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ENTRE

k t  we two «lowly walked, tha t night.
Silence fell on us, as of tear;

1 was afraid to face the ligh t,
Lest you should see that I loved yon, dear.

You drew my arm against your heart,
So close I could feel it beating near;

You were brave enough for a lover's part— 
You were so sure that I loved you, dear.

Then you murmured a  word or tw o.
And tenderly stooped your listening, 

for you thought that all that you had to do

hen you murmureu a wwru w  w w ,
And tenderly stooped your listening em 
or you thought that all that you had to <
Was to hear me say that I  loved yoil, dear.

But though your face was so close to mine 
Tbat you touched my cheek with your chestnut 

hair,
I wouldn’t  my Ups to  yours resign ;

And yet 1 loved you—I loved you, dear.

And aD at once you were cold and pale.
Because you thoughtV0agIOWnot care;

1 cried a little behind my vail—
But that was because I loved you, dear.

And so you thought ’twas a drop of rain 
That splashed your hand ? But *twas a  tear ; 

For then you said you’d never again 
Ask me to say that I loved you, dear.

Well, I will tell—if you’ll listen now;
I thought of the words that you said last year; 

How we girls weren't coy enough, and how 
There were half a  dozen that loved you, dear.

And I was afraid that you held me light,
And an imp at my shonlder said , “ Beware! 

He’s just in a wooing mood to-night,”
So I wouldn’t say that I loved you, dear.

Sot though I thought yon the man of men,
'  dürfest of heroes, brave and rare ;
Kot though I never shall love again 
* Any man aa I loved you, dear.

I have suffered, and so have you ;
And to night, if y< u were hut standing here,

I’d make you an answer, straight and true, 
you’ll ask again if I  loved ycu, dear.

—Laura C. Redden, now Mrs Searing.
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When Julie Mortimer accepted Lee 
Cameron as her liege lover and fu ture 
husband, she had every reason to  be
lieve her life-happiness was secured 
permanently. She was barely eighteen, 
and life hitherto had been so cloudless 
and happy for her—untouched by any 
remembrance of sorrow or pain. The 
idol of a happy, nnbrokenfam ily circle, 
with every wish gratified, she seemed 
now to have reached the sum m it of all 
earthly bliss.

Cameron was as handsome as the 
rarest ideal hero of her brigh test day
dreams, with a  face alm ost womanish 
fair, bat whose effeminacy was redeem 
ed by the huge, dark, lustrous brown 
eyes, and hair of the same color waving 
back from the pure white .forehead. 
He added to the charm  of his personal 
appearance the grace and ease of m an
ners found in a  thoroughbred gentle
man, for he came of noble blood, and 
prided- himself not a  little on his fam ily 
pedietbe. Julie had known him  all her 
life, his father having been form erly 
associated with her own in  business.

At the decease o f 'M r. Cameron, S r., 
lee had succeeded him in  the  firm , and 
so it seemed a very natural th in g  th a t 
he and Julie should learn to  love each 
other so well, and, no objections being 
offered to the engagement, should look 
forward to a wedded f tfu re  as the con
summation of their highest hopes.

They were both young enough, and 
Julie would not listen to  any entreaties 
for a speedy marriage. I t  w as so de- 
lightfmto be affianced, to have bouquets 
and jewels showered upon her by her 
generous lover, opera invitations and 
amusements without num ber, to  realize 
the envy of all the girls in her se t, who 
could not understand why Lee Cam eron 
J™* so wild about Julie, whom every 
body knows was an  outrageous co
quette.

Aad though Julie in her h ea rt cared  
wiy much for her handsome debonaire 
torer, and had no thought of disloyalty 
to him, yet it was sweet, very sweet, to 
reel her power over him.

