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Ix 1861 England imported 150,000, -
000 pounds of wool, and 615,000,000
pounds two years ago.

Tue state officers of Texus have re-
fased to nccept the new capitol build-
ing which was erected by Chicago con-
tractors.

Zacaariam Hasa is the oldest in-
habitant of Chandlerville, 11l. It is an
astonishing fact that Hash hasn’t & hair
on his head.

VicToriEN SARDOU praises Daly's
company, but does not take much
stock in Shakespeare. Poor Shake-
speare! These are sad days for him.

Pavi. KorcHALSKY is a Russian
musical prodigy. -He I8 ouly four
years old aad hedisplayed a wonder-
ful genius for music in his second
year,

Lester W. Masrey, of Fair Haven,
Coon., died Monday st the age of
eighty. He had been a sexton for
twenty years and had made 2,000
graves,

During the month of August 14,000
umbrelias were left in the railway car-
ringes of the United Kingdom, and
67,000 different articles of all sorts
were lost.

Tax Marquis of Salisbury has present-
ed his second son with the family liv-
ing of Hatfield, worth $10,000 a year.
Tho young wan was not able to make
a living for himsell.

Mgs. CarvLisce is undergoing her
first housekeeping experience in Wash-
ington and likes it. She is vory hos-
pitable aud dislikes to see a vacaut
place at her dinner table.

WE rece.ve 17,000,000 cocoanuts per
year from Central America. In ralny
weather the trees shed two cocoanuts
in three days and one every two days
on fair days. They averagea bout 180
nuts per year.

ALBERTA GALLATIN. great-grand-
daughtor of Albert Gallatia, the states-
man. is to become a theatrical star.
She intends to elevate the stage by
wearing the Directoire dress made for
her great-grandmother in France

Saeer busbandry continues to
diminish east of the Missiasippl River,
while increasing in the southwest and
on the great plainsg. There have been
gains this year in Wyomng and
Texas, but decreases in Colorade,
Michigan and Ohio.

MRr. GLADSTONE says that he can
hold out no Lope that he will be ablle
to take part in any political work alter
the scttioment of the Irisn question.
His ove aim in life is to secure home
rule for Irelnnd. That done, he be-
lieves his public work wil' be ended

WiLLiam Scorry, aliss “Lord Scul-
ly, the alion Illinois landlord, will of-
for his farms for sale, an!l dispose of
all of his property in that state. By
enforcement of lien land law, Scully’s
system of *rack renting" has been
broken up, his lenants refusing to pay
renk

Tux pepperm nt crop of M ehigan.
which, in St. Joseph and neighboring
counties, in 1886 amonnted to 75,000
pounds, fell to 60,000 pounds in 1887,
aud the crop is estimate | at only 40,-
000 pouunds this year, owing lo
drought. An advance in the prics of
mint oil is looked for.

rerv

CAPTURING grasshoppers Is now a
favorite occapation in soms, parts of
Minnesota. The popular method of
eapture b to cover the inner arc of a
wheeled wire tooth rake with cotton
oloth and drive whore the grasshoppers
are thickest. In a short time .u few
bushels of the pests are collected on
the cloth.

Warr Warrmay, the good gray poe',
is still confined to his room and enunot
walk, but oxpects to recover his usual
health, wh ch is not very good, before

long. He considers his recent attack
of paralysis the 1i" * *'ut he has had
since the war. ) ns his cheerlul
spirits and prove .~ uck and poesy

sometimes go logo.aur.

¢ is said that as much as tea per
oent. of the riew crop ls consumed by
the rice birds. Bosides the nctual loss
fo rice, the expense of saving the
balance of the crup is cons dernble, as
tons of powder and shot are consumed,
and a consideruble amount paid in
wages to the *winders” who unre
hired to scare the birds from the fields.

Tae widows of four presidents of th
United States—Mmes, Polk, Tyler,
Grant and Garlield —are receiving gov-
ernment pensivns of £5,000 a yoar,
The widows of the three Major Gen-
nerals—Mmes, Blair, Hancock and
Logsn—are receiving pensions of $2.-
000 a year. The wdow of General
Sheridan will come between the two,
with a pension of 3, 500.

Tone United Staies is the Kost
consuming country of raisins ia the
world, and reliable authorities esti-
mate the consumption at aboyt 2,0)0,-
000 boxes of tweaty-two pounds each,
which, at an average of $2 per box,
shows an expendilure of $4,000 000
per annum for one artlicle in dried
fruit The amount referred lo repro-
sents, say 1,000,000 boxes of Valencia
750,000 boxes of Californ:a, 200,000
boxes of Malaga and 100,000 boxes of
Smyran, The crop of the ,world for
the present season is estimated in
round numbers at 6,500,000 boyes,

Tae story of how Gen. Andrew
Jackson got the name of Old Hickory
is again going the rounds, and will bo
now to some. During the Creek war
be lind & bad cold, and his soldiers
mude for him a shelter of hickory
bark. The next moraing a tipsy sol-
dier not knowing who was under the
bark, kioked it over. As the general
speechless with rage, struggled ont of
the ruine, the sold.er yelled, “Heiio,
Ol Hickory! Come out of your bark
and take s drink!” When the sol-
ders saw Jackson shuking the barlg
from his uniform, they gwve three

THE MO%G_AN WILL.

I had been admitted to the bar,
but as I had very little practice and
found myself with plenty of time on
my hands, I had got into the habit
of dropping in to chat with a news-
dealer who kept a stand not far ffom
my office. 0ld Bowls, a8 everybody
called him, dealt also in waste paper
and rags, which he sold to the paper-
makers.

One evening he wassorting a lot of
rubbish, when my practiced eye
lighted on what appeared tobea
legal document, bound with blue
tape. Itook it up, and saw that it
was marked “Last Will and Testa-

ment."”
I opened it and commenced tf
read:

Tn the hate of God: Amen. Know all men
by these presents, that I, James Morgan. bé-
ing of sound mind und disposing memory,
do make and publish this Yiy last will and
tegtament.

“What's that you say?"’ demanded
Bowls, as he dropped a handful of
pa{)er and looked up at me.

relreeted what I had read,

“All right,” he said, *“Now read

on, Sgluire."
“T give and bequeath to my adopt-
ed daughter, Elizabeth Morgan, oth-
erwise known as ‘Elizabeth Summers,’
all my personal~ and real property,
after the payment of my funeral ex-
penses and my just debts.”

“Heavens!” ~ exclaimed Bowles,
“that must be the will ofold Morgan,
who died four years ago—it wassaid,
intestate. He left not less than $100,-
000, that all went to remote heirs
though everybody expected it would
have been left to this very, Elizabeth
Summers, his adopted daughter.”

“What has become of the adopted
daughter?” 1 asked.

“I do not know, but I think I can
find out.”

“How much of this property is real
estate? and where is it situated?”

“Well, there is the Oakdale planta-
tion which lies about five miles out
from here, and is worthatleast $50.-
000. Then there are several houses
in town also, besides $25,000 in
Government securities.”

