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THEMYSTERIOUS PORTKAIT.

In a small ‘but handsomely furnished
sitting-room in a London hotel ‘a.young
lady was sitting in an easy chair, before a
blazing fire, one dreary November after
noon. Her hat and cloak lay upon the
table beside her, and from the eager, im-

atient glance she turned toward the
door at every sound of a footstep on the
staircase outside, it was evident that she
expected a visitor. )

At last the door opened and a tall, aris-
tocratic-looking young man entered the
room.

“Harry, what a long time you have
been !" she exclaimed, springing up from
her seat.  *What news have you brought?
What does your father say atout our—
our marriage?” hesitating with the shy-
ness of a bride at the last word.

“Reat for yourself, Helen,” replied her
husband, handing her an open letter, and
standing opposite her, leaning against the
marble mantlepicce, watching intently
the expression of her fair face as she
read

“In marrying as you heve done, you have
acted in direct opposition to my wishes.
From this day you are no longer my son,
and T wash my hands of you forever!”

“Harry, why did you not tell me of
this before?” exclaimed Iielen, as she
read the hard. crnel words, looking up
through the tears into her husband’s face.

“My darling, what was there to tell?”
How could I know that my father would
act in this hard-hearted menner? I
xnew that he wisbed me to marry the
daughter of a nobleman living near Mar-
ston Hall, and so unite the two estates:
bat I had no idea he would cast me off
tor disobeying his wish. And even if I
had knowp it,” hie added, fondly clasping
his young bride to his heart, and kissing
away the tears from her eyes, “I should
not have acted differently. My Helen is
worth fifty estates, and-as long as she
loves me I shall never regret the loss of
Marston Hall and its fair acres. DBut,
my love,” he continned more seriously,
“there is an end to your promised shop-
ping cxpedition into: Bond street. You
will have to do without diamonds, now
that your husband is a penniless outcast.
instead of the heir to £15,000 a year.

“Hush, Harry " Please.don’t talk like
that,” she said, hwrt at- his bitter tone.
“Yon know that it was not of diamonds
and dress I was thipking. Dut what are
you going to do, Harry? .she continued,
laying her hand.upon his arm, and look-
ing up sadly into his .pale, set face.
“You cannot work for a Hving.”

“And why not work for .2 living?” he
exolaimad, ina determined veice. “Be-
cauce I happen to-be the son of a baro-
net, brought up and educated without
any ideas or knowledge of business? But
1 will work for my liviag, and ‘how my
little wife that T am not quite unworthy
of the trust and confidence she reposed
in me when she placed thislittle hand in
mine,” he added, stooping to kiss the
small white hand thatrested _confi lingly
upon his arm.

Ttwas while parsuing his favorite study
of oil paintings among the famous galle-
rics of Rome that Iarry Marston wooed
and won Helen Tracy, coverness inan
English family residing in Italy, and the
orphan daughterof an ofiicer in the army.
Before be had known hier a month, Harry,
who had been in love—or {aneied himself
in love-—with at least half a dozen difler-
ent young ladies in as many months, felt
that he had at last met his fute,

Delighted at the idea of Leing loved
for himself alone, he had not told ber of
his rgal position, end it was ot ‘tili the
marriage ceremony was over that Helen
discovered that she had marvied the eldest
son of a baronet, and the heir toan estate
producing £15,000 a vear.

It was not without some iiwaid mis-
civings that Harry wrote to his {ather
telling hiim of his martiace, which were
more than realized by the result, as we
have seen by the letter from Sir Pailip
Muwsten, which awaited him at his club

on his return to England withhis bride. |}

But,. full of confidence in his abiiity to
maintain limscif and wife by his own
exertions, anda taivking that surely his
father would relent and be reconciled to
him after a time, arry troubled himself
very little about his lost inheritance: and
though their new home -consisting of
three small, peorly fursished rooms in a
back street—was very diiferent from the
grand old mansion to which hie had hoped
to tuke his bride, he set to work cheerful-
Ix at his favorite art. and tried hard to
earn a living by painting pictures and
portraits. But he soon fonnd that it was
not so easy as he thought.

1t was all very well wiien he was heir
to Marston Hall; and studied paintine
mere 1y from love ofart;but picture-deal
ers, who in those days had been all flat-
tery and  obsequiousness to the young
heir, now that he finally wanted to sell
his pictures, and sketches, shook their
heads, and politely but firmly declined
to purchase.

