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How Two Learned a Lesson.

A ~ Betty sighed. Now why she should
sighed at this particular moment no
g on earth coulil tell. .and it was all
. fhe more exasperating because John had
sogt generously putinto Ler little skapely
" 5d a brand new §10 bill. And here
tagan thetroubile,
aWhat's the matter? he said, his face
at the faint sound, and hig mesnth
ing tozether in what those who
 koew him but little called an “obstinate
#a" “Now what is it?”
~ " Betty who just begun to change the
| gigh inio 8 merry little laugh rippling all
- or the corners of the red lips, stonped
ddenly, tossed ber head and, with a
Jl jerk no way conciliating, sent out
‘the words—

"You necdn’t insinuate, John, that I'm
s troublesome !”
~ o didn't insipnate—who's taiking of
puating?” eried he, thoroughly in-
sed gt the very idea, and backing
y a few steps, he glared down from
his tremendons height in extreme irrita-
| “pgs yourself that’s forever insin-
pating and all that, and then for you to

it on se—it's really abominable!”
The voice was barsh, and the cyes
" ghat looked duwn into hers were not
to behoid.
Whnd, il you think, Juhn Peabody. that
L [l stand and have such things said to
me, you miss vour guess—that's all!”
iied Betty, with two big red spots com-
in ber cheeks as she tried to draw
jittle erect figure up to its utmost
psions. “Forever insinuating! 1
'.‘_. you woulan’t bave =aid that before
fwarried you. Oh, now you can, of
- m
. #Didn’t you say it first, I'd like to
gnow?” eried John, in great excitement,
" drawing nearer 10 the small ereature he
led wile, who was zasing at him with

ging eyes of indignation; “1 cant

o

things of wy hustani?’ ericd Betty,
drawing herself np to her extremest
height, and towering =0 over the old
womsen in the chair that she jun ]u'ri in
confusion at the storm ghe had  raised,
and stared blindly into the ez
and face roy  with indignation—her
only thought waz to get away from the
storm she had raised, but conld not stop.
But che was forced to stay, for Betty
stood just in front of the chair and blocked
ap the way, so she slunk back into the
smallest corner of it and took it as best
she eould. “My husband " eried Betty,
dwelling with pride on the pronoun—at
least, if they were to part, she would say
it over lov ngly as much as she conkd tili
the last moment, and then when the
time did come people should know that
it wasn'i John's fanlt—"the best, the
kindest, the noblest husband that ever
was given to a woman. 1've made him
aore tronble than you can puess; my
hot temper has vexed him—TI've been
cross, impatient and—"

“Hold ! cried a voice, “von're falking
against my wife !” and in a moment  big
John Peabody rushed through the door,
grasped the little woman in his arms and
tolded her to his heart, right before the
ol waid.

SOh P eaid Miss Simmons, sitting up
straight and setting her speetacles  more
firmly,

“Amnd now that you have learned ail
vou can,” said Jolin, tnrning round to
im{;.stili holding Betty, “why—you may
iy

The chair was vacant, A dissolving
view through the door was all that was
to be seen of the gossip, who started up
the road hurriedly, leaving peace be-
hind.

“Betty,” said John, some half hour
afterward, “what was the sich for? 1
don't care now, but 1 did think, dear.
and it cut me to the heart, how yon
might have married richer, 1 longed
to put fen times ten into your hand,
Betty, and it galled me becanse I
conldn’t.”

Betty smiled and twisted away from

his grasp. Running into the bedroom
she presently returned, still smiling,
with a bundle rolled up ina clean towel.
This she put on her hu-band’s knee, who
stared at her wonderingly.,
“I didn’t mean,” she said, nnpinning
the bundle, “to 1« it out now, but I shall
have to. Why, John, day after to-mor-
row is vour birthday!”

With a wild ery Betty rushed across
the room, first tossing the ten dollar bill
savagely as far as she could throw it,and,
flinging hersell an the eomfortable old
<ofa, broke into a flood of tears—the first
she had shed during her married life.

“How eould be have done it—oh, what
have I said? Oh, Johin, John!”

The bird twittered in his little eage
over in the window smong the plan

“Oh, what have [ said?"”