“Who is the relative that got the
p}.o rty?it

“Simon Skaggs. He lives out at
the Qakdale farm. I think he is a
second cousin to Mr. Morgan.’

“What kind of man is he?”

claimant we had utterly overlooked
the attesting witnesses.

I im tely went to Bowls aad
stated the diffictilty.
honght af chis hewrs?”

0! thi :
“{;ﬂ you thow thess wifhedses?”

_ “Y¥es, T know them; Tom Joned
lived a8 & tenant On thé old man’s
fari 2t the time of his death. He
now lives about ten miles out on the
Lancaster road. And, as certain as
ness is Willlam Jackson?
Texas, and died a yeat »

“Then it's all “B‘ “Wie ean't
along without both Witnessés.
you sure that Jackson is dead?”

“T am certain sure: thun bmh:
et living in this towh, w %m red d
letter o the family in Texas ot the
time of his death. There is no d6ubt
about it.” g

“Then Wwé may as well drop
the matter at once. The “daw
of this State requires the
dence of two witnesses, and makes
no provision for the death of one.”

“It does look rather ugly, if that's
the case,” said DBowls, “But let's
make a fight for it—something may
turn up In vur favor.”

My fears proved correct, however.
We made a gallant strugflo; but it
was in vain. My speech, I was told
afterward, was applauded privately
by the Judge. though in his official
capacity he felt compelled to decide
against me, I rememberthatIspoke
from & full heart of the injustice of
refusing to receive a will which every-
body knew to be that of Morgan,
merely because one of the witnesses
had died. ) .

My fair elient still remained at my
friend Bowls's. “‘My eldest daughter
has come to love her as a sister,”’ he
said. ‘“Bessie, as you must have
seen, is unusually intelligent. She
had received quite a good education,
too, before old Mr. Morgan died.
The cheerful manner in which she
bore her subsequent poverty is, aa
Mrs. Benham says, a proof of an un-
usually noble character. Now we
have invented an excuse that we
want a nursery governess, for sbhe is
too proud to atn}vl 88 & mere pension-
er, and her aunt has consented to the
arrangement, saying that it is a sin
to bury Bessieamong the hills.”

One dayin the following summer I
was in the clerk’s “office searching
some old records, when I cime upon
a page that almost took my breath
away. After reading it carefully I

“A mean old skinflint, or he would
never have taken the last cent from |
that poor girl.”

“Well,” said I, “I propose to take |
this will home with me to-night and |
examine it carefully. IfIfind it all|
right we’ll hunt up the girl and re-
cover the property for her.”

To this he assented, and, deposit-
ing the document <in my pocket, I
bade the old man good-night and
returned to my office, where I sleep.

The next afternoon I went to Bowl's
store. He was alone, waiting for me.

“I have found where the girl is,”" he
gaid, as soon as I told him that the
will was undoubtedly genuine. ‘‘She
lives about fifty miles off, in a littrlel
place called Friendsville, quite u
among the mountains, on a wild hiIJ3
farm where things go on in the most |
primitive manner. A distant rela-
tive—an aunt three times removed,
very poor, but, it seems, not without
a heart—heard of her destitution,
and sent for her. An old lady who
used to know the girl and had her at
her house awhile after old Morgan’s
death, hapren to come here, and I
nsked her if she knew where Elizabeth
Summers was,"”

“I will go down and see herto-mor-
row, I said promptly,”

“And bring her back with you,”
answered Bowls, as briskly. My
daughter and I will give her o home,
Gad!” he cried, rubbing his hands
enthusiastically, “we'll be too much
for old Sk , after all.

It was late the next afternoon
when I arrived at my destination,
having made the journey ly b
rail and partly by stage. The coac{i

ut me down at a lonely crossroads,

walk.

“Oh, yes—the Widow Benham,”
paid the driver, pointing with his
whip, “lives up yonder, just around
the point ofthe mountain. “You'll see
the house in ten minntes or so.”

It was a warm, sultry day in Au-
gust, with not a breath of air stir-
ring. Isoon caught sight of the
house—a plain, unpretending struct-
ure like s0o many in that region.
When it was about 200 yards dis-
tant the sound of falling water at-
tracted me, apparently coming from
some precipitous rocks on the left,
As I was thirsty I went toward it.
As I turned a corner of a cliff a hand-
some girl, about 20 years of age,
em from a sort of a cave, bear-
ing on hershoulder o large water jar,
The lightness with which she stepped
from stone to stone acrossthe brook,
the poise, as of some sylvan goddess,
with which she bore aloft the jar,
made me utter unconsciously an ex-
clamation of surprise. Though she
was dressed in the coarsest home-
spun and wore neither shoes nor
stockings, 1 forgot altogether the
homeliness of her apparelin thegrace
of her movements, the exquisite con-
tour of her figure, and the beauty of
her expressive face, which was now
mantling with blushes, A smalldog,
apparently a self-constituted protec-
tor, barked at me furiously as 1 ad-
vanced, hat in hand; for intuitively
I knew this must be my client.
My client it was. [ lost no time in
explaining the object of my visit.
Bhe was very much surprised, but,
after a moment’s hesitation, she said
with dignity: [
“Come up to the house, please, I
will consult my aunt. Down, Tip—
down sir."”
The dog ceased barking at this
eommand and trotted quietly ahead.
I offered to take the jar, but she de-
clined with the composureof a queen.
When she had introduced me to
Mrs. Benham and said, “This gentle-
man, aunt, has something very
strange to tell you, and I will leave
you with him for a moment,” she
disa red, returning some quarter
of an hour later, dressed in o becom-
ing bl muslinand with the daintiest’
o dipm on her pretty feet. I had
meant rodu the will and
iven details of the manner in which
t ;as fot:inde.“ . o
ot to dwell too long on

lude to my atory.lwﬂlsa_vbrﬁ;
that my client and I started the next
morning for Kent, and were met at
the depot by Bowlsand his daughter,
who relieved me of my charge, while
[ went to my boarding house for
wmr and thence to my room.

next day I filed document

m which I had about two miles to s

in the office of the County Clerk and

ve notice to that on the
ollowing Monday 1 should move .
that it be admitted to probate.

But here a new ty presented
iteelf. In our anxiety to find the

sheers for  *Old llickory” and the
atuck.

S

cl&ud the book and returned to my
office.

The next day Simon Skaggs was
served with a summons to answer a
suit of ejectment, in the name ol
Elizabeth Morgan, for all the real
property held by him, which bhe
claimed as heir-at-law of the late
James Morgan; and great was the
excitement in the villnge when it wae
known that this suit was begun.
“What could it mean?” asked every-
body. .

I told noone. Even to Bessie I on-
ly represented that I thought I saw a
chance to recover but I was careful
not to appear too ine.

In two months the Cireuit Court
came on. Again the court was
crowded. The excitement was even

ater than it had been

fore. 1 had prepared no
brief. Not even a memorandum
or a book did 1 carry to court.

“Morgan vs. S| ,“ called the
clerk, and shortly rward I said:

“Call Mr. Bowls.”