To stand leaning on his arm  a t a re 
ception or party, and ta lk  p re tty  non 
sense to the men who crowded around 
er or to use her opera-glasses contin- 

T 1?' flirt desperately w ith her 
numerous admirers between the acts of 

Mignon ; and, as she fur- 
J r f , w*«!bed him, to see the sensitive, 
f«;» * twitch nervously, and the 
frown reheai* ^ t h  1111 ominous

ifoi 1 » 7 .  m ade her,
woman’s heart throb with 

a nd ♦ ! ! * see how greatly  he 
to tau l’ k°w entirely she seemed 

hH>Piness in her hands, 
k ?** *®»oment she would languid-
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ment* and she,.w ith 
fidenée in the future,

«***&>* «loud 
these twn gaMi>er on the horizon ol 
T u wbJbuug lives.
i&ore ker betrothed grew
**» his ®në < thoughtful than«
on but rallying h im  lightlv
claims T  of Mehmcholy, he dis
a n t t h r**8°n save his anxiety 

This caused her 
r*dly ana change the subject.

T he cloud grew  larger, an d  finally 
broke. One evening she m issed Lee 
from  her side ; th e  next day she felt in 
a  dim  way th a t som ething w as w rong; 
all the m em bers of th e  dear home cir
cle were quiet, a a d  shé ' could no t rid  
herself of the  idea th a t  they  regarded  
her w ith p ity ing  eyes.

In  the evening, as she w as dressing 
to  attend  a  party  w ith Lee, she receiv
ed a  note, which ra n  briefly thns :

M r Darling—Maybe it is the last time I  
shall call you so. I  can not go with you to
night; I  am leaving town for a few days. 
Your father will tell vou jjU. Should you 
want to see me when I  return you can let 
me know; but how dare I  hope that—of 
course they will not let you; it is all over. 
Ah, my own, my own, farewell! Lek .

She let the note fall from  her hands ; 
a  long shiver shook her fram e, and 
stifling back the  sobs th a t  the  pathos of 
the note threatened to  w ring  from  her, 
she lean t her head on h e r  arm s, resting  
them  on the dainty to ilet tab le , an a  
began to w onder wearily w hat it all 
m eant.

I  th in k  I  have no t yet described my 
heroine. Let us now look a t  her a  few 
m om ents under th is the first shadow 
th a t has ever crossed her b righ t path . 
F or h e r  figure she is  ta ll an d  exquis
itely form ed ; the face is of the  richest 
b runette type, and the  whole head re 
minded one, as Lee Cam eron was wont 
to say, of the Southern loveliness of 
M urillo’s dark-haired  Madonna. The 
chief charm  of the face lay in the  eyes 
—alm ond-shaped eyes—fringed with 
long black lashes—eyes of deepest blue, 
changeful and spark ling  tender ; and  a  
shade thoughtful a t tim es, full of tea r 
ful sadness o r b rillian t w ith mischief 
a t o thers, even as her mood changed, 
bu t always beautiful.

T he head is nobly se t on th e  clear 
olive-tinted neck and  shouldera and 
crow ned with an  abundant su it of ra 
ven-black, glossy, wävy hair. To gaze 
on her Id the  graceful abandon of her 
present attitude, w ith no knowledge of 
the sadness th a t has fallen on her 
b r ig h t pleasure-loving existence, one 
unconsciously m urm urs, “ A th ing  of 
beauty and a  joy fo rever.”

Suddenly she rouses hefself, as the 
s tag  who feels his wound is no t fatal, 
a n a  feels a t the sam e tim e the  spent 
streng th  stealing baek into his palsied 
lim bs. She reached down and lifts the 
note from  w here i t  has caught in the 
lace draperies of her party  costume, 
and slowly reads i t  again . A t the 
words “  yôur father will te ll you a ll ,1’ 
she smiles a  little  wearily, a  shade 
scornfully, and w onders ; how he coilld 
so m istake h er- She is fa r  too proud 
to ask an  explanation from  any  lips bu t 
his own ; besides she loved him , and it 
was her true  nature to  tru s t implicitly 
those she loved.

And so she w aited, hiding her anxie
ty  w ith a show of unoan eoro, asking no 
questions of those who could tell her 
a ll, going through  th e  days m echanic
ally, and feeling g ratefn l to  th e  n ight 
th a t sheltered her sorrow , and  le t flow 
the tears of g rief and surprise  a t this 
unintelligible, unlooked fo r reverse in 
her life.

