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APT ALLITERATION

M> Madeline ! my Madeline:
Mark my melodious midnight moans:
Much may ray melting musir mean.
My modulated monotones.

My mandolin's mild minstrelsy.
Mr mental muaie magazine.
My month, my mind, my memory,
Must mingling murmur,•'Madeline.”

Muster 'mid midnight masquerades.
MarkMoorish maidens, matron's mien.
’Mougst Murcia's uesrt majestie msi'Lv

Match me. my matehlwa Madeline.

Mankind's malevolence may make
Much melancholy music mine:
Many my motives may mistake.
My modest merits much malign.

My Madeline's most mirthfulmood
Much molities my mind's machine;
My moumftilnew magnitude
Melts—makes me merry. Madeline!
Match-making ma s may machinate.
Manoeuv ring misses me misween:

Mere money may make many mate.
My magic motto s—' Madeline'”

Melt most mellifluous melody.
'Midst Murcia's misty mounts marine.
Meet me. my moonlight—marry me.
Madonna mla!—Madeline.

JSclert
TWO FAS DECEIVEES.

What do young men talk about when
they sit at the open windows smoking on

manner evenings? Do you suppose it is
of love ? Indeed, Isuspect it is ofmoney;
or, if not of money, then at least of some-

thing that either makes money or spends
it.

Cleve Sullivan has been spending his
for four years in Europe, and he has just
been telling his friend John Selden how
he spent it. John has spent his in New

York—he.is inclined to think just as prof-
itably. Both stories conclude in the same
way.

“I have not a thousand dollars left,
John.”

“Nor I, Cleae.”
“Ithought your cousin died two years

ago; surely you have not spent all the old
gentleman’s money already ?”

“Ionly got $20,000; I owed half ofIt.”
“Only 820,000! What did he do with

It?”
“Gave it to his wife. He married a

beauty about a year after you went away,
died in a few months afterward, and left her
his whole fortune. Ihad no claim on him.
He educated me, gave me a profession,
and $20,000. That was very well; he
was only my mother* cousin.”

“And the widow—where is she ?”

“Living at his country-seat, I have
never seen her. She was one of the St.
Maurs of Maryland.”

“Good family, and all beauties. Why
don’t you many the widow?”

“Why, I never thoughtofsuch a thing.”
“Youcan't think of any thing betters

Write her a little note at once; say that
you and I will soon be in her neighbor-
hood, and that gratitude to your cousin,
and all that kind of thing—then beg leave
to call and pay respects, etc., etc.”

John demurred a good deal to the plan,
but Cleve was masterful, and the note was
written, Cleve himself putting it in the
post-office.

That was on Monday night. On Wed-
nesday morning the widow Clare found
it with a dozen others upon her breakfast
table. She was a dainty, high-bred little
lady, with

"Eye* Unit drowse with dreamy splendor.
Cheeks with rose-leaf timings tender.

Ups likefragrant posy."

and withal a kind, hospitable temper, well
inclined to bn happy in the happiness of

others.
But this letter could not be answered

with the usual polite formula. She was

quite aware that John Selden had regard-
ed himself for many years as his cousin's
heir, and that her marriage with the late

Thomas Clare had seriously altered his
prospects. Women easily sec through the
best-laid plans of men, and this plan was

transparent enough to the shrewd little
widow. John would scarcely have liked
the half-contemptuous shrug and smile
which terminated her private thoughts on
the matter.

“Clementine, if you could spam a mo-

ment from your fashion paper, I want to

consult you, dear, about a visitor.”
Clementine raised her blue eyes, dropped

her paper, and said, “Who is it, Fan ?"

“Itis John Selden. If Mr. Clare had
not married me, lie would have inherited
the Clare estate. I think he is coming
now io order to see if it is worth while
asking for, encumbered by his cousin's
widow.”

“What selfishness! Write and tell him
that you are just leaving for the Suez
Canal, or the Sandwich Islands, or any
other inconvenient place.”

“No; I have a better plan than that—
Clementine, do stop reading a few min
.utes. I will take that pretty cottage at

llyebank for the summer, and Mr. Selden
and bis friend shall visit us there. No
one knows us in the place, and I will take
none of the servants with me.”

“Well?”
“Then, Clementine, you are to be the

widow Clare, and Iyour poor friend and
companion.”

“Good ! very good I “The Fair De- ;
ceivers” —an excellent comedy. How I
shall snub you, Fan ! And tor once I
shall have the pleasure ofoutdressing you. !
But has not Mr. Selden seen you?”

“No; Iwas mairied in- Maryland, and
went immediately to Europe. I came
back a widow two years ago, hut Mr. Sel-
don has never remembered me until now. :

I wonder who this friend is that ho pro-
poses to bring with him ?