At last, one dreary  afternoon, when
Harry was sitting in the little room he
called his studio, tryinge to devise some
new scheme to replenish his slender
purse, the servant opened the door and
ushered a white-haired old gentleman in-
to the room.

Placing his chair by the fire for his vis-
itor, Harry inquired his business.

“You are a porirait-painter, I believe,
sir?” said the old gentleman, looking at
him throngh his gold spectacles.

“That 1s my profession, sir,” replied |
Hoary, delighted at the thoueht of having |

found a commission at last.

“Well, sir, T want you to paint the por-
trait of my danghter.”

“With pleasure, sir,” said Harry ca-
gerly.  “When can the lady give me the
first sitting??

“Alas! sir, she is dead--dead to me
thesc twenty years, and I killed her—-
broke her heart with my harshness and
cruelty!” exclaimed the old maan, in an
excited trembling voice.

A strange chill, came over Harry as the
idea that his mysterious visitor must be

an escuped lunatic crossed his mind; but
mastering, with an cffort, his emotion, the
stranger continued.

. “Pardon me, young sir. This is of no
interest to you.” My daughter is dead,
and I want you to paint her portrait from
my description, as I perfectly well re-
member her twenty years ago.”

“I will do my best, sir, but it will be
no easy task, and you must be prepared
for many disuppointmcnts." said Harry,
when, having given a long description of
the form and features of his long-lost
daughter, the old man rose to depart,
and for weeks he worked incessantly
upon the mysterious portrait of the dead
girl, making sketch after sketch, each of
which was rejected by the remorse-
stricken father, until the work began to
exercise a strange kind of fascination over
him, and he sketchea face after face, as if
under the influence of aspell.

At last, one cvening, wearied with a
day of fruitless exertion, he was sitting
over the fire watching his wile, who sat
opposite, busy with some needlework,
when an jdea suddenly flashesd upon him.

“Tall, fair, with golden hair and dark
blue eyes? Why Helen, it is the very
picture of yourself!™ hie exclaimed, start-
ing from his seat, taking his wite's fair
face bLetween lis two bands, and guzing
intently into her eyes.

Without losing & moment he sat down
and commenced to sketch Helen's face;
and when bhis strange patron calied the
next day, Harry was so busily engaged
putting the finishing touches to his por-
trait that he did not hear him cnter the
room, and worked for some moments un-
conscious of his presence, until, with the
cry of “Ifelen, my daughter!” the old
man hurried him aside, and stood ecn-
tranced before the portrait.

After gazing for some minutes in
silence, broken only by his own half-
suppressed sobs of,remorse, the old man
turned slowly around to Harry, and
asked him in an eager voice where Le
had obtained the original of the pictare,
: “It is the porirait ot my wife,” replied

1e.

“Your wife, sir! Who was sbe? . Par-
don me for asking the question,” he
added; “but I have heard lately that my
poor Helen lelt an orphan daughter,and
for the last six months I have been vain-
Iy trying to find the child of my lost
daughter, so that by kinduess and devo-
tion to my grandchild T might, in part at
least, atone for harshmess toward her
mother.”

Harry was beginning to tell him the
story of his meeting with ITelen at Rome,
and their subscquent marrizge, when the
door opened, and his wife entered the
room. ‘ , '

Perceiving that hier husband was en-
gaged, she was about to retreat, when
the old gentleman stocped her, and  after
looking carnestlyin her face for a few
moments, exclaimed, “Pardon me, mad-
ame, can you tell me your mother's
maiden neme?”

“Helen Treherne,”
wonderingly.

“I knew it, I knew it!” exclaimed the
old man, in an cexcited voice. “At last I
have found the child of my poor lost
daughter!”

In a few words Mr. Trelierne explained
how he had cast oft his only child on ac-
count of Ler marriage with a poor oilicer,
and refuséd even to open her letters
when she wrote asking for forgivencss.

