.

)

It is literally true that John L. Sal.
lvan is at present the most striking
figure In England.

Ax Atlants woman has been kept in
Juil fourteen months over her sentence
through a elerk's blunder,

Tan London dudes plume themselves
on their ability to converse with Buffa-
io Bill In his native language.

Taz Goddess of Liberty on the top
of the Capitol at Washinglon is to be
turned around to face the west.

Bax Joxms has left evangelism for
the locture platform for the present.
At $250 o talk the mew business pays
fairly well.

Wi Warrms, aged sixty, died at
Boughton, Mich., from the effects of &
bite recerved from the testh of an In-
sane man.

Ex-Gov. CurtiN, of Pennslyania has
recoverad the gold watch which was
stolen from him during the constitu-
tional celebration Philadelphia

Tax sultan of Morocoo has been tor-
mented by a revolt in his barsm, ‘and
forty of his majesty’s Iadies have been
distributed among the officers of his
guard. PRt sy

A RUNAWAY couple seated om the
back of & smell’ mule rode up to the
Court-house at Milton, Fla., the other
day, and were married by the County
Judge.

Miss Faxniz Stevexns, a Boston act-
ress, has been sued there for breach of
promise of marriage by E. J. Levy, a
New York broker, who lays his dama-
gea at $10,000.

AT Moore's Hill, Ind., aquarrelsome
Jersey cow and s Poland-China hog
had a fight, iIn which the hog struck
the cow in the abdomen with his tusks
and killed her.

Muss Orivia Foore, of New Haven,
Conn.,lelt two wills—one dated in 1779
and the other in 1885. The claim is
made that in 1885 she was not compe-
tent to make a will.

Epwarp ATxingox thinks the prow
inces are worth $50,00,000, and Citizen
Train values them at $1,000,000. The
Boston Globe thinks we will get them
for nothing some day,

A MeMPHIs puper suys that an Ark-
ansas planter has succeeded, after thir-
ty yours' experimenting, in raising s
breed of dogs that will dive after fish
and bring them ashore.

. ST e—

It is ourious, says The Philadelphio
T¥mes, how notoriety atiracts women.
Even 80 unclean and repulsive an ob-
Jject as Herr Most has the warmest sort
of admirers among the gentler sex.

Mgs. James Browx Porrer's hands
are described as being *‘knuckly, almost
rawboned, and reddish-brown In
color.” They are not large .enough,
however, to+hold all the greenbacks
that are being thrown at her.

Dr. Noan PorTER denies .that he I
at work on a revision of Webster's
Dictionary. The word *“dude” will,
therefors have to drift nbout in oreased
trousers and a silk hat for some time te
come without official recognition in
the great Amer cyn lexicon.

MawuEL Garcia, the illustrious
teacher of singing, is about to cele-
brate his eighty-third birthday. He
aays that Jeuny Lind was oneof his
moat satisfactory pupils because he
nover had to tell her a thing twice.
Her attention, intelligence, docility,
and strength of will were remarkable,
and to those qualities her sucocess was
due.

Rzv. J. C. KiusaLL, pastor of the
Unity church, “Hartford, Conn., whe
has causod such a storm by his recent
serinon in defense of Anarchy, is 3
warm advocate of the Darwinian theory
He does not seem to see, however, tha
in the consistent progress of evolution
every dynamiter should eventually lose
his head

Mz Wicriax T. Wavrers, of Balti
more, made his fortune, which is a big
one, selling good whisky, and he has
employed his riches of late years large
ly in the purchess of paintings, stato.
ary, and works of art. He bought the
moch-talked of peach-blow vase, snd
grow famous at onoe by the price. he
was said to have paid for it.

Dr. Morrxrt Macxzwzis, English
physiclan to the Crowa Prince: of
Germavny, has a benevolent, rather
handsome face. His forehead is high,
his features regular and his mouth
smiling. He wears small English side
whiskers, but no moustache nor beard,
He somewhat resembles Bishop Henry
C. Potter, of New York oity.

Mzmsonizr is oblidged to lay aside
his palotte and brush. The other day,
when working at-e pieture, his- thumb
began to tingle as though becoming
oumb, and remained In this state not-
withstanding hard rubbing. A dootor
was sent for. He spoke as encour
aging as possible, but told the artist he
was having she first. warning of paraly-
eis, and had no chance but in a long
rest.

Mzs A J) Cassarr bas the repute-
tion of being the finest horsewoman in
Pulladeiphia. 8he is just now at Pag,
in France, where she frequently enjoys
u run with the hounds. Mrs. Cassest
is very fond of all out-of-door eports
sod swims and rows as well as she
rides. The Misses Drexzel, daughters
of the late F. A. Drexel, are also fine
riders, and may be seen any morning
by the early risers at Torresdale, Pa.,
where thev have their country home,
taking a spin across the country before
breaktast.

Gov. Warres will finish his term as
consul general s  ocomparatively
wealthy man, and he took the office a

Bbe Is h, t,
Witk Ler 0d one fn the ity

1 could read & page of Latin
Booner than describo the satin
Of her gown,
Of its shade there's no divining,
Bo I watch its silken shining
Looking down,

Ob, she's such & dainty treasurel
I could never, never measure
All her charms.

Boldtudlonotbornuhlu.
Only thinking now of reaching
Her soft arms.

On the sermon’s speedy endi
All the hopes are now {hpnd
Of my life.

My excuse, if you'll believe mo—
Full conlession will relleve me—
Bhe's my wile,

WITH HIS OWN WEAPONS.

“What are you thinking about,
Maude? You have not spoken aword
for five minutes. Ican’t say thatyou
are remarkably entertaining thiseven-

”

“Am Inot? And do you really wish
to know my thoughts?”