The Sheriff called him. He came
into the court room, took the wit-
ness stand, and was sworn.

The most intense silence now
reigned. My fair client was seated
by my side, pale and quiet. The de-
fendant was seated near his coundel
calm, confident, and defiant.
“Examine the witness,” said the

Judﬁe.
“Mr. Bowls,” 1 bem, ‘‘areyou ac-
quainted ’wit.h the plaintiff?” -

“I am.’

“Do you know where she lived,
from the time she was 3 old,
up to the time she was 167"

“I do.”

llWhmlr"

“With the late James Morgan.”

“Are you certain that this plaintiff
is the same person?”

ul am.n .

“That'’s all I wish to ask,” saidl
to the the Court.

“Cross-examine, gentlemen,” said

the J ndfe.

“We don’t wish to ask anything,”
said the opposing counsel—two of
the ablest lawyers in the country. -

“Let the witness stand aside,” said
the Court. ‘‘Call your next.” .

“May it please your honor, wehawe
no other witnesses that we wish
sworn at é)ment.," said I rising to
my feet and looking around theroom.

A murmur of disappointment ran
through the crowd,

“Then you rest your case here?”
said the Judge with a smile.

“No, your Honor; we have some
record evidence that we wish to in-
troduce;” and as I spoke I drew it
from my pocket. “Itis an authenti-
cated copy from the records of the
county for the year 18—. It proves
:hat‘t i:dyou ladzhe'?l:dhy nm{

y ado ns ughter o
tmmes, and as such iagent.it.led,
under our law, to this property, as
his nearest and only heir at law.
Shall I read it to the jury?”

“Read it,” said the Judge.

But Skaggs’'s lawyers 8
%heir f«;«;}mm a ;t.orm of o

orn our they argued
the force of their a.gﬂity. b ng to
bear their vast knowledge and expe-
rience. But they were y over-
rulod by the Court who directed me

to proceed.

'lgme record was conclusive. After
reading it I announced { would close
the case for the plaintiff.
The defendent was so completely
taken by storm that he did not in-
troduce & single witness. The charge
of theCourt was lucid and compre-
hensive. In thirty minutes the jury
returned a verdict for the plaintiff.

The result was received with loud
acclamations hy theexcited audience.
Skaggs took the case to the Supreme
Court. but only for the purrou of
gaining time. judgement below
was affirmed.

Three months later the real estate
was turned over to my fair client.
The securities were given up at. the
same time without a suit. Witha
part o:l::ie intematf which -had mth
accum or 80 many years
old mansio:Ent Oakdale was refitted
aid fornished.

Six months later there was a o’nht
wedding at my old friend Bowls's, in
which I took a prominent part.

I am getting on toward middleage.
1 love my profession better thanever,
slim' Eh mydﬁme in now neeef—“.rgz

vided, and a proportion of
voted tothe farm at Oakdale.

The old furm house is voeal with
childish music, and a mm_lt-hdrcd,
soft-voiced little woman mnkes it the
Lrightest spot on all the earth tome,

to
ons,
with all

havé We not.

Fm a sinner, squire, this other wits®partly W0 & slmilarity of tasied lo cortain
Yes—I remember him. He moved to |

WAS IT FATE?

Arthat Armitage and miyself are friends of

t fany years' standing: so long, in fact, as to
Inake rdther middle-aged mien of us both

| Were It nal lhat Rfr ingiddacy dtted ffvlm
: thildhodd:. We Were both Born and brougnt
Bp on neighboring manors in one of the mid-
_lmi@ shires of England, went to school to-
gether, and subsequently to the university,
where our friendship naturally continged,
owing partly to early associations and

directions. 1 wits; perhajid; Wore lncitnéd {6
be studious, knowing that, being 4 younger
M my fiture depended largely on m§ own
#xértiond, while Arthur; dn thé dthér Hand,
#as heir t8 & $6FF comfortable Retdte; which
by the iaw 6reatail descédded td hini dn the
decensé Of hid uticlé, Whoeé finlily cddsisted
of ai oiily daightér. Heled Arnlituge wos
bot the hort Bf gifl to attract particdlar at-
tentidh, Br fof Mmen to go intd rapsddies |
Over. Shght and petite of figure, neutral in
complexion and hair, shy and retiring in the
company of strangers. her one charm con-
sisted in a rare sweetness of disposition and

grace of manner, which made her
a universal favorits, and 80 oOver
shadowed het deficieicies I other e

spects, ud t0 make one obliviods to thelf ex-
istence after ;being a short while in ber com-
pany. ang'in. up, as it were, in theshadow
of Haydon Hall—our places were adjoining,
oa | have sald=I bad ample opportunity to
estimate the character o1 Arthur's gentle
cousin, and to regard her with sentimenta of
affection, thotigh these were purely Platonie
in character, In fact, 1 ean conceive Helen
Armitage as lnspiring sentimon ts of auy other
character,

My friend Arthdir atd myself, somietimes
individually; ver¥ freqiiently il codipany,;
bsed t8 pay fying visits of a week, orso at
& time to the country houses of friends during
vacation. One house to which Arthur was
particalarly fond of going was that of the
Boothby's, Boothby Court being within easy
riding or driving distance of Haydon Hall.
These was, however, a more potent reason
than mere accessibility or pleasant surround-
ings would generate. Ethel Boothby was
not slone the richest, but also the handsom-
out heirees in the neighborhood, and Arthur
was of that susceptible age, which sub.
ordinntes the former quality to the latter,
the more so as he had no need what-
over to, as it is vulgarly called, marry
money. That his feelings were reciprocated
can not be wondered at, considering that
Arthur was only 20, built like a Hercules and
of a peculiarly frank and agreeable disposi-
tion.

One forenoon—it was in the Summer term
—an | waa sitting in my rooms, smoking and
cogitating, my friend Arthur came in abrupt-
ly, as was his wont, and proceeded to make
bimself at home.

“I say, old fellow,” he suddenly blurted
ount, after lighting a cigar and smoking a
minute or two in silence, “do you believe in
astrology?”

“Why, what on earth has put that in your
head?” 1 asked, astonished at such a ques
tion coming as it did from such a source.

“Simply this: I correspond, as youn know,
with Ethel pretty regularly, but within the
last two or three weeks I haven't had a line
from her. Now Captain Horrocks, of the
Twelfth, whom you metatmy rooms last
night, has just been paying a visit to Booth-
by Court, nud he tells me thereis afellow
there—an army man, | think—who iscon”
foundedly sweet upon Ethel, and he snys she
secems to be spooning him oretty lively, too.
Now, it's impossible for me to go down even
fora du'v just now and see how matters

stand—1'll lose my termifldo. Andyet I
am awiully anxious to know. Do you think

ing an ustrologer? 1hear there's u iellow here
nov’who'n a regular dab at the business they

ni‘b- twinkle in his eye and the humorous
expression playing aronud his mouth as he
lt:lke showed me that Armitage recognized
the absurity of his own remarks, for he was as
sonnible, matter-of-fuct a fellow as you eould
find urben: yet the very fact of his mak-
ing such = proposition also went to show
that be‘was more troubled than he cared to
acknowledge about thereports he had heard,

“Bah!" | said; “you don't mean to tell me
that you believe in any such rubbish. Don't
make a fool of yourself, Depend upon it,
what you've beard is considerably stretchad.
Thene stories always are,” ’

“Weli,” he returned, “I think so mywsell,
and as for astrology, of course you know
me too well to suppose I have any confldence
init. But nﬁ.pon we go and see the fellow
at any rate?”’ Le continued, as if canght by a
sudden insffiration. “ Did you ever consult
one? Have you got anything particular to
do? I confess I'm curious toses how the
thing’s worked—how they cast o horoscope,
isn't it? Suppose we go, just for fun, and have
ours cast?”’