“Bat, thank Heaven!™ said he, when
he had finished his sad story, I can
atone in some measvre for my harshiness
toward my IHeien by taking her Helen to
my heart and making her my daughter.”™ |

It is needless to add that when Sir!
Philip Marston heard that his son had |

|

replied  Ielen,

married the heiress of one of the finest
and oldest estates in the country, he at
once wrote a letter of reconciliation to
Harry, and, after ail, Helen cventually
beeame nisfress of Marston IHall, in the |
picture gallery of which no painting is
more valued and treasured than *The
| Mysterious Portrait.”

| -  —— e

Shurs on Womon. l

01 all evils prevalent among young
men, we know of Rone more hlighting in
its moral efleets than  to speak ii. htly of |
the vertues of women. Nor is there any
thing in which young men are so thor- |
oughly mistaken as the low estimate |
they form as to the integrity of woman. |
Not of their own inothers and zisters, hut
of others, who they forget, are somebody
cise’s mothers and sisters. Asa rule, no
person who surrenders to this debasing
habit is to be trusted with an eaterprise
requiring intesrity of characte Plain
words should be spoken on this point, for

{ cover or weaken

|

the cvil is a generail one, and decp-rooted,
If young men are sometimesthrown into
the socicty of thovghtiess or depraved
women, they have no more right m'
measure all other wemen by what they |
see of these, than they have to cstimate |
the character of honest aud respectable |
citizens by the developments ol erime in
our police courts. Let our youns .m-n{‘
remember that their chietf happiness in
life depends upon their utter fuith in |
women. No worldly wisdom, no misan- |
thropic philosophy, no generalization, can |
truth. It ‘
the record of itself—for it is nothing less |
than this—and should putan everlasting |
seal upon lips that are wont to speek
siightingly of women.
: —_——— e

“Jane,” eried a fond mother, sticking
her head out of the bedroom door, “it 13|
cleven o'clock!  Tell that young man to '
please shut the front door from the out
side.”

An enthusiastic Indiana editor wrote,
“The battle is now opened.” DBut, alas!
the intelligent compositor spelled “bat-
tle” with an o. and his readers say they
have suspected it all along.

B —— el

A regular purr-loiner:—A catin a meat

shop.

jand with the blast come

[ voice, he pansed to rest and to listen.

CAMILLA,

Paul Smith was a poor old man. He
had a back room in the top of a noisy
lodging-house, where he slept nights and
munched his meals of bread and cheese
(or bologna sausage, wnen he could af-
ford it), and from whence he crept, as
harmless and unnoticed as a fly, down to
the cornor of the dingy street, to the little
music shop of Carl Bermann, a music set-
tler somewhere in Soho.

There he tinkered all day on broken vio-
lins and other instruments, save on Satur-
day afternoons, when he went to the house
of a small tradesman, to teach the piano
to three or four very stupid girls. Sun-
days, he curled up in his den and amused
himself--nobody knew how—until Mon-
day morning.

There are a few certainties; he never
went to church but he picked rageed
children from the pavement when they
fell near him, and gave them half pennies
when he bad any; shared his dinncr often
with & mangy, dirty cur, who acted asa
sort of escape valve for the ill-temper of
half the men and women in the street; |
and he ronsed Pat Ryan from his mid- '
night snooze in the gutter, and literally |
carried him home to Norah and the chil- |
dren.

As for honesty, as a neighbsr remarked,
“If he found five shillings in the strects.
he’d wear out ten shillings worth of
strength and shoe-leather to find the owu-
cr.?)

One cold, dark night, Paul was return-
ing from his work, with a loaf of bread
under one arm and a violin under the
other, and nearly fell over a small object
crouched on the step.

“Bless us! what's this?” cried
striving to regain his equilibrium.

“Oniy me, sir!” and the small object
stood up,and became a very pale,thin and
ragaed child.

*Are you hurt, little girl?’

“No, sir.”

+What are you doing here in the cold?”

“Nothing.”

*Why don™ you go home?”

“I ain’t got any.”

“Dear me! Where's your mother?”

“In heaven!”

At this Paul was dumfourded, and see-
ing that great tears were stealing down the
the child’s wan face, he thrust the violin
under the arm which had held the bread,
and, putting the other around the tiny
figure, he said, “Oh, I've got a home, a
real jolly place! Come up and see.”

And this is the way old Paul came to
have a neat little housckeeper, and to be
buying calico gowns and shoes out of his
poor salary.

People wondered at the sight of this
bent old man, hitherto alone and uncared
for, now walking Juily to his work with
his hand upon the shoulder of the odd
yet pretty-faced girl, looking at her with
honest prade brightening his eyes, and
laughing as loud as she whenever the
joke came in. But old Paal looked un-
concerned, evaded the questions of the
curious, and learned to love nothing in
this world better than the little wail,
Camilla.

