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1 rernaps Henry UrAyton ean heip me, uc
| thought. e S .
And, with this object in view, he cultiva-
| ted that young man’s acquaintance,
| But the Squire’s nephew proved of a
| surly, unsociable nature, and showed no
disposition to meet Arthur's advances even
half w:
Arthu

FIRELIGHT FANCIES,

BY MARY SHAW,

1 gleam, 1 glow, I flash, T start
frowm under eVry cover;

T own as quick & changing heart
As avy fickle lover,

at length eoncluded to 1+t him se-
verely alone, and turned his attention to
Mrs, Andrews, who was a kind, mothoerly

| woman, fond of talking, and of a genial,
conflding nature.

She hal taken a great faney to Arthur,
and he found it easy to draw from her all
that she knew or surmised concerning her

| niece's love afMair.

| But she eould tell him very little, and it

Give the fuel (my life) a stir, “ r‘nn -u,bduuumly the same as he had heard
Note J o8 ollow oft rom the Major. %

Boune, dreatsirs, then Do ot domars | | *Ts lior egusin in love with her?” asked
Act wisely, and look aloft Arthur, with a start of surpr

es; he has been in love with her for

You'd searcely deom my radinnce sprung rs, and has asked her half a dozen times

1 shimmer softly on the floor,
1 glenn & glow uncauny ;

1 linger lovingly, and pour
Boft light in 100k and cranny,

And evor, as I shine or fade,
I toll a'true life-story

A period in the depths” of shado,
The next in heights of glory.

you g
From a somber stick of wood, to marry him. He was keonly disappoint-
, to marry
Nor guess tho power, its fibers ‘mong, od when she beeame engaged to Major

For vast ovil o gress good, Hartwoll, but-bere it much botter than T

K, perbaps, some vor fai had expectod.  His wedding-gift to her was
e b Tnixed with eahos; | a8 handsome s anything sho received. und
Nor that you breathio the wnuie puro alr | 1 could ill afford T;wh u |v)|'u_~4;unl."1;vlvm!l|11;
bich Delps foed my bright finshes. come i3 very small, and he is p \
e e dependent on ‘my brother. I think ho is
And when I die, as when I glow, still bent on winning her, and probably
1 tell  truo life-stor thinks she will consent to marry him at last

1 fade, the ashes fall, wid, 101 from sheer wearincss at his persistence,
BovrE EAUKAUKA, Wis Tho_ duy following that on_which he had
- had this conversation with Mrs. Andrews,
= Arthur was walking through a fleld with the
DO LI fertilization, when all at once they wore
| startled by a loud “Good-morning, Squire,
Smoking tranquilly in an easy-chair one | uttered in a cloar, feminine voice.
from the deep and puinful reverie into which | standing on a low stile which separa
ho had fallen by 4 stop in the hall and a | fleld from a tiny orchard, in the middlo of
knock on his parior door. which wus a small cottage, overgrown with
g WS AP T , P ddttes
his . B isome face, for both step and Good-morning. Rose,” said the Equive,
L’Il:)ﬁﬁu\\-n-,r:)mfl:nmll.. to him, and if there | eoldly, and then continued his conversation
was any man on eurth whom he held near | with Arthur.
d @ y sl
tered. | plqued at being thus summarily di-l;'lon i
“I was beginning to wonder what had be- | ef, and tossed her head pettishly. her bold
come of you, Arthur,” tehing out a wel- | black eyes fixed on Arthur, whoso young,
& Warm grasp. | it she did not speak again, and the
1 hm-ff b l.n unusually busy,” and Arthur } Squire soon moved away from the vieinity
threw himself into a chair. “I've been get- | 'of the stile.
ven' ime to even think of my | said Mrs, Andrews, at the dinner-table,
l‘rlllenlrll‘:.‘: s oy ol os, I saw her this morning,” said the
“Then you've come to say au revoir.” Squire.
m

They live n & flower’s glory! But I think tuat searcely possible.”
'EN T()i l“‘;\ﬂ’.\. Squire. who was explaining his method of
evening in June, Mujor Hartwell was roused They turned, and saw a Ing woman
“Come!" he said, and a smile lighted up | vines.
and dear, that man was he who now en- The young woman appeared a little
coming hand, which Arthur Hazard took in | mlI ic figure evidently took her faney.
ting ready to leave town for afow weeks, | “I hear that Rose Ellis {8 back again,”
# >w by the early | “T hoped when she went away that wo

Yes;

s rid of her for ever"--and Mrs. An-'

n of
N vis] y O ore going with me, | We
Soepe T wish you were going with me. | HOC . ioried, ““Hor grandmother told me
“I can't leave tho city now. Besides, T | thatshe had excellent wages and was got-
shouldn't enjoy having nothing to do. I | ting along well. I wonder what has in-
haven't taken a vacation since I leit the | duced her t l:ll‘l\‘r L ey
army. Where are you going?" gl ¢ ry, o C“Ilr‘nu.l s..‘u“
“To a pleco called Westholt, down in | Squire G 11 have the “!lu e neighb
Buckingham County.” hood by the ea's in a week's time. R
'he Major started, and a shadow crept | isn't huppy unless sheis the central flg
over his face—the shadow of 18t 8Or- uvl_u.|---||_-':l\{all_|»|'ml. Al
row, the memory of which was very painful | _“She is a vory handsome girl,” said 4
to him. | thur, “but 6f & very coarse style. .
“I am going to visit the biz man of the “Her beauty has been her bane.” &
SOIE. Bes Mrs. Andrew
place—Squire Drayton,” continued Arthur, | “Hor g
carelessly. “I made his acqua ntance a few |
ant. He |

