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SO IT IS. 

It's gude to be merry and wise, 
It's guile to be lionest and true. 

And afore you're off wi' the auld lore 
It's best to be on wi' tlio new. 

it o—ii 

•im-m 

• k  
V 

I 

* IIONORA'S FIRST CALL. 

Houor she was called, though her name 
was lionora, and the children loved her 
with all their little innocent hearts, fcr 
was she not kind, simple and devoted, and 
did ehe not know all the wonderful stories 
about the fairies? Real stories, true and 
certain, because they were all marvelous 
experiences of certain relatives of her own, 
some of them cousins seventeen or eigh
teen times removed, it is true, but still 
quite nearly enough related to prove the 
absolute verity to the believing children. 

And then, too, who made such delicious 
crullers as Honor, and who but she would 
ever take the pains she did to have crul
lers or cookies and the strips of bandages 
and court plasters always ready to bind 
np the cuts that seem a part and parcel of 
childhood, and console the sufferer? And 
who else could sing such sweet, sad songs, 
•with the rich, Irish melody in them? 
songs that kept these dear little hearts 
vibrating between joy and pain till they 
were running over with love for dear old 
Honor? 

Not that Ilonor was old. She was but 
24, and she was strong and active, and as 
Mrs. Bacon said, "a bom worker," but 
Honor looked much older than she was, 
for her life before she crossed the ocean 
to find a home here had been a very hard 
one and full of sorrow. 

Her mother had beeu blind for years, 
when her father, who had been a farmer, 
had died in great poverty and distress, 
leaving his daughter and blind wife both 
sick with smallpox, and before they were 
fairly well the agent came for his rent, 
wfiich they had not, and they were taken 
out on their beds and left to live or die 
under the hedge like beasts. 

• But grief and sickness do not always 
kill, and these two forlorn ones lived, and 
neighbors almost as poor as themselves 
saved them by dividing their own scanty 
store, and taking turns in nursing the 
houseless women. 

When Honora was well again, she had 
lost all that delicate bloom that had made 
her the beauty of the county, and she 
never regained her pretty color nor lily 
skin, and one of her lovely blue eyes had 
turned to a sightless white film, and her 
once plump form was thin and stooped, 
and even her gold red hair, that had curled 
and twined in thousands of glittering ten
drils, had all fallen off. 

And worse than all, Denis, who had 
been her faithful lover, rjrew cold and 
finally left her and began to pay atten
tions to silly little Kitty O'Brien, so what 
coultl poor Ilonora do but leave her poor 
blind mother with some friends and 
come away to America, to earn a liveli
hood for both, and forget her grief.-;. 

The parish priest and the good sisters 
gathered up a few pounds and a few 
clothes, and Ilonora left her old home, 
the tears streaming down her scarred 
and pallid face, as she strained her eyes 
for a last glimpse of the home she loved 
so well. 

" Life has nothing more for me," 
thought Ilonor, as she sat on the little 
box that held all her belongings, as the 
great steamer slowly swept out into the 
stream, '-but jjlea.se God, I can devote 
myself to others," and she it was who 
cared for the crying babies, carried cool 
drinks to sick mothers, prayed for the 
dying and helped prepare the dead for 
their ocean burial, for there was ship 
fever .and many died; and she it, was who 
consoled the mourners for their lost ones, 
by the sincere and heartfelt sympathy 
and religious teachings she hail learned 
so well. So that those who had at first 
looked upon that poor scarred face and 
disfigured eye with loathing, tame to 
regard her as an angel. 

When the steamer readied New York 
she went on shore with the other immi
grants, a waif and a stranger in a strange 
land, with only a few shillings, a pair of 
-willing hands anil a humble trust in 
Cod's goodness between her and starva
tion. 

