
•JUST LIKE AWOMAN.vintui of Mel- 
iram Holds

signed by a leading denn 
bourne, »tilting that 11 

orth and Evelyn Burlingame had 
that day been united in marriage.

Of course, 1 gave them my blessing 
I couldn’t help it. I believe I kissed 
the bride several times, and would 
have continued hail not my wife ob
jected.

The next thing was to inform Mi. 
Burlingame of the condit ion of affairs, 
and as gently as possible 1 broke the 

that his discharged clerk had 
rather played it on the old man. I 
recieved his answer at San Francisco 
in the person of Captain Gregson, who 
had been sent out to relieve me of the 
command of the Norseman, but the 
agents ot Burlingame and Co. were in
structed to pay meafullyear'ssalary.

Burlingame died of apoplexy, and as 
Evelyn was the only heir, she inherited 
all his vast wealth.

marine. I thought it a little singular 
that a man of his intelligence and ap
parent ability had no better position 
than that of Carpenter’s mate on a 
merchantman, and told him so.

His reply was that his limited re
sources hud prevented his gratifying 
in any other way his passion fortrav- 
elling and seeing the world. The ex
planation was not satisfactory, but a 
look into the handsome, manly face 
convinced me that whatever his mis
ons were for being on the Norseman 
in his present capacity, they did not 
concern me, and t asked him no fur
ther questions on the matter.

In due time we doubled the Cape of 
Good Hope, ran the eastings down, 
and crossing the Bay of Bengal, sight
ed one morning the low sandhills and, 
later,the flat.sandy coast at the mouth 
of the Hooghly. We took aboard 
a native pilot, and were soon lying at 
anchor at Garden Reach, about eleven 
miles below Calcutta. I went ashore 
accompanied by my wife and Miss 
Burlingame.

During the voyage the young lady 
had regained her health and spirits, 
and had become well acquainted with 
the carpenter’s mate. While he took 
no liberties, I began to feel anxious 
about the matter, and regretted that 
the handsome youth was a member 
of my crew. I pitied the poor clerk 
left in Old England and meditated on 
the fickleness of woman.

At Calcutta we loaded a cargo of 
jute for Melbourne and put out to sea. 
On the morning of the sixth day out 
the baromenter began to fall rapidly, 
and as the typhoon season was at 
hand I telt a little anxious, although 
there was no indication of danger in 

; the clear sky and the light breeze which 
commanded one of J fanned the surface of ttie Indian 
the vessels, the Norse- . Ocean.

A TALE OF TWO CHAIRS.wish people to know that she is any 
kindred of ours.”

In about an hour after the above 
conversation the carriage was on its 
way for the poor orphan child. It 
was about the middle of the afternoon 
when Muble arrived at her new home; 
she had expected to find one as good as 
her mother; but little did she know 
that she was to be treated as a me
nial.

Months »peil by, and she and Arthur 
met frequently, and they began to 
make friends with each other. Little 
did they know what their friendship 
would ripen to!

Still Mabel

SLUMBER SONG.

She Gives Pennies Where They’re
Not Wanted and Never Where 

They Are.

She first pulled a nickle out of her 
pocketbook, but she put it back and 
searched until she had gathored to
gether five pennies. The conductor 
n»ked if she couldn’t give him some
thing besides pennies and she was in
stantly insulted.

He sighed, put the pennies in his 
pocket and rang up a fare.

•‘She always gives me pennies,” he 
said when he was back on the plat
form again.

“I wish she'd do as much for me,” 
said the stout man who had seen the 
whole affair, and to whom the remark 
was addressed;” but she won't.

"Know her?" asked the conclue-

■
Elijah on his Lizzie calls.
When chores are done and evening 
Elijah's basliful. Lizzie's sly.
But then, her parents sit near bv. 
"Good-night. Elijah—Liz, good-night,
And paw and maw, by candle light,
Go on to bed and leave to bliss 
Their daughter anil her beau, with chairs 

arranged like this:

The mill goes toiling slowly around.
With steady and solemn creak.

And my little one hears in the kindly soantl 
The voice of the old mill speak:

While round and round those big white 
1 wings

Grimlv and ghostlike creep.
My little one hears that the old mill sings: 

“Sleep. little tulip, sleep.”

The sails are reeled and the nets are drawn, 
And. over his pot ofbeer.

The ftsher. against the morrow’s dawn, 
Lustily maketh cheer.