“Oh, men always think in pairs, Fan. i
They never decide on any thing until their
particular friend approves. I dare say
they wrote the letter together. What is
the gentleman's name ?”

The widow examined the note. “My
friend Mr. Cleve Sullivan. ’ “Doyou know
him, Clementine?"

“No; I am quite sure that I never saw
Mr. Cleve Sullivan. I don't fall in love
with the name—do you ? But pray ac- >
cept the offer for both gentlemen, Fan,
and write this morning, dear.” Then
Clementine returned to the consideration
of the lace in coquillr* for her new eve- |
ning dress.

The plan so hastily sketched was sub- |
sequenlly thoroughly discussed, and car- i
ried out. The cottage at ityebank was
taken, and one eveningat the end of June
the two ladies took possession of it. The
new widow Clare had engaged a maid in
New York, and fell into her part with
charm ingjmse and a very pretty assump-
tion ofauthority; and the real widow, in
her plain dress and pensive, quiet man-
ners, realized effectively the idea of a c'ul- ,
rivaled hut dependent companion. They
had two days in which to rehearse their
parts and get all the household machinery
in order, and then the gentlemen arrived
at Kyebank.

Fan and Clementine were quite ready
for their first call; the latter in a rich and
exquisite morning costume, the former in
a simple dress of spotted lawn. Clemen-
tine went through (he introductions with
consummate ease of manner, and in half

an hour they were a very pleasant party.
John's “cousinship” afforded an excellent
basis for informal companionship, and

Clementine gave it full prominence. In
deed, in a few days John began to find
the relationship tiresome; it had been,
“Cousin John, do this,” and “Cousin John,
come here,” continually; and one night
when Cleve and he sat down to smoke
their final cigar, he was irritable enough
to give his objections the form of speech.

“Cleve, to tell you the honest truth, I
do not like Mrs. Clare.”

“I think she is a very lovely woman,
John.”

“I say nothing against her beauty,
Cleve; Idon’t like her, and Ihave no mind
to occupy the place that beautiful ill-used
Miss Marat fills. The way Cousin Clare
ignores or snubs a woman to whom she is
every way inferior makes me angry enough,
I assure you."

“Don't fall in love with the wrong wo-

man, John.”
“Youradvice is 100 late, Cleve; I am in

love. There is no use in us deceiving
ourselves or each other. You seem to

like the widow—why not marry her ? I
am quite willing you should.”

“Thank you, John; Ihave already made
some advances that way. They have been
favorably received, I think."

“Youare so handsome, a fellow has no
chance against you. But we shall hardly
quarrel, if you do not interfere between
lovely little Clement and myself.”

“Icould not afford to smile on her, John;
she is too poor. And what on earth are

you going to do with a poor wife? Noth-
ing added to nothing will not make a de-
cent living.”

“1 am going to ask her to be my wife,
and if she does me the honor to say “Yes,
I will make a decent living out of my pro-
fession.”

From this time forth John devoted him-
self with some ostentation to his supposed
cousin's companion. He was determined
to let the widow perceive that he had made
his choice, and that he could not be bought
with her money. Mr. Seldcn and Miss
Marat were always together, and the widow
did not interfere between her companion
and her cousin. Perhaps she was rather
glad of their close friendship, for the hand-
some Cleve made a much more delightful
attendant. Thus the party fell quite na-
turally into couples, and the weeks
that the gentlemen had first fixed as the
limit of their stay lengthened into two

months.
It was noticeable that as the ladies be-

came more confidential with their lovers,
they had less to say to each other; and it
began at last to be quite evident to the
real widow that the play must end for the
present, or the denouement would come
prematurely. Circumstances favored her
determination. One night Clementine,
with a radiant face, came into her friend's

room, and said, “Pan, I have something to
tell you. Cleve has asked me to marry
him.”

“Now, Clement, you have told him all;
I know you have.”

“Not a word, Fan. He still believes me
the widow Clare.”

“Didyou accept him ?”

“Conditionally. lam togive him a final
answer when we go to the city in October.
You are going to New Yotk this winter,
are you not ?”

“Yes. Our little play progresses finely.
John Seldcn asked me to be bis wife to-
night.”

“Itold you men think and actio pairs.”
“John is a noble fellow. I pretended

to think his cousin had ill-used him, and
he defended him until I was ashamed of
myself: absolutely said, Clement, that you
were a sufficient excuse for Mr. Clare’s
will. Then he blamed his own past idle-
ness so much, and promised if I would
only try and endure “the slings and ar-

rows” of your outrageous temper, Clement,
for two years longer, he would have made
a home for me in which Icould be happy.
Yes, Clement, I should marry John Sel-
den if we had not a fivc-dollar bill between
us.”