1 pa

8.
ndmother used to be housekeeper
eat many vears ago, but lately she
1in a little cottage the Squire gave
ut a mile aw Rose has almost

months ago by the merest ace!
was pieased to take a fancy to me,
Some ono

vited me to his place. broken the 1d wi ‘s heart y

L ) poor old woman's hear 10 hus
ing mle"me ol{u{r d;nly lln:lu( l.hn ‘m.ul " an i that hor beauty will pave her way
one of the prettiest daughtors in | into a higher sphere than that in which sho

8o you can prepare yoursell for
in the way of news when I come b |
He paused, lauzhing, and expecting somo |

and 1n some way she manages to
' lhum'xuminl.’nwvufl n'-urly;';'n y gon-
{tleman who comes into the neighborhood.
Tont. ‘The ahadow Nad deaponsd on hia faeo | [Then i fuss of somo kind is alwiys suze o
into a look of pain. R
“What's the matter, Hartweli? You look |
a8 if you had seen a ghost. Are youenvying
me my good luck 7"
“No; I have no desire to go to Westholt.
Ishall never go there again.”
h You have been there before me,
then?" |
“Yos; I was once engaged to be marricd |
to Lols Drayton.” |
“Yon wera? Feenen me Major, it I had |
wo spoken as I
of the sort had
illing to tell me |

“I believe she would stoop to anything to
‘gain her end,” said the Nquire. “She is un-
iserupulous to the last degree, and utterly
{without ¢ » I beg yeu
lto i

ne
Sho is e
audaeit
Noithor L
on the subject;
Arthur saw that his face was scarlet, and
his hands shook as he took a cup of
3 3 ant handed him.,
fvidently h
| of the wiles
I would not | Arthur,
t isn't & very | "y
very unusuil
i when my reg
1 near Westholt, and we

xperfonces
thought

has had sou
¢ Ro

m.
ity was changed to a

Lold retired early, as

ment was statione in the country, and at ten

is customs
ar. 1 knowshe loved | gijoek that night Arthur was on his way to

y

ve never doubted that, though
what followed would have led almost au
man to believe hor utterly wanting in any- |
thing approaching affection. We were to |
be married on the 10th of October, and the
wedding was to be a grand alfair. All the
Drayton relatives far and near were invited
and the Squire hud prepared for bonfl
fireworks and general enthusiasm.
down to Westholt on the morni
and had no fault to find with th
received from L I thought I had nev
geen her in a hapy m and we had a
long talk about our future and made all
sorts of plans, which Tlittle thought we
never to be realized. We spent a v
happy afternoon in the great, dusky parlo;
and after supper the Squire took me out for
a long walk, wishivg to show me some im-

his room.

As he was about to enter i
ip of papor folded like 4 not
outside his door. He picked
| opening it, read as follows

“Meet me to-night at the big oak tr
ite. 1 will be there at ele
not fail to come. I must

he saw a
lying just
up, and,

0

will see you.

Arthur could scarcely believe that the
note was intended for himself, and yet his
ruriosity  was  exe at n
‘elock, feeling rest

| c d, and at
|- 58 and unable to sleep,
he concluded to inve te the vieinity of
that old oak tree if only to kill time.  As he
d the oak tree Lo heard voices raised
in angry dispu
| He crept closer, and could aistinguish the
; : « Ve 5
provements’ ho hnd mads in deatnago and | {o5S OF 8 fhan ang o womun standing
purking. We loft Lois in the hall, talking to | ;o & of0 O 7 4
< : ing now, and Arthur paused,
an old woman who had come to getsomo | “r'yu)l'you once for all that 1 won't wait
medieine for a sick child. I remember that any longer,” she was saying, in a flerco,

Ilocked back whon 1 renchod tho yard and | gyiln tone. “I'vo waited long enough.
waved my hand ¢ little girl, thinking | Tve oo ¢ i coap ¥
how sweet and fair and gentle she looked {10 908 DAck OUBLIKREFOU KORpOYE

promise, and you can’t put me off again
with excuses, If you don't look out you'll
get yoursoll into trouble.”
“Hush! you e¢an't be too careful what you
say,” and Arthur, to his amazement, 2-
nized the low, eautious voico as that of his
| host's nephew. *Itell you it will come all
r e | right if you only have a little patience,
evening. When the Squire and I returned | Every one says she can't live long, and
to the house, a, ¢ouple of hours later, we | when I have a little money to bless myself
found that she fiad gone to administer the | with you'll see that I won't forget you, If
mediclne herselfto the child, and on reach- | yowil only keep quiet I'll nave matters sot-
g bome agaln had retired at once to her | {jod in six months' time,”
o, and had sent for her aunt, Mrs. | ““Thats just what you' said last yoar, and
drews, who had taken the place of a mother | tpg Lefore, and the yeur before that.
to hor for many years. Mrs. Andrews | While I'm having a little patience’ you'll
found her prone on a rug, her left hand | be getting married to Lois Drayton.” Oh,
grasping it in her agony. T'vo had things told mel There's them who
Gently raising her, Mrs. Andrews endeav- | \watchos out for me. No. yowll marry
ored to learn the cause of her pule and agi- | me now and we'll wait together for your
tated condition, but she would explain noth- | cousin's money."”
ing, simply stating that a great sorrow had | “"“[ toli you it would be madness for me to
come over her lifo. She simply wished, she | take such a step. | ose, do listen to reason.
sald, to send a message to me. It was that | T wouldn't coms in for a cent if you were
8he absolutely refused to m S | my wife. Wait a while, and do make up
on the very eve of our wec r mind to go away for a few menths,”
changed her mind. And she would “No, you can't throw no more dust in my
reason for the change, nor would she con- 1 oyes, If u'd been hod:st and meant
sent to see mo. Her father and aunt rea- | what pou said, you wouldn't have put me
soned and argued with her In vain. 8he | off so lons, And it I had known sou as
simply wept and maintained her mysterious | waell three years ugo as I do now, I wouldn't
silonce. And the end of it all was that I'loit | have taken any part in choating your cous-
Westholt the next day, sther with my | in, T'd have let her marry her gentleman,”
best man and the half- g “Hush, hush, Rose, for Heaven's suke!
The affalr created a great deal of gossip, | ¥t wonld ruin us both if you should be over-
but no one has ever heen able to got to the | heard,”
bottom of it.”