Betty remembered like a flash how John
amid she filled the seed cup that very
morning, how he langhed when she
tried to put it in between the bars, and
when she conldn't reach without getting
upon a chair, he took her in his great
arms and held her up just like a child
hat she might fix it to soit herself.
And the “hits” that he said in his tender
way, they had gone down to the depths
of her foolish little heatt, sending her
about her work sirging for very gladness
of spirit.  And now !

Betty stuffed her fingers hard into her
rasy ears to shut out the bird's chirping,
“Tfhe knew why I sighed,”she moan=d.
‘Oh, my hushand! Birthdays—nothing
will make any difforence now. Oh, why
can’t I die?”’

flow long she stayed there, eronched
down on the old sofa, she never knew.
Over and over the dreadful scene she
went, realiging its worst features each
time in Jdespair, until heavy footsteps
proclaimed that some one was on the
point of breaking in upon her uninvited,
and a voice out in the little kitchen
eried—

“Betty !

Betty sprang up, choked back her sobs,
and tried with all her might to compoze
herself and remoye ali traces of her
tronhble,

The visidsr was the worst possible one
she cowd have nnder the circumstances.
Crowding herself on terms of the closest
intimacy with the pretty bride, who
with her husband had moved into the

it fiest, I'd Jike to know?"
4 eried John.
- endure everything !”

" “And if vou hear more than [ do”
'~ eried Betty, wholly beyond control new,
* “why, then I'll zive up,” and she pave
" g bitter little tangh and tossed her head
- again,

" Here they were in the midst ofa
- goarrel! These two who but a year
. before had promised to love and protec)
- and help each other through life!

“Now,” said John, and he bronght his

. “Didn't you say

B - hand down with such a bangon the

table beforc him that Betty nearly

~ skipped out 5f Ler little shoes, only  she

= controlled the start, for she would have

- died before she Lad let John see it

L “we"ll have no mo-e ofthis nonsense !”

~ His face was very pale, and the lines

- aronud his mouth so drawn that it would

have gone to any one's heart to have
seen their cxpression.

“] don't know how you will change it

or help it,” said Betty lightly, to conceal

~ ber dismay at the turn affairs had taken,

- "y sure!” and she pushed back the

~ Jight waving hair from her forehead with

- 8 sancy, indifferent gesture. .

That bair that John always smoothed

" when he petted her when tired or dis-
heartened, and called her “child.” Her
gesture struck to his heart as he glanced
st her sunny locks and the cool, inditfer-

ent face underneath, and before he knew
it be was saying:
“Tliere i no help for it now, I suppose.”
“Ol, yes, there is,” said Betty, still in
the cool, calts way that ought not to
* have deceived him. But men knew so
little of women's hearts, although they
may live with them for years in closest
friendship. “Yon needn't try to endure
it, John Peahedy, if you don’t want to.
P'm sure I don’t care?”
“What do yeu mean?”
Her huskand grasped her arms and
vmpelled the merry brown eves to lock
to him.
“T can go back to mother's,” said
¥, provokingly. “She wants me any
aay, and then you ean live quietly and
live to suit yourseif, and it will be better
all around.”

Instead of bringing out a violent pro- |

testation of affection and remorse which
she folly expected, John drew Limsell
up, looked at her fixedly for a long, long
minute, then dropped her arm and  said
through white lips very slowly :

“Yes, it may be as you say, better all
around. You know best,” and wis gone

' of her opportunities, and by dint of

village n twelvemonths previous, Miss
Elvira Sinmons had made the very most

making great parade over helping her
in some domestic work, such as house- | o i
keeping, dressmaking and the like, the Hold!" eried s voice, "youre talking
maiden lady had managed to ply her | Sgainst my wife!” and in & moment big John
bther vacation, that of newsgatherer, at | Peabody rushed through the door, grasped the
one and the same time, preity effectu- | Hittle woman in his arms, and folded her to his
ally. . & heart, right before the old maid.

She was always called by her first| “Se’tis!” said John.

name, though Betty resented it ; and she | it come ronnd so goon?®
made a great handle of friendship on| “And, you dear boy " egid Betty, shak-
every oceasion, making John rave vio- | ing ont before his eyes a pneit_v' brown
lently and vow a thousand timws the | affair, all edged with silk cf the bloest
old miaid” should walk! shade, that presentiy assumed the pro
Bt she never had —and now, seenting | portions of a dressing gown, “this is to
dimly, like a carrion after its prey, that {bhe vour present.  But yon must be
trouble might eotne to the pretty little | dreadfully surprised, John, when you
white honsze, the make-mischief had | get it, t‘nr‘uhr I didn’t want yvou to know=.
eome to do her work, if devastation  had -
really eommenced.