A week passed thus,w hen, hearing  of 
his re tu rn , she sends for him , and  list
ens for the  first tim e (from  his own 
lips) tb the story of his ru in  and  dis
grace. Hbw it  had  borne he could hard 
ly tell, but, having only an  o rd in ary  in
come, he had spent money like » m il
lionaire ; having on jy  th e  m eans of a 
gentlem an in m oderate circum stances, 
he had indulged in  the  follies, tastes and 
fancies of a  prince. On his m other and 
sisters,w ho had  been left to  his care, he 
lavished money w ithout s tin t;  h is home 
was a  m odel o f elegance and  luxury ; on 
Ju lie  he had  show ered costly presents 
•and jewels, which she, poor child, ac
cepted gracefully and unquestionin&ly, 
w ith no thought of the ir cost. She h ad  
rare ly  stopped in  all th& coqçge of her 
life to  ask the  cost o f a n y  th ing  o r to 
debate w hether she could afford th is or 
that.

Ju lie ’s  fa ther had  for some tim e fore
seen the  end of Lee’s extravagant hab 
its, and had  determ ined when i t  cam e, 
the  engagem ent should be broken. And 
so w hen one m orning Cam eron came 
into the  office of his p artn e r  w ith an

^ ? 8ual^ c. a™:w 0rn’ restie38. lookL ^ e„ M . - . T— . — _ —  la tte r said to  h im , no t w ithout a  certain
tad t t to F ra w  f c f t  _unwp.ll, n r  fi Lia, l i n g  o t reg re t in  his tone; fo r he had 
—— e™6Qf Sna receiving ..for an an- known him  from  his boyhood and had

honored his fa ther r ig h t heartily,, “  You 
are a  ru ined m an, sir ; not only rained, 
b u t som ething w orse; your business 
debts of course th e  firm will be held re 
sponsible fo r; bu t yourttebtsffcfhonor,”  
w ith a  scornful stress' on the  last word, 
“ l  ean no t cancel; you will understand

. . -■ —  receiving, J o r  an an 
nul r*nZ a u ^  *o o k  ftireèse sadness 
ber Proîçkj roni the luminous eyes,

O’mwwld suddenly f i l l  w ith  a  w o rir 
softly aBd w o u ld  w h isp e r
fr' «(ik l  in to x ic a tin g ly  near- 
all' » t f r f o e ^ 1, to  ® rud8 e *  8m ile  w hen

'rein **P*d ■m rths 'flM hftr roSytT fiafit is all otfer betw een my daughter
tolitoft ths k *  w ould p lead  fand yourself. I  could forgive you the
■ - unfrairfiment «>"'• «■*»“ com plications in  your business affairs

on th e  score of your experience, bu t I  
éouW never tru s t Ju lie ’s future w ith a  
m ao who borrowed money of his dear
e s t5 friends w ithout a  prospect of ever 
paying them , and w ithout allowing 
them  to  suspect the  tru th  th a t he was a 
ruined m an .”

T he words were scath ing  and  bitter, 
the  more so th a t the oulprifrfelt they 
w ete just. He only u ttered  one appeal 
in a  broken voice, sinking into a  chair

and  h iding his haggard , agonized face 
in  his hands.

“  Oh, sir, yon do not know how I  was 
tem pted  ; fo r her sake I  strove to  keep 
off the evil d ay .”

“  And so ,”  answ ered thé  other, “ yon 
have spoiled the  fu ture fo r both  ;”  and 
then, in  a  gen tler tone, as some thought 
of the  suffering th a t m ust come to  h is  
child, and som e rem em brance of the 
love he bore the  dead fa ther of this m an 
stole on him , he said :

“  Cameron, if you had to  borrow  this 
money, why, oh, why, did you not come 
te  me? I  m ight have saved you th is ; 
bu t now it  is too la te . You m ust w rite 
to Ju lie  a t once, and release her. I t  
would be better, in my opinion, for you 
not to see her again ; but I  leave her to 
decide th a t. . I  can tru s t her fully to  do 
w hat is r ig h t.”

A nd so th is was the story of the ru 
ined m an, poured into the ears of the

f irl who had loved him  and placed her 
appiness in his keeping. She had 

summoned him  to  her, and no one had 
interfered w ith his com ing, but had  left 
them  alone in  the cosy lib ra ry  seated at 
a  window th a t opened on a beautiful 
garden. I t  w as the  sunset hour of a 
late spring-day, and there was a  w arm th 
of splendor and beauty outside th a t 
con trasted  strangely w ith  the  sad, 
heavy-hearted silence th a t followed 
Lee’s recital.