as she stood listening to the sription of |
the child’s illness! Ah, me! I did not
dream that it was our last parting—that I
was never to see her arain!”
“Never to see her again?" echoed Arthur
Hazard, as his friend paused,
“No; I have never seen her since that

>

)y

s | “Who 8 to overhear me? I rather guess
Perhaps Miss 1 on heard something | there ain't many tolks hereabouts out o'
against you,” suggested Hazard. their beds at this hour.”

“No; that question was asked her, andshe | “Still, you ean't bs too
fnsisted that she had not.” let’s walk toward the cott

~And you do not think her merely fickle ** | us wo go along.”

“I know her too well to think that.” They movel away, and Arthur heard no

“And there was no other lover more.

“No. She had other suitors. of course, But h
but I was the only one for whoia she hud | the
expressed any regard,” |

ul,  Come,
i We can talk

ad heard enough to fill him with
st suspicion and distrust,
Was it possible that at last he had
stumbled on a clew to the mystery that
n had baflled him ever since his arrival at
father occasionally, | Westholt?
ly assured me that sho “She must have told Lois some big yarn
terious silence. They | against tho Major,” thought Arthur.
mever mentlon my nume to her now. She [ But then he yemembered that Lois had
rcyl\wahul them not to do s0," | declured positively that she had heard
wish, for your suke, I could get at the | nothing against the character of her bo-
root of the matter se I try, trothed.
| Hoelay awake until daylight, cogitating
| over the nlmh-r,lnull whon at last he fell
| uslecn it was with the determination to un-
think you will suceeed. No: I must bear | payel the mystery at any cost.
my sorrow as best Tean, T mustnot hopo, | ““Aitor broukfust he drew Lois aside, and
for hope would end only in despair asked if he could see horalono in the libra-
In the train the next day, on the ry. She answered in the afirmative, 100k-
Westholt, Arthur Hazard remomb ing a littlo surprised at so strange a re-
story he had heard, and he folt o great | o Gat, qnd lod the way to the room at once.
curlosity to see the heroine of 80 peculiar & | “Arthur closed the door and motionod to
tale. | her to take wsoat on the sofa. She did so,
Squire Drayton was the richest landed | and he sat down by her side, a little puz-
proprietor in the large and fertile county in | zled how best to begin his task. The light
which Westholt was situated. His house | fell full on He could see every
was a handsome, rambling building, sur- | ¢l o N, which was exact-
rounded by trees, and overlooking beau-
tiful gurdens, rich pastures, and well-tilled
flelds,
His tamlily consistad of his daugher Lois,
a widowed sister, and o nephew, the son of
his only brothe
Arthur liked Lols at onee,
refined-looking I|rhl of

r given any explanation |

. of course,
your interest. But there i

red,
5" Arthur began, “I have not
told you, I think, thutthe hest friend I have
on earth is Cyril Hartwel),”

Every particle of color forsook her faece, a

nervous trembling « d her, and she put
Sho was a | out her hand fmploringly taward him,
Faflusdslooking, gt o y-flve "‘l,:n not «'puuk:ir |I1Im." sh-; m|||4l. in alow,

B ge, 8 ayes, shaken voieo, - annof wear ity and
“I’lll‘tl!‘lll‘lr"-‘ l.:;?;"l;:;:.l“n‘lnlxn‘n an nlmnnlmu-,u of ._.unld it |ulmmloﬂs. What I said three years
ches . 16 and graceful fig- ago I must say now.
ure; but she was shyZand rescry.q, and l“l!ll!lhu\'n something to tell you—some.
talked little, even to her father, thing you must hear,” said Arthur.

Arthur rather prlnh:d. Innlxi«-u upon his “It can_ make no differcnce In—in any-
ability to read character. Ho thought he | thing,” she said, still in the same low, hesi-
understood that of Lois, and the fact that | taging voice.
she had been able to ken"l? ’;“';"("" for threg “I must insist, however, that yon listen
yoars her reasons for refus 0 llllﬂlry!hn to what I have to tell yon, Miss Drayton,
meahpgmkl)z:e;:’le + ll~;‘d le'n Y Q.’::.‘f:.:hwl. I|u~~nr': yuulihn'- y”l‘r' will nnl“l'l'armll;m"illz

d y 0 om 1 | 9one g0, Tdid not know un Just before

could keop a socrut,” ha thought, *T shouid | T'Came aown here what it waa. that had 80
say that she could be lrlwnlvlv‘nu nto af mrl. | saddened Cyril Hartwell's life. I have
anything. She has a wea mouth, and 18 | known him only a little more than two
cr"e_(:‘uluuslﬂr_l" unig: strengthened as he 'y;.«m“ “{“‘ LR ECL G H """Y m"t lmur:
s opinion was DT sleove, Jut he told me the story o
became morc nmiuulnled with her, and he his uequaintanes with you the night before
folt a greater desire than ever to penetrate | Ileft town; but he could not tell me why it
the mystery which suriounded her broken | was that you refused to warty him the
sngagement. 5 xf;: day bofore the ono set for the weds

=1 have never told any ono that. T never
shall. It is useless to ask me to do so. I
would die sooner.”