He mocks at the winds that caper along 
From the far-off damerons deep.

But we—we love their lullaby song 
Of "Sleep, little tulip, sleep."

Ill 'VS

Elijah ’lows “This weather’ll do 
Fur hay’n.” Lizzie thinks so. too.
“Went coonin’ ’long with John las’ntght" 
“Get anv coons?” “No: moon wa’n’t bright.” 
And so thev court; naught goes amiss 
And Lige and Liz have aimed respective 

chairs like this:

was kept as a mental.
Ten long years passed, weary years 

to the orphan girl, with no one to say 
a kind word to her except Arthur. 
Now Mabel was just- buddi 
womanhood. So far she h 
upon Arthur as an elder brother; and 
not until he had returned from college 
did she know how dear he was to her. 
She loved him with all the Ardour of 
her woman’s nature. Arthur, who 
wasdestined for the bar. returned that 
love. Many happy hours had the 
young lovers spent in the vine-covered 
arbour in the garden.

Shaggy eld Fritz, in slumber sound, 
Groans of the stony mart—

To-morrow how proudly hell tret you 
around.

Hitched to our new milk cart!
And rou shall help me blanket the kine, 

An'd fold the gentle sheep.
And ,-et the herring a-soak m brine—

But now, little tulip, sleep!

; into 
ooked /\

\
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A River that Flows Inland.
There i» an interesting instance of 

water flowing inland from the »ea. It 
ÎH found on the island of Cephalonia, 
in the Ionian sea, west of Greece. The 
phenomenon occurs on the southwest 
side of the island near the small town 
and port of Argostoli. Two streams 
flow at a snort distance from one 
another, straight from the sea, for a 
few yards, ami then follow different 
courses. One turns at right angles 
and runs for some ways parallel with 
the shore and close to it. Then it

With Spartan will to do or die 
Elijah seems to grow less shy 
And chairs become bewitched, I wts.
They hiteh, and hitch, and hitch, until 

they stand like this:

A Dream-One comes to button the eyes 
That wearily droop and blink,

While the old mill buffets the frowning 
skies.

And scolds at the stars that wink.
Over that beautitul Dream-One sweep,

And. rocking your cradle) she softly 
sings:—

“Sleep little tulip, sleep."
—Eugene Field.

tor.
I should say. Come« to my little 

meat market every day. Buys some
thing that costs «7 cents and then 

.■fully lays aside all her pennies 
and gives me three quarters, or $1 1
have to give her pennies in change, of 
course, and 1 need pennies. Nearly 
everything in a meat .market is in mid 
cents, you know. I've suggested that 
I’ll lie glad to have pennies, but she 
always says, 'O, I wouldn't trouble 
you with them,’"

“Of course you want them and my 
company won’t take them Iront me, 
so she unloads them upon me. Just 
like a woman. They seem to stive up 
pennies for street-car fare, and then 
the conductor has to go over their 
shopping routes and dispose of the 
pennies to the man who will make 
change for them uguiu next day.”

“Of course it's just like a woman,” 
acquiesced the stout man. “I think 
she's going to my market now. I'll 
take all the pennies you’ve got so that 
1 can make change for her when she 
gets there.”

The last seen of the two showed the 
conductor in the act of counting pen- 
tjr* into the hand of the stout man.— 
Chicago Tribune.

/

care
It was a pleasant June day, twelve
lars after Mabel was installed at the

_ Clairs. Mrs. St. Clair was sum
moned to the drawing-room, to the 
presence of a tall stranger.

“Have I the pleasure of addressing 
Mrs. St. Clair?” said the stranger.

“You have,” she returned, with a 
stiff bow.

“I heard you haa a girl in your 
house by the name of Mabel Waters. 
I came to bring her news of her sup
posed dead father. Will you call her?”

Mrs. St. Clair summoned Mabel from 
the kitchen. She appeared before 
them in all the beauty and grace so 
natural to her. She was dressed in 
the plainest fashion; a plain print, 
with spotless collar and cuffs. The 
gentleman sat with bowed head until 
she entered; then, starting as if from a 
dream, exclaimed, “Tffis, then, is my 
daughter, for whom I have sought so 
long. My child—my long-lost Mabel!”

“Oh, father, my father, is it indeed 
you?” And she was clasped to the 
bosom of her parent.