“Certainly Ido.”

“Very well, then. No woman issat-
isfied with a man’s devotion, even if
she knows it to be genuine, if he ap-
pears to slight her in the presence of
others; and 1 think, my dear George,
that 1 occupied the position of a
slighted woman last evening, when
you devoted yoursell so openly to
Clara Vaughan.” y

“I only danced with her three
times,” said George.

“And sat out three more dances
with her,” supplemented Maude,
“while I, owing to the lack of men,
was obliged to play the part of wall-
flower. Do you think that was a
pleasant position for an engaged
young woman?”

“My dear child, how plainly you
talk!"” cried George, disconcerted by
her frank appeal.

“Why not? Pique should not be
allowed to interlere between lovers—
you know pride's chickens are an
expensive brood to keep. I con-
fess that your conduct made
me very unhappy. I was not

jealous, remember—I nave perfect
aith in you; but I felt neg-
iected, and annoyed that you should
give Clara the opportunity to triumph
over me even in semblance; for s
delights in such victories—little .co-
quet that she is."”

chance and imrroving it at once, only
too glad to bolster up a weak cause,
“I am surprised to see that you dis-
like Miss Vaughan. Why is it women
never uphold each other? In my
opinion she is a sweet girl, without an
atom of coguetry about her.”

“Then youhave less discrimination
than I give you credit for possessing,”
rejoined Maude, quietly, though her
deepening color showed that she re-
sented his words. *‘But we will not-
discuss Clara, if you please—I1 wish to
taik of ourselves.”

“What doyou want meto do?”
cried George, irritated at the cool way
in which his attack was met. *“Sure-
ly you would not tie me to your side
every moment of the time?”

“Not one moment of it, eir, ifitis
your wish to be free!” haughtily ex-
claimed Maude, now really 3
“You can leave at once—I shall make
no effort to detain you.” )

“What nonsense!” the young man
rejoined, in a much humbler tone.
“You know I could not live without
you, Maudie. But you are unreason-
able; I can't gromiso never to speak
to another glr , you know.”

“Nordo lexact such a promise;
only I wish others to see by
Kour conduct that you

ave sworn allegiance to me.
Iam only a woman, and haveall a
woman’s vanity. George, suppose
our tions had been rev last
evening; would you have liked to see
me a8 openly pleased with another
man’s attentions as you were with
Clara?"’

“Certainly I should,” he answered,
with an air of virtuous self-denial re-
freshing to see. *I would never inter-
fere "nth your enjoyment in any

';I;;dnl ked deepl. lexed, and
0o exed, an
then faintly smiled. Ao

“You are quite safe in saying that,
because I do not believe there 1s an-
other eligible man in the village.
Which fact probably accounts,” she
added, with a sly laugh, “for Clara’s
absorption of you.”

rge bowed.

“Thanks for the compliment, Miss
Arthur.”

“Not at all.”

Maude had the sweetest temper in
the world, and her niood was last re-
gaining its wonted sunniness.

“Well, Georﬂt, I won’t scold any
more, but we'll make a bargain; you
can flirt all you choose, Fivo me equal
liberty; are you agreed?”

“On one condition; thatneither of
us abuse the privilege.”

uY‘n
“Then, my dear Georgie, I'm afraid
ml:. career will be positively reck-

Maude stood waiting for her lover,
who was toescort her to a ball at
Bedford Hall; and in her rdse colored
dress, with roses in her dark hair,look-
ed pretty enough to woo a hermit
!rtg:o his -ecblu-idon. R §

rge, who, despite his little predi-
lection for ﬂ'u-cing? was very much in
love with the girl, was lond in bis ad-
niration of her appearance; and when
the pair entered the hall together,ha
iness had lent a new light to Maud’s
taiful eyes.
ra Vanghan, a charming little
sylph in blue and silver, came trip-
ping across the floor to meet them.

“Oh, Maude,” she cried, when the
first greetings were over, “who do you
think is here—just returned from
London?"

“I'm sure I can't imagine,” said

comparstively poor one. It is said to
be likely that Waller will quit the office |
$100,000 better off than when he enter- |
od it. It is the nicest plum the ‘presi- |
dent has 3 give, but the work is very

hard and exacting. Waller's fees, net,

last year are understood to have been

over $25.000. Then in four years be

will accumulate more than he ‘ecould

bave possibly made in ten years' prac

tos of law in New London. ~

Maude.

“Another pretty girl?” asked
George, looking admiringly into
Clara’s rather bold blue eyes.

“Pretty girl, indeed. As if I should

interested in her!"” said Clara, in
. “No indeed—it's a hand.
SOmMe young man—none

E::&. ?'ld admirer, Mwm

“Is 1t possible!” cried Maude, with
a blush of undisguised pleasure.
“Why, yes—there he is, sure enough!
And how handsome he is looking!”

“Humph! Women bhave strange

“Maude,” said George, seeing his lef

“The 'I'i'mpil' to be our own con- | pl

!7 no means deiighted with this turn
of affairs.

“Oh, we don’t expect you to see
how charming he is,”” Clara fippantly
answered; “it would scarcely be nat-
ural under. the circumstances. But
Maunde and I think differently. And
oh! he's put his name on my card for
three dances!” And she flourished

rizht to forbid me to do anything™
was the lofty response.

George ground his teeth together in
impotent rage. He felt that it would
not do to take too high a hand with
the eirl in her present mood.

“I think,” added Maude, as he re-
mained silent, “that {ou have forgot-
ten our agreement of last nigitt. If
you remember——""

the bit of pasteboard in triumsh.

George stretched out his band for it.

“Is there room for my name there,
Miss Clara?”’ be asked rather stiffly,
not relishing her enthusiasm, and in-
clined to think that, after all, the
“gweet girl” had considerable *co- |
quetry about her.”