“Will you not let me t-ll him?" asked
Arthur. “Will you not let me explain to
him that it was through the machinations
of an artful woman that he was robbed of
his bride, and that you were cruelly
cheated? Miss Lois, did u not know
enough of the character of Roso Fllis to
make you doubt——"

Lofs started up, her oyes glittering, a
deathly pallor on her lovely face.

“Rose! Was it Rose?" she ecried. “I
never know that—I never even suspected it.
Mr. Huzard, how did you discover this?
For heaven's sake, tell me! Do not keep
me in suspenso!”

She gank back, trembling, on the sofa,
her delicate hands clasped in piteous ap-

cal.
pFnr a moment Arthur was silent. He
ely knew how to proceed.

“Did you never suspect. then, that your
cousin Henry was attached to this girl, und
that it was through his influence that you
were made so wretched?” he asked at
length,

“Henry attached to Rose!" said Lois,
slowly. “Why, Henry +

She paused, blushing painfully.

“Henry has repeatedly assured you of his
attachment to yourself, you would say,”
suggested Arthur.

“Yes. He has long desired to marry me,
even before my engagement to—to—Major
Hartwell.”

“And yet, three years ago, he promised to
marry }os She has returned home
now, determined to make him fulflli that
promise. He has put her off from time to
time with the excuse that he was poor, and
has told her that at your death he would
inherit your money, and could then marry
her. Ho tells hor that you eannot live long,
but that if he married "her now you would
not leave him a penny, and that she must
therefore have patience,”

Lois' pale cheeks had flushed. There
was an angry sparkle in the soft, dark eyes
raised to Arthur's face.

“How have you learned all this, Mr,
Hazurd ?" she askod,

Will you not tell me first how Rose
Ellis managed to deceive you?"

?
“It I only dared!”™ murmured the poor
girl, sighing. “I have kept silent so long
that now

“For your ow nke—for Cyril's!”

She did not speak for a moment, Her
face was hidden in her hands, and a nery-
ous tremor shook her from head to foot.

o t have been from some powerful
you have kept silent so long,”
ooking at her pityingly.

LETTER FROM BILL NYE.

EVEN AN APPLE WILL TURN WHEN
TRODDEN UPON,

Story of a Visit to Stuart Robson, Who Was
Full of Reminiscences and All of Them
Interesting 's Impersona-
tion of the ¢

OHASSET
is about
twenty-
one and
one-half
miles from Boston
und noted tor
its mackerel fish-
ing and also a= the
summer home ol
Lawrences Bu
and Stuar

. ! , .

e
L5 i

wrte
Nys in the Chi-
cago Herd Itis
near Nantasket
and Minot’s Ledge
lighthouse, on a
stern and rock-
bound coust. It is
in latitude 42 deg.,
16 min., 9 see. N

Joun ngitude 70
deg., 45 min., 14
sec. W,

A *down there, and
== he will be pained
when he reads this to know that he has
missed a Sabbath with one of the gentlest,
loveliest characters in history. Mr. Bar-
rett's house is large and white, and has the
atr of shrinking modesty 80 noticeable in
its great but utterly unconscious owner.
r. Robson was found at his house, wall
ing under the trees and thoughtfully eatir
green HFI)IUR. of which he is passionately
fond. He raises upwards of sixty barrels
of apples on his estate each year, any one
of which is fatal.

“A nelghbor of mine had an odd experl-
ence with his apples the other day,” sald
Robson. “He has some of this same breed.
It is an apple that will turn when it is trod-
den upon. Nobody but a cider press can
eat one and live. This friend of mine went
out one day and discovered a boy named
James sitting up in the branches of
nrx»lu troe, eating the luscious fruit ar
filling his shirt and trousers with enough to

was for his sake, for his alone,” she
burst out, almost wildly “T did
) ¥ ¢ i But, ol

1 0 usk beivre 1
d vt home, and I took a path through
the wood, which was shorter than going
around by the road. All at once a heavy
cloak wus thrown over my head, and I was
forced to my knees. Then the cloak was
torn aside, and looking up Isaw a woman
standing over me, Her face was concealed
by a hidec b mask, and I did noc
rocognize her voice. She told me that she
loved Cyril, and had sworn to kill him
sooner thun see any other woman than her-
sell become his wife. She said that if I
dared marry him she would shoot him
through the heart within an hour after the
ceremony.  She swore this, ealling on
heaven to witness her vow, and so solemn
was hor manner that I did not doubt for an
instant that she would carry out her threat
it I fulilled my engagement to Cyril. 1 had
heard frequently of just such” desperate
deeds committed by jealous and re-
vengoful  women,  On knees 1
promised her that I would give Cyril up,
and would refuss any explanation of the
act. She told me that if I married him his
blood would be upon my head. This was
my reason for breaking my engagement,
and I dared not see Cyril for foar he would
wring my seeret from me, and then per-
suale mo there was no danger, and insist
on running the risk. My o for Cyril gave
me courage to shield him from danger atno
matter what cost to myself. If Tmarried
him it was at the risk of his life. I could
not thus put it in jeoparc
“How cruelly you have suffered!” said
Arthur, Andthen ho told her of the eon-
versation he had overheard the night
before,

"Your cousin’s motive in preventing your
marriage is very plain,” he said, in con-
clusiol “He hopod to win you for him-
self, while he led Rose to believe that it
simply that he might como into pos-
ionof your money in case you died un-

married.
“1 would not have believed Henry so base,
so cruell” said Lois
“.\'Il]?umu we send for Rose and ask

ow plain questions?” suggested Ar-

“Do just what you think right,” said Lois
do not fear her now.”