Young men at & university will do almost
anything, provided the thing to be done
posesses fentures of novelty or interest, and
as Arthur Armitage and myself, at the age
of 20, were no exceptions to the rule, it was
agreed that we should visit the astrologer
in question without delay.

“How did you find out about him?” I
asked, as we turned into High Street, where
Armlitage said be lod .

“From Benson, of you know Ben-

non—»&: ;hould know lfmnl:ybod knows; al-
wauys dabbling in such g5, son Rays
wf'. regular swell. Come up here to con-
sult old works in the Bod . He's not

one of yqur professionals—ob, no! A
thorough gentleman I hear—man of inde
mduu weans—no such a thing as a fee—in
t requires introduction to call—I t
wipe from Benson—Benson believes in it—
shzt's partly what influenced me this morn-
ing.” and s0 Armitage rambled on ss we
rauntered down the street, till we reached o
house a few doors beyoud the Angel, where
d d the we were in

pe
quest of was staying.
We sent up our cards, along with Armi-
tage's letter of introduction, by the servant
who answed:d our inquiry as to whether Mr,
was at bome. A few minutes later we
received an answer in the affirmative, with
an invitation to come in, as the gentieman
would be pleased to see us. A venerable,
but pleasant looking gentleman, with a pa-
triarchul whi.te , rosefrom a table as
we cntered, and courteously asked us to be
seated.
“You are friends of Mr. Benson,” he began,
“and I am always glad to welcome acquaint-
ances of n’t‘““ friend, who evinces such
laudable enthusiasm with regard to our di
vine science. The day ia not far distant, my
youog friends, when the chair of astrology in
this ancieot university will command as much
respect and be held in as high esteem as any
of those filled by your most learned and
talented professors. The exalted science of
which I am the humble, though earnest, ex-
ponent has too long suffered from the disre-
Eu':. into which it has fallen through the in-
ous and frandulent practices of orant
and designing men, but | am confident it will
not be long before it regains the proud posi-
tiou it unce held, as queen of the practical
'lrlm’u'-.kln that it confers greater and more

fits upon h life than it is

ble for any of the other sciences, useful

ough they be, to bestow. But lorget.,” he

p ded, cl ing himself and in a lighter

tone, “you did not come here to heur me lec-

ture—you have enough of that in your regu-

Iar course—you came, I doubt not, to askme

something, too seek information upon_some

i-romm rolnl connected with your affairs.
Is it not so?"

Without waiting for a reply, be ovidently
took the matter for nted, Mr. Asgard
rose from the table and walked to some book
shelves, took thence a volume, and returned

40 his neat,

“This,” he said, as he opened the volume,
“ia & collection of ephemerides for a series of
years. An ostronomical ephemeris contains,
&8 you are aware , the t ascensions and

nations of each of the heavenly bodies—
sun, moon, and planets—at mean noon on
every day of the year for which such ephemeris
- puted ! of astrology depends
upon the same data, and demands the same
accuracy in employing these data, as the
science ofastronomy. I willnow proceed to cast
our respective nativities. To do so with ae-

of the month, but also the hour and minute
of your birth, Few in after life possess this
kuowledge. 1 must, therefore, content my-
with day and year, and afterwards cor
the boroscope by certain infallible sigus
in your own appearance, which serve to show
me that you could have been born only ot a
eertain hour of that day and year and at no

”
Asgard, ba ascertained that both
Armitage and myself were born in '51, ho in
arch, Iin August, busied himself for sev-
eral minutes in a series of computations, re-
from time to time to the bouk which
lay open beforehim, and sometimes glancing
us critically for 8 moment or
he desisted from his

ik

x

a fellow could find out anything by consult- | 89

J p
curacyl should know notonly the yearand day | thin

with astroromical symbols and numetdls,
he remnined tor some time buried in thought.
Sdddenly he ronsed himsel’ with a start:

“Dne of thepe Iunluntupﬁ," Te at length
said slowly, addressing  Lltifself 14 Srmitgge,
“yours—is o most singular and starting
figure. Yours.,” hecontinued, turning to me,
“presents no features outside the contingen-
«ies of buman Hﬁ.orﬂlpT;ﬂl to be expected
for persons in your 5{&( o, lnvn 'M it
is inseparably associfited, as it is during 3]
oecurrence of the startling Ave..s of 'h.“'h 1
shall shortly spenk, with that of you? ‘riend,

“Your horoscope tells me,” went on Mr.
Asgard, ugain addressing Armitage, “that
yon come of an old and wealthy family to
the Inheritance of whose name and wealth
yol will pht : You love g lade; tall, dark,
benliti‘ul, ¥énlth¥ and 6f Abotit Fouf oWk
nge, who refiprotates ¥otit Affection in équal
measure: Aiter taking yot# tsrﬂ A& you
will dd next yeaf, you will tiavel: You #ill
be gnre o fear. Then the great talamity of
your life ¥}l befall you. You will _kill Four
nenrest dnd d& r;n]n-lnﬁh. Well may you
start! Yoy wjﬂ ill her #Yom yod now ﬁ:vi
most dearly upoh earth: Both will ?n_t
their bod directly through your agency. You,
t00." hie added, turning to me, ‘are associ-
ated {n some mysterious manner—my  art
fails 10 disclose precicely how—with these
startling, these ghastly events. Stay! The in-
flusneeis upon me. Sit one of you on either side
of me. Clusp my hands in yonrs. 1 may be
able to tell you more "

Startied, ns we might well be, at the strange
hmmmfe Weed by &z‘:l eiiteFrdinef; And not
withoul u certfii Px\q of Kwe On ¥ parc,
at least; we firoteeded to glVE DHF Fittir st
Mr. Asglird's requést, Armiti pedtitig hitll-
self dpon the right. and r]nnp ng the old gen
tleman's right hahd; while 1 did lkewise on
the left. This wits the wdrk of § momént;
and when nfter taking my position | éast o
flnm'e at Mr. Asgard’s face I noticed that
his eyes had & singulgrly rapt expression,
and thit they were fixed steadily tpon what
I cant t describe as A large transparent
ball of er¥stal. of abodt the sisé and lh?pé of
an ostrich egg, resting dpon a slab of sduid
polishied Black substance thit looked like jeét.
otid demipring A pdsition dpon the table di-
tectly in frotit of Mr. Asgaird’s selit; ahd dip-
tiint r-rhnpn two feét froth him. Present ¥
theé old gentlemuti’s lips began to tiove in-
dudibly, asif trying iti vhin to kpeak, hid
eyes continuing to stare steadfastly at thé
erystal, like one in o trance. At last he
found the faculty of speoch:

“The clouds upon the erystal,” he said,
“are clearing away, and figures begin to
shape themselves within it. I see pictured be-
fore me the terrace of a stately mansion. Itis
moonlight, Two figures are -pacing slowly
along the terrace in close converse. One is
the gentleman upon my right, the otheris o
lady, young, and of rare beauty. Her hair
is black, bound about the forehead with a
golden circlet, and falling in profusion over
her shoulders.”