Mrs. St. Clair had stood as one in a 
trance. Could this distinguished gen
tleman be the father of their house
hold drudge?

After the first burst of joy from the 
long-separated father and daughter, 
Sir Francis Waters—for he was now a 
Baronet, and rich—turned and said, 
“I thank you, Mrs. St. Clair, for the 
care you have taken of my daughter; 
we will trouble you no more. Come, 
Mabel, the carriage is waiting.”

“But, father,” said Mabel. “I must 
see Arthur first—but here he comes,” 
and as she spoke, Arthur came into 
the room.

“What, Mabel, going to leave flie?” 
he said, advancing.

“Oh, Arthur,” said Mabel, “this is 
my father.”

Arthur advanced at once, and ex
tended to him his hand.

“My father too—shall it not be so, 
Mabel?”

“Yes, if my new-found parent will 
give me up so quickly.”

“We wifi all live together, my child,”

“D’yott like me Liz?" “Oh, Line:" they kiss. 
Then round gets caught in round, and 

chairs resemble this:

MABEL WATERS.
«

—Yankee Blade.
CVR. THE NEGLECTED GIRL.

THE CARPENTER'S MATEIt was a pleasant day in June on 
which I call the reader’s attention to a 
small but neat cottage situated in the 
suburbs of London. In a room on a 
bed lay a woman, apparently dying. 
She was about thirt y years of age. She 
held by the hand a little girl of about 
four years. She was what any one 
would call a beautiful child; her hair 
of a dark brown fell in natural curls 
about her white neck; her eyes were 
black as midnight, from whose depths 
shone love for her mother, for such 
the dying woman was. The parent 
raised her head from the pillow and 
spoke.

“Mabel, darling, you must be a good 
girl. Your mother is going; try to 
meet me in the better world. Good 
bye. Kiss me once before I die.”

Mabel held up her lips for the last 
kiss from her mother, and sobbed 
aloud. Her mother then, turning to 
the doctor who stood at the foot of

turns again toward the sea, and run
ning, of course deeper mid deeper, 
doubles completely under itself, thus 
forming a loop, and finally passes out 

I of sight deep down in a landward 
I direction. In its course it turns two

WENT Y years ago I

man. of the old Alles-I About two o’clock in the afternoon . . .. .worth line of I iver- ; the sky to windward showed signs of !,our wit ic-h will givei anide* of
-5; . ; numbering storm. Professional pride the strength of the current, riiere is

Pool, she was in the told me to crowd on all snd so lo|lk, > no tide in the sea here, and t he flow of
East India trade at the wind continued fair, but experience , the salt water brook is perfectly steady
the time, and I was > whispered that the lives of the ship’s \™A continuous. The other stream 
nhnut to make mv crew, my wife and Miss Burlingame de- disappears in the ground in • similar 

„ ‘ riri' I pended to a great extent upon my sea- w,l-v Hus curious phenomenon has
first voyage as master. I had been | {nanship and good judgment. Icon- not attracted much attention because 
with her the previous voyage in the 1 sidered the matter a few minutes, and Argostoli is not on one of the regular 
capacity of chief mate, and was,note 1 then^ summoning the chief mate, 

than pleased when the firm called me ,,jjr jjverson ,.n|| ap iiands taj-e flows to some subteranean reservoir, 
into their private office and offered jn the light sail ’ send down the stud- und it may have something todo with 
me the command of the ship. dingsail yards’ and booms, skysail, the earthquakes that occur in that

I had just been married, and it is royal and topgallant yards fore and newhborhood once m a long wlule, or.
needless to say that I accepted the c,os® m‘f the t0pöallB “nd j ram.', for, as iTwel?“known* the mo°st

firm’s offer, at the same time arranging The mate, whose hair and beard j RvneraHy accepted theory of the cause 
to have my wife accompany me on the ; were whitened bv the ocean blast of ' °* volcanic eruptions is. that they are 
voyage. j forty years, regarded me in surprise ! ^lJe to steam generated from water,

“I have a favor to ask of von Cant ! !or a moment, then touched his cap ! !ldr!Y.tt*'< *hrough t lf! ‘-■racks m the 
i nates ia\or to ask oi jou, capr. t . t th • t . earth s crust, or in some other way —

Thornton,” said Mr. Burlingame, the ^ that the old M,t doubted the ad. : Goldthwaite’s Geographical Mag- 
senior partner, when we were alone, viability oi the course I was ptirau- 1 a,lne 
“and I rely upon your honor to keep j ing. 
the matter confidential.”