“I wish Cleve had been a little more

explicit about his money affairs. How-
ever, there is lime enough yet. When
they leave to-morrow, what shall we do ?”

“We will remain here another month;
Levine will have the house ready for me

by that time. Ihave written to him about
refurnishing the parlors.”

So next day the lovers parted, with many
promises of Constant letters and future
happy days together. The interval was
long and dull enough; but it passed, and
one morning both gentlemen received notes
of invitation to a small dinner party at the
widow Clare’s mansion in Street.
There was a good deal of dressing for this
party. Cleve wished to make his entrance

into his future home as became the pros-
pective master of a million and a half of
money, and John was desirous of not suf-
fering in Clement’s eyes by any compari-
son with the other gentlemen who would
probably be there.

Scarcely had they entered the drawing-
room when the ladies appeared, the true
widow Clare no longer in the unassuming
toilet she had hitherto worn, but magnifi-
cent in white crepe lissc and satin, her
arms and throat and pretty head flashing
with sapphires and diamonds. Her com-

panion had assumed now the roll of sim-
plicity, and Cleve was disappointed with
the first glance at her plain white Cham-
bery gauze dress.

John had seen nothing but the bright
face of the girl he loved and the love light
in her eyes. Before she could speak foe
had taken both her hands and whispered.
“Dearest and best and loveliest Clement.”

Her smile answered him first. Then she
said: —“Pardon me, Mr. Selden, but we
have been in masquerade all summer, and
now we must unmask before real life be-
gins. My name is not Clementine Marat,
but Fanny Clare. Conti a John , I hope
you you arc not disappointed.” Then she
put her hand into John's, and they wan-

dered off into the conservatory to finish
their explanation.

Mr. Cleve Sullivan found himself at that
moment in the must trying circumstance
of his life. The real Clementine Marat
stood looking down at a flower on the car-
pet. and evidently expecting him to re-
sume the tender attitude he had been ac-
customed to bear toward her. He was a
man of quick decisions where his own in-
terests were concerned, and it did not take
him half a minute to review his position
and determine what to do. This plain
blonde girl without fortune was not the
girl he could marry; she had deceived him,
too —he had a sudden and severe spasm of
morality; his confidence was broken; he
thought it was very poor sport to play with
a man's most sacred feelings; he had been
deeply disappointed and grieved, etc., etc.

Clementine stood perfectly still, with
her eyes fixed on the carpet and her cheeks
gradually flushing, as Cleve made his awk-
ward accusations. She gave him no help
and she made no defense, and it soon be-
comes embarrassing for a man to stand in
the middle of a large drawing-room and
talk to himself about any girl. Cleve felt
it so.

“Have you done, Sir?" at length she
asked, lifting to his face a pair of blue
eyes scintillating with scorn and anger.
“Ipromised you my final answer to your
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suit when we met in New York. Yon I
have spared me that trouble, Good-eve-1
ning, Sir.”

Clemeotioe showed to no one her disap-1
pcintraent, and she probably soon recover-!
ed from it. Her life was full of many I
other pleasant plans and hopes, and she I
could well afford to let a selfish lover pass
out of it. She remained with her friend
until after the marriage between her and
John Selden had been consummated: and
then Clcve saw her name among (he list
of passengers sailing on one particular day
for Europe. As John and his bride left
on the same steamer, Clevc supposed, of
course, she had gone in their company.

“Nice thing it would have been forCleve
Sullivan to marry John Selden's wife's
maid, or something or other ! John al-
ways was a lucky fellow. Some fellows
are always unlucky in love affairs—l al-
ways am.”

Half a year afterward he reiterated this
statement with a great deal of unnecessary
emphasis. He was just buttoning his
gloves preparatory to starting for his after-
noon’s drive, when an old acquaintance
bailed him.

“Oh, it’s that fool he mutter-
ed; “Ishaft have to offer him a ride. 11
thought he was in Paris. Hello, Bclmar,
when did you get back ? Have a ride ?”

“No, thank you. I have promised ray
wife to ride with her this afternoon."

“Yourwife ! When were you married?”
“Last month, in Paris.”
“And the happy lady was—”
“Why, I thought you knew ; every one

is talking about my good fortune. Mrs.
Belmar is old Paul Marat’s only child.” 1

“What?”
“Miss Clementine Marat. She brings

me nearly $3,000,000 in money and real I
estate, and a heart beyond all price."

“How on earth did you meet her ?”

