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snv sata, woki OUCPr hiait urore—
eyes at the mony lenfer,

Mr. Johnson'd first8impulse was to
stretch out his Mfor one of the
| applicatithh forny wWhih atood ready in
| a small box onjhe olnuter, but upon
reflection he liffd th} swinging shelf
and asked this w cliffit to step inside.
When she Lad issed Bto the office, he
closed the dooryadd Joimed her, and
from sheer {nrcek bit he restored
| the quill pen to oith. The girl
B the abstracted
pled over her
. diff ot observe it.
the side of his
1ghad taken it
8 Jooked at her.

i

| Are these rhc Mrv hnm.

4 The millon qrvhm- men,
Who efter fogs and frosta
.Spr-ng up in ginde and glen?

|

|

|

|

Their spears were silver gray,
Tleir javeling pe »1 1 and green,

Thut like a fount:in's spray
Bhattered the lig hl between.

Their banner the wild rose

Or honeysuckle bright,
Terrille to their fous

When they went vut to fighs.

Now sweet, so sweet, in death |
They le, like antumn leaves, |
With all their golden th
Gathered in golden gl

desk, and when

| 3
Now sweet, so ewset, they lie resumed his own

Of spears apd gluives and swords, pose you could fufipishgod security ¥’

That Maytimo ! I thought t it ur
. When these we e | wevevaenitr, it mvqi0vonE
- lend money on borrower's note of band

alone—I think that’s how it's put, |

NOTHI\G PEL CEN

The house in which Mr. William
Johnson carried on the business of |
money lender and financial agent was
in no way differcnt from those surround- |
ing it, save that the down stairs front '
window bore the legend, “‘Loan Office,”’
in large black letters on a white
ground. A quiet, orderly, middle aged
man was Mr. Johnsgon, and people who
met him in the street and did not know
him would have taken him for any-
thing rather than a man who put ount
his money to usury.

Certainly there was nothing of the
Shylock atout him as he sat one spring |
morning in his dingy office going over | “‘Perhtps I'd lLetter tell you all about
a much thumbed account book. He was | it,'" she said.  “Of couse you won't
a tall, spare, loosely built man, with a | tell anybody, will you?"
pale face and a thin, straggiing crop of , “Never divulge professhnnl secrets,
beard and whisker that always looked | eaid Mr. Johnson.
as if it had grown in patches. Usually| “Well, I want to botrow £20 to
when he was not talking to his dlu.tq buy a bicycle. Therel’ sid the girl,
he carried a quill pen in his mouth. | with a decisive tap «f theparascl upon
There was something in this habit | the floor.
which gave him the appearance of an ' }>rny of my quarter’s allbwance, and
abstracted poodle carrying a stick. | there's still a month befyre I've any

Mr. Johnson was deeply engrossed in | more due—and I simply must have that
the consideration of a certain entry in | bicycle, and I looked over all the ad-
his account book when the door of the | vertisements about moneyand I saw
loan office opened very suddenly and ycurs, and o I came to you”
set the bell ringing with sharp disso- "Might I inquire wlhat
nance. He heard a light step in the lit- | ma’am "’ said Mr. Johnson.
tle lcbby which was rnrtxtioned off| *Oh, I'm Miss Lattimer!| Of course
from the rest of the room. For a mo- you know my father, Mr. Bobert Lat- |
ment he did not answer the summons  timer?”
of the bell. It was never wise to bein| ‘‘Certainly,”
too much haste to welcome callers. But |
presently he rose and opened the door, |
the quill pen still retaining its horizon- [
tal positicn in his meuth. He lifted his |
eyes carelessly from the little swing|
counter to the person who stood behind
{t. He was not eacily surprised, for he

ties—isn't that it?'"

“To approved borrowds—yes,” an
swered Mr. Jobnson.