“It is Ethel!"” I could hear Arthur say in
tones just audible.

“They stop walking. The ynnni man
bends over her. He takes her hand. Now he
#lips a ring upon her finger, and stoops down
to kiss her. Now the scene melts away.
Again thecrystal becomes clondy. Blackness
again. It Is gone,

Still the venerable and bearded figire seat-
ed between us did not move, and the rapt
eyes continued to ;mzenemll‘y at the crystal.
For perhaps o minute there waa silence, while
I waited with eagerinterestto see what would
transpire next, and [ could see that my friend
was in the same condition of mind. Then
Mr. Asgard’s hps began to move again. He
evidently saw something in the crysial,
though to my eyes it lonked as bright and
transparent as ever.

“Clouds, yes," said Mr. Asgard; “‘but are
they the clouds that always usher in and out
the pieture, or are they—? Clouds, fogs,
mist!—I fail to see anything more, Ah! I see
now the figure of the gentleman upon my
right. He holda a knife in his hand and is
looking down. There is trouble on his mind.
Now two other figures appear upon the
scene.  One i the beautiful young lady with
the raven hair. but now she wears a travel-
ing dress. Beside herappears a portly old
gentleman with frank expression, clear gray
eyes, a florid complexion, and neatly trimmed
white beard and whiskers. He carries gold-
rimmed glasses, his coatis open and he wears
o white waistcoat."”

“My uncle!” 1 heard Armit remark,
with a gasp; “‘that is the deseription among
o thousand."

“The figures are moving toward each oth-
er,” continued Mr. Asgard; “they meet, and
now the knife of the young man is buried in
the old man’s breast. The young lady falls
henvil'_y forward. Fog, clouds—the ecene is

ne.

I looked at Armitage. Hisface was o study.
The utter bewilderment which overspread it,
was curious to contemplate, and at any oth-
er tithe would have afforded much food for
merriment, but the gravity and venerableap-
penrance of our _interlocutor, together with
the really startling character of the revela-
tions, if such they were, which he was making,
would have preclnded anything of the kicd,
even if common courtesy had not.,

Again there was o perind of silence, followed
by o reawaking, 0 to speak as before,

*““T'he cloud this time has lifted like magie,"”
snid Mr. Asgard, ‘‘the interior of a church is
displayed before me. There is bright sun-
shine, bright dresses and happy faces. A bridal

arty is standing at the chancel, a bishop in
mll canonicals is performing the ceremony.
The bridegroom is the young man at my
right, and the bride is o lady whom it would
be flattery to call beamiful in either face or
form. But herexpression is wondrously kind,
sweet and pleasant, and she has marvelounly
beautifal, hazel eyes. Her left shoulder is
nlightly lower than the right.”

*Helen!"” I could hear Armitage remarking,
under his breath,

“It has unhhed',"limply remarked Mr, As-

‘gard. Thenhe started as one awakening from

sleep and looked at us, first nt one, then atthe
other, a8 he disen, hia hands.

“Ah!" he finally said smiling; “Isec. I
have been making revelations connected with
your horoscopes, through the medium of the
cryatal. It in sometimes thus when the inter-
est is tense, the influence kindly and there is
enough of odic foree to renmu the visions.
In such cases I am simply a passive medium
of revelation and communication for the ben-
efit of others. The virtues of the erystal have
been handed down to us from the wisest
suges of the earfiest—you would call them
the Pre-Adamic—times; a pregnant title, by
the way, of which your most learned profes-
sors fail to‘frup the true and all-importaut
meaning—all-important. that is to say, if
neglected historic truth takes any precedence
in their eyes over time-honored fiction. The
crystal, on the table there, was o gift from
one who knew its value—one to whom 1 owe
much of the lore, I ean say, without undue
vaunting, I now possess. It is hom us
and flaw! ential quallifications for pu-
rity and accuracy of vision. But, strange as
it may seem, of the visions which ! saw 1 now
possess no recollection. They were, of course,
supplementary to, and explanatory of the
horoscope which I have just cast. I trust
they may prove of benefit.”

“One word, Mr. Asgard,” sald Armitage,
gravely; “I have witn things of so ex-
traordinary nature this afternoon, and which
relate to persons in whom I possess a peculiar
interest, that you must excuse mefor putting
some plain, blunt questions to you nnrdln*g
them. Do you really mean to tell me—"
here Armitage put on & most inquisitorial
look “‘that I am to place relinnce in what has
passed; in the information drawn from
your horoscope, and the visions youmthlt
you have seen in thet lump of crystal? Or
are you merely making gume of us, on the
supposition that we are either too dense, or
100 careless, to sift your premises or dispute
your counclusions?"”"

I was astonished at the stand taken by Ar-
thur, so contrary was it to the esay, good-
natured way in which he usualiy took things,
and must confess that | waited withsome cu-
riosity for the reply of Mr. Asgard—not that

mr{-lfnmtdned the least doubt of the

ty and sincerity of that gentleman’s mo-
pointed to the
time to

1
pu
tives, a8 his whole bearin,

Witthau 1 tp thigk of afl thie? Doos )]
seem reabonable? How: !{nn:‘vou b plajn
man, eonld a girl love and uidrry the mo
derer of her father? Why, the wildesr light
gl etion, where license is most allowable,

“My Asgard,

Wld dt&w the line at that.”
F S responded Mr.
quietly, “I am not mpondm #QM wqry-
ings of destiny. I am simply their humbLi§
exponent, for the good, | trust, of those who
shanes to consult me. No onecan be more
that Govate R Houdpe Jase ool Bave
that eveuts r L1 ave
=wid usless—" m‘ 5 "”' :
“Unless waas: "»tin Aﬂlwr,ﬂprﬁ.‘: .
“Unless,” said Mr. Asgarg, siowes, Oke
current of events changed by those who are
part and parcel of those events, for they
alone movein the matter. You and you
aldné, Havé the analterable and inalienable
wer. td #hape the cdurtd f gewr ewa life,

et -
“ir §Nat?” again put i Arthur, Sageriy.
as Mr. Asgard ucdn-Tu ¥ secking for an

expression.