“I believe there are one ortwodane-
es left,"” she answered with an indiffer-
ence which made Maade smile, remem-
bering how different her reception of
George’s attentions had been on a
former occasion,

“You had better take what dances
you wish betore my card is filled,” she
said quietly, when her lover had re-
turned Clara's card.

“Oh, I'll attend to that after the
first dance,”’ heanswered and in anotn-
er moment they had taken their plac-
es upon the floor.

Maude said nothing; but her quiet
smile meant volumes.

George spoke little while dancing; he
was nottlts by the marked change in
Clara’s manner. He did not care a
straw for the girl, but his vanity was
wounded. He furtively watched her
as she danced with Btephen Black—a
singularly handsome man, heacknowl-
edged to himself—and observed all her
little airs and graces—the very arts
which she had employed to please him
not long ago. The moment the dance
was over he seated Maude ‘beside

take Clara, determined to divert her
attention from this interloper. Clara,
"on the other hand, was bent ob re-
taining Mr. Black lzher side, and her
chagrin could not concealed when
he, glad of the pretext afforded b
George's approach bowed himself
away and walked across the room (o |
Maude.

Ten minutes after,when George, mer-
cilessly snubbed by Clara, disconso-
lately sought his betrothed, hissmart-
ing vanity needing the balm of her
unwavering devotion, he found her
talking gaily with Mr. Black, who
made no effort to conceal his appre-
ciation of her socisty. With easy
grace she introduced the two gentle-
men, who bowed stifly to each other,
then resumed her conversation, which
consisted of old reminiscences in which
George had no share, therefore he
coald take no part in their talk.

In a moment he had forgotten all
about Clara and his petty annoyance
on her account, while a pang of real
jealously seized his heart.. For
the first time in his knowledge
of her he saw Maude entire-
ly engrossed with another
man, that man a former suitor, and
his experience was not a pleasant one.
He stood begide her for some time,
waiting for a word or look; but she
had seemingly forgotten his very exist-
ence. Bg-nnd-by he quietly touched |
her hand. |

“Will you give me your -card,
Maude?”’ he asked, as she looked
around.

“Certainly,” she smilingly answer-
ed; “but I'm afraid all the dances are
gone.”

He looked at it without a word; as
she had said, there was not one dance

t.
“I told you when we entered the
room that you had better secure as
many as you desired,” she sdid, in
answer to his look of reproach. And
ne, remembering his indifference,
could answer nothing,
That was the most miserable even-
ing George Campbell ever spent.
Maude, in the gayest of spirits, was so
absorbed by Stephen Black that he
had no opportunity to exchangemore
than halPa dozen words with her dur-
ing the entire e¢vening. Nor was he
the only sufferer; Clara Vaughan, al-
ways on the lookout for fresh con-
guest,s, had determined to secure
tephen’s attention, and was made
ahsolutely furious by his devotion to
Maude. Bhe could not retain- him by
her side for threeconsecutive minutes;
her blandishments fell less on this
man of the world, who knew every
hrase of a coquet’s art, and thought
ara rather a clumsy work-woman,
though she did very well for a village
girl. Maude's simple frankness and
absence of s¢lf-consciousness suited
him far better, and he remained by
her side as much as possible.
But Clara had determined uponone
grand effort, and latein the evening
proceeded to make it.
Mr. Black and Maude were still
laughing and talking together in a
corner o! the ball-room. Near b
stood George Campbell, his face dar
with anger, when Clara came tripping
towards him, her face wreathed with
artificial emiles.
“Oh, Mr. Campbelll” she cried; “I
am ja sach a quandary! Uncle and
aunt have gone home without me, and
I have no escort, and it 18 so late!”
Bhe paused r - d looked appealingly
—not at George, but Stephen, fuily
expecting that he would offer to do
escort duty. But he seemed blind and
deaf to all but his companion, and
George was forced to respond.
“I shall be glad to see you to your
home, Miss Clara, if Miss Arthur will
walt here until my return,” he said,
slowly and reluctantly.
At this moment Stephen suddenly
recovered sight and hearing. !
“‘Allow me to relieve you of the care |
of Miss Arthur,” he courteously said, |
turning to George. “I have a car- ’

riage below, and shall be delighted to
take her home.”
Before the irate lover could answer,
Maude spoke.

“Thank you, Mr. Black; that will
adjust matters nicely,” she said, with
& bright smile. ‘“You need give your-
séll no concern on my “account, Mr.
Campbell, but attend to Clara, it you

M "

What could George say? His face
grew darker than before as he stam-
mered out something about being
;}Ind to oblige all parties,” then offer-
his arm to the no less discomfited
Clara, and strode rspidl{ away. And
it is certain that the little cognet nev-
er had a less entertaining escort than
young Campbell was that night.
An h?ur l.t;r. Msug;l :l’i.g:dson g::
steps of her house, bi
Black good-night. v l
“And I may call to take you to ride |
to-morrow?"” he said, on parting.
“Yes, Ishall be delighted to ro.”
said Maunde; and then Mr. Black
sprang into his carriage and drove |

rapidly away. .
to enter the house,

aude turned
when a well-known voice arrested her. |
“Maude—one moment—I must speak
to you!”

A gleam of amusement crossed the
girl's arch face as she turned to con-
front her lover. Not that there was
anything calculated to create amuse-
ment in the young man’s appearance,
for he was ahsolutely white with pas-
sion and jealousy.

“Why, George! is that you?" asked
Maude in innocent suﬁu “Where
h G".,n )\‘_"o
*Confound Clara!” he exclaimed,too
much in earnest to appear ridiculous.
“If it had not been for her—but never
mind that. Maude, are you going to
ride with that fellow to-morrow?”
“Certainly I wm,” she coolly an-
swered. “Why nwot?”