*‘Oh, " gaid the girl
you''—

“We don’t lend mnwy without se-
curity,’’ said Mr. Johns. *‘Of course
if we know the party #ad know that
it's all right and safe, why, of course,
in that case’'—

“I see,” said the girl. *“‘Yes—of
course you don’t know |nythingz abont
me. How silly of me! I thought one
had juat to come and
and sign a paper or somfthing.

The glrl looked up fnm her parasol,
with which she Lad beed tracing imag-
inary patterns on {)e ﬂl

uoh

"

name,

replied Mr'.

more astonished than ever *‘I've o
doubt that he’d buy yor a bicre
now. ‘
*“No. he won't. He thinks two
dred a year quite enongh for a gir
spend. No: I shall haye to buy my ovn

Johnson, |

him into & vague, uncomfortable si-
lence,

Behind the little counter stood a
young lady—nay, a girl of some 18 or
19 years, fashionably dressed, evidently
of good position and palpable refine-
ment. Her pretty, fresh face, revealed
iteelf to Mr. Johnson’s astonished eyes
from beneath the ravishments of &
mnuch beflowered picture hat and seemed
strangely out of keeping with the dingy
culor of his little lobby.

“Oh—er—you are Mr. William John-
son?"’ she said.

the feathered end of it

“I'm afraid your father wounldn't ap-
prove, ma'am'’— he began.

“QOh, bat he's not to know, you
know. This is a little deal just between
you and me. After all it's not getting
things on credit, is it? Because the
money will really be mine when you've
lent it to me, won’t it?"”’

“Ye-es,”” answered Mr. Johnson.
“Ye-ea.”’

““That’s all right, then!'' said Miss
Lattimer triumphantly. ‘“Well, have I

o " got to sign any papers or anything,
Yes,'" answered Mr. Johnson. Mr. Jobnson1”

“I—I want to borraw same money. It is usual to make inquiries before
~ completing.””

“Qh. bntMI.'Ve not.ime for inquiries!"’
Th e Spanish war exclaimed Miss Lattimer.
in The Century Magazine.

THS CENTURY is mhng a wonderful suc-
cess of its series of articles on the Span-

e men who lauxhl it Capmn
Sigsbee has told !M

Maine ;
Lieutenant Hobson hu ven hic nar-
rative of the sinkin lﬂg" Gen-
eral Shafter hasdescri! dlthanuagoumpa‘n
In Mth:nml Greene begins his descrip-
tion of the Manila campaign; and in Apnl is

hour. Oh! Look here! I'll leave you my
card, Mr. Johnson, in case yon want
my address.”’

Mr. Jobnson logked at the bit of
pasteboard and then at Miss Lattimer.
Something impelled him torise and un-
lock a safe which stood in a cornmer of |
the office. He fumbled about, and final-
ly produced four £5 notes, new from |
the Bank of England.

“Well, ma'am,” said Mr. Johnson,
*4it isn't my usual way of doing busi-
ness, but’'—and there he paused, ntter- |
1y unable to explain matters to himself.
“When did you say you could pay it
back, ma’am?”’

“Oh, on the st of July,” replied
Miss Lattimer. *“That's scarcely a
month, is it?’

“Then I may expect to see you om |
the 1st of July, ma’am?”’ said Mr.
Johneson, laying down the notes.

“Certainly yon may!" exclaimed
Miss Lattimer d.lightedly. ‘‘Thanks,

ADM:RAL SAMPSON'S awfully!I"" She stuffed the notes into a

PERSONAL NARRATIVE
Of the Captiiré of Cervera.
THE MAY CENTURY contains one of the

remarkable features ever printed in an
i hing less than

The S.nthzo Naval Battle
by the Commanders.

Iow R.D.E
&b’c‘aﬁ. C.Ta la.

Texas, by

of a child who¥as flot what it wants.
“But we haven t arranged anything—
baven’t I to sign o pager or anything ?”’