There were many, many days when
rheumatism dresw Paul up by the flre in
the oid back attic, and drew the very last
penay out of the dilapidated purse: but
brave little Camilly, never forgetting how
near death she had been on  that bitter
night of their mecting, always found a
word to ward off hnnger, and courage to
keep them both bright until help came.

The winter of 186- come in like a iion,

a many a poorwretch well remembers,
Paul's enemy.
e turned, one ni<ht, 2 sad face from

“You needn’t offer Camilla penny, sir.
She’ll never suffer while I've a pair of
hands to work for her,” said Panl.

“You mistake me. I do not wish to
insult you, but would raise this child from
poverty and would educate her, that “she
might be of use to you and to herself, and
become a refined woman. Don’tlet your
self love stand in your light, and shut it
out from her. She sings like a prima
donna, ana wished to study music.”

The large lustrous eves of the child
turned imploringly to the strange
guardian.

“Lor, Camilla, I can’t stand in your way.
I know you’re every bit a born lady, if
your poor mother did die in a hotel
among wretches who turned her child
into the cold as soon as thg breath had
left her body; but, deary me, I can’t part
wich you.

~And you shall not. Let me serve lit-
tle Camilla, and she shall never leave vou,
but shall prove a blessing to youin your
old age.”

Paul could say nothing and the strange
visitor departed, with no further injury
to his darling than an eloquent glance
from an expressive pair of eyes.

Then from the gloomy lodgings to a
snug set of chambers a few streets off,
went Paul and Camilla, and the poor
wretch began to look like quite anodher
being in his clean work clothes and Suu-
day suif, carned from the increased num-
ber of pupils provided through the will-
ing assistance of their philanthropical
friend Clavering.

Day after day, Camilla went with her
books to the teacher so strangly provided
and after a little time, there came days
when passers-by paused to listen to the
warblings of the rich young voice.

When she had been there six months,
she entered one morning to find Mrs.
Clavering in the music master’s room.

“What do you propose to do with your
famous pupil?” asked her sof't voice.

“Madame, Camilia is capable of doing
anything in a musical way. She will be
a songstress of whom this country will
be proud. Ah, here she is!”

“You have improved wonderfully, my
child,” said the lady, holding
out her gloved hand. I came to bring
you Rizhard’s farewell. He leaves Lon-
don to-night, and will remain abroad
many years. Here is a gift as atoken of
remembrance.”

She did not understand that Mrs.
Clavering had placed a pretty necklace
of coral in her hand, and then gathered
up her shawl and departed, but, when
her teacher spoke, she cried as if in mor-
tal pain, and without & word, flew down
the street towards home. As she turned
the corner she rushed pell-mell into the
arms of a gentleman, who, on seeing her
pale and tearful said,“Why.little Camilla!
What is the matter?”

“Ob, Mr. Clavering, you are going
away!”

Richard Clavering's fine face grew sad
amd expressive, as the tearful cyes looked
into his own, and for the first time, he
comprehended that he was & young man,
and that his protege was stealing from
childhood into beautiful girlhood, and
was an undeniable beauty.”

“Camilla, I am going away, but will
you wait for my return?”

“Wait for you? I am not going to run
away.’

“You do notcomprehend me.  Weli, it
is better so. Perhaps two years later you
may understand me.  Good-bye, Camiila.
Kiss me good hye.”

It was a very quiet street, and so Ca-
milla lifted her head and kissed him.
In all probabiiity the child would have
kissed him in the main thoroughfare as
readily as there, and I only mention the

his warm corner in Bertman'sshop among
the violing, and hobbled up the cold
strect, feeling the spproach of the oid |
rheumatic pains, wnd  wondering what |
wonld become of Lis poor little Camiils, |

ITis excitement carried him up to the
last flizht of stairs, and, hearing Camilla’s

She was singing in that sweet and ex-
pressive manner that made her voice
seemed to hiim the sweetestand and purest
he had ever heard, At the end ot another
stanzar he took breeth, and another voice |
said - |

“Chitd,  yon astonish me,  Either T
am a poor judge of music, or else your |
voice is the finest T ever heard.  You are |
right in preferring its cultivation to any- |
thing else.” ;

An clectrict thriil shot through old !
Paul's frame, and quickened his blood |
to a rapidity that quite carried away his
rheumatic pains, and in a twinkling he
was up stairs and in his little attic.