“Peen erying !” she said, more plainly

than politely, and sinking down nto the '
pretty chintz covered rocking chair with
an energy that showed she meant 1o stay,
amd made the chair ercak fearfuliy. | gown, “had to do with the gigh?”
“Only folks do say that you and your| *That,” said Betty, and then she broke
husband don’t live happy—but a! | | into a merrv lunzh that got s0 mixed up
wonldu’'t mind—I1 know ’taint  your | with the dimples and the dancing brown
faalt.” - eyes that for a moment she comld mot
Betty's heart stood still.  Had it come | finish, “0Oh, John, [ was worrying o
1o thi? John and she not to live happy ! | over those buttons! They weren't good,
To be sure they didn't, as she remember- | hut they were the best T could do then.
od with a pang the dreadful scene of| And I'd onty  beught them yesterday.
words and hot tempers; but had it|Two whole dozen. And when you put
gotten around so often —a story in every- | that $10 bill in my hand I didu't hardly
body’s mouth?  With all her distress of | know it, but I suppose [ did give one
mind she was saved from opening her | Jittle bit of a sich, for [ was so rovoked
month, S0 Miss Simmeons, failing in | that I hadn’t waited buying them till
that, was forced to go on. to-day.”

John caught up the little woman,
dressing gown and all. 1 dow't think
they have ever quarreled since, at least
1 have never heard of it

“Giracious! hag

best. When he spoke agzain he said,
perplexedly, while a small pucker of
bewilderment settled between his eyes—

“But I dom’t ees, Beity, what this
thing,” laying one finger on the dressing

Jr'-_x .

FAIRY FOOTFALLS.

1t costs over £1,000 a year, it is =aid,
to keep and clean the crown jewels of
England.

Water in the flooded Comstock mines
ebbs and flows with the regularity of
ocean tides.

A large diamond ring was swallowed
racently by a two-year-old boy, of Stock-
& Y ton, Cal.

e O A | [j 1 Greenlanders, it is said, live in the
gr e 3 | hope of a warm heaven and a cold place
tor the wicked.

Tt is said that chirorodists give Chica-
go a wide berth when they go West, and
that the gi1ls out there use a sickle asa
corn reaper. Boston Budget.

My brother-in-law, who is a ladies’

“Only folks do say that you and your busband | ¢ gmaker, dicts that impending
don’t live happy—but la! I wouldn’t mind | historians will write about the “F"'—
—1 know "taint your fault.” feet monarchies of Chicago. Erratic En-

“An' 1 tell folks so.” she said, rocking | Tique.
hersetf back and forth to witness 1he| That's kind of sad about those little
effect of her words, “when they git 10| Chicago twin girls drowning. They un-
talkin’, so von can't hlame me if things | dortook to take a sail on the ilake in one
.!;:n'l 20 EREY for -‘"m'..!‘.’"' sure " of their grown sister’s shoes, but the

“Yon tell folks sul _rl-l<'.uh-n]“ I}Nl\:" ghoe liad a hole in the bottom of it _and
vaguely, and standing quitestill. “What? | gynk with the poor little twins. Ken-
I don’t understand yon.” tucky State Journal.

“Why, that the blame is all his'n” 2
cried the old maid, exasperated at her| & Chicago reporter #

article headed “Fact
but the composit

strange mood and her dullness, “I say, Joout Big Fees,
says 1, why they couldn't noome live
with him, let alone that preity wife he's
got. That's what I say, Betty. And
then, I'll tell 'em what a queer man he
is, how cross, and—" -

“And you dare to tell people such

John made the answer he thought |

E— i - =

CANCER OF THE THROAT.

Mrs. Lestie's Story of Her Husband’s
Slekness.

The New York papers have been re-
marking that the late Frank Leslie, the
well known publisher, died of cancer of
the mouth and throat. This is not strict-
Iy true. With Mr, Leslie there was no
break of the skin or discharge of any
sort. It was a cancerons growth upon
the throat. The only thing apparent to
the eve in his case was a slight swelling
upon the gland of the neck, beneath the
jaw, near the jugular vein. There was
no visible breaking down of tissue.