She had heard  him  very quietly, only 
closing her eyes, w hen he spoke of the 
interview with her father, and  w hen he 
spoke the scornful w ords, “  Your debts 
of honor I  can not cancel,”  she instinc
tively drew  her hand out of Lee’s —the 
sp irit of her fa ther fo r a  m om ent pos
sessed her—then, rem em bering all they 
had been to each o ther, sh e  hastily p u t 
i t  back and m urm ured in a stiffled tone, 
“  My poor boy, th a t was bard.1’

A fter he had finished, she s a t  perfect
ly m ute, lo st in thought ; the shadowy 
tw ilight crep t upon them ,and presently, 
tiring  of the silence, Lee raised  his head 
Weanly and sa id :

Speak to  m e; te ll me som ething, 
any thing. W hat m ust we do?”

‘ We can not do any th in g ,”  she 
m urm ured, with a  slight inflection in 
h e r  tone and a strange, troubled look 
in her eyes ; “  bu t you m ust go  away 
somewhere a t once— of course there is 
no chance for you here .”

* Go away?”  he repeated wondering- 
ly ; “  go aw ay?”

‘ C ertain ly ,”  replied Ju lie , im pa
tiently ; “ do you suppose you could ever 
do any th ing  here? Ypur failure is not 
so b ad ; bu t who will tru s t you? W ill 
no t thet whole tow n know  of—of-—”  
she  stepped sh o rt; she could no t fram e 
thé words, the  thought of the  dishonor
able conduct smote her w ith so keen a 
pang ; her own instincts were so high 
arid noble, she w onld sooner have died 
than  practiced such deceit upon unsus
pecting friendship as he had done ; and 
it h u rt her m ore than  she cared  to 
show to  miss th is quality of honor, 
which she deemed so essential to a  true 
m anhood, in his character.

“ You are cruel!!’ he exclaimed, 
fierçelÿ: “  God knows I  am  wretched 
enough, w ithout being rem inded of 
th a t .”

She rose and  faced him  steadily— 
studied his countenance; as a  physiog
nom ist, thé face she had never before 
studied save in  love. W as it  fancy, o r 
had she never before noticed th a t ex-; 
pression of irresolution about the sensi
tive, mobile m outh—too beautiful, al
m ost, for a  m an? The eyes looked up 
to  ner w ith th e  tender, appealing 
glance of a  woman. B ut she th ru st 
these thoughts away from  her hastily ; 
they seem ed treachery  to  h e r  gtaciohs 
n a tu re ; he had been so dear tç  her in 
the ir b righ te r sunlit hours, and her 
whole héart w ent o u t to  him  in  infinite 
p ity  in this the first day of his adversity, 
Alas ! the b irth  of th a t pity w as bu t the 
prelude to  the death  of her g rea t lève. 
Love, they say, is sonmtimgs born of 
p ity  ; but ç, woman rarely continues to 
love a m an whose weakness has oftee 
dem anded pity alone.

Ju lie  le t her hand“ fall caressingly on 
h e r  lover’s  bead, and, lifting the  lace  
tow ard her own, looked very tenderly 
into the shrinking eyes as she said :

“  Forgive m e, mon nfoer, and  rem em 
ber th a t it  is equally hard  for both of 
us. T ru s t me felly. Léè, do you not 
feel th a t I  can  only counsel-yon for t i e  
best? Is  ho t m jh o n o r  and yours one?” 

“ Ah, nia belle, ma belle," he cried 
passionately as he drew  her down to 
h im ; “ ask  any'thingOT tn eb n t toTeave 
you. I  can not go away unless,”  he 
added, d ropping his heqd^m kfir breast, 
and w inding his arm  tigh ter about her 
waist—“  yoü can go w ith m ë.”