He was terrified at the the sonnd of 2
voice; but the sicht of a handsome and
polished gentleman, with diamonds in
his snowy linen, a heavy ring upon his|
dainty  white  hand, unquestionable |
broadeloth upon his back, in close con- |
versation with Camtlla, whose wondrous |
Leauty had of late startled even his dull !
perception, was more than Paul could |
bhear.

He was a very small man—had been in
his youth—and now that Time’s wither- i
ing finzers had tonched him, he was
shriveled and dried, like witheved frait,
but in his virtuous indignation he puffed |

stands like [ont to its fullest extent, and in & falsetto | ncath the long lashesi a

voice piped,? “Camilla, how dare you in- |
vite anyone to come here?”

“Oh, Uncle Paul!” This is Mr. Claver-,

ing the gentleman whose —whose—""
“Whose mother shie saved from death.
Your niece, sir, a lew days since was
passing through our erowded thorough-
ture, when my mother’s’carriage drew up
to the pavement. The horses were restive,

and bidding the driver attend to them, |

she bewan to descend unassisied, IHer
foot was on the step, when the animals
sprang torward and flung her violently
from her foothold. But for the sudden
act of your niece, who received my moth-
er in her strong, young arms, the fall
might have proved a fatal one. T came
to day at my mother's carnest request,
to express heartfelt gratitude, and to
offer—"

fuct of the street Leing 2 quiet one, to

silence the startied propriety of those

who are shocked at the publicity of it.
Well, they are parted. He to go over

{the sea, she to remain at home and im-
i prove the oppertunities he had placed be-

i fore her. -
The great heart of the music-loving
public was agzitated with mingled cmo-

tions of joy, prude, astonishment, ani
awe. A new songstress had been eriti-
cised, picked over piccemeal, ground
down to the finest point, dissected, exam-
ined through the most perfect micro-
scope, apd  pronounced perfect! And
now the manager of a first class fashion-
patronized theater had engaged her for
as almost fabiulous sum, as the world was
to hear her voiee.

The 1ght came. The theater was
crowded from pit to roof.  The orcliestra
pealed forth a grand overture, the ex-
pectant crowd filled the air with per-
fume, and soft murmurs of whispering
voices and rustiing silks arose in a sub-
dued sound: and then the broad curtain
rolled up and displayed the cicgantly-
litted stage.

Spddenly there was a hush in the vast
buildine, and eyes grew bright with
cager anticipation #s frem  the wing
came the debutante.

A tall, graceful girl, with gleaming
shoulders and white, perfectly shaped
arms; with a crown of purple black hair
upon the regal head: with great eyes
seannine the erowd, and then with aimost
childish shyness veiling themselves be-
; mouth, soft,
ender and beautiful, and a check as fair
{as the pure white satin of her sweep robe;
land they had seen the long talked of and
| high!y-praised beauty.
| A roar like the rushing of distant
waters sounded in her cars, and then
| swelled into a thunder; and coming slow-

Iy down the spiendor of the foot lights,
[ F'er beautiful head erect, her eyes glow-
ne with excitement, her beauty enhanced
by the elegance of her costume, Camiila,
| the poor little waif, the child of poor old
| Paul Smith, the protege of the proud
[ Richard Clavering, received the homage
of the assembled crowd.

When the acclamation had ceased, the
orchestia Degun a soft symphony; and
then through the buildidg echoed the
clear, pure notes of a voice that sounded
far away—a dreamy. mystic voice, full of

IRE ; ’
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hope, of doubt, of pain. Nearer, still
nearer it sounded, and hope half drowned
the doubts, and yet a plaintive sorrow

seemed to remain. It came near,
and the sorow was a half ex-
pectant, trembling  glimpse  of

something better; and then suddenly
the strange voice broke forth in a trium-
phal strain; the listeners held their breath
as the wondrous notes rang out upon the
air and then died away.

For a moment a deadly silence reigred
but it was for a moment only; then the
building vibrated with acrash of enthu-
siasm that came from the music-crased
audience. Men rose in their seats and
hundreds flang the floral tributes at her
feet.

In one of the boxes, above the one
where the music master and manager sat,
an old, odd-looking man waved his
handkerchief and cheered with great
tears falling down his wrinkled cheeks;
and Camilla looked up to that one box,
and gave him the only smile that crossed
her lips during the night.