Mrs. Leslie herself told me the other
iday how her hushand died. No detailed
aceount of it had ever been written, she
said, and it would be of interest now
because of Gen. Grant's case.” s give the
story, as far as may be, in her own clear
cut, well chosen words, The musical
voice, the elance of the c¢loguent eye, 1
ean not reproduce.

Mr. Leslie was a man of perfeet phy-
He had never soffered from an
ailment in his life. Five wecks before
his death he was sonnd and strong, to all
APPEATRNCES a8 any Wan in America.

One morning, five weeks before his
death, Mr. Leslie said to his wife: “My
coliar feels tight. Put your finger on
my throat, and see if there is not some
kinid of a swelling therd”

She did =0, but could ind nothing. A
few mornings later he asked her agan
to see if his throat was not swelled, “My
coltar seems 10 choke me,” he said. This
t:me she detected upon the neck a small
swelling, like a gland hardened and en-
larged by cold. There was no pain, but
he thought he had a cold, which had
swelled his throat. Mrs. Leslie made a
Joop in his collurs, which let the n out
and gave more room. [e went to his
office every day, just as he had done for
YEurs,

Three weeks before his death Mrs,
Leslie herself did not feel well, one
morning was a little dyspeptie, and pro-
posed to consult a physician,

“Suppose you step around with me,
and ask about vour throat,” she said.

He agreed to do o, After preseribing
for the lady. the doctor looked at Mr.
Leslie’s neck.

“Take off your coat,” he said, “and
yonr vest.”

The physician’s face was entirely im
passive.

“You might try electricity,” he said.
“Take it three times on alternate days,
and then come back.” The doctor knew
then that his patient was a doomed man,
but he said not a word, The Leslies
thonght he treated the matter lightly.

The days went on till within two
weeks of the day he died. He and his
wife were still ignorant of the doom that
hung over him. He began to have great
difficnlty in swallowing. Then he said,
impatiently:

“My sore throat is no better. The doe-
tor is tampering with me, 1'm not satis-
fied. 1 want a consultation—six or eight
doctors.”

Dr.J. Marion Sims was his personal
friend for years. Ile askel him about
the consultation, and requested him to
be present.  Dr. Sims said:

sigue.

“By all means, old boy, have ! if you
like; as many doctors as you want.”

The consultation was held, Once more
he removed his coat and vest for the
doetors.  They sounded him, questioned
him, and prodded his neck and chest,
Then tirey went aside amd counseled
with one another. At the end of it all
they said ot a word.

“They simply looked quiet,” said Mrs,
Leslie. It was in December. A few
days later, one snowy, sleety mornin-,
Dr. Thompeon, the first physician who
had seen the patient sent for Mre, Leslie,
A thonght shot through her brainlike a
flash.”

“Tt was the very first time I bad an
idea ti:at my husband might be seriously
ill. 1 went to the physician and sai:
“Dgetor, what did yon send for me for?
Was it about Mr, Leslie?”

“yes,” said he, “it was. [ must tell
you that this trouble of hisisofa can-
cerous nature.”

Mrs. Leslie held fast to the chairin
which she sat.

“Do you mean that he will die?” she
eaid,

“Yes," he answered, “'his case is hope-
less. 1 have known it from the first.”

She visited Dr. Sims, and told him the
verdict.

“My poor child, I know it,” said Dr.
Sims. “I haveknown it all along. TItis
not the disesse itself, but the location of
it which makesthe danger so imminent.
The cancerous growth cannot be cut ont

withont risk of severing the windpipe or
jogular vein. We cannot perform an
operation.”

4 up stairs a“l

: and proof reader
hoth agreed inel  aging the final “s” to
a“t” Anold proof reader doesn’t work
for thirty vears on a Chicago paper to bhe

fooled by a littie um.wm

The physicians told her that nothing
counld be done for him but to give him
opiates, just as they are giving them to
Gen. Grant now. Time went on till
within ten days of death. BStill he was
ignorant of his fate. Up to that time he
had gone to his office regulariy.

“f knew he was going to die” said

Mrs. Leslie, “but 1 knew not how to teil
lit. His business was in the hands of an
| yssignee. He had to compromise with the
ereditors, and Le, nneonscioasly wo him-
eplf, was in the hunds of death, Any
other misfortune than the last T conld
| have borne.