The selfishness of the 'dem and struck 
her, bu t she forgave it for the sake qt 
the g re a t love th a t  had  tem pted h im  to 
ask the sacrifice of her, and only, sa id ,, 
gently :

“ No, no. W e m ust w ait. You fo r
ge t you will have to  begm  life  a ll over 
again. I  should only d rag  you dow n— 
hold you back. I  will never consent to 
do  tha t. I  will w ait years and  years 
ra th er th an  do th a t .”

Yet even while she spoke some dim 
presentim ent th a t the rew ard  of her

w aiting would have lost its w orth  to

the  new Ijgh t in which she had  seen his 
character h e  would never be so dear to 
her again. Still, she w as of too noble 
a  natu re, too tenacious of w hat was 
generous and loyal, to  fail him  now ; 
and she m ade the prom ise solemnly and  
earnestly, in all sincerity of ptirpose, 
talk ing  to  him  and kindly pleading with 
him , for the sake of his dear m other 
and  sisters, by the  mem ory of his 
fa th er’s unblem ished character, on  be
half of her own love, to  s ta rt afresh in 
some d istant city and struggle manfully 
to wipe out the past» m aking the blam e
lessness of future years redeem  the un
fo rtunate  beginnings o f  his business 
career. Above all, she counseled him 
to  m ake any sacrifice to  repay the  in 
debtedness to  those who had suffered 
from  their generosity to him  in  his hour 
of need. She w earied herself in  the  
effort, and strive as she m ight she could 
not push from  her the thought that* 
after all, it  m ight be a  fruitless task , he 
seemed to have so little sense of w hat 
she said, to  realize noth ing save th a t 
she was asking him  to  leave her. For 
all her earnest entreaties he had  only 
one answ er : *

Ah, Ju lie , mignon, how eau I  ever 
leave you? God help m e; I  have no 
streng th  to do th a t .”

She drew herself aw ay from  him  and 
commenced to  pace the room . She was 
exhausted w ith the  effort to  im press 
him  with w hat was due to  his m an
hood ; for the first tim e there dawned 
upon her a  perception of her own 
streng th  and superiority ; wom an as she 
was, she fe lt how impossible i t  would 
have been for her ever to  have acted as 
he had done; young as she was, she 
felt she would have faced the  fu ture 
braver under such m isfortunes. She 
never stopped once to  th ink  of how his 
failure m ust afiSect her own life : there  
was no trace of selfishness in her na
tu re  ; she thought solely of him , and, 
despite of all she missed in  him  th a t 
was required to  m ake her love perfect 
in an hour like th is, she m entally re 
solved to be true  to him , and  m ake the 
best of the  w orst. She w ent back fe 
his side, and h e  rose to g o  ; holding his 
hand, find looking tenderly  into his 
tearful eyes, she repeated  in  a  low, 
th rilling  tone those beautiful lines from  
Tennyson’s “  In  M emorisin': ”

I hold it true wUb him who sings 
To one clear harp in divers tones 
That men may rise on stepping-stones 

Of their dead selvés to higher dungs.

Bnt who shall so  forecast the years 
And find in loss a gain to match,
Or reach a  hand thro’, time to catch 

The far-off interest of tears?

The last words fell sadly and broken
ly on his ear, and  as he caugh t her 
mildly to his heart, her own tears fell 
like ra in ; bu t presently  d rying her eyes 
and  flinging her face beyond the reach 
of his lips, she said bravely :

“  W e m ust p a rt now. r B etter so. I f  
I  see you again it  will only weaken us 
both, and w hat I  ask  yon to  do  is righ t, 
wise and  the best and only th ing  left 
for you to do. You m ust w rite to  me, 
Lee, and I  will answ er all youi* le t
te rs .”

“  Ah, ina belle, ma belle, ”  he in ter
rup ted  her, “  w hat guarantee have I  
th a t yon will be tru e  to me—th a t you 
will no t fo rget m e?”

“  W hat guarantee ?”  She drew her
self lip proudly. “  You have my w ord— 
m y prom ise.”  j ,

W ith all his faults -there was. no t a  
wish in h e r  heart th a t  w as un true to  
him . T he possibility of h er ever, be ing  
unfaithful could not cross h e r  m ind. 
She knew  he had  destroyed utterly  the 
m ost beautiful illusion of her lifq. She« 
knew it  would be never again the b right, 
g lad , shadqwless existence of hereto
fore ; bu t she had no w ord of reproach 
fo r him , no  thought Of treachery  "to
w ard hink i

“ A h !”  he m uttered, jealously “ if 
yo» loyed me as I  w ant you to , ; th is 
p arting  would be impossible. You 
would go  w ith m e into poverty, exile— 
any thm g—rath er  th an  say good-bye.”  