But at Just the curtain fell, and Ca-
milla, weary and worn, went off to the
dressing-room. Some one stood in the
shadow of the side scene, and when she
asked permission to pass, caught her by
:hel hands and drew her out into the
izht.

*Camilla, little Camilla, i3 it you? have
I been listening to my little girl all this
glorious evening? Speak to me!I am be-
wildered and blind.”

“Mr. Clavering! When did you come?
Olh, I am so glad,so happy,” she exciaim-
ed.

“Are you glad?  Are you happy? Oh,
is this my welcome? Have you waited
for me, my love, my darling?”

She put her hands over her eyes mur-
muring:

“You do not meuan your words.
dreaming! [ am mad!”

“You are here wide awake, Camilla,
and I am asking you to love me and to
be my wife.”

She drew him away for a brief moment
and laid her head within his arms. Then
she passed into her dressing room, and
she put out her hand, saying:

*0Ob, Richard, take me away.
soul sick o 4ll this.”

“And you will only sing—"

“In your nest. Come, we must not for-
get Uncie Paul. He is waiting in the box
for me.” Uncle Paul, cried Camilla.
“Why, you, naughty boy, you are fast
asleep. Come, it is time to go home.
Ah!”

She started buck, with a cry, for the
hand she touched was icy cold, and fell
back, stiff and helpless.

“Camilla, darling, come away.
attend to him.” ~

*Oh, Richard.”

“ITush, love. He is beyond us now.
Those strains of music have carried him
to lieaven, fom whence they came.”

The poor old man was dead. With
the consummation of his heart’s wish, his
quiet, unpretending, unoffending life had
passed out into the new existence.

There were loud growls in the musie-
loving world, but nothing ever came of
them; for  Richard Clavering vemoved
their singing bird so defiantly that few
knew the cause of her flight: and now she
sings only to him

I am

[ am

I will

s
True to His Aunt.

betta, the French journalist and
in, paid filial duty to “the aunt”
always lived. He now
ww  of resigtance to
her will, which was expressed with des-
potie authority, but gave in the moment
he saw  that gesistance hurt her. Not
lone previous to the election, two years
ago, of the ¢ ser of  deputies, the re-
lations of o west of France heiress propos-
ed to him a match with her which would
have given him immediate disposal of
7,000,000 frapes, and opened to him the
suceessien to a larger fortune. The young
lady was pretty and accomplis
well preased w be
Jambetta's wife.  She had, however, one
condition to make which the suitor took
as a sign of a bad disposition and vulgar
mind. “The aunt™ was not to be pro-
duced in the projected establishmeat.
Her style w nite the thing for a
eilded drawing room. Could not the
old lady be sent to her family at Nice?
Giambetta explained the relation in which
she stood to him, and the indecency of
desertine her.  The heiress pursed up her
red lips and shrugged her shoulders.
“Adieu,” said the tribune: *we were not
made tounderstand each other.”

;mh'.
with s'wvhom lie has
and then made a :

=R S S
The Wealth on Fifth Avenue.

The New York Z%mes is of the opinion
that no strect in the world represents in
the short space of two miles and a ha'f
anything like the enormous aggregate of
weulth represented by Fifth avenue resi-
dents between Weshington Square and
Centrals Park. It gives afew names:
Dr. Rhinelander, $3,000,000: M. O. Rob-
erts, $5.000,000; Moses Taylor $5.000,000:
Agustus Belmont: $3,000,000: Robert L.
and A. Stuart, £3,000,000; Mrs. Paran
Stevens, £2,000,000:Amos R. Eno. $5,000-
000; John Jacob and Witlliam B. Astor,
260,000,000, Mrs, A T. Stewart £50,000,-
000: Pierce Lorillard, $£3.000,000: James
Kernochan, £2.000,000, William H. Van-
derbilt, £735.000,000, Mrs. Calvert Jones,
£2.000.000;: James Gordon Bennett, $4,-
000.000: Frederick Stevens, $10,000,000;
Lewis Lorillard. £1 000,000, Total, $248,-
000,000, Tlere we have 18 families living
near each other who derive fixed yearly
incomes from a capital of between $240,-
000,000 and $250,000,000.

. - aEEEE—

A centleman observing a servant-girl,
who was left handed, piacing the knives
and forks on the dinner-table in the same
awkward position, remarked to her that
she was laying them left-handed.

«Qh, indade!” said she, *so I have. Be
pleased, sir, to help me turn the table
round !”