She sat in the waiting room where those 
who want help go, among the crowd, and 
waited three days with patience for em
ployment; but she looked so weak and so 
almost repulsive that no one chose her, 
and her heart was very heavy and she 
almost despairing, when a lady looking 
for help came through the crowd with a 
lovely little girl of about 2 years. She 
walked along, looking with keen scrutiny, 
but kind eyes, and they met those of Ilo
nora, with a look of beseeching entreaty 
in them that could not be withstood. 

"Do you want a place:-" said she. 
"Yes, ma'am, I do," answered ifonora, 

with her heart in her voice. 
The lady had already noticed the ex

treme neatness of the dress, tlx; hair and 
particularly the finger nails and white 
teeth, and she sat down on the hard bench 
beside her, while the baby put out her 
two chubby little arms to Ilonora, who 
gathered the child to lier lieart in a spasm 
of loneliness and love. 

The two women talked then, and Honpra 
held the baby, hushing it instinctively 
with that gentle, motherly movement in
nate to those who love children. untiHhc 
taw! little eyes closed ai'fl tb* •>nV' ~ 

./ 

. on the lonely exile's breast. The mother 
noted the gentleness, tlio deftness, and 

I the welling tenderness in this poor girl's 
| heart, and decided that, no matter for her 

] ignorance of our ways, nor for her dis
figurement-, she would take this girl, 
whose short and simple story had been so 
full of pathos, and Ilonora left Castle 
Garden to go with Mrs. Elton, as general 
servant, to her little home in Harlem. 

To say that Ilonora was happy would 
scarcely be true, with her heart full of 
sad memories; but hero she was kindly 
treated, well paid, and the children idol
ized her, so that she was at. least at peace, 
for, after the first year, her poor blind 
mother, whose M ay sho had made com
fortable, had opened her eyes to a perfect 
day. 

ilonora did not grieve for her, but re
joiced that she had gone to that better 
land that sho saw so clearly with her 
trusting eyes of faith in God, but it left 
an added shadow on her heart. 

Years passed on—six of them—and 
still Ilonora was the inmate of this little 
home, trusted and loved and respected, 
and even great beauties of historical fame 
liad never had so many buttles fought for 
their beauty's snlce as were fought for 
liers by Mrs. Elton's sturdy Johnny, 
whose playmates had dared to ridicule 
his dear Ilonora's appearance. * 

Ilonora loved these children as if they 
were her own, and perhaps even better. 
She worked for them with a patient in
dustry that never llagged, and nights and 
afternoons when other girls took their 
rest, Ilonora's busy lingers were knitting 
stockings or warm petticoats or mufflers 
for cold days, and when her mistress 
would remonstrate sho would say: 

"Arrah, now, they're my childer as well 
as yours, and I've a right to work for 
them if so pleases me." 

No sick nurse was ever let into that cot
tage. In all the children's ailments and all 
other sickness, Ilonora took her place by 
the side of the sufferer, and her very 
touch seemed to bring healing. They could 
not do without her, and she could not do 
without them, and they were at peace 
with the world and each other, and no 
outside influence had ever disturbed that 
peace until one afternoon, when Mr. 
Dooly, the young man who sold them eggs 
and butter, stepped into the clean, inviting 
kitchen and sat down for a few moments, 
and finally informed Honora that he was 
a member of a club—the Independent 
Order of Ancient Hibernians, and that 
there was to be a ball the next week and 
he would feel greatly honored if Miss Mo-
riarty would accept his escort, and that it 
was to be of a Thursday afternoon, and if 
she would he would call for her, etc. 

soon a neat little cottage with four 
rooms began to rise within a short dis
tance of Mr. Elton's, and every evening 
after the work was done Ilonor slipped 
out to mark its progress, and when St. 
Valentine's day approached it was all done 
and waiting for its occupants. Then 
came a day when Mrs. Elton called 
Honor, and together they went to the cot
tage, and as Honor opened the door she 
gave a cry of surprise, for it was fur
nished neatly ami prettity from one end 
to the other, and, above all, the kitchen 
bad an array of shining tin and copper 
that delighted the heart of Honor. 
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ST. VALENTINE'S EYE. 
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A HOTEL ON A RAILROAD. 