“  i t  is D ecanse I  love you ,”  she said, 
firmly, “ in the h ighest, best Seise o 
the Word, th a t I  wUl not consent, to  do 
w hat ydn ask. I  Will not so d rag  yon 
doWjO. Father would jastly  refuse, u n 
d e r  Buch circum stances, to. help us* and 
I  should only be killing yôur whole fu
ture. I  sim ply ask  you to be true  to  
th e  best in you. . ‘ Being tru e  ,to your
self, you are also tru ë  to  trie.* A nd' 
now g o , else I shall no longqrfbejcapa- . 
ble of deciding w hat is best for either 
of US.” ■ I ; " ', u ' ' ■

And so they parted . .
Y ears passed, during  which Ju lie  

received occasional le tters, a t  first his
tories of struggles, privations, and 
hardships endured fo r n er sake; then , 
later* m ore cheerful and encouraging 
news, conpled w ith prom ises, assur
ances, and good, s trong  resolutions; 
which she accepted gracefully and 
’hopefully. From  tim e to  time! as his 
prospects brightened she would rem ind 
him  of his still uncancelejl obligations, 
and question him as to w hat he waç do
ing in  th a t direction. N o  answ er ever 
cam e to her queries. A t last she w rote: 
“  In  addition to  words I  w ant fru its : 
W hat are you saving? W hat are  you

doing to  redeem  th e  pas t?  Y our suo-
her, stole on her senses, th a t becausebf cess i s  w orth  nothing—it can  only

1:~L’ -■— -1-- J ----- v’ prove fa ta l—if it  does no t p rom pt yon
to do  yonr du ly .”

N ot replying to  th is, a  silence fell be
tw een them . Ju lie  learned through 
friends w ho knew  him  in  th e  city  w here 
he had m ade his new home w hat he had 
no t been brave enough to  te ll her him 
self—th a t, intoxicated w ith  success, he 
was leading-the old gay, careless, easy 
life of extravagance and  pleasure. I t  
w as nö tin ö re  than  she h id h e e n  school
ing herself slrfwlÿ to le a m . ' L  l 8  

A nother year passed: She receives a  
le t te | fo il o f reproaches fa r  hear silence 
and- forgetfulness* and aanaw ia iag  -at 
the sam e tim e bis approaching m ar
riage w ith  a  lady of g rea t w ealth  and  
beauty, and releasing Ju lie  from  her 
prom ises. • ■<

And so th e  dream  ended. W hether 
Our heroine ever lovéd again—What 
were her a f te r  experiences—we can not 
say. W e only know th a t she is^atill 
Ju lie  M ortim er ;' th a t m en call her cold 
and women th ink  her proud, and  th a t 
only am ong her m ost in tim ate  acquaint
ances and  her fam ily is she tru ly  un
derstood. W ith  them  only does she re 
lax and show herself the tru e , w arm 
hearted  woman. A m kif the shadow of 
the p ast still pnrstres nfer n o n e ' Suspect 
it, and  least of a ll herself, she thinks 
she has lived it  down, bu t because of it 
life no longer m spns love and  happi
ness, bu t duty  and w ork, yet she is con
te n t.— Sunday Telegram.