M péturned our vénerable friend, alowiy,
“we are abschitély kure of the conditions ot
thove #vents, and {AE¢ Aelibgrate meastres
to insupd the ibility of their Eppéning:

“And {he#?” returnéd Mr. Asgard, mis
ingly, “and thén—4F, and then what? At
our peril. Ihavé den mtich and foretold
much, but 1 have yet to récord a single fn-
stance of the successful defeat of fate, even in
cases where there was the most express and
premeditated purpose of doing so."

"Tb’(l you say,”’ continued Armitage, with
the e¥ideit Intent af pushing our friend into
“that :} i practitally hmpossible
fot {nd o escap¥ doing what miy horogcope
has faid do%n fof me that 1 must, in short,
be guilty of thos# @NBaturdl asts whieh you
have stated.”

Mr: AT';:F-“"J and Yowed hig heal
upon his s

a cornef,

or# he angwered. When he
did a0 he spoké ¥ery dMiberately and
earnestly.

“Yes,” said he, 1 believe that, practically,
there is no escape from the conclusions
drawft ot the configurations of the stars
and thé tisions In the eryatal. Still, theo-
retically there is, ntid there I8 no reason why
you, of all men, shotild not uke youe best en.
deatdrs to defeat such @ terrible and peculid®

tin¥ as We have just foreseen.”

“But how?"' asked amnm. lbar[‘-ly and

impulsively, for I éduld seé thit, somehow, he
was getting every moment more and Mote
(lnpry' imbu with  the plausibility

of Mr. Asgard’s argument.

*“There is but one practical course that I
can see,” returned Mr. Asgard, “‘and that is
to eliminate your own personality from the
chart,”

And how is that to be done?” inquired
Arthur.

“By making sure,”” answered Mr. Asgard,
“that you cannot, by any ibility, parti-
cipate in the eventa foretold, for the simple
reason that you do not fulfill the conditions
of time and place."”

“Ah!" uiesed Arthur; “then will you
please enlighteh me"—and 1 could see the
skeptiral twinkle in his eye as he said so—
“regarding those very necessary essentials of
time and place. Where and when, forin-
stance, am | to kill my uncle, and—and Miss
Ethel Boothby, for your descriptions are cer-
tainly unsnswerable, and how can 1 escape
the parricidal doom which, it appears, is cut
out for e by the planets,” and Arthurin-
dulged in the faint mockery of a laugh, &
thing which [ remember I was &drr¥ for, as
he said this: “Give me the time and place,
and I will put my resolution against destin
that what you have foretold never occeurs.’”

Mr. Asgard said nothing, but again tock
the paper upon which the horoscopes were
drewn mn his hands and scrutinized them
closely,

“The place,” he said presently, drawing a
deep and sympathetic inspiration, “‘can not
be precisely worked out from the data I have
wot. But the time can. The planets in the
sixth and seventh houses of the horoscope
point unmistakably to the fatality 1 bhave
said. Mars ond Saturn on the cusp of the
seventh, in platic quadrature, to the sun in
the fourth—for, unlike Lilly and the astrolo-
gers of our modern erg, 1 use both natural
and. mondave aspects—sines, co-sines and
tangents—signifies, of course, the violent
death of the nearest relative to the significa-
tor. But when? Ah,when? That, fortunate-
Iy, we can limit by producing the secondary
aspect, und by drawing rapt parallels to-
ward the meridian. This fatality must
occur”’—und in these words Mr.
cnme more solemn and impressive than ever
—"“must otvur directly on the point of the
sun’s ingress into cancer."

“And when is that?"" asked Arthur, half in-
credulously, but wholly enrnestly.

“At twenty-two minutes past 3 on the
morning of the 22d of June, next year, when
Murs and Saturn will be in quadrature tothe
sun, the one in aries, the other in libra,"” re-
turned Mr. , referring to his figures.

“And if this causuality you speak of does
not occur I am safe?” inquired Arthur, anx-
iously,

“Preci speaking, yes," returned Mr. As-
g:rd. slowly; “although, remember that Ila-

red under disadvantages when casting your
horoscope and as d: and minutes are of
the first and only value in estimating time, it
in quiblo. in the present instance that the
incidents I have foretold may occur cither
rooner or later by an hour or two than the
actual culmination of the aspect."

“In other words you draw out," said Ar-
thur rising from his seat wnd buttoning up
his coat to go; “you arenot sureofanything.
There is always o loop-hole to crawl out of,
and—excuse me, but | must go."

Tosay that ] was surprised at this v
strange movement on the part of my frien
Armitage, so u'.terl{ different from the tone
and manner that I had known for years, is
very weakly to exprees the sentiments than

me at the time, Mr. Asgard bowed
us out, like a courteous man of the world, and
together we strolled silent and moody back
to college. Arthur was not himself again tor
more than a week after, for I could frequent-
y see him grinding his teeth and muttecing
to himself ira manner wholly unlike him,
and though I tried over and over again to

1l him out of the moral slough into which

had evidently sunk, | made no headway,
and eventually was fain to leave thingsto
themselves.

80 the term wore on till commemoration
when, of course, we went down into the coun-
try. Ido not think either Arthur or myself
guve the visit to the astrologer more than
o passing thought afterward—I certuinly did
not.

Une thing, however, recalled it very forcibly
to my mind before I had been a week at Booth-
by Court, which was the first on the list of
places to which we. as eligible undergrad-
utes, had been invited and were morally com-

to go. That was the episode on the

terrace, and the whole thing struck me like

a flash so vividly did it recall the vision Mr.

rd had seen in the orystal,

his, however, was fogotten as soon na

seen 80 prone is youth to repudiate what it

does not Arthur Armit; and mysell

“greats’”’ next May at the end of the

ng term, and together we again took the

London and northwestern for home, as we
bad done many times before.

I believe that our littlo university incident
with the astrologer was tten &8 month
after it occurred. At all events it was never
referred to and passed, in the bu{ whirl of
existence that we were swept into like a vor-
tex, into the ln,m '

In the following Spring Arthur concludad
to make the régulation tour of (he world. 8
year being alloted him for doing wo. 1
would have gone with him myseif if the state
of my floances had permitted. As it was,
1 had the pleasure of seving him off—a plons-
ure, by way; which sometimes does not
work both ways. For eight or nine months
we heard little or nothing of the wanderer; a
telegram from Brindisi, another from Alex-
andrin, a slip of paper from Aleppo,
Beyrout, Damascus ond Teheran; a
big draft from a mercantile house in
Rombay, another from Singapore, and a
third from Hong Kong. served to keep his
uncle reminded that he was in the land of the
living yet. The last letter I recollect being
received was one from our own city of San

contrary, but, before I ¥
. dy i
spoke, TV turning to tage, an
without the least sign o’mmunnt atthere-
marks so curtly put, he said:

“My dear young fHiend, 1 have seen too
much of mon manners to take offense at
the plainness and sincerity of youth. You
must pardon me for not going at this mo-
ment into fuller cxphutﬁn—ﬂn. would be
fruitless in view of your present acquaintance
with the matter in d. I have done my
best to serve you; my art is at your com-
mand"'—here Mr. rd bowed toward usin
a courtly and digni manner—"‘hut
do not impute to me motives which would be

perfectly evenifl cared to trouble
mynelf with them.”