Lira HAS NOTHING MORE FOU ME. 
Ilonora turned red and white, and 

didn't think she could go, had never been 
to a party in this country, didn't know if 
Mrs. Elton could spare her, and many 
more objections, all of which were met 
and put aside by Mr. Dooly, and ilnally 
Honora said she would ask Mrs. Elton 
and abide by her decision. 

Mrs. Elton was a little surprised and a 
good deal sorry, for, with a woman's 
quick prescience of evil, she knew she was 
to lose Honora, and that was a great loss 
to lier in every way. She would lose a 
trusty, faithful servant, a tender, judi
cious nurso for her children, and a sympa
thetic friend on whom she could rely in 
peace and surety, but she felt that she had 
no right to interfere, if Ilonora's happi
ness were at stake. Dooley was a steady, 
l»nest young man, and the very fact that 
ho could appreciate Ilonora's character as 
it deserved, showed him to be worthy of 
her. 

So Ilonora began to prepare for this 
party, the lirst she had attended, and she 
asked Mrs. Elton to help her choose a suit
able attire. This lady went with her, and 
they bought a nice, serviceable black silk 
dress pattern, to which she added a leg
horn hat with cream colored plumes and 
a facing of rich blue velvet, and out of 
her own pocket, she bought gloves and a 
dainty white lace fichu trimmed with 
knots of blue velvet ribbon, and a neat 
pair of shoes and pretty stockings, dark 
blue in color. 

With her own hands she made that 
dress, and out of some unknown regions 
found handsome beaded trimming for it, 
and when it was done, it was a marvel of 
taste and neatness. 

Honor's hair had grown, and Mrs. El
ton dressed it for her on that great day, 
bringing the shining little curls down over 
the forehead, and twining the back into a 
glossy coil, held with a jet comb; over 
this the pretty blue hat cast its shadow, 
the blue bringing out much of the deli
cate color she had had before she had the 
terrible disease, and her trim figure looked 
positively perfect in the stylishly fitting 
dress; and when the gloves and dainty 
lichu were added, and a handsome fan put 
into her hands, Honor looked really hand
some in spite of her rough skin and 
whitened eye, as she smiled and colored 
with pleasure at her own appearance. 

'•Do you think I look nice, ma'am," 
said she, wistfully. "Will—will—he be 
ashamed of me?" 

"If he is, he ought to be ashamed of 
himself," answered Mrs. Elton a little 
spitefully, and, to save her life, she could 
not control a desire to be present when 
Mr. Dooly should call for Honor, and her 
heart was delighted when she heard liini 
say to her: 

"I always knew you were good. Honor, 
but I never knew till now that you were 
pretty." 

The rose leaf flush that flooded the pale 
cheeks and a new light that flashed in her 
eyes, justified the compliment; and if 
Honor had been a queen, she could not 
have been handed into her carriage with 
more ceremony than was used to seat 
Honor in tiie horse car, which seemed to 
her to be transformed into a triumphal 
car. The pretty blushes and smiles that 
chased each other over Honor's face made 
such havoc with Mr. Dooly that long be
fore they reached the cottage in Harlem 
they were '-promised," and they stopped 
at the litth« church they both attended 
and asked their priest's blessing. 

Honor seemed to grow younger day by 
day, and her songs changed to a grand 
paean of joy, and the children felt some
thing liad come between them and Honor, 
but they hung about her closer than ever. 

Trying to Get Aivay from tlie Sad .Sea 
Waves at Coiiey Islam). 

Encroachments of tho land upon the ocean 
and the ocean upon tho laud arc always 
going on. 