“She was travelling with Mr. and Mrs. I
Selden—you know John Selden. She I
has lived with Mrs. Selden ever since she I
left school; they were friends when they I
were girls together.”

Cleve gathered up his reins, and nodd-1
ing to Mr. Frank Belmar, drove at a fina-1
ble rate up the Avenue and through the I
Park. He could not trust himself to I
speak to any one, and when he did, the I
remark which he made to himself in strict I
confidence was not flattering. For once I
3Vf r. pieye Sttlljvgp told Mr. Cleve Sulli-1
van that he bad been badly punished, and I
that he well deserved It.

The Boot on the Other Leg.

He was the manager ofa church fair, I
and one morning he walked into the news- I
papers office and said:

“Want an item this morning?”
“Of course,” replied the editor. Where-1

upon the visitor laid the following note I
upon the table : j

“The ladies of the Street Church I
will give a festival at their vestry hall next I
Friday evening. Literary and musical en- I
tertainments will be provided and a supper I
served to all who desire. The ladies in I
charge of the affair have much experience I
in such matters, and are sure to provide a I
good time. The admission will be only I
15 cents, and it is certain that no one can I

spend that amount to a belter advantage. I
Be sure to go and take your friends.”

When the editor had read it, he said: I
“Oh, I see, an advertisement.”
“No, not an advertisement. We prefer I

to have it go in the lopal column,” replied I
the manager.

And seeing that the editor looked skep- I
tical, he continued-

“lt will interest a great many ofyour [
readers, and help a good cause, besides, we U
have spent so much money getting up our

entertainment that we can’t afford to ad- |
vertise it without increasing the price of 1
our tickets. In such a matter as this we j
ought to be willing to help each other.

“Well,” said the editor, “ifit goes into I
the locals, I suppose you will reciprocate I
by reading a little notice in your church I
next Sunday.”

The visiting brother asked what notice, I
and the editor wrote and handed him the I
following;

“The Weekly Chronicle , for the coming I
year, will be the best and cheapest family I
paper in Maine. Its proprietor has had I
much experience and has had all the helps I
which a large outlay of money can procure. I
His paper has a larger circulation than any I
other in the country, and is to be furnish-1
ed at only $2. It is certain that no one can
spend that amount to a better advantage.
Be sure to take the Chronicle and sub-
scribe for your friends.”

The manager hemmed and hesitated,
and then said, solemnly, that be doobted
whether it would be judicious to read such
a notice, but suggested that if it was print- |
ed copies of it might be distributed at the 9
door of the vestry on the evening of the I
entertainment.

“Yes,” said the editor, “but it would I
attract more attention in the middle of a I
sermon. It will interest a large number I
ofyour congregation, and help a good cause; I
besides, so much money is spent upon the I
Chronicle , that 1 don't see how the owner I
can afford to print hand-bills to advertise I
it without increasing the subscription I
price. In such a matter as this we ought I
to be willing to help each other.” I

Then the gentleman saw the situation. I

Where the Snn Jumps a Day.
Chatham Island lying off the coast ofl

New Zealand, in the South Pacific Ocean, I
is peculiarly situated, as it is one of the I
habited points of the globe where the day I
of the week changes. It is Just in the I
line of demarkation between dates. There I
high 12 on Sunday or noon ceases, and I
instantly Monday meridian begins. Sun- I
day comes into a man’s house on the east side I
and becomes Monday by the time it passes I
out the western door. A man sits down I
to his noonday dinner on Sunday, and it is I
Monday before he finishes it. I

That Saturday is Sunday and Sunday I
is Monday, and Monday suddenly becomes I
transferted into Tuesday. It is a good!
place for people who have lost much time, I
for by taking an early start they can al- I
ways get a day ahead on Chatham Island. I
It took philosophers and geographers a I
long time to settle the puzzle where Sun-1
(fay noon ceased and where Monday began, I
with a man travelling west fifteen degrees I
an hour, or with thesun. It is hoped that I
the next English Arctic expedition will |
settle the other mooted question:— |
“Where will one stop who travels north-
west continually ?”

Grand Canon, in Colorado, has perpen-1
dicular walls 2,000 feet in height. The I
face of the rock has narrow shelves, one j
of which has been enlarged, so as to make
a path, by laborers on the railroad that i
runs through the canon. A party was
going along this dizzy path, when the horse
ridden by a woman fell. She clung to the
rock, but the horse went out of sight, to
be surely killed, as was supposed. On
looking down, however, the beast was seen
standing on a shelf twenty inches wide,
hugging the wall with all its might. A
rescue was effected with ropes.

Cement to seal fruit cans is made of j
rosin one pound, tallow one ounce.
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