This rebuke told upon Arthnr. 1 could see
that hefelt ashamed of the paltry insinuations
he had just made, and the real anxiety which
had caused him to make theso tentative re-
marks made itself thoronghly apparent in
his next words,

“Pardon me,” bo said ly; “1 am sur-
prised—dumfounded—at minuteness

siteness of your knowled One
k eame from Non‘n-m,
kaov o the ﬁuﬂh h:d the Mi.')'
(Here Mr. gravely signi dissen
“Your d«-‘.::uou of my uncle

-

i

£

, of Miss
Boothby, and of my cousin, must either argue
or—,

intimate acquaintance, *

“Or intimate knowledge of the science o.!
i hrnpu .I A?ih' Ed—h-aﬂ'r
n r, 3 i3
“that is exactly wha and energies
"‘:3.4 "":d'ml toward—I think not with
unfruitiul reselte.

“But,” answered Armi
“'ht"u 1to think of all hf:u-'thm'

marrs
Jr to marry my

nd admite o a wist

Fr ing that he might be expected
home in June.

BNS in May, feeling somewhat indisposed
—I1 had been jing for a fellowship—I con-
cluded that a little fresh air would do me
ﬂd. and thought that a blow on the At-

tic would be the healthiest and most ex-
peditious way of taking it. , the
middle of the month found me in_a suite of
rooms on the shady side of the Fifth Avenue
Hotel, with Arthur Armitage occupyin,
of the lou 1 the other. ln.lngc'ognsnn
of the hum-drum routine of New
York existence and yearned for a glimpse of
the green fields and stump-willows of old
England. State-rooms in the Bothnia were
engaged and our luggage transferred thither
o Darbar, T think 16 w the 00h of o
the r, I think it was, une,
t were toel;? in;‘ho cradle
of the deep, looking v nothing of any con-
nqmagnl lhuuso:u. Two days ocq
found us in pretty muech the same condition.
On the thlnr day out, while we were on the
banks, lounging over the taffrai! for au a'ter
dinner chat, Arthur, lazily pnri:g. his nails
with a penknife, suddenly made the bantering

“I say, old fellow, resollect that old ast: ol-
oal'ncbxhrd who told me I was to murder
about the sun's

eonple of miles away from each other, in the
forty-five seconds belors they must mev.l.
ably clash.

It i€now nearly twenty ¥earenxo, bat theie
are wldnd vedplé; both i Amerien and Eng
land, wlmwih’!‘“u(t «d when the tallislon
of the Bothnia and the / '!":Mt}. #rpon the
Newfoundiaspds Bavk, is bronzlif fo thei
revollection. Arthur and I, ox | have &t
wei? enning over the taffrail, Arthur paring
his nails with % penkni'e, when the collision
occurred. Thore was ¢/ sertice but the shori
snap of the bell upon the brid4¥ !ml
knew no more. 1 have since lea J
was knocked ' by the ¢ 8.
But the exgraordinary fact remains, that on
Sus dbek Qhw nin, when the steawmers
struck, stOOF f Atmitage and Ethel
Boothby, who had meant 12 give &rther o
surprise by meeting him in New York and
sailing home with him, as our last letters had
stated that we were in no hurry. The
swiftness and violence of the shock threw
ol Mr, Armitage against Arthur's
penkuife, the  eteamers  coming  to-
gether «ide by side; and the loose bodies on
deck following the asunl laws of gravity. At
thé same time sailors were thrown out of the
rigging. 481 the tivets om two of the boilers
of the Bothnin Werd sprung. Miss Ethel
Boothby was thrown violently forward, 1
have hedrd, and ber hend strikifig the deck,
pearly at Arthut’'s feet, death was almost in.
stantaneous. There ix Nittle more to be said,
except g consider the marvelous manner in
which Mr. Asgard’s predictions after all
came true, in  « woay which nobody could
havedreamed of and nobody foreseen. Helen
Armitage—Arthur’s quiet snd kindly cousin
—was of the party, but escaped uninjured,
and <he nu him so well—for Arthuar, like
myself and scores of others, was laid up for
weeks after the disester—that he fell in love
with her and married her after all. I would
say oine, but 1 am afraid that if I do so 1
will get @ wigging when I eall on them at the
Palace Hotel next. But wtill, even twenty
yoars after, Arthur and mysell look back
{rith meditative silence npon the philosophy
of Mr. Adgard, atid wonder, after all, wheth-
¢: there is not something in it—San Fran
o Argonaut.

e — . ———.
Twe at a Shot.
St. Louis Globe-Domocrat.

George Scovill of Chestnut Hill
statiofi, Windham county, fancies
thes he is the only man living who
Lae killed two snakes at a singis rifle
shot. George completed his planting
o few days ago. and to celebrate the
accomplishment took his new Win-
chester rifle and sallied into the pas-
tures to hunt woodchucks. His in-
tention was to sit down in the grass
fifteen feet away from a burrow and
rend a novelette until the ground-
hog came out or appeared in front
of hig hole in returning from a preda-
tory excursion in distant clover flelds,
wheu Mr, Beovill would stealithly
lift his head above the wind-swung
(asies, sight his piece, and put & 33-
celiber  bullet directly under the
woodchuck’s chin, or into the little
round proturberance between the
ears at the back of its head. He had
often performed the feat at twenty
rods and returned with three or four
woodchucks after asingle afternoon’s
sport; but he was destined to do finer
work cn this occasion and on snakes.
He had not gone far into the pasture
bafore his attention was arrested by
a rustling noise that sounded angry,
and the next instant the irate
Lead of an immense black stiake was
thrust out of the tangle of a neigh-
boring blackberry clump not ten feet
away. The wicked black eyes of the
serpent winked viciously at Mr. Sco-
vill, its head wagged to and fro, its
red tongue shot out as swiftly as the
flying needle of an actively worked
sewing-machine, and for an instant
the hunter experienced the peculiar
sensation of self-surrender that
snakes are able to excite in all other
creatures. But Mr. Scovill was not
slow to recover his self-possession.
He instantly lifted his rifle, and,
though the object he sought to hit
was a small one, was very steady for
a moment; he trusted to the intui-
tion of natural marksmanship and

ulled the trigger for a snap shot.

he bullet went true, thesnake's head
suddenly went down, and the hunter
heard the sound of a great thrashing
amoung the bushes. He made his
way into the copse. The first extra-
ordinary thing that presented itself
was two restless black tails that aim-
lessly twined and untwined them-
sclves about the black brier stems,
pnd next he saw two snakes’ heads,
one completely severed from the body
and the other hanging by only a
small strip of black hide. Both heads
had been perforated by Mr. Scovill's
Winchester bullet. The bi t snake
was not less than six feet in length
and the other was a few inches short-
er. Both were ugly-looking rertiles,
and Mr. Scovill will not soon forget
the deadly fascination they exerted
when the dual head, which arpem'ed
to be that of one serpent only, was
thrust out at him.