These changes are observable at any of the 
summer seaside resorts ou tho Atlantic coast; 
At some points the hotels aro at a much 
greater distance from the beach than was 
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STARTING WITII A BIG I.OAD. 
originally intended, while at others they aro 
so near as to bo drenched constantly by the 
spray. Change of this sort is constant at 
Coney Island. New York's great summer 
breathing and bathing place. Coney Island 
is really the southwestern extremity of 
Long Island, and can lie visited from New 
York within an hour. At Brighton tho sea 
has so far encroached upon the beaeli as to 
roll under the great hotel there. So now it is 
the old story about Mohammed and the moun
tain, or, in other words, as the land in 
its retreat from before the waves has left the 
hotel behind and will not return for it, the 
hotel must go to the land. But such a re
moval requires extraordinary measures. 
The ordinary single horse who, with 
drooped head, meanders around a windlass 
and thus moves small framo houses, would 
have no effect whatever in this 
case, and a far greater power must be called 
into play. The hotel is being elevated on to 
125 platform cars, and when all is ready ton 
locomotives will unite in an effort todrag the 
building back on to hard ground, some 000 or 
COO feet distant. This move will be attempted 
about the 1st of February. It is supposed by 
the superintendent of the work that tliero 
will be no insurmountable difficulty attend
ing it. 

Tlio illustration shows the building as it 
will appear when all is ready and tho en
gines are in position to start with their enor
mous load. 

15Y OttVK ItAIiPEl!. 

The ground was covered with soft snow. 
Tho bare branches of the trees were laden 
with as much o; its sparkling weight as 
could hold on them in spite of the driving 
wind, and tin- sky hungdull and leaden as 
if from a burden of yet more snow which 
might at any moment fall nd completely 
obliterate (lie faint traces of a path, along 
which man was struggling and striving 
as if with his last strength. 

He was cold and hungry, almost be
numbed wiih iko keen blast of the Febru
ary wind, but lie staggered on with all his 
strength, bent upon the effort to keep in 
tho path ho had known so well in days 
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"I ALWAYS I-'.XKW voir vn:I:IC GOOD, 
170X0R." j 

Mr. Elton was there, and lie and some j 
men were just linisliing the last, window 
hanging. 

Honor could not at first understand that 
this furnishing was all the gift of her kind 
employers, and when she did all she 
could do was cry over them and murmur 
broken words of thanks, and then tho 
next day Mr. Dooly had deeds made out 
whereby Honora Dooly was the sole owner 
to all perpetuity of this precious lit-tlp 
home, to her and her heirs forever. 

Honor said sadly, "And what now am 1 
to do with my savings?" for she had ex
pected to pay for the furnishing of her lit
tle home herself. 

"Save it for your heirs, Ilonor," said 
Mr. Dooly, whereat Houor, instead of 
blushing, stood with a look of holy awo 
and wondering hope under lier rapt face, 
as if such an idea had never entered her 
mind, with such a blessed promise. 

The next morning, which was St. Val
entine's day, witnessed the wedding o£ 
Honor Moriarty and Michael Dooly, and 
they went home to their little cottage and 
took up their married life on its peaceful 
threshold, and a happier pair never ex
isted before, nor liaj since, for all this was 
ten years ago, and Honor has two heirs, a 
boy and a girl. 

Mrs. Elton never fotind another Ilon
ora, but the distance between the cottages 
is so short that the children did not miss 
her so greatly, and the cookies and crul
lers are always ready and the welcome 
just as sweet as when Honor was their 
own, and yet in utter ignorance of what 
was to come to her with her lirst ball. 

V Mart for Statuary. 
New York is a great depot and mart for 

statuary. Here you can have any con
ceivable idea wrought out in bronze, mar
ble, zinc or plaster of paris. Most of the 
elaborate designs are still imported, but 
standard originals are reproduced among 
us in endless variety of material and size. 
One is liable almost any day to meet in 
Broadway or the Bowery a squad of meu 
carrying objects that rudely resemble the 
human form and may remind you of 
primitive Egyptian or Aztec statuary. 
The objects consist of wooden frame 
works padded out with hay or shavings 
or rags, and covered witli stout bagging 
or canvas. Some represent men stand
ing, others men sitting or reclining, 
others boys, women or girls in various 
attitudes. All of them are duly clothed 
in fine apparel and do duty as dummies in 
clothing houses. 