“Because I iorbid it,” he hotly an-
: '

beauty,” grumbled George,

swered.
“My dear boy, yog, have as yet no

some of her friends and rushed off to |

‘during & record in history as bave

“I remember nothing except that I
was a fool, Maude!” burst out George,
seizing her hand and holding it tight.
“My darling, I have suffered so much
to-night that I can understand how
unfairly I treated you when I flirted
with that artful little coguet—""

“My dear George,” said Maude, sol-
emnly, I am surprised to see that
you dislike Miss Vaughan. In my
opinion she is a sweet giel, without—"

“Ah, Maudie, show mesome mercy!”

George, encouraged by the sly
mischief in the girl’s eyes to carry the
hand he held to his lips. *“I have be-
haved like an unmitigated idiot, and
don’t deserve forgiveness; but wou'll
not be cruel to me, will you dear?”

For answer, Maudeextended to him
ber other hand. i

“Yes, Georgie, I forgive you,” she
said, meeting his ardent gaze with her
frank, truthful eyes. ‘““But you must

let me accept Stephen’s invitation for
‘| no rignt to furnish his little home as

to-morrow.”

“No, no, Maude—I connot consent
to that.”

“Not if I tell you that heis my
cousin’'s husband and has been for
the last two years, you dear, jealous
simpleton? Oh, George, I'veonly been
giving you a lesson that you needed,
and Stephen helped me with it. Don't
you think we succeceded?”

And George, now radiantly happy

ain, admitted that they had.

ell, the lesson cured him. From
that time there was not & more de-
voted lover in the world than George
Campbell.

FAMOUS SHREWS.

Women Who Have Scolded Their
Way Into History.

Louisville Courier-Journal.
Some of the shrews have had as en-

some of the beauties, though owing
their fame to a very opposite quality.
England and France supply the most
prominent specimens.

Royalty first, however. Mathilda,
Empress and claimant against King
Stephen for the crown of England, has
lelt a fair claim to a masterful tem-

Geoffry Weston bad eloped with &
millionaire’s daughter, one fine morn-
| ing, and the father of the girl had dig-
inherited her and cast her off forever.
Then Geoffry had held his wife in his
arms and sworn, by everything he
held most sacred, that the girl who
had sacrificed so much for him should
not want for anything. ;
“Never,” he declared, “while I bave
| ten fingers and all my senses aud can
| work, beg, steal or murder to get it.”

“Oh, hush,” cried the little wifs,
with both hands over his mouth,
“don’t say wicked things.” But she
did not think Geoffry was really as
much in earnest as he was; she only
thought be meant to do his best for
her.

The young man was deep in his em-
ployer's confidence. He handled
quantities of money every day, and
bhad keys to the great sale and con-
trol of the account books; but Geof-
try had only a good salary, and had

luxuriously as he did. The girl knew
nothing of the ways and means.
When in the course of a year her
father—a widower—married a school-
mate of her own, and she began to
meet this girl occasionally, she also
began to vie with her in costume, and
bills came in to Geoffry from milliner
and jeweler, as well as from grocer
and butcher. He could not pay them
all. He did what he could, paying a
little here and a little there;
staying off this one, satis-
fying that. It was a hard task, but
be never told his wife a word aboutit.
At last the time came when there
seemed to be no hope of evading the
consequence any longer, and desperate
thoughts ol what he might do, if he
would, made him shudder. In this
mopd he went home one night to find
his wile in tears. She held a little
note in her hand, which she thrust in-
to her pocket, but her strength of
mind was not sufficient to keep it

there. At a question, out it came.
“It’s from Madame Flouncette,” she
said. “I wanted her to make me a

new costume for Mrs. Ashforth’slawn
party, and she's written me the most
impertinent answer. The mean thing!
TI'll just go to somebody else. I want

perament. Queen Elizabeth, great as |
she was, exhibits herselt in some of
her letters and actions, as when |
she boxed Essex's ears, as a right |
royal shrew. 8o was Catherine de |
Medici. 8o, emphatically, was Chris-
tina ot Sweden, who caused her
chamberlain, Monaldeschi, in theright
of her prerogative, to be strangled in
a palace of the King of France. So
was Catherine of Russia a shrew, who
had absolute power to back up her
shrewishness.

In Henry VIIL’s reign Lady More,
wife of the great-and good Sir Thom-
as, stands out as a wery definite
shrew who ruled her husband and
thildren alike with much austerity.
But she does not, though she liked her
Own way, appear, 8o far as we can see
in any way, to come ug to Lady Coke,
in James 1.’s reign. This lady drove
her busband, the terrible chief justice
(of whom James himsell said: ‘Nay,
mon, if Coke gendsfor me I must go™),
nearly frantic. The subject was their
daughter’s marriage. Lady Coke was
& furious, indefatigable, resolute, and
most accomplished scold.

Now for a French one little known
to English readers in generAl. Ehe
was Mme. de Vervins, who in the sev-
enteenth century was a fine specim
of the species. 8he told her servan
to kill those of a lady, whom her
lackeys insulted for venturing
to defend their mistress. She
bullied her husband incessantly, and
on one occasion mn a quarrel used her
riding whip as an argument. She ha-
bitually beat her servants violently.
Bhe scolded her acquaintances for the
least difference of opinion,unfavorable
criticism or most minute slight offer-
ed to her or fancied by her, and plot-
ted their assassination if they opposed
ber imperious and arbitrary nature.