I bowed, and Mr. Burlingame went i rapidly executed, and in less than
j twenty minutes the Norseman was all 

snug fore and alt. In the meantime . . . , , ,
“My daughter Evelyn has become j the horizon became overcast with a >ook India to be convinced of the 

infatuated with one of iny clerks, and heavy bank of copper-colored clouds; | great usefulness of the elephant. To 
he has had the assurance to ask her *n the thirty years I have followed the the agriculturist, who uses him before 
hand in marriage. He has been dis- sea I hate net er seen the elements ar- his wagon or his plow, he is indispens- 

... rayed in a more terrific line of battle ! * , . .
missed from our employ, and 1 have than they were at 3:30 of tlw after- a'”‘- Hm‘ ">r the tninsportntion of 
seen nothing of him since. My daugh- noon of September 15, 1870. ! heavy articles, lie has no rival. We
ter has taken the matter to heart, The hatches were carefully battened ; see him carrying immense tree-trunks 
and I have decided to send her out down and the watch sent below to se-j out 0f the Indian forest, and by his
w-ith you on a voyage, inhopethat the zpiartc^^^rtticland | ‘SR slo^aiflinS
change of scene and the companion- uneasy ’Hie breeze gradually died ! tb(. construction of roads and rniL 
ship of your wife and yourself may out and a dead calm ensued ! ways. For labor of this kind a coolie
bring back the roses to her cheek. Tlie ladies came on deck and chatted receives from four to eight annas. 
Anything you can do to assist in mak- m?IJor shortening sad. , while five ami six rupees are paid for
ko,. t ei,:«, t .1, ,1 ;_F.,*‘,e barometer continued falling, the daily work of an •■hsilmnt.he forget this wretched infatuation and I again ordered all hand* «tiled, this fart,
will be appreciated. A line of foam was approaching on the pliant {s-rf firms the work of from

I had little faith in my ability to starboard beam. { twelve to twenty-two coolies,
cause Miss Evelyn to forget her lover; “Hard a port,!’ j From the record of tire British ex
besides, as I hail just entered the mar- I,ort’ 8,r!” rcsP°"d*d *hw j Potion, against King Theodore of
__ , . . r ... _ helmsman. AhysMinm m 180H, we learn that ft I
neu state myself, I could hardly be I seized my trumpet and gave ray ! elephants were shipped from Bombay 
expected to sympathize with a plan orders. for use in thecanqmign. Each anl-
for the separation of two loving “Haul up your courses.” mal was m eharg« of two men. Of
hearts, but I promised to care for the The command was promptly exe- this number five sacinmhrddiiringthe 
shipowner s daughter as far as was in cuted, and the men start til aloft to campaign, 'flte remaining 311 rendered 
my power, and the interview terminal- furl. They were too late. valuable services, being entrusted

“Down for your lives! Down!” with the transportation, through a
The tidal wave struck iis on our mountainous country, of cannon, aro- 

port quarter, breaking over the poop munition and supplies, ft was fre- 
deek, accompanied by a fearful gust of quently very difficult to procure food 
wind. Away went our courses, and for them, and a: it was often nece»- 
the topsails were literally blown from sary to traverse great distances to 
the bolt ropes. i reach the watering places, the death

I looked for the ladies who had been 1 of the five animals is ascribed to these 
standing on the quarter-deck. Merci- j hardships. Although elephants move 
cifu! heavens! they had been washed ! slowly through a mountainous cotm- 
overboard, and I saw tlieir agonized | try and soon become foot-sore, they 
faces half a ship's length to leeward, j perform their task with admirable 

With a yell to lower away the star- | faithfulness. Without them it would 
board boat I plunged into the sen. have been necessary to await the 
as I rose to the surface 1 heard a building of wagon roads.—GoUlth- 
eool voice beside me:— j waite’s Geographical Magazine.

“Cheer up, Cap'n we’ll save them j 
sure.”

1 glanced over my shoulder and saw 
the carpenter’s mate.

It seemed as t hough Providence- had 
intervened in our behalf, for after the 
first terrible gust the wind subsided.
Ws reached the ladies and looked 
around for the boat. It was coming, 
the crew pulling like demons, while ' 
the sheets sat Everson, urging them 
to greater exertion.