“His appetite was good. e was able
to swallow beef tea, soft boiled egzs, and
raw oysters, able to_take enough food to
keep him nourished. He was not ema-

that he should know. In the unsettled
state of nis affairs there were a hundred
things that he might wish to do, direct-
ions he wonld want to leave bekind him,
arrangements for the future, amd so on.
He mwust be informed,

“Day and mght,” said Mrs, Leslie,
“this thought was with me,” how can 1
tell that great strong man he mnst die?”

Mr. Leslie had a habit of pacing the
floor as Gien. Grant does, He watked up
and down in his apartment by the hour,
gaving sometimes that he done s0 many
miles and =0 many laps on that day. i

Finallv, winle thus walking the tloor
onee be said Lo s wife;

“This doctor isdoing me no good with
his elixir of life. My throat is slowly
but surely elosing up. What shall we
do

“I don’t know that we can do any-
thing,” she said. Then she knelt down
on tne floor beside him and told him the
Worst,

Hetook the blow as a strong man
should do.  He talked over their tangled
affairs with his wife, and then attered
the words which the world knows:

“Little girl, if there is any power by
which after death 1 ean come back to
your side, I will doit, Put I want yon
o o llu_wll to my office, take l'ham: of
it, and sit in my place till my debts are
paid.”

After that there was nothing for it but
to be as comfortable as possible and wait
for the end.

The day Le died he arose early in the
morning and dressed himself, to the last
wminutia, carefully, as was his wont. He
lm_:ll had gix hours' sleep, the attendant
said,

“But 1 don't feel reTresbed after it
somehow,” he told his wife, “and |
haven't any appetite. I think 1 took &0
much food last night that 1 am not hun-
gry this morning.”

Mrs, Leslie was obliged to go out on
business. She went to the publishing
house, and was busy throughout the
morning. At 2 o'clock she received a
telegram to come hows at once.

«] knew what it meant,” she said. She
hastened home with all speed.  Mr. Les-
lie appeared to be sleeping quietly, with
rpothing alarming in his appearance. She
turned to the nurse;

“Why did you send for me like thatt”
sheasked. “Youdrove me almost mad.”

A little while bef re her husband had
undressed himself with his own  hands
and gone to bed.

Mrs. Leslie went to the bed, with her
bonnet on still. Her face was tlushed
from the rapid walking. She roused her
hushand.

“What is the matter?” she asked him.
“Do you feel worse?”  He raised his eyes
to her flushed face and smiled. “How
pretty you look,” he said.

Those were his last words. He sank
into uncongciousness, and breathed more
and softly, till abont 6 o’clock, when he
was no more. The pressure of the
swelling upon his windpipe cansed a
gradual and ressive imperfect aera-
tion of the blood, and the effect produc-
ed was as if he had taken a parcotic.
He became slowly stupefied. In that
way he passed away without a struggle
ora pang. N.Y. Cor. Cin. Commercial
Gazette.

———
YALUE OF OLD SHOES.

They Find “BlT*.’ l-l.o' Artstie
Decorations.

It may be a surprise to some people to
Jearn that the old shoes castinto the ash
barrel and carried away with other offal
should find their way back to the house
in the form of handsome wall decora-
tions. A reporter asked a prominent
wall paper manufacturer whether it was
true that old shoes were used in his bus-
iness,

“We buy,” said the foreman, “all the
boots and shoes that the scavengers can
bring us. We pay diflerent prices for
the qualities of leather. A pair of fine
calfskin boots will bring as high as 15
cents. We don't buy eowhide boots,
The boots and shoes are first soaked in
several waters to get the dirt off them.
Then the nails and threads are removed
the leather is ground up into a fine pulp
and is ready for use. The em bossed
leather paperings which have come into
fashion lately and the stamped leather
fire screens are really nothing but think
paper covered with a laver oi this press-
ed leather pulp., The finer the quality of
the leather, tue better it takes the bronze
and the old gold. and other expensive
colors in the desigas painted on them.
Fashionable people think they are going
away back to mediwval times when they
have the walls of their libraries and din-
ing rooms covered with embossed leath-
er. They don’t know that the shoes and
boots which their neighbors threw into
the ash barrel a month before form the
weautiful material on their walls and on
the sereens which protect their eyes [rom
the fire. We could buy old shoes cheap-
er if it were not for the competition
from carriage makers and bookbinders
and picture frame makers. 1 don't know
how many other trades use old shoes
and boots, but the tops of carriages are
largely made up of them, ground up and
pressed into sheets, Book binders use
them in making the cheaper of leather
bindings, and the new style of leather
frames with leather mats in them are
entirely made of the cast-off covering of
our feet.” Boston Transeript.