A sorvant wus dispatched to the cottage
at once, and soon returued accompanicd
by Rose, who had not imagined for a mo-
ment the real renson why ner presence was
desired,

She had thought Mrs, Andrews wanted
to send some special message to her grand-
mother which could not be intrusted to a
servant, and when she was ushered into
tho library and saw the Squire, Mrs. An-
drews, Lois and Arthur Hazard in couneil,
she was throughly frightenad for onee in
her bold, reckl:ss life,

At first she denied flatly having played
any such part as that aseribed to her; but
when she saw that the story was known in
all its details, she broke down and con-
fessod.

She had been indueed, sho said, by Henry

to intercopt Lois in the wood, and to
frighten her as she had done; for Henry
was poor and needed his cousin’s money,
which would, of course, come to him at
her death if she died unmacriod.
And he promised to make me his wife
inside of six months; but he put it off, say-
ing he was too poor. “ry now that I
ever lent iy hand to deceiving Miss Lois,
Squire, It was too bad to cheat her for
nothing,"

“You ought to be sorry,” said the
Squire, sternly, *"No punishment would
be too severe for you, At present, how
svor, I cannot determine whatsteps to tuke,
U may 2o, and I hope never to see your
face again!”

Rose quailed undor the looks leveled upon
her, and shrunk from the room, unaole to
make any reply.

The Bquire then sent for his nephew, and
astormy interview ensued.  Henry Dray-
ton had no excuse to offer for his treachery
save his love for Lois, and this his uncle
rofusod to accept,

“Go," he said. “You are the son of my
only brother, and I loved him well, but T
hope heaven will spare me the pain of ever
hearing your name agein,”

An hour later Henry Drayton had left his
uncle’s house for ever. und u fow days lator
sailed for Australia, accompanied by Rose
Ellis, the uulny\rurumr of his villainy,

Arthur Hazard was eager to inform Major
Hartwoll of the hap) y turn alfairs had tak-
en, and rode into (‘\m«tholl at onco to dis-
pateh a telegram to him.

“Come at once.” he said. *“I have fath-
omed the mystery, and your presence is
earnestly desired.”

At noon the next day the Major was at
Westholt,where Arthur met him with a car-
riage, and gave him a full and complete his-
tory of ull that had occurred.

The Major listenel in silence, too deoply
moved to speak, as he realized all that Lois
had suffered for his sake.

“She is in the parlor waiting for you,”
suid Arthur, as they drove up the broad
carriage road, 3

The Major entered the house with hur-
ried, anxious tread, put his hand on the
knob of tha pa lor door, hesitated a moment
as it struggling for self-control, and then
pushed it open,

There was a cry.

“Cyrill oh, Cyril! Cyrill”

“Lois! Oh, my poor darling! my poor
little girl!*

Then the door clossd. and Arthur heard
no more.

z

What’s 1 a Word?

A New York pastor, who, though a
Scotchman, had lived in Ameriea for
over forty years, was one day taken to
task by his daughter for the broadness
of his accent in the pronunciation of
the word difference.

“How do I pronounce it ?” he asked.

“You say ‘dufference.’”

“And what do you say ?”

“Difference.”

Looking at ler for a moment, and
getting her to repeat, he continued,
“Well, M——, will you just be so kind
as to tell me the dufference between
dufference and dufference 2”

The daughter gave up her hopeless
scholar to “gang his ain gait” in pronun-
ciation henceforth. — Harper's Maga-

zine.

stay his stomach when he got home. *
wish you would do that," said the ma
1 1ueh for the fruit, but you
are by tres and disfiguring it.'
( storted the lad, knock-

z \ho 3 Off, togethor with the
is <o, with a large lignum vita
I \ u don't go in the house and
*ome down there and injure

oLy well,” said the man, ‘I will have
to go to-morrow and tell your father about
you and your insulting language.’ ‘Al
right,' said the youth, ‘Go in, you old
pessimist, and get the razzle dazzle if ye
wish, T will, in the meuntime, solect a fow
more of your mirth-provoking frait."

“The next day, full of wrath, the man went
over to the boy’s house and said to the
father: “Sir, 1’ have come to do a very dis:
agreeable duty. I come to toll you of your

IN ROBSON'S ORCHARD,

boy and thensulting language he used to
me yesterday 7'

“ ‘Do not speak of it,’ said the old man
goftly. *He told the doctor and me and his
mother about it last night, He was very
sorry indeed, very sorry indeed. Your er-
is unnecessary, however, sir, the boy
is dead,"

“Then the man went home and did nof
lauzh any for two or three days, Any boy
almost can pick on him now and he doss
not resent it."

Robson tells a story as well as anybody 1
know, and I wish I might do it half ‘as well
in print as he does in conversation. He is
full of reminiscences, and all of them of in-
tereat. He tells of a littlo incident in tho
lifo of the elder Booth which was not ol
such greet importance in history, but 1
would have given a good sum ifI cou!d have
been concealed somewhere 8o that I could
have seen the performance,

Young Eawin Booth was just then get.
llnix 80 that ho could play the banjo pretty
well.  He was doing so in his father'sstudy
one day when the great Forrest entered.
The elder Booth had the most profound
respect and osteom for the genlus of For-
rest, and 8o he tried to get Edwin to con-
eeal his flippant banjo, But Forrest grand-
ly motioned him to go on with it,

“Do you play Zip Coon, Edwin?" asked
Mt.yb‘orrant in deep, reverberating tones,

o8, i

r,

“Play 1t,*

The great Hamlet then proceeded to
plung the exhilarating notes of the late Mr,

Joon.

Forrest conversed with the clder Booth
a little, but he kept time with his foot to the
{’nuc]\'lous pleasings of young Edwin's

anjo,

“Do you play the Gray Eagle, Edwin"
asked (i;n Great Forrest.

“Yes, sir.”