Another woman of the same type,
who loved to play the shrewd in pub-
lic, and es in.l! at balls and par-
ties,- was Mme, d'Orgeval. She lived
in the same time as Mme. d’Vervius.
Mme. d’Orgeval gave great entertain-
ments, but she and her daughter, ac-
cording to French memoirs, chiefly
loved doing insolent things in & polite
manner. On all occasions Mme. d'Or-
geval's temper was furious if any lady
danced better or oftener than her
daughter. In one Instance of this she
told the lady who offended her that if
she continved dancing she would sto
the ball. Bhe bullied her guests wit
vigor, and- demanded her own way in

everything.

Returning to England, our gllery
of portraits must not omit Barah,
first Duchess of Marlborough, whose
violent temper made her generally
dreaded. She had the good quality
of loving her husband, thefamous gen-
eral, and thinking him theforemost of
men. But to everycne else she could
be a shrew on occasion. Poor Queen
Anne was afraid of her. She bullied
her as if she was a nobody. Andin
the MS. room of the British museum
much contemporary light is thrown
on this subject by a remarkable letter
to be seen there, written at the time,
and describing an order sent to the
duke and duchess to give up their in-
eignia of office without notice, and tell-
ing the latter that she was not to
ccme to the Queen, who, no doubt,
was afraid of her. This was at the
time wheo her enemies’ intrigues (led
b, bhe:d cousin, Miss Mashan, whom

placed at courtin herinter-
est) were successfnl.

Told to a Tenderfoot.
Harper's Bazar.

This tale is being told by the wits
in town, who are jealous less it get in-
to print. The scene is laid in the Bad
Landsdf the Little Missouri, whithera
Government commission has been sent
to investigate the causes and nature of
the amazing petrifications found in
that region. cow-boy, employed as
aguide, is whetting the appetites of the
savants for what they are to ses.

“Come with me,” he says, “and
I will take you to where there isa
big fiell of waving grain, just as you
see it in the East in autumn; but petri-
fied—all petrified. Then Iwill take you
to Btony Creek and show you a river,
with its runniug current, and fishes
swimm in it, and on the banks
grass and trees, and birds: and squir-
rels running and hopping’ among the
brauches; but petrified—all petrified.
And forty miles turther on, at bioody
Gulch, I'll show you a canon where
two oliffs face one another, almost in
the clouds, and in the air luging
from one crag to the other, ' show
you & buffalo, with his tail up and his
;):"blu!ng but petrified—all petri-

“Hold up! hold up!” cried the sa-
vants; “remember the laws of nature.
A buffalo could not hang suspended
in the nir. You have forgotten the
laws of gravity.”

“No, I hain't nutber,” said the cow-
boy; “the laws o’ gravity’s thar, as
w'l'ay; but it's petrified—all petr-

le always
t are. Oh, Geoffry! to tmfto what I

" on the road to fortune.

a very pretty dress. My stepmother
will be there, and she sayssuch horrid
things; and father warned me that
I'd be in rags if 1 married you, and
you said you'd never let me need any-
thing. Now it is time to prove you
meant it all.”

“] did mean 1t,” said Geoffry,
“You shall have the money, Rosa.”
He left the room, went out into the
hall and paced slowly up and down.

_"‘Come to supper, Geoflry,"” said his
wife. -

But heanswered:

“I’ll be back in & moment.”

And she heard him shut the door
behind him.

As he did so the safe key fell from
the pocket of the coat he carried on
his arm, to the marble floor of the
vestibule. He stopped to pick it up,
but Rosa heard the sound and knew
it. Her husband had a bad habit of
dropping that key.

She ran to the window and saw him
take a car that passed the corner in
the direction of his place of business.
His movements were more rapid and
nervous than usual.

A cold chill ran through her frame,
dread of she knew not what.

“What a child I am,” she thought.

Then the words that he had utttered
gn their wedding day came back to

er: .

“I will work, beg, steal or murder
to get you all you want.”

ow she had put her hands over
his lips to stop him; still not believing
that he would ever do anything
wrong; but now—now what had she
done?

Suddenly her own folly rose before
ber, plainly defined to sight. She knew
how much her husband made, how
much they spent. He must be unable
to meet his expenses. Her poor Geol-
fry! How could she have been so
blind? And now, under the pressure
of her foolish fretting for & new dress,
he bad gone, as bhe said, “to get the
morey."”

How? Where?

Sheremembered the fateof afaithless
clerk ot her father's, and remembered
that it was said “he stole for the
sake of an extravagant wife.”” And
her heart smote her.

What co uld she da?

Was it an angei that whispered in
her ear, “Follow him?"

Afterward she thought so.

Bhe caught upa hat and sacque and
ran out, putting on her gloves as she
went.

She took a car anu went straignt to
her husband’s place of business.

The street was dark and lonely; no
one was astir; but through a crack of
the closed shutter she saw a light
shine. She tried the door. It opemed
under her touch and she entered.

Some one had lit thegas in the inner
room. It threw a shadow high n
the wall. Now the shadow vanished.
Trembling with excitement she crept
up to the very door, and saw her hus-
band bending over the great safe.

He turned fiercely, with his hand at
a pocket in which she knew he carried

a pistol. ;

“Who is there?” he asked in & fu-
rious whisper.

And she answered.

“Orly Rosa.” s

And bhe sank down bulldo a desk
and looked at her strangely.

“You here!” he said. “Why did
you follow me?” 1

“] was frightened," she said.

“80 was 1,”" he said. “I remember-
ed to have left the safe unlocked, but
it’s all right now.”

“No, Geoffry,” answered Rosa, “it's

all: wrong. I am no longer & foolish ! baby’

bady. Iseem to have come back to
myj.:all. Put that money back. If
this is the first time I have driven you
to such a th! 1 will thank God for
it. You have kept your vow; even to
steal for me. Have mercy on me and
break it. Put the money <4

Geoffry looked at her in

ment.
“Tell me all,” she said. *“Tell me
all, darling.”
And in that lonely place the two
onng people talked together for long

ours.