Where AMH are Bich,

Perhaps the most curious of all
guilds in an oriental town, and one
which flourishes exceedingly in Cav-
alla, is the beggars' guild. Like oth-
er guilds, they have their own laws,
their president and their council; this
council gives a diploma to those who
wish to beg, and without permission
no one durst seek alms at the
churches, mosques, or street doors;
all the legitimate beggars would rise
up 1l arms against him, and his life
would not be worth much. Friday
ie the recognized beggars’ day, on
which day they go around from
door to door and get their wallets
filled with bread and beans; these are
divided by the commu;lit_v; nothing
is private property; it is inst
the]i)r ereed. 4 3

The beggars’ brotherhood is rich;
they possess house property, the in-
come of which is spent for the benefit
of the community, and- onee a year—
on the day of St. John the Charitable
—~they have a feast. They all go to
church on this day; it would be diffi-
cult to ize the tidily dressed
members of this honorable commun-
ity in their best clothes; rags and
tattera are only de rigueur for them
when they are on their rounds. Beg-
ﬁzry pays very well. If a beggar's

ughter marries she is dowered by
the community, the president sees to
the betrothal, and his cogsent is es-
sential. At Saloniea, Blind Demetrius
ie the president; he is easily recogn-
ized a8 he parades the streets, sing-
ing hiseverlasting wail:

Doy and t, doy and night, I live in the

'Wretch that Iam! Ihearthe world but I
eannot see it.

And though you know him to bea
rich man, and his wife is well dressec,
and that his daughter will receive a
handsome dower, his for alms is
almost irresistible.—Cornhill Maga-

His Trusted Ways.
From the Chicago Tribune.

“George, don't!” exclaimed she
“you are altogether too much like
the Anthracite coal trust.

“Think so, my dear?”

o8,

Married Couples Here and in England, t
An American lady writes as followa
to a Loadoa paper:

“An English marriel woman in
your upper classes, as a rule, cate-
chises and cross-questions her Juck-
Joss litsband when he comes home,
worn out, from the house of com-
mons, or from a race-course, or from
tlig sity, and sooner or later he has
recours? L0 evasions, of subterfuges,
from very wearindes of Tioy vexatious
interrogatories. The luippiness of
Engtish marriages has been wrecked
by the husband insisting upon know-
ing everything that the wife has done
or said, or thought since they last
met, and by the wife being equally
exacting. The fault of your husbands
is that, when rich, they have not
enough to do, and hang about their
homes until their wives are tired to
death of their very presenceand com-
punionship. No home can, in my
opinion, happy unless the hus-
band is away from it every day for
many hours. In the United States
we have no idle men. Our wives, on
the other hand, have time without
end to di of,and their husbands
think it t;s most natural thing in
the world that these vacant hours
should be filled up and spent as the
wives please. In England the reins
are rarely left untightened on a wife's
neck, andsheis often tempted to
slip her muzzle. In America wives
have no reins and no muzzles, and
never seek to fix either on their hus-
bands. Until Englishmen of the
higher classes conform in this respect
to our easy-going American ways
there will be no surcease of divorces
and matrimonial scandals among
you.”

A Pair of Fools.
George D. Prentice in the subject
of a little story from the lips of Col.
John A, Joyee, whichl have not
seen published before. “You know,
maybe,” says Col. Joyce, “that in
my early days, when I was 19 years
of age, I used to write poetry for
George D. Prentice, when he was edi-
tor of the Lousville Journai. One
day I went to the city, and, as the
editor had been good enough to
rint my poetry, I called to see him.
Yclim a rickety stairway and
found a negro man at the door of
the sanctum, who demanded my card.
I had none, but tore off a scrap of
paper from a bundle in the hall,
wrote my name, and sent it in. 1
was admitted. Prentice wasat work.
He never looked uB. His chin was
almost on his desk. A pile of ex-
changes stood on a high stool near
by. Seeing that Prentice did notrec-
ognize me, I knocked the exchanges
from the stool. He looked up.
“‘Who are you.'
“I'ma fool,’ I said. ‘Who are
you?' Am
“I'm another; shake,” he replied.
—Louisville Post.

Domestic Manners in Boston.
From the Boston Courier.

There was a good deal of wisdonr,
and withal a deal of unconscious
satire upon the domestic habits of
many heads of families inn remark
which the editor overheard theother
day. “Yes,” one lady observed to
another, “he is a real good man in

breakfast, so I know.” The men
who at breakfast are raging t {nmt«,
give a point to the remark which
makes it note worthy. Somebody
has recorded as the touching epi-
taph wherein a bereaved husband
summed up the virtues of his lost
wife: “She always gave me theheart
of the celery.” As a companion in-
scription, there might be engraved
upon the tombstone of any man
wmwu worthy to beso remembered:
“He was always good-natured at
breakfast.” It is doubtful if the epi-
taph, truthftily used, would be in

:iy special danger of being hackney-

_ Was He Plous or Lazy.

Deacon Emerson was very strict
about keeping the sabbath. One
Sunday morning as he was riding to
church, Mr. Emerson being on a pil-
lion behind he saw a fox chasing a
rabbit, which dodged under a large
log. ‘Deacon!” exclaimed Mrs. Em-
erson, her Kmpathiec being touched ,
“don’t let that fox kill the rabbit!
Get off and scare him away!” “Wife,"
replied the deacon with a long-drawn
sigh, “it would be breaking the sab-
bath to interfere,” and he rode on
leaving poor bunny to itsfate. “The
deacon is a very rticular man,”
said his wife, in relating the story:
but for the life of me I couldn’t say
then whether he was to lazy or too
pious!”—History of Weare,N. H.

The Molehilis and Mountains of Life.
From the Philadelphia Record.
Mrs. De Dash—*‘Oh, yes my plan of
managing & man is to let him have
his own way in small things, and
then he is mpre impressed when you
o him in great things. It is
simple enough and very easy.”
Fair young bride—“But what do
you call small things?"
“Oh, smoking in the back library,
sitting with his legs crossed, neglect-
ing to properly adjust his necktie,
and so on. There's no use ting
Do critictaing. millinere bile 1 1
ns m is
:i?xe for a woman to assert herself.”
e — @+ C— e
His Blue Ribbon no Shield.

A noted Sunday school worker
living in Kausas was once asked to
talk to the children of a Sunday
school on the subject of temperance.
He is very earnest in the cause, and
woanf e ugi:dof blne ribbon :(a .

o : ore
lchoolﬁe nted mgbit of blue
ribbon said: “Nowcan any of
you children give me a reuson why 1
am not & drunkard?”’ was no
reply for a moment; then a childish
little voice piped out: ‘“‘Cause this is
a prohibition town.”—Youth’s Com-
panion.

Hardly Worth Saving.
From the Epoch.

Country Minister (tc boy fishing)
—“I'm sorry tosee you fishing on
Sm. little boy.”

boy—*Ain't you goin’ a fish-
in’, too, P

n Minister—“I am )
Little Boy—"“Well, you'll find 'em
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draws nigh the tighter you
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“Yes, the nearer the winter season
e

i

werry small an’ shy in these parts,

.

his family. I've often been there to P&