“Play it.”

Mr, Booth and Mr, Forrest still conversed
In a rambling way, but they kept time to
the melodious plunkings of the young
tragodian,

“Do you play the Sailor's Hornpipe, Ed«
win ™

“Yes, sir,"”

“Play 1t.”

Mr, Forrest now arose. 8o did Junius
Brutus Booth. Their faces were as solemn
as if they were rluylng Richard 1IL at o
one night stand, but gently they fell to
skipping the light and flippant toe, till at
last, in the retirement of this room, the
two great tragedians, with no more mirth
in their faces than there is in the prospects
for the Grant monument fund, hoed it
down, to the banjo plunkety-plunkings of
Edwin Booth,

When Horace Seaver, of Boston, was
buried in August, Btuart Robson, among
others, was asked to act as vall bearer.
He wrote in reply to the invitation that he
would feel honored to accept, and at thu
time set ho rode over from Conhasset by a
fast train, That is where he made a mis-
take, If ho had read the wisdom of the
groat scholar and railway savant, Robert J.
Burdette, he would have known that the
man who is in a hurry should take the slow
train, The Cannon Ball trainis generally
three hours late and the Flying Dutehman
is frequently abandoned, but the Jerkwater
Mixed train is reportod on time.

8o Mr. Robson was a little late, and the
enormous audience thronged the aisles and
extended even outside of Paine Hall, so
that he could not get in at all. Colonel In-
gorsoll was delivering his tribute to the
dead. He spoke of Mr. Seaver's groat
kindness of heart, and said that “he did not
ask God to forgive his enemles. He for-
gave them himsell, His sympathy was
wide as want, and, like the sky. bent nbove
a suffering world, e knew that antiquity
added nothing to probability—that lup-e of
time can never tuke the placo of cinse—
and that the dust ean never gather thick'

enough upon mistakes to make them equal
with the truth,”

But Mr. Robson could not get in. He
atatad to those onthe ontakiris of the arowd
that ho was “ono of the pall-bearers and
must gol in."

“Oh, look at the pall-bearer.” remarked
the erowd. “Isn’t he a pretty pall-bearer?”
ueried those who could not get in themse
selves, as they bored holes in Mr. Robson
with their keen elbows. He tried once m re
to make it understood that he was one of
the pali-bearers, but his voice was split up
the back and a loud round of mirth was
the immediate reply.

“Alterward,” said Mr. Robson, “I learned
that several others had tried to get in be-
fore I arrived on the ground that they were
pall-bearers, and so the crowd was ready
for me. DBy that time, if 1 hud known thut
by glving my nuwme I would have been car-
ried in on abed of roses. I could not have
donoe it. 1 went away, and, as I did so, I
heard u man s “He is indeed a healthy
looking pall-beurer, is he not? He 1s prob-
ably some one, who lives here jn Boston uad

NAs MAae A DET TNAT ne would get in and
hear the address. Or perhaps he is 8 man
who furnishes 5loom for funerals. He
looks like it.  Did you notiee his sad face ?"

Mr. Robson then came away, and, taking
a slow train for Cohasset, was very soon
home,

Probably sinee the days of Damon and
Pythias there has rarely been such deep
devotion and affection between two men s |
that which existed between Robson and

HIGH JINKS AMONG THE TRAGEDIANS,

Charlie Thorne. Everything about the
Elaca brings back to “Rob”™ the memory of

is oid friend, especially the welcome that
Thorne always had for him when he got
home. Thorne was always there first, con-
cealed behind & big tree near the door,
When the proper moment came he would
spring forth like a culinary Roman, with a
breastplate made of tin pie plates, u helmet
consisting of a tin milk pail with the bail
under his chin, armed with a rolling-pin,
and, shielding himself from attack by
means of a bright tin dishpan, ne would
burst forth, and alter a Shakspearean howl
of welcome, he would suddenly cast away
his armor and execute a breakdown on the
green,

At one time Robson was playing tho
Gravedigger and Mr. Forrest Hamlot,
When they came to the burial he noticed
that the priest spoke rather thickly and his
feat were balanced doubtfully on "the edge
of the grave. He seemed to be a little
mixed as to whether it was Ophelia’s grave
or u drunkard’s grave. If it were the lat-
ter, he seemed to have serious notions of
filling it himself.

Mr. Forrest noticed it. As well as I can
recall the words they were about as follows:

Priest—Her obshkies have been sho far
n'large oz we have warrantish —

Forrest (in a low growl) —Most d—d, in-
toxicated and unprofitable ass! Speaking
pious words in the most impressive scene
ever written or portrayed, you, sir, balance
yourself upon the verge of a property grave
und with the hellish odor of rum about
your garb, with eyes like tne dead, yet elo-
quent codfish, you, sirrah, essay to pro-
nm'ulmu the obsequies of the fair Ophelia!
Pah

Priest—Her death was doubtful and but
th’ great command o'ershwayd th' order,
she should in ground unshanetified here
lodge till astrump ish played.

Forrest (in a suppressed rumble like dis-
tant stage Ilmnéur) —Oh, villainous and
most pestiferous priest! Could I but get a
hack at thine own obsequios, how joylully
would I pronounce them. And thou, churl-
ish priest. seeking to support the noble
Forrest, when, beshrew me, thou eanst not
support the giant jag thou hast concealed
about thee. Out upon thee, thou maudlin
shoemaker, thou tlluop-vuh:ml ass, with
naught to recommend thee but that cursed
‘dignity which 1s, and ever was, the devil’s
|disinfectant for n moes-grown mind.

Priost—For sharitable prayers, shards,
JMlints and ‘mbblon‘ should be thrown at her,
{ul here she's allowed her virgin crants,
her maiden strowments and the bringinz
home of bell u'burial.