“We will sell the piano and my jew-
elry and all that we do not need,”
said the girl at last, *and I will kee
house for you as & poor man'’s
should, and we will be just as ha&gy
as we have been together. hnﬁ
should we not? And in time we
be better off. Atleast we will be honest
—and safe, as honest

might have driven you!” v
They walked home together, arm in
‘arm, and the nl:.le da n:t. téo.;ork to
struggle out the load of debt upon
their shoulders. It was & hard task,
but they succeeded at last, ard to-
day are happy and prosperous and

Yet I think that Rosa, when she
kneels to pray at night, mbrg:
what might bave been; and in
husband’s heart is a certain thankful-
ness for his escape from the ‘edge of
the black precipice over which =0

SETH DAKIN’S “FICCERIN'.”
After all His Work the Balance Re~
mained in

He was not s ma but
from his youth up be had been “figger-
in",” as he pronounced it, a form of
expression common to most honest
business men, and some women, not
Bostonian in elegance, but very pop-
ular with “the masses.”

He done some figgerin, when hemade
up his mind to marry sweet, pretty
Nellie Marlow who taught in the pri-
m ment of the publicschool,
and own him since she was a
wee toddler, and he was a gawky,
freckled-face school-boy.

“I've been figgerin,” he said to his
landlady, as he sat one night with
Fencil and paper before him. Shehad
ooked in to collect his board bill. &
‘r?’ek belfore it was due, to protect her-
self.

“I've figured it out that it’s as
cheap for two to live as one. I mean
that it won't cost me any moreto
get married and take care of a wile
than it does to live single. You see,
I've figgered it all out. e same fire
will do for both, and I wont have to
ray out for mending, and there's a
ot of wazu a L? man spends
money with his Iriends that he can
save if he has some one to look after
him. I've got it all down here and
added up, and there is a balance in
favor of my plan on the credit side.”

“He's figger:n' on the rule that
what ain’t enough for one is plenty
and to spare for two,” thought his
landlady, ‘“twon’t work, butit’snone
of my aflairs.”

Beth Dakin married the little school
mistress, and for a brie! year they
boarded with his former landlady in
such a pinched and subdued style
that they were comfortably wretched
most of the time, and had it not been
for the genuine love that existed be-
tween ‘them, could never have sur-
vived their domestic hardshi At
the end of the year Seth did some
more “fi in"."”

This time he figured himselt into a
house and lot, on some installment
ﬁlm. and it looked so feasible that

ellie clapped her hands with enthusi-
asm—very thin, white hands they
were too.

“‘Are you sure it can be done?” she
asked anxiously, as she reckoned up
the long column ot figures. *“Can we
ever pay for them?”

“FEasiest thing in the world, dear,”
Beth answered gently. He was ve
fond of his Nellie. If she had nocloa
fit to wear neither did he have anhy
overcoat, but went out on the coldest
day buttoned up and trim.

“You've forgotten your overcoat,
Mr. Dakin,” said a polite friend to
him one day; “aren’t you cold?”’
= ‘N-n-n-ever w-wear o-o-ne,’’ stam-
mered the poor fellow, shivering like a
hungry dog over a bone, “I s-s-should

d-despise to r-r-oll up I-l-ike an o-o-ld
w-woman!”’

You see he waa only a clerk on a
beggarly stipend in & time and place
that demanded luxuries; carpets in-
stead of bare floors; meat and
pienstead ofbrown loaves orcabbage
and beans; he could as well have turn-
ed cannibal as to have tried to do
without the kind of food they had
been reared upon.

“Figgers don't lie,”” he said cheerful-
ly, “*Nellie, we'll have a home.”

The house was built for them and
they moved in. For another year
they pinched and sayed, and pared
down to the bone. Then SBeth gegan
to *‘figger’’ again.

This time it was the baby.

He was as cheerful and light-heart-
ed—not the baby but Seth—as if the
debt on the house was not staring
themin the face. He whistled and sung,
and one night he sat down beside Nel-
lie and showed her two long columns
of credit and debt.

“I‘ve been figzerin’,”’he said gaily,
“and that little shaver over there
isn‘t going to cost us a cent. I‘ve put
every thing down that he can possi-
bly need for a year, and it only adds
up $50. Why, I can make that by
writing up books in the evenings this
winter.”

Nel'ie smiled, but it was a sad wan
smile. Bhe began to see how Beth's
“figerin’ '’ came out—always a deficit
instead of a balance, but she hadn’t
the heart to discourage him.

The baby w and thrived. His
mother was his nurse. She was also
chief cook and seamstress, as well as
mistress and housekeeper.

“I've been figgerin',” ng

from going anywhere, 80 we can't
spend any money for outside pleasures
we try. And we're ever so much
h.ppler togethet, ain't we, little mam-
ma?"’ b

tired, but she assented with her w
heart to what Seth said. Here was
ber world. These two were her treas-

ures.

They had barely been able to pay
the interest on their home with all of
Beth'’s “‘figgerin’,’”’ when the baby was
taken very ill and a doctor was called

in.
Then followed a dreadful siege of
sickness. The doctor came thrée and
four times a day. The father and
mother were watchers and nurses
themselves, but at last the little fel-
low was saved and the long, dreadful
anxiety was over.
k;.l‘heu Both“brogxht_ out that well-
own pencil an r.
"I'vomboen ﬂmel:l“n?f" he said, but
this time more gravely than was his
went, “and it -seema to me now, if
nuthing ha) that we'll have the
house and lot Pddlor inside of five
years—that ain’t long, Nellie, is it?"
Nellie did not answer. She was
looking at the thin hand—oh, so
much thinner than hers had ever been
| —that held the fatal penc!l in such a
jaunty way. Her eyes were full of
tears.