Still another form of sculpture now 
gone to desuetnde and decay is that of the 
.ship carving. With the departure of our 
merchant marine the old lime figure
head has also departed, and but two es
tablishments now remain wherein one can 
procure, if desired, a grand old Neptune 
or a smiling Aphrodite to deck the prow 
of a gallant clipper.—New York World. 
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CUPID c.M irraax 

long gone, but which he had not trod for 
many weary years. 

Only a few rods away stood a log cabin; 
he knew it well. Why should he not? for 
here his bright brown eyes lirst opened to 
light. Hero his infancy and early youth 
had passed. Here ho had helped his 
father to cultivate their almost barren 
land, and here, too, lie had determined 
that ho would go out into the world to 
seek a better fortune than these stony 
hillside acres promised. 

His name was Valentine, named so be
cause ho came as a precious gift to his 
mother on St. Valentine's eve, and when 
his chubby cheeks were dimpled and his 
flaxen hair hung in ringlets, she had called 
him Tiney;but, when after years of suffer
ing and such recompense as the world 
gives a poor boy who tries to earn an 

honest living, he drifted to a mining camp 
in California; the miners quick to seize 
upon any peculiarity of name or appear
ance, at onco called him Cupid. 

Years he remained there, working, toil
ing, prospecting in summer, and making 
but a bare existence, chopping wood in 
winter for his board, but making no pro
gress towards that fortune that he in
tended to take home to his mother some 
day. Once in a long while he wrote to 
lier, whenever he could scrape together a 
few dollars which lie could spare. Little 
enough it was, but small as was the sum 
it helped the poor mother in her need, for 
long since lier husband had gone to rest 
and she was all alone. 

One night in the camp a man they had 
nicknamed Whip-poor-will, tired with the 
struggle, worn out with rheumatic pains 
and weary of life, stood up in the barroom 
of the "hotel" at Murphy's camp, and 
after saying a few half reckless, half 
laughing words, ended with putting his 
pistol to his head and blowing his brains 
out. When lie was dead a letter came for 
him which the authorities opened and 
they read it aloud. 

"My boy, my only son, .all I have to 
love in this world, come home to your 
mother. Surely, life is not worth living 
separated as we are. Come home ; the 
old farm is free of debt and will givo 
us a living, which would be cheered 
and made happy by your presence. Come 
back, my boy, come home to me." 

In arithmetic a "minus'1 and a "plus" to
gether have no effect, but in electricity wher 
they get together they make the fur fly. 

"Nothing now remains but to end it all. 
I can't get home alive, and I'll go tho 
other way. If there is another world I 
know that my spirit will never leave this 
until it has hovered one instant about 
mother." 

Mechanically ho took out his revolver 
to load it and his hand touched his 
mother's letters, which ho always kept in 
his pocket, and mechanically he laid his 
pistol down and took them out of his 
pocket, with a vague idea of destroying 
tlicni, for it hurt him to think that any
body should read them, as tlicy had read 
those of poor Whip-poor-Will's mother— 
and mechanically, too, ho opened oue and 
read it, and then another, and so on until 
tho last; and then he burst into tears, teara 
such as do not shame manhood, and he 
sobbed aloud: 

"Oh, God! forgive inc for what I was 
about to do." 