I think, " sai ! Mr. Johnson slowly,
*‘that we'll leav: that over until you |
pay the monc.. m+'am. I'll only|
charge you reasc - 1ble-interest for such
a short loan. Of ~om-e, ma’am, you'll
not mention t!  little transaction to
anybody,’" he a ' 'ed, anxiously. *‘We |
always keep th ' matters qulet—very

s Lattimer. All the
:d and all the after-
3 came not. And then
“near the postman
ered letter, and Mr.

was due from M
morning he w:
noon, and still
as evening dr
brought a regi

vmcgrnorrﬁ may begin at say
"E,“'";...a.,
P 'I'HB CENTURY Co.
3 New Johnson opened - and drew out £20 in
Union Square, York. notes and £1 : gold and a note that
smelled of viclei=
After a long | me Mr. Johnson rose

DR. GRADY'S UUNDITION POWDERS, ar
inst what & horse needs when in bad con-
dition. Tonic. blood vurifier and ver-
mi; They a re not tood but medicin
and the ULest in use to tlhouen
prime condition.  Price eents

from hia desk a 1 locked up the notes
in hig'safe. Ther 1e took the sovereign
in his hand an went out into the
street. He prese (ly came to the little
shop of a workir je weler and entered
it timidly. Wt 2 bacame out again,

l’orldeby.luin& ] ddab
gTists. HOEHN | b sovercion b ’ODMlnmplewntch

With all their comely length; “What amoun yish to bor-
Piled high in heaps so Ligh row, ma'am?"’ & son.

And withered all their strength. | “Wh—ah—we| ey
Alack, that goodly show “Now''— said hnson. i | sup- |

isn't it—and ro inquiriesand no sure-

then ’

f the money |

“You see, I've spent every |

had seen many.sirange ~in -his | PicT¢le.” ——
L4 . -
- his mouth and sc 8 Hena with | pracg

“I've got to |
meet a friend at the cycle agent’s in an |

gcld monnted puree and smiled at Mr. |
Johnson with al): the ingocent pleasure |

quiet.”’

EACE ml:;:m d':. :r;r;(b:umm:r::, : *“Oh, to bes el langhed the girl.
-hl_Bs wmm the ﬁghdl;c; a:} .'2:'2 ;W .“nks. r John:hon.la::dfgﬂl-
Y. ou see ne on the 1st of July

dlhllbouvud:dmm‘them Gl At yo Wi

On the 1st o1 July Mr. Johnson sat |

in his office in state of nervous ex-
pectancy, but 1@ Dervousness had
nothipg to do+ th the monmey which

chain, and LH ngers .L.l for
ressed it 2s if it had been a live thing.
And that was the end. —Hartford Cou-
rant.

Dickens' Characters,

Dickens simply reveled in Mr. Peck-
sniff and in what is perhaps his great-
est creation, Mrs. Gamp. That admir-
able lady is worthy of the creator of
Dame Qnickly, so masterly, so large is
the handling, so flowing in her contour,
for Sairey in her way has ‘‘an outline”’
which Mr. Mantalini desiderated in a
person of quality. Near her, but not
actually on her level. is the friendly
Mr. Swiveller, whose Marchioness ex-
hibits right pathos, which does not har-
row, being bathed in humor. Mr. Swiv-
eller no doubt is a raff and would have
been ““proud of the title,”” but a raff of
delicacy, with the kindest heart, and
in the matter of paetry be finds in it all
Hihesptken i gl mhic,
poetry an eligible substitute for re-
ligion.

One thinks of those enchanted char- |
| acters down to Miss Walckes and

" | Quilp’s boy with an inexpressible affec-

| ion. Ounr hearts are simply peopled
with those creations which gathered
round Dickens when he wrote like

and ca- ,

AP I T P30 2SN m

\ He v.'n.q but a tofler in Ife, no more,

| Till they smothered love,

| . s 2
amiable spirits sumimoned by one sweep |

of a magician’'s wand. Could there be

weariness in the brain which bubbled |

up. as it were, with these creatures of |
delight—with Mrs. Todgers and B.n)ey,
Jr., the Mantalinis, and DBetsey F

Ladies, and Jefierson Brick 7—Andrew
Lang in Fortnightly Review.