Laertes—Must there no more be done?
| Priest 'more be done. You bet. We
should profame shervice of dead to shing
requium and shuch sings to her you know,
as to preach parted sholes (hie).

Forrest (sotto voce, also aside)—Oh,
jmost sueccessful and profound inebriate,
thy work is done. The fair Ophelia can be
'the recipient of no deeper Indignity. Bogus
and most rocky priest, hell could not spare
'thee if it knew thy worth. Oh, full orbed
ass with tallowy pate, odds pettikinsg that
thou shouldst spread the priestly vest-
ments o'er the mammoth jag and then
come here to hic and bray above the grave
jof fair Ophelia. Begone, "dull knave, I bid
Ithee tarry not, for at the postern thou wilt
find thy quittance and thy salary. In riper
years when thou dost almost have o

THORNE'S WELCOME TO ROBSON,

thought, in some short, lueld, bromide in-
terval, remember what the great and only
Forrost told thee. (Curtain.)

Attention,
It is impossible to overestimate the

effect of simple earnestness and con-

sentration in the affairs of life.

“I sometimes wonder where I should
be now, if I had always given my whole
mind to my work,” said a middle-aged
man, engaged in a pursuit for which he
had no particular love. Heoccupied a
fairly good position, as it was, and was
“well respeckit,” but the something
beyond, which he might have attained,
had his energy and force of will been
stronger, would always haunt him:

Larkin Dunton, a practical educator,
says in writing about this very point,
that he once asked a boy a question in
regard to his enjoyment of a certain
study, and received this reply:

“ON, the time spent on that doesn’t
amount to much, for the teachers don't
care anything about it.”

That carelessly spoken reason would
exactly touch the root of many a simi-
lar matter. The teacher has no inter-
est, no stimulating enthusinsm, and so
the boy has none. A elerk is content
with doing mechanically the liberal
amount of work required of him, and
his employer feels no interest in open-
ing before him the way to a better po-
sition. . There is no affair of practical
life, no matter however unimportant,
which is not marvellously influenced
by earnestness or sloth.

“Why don’t you mend your harness
some rainy day, instead of tying it up
with strings ?” asked some one of a boy
who had taken a summenr’s contract te
drive a milk wagon,

“Oh, he don’t care,” said the lad,
pointing to his employer. who sat on
the fence dangling his feet, and smok-
ing, “he'd as lieves 'twonld be all string,
if "twould hold together,”

But the time came when it did not
hold together, and then boy and man
parted, while a river of spilled milk
rolled between, and neither could rea-
lize that it was only their common
“shif’lessness” which Liad been the cause
of the separation, .

The Indians, with their fondness for
symbolie titles, called Phil Sheridan
“The little-man-that-means-business.”

Very few men deserve to wear the
name after him, but those who have
any intention of suceeeding to one re
flectine a faint degree of its luster wil'
need to throw an exceeding earnest
tess into every nct of their daily lives

DOGS OF HIGH DEGREE.

MRS, HUMPHREYS WHEITES ENTER-
TAININGLY BOUT CANINES,

Mow Fritz Emmet's St. Bernard Under-
went & Surgical Operation— Fox Terri
ers Are Now the Rage-A Touc
Incident.

5

FEW years ago a
plea for a heaven
or dogs was

made by the Rev,

J. G. Wood in a

book, the name of

which has  es-
ciped me. The
idea  met  with
general accept-
ance among all
dog lovers. As
inthe case of ani-
mals, their right
to immortality appears to depend not on
their virtues, but on their degrees of in-
telligence, the dog stories to prove there
is no limit to the intelligence of dogs
would make an array of evidence, if they
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could be brought together and presented,
that would reasonably insure the dozs a
place, if, indeed, such a one has not
been provided.

An nstance of higher intelligence dis-
played by dogs was displayed in a spaniel
owned by Mr. William Mackin, a govern-
ment official of Quebec. Spot was accus-
tomed to play with a kitten, whose flower-
like face gave her the name of Pansy.
Spot would take Pansy’s head in his
mouth and gently roll her to and fro. One
Sunday morning the two were at play,
and, as it proved, the dog was too rough,
for when he let go of the kitten she did
mnot scamper away as usual, The dog
capered about her, running backward and
forward, to entice her to play. But the
kittten did not move. Then Spot came
to her, turned her over with his nose,
tensed bher with his paw, and began to
show signs of great uneasiness. He
would pause, then begin again to coax
her to get up.

At length he seemed to realize that
Pansy was dead, and that he kuew the
meanng of death, its sense of loss, and
also its practical results, he proceeded
to show.

With every evidence of distress he car-
ried her off to the side of the walk.
There he dug a hole, put the kitten in it,
covered it carcfully with earth, and went
away. When the family returned from

Luree weeks rinimmon was well

Plinlimmon is the most expensive dog
in the conntry. Mr. Emmet paid $5,000
for him in England. He is a St. Ber-
nard, tawpy orange with white mount-
ings, a wigantic fellow, and as Fritz's
friend and companion he has a larger
number of friemfn and admirers than any
other dog in the country.