TIII: r.YTii IIK HAD KNOWN. 
There was more of it, but the burden 

of it was always the same. Come lioine. 
Valentine Morris stood and looked on 

the ground while the letter was being 
read, and he stood by tlie grave they 
made for poor Whip-poor-will, and never 
spoke a word either time ; but the next 
morning ho went to the "store" and 
bought a stock of food on credit, and 
loading that and his pick and pan on his 
strong back, he started' out onco more on 
a prospecting trip. Scarcely a word had 
he uttered since that night and his al
most womanish mouth was now set and 
firm, as he said to himself : 

" I'll make one more trial, and if that 
fails I'll go where Whip-poor-will has 
gone. My mother writes me just such 
letters, and I'll go home alive or dead." 

A week he was gone; no one missed 
him particularly. Men came and went 
away from these camps so often anil sud
denly that few knew or cared. A new 
pocket liad been discovereil in a placer 
mine near Columbia, so report said, that 
was panning out an enormous quantity of 
gold in dust and nuggets, and the last 
clean up of the new hydraulic near 
Angel's tamp had •.ten 900 ounces, so 
conversation naturally turned to those 
subjects and "Cupid's" absence was un
noticed. 

Valentine had gone ahead, trusting 
himself entirely to hazard. Ho had 
searched before so many times according 
to the most scientific rules, that he had 
no longer any faith in them, and he said: 

"If so be, as lam to find a pocket or 
even pay dirt, why I'll find it anyhow, 
and I won't allow myself to look." 

But look lie did and everywhere he 
went ho hunted, but in vain. Over moun
tains into valleys, ravines, on plains and 
in gulches, everywhere but no gold, or at 
least not enough to give him hope of more. 

At last his food was gone and ho had 
made no discovery, and lie said: 
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through tho snow to where he heard old 
Rover's ioyful whine and barks, and be 
found Valentine, benumbed and unable to 
wove without help, but liis tottering steps 
were guided, and soon he fell fotwai u 
into his mother's outstretched arms. 

FINALLY LAID AT REST. 

Re!nteruicnt of Napoleon Itl and tin 
I'riiH'o Imperial# 

The remains of ^Napoleon III and the p»i*ice 
imperial, or Napoleon IV, tv* IJxiapartist:* 
prefer to eall tlio latter, were recently re
moved from Chiselhurst, in Enpland, to the 
mausoleum, prepared for them by tlio bin-

press Eugenie, on Farnborough hill. The 
widow and mother desired t hat tho mau-

i solemn should be erected at Chiselhurst, but 
: an Englishman who owned thv only suitable 
j ground, treasuring a hereditary hato^ for 

Frenchmen, and especially for Koman Cath-
: olics despite the intercession of tho queen 
i aud the IVineo of Wales, refused to tell, and-
| it was accessary to select another site. 
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MRS. MOliRIS STOOD STILL. LISTENING. 
After a timo ho grew calm and a new 

courage came to him, and ho rose, saying: 
"Well, I must tramp back to camp 

somehow, and I'll do my best, God help
ing me.'' 

At this instant his foot slipped, and in 
spite of all his efforts he slid and half 
tumbled into the bed of a little ravine, 
hardly more than a gulley, which lay be
tween two low hills that merged into two 
great mountains just beyond. He rose, 
half laughing at his ridiculous fall, when 
ho stopped siiort and looked at tho place 
where his fall had dislodged a few stones, 
and in an instant saw that he had discov
ered one of those wonderful little places 
where nature capriciously hides away 
such stores of gold, and which tlicy call 
pockets. 

Forgotten was his hunger, and ho felt 
no fatigue as he worked until darkness, 
fell upon him, and he lay down to sleep 
on the slope of the hill beside his treasure. 
He was glad his food was gone, so that lie 
could store his gold into the empty sack; 
aud lie worked all day long the next day, 
despite the cravings of hunger, and again 
the next, until he saw that the pocket was 
exhausted, and he had as much pure, 
virgin gold as he could carry in his knap
sack, his belt and pockets. It was clean 
gold, in coarse lumps and small flakes, 
with very littlo dust. There might bo 
more in the region, but lie had enough. 
Ho only wanted to get home to his mother. 
Some one else might work the claim now 
—some other man who had a. lonely 
mother waiting. 