Women's Rights at Six,
Dolly, who is 6, was sent to boarding
| school just before Christmzs. When
she came home for the Lulllh)“. she
| voiced her many objections to the tem-
| ple of learning where her guardian had
' placed her.

“1 dou t like to stand in a straight
row,”" she gaid, *‘and I don't like to
. drink out of a mug with a big *‘Be

‘Guod' on it, and I don’t like to have
fay face washed round and round as if
it was a plate."'—New York Coummer-
| cial Advertiser.

His View of It,

**My dear. ™ said Mrs Henpeck. **I'm
poslnve that onr Georg se is thinking
| serio usly of matrimony.
| well, 1 only hope so.” retarned
| Henpeck, with unusual spirit. 1

wouldn’t want any boy of mine to be
| g0 unfortunate as to regard it as a
joke. ''— Philadelphia Record.

| When a Soldier In Degradtu.

’ This is how most armies degrade n |

officer who has been proved a traitor to
| his country. The day before the traitor
is to be publicly degraded, the military
tailor removes all the buttons and

that they can be readily torn away
The condemned man's sword is aleo filed
{ almost in two, in order that it may be
| easily snapped.

At the time appointed the traitor,
who has, of course, been tried by court-
martial, is marched out with his regi-
ment, wearing his uniform for the las
time. A halt is called, a superior off
repeats the verdict of the court martial,
advances toward the traitor and says:

“You have disgraced the uniiorm youn
wear; you are unworthy to carry arms.
In the name of onr country we degrade
you.”

The decoration# are torm from the
uniform, the sword brokem in twain,
and amid the muffed rambling of
drunas the ceremony ends, although a
long term of imprisonment invariably
follows.—Pearson’s Weekly.

Poor Chnnce For Poets.

A poet is cross with me becanse I de-
cline firmly to read his manuscripts and
advise him as to the desirableness of
taking to verse with all his young ener-
| &Y- Other poets may take a statistical
| view of their case. Let them consider
| the estimated population of the globe.
How many of them have justified their

conduct in being poets? At this hour |

| is there one such being anywhere? Sup-

|pose for the sake of argument, that |

there are six. How many millious to
I ono is it against the success of the neo-

phyte? Dut, if versify he must, let him
| send his work to all the editors. If they

| think his poems worth printing (and

puvmg for), then let him make friends

with certain young ecritics, who will
| blow his trampet before him. Butdo
| not let him bother busy old men, who,
| by reason of their age, are no longer
| good judges.—Andrew Lang in Long-
| man's Magazine.

| Tit For Tat.

Brothers und sisters ought to be glad
to give and receive mutual assistance.

“You show such had taste in the se-
lection of your neckties, Horace,’' said
the elder sister of a youth in his teens.
““They always look eo wrinkled and
shapeless too. You ought tolet. me buy
them and tie them for yotL

“I'm willing, sis,’’ he answered,
looking at her pinched waist, “‘if you'll
let me buy your belts and fasten them
around you.''—Youth's Companion.

In a Boom Market.

The Lamb—The thing has gone down
until it isn't worth a cent on the dollar.
And yet you told me it was a good in-
vestment.

trouble is that we look at it from dif-
ferent points of view, that’s all. —Bos-
ton Transcript.

Not n German.
“Did you enjoy the german the other
night, Miss Daisy?"’ asked Tinkleton.
“He wasn't a German, Mr. Tinkle-

an Engushman "'—Harper's Bazar.

Greece and Madrid.

the basis of all financial reckoning.

Prig, |
and Hannibal Chollop, and the Literary |

AN UNREALIZED DREAM.

In the golden spring &y of life I stood

On the flower lined boder of womanhood,

And the sun was breght, und the skies
were falr,

And the joy birds were singing every-
where.

Then life was a dream that wa
born )

As the sun rose up on the giorious morn

That follows the waning of girthood's

s heaven

ays,
And the woman basked In Its cheery rays.