“You're worn out,” he said kindly,
“but you -needn’t .worry, dear; t
-.._l’l right now, and I've been

“T've been figuring, t0o,” said Nel-
lie, *‘and after this I am fomg to be
accountant of the firm. You've lost

our place, Beth, at thestore, but

've taken it. I am glad I learned
bookkeeping and I need a change of
work. ter Alide is coming to take
care of the house and the baby, and
you are to take a vacation.”

He gave her one stricken Jook, then
bo his head on his arms, and if he
wept it did honor to his
and was navght to be ashamed o
gince it was God’s will that be sh
be laid aside.

The doctor was at the bottom ol it
all. He saw that worry and priva-
tion and hope deferred had sap
the very depths of Beth Darkin’s life,
and now the end was very near. .

“Brave Nellie! true little wifel
went down to thestore every morning
swallowing hard all the way to keep
down the sobs she had no time to ut-
ter. BSheis there yet, clad in her wid-
ow’s weeds, Y“hu daily ;’ith kmn
strong, resolute purpose—! eep
Beth’s home for Beth’s boy—and she
will do it, never doubt.

The to Beth. He

po';l.aa“ xh lgoking at the
Was ¥
he turned to Nellie.
i been figgerin’,” he daid in the '
old, cheerful 3 “T've figrered
'out—and thers's—

an Seth one 3‘1 o8 , ch " he said.
evening, ‘“that the baby is the best‘ﬂ s ralet,

economist in the family. He keeps us, | egirrg«0ff the Princess to- t belore

The little mamma look«hi [ oice that her bigness wouid nowd
who

In ancient when all was

‘A-nd Lond:’-;ﬂopmrﬂ:o-
Dan Cupid fed on rmatic tare,

Aund lived a country life.

Ho roee betimes at break of day,
And round the country harried;
Upstirring hearts that were unwed,
And soothing down the married.

.

But then, on wider mischiel bent,
He hied him to the city;

And finding much to suit his taste
He staved st r-—more's the pitv.

They leasted him on golden grain,
" And wine in golden jars.
T hey ira his pretty nakedness
In ﬂcbmlolh’ul gold,
And set him up in business,
Where Love was bought and sold.
And thus he led a city life,

Forgetting his nativity;
Bince then he's gone from bad to
From Cupid to cupidity.

—Eruior Srocx.

STORY OF THE GOLDEN AGE.

New York Independent.
A great while ago there once lived a
very beautiful and very richlittle prin-

woree,

that suitors from all parts of the
world came flocking in shoals to her
palace, wearing out pantaloons by the
million in protracted and agonising
kneeling at her tiny feet.

Notwithstanding the glory of it,
however, the little princess did not
much enjoy this sort of thing; for
whereas other young ladies could
spend their time in making delightful
slippers and comfortables for their
friends, this poor little thing had to
employ all hers in knitting everlasting
mittens (which are very awk-
ward, disagreeable things to make,
sides being never pleasantly accepted),
80 that many a time did she wish she
might only have been born married,
and thus have been spared this con-
tinual worry and vexation.

For she was a proud, fastidious lit-
tle princess, and declared that she
never would marry until she had
found one who was in every way her
superior, as was, ot course, all ex-
tremely right and proper; only, though
all kinds of paragons came to woo,
somehow or other none of them ever
proved superior enough to succeed in
winning the little princess for his bride.
It really was pitiable to see so many
fine fellows turned off daily; but the
princess was become so accustom-
ed to it that she grew callous
hearted on the subject; and when she
heard that of the thousands rejected,
seven or eight shot themselves, five or
six felt badly and three or four cut
their wisdom teeth, and one or two
stayed single, all for her sweet sake,
she never shed a tear.

But one day, as a hundred or so
stood in the outer court of the palace
squeezing on their gloves and practic-
ing tender glances and sighs, prepara-
tory to enteringthefair one’s presence,
& young man, of very different appear-
ance from the rest, came quietly up
and joined them.

“Well, fellow,” said the others,
“what errand brings you here?”

“The same as that on which you
same,” answered he tranquilly, “save
that I shall succeed where you wll
fail. Icome to wed the princes."”

“You!” they exclaimed in chorus,
looking at him with scorn, for he was
plainly dressed and of unimposing as-

“You! You pretend to be her
superior! You indeed!”

“I am,” he replied, unmoved. “For
I love her, and love ennobles.

Whereat the others laughed con:
temptuously.

“Just hear the fool!” cried one.
“This graceless dares to love!"

“Put him out!” screamed auother.
“The cut of his mantle is antique,
and he has no buckles to his shoes,
no powder to his hair. Bah! Itis
scandnlous to have him about!”

“Let him stay,” said a third, with
a shrug. “It is as well to have &
valet at one’s back.” i S

dedh young man. at whom these
ﬁg‘:};mn caet smiled eompongly.
“" ou
yhonall me valet shall yet sce me
your very eyes.”