Woman's Faith in Man.

Men come home utterly discouraged;
their best efforts have failed; self esteem
has sunk within them until hope is quite
extingnished. What does a woman do
under such circnmstances? Just what
she onght to do. Bhe revives his waning
manhood by praise. She shows hin
every particle of her own loving recog-
pition of all there is in him. She who
knows him best of any, whose love has
never admitted the existence of his fanlts
tells him in her own vay how good and
how truly great he is. He may be neith-
er good nor great, excepl 48 her love and
confidence endow him with goodness
and greatness, but the endowment ix
genuine; the man Arouses to find him-
<elf the possessor of gifts he hardly i
agined, and with a new born strength,
goes to work in 8 way that conquers
obstacles, and makes his life a sucress,

Gloomy indeed must the household be
where s divine faith m man is

ciated, his strength was not

1 kept the accounts of his illness ont of

t:n:dwpem. 0 that he himself wight not
bow hopeless his case was.”

inoperative; where it fails to infuse and

inspire him with the courage that makes

him feel himself tha;ea of other men
Willmans, in Woman’s World.

COMMUNING WITH A RABY.

A Chleago Bachelor's Hecollections of
a Pleasant Seene,

Women may not have a briin that can
grasp and comprehend at sizht the de-
tail« of cmnplex mechanism or the prolse
lems of abstruse philosophiv, but when it
comes to tossing out baby talk with &
vim that mukes zeal apperr apathetic,
and in a manner that wakes lightning
seem slow, <hie stands peerlessand alone,
at the apex of the pinnacle. b
that she is not Jdestined  to beeome enn-
nent in thevonosels of the nation, bat in
& goeas-you-please baby-alk  trial of
speed abundant capital can be fonnd to
mateh he

It may

aainst both howses of con-
gress, with the president himsclf thrown
i and, although she may pever become
famous for anything but beaaty and

back talk, there is no dodeing  that she
stands ot the sunnit of possibility in
twittering to a toddler,

Maun enn oceasionally  do things that
shake the earth and stir up the Briti<h,
but when it eomes co compinning with a
baby, he str.kes an impassable barrier
that Lie can npeither climb over nor
crawl under, and until the younster
becomes familiar with ondinary vernacu-
lar, he is unable to find mueh  pleasare
in its company.  Bul not o with a wone-
an. She wiill grab upa bunch of iy
goods that might bea Duteh pillow ora
ballvon sandbag, for all anybody in
breeches could teil from the looks there-
of, and she will straighten it up, turn it
over, and poke around till she brings
into daylight a litte pateh of dimpled,
crimson-hued  complexion, and then
look cut for music that cannot be found
elsewhere on earth,

Let @ man try the same game, and
what kind of music does he get? He
stirs up a species of melody that is never
encored with hand-clappings of gladness
afterward, The demonstrations are of
the opposite character, and though hund-
cluppings are froquent, they are not
prompted by a joyous heart. But when
a4 woman is in charge of the orchestra
how different the resnlt. From the
manmer in which she will immediately
proceed  to purse up her mouth as soon
as she comes at the true inwardness of
that bundle, smack her lips and chirrup
to the mystery, and kiss the same all in
one breath, it looks ag thongh destiny
understood its business when it bustled
her out of one paradise to form another,

We don't know much about the spirits
who peopie the bright hereafter and the
beautiful beyond ; but if the anczels do
not stand on tthm and listen with a
new taste of glory whenever a yonng
mother talks baby talk to a bunch of
clothes containing a small lump of in-
finite possibility, we would like to kaow
1t in time to shun their company, unless
the explanation is aatisfactory. When
a woman s rolling out baby  talk faster
than fire can eat up wealtl, she is no
longer ofearth ecarthly, but a being of
light and love. For the moment you
forget that her ways are past tinding out,
and her whims wany and rse, Yon
no longer remember that she may be at
times spunky  crossgaised and  snap-
pish. Yon cease to cherish resentment
on aveonnt of too much  saleratus in the
busenit, or too little of glasisome  nutri-
ment in other things meinerated to
1astelers erisp.