A suitor came in a man onlth

Whose eyes were mirrg etlecting truth,

Whose face an Apollo might envy well

And whose voice was clear as a vesper
bell.

But I steeled my heart to the golden
snare,

For mad ambition was nesting there

To reign as queen in the tinscled shy

Of the upper werld, and I bade him

A year sped on, and another came,

And )ald his heart at my queenly feet.

But his name was missing from titled lore:

And I mutied the blow In regretful phrase
As he passed from my sizght with reprove
Ing guze.

Tho fires of ambition warmer burned
and 1 proudly

spurned

The yearnings of hearts that were brave
and Lold

And pure in affection as virgin gold.

A king would come with a titled namae,

And I'd rule as queen in the world of
fame,

And the years sped on with distressing

pace,
Each penciling 1lnes on my once falr face

Then my heart was pierced, as by gleam
ing blade,

With the growing fear that [I'd dle a mald

And when hope was waning another came

And I forced a smile and assumed his
name,

The dreamed of kingdom I'm ruling o'er

Is a dingy old corner grocery store,

And I aid my bustling old k ng of kings
In selling bacon and cheese and things!
—Denver Post.

Only HDumnn.

“What's the matter. bub?”

!nuﬁu:w;,u-," -New York Jdot ;
“a single stitch, =o T Tl A T~ =t B I

The Wolf—And so I still think. The : fore. — Yonkers Statesman.

ton,’’ answered Daisy innocently; “he’ s

“I lent Willie Jones me new skates.
an he's gone an fell in dis hole wic
—New York Jonrnal

Wanted to Set Himsclf Right

“Pray do not prisiud o 1
as he entered the odice. ) a poot
man, and | iw put in
a false Ykt b I desire
courteous treattent ut yor e ls nds and
ask tLut yeu l- not degeiv v appear-
ances. LIy hair is l~ I t is be-

cause of a {4 1t with
my b.ubor I PRI E

Then he iing the San-
day odmx i lm, th .1 ke didu t want

—Chicago 'cit

Her Plan.

Mr. Tezzleton (with swelling mus-
cles)—What would yon do if you and |
were all alone in the honse and yon
should see a barglar crawling through
the window ?

Miss Dazeley—Oh, I shonld stand
right in front of the chair behind which
you were hid and if poscible argue with
him until the folks came howme. —Chi-
cago Daily News.

Enxily Counted,

After an absence of half a year she
had returned.

**Did you think of me often. George ?’
she asked.

*“Only once. Aggie,”" he replied.
**but it was an awfal long think—six
whole months!"'—New York World.

Appreciated the Compliment,

“They say that Jones was elated the
day after the recount committee throw
him out of his seat in the common
council.’

“‘Yes: it was because the papers next
morning spoke of him as having retired
gracefully. ""—Detroit Free Press.

Calling His Blam.

My time is worth $1 a minufe to
me, "' said the busy man.

*‘All right,”" replied the insmrance
agent. *‘I'll take just 15 minutes and
allow you the discount on the first pre-
minm. "'—Philadelphia North Ameri-
can.

Too Previous.
Friend— What are yon kicking abont?
Humorist—I'm a chump. [ went and |
destroyed all my Spanish war jokes |
that [ had left over. If | had them
now, I conld work them over to suit
the Filipino war.—New York Jonrnal

Ringing the Changes.

First Tramp—That dog got yon up a |
tree, did he? |
Second Tramp—Yes, I never saw so

| much bark about a tree in wy life be-

The Important Thing.
“They say all the lovemaking was |
on her part.”
*‘So I've heard. But then he supplied
the money, you know. " —Philudelphia
| North American. .

Bound to Finish Him, Anyway. |
When doctors can't find anything left |
|in a man to cut out. they advise a|

Meerschaum is a gilicate of magnesia cbange of climate as a means of restor- |
| and is to be found chiefly in Asia Minor, |

ing his health. —Atchison Globe.