He tramped and climbed and walked 
until he could scarcely stand from weak
ness, but it seemed as if he must be trav
eling in a circle, for no matter how far he 
went there was no sign of human life. 

On the fourth day he shot a jack rabbit 
in ii valley, and lie devoured part of its 
fiesli raw. The rest he boiled, and then 
he lay down to sleep. When morning 
came again ho mounted a low hill, and 
there before him, not a mile away, lay 
Murphy's camp, from whence ho had 
started out over two weeks before. 

There was not a man in camp who did 
not rejoice over his success, and, guided 
by his directions, a large party started out 
to follow up that lead. As for him, he 
was satisfied, and in a few days was on 
his way home to his patient but lonely 
mother. 

But it was a long and toilsome journey 
in those days, and Valentine chafed and 
fretted at tho delay. 3lis imagination by 
times pictured all the wonderful things 
he would do for his dear old mother, and 
then again ran riot as fears of catastro
phe took possession of him, and his rest
less feet paced tlie deck of the steamer 
night and day, until at last she reached 
the land, and then he knew no rest unless 
hurrying forward toward the mountain 
home. 

Just before he readied the valley the 
tempest broke, and the roads, which had 
already been blocked with snow so as to 
render tlieni impassable for teams, became 
still more difficult, and there were live 
miles to travel yet in face of the blinding 
snow, shaken by the wind from the trees, 
but, heedless of"warning, he pushed on. 

In the little log cabin in n sheltered 
nook between two high mountains sat an 
old woman, before a bright tire of hickory 
wood. An old cat lay before the fire, and 
a toothless half bliiul dog that bad been a 
puppy when her boy was a little rosy 
child. She had a little table drawn close 
by the lire and on it stood a lamp which, 
however, she had not lighted, as tho 
cheerful glow of the lire gave all the light 
she needed. She was a slender woman 
with a look of patient waiting and sorrow 
on her face, which was re lined and deli
cate, and vliich looked strangely like that 
of Valentine. 

She said with an audible sigh: 
"Ob. I wish he would come home. To

night just thirty years ago ho was bora. 
I remember when Mrs. Peters came back 
to me aud said: 'You have got a valen
tine of a fine, sturdy l>oy,' and I remem
ber how glad I was, for I had so hoped it 
would Ixs a boy. Girls marry BO soon 
and go away, but sons aro your own as 
long as they live. I suppose it is because 
it is his birthday that I have been think
ing so much about liim, but it almost 
seems as if he were here now, and that 
the door to tlie bedroom would open and 
he come in, just as he used to when he 
was little. What is it, Rover?" 

The old dog raised his head and listened 
and then gave a strange whine and slowly 
rose and walked to the door, where he 
stood for a moment as if waiting, and as 
Mrs. Morris did not rise at once lie lifted 
up his almost sightless eyes at her and 
barked, and then gave vent to that grue
some howl that strikes terror to every 
one's heart, whether superstitious or not. 
Then he scratched and pawed on tho door 
until Mrs. Morris roso trembling and 
frightened and went to the door and 
opened it wide, looking, as she stood there 
in her gray dress, like a spirit against the 
darkness. 

The dog gave a short bark and thea 
started out into the snow eagerly, while 
Mrs. Morris stood still, listening, and then 
faintly to her cars came the voice of Val
entine, her son, calling: 

"Mother! oh, mother!" 
In an instant Jabez, tho negro who 

lived thero with his wife w«® * 

bin 

MEMORIAL CHAPEL, FAHXBOItOUCUI. 

Since tho lato emperor found a retreat in 
exilo among tho peoplo who dethroned his 
uncle, tho great Napoleon, Chiselhurst has 
beeu an attractive point for sightseers, and 
the name of tho placo lias become a familiar 
word throughout tho civilizcd world. The 
prejudice of an English lord of tho manor 
has deprived it of a great portion of its in
terest in the future, and it is said that its in
habitants are greatly dissatisfied and cha
grined at the result. 