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

m used a  fashionable “  sw ell,”  the o ther 
d ay . A nd then  he continued thought- 
felly  : “ B ut t h e n I èanüfÿfo lÜ ’v é g o t 
to  have a  new p a h  o f i f ^ u d a r  k i t e  ” — 
Chicago Journal. *

A w o m a n  out in O ttum w i fell out of 
a  second-sto ijv lrm dd t dda.iw tei, and  
lit  on her head on the  sidewalk below. 
They picked her up , and in due tim e 
she recoveredrhercciMoijodsllesa.j i‘O h  
m y hat, my h a t,”  she sobbed, “  I  can 
hever get th a t feather to  look like any 
th ing  again . ■ Oh, /w lry d idn’t  -U <d»P 
W hy d idn’t  you let me die ?”  And they 
a ll  w ent o a t and left he r to her qnguigh. 
—Hawk-eye. v * ru ? o T  . V .  H  

Horace GREELffv"ased ‘ to  '  tell tins 
story : H. once sent a  claim  for collec
tion to  a  W estern law yer, and ' regard
ing  i t  as ra th er  a  despaiate  -olaim, told 
the attorney if he colleoted i t  h e  m ight 
reserve half the am ount for his fee. In  
due tim e Mr. Greeley received1 th e  fol
lowing laconic epiBtle: “ D ear Sir—I  
have succeeded in coUeeting'niy half of 
th a t claim . The balance is hapelesa.”  

The  w orst th ing  we have seen about 
Oliver W endell Holmes, an d  tfce only 
sta in  on an otherwise irreproachable 
character, is th a t he is the inventor of 
th a t'p a rlo r  aggravation hhd*#n as th e  
hçna stereoscope ; a  vexatious contriv
ance fo r which the pictures a re  always 
too , large to  be cram m ed into the  springs 
o r too sm all to  stay iiTthèifl, of which 
th e  slide is always shovéd off the end of 
the  stick in the vain efforts* of the  ob
server to  find a  focus, and of which the 
glasses always m ik e  you see the p icture  
so double th a t i t  gives you the  headache 
and  finally compels- yot t  to  peep bver 
th e  top in  o rder to  gain  the  inform ation 
necessary to  m ake some intelligent re 
m ark  about the jum blsTyouhave been 
staring  a t .—Bowk-eye.

A Boy’s Opinion of Hens.—H ens is 
enriOus anim als. They don’t  have no  
nose, nor no teeth; do r no  ears. Thev 
sw aller their wittLes whole and chaw n  
up in  th é ir crops inside o f ’em. The 
outside of hens is generally pu t in ter 
pAlers and m ade into isflthec dusters. 
T^he inside of a  heu is sometimes filled 
up  w ith m arbles and  shirt-butions and 
Sieh. A hen is very mrnch sm alfer th an  i 
a  good many other anim als, bu t tjbey’lj,
d ig  up  more tom ato-plants * 
th in g  th a t ain!tr a  hep. H ens is vary 'l m : 
useful to  lay  eggs for plum -pudding. .
Bét yer life  I  dike plum -padaing. : !i ’ 
Skinny B ates,catsom gch plnm rpqdding » ;, 
oncè th a t it sent him  in ter the  collery.
H ens has got wings, and can fly when 
they are scart. I  cut m y  Uncle Wil
liam ’s hen’s neck off w ith  a .h a tc b e t ,^ ,  j 
at|d  it scared fiterto dèath. tien s  some
tim es m akea very ; flue spring  ch io k en i ru <

A  E a d y  sailed on a  pho tographer, , 
for fifty re n ts’ w orth of pfcthVes. W hen '11 
thé  a rtis t removed the p la ^ f re i t^ & s  
m achine, hé tbld her she-need not sit 
longer. Qn coming-out from  th e  d a rk  > > « 
fo b m .h e  found her still bolt up righ t in  , , 
th e  chair, w ith  th a t look iff p e tr ified 1 1
despair on hep; .face Pfsoulip* to  th e  , * , 
photographié pose. “  You needn’t  s it  
there any : lcwgtfr,”  sa id  th e ftig h to n e d  
artist’. “ W hat’s th a t? ”  she, noansely 
whispered, w ithout changing1 a  muscle.
“ I  say you needn’t  s it there  now. I  have  
got' th rough ,”  h e  explained. “  Ä int I  
to p ay  ye fifty cento?”  she in terrogated , 
in the sam e gurgling  tone, with her 
eyes strained bn  the  m ark. “ Y es,”
“  W ell, th in , do ye m ane to say I ’m t o . 
give you fifty cints feor only, five, minita 
in the cheer? Be gorra , TU have a  full ^  
t in  m in i»  to r n  the m oney, and th a t’s 
little  enough in all conscience.”  And 
she h ad  it.