Comundrum by the Cheerful 1diot.

and dogs "
i A Hailing cabsand ‘buses ~-Pranch
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An gasy
way to get
a piano,

Ll e e e e 3/ W al ol o

: WE have 34 bright, new

Pianos—perfect in tone, ac-

g uon md ﬁmsh—-dl built within

offet yo yon us stafed belows” THE ™

pianos are of such standard
makes as

Mathushek,
Kim ball,

' Pease,
Chickering,
Royal,

—all reliable pianos, guaranteed in
every particular.

The proposition is this :

We will ship you your choice of
any of the named pianos, pre=
paying the freight to any point
in Louisiana and Mississippi,
charging you our lowest spot
cash priyco, and allow you to
pay for it next fall, after your
crops are made. This gives you
a piano nOw and the use of it all
summer without a cent’s outlay.
Write To-Day !

The number of instruments are
limited, and this offer is for this
over stock of pianos only.

If you have an old piano,
we will take it as a cash payment,
allowing you the best possible
price.

Ph. Werlein, Ltd,

*‘Everything in music.
Largest and Uldg: Piano House in the

614-616 Canal St,

New Otleans.

O D DB & P b Bt O

For one cent

\—/ o

- .

Sond nA @ one oont postal canl, with
your name snd address, and we will
mail yon cur big 1890 illustrated catalog
of bicyole sundries. Tt tells ahout the
largest bicyole house in the South, and
Elivss prices on everything about a

eycle. Tt contains o

spacial tak to repair men,

ﬁwr!nv mnn\- practical hints on what to
o, how to do it and what you ought to
pay for sandries and materinls,

Abbott Cycle Co., Ltd.,

411 to 419 Baronne St.,
NEW ORLEANS,

e l'uﬂul-l D'Cunaecic
Daniel O'Connell, the fa
when takingaride in the n
of his house. had occasion to
urchin to open a gate for him. The
tle fellow complied with mnch alscvity
and looked np with snch sn honest
pleasure at rendering the slight service
that O'Connell, by way of saying some-
thing—anything —asked:

“What's your name, my boy "'

“Daniel O'Connell, sir,”" replied he
stoutly.

“*And who’s yonr father?* dcmnnd
ed the astonished liberator.

“Daniel O’Connell, sir.” s

O'Connell muttered a word or two
below his breath and then added aloud

“When I sce yon again, I'll give you
sixpence.”’

Riding briskly on, he soon forgct the
incident and fell to thinking of graver
mattera, when, after traveling some
miles, he fonnd his path ¢lstracted by
some fallen timber, which a boy was
stoutly endeavoring to remove. Oan
looking more closely he discovered it to
be the samo boy he had wmet in the

morning.
Whatt" ¢ried he. *“How do you'
come 12 be he
“Yoa zaid, rxt e you
seen e yon'd sisge e, said
the little feile 7iping the perspira-
tion from his L A = dedos
PG, SEPFs S SN

Farmer Sinclair. 3

John Sutherland Sinclair is a farmer
in North Dakota. His farm is called
Berriedale farm. In the book cf the
peerage Mr. Sinclair is put down as Earl

| of Caithness, Lord Berriedale and &,

baronet of Nova Scotia. All the castlea
and vast estates which his ancestors
owned have shrnnk to the North Dakota
farm. The earldom of Caithness once
embraced all the nprthern part of Scot-
land, from sea to sea, and the Sinclairs’
were earls of Orkney too. —Milwankeo
| Wisconsin.

It In Pathetle, Nevertheless.

The headline **Died Penniless’” loses
pine-tenths of its pathos when one re-
| flects that a minute after death the vic-
| tim of sach sad circumstances is just as

| well off as if he bad died in possession

of a hundred wmillions.—Indianayolis
Journal _
A Consoling Thought.
While most persons come into the
world crying, very few of them weep

when they are leaving it.—Boston
Transcript
CASTORTIA

In some parts of Africaslaves arestlll Q. What is worse than *‘raining utﬂ Bears the The Kind You Hawe ’mw
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