones that I
never told the truth?” “I said on the
contrary, that vou occasionally inad-
vertenﬂy told the truth.” “Well, that's
somelhing else. I won't allow any man
{? intimate that I'm. & constitutional

ar,”

Pror¥rssorn Frist Apnen calls the

renchers religious tramps; possibl
[:ecaum they wear out sole on tb’

roud %o heaven.,
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