A murmur of derision ran t
“thécrowd. But at that moment t
palace doors were thrown open, and
the court herald announced in & loud

receive offers; and that Eomg
suitors would please take the left
hand door, that thus collisions: of &
g:inlul and disturbing nature might

avoided, and that, furthermo

no suicides were allowed in the roy
resence. An immediate rush ensued
ward theentrance, whicho di-
rectly into the great hall w the
griuceu sat upon her throme, with
housands of cushions lying before her
on the floor, that suitors t not

on the marble pavemen
ho?bnds. filled with
po : :

to describe this princess. Had Web-
ster or Worcester or any. other dic-
tionarian being seen her, he would cer-
tawnly have invented some on
the spot, more aapable of
the charm and grace and perfect
portion of feature,

which went to make up thie

extolling their several excellences a

advantages over each other and every-
body else, and modestly bringing into
view those points wherein they bid
defiance to the human race at

day, as yesterday, none was
superior to the princess; one

other was duly admitted and dismiss-

ed with a consolatory cigar, and the

mise that his name should not

in to Mrs. Grundy, who, pen

in hand, sat in the 8 chair;
and still the little mm

smiling peerless, upon her throne,
in ro .l.%m wearyi

neu:’Yoc all this ﬂi&'tﬂm
youngman who had comein with the
rest;said never & word to

§
:

g

i

* mauny erring ones have fallen.

Pk

cess. So beautiful and rich was she, !

various sized mittens, were
up artistically in tlie w Dati,
“Beautiful’’ is no fit'w wherewith

and e3pired to be divinities. But to- | tP®

;mp'.;, friend, is that your wede

whom 1 love will lock to ﬁ&
heart rather than to the raiment,”
m'nlhum.wndg:w
ly as before; the Princess re-
buoked and bit i

no in your

“Yet you brlnq
hands,” !bo said. “How dare you ask
ought of me?"’

looked at her and smiled, and
she saw that his amile was sweet.

“Lady, I claim but rlntor gitt. I
bring you my heart. Give me there-
fore yours.”

“Yet you do not kneel in the ask-
ing,” she said. ‘‘How may I listen
to such a prayer?”’

s .'P;leyln!m—&ﬂd he look-
ed tall and noble standing nm:
alone, amid the sea of bowed
around—*“I do not kneel, because I
come neither to beg nor to pray, but
to demand my right.”

“How dare you!” cried the princess,
frightened at lancuage so strangely
unsoftened to meet her delicate royal
ears. “How dare you?”

“Love dn: cllﬁ :ir hnx;o love,” an-
swered he, and smiled still.

[ | bubv:'lwom that I will wed none -
save him, who is in all my superior,
said the princess, and looked at him
curiously. ‘Do you-call yourself mi
superior? Are you so vain?’ An
she drew up her exquisite head, and

hed a low, gurgling laugh.

“No,” he anaw “For love is
humble; yet as humility is superior to
vanity, you are inferior to me in so
far as you olaim superiority.” g

“Am I vain, then?" asked the prin-
cess in Fhv surprise.

“No,” thundered the crowd of suit-
ors behind, “No! No! No! To the
death with him who affirms it! No!
No! A thousand times no!”

“Yes,” said the young man who
stood before her; and though hespoke
80 low, she heard him above all the
rest, ard hung Licr lovely head.

“‘At least,” she said, “how can you
vie with me in birth? Iam a princess
and sit upon a throne; and you—"'

“Your throne is senseless marble
and cold, dead stone,” said he “and
mine is & woman’s heart.”

“You are poor,” said she, “and I
am rich.”

“Nay, it is you who are poor,"” be
replied, “‘since earth's sorest povert
is the having only self to love; and
am rich, for loving is wealth, and I

have loved long and well.” k
“But 1 am wise and learned,” said
she. “I have studied much and pro-

1loundly. Can you know more than
"

“Yes,” answered he; “for I have
learned that I amignorant and earth’s
bi;hut wisdom can teach no more.”

*But I am beautiful,” she said, with
& blush that spread over her face
like the sunsetglow over a lily. *‘And
youu__

“A beauty that sees but self is
blind,” he answered, "‘and blindness
in a deformity, It is I therelore, who
am beautiful, for you so fill my heart
that wherever I am, you are present.”

“They say 1 am good,” stammered
the huﬂs princess as a final plea. And
tears stood in her wonderful eyes.

The young man came nearer and
smiled again, and in hissmile wers only

ity and tendernces and love. *“Yet
By our own showing you ure selfish
and vain and weak,"” he said softly.

“And you?"’ usked tie princess, tiem-
ulously, yet smilling up at him as she
spoke, “‘are you so much better Qan
1 ”n

“Yes,” he said, “for I am Love him-
gelf, and what is there upon earth
that is truer and stronger and purer
and better than Love?'

And the little princess, looking at
him, suddenly saw a great glory flash
out in his face, and his quaint garb
fell off and he stood before her clad in
robes of scarlet and gold, and a king-
ly sceptre was in his band, aod he
had wings, such as we dream angels
bave, and his name, “Love,'"” stood
like & jeweled crown above his fore-
head. And the princess hid her face
in her hands and sobbed for very f
shame. ]

“] have found Love at last,”
said. *“It is he for whom I have w
ed 80 long, and searched so far
wide. Only Love dared claim
Only Jove knew how to win me.
Love could teach me to love g

And then Love bent over her, an
folded her in his close, strong arms,
and flew away with her right up into
the far off, wonderful seventh heaven,
where none but those who know Love
have ever been. And the suitors staid
behind with their mittens and their
cigars, and their promises that none
should aver know their names, and
were sulky, and pretended to outsid-
ers that “‘they never could tell what it
was 80 immensely superior that the

saw in that fellow!” Only

kily the world’s echocs cannot

reach so lar as up to tho seventh

heaven, and the little princess never
heard what t said. |

But,my friends, thisis only a fairy
ltorn and, of course could never hap-
pen in real life, you know.

Painstaking.

“What is worth doing at all is
worth doing well,” is an excellent
motto for every young person to fol-
low. Not only does practicing this
adage establish habits of carefulness,

speed and accuracy, but it lays agood
foundation !or.clyﬁcou' lny'llb. A

1 “But I should have known it was
there, No; I'll take only the dollar
aod a hall.,” And he

»