The next most popular dog recently
died of the now popular disease, heart
failure.  This was a mastiff owned by
Mr. Moore, of the Melrose kennels, Mas-
sachusetts, who paid $3,000 for him on
the other side. The prices paid for dogs
are enormous. A common price is $260
for a valuable hun(qu dog, and puppies
$25 and $30. One of the most common

sights in the shopping region is men with
their arms full of roly-poly puppies in
their most enticing stage of babyhood,
and surrounded by a constantly changin,
but always admiring crowd of women an
girls. First one and then another of
these little F“ﬂ balls is put down on the
walk and allowed to waddle and try to
steer its way alone about the pavement.
baby’s first steps are not more beguil-
ing, and achorus of feminine endearment
rises on high. These impromptu dog
marts are very popular, and appearances
seem to show that they are also profitable.
The fashion in dogs, as in otbar things,
is fickle. The flimsy Italian greyhound,
the pug, the skye, the {oy terrier, an
such had their day. At present the fox
terrier is supreme. It is tyranny of fash-
ion that brings the fox terrier to town.
He has no natural affiliations with streets
and parks, in which an inhuman edict de-
mands that both in winter and in summer

AT. BERNARD,

church they expressed their surprise at
not being met as usual by the dog and
cat.

Dogs are now so completely members
of the family that they share the politics
and prejudices of the family. A young
woman from Canada is an ardent Tory
and her black-and-tan is just as lous,

“Gladstone gives you this piece of
cake,” she says, and the dog turns up his
nose with an unmistakable sneer and
walks away.

“No, Lord Beaconsfield left it to you in
his will,” and the dog runs back wag-
ging his tail and eats with the greatest
satisfaction.

“What wonld you do for your country?’
she asks, and he throws himself motion-
less on the floor. He would die for the
country,

“But what would you do for your mis-

tress?” Up he jumps and frisks gayly
about the room. He will live for his
mistress.

There is a young girl under a distin~
guished doctor hero in town at his pri.
vate hospital. None the less she does
not hold to his school of medicine, ag
she intimates through a lively pup she
has with her.

“What does Homeopathy do?” she con.
tinues, and the dog jumps up and runs
bounding all over the chairs, much to the
Doctor's delight, although his Prnfan-
sional intelligence has been challenged
by the little brute.

Even the diseases of dogs and their
methods of treatment are bringing them
nearer to humanity. Thousands of
friends made by “Fritz's” beautiful St,

Bernard Plinlimmon will Vrejniee that he
has been successfully operate! on for o

large fibroid- tumor, r. Glover, who
the surgcon. I resery

‘:pgphy. which |?1uuolll:no! HS lmrxu(:d P‘u‘&
limmon, he says, was an admirable pa-
tient, He was strapped onto the operat-
lug table, which is an ordinary kitchen
table with holes in which are inserted
hooks, placed in a line describing the
dog’s body, and through which the tapes
are passed. Plinlimmon seemed to know
that only kindness was meant him, and
submitted willingly to the preparations,

The area to be operated on was then
rendered insensible by h{podermiu injec-
jections of cocaine, and then the knife
was applied. Three times a day the
wound was dressed, and after a time
when the dog wns brought, without a
word he would lie down and raise his

=Youtl’s Companion,

aw for the doctor to begin. The wound
lemlv healed by first intention. and in

’dogu shall go muzzled or with a leader,

The fox terrier belongs to stables, woods,
and lanes. But he is with us and is very
much at home.

Of all breeds of pet dog none has met
with such general favor as the skye. But
skye is a comprehensive term. The true

1 8kye is not, in tad't:os" dog at all, The
real skye is a long-bodied, low dog, with
8 gold and blue hard wiry coat, and a
terrier head built for killing. Butall sorts

! of combinations of Yorkshire and Scotch

terriers have resulted in a harmless silk-
| en, long-haired pet dog, which goes by
| the name of skye.

! A rarer, but one of the most lovable

jdogs, is the cocker epaniel. There is n

1 lively group of these dogs in almost all

| the fine stables.

| The most ultra fashionable dog is the
caniche or French poodle. The poodle

,allows for costume, as it were, by shear-
ing the long frowzy coat in whatever way

the fancy of its owner may dictate. It
used to be the mode to give him a loon-
ine appearance, but later styles make of
him a dude. He has rings of curls abon
his le;u. and not unusually he wears o1
one of his legs silver bangles.
Authorities on dogs say that there it
no difference in intelligence among dif:
ferent breeds, but the ecaniche and the
collie seem more human and teachable.
Mr. de Ruiz, the Cousul from Ecuador,
has long had a poodle which he calls
Puck, that came to him in a touchin
way. The car carrying dogs to the pouns
one hot summer day was passing along.
It was so full that the Arog- were in a
heaping, writhing mass, Suddenly over
the heads of all und over the tail-board
bounded a_ white poodle, who ran
to Mr, de Ruiz as he was passing,
leaped 1o his knees and looked
ap in  his face. There could have
een no moro eloquent plea for protecs
ion. Mr. de Ruiz intervosed and Puck

Ims since been with him. Puck is not
only n pure-blooded, perfect canine, but
had been taught many tricks, which he
soon began to show off. Nothing was
ever known of his antecedents, but he
bas always showed such an interest in
music, and such readivess to display his

b that it is d ho
belonged to someo show of zrrlomlnx
dogs. Noless remarkable are hl': high-bred
manners, and his habits which are so
gentlemanly and refined.

Jupauese dogs, Mexican hairless dogs,
queer lit{le creatures from Buenos Ayres,
nud the little creeping dachshund are
preferrcd by individual tastes. The bull-
terrier pup, which is so fase
ugly, has fonnd friends among women of
cournge and pronounced tastes. St.
Bernards and mastiffs are now among the
appointments of sny well-ordered coune
try place. —Mary Gay Humphreys in Chi=
cago Inter-Ocean.

BoarpING-HOUSE mistress (at Sundly
dinner)—Mr. Jones, why do you not
eat some chicken? Jones (who has
laborad fifteen minutes trying to carve
:;leg)——'.l‘hnnh, I never work on Sun¢
av.

Maxy professions A;;e—;rowdod. but j
there is always room at thetop. Take

the elevator, young man, and you will
@ct there. 2 "

SLiM waists mmktth;o—_w
mere force of habit, b