On the fifteenth anniversary of tho death 
of the emperor, and on a typical English 
morning under a lowering sky and falling 
rain, the eoflins containing tho imperial dead 
were transferred,to their later resting place, 
to remain, it is intended, till perchance 
another branch of the Napoleonic dynasty 
shall sit on the throne of France, in which 
event, doubtless, the bodies will again lie re
moved, to rest with those of tho founder of 
the family, in the Hotel des Invulides, at 
Paris, on the banks of the Seino. 

Of those who remained faithful to the im
perial exiles but two were present at tho re
moval, Pietri, the secretary, and Bassano, 
the son of the ex-household minister. The 
church is cruciform in plan, with a dome over 
the crossing, is vaulted in stone throughout 
and has a crypt under the chancel. It is 
described by an English paper as being a 
favorable specimen of the transition between 
the fiambo3'ant and Renaissance styles, 
which is so popular in rural France. It is 
built of white Portland and Bath stone, has 
neither spire nor tower and is very rich in 
detail. Behind the high altar there is a semi
circular passage, to be used as a sacristy, 
with an entrance to the vaulted chamber 
under the church, in which the bodies liava 
been placed. 

TIIE MAUSOLEUM. 

Near tlie mausoleum thero is a red brick 
building—"the Priory"—wherein reside cer
tain members of the order of "White Canons 
of St. Norbert," a portion of tho <i,000 "re
ligious"' cast out of Franco by the decrees of 
1N80. Theso ennons, once a very numerous 
order, have fimnd u friend and protector in 
the Duke of Norfolk and a generous bono* 
factor in the ex-Empress Eugenie. 

A l.eft Hamlcil Harbor. 
1 ran across a novelty in the way of bar

bers not long ago. This was an artist who 
uses bis left hand in guiding the razor. I 
was greatly surprised and did not recover 
until he had removed iny beard. While 
he was dressing my hair I summoned 
sufficient courage to ask him a few ques
tions. '-1 have traveled a great deal," 
he said, "anil I have never met a left 
handed barber. I am beginning to think 
that I am the only one in the country. 
Yes, men consider it very lucky to bo 
shaved by me. 1 could tell you of a num
ber of prominent gentleman who, after los
ing heavily at poker, came to me in the 
hope of changing tlieir luck. Then there 
are others who never think of sitting in a 
game without first coming to mo for a 
shave. Last- summer I hail more than I 
could do. Sporting men and gamblers 
who followed the races invariably rushed 
in here before going down to the track to 
play the horses. Did I bring them good 
luck? Of course 1 did. At tlie end of tho 
season there was not one of my customers 
who was not a big winner."—''Rambler" 
in Brooklyn Eagle. 

Automatic Car Lamp Kxtinguislicr. 
An interesting exhibition of an "auto

matic pneumatic car lamp extinguisher" 
is reported from Montreal. A reservoir 
tinder the car is filled with air by the ac
tion of the brakes, and closed by a valve, 
connecting with pipes leading over the car 
and into tho chimneys of the lamps. To 
it arc attached a system of weights, so ar
ranged that on tho car losing its perpen
dicular from any cause, accidental or 
otherwise, the valve is opened and a cur
rent of air liberated, which at once, 
through the pipes, extinguishes the lamp. 
—Frank Leslie's. 

Millionaires a t  Buenos Ayr**. 
There are said to be more millionaires in 

tyxenosAyres than in any other city of ita 
ozo in the world. Many of the private houses 
in the city liavo lieen built at a cost of over 
$1,(XX/.000, anil one of the banks has a paid 
up capital of $57,000,000, with deposits and a 
line of discounts aggregating $'30,000,000.— 
Kuw York Evening World 

rno warm bath in many cases of sleep
lessness has been found o. valuable meas
ure. 
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