Yon hear nothicg but thedivine melo-
dy of love, and forget the maltreatient
of language that carries the strain. You
panse not to think that her words are
weak, bow-legeed, and deformed. 1L 1=
enough to know that they are strong
alone in that which makes cold clay
divine. Love is the trightest jewel in
the crown of life, and in absolute
purity it is probably the hardest to se-
quester. But when you tind it with a
baby cooing in ils arwsin response to
erimaces that might scare a horse or
make acow hold up her milk, com-
muning with a reckless volubility that
defies all rules of specch, yon can anchor
a hope to the immoveable rock of cer-
tainty that you have corner it at
fast, purified from all trace of selfishness,
Nothing on earih is more incomprehen-
sible to an able-body man than a woman
talking baby-talk, aud nothing is more
fragrant with the buds that blossom in
the heart and grow into fruit treasured
in paralise. E.P.Brown, in Chicagn
Leader.

-

A Trait of Human Nature.

“Where are you going with the puppies,
my little man?"” asked a gent leman of a
small boy whom he met with three pups
in a basket.

“Goin’ to drown them,” was the reply.

4] want a pup for my little boy to play
with. What do you say to ‘letting me
take one of them ?”

11, sell you one,” spoke up the kid
with true American enterprise. “I'll sell
you this yaller one for 50 cents, the black
one for75 cents, and spotted one is
worth #1 of any man's money.”

I think my little boy would like the
spotted one best, but you ask too much
for it. You had intended drowning all
of them, but I'll give yon 25 cents and
save you the trouble of drowning the
zpotted one.”

“Twenty-five cents for that spotted
purp!" exclaimed the boy. “I can't
~tand it; taxes is high; rent is high. It
costs good money to get into the roller
rink. Oo, no;lcan’t take less than
81,

“Bat you intend to drown—"

‘J'ake the black one at 75 cents.”

“My Lttle boy wouldn't like the black
one.”

“Take the yvaller ons at half a dollar,
and he's dog cheap.”

“My little boy wouldn't like hiseolus”

“Well, then, you better teil your kit in
boy to play with his toes,” and he
tinted on his way to the river, remar.
ing that “no party can dewl beat his wiy
on me the=e hard times.”

P AR -
HERE AND THERE,

The foresta of Seotland yield 10,000
deer annually.

A bailet travelz a mile in three and
two-tenths seconds.

TIMELY

PORTITANES,

Tue Manguis oF SALISBURY, .
Lobert Arthur Tallot Gascolene Cecil,
Margnis of Salishury, Seervtary of State
for Indiz under Lord Derby, Chaneellor
of the University of Oxfond and  leader
of the Tories and other opposition to the
Gldstome govermment wis born in 1830,
He sueeeeided to the margui=ate in 1568,
\s an orator be is especially Drilliant
anil he ocvupics a o ent place ot
present in pmbilie opin < the probable
suceessor of Gladstone as Prime Minmister
of England.

CAPTAIN SERYDLOFF,

Captain Nicholas Harionoviteh Skryd-
loff made his name in the late Turco
Russian war. e commanded a torpedo
boat which attacked a Turkish ironclad

in broad davlight but the electric appa-
ratus of the torpedo becoming dumns{ud
the afair was unsuccessful. Skrydloff
received severe wounds from which he
was long recovering, for his gallantry he
received the St. George Cross, He was
given command of the torpedo boats in
the Black Sea, and after the close of the
war was sent to Egypt.  Heis forly years
of age and at present is in command  of
the man-of-war Strelok which has lately
been an object of attention on our castern
coust.

PanteL M. Fox.

Daniel M, Fox, who was appointed
Superintendent of the Mint at Philadel-
phia on June @th, 1885, by President
Clevelland, is a Philadelphian and was
born June 16th, 1819, He has been for
2 long time a prominent loeal ‘Democrat
uni was at one time mayor of Philadel-
phia.

Cranies Steware PagssLL.
Mr. Parnell has agnin been brought
into {-r-»mi:u-m--- Ly the purt be teok 1o

the «
Ca

ownfilll of the second Glulstone
wol. Thisfamons Irishman needs no
deseription H: was born in :'L\'nn'l.llt',
County Wicklow, in 1846, and has been
¢t ive in polities sinee 1870, being at
resent the leader of the Trish memhers
of Parliament
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