By the time we returned to the ship 
the cyclone had broken upon us in all 
its fury, and for three days we drifted 
at the mercy of the storm.

On the morning of the fourth day 
the wind and sea went down, the 
damage to the Norseman was quickly 
repaired, and we stood away for Mel- 
bourn.

Upon our arival Kenneth Gardner 
asked for his discharge, which I could 
not well refuse him. After tit© papers 
had been filled out I took occasion to 
thank the young man warmly in be
half of Mr. Burlingame, and intimated 
that it would be to his advantage to 
return to Liverpool as soon as possi
ble, giving him at the same time a let
ter of introduction to my employer, 
which contained a detailed de script ion 
of the gallant conduct of Gardner in 
saving Miss Evelyn’s life.

The ladies were ashore, stopping at 
one of the hotels, and I was to join 
them later in the day. I appi 
about five o’clock. Mrs. Thornton 
was suffering from a headache and 
Miss Burlingame had gone for a drive.

Tho young lady came in half an hour 
after accompanied by Kenneth Gard
ner. Exchanging greetings, the latter 
placed in my hands a document. I 
opened it and was taken flat aback 
at the contents. It was a certificate

Old and Now Prices for 
Glasses.

A well-known gentleman of this city 
recently gave a little object lesson in 
the effects of protection. The occasion 
was the informal entertainment of a 
few friends at dinner. ’Plie glasses on 
the table were unusauatly clear, large 
and tine. “Now,” said the host “I 
will show you what to my mind, is an 
unanswerable argument in favor of 
protection." Addressing the servant 
he asked her to bring “one of tho*« 
other glasses:” This was also a hand
some glass, but some sninller than the 
first. "There,” continued the gentle
men. “That is an imported glass. 
Almut seven years ago 1 bought a 
dozen and a half of those glasses in 
this city and pnid$'> a dozen for them. 
A short time ago. as a number had 
been broken. I concluded to buy some 
more. But this time I wanted a larg
er glass. I went to the same dealer 
of wdtom ! had purchased Isdtiro and 
nsked him if he remembered selling ma 
some imported glasws several years 
ago at $•’> a dozen. Ho said he did 
and I told him I wanted another dox- 
en anti a half ns fine glosses as he 
could get, hut larger than the others. 
He said the imported glasses were not 
made arger and I told him I 

not caro whether they 
imported or not, so they 
fine glosses. He thought he could 
order them, and in duo time they 
came. Now look at that glass it t* 
larger, clearer anti in every way a 
handsomer glass than the other. 
Hear it ring,,, tapping it with a knife; 
“it rings like a bell. Besides, it 1ms a 
better finish and a smoother edge 
top than the other glass. The other 
is imported and t his is American, now 
what doyoii suppose this glass cost?” 
After a little guessing the gentleman 
said: “I never was so astonished in 
my life as when the bill was sent, me 
for these glasses. I hod paid a doz
en for the imported glasses, -and 
pected to pay more for these because 
thsy are liner and suited tne better. 
They were hilled to me ut $1.50 a 
dozen. When I bought tho others 
you could not. have gotten such Amer
ican glasses at any price, while now 
they cost just one-fourth rut much ns 
the imported goods. That is ono of 
the reasons why Iain aProtectonist.” 
And tho company voted it a good 
one.

the bed, said in a feeble voice, “I have 
an only brother—a wealthy merchant 
—residing at Clapham. Will you 
write to him when I am gone, and 
tell him his sister, Mabel Waters, is 
dead? Ask him if he will take pity on 
my little friendless child, and take her 
as his own; if he will not, she must be 
thrown upon the cold charities of the 
world. Oh it Frank were only here!” 
she sighed.

“What is your brother’s address?” 
said the doctor mildly.

“Henry St. Clair, Clapham Com
mon.

She then sank back upon her pillow 
and died, leaving her earthly friends 
behind.

Dr. Willis sat down and wrote a note 
to Mr. St. Clair, stating his sister’s 
death. Then, calling the neighbors 
from an adjoining room, he bade 
them prepare her for her last resting- 
place.

We will now direct the reader’s at
tention to a mansion at Clapham.

“I wonder who this is from?” said 
Mr. St. Clair, as he unfolded a letter 
just handed him by the servant.

He ran his eye over the contents, 
then threw it aside, and began pacing 
the floor. He stopped suddenly in his 
walk; and. jerking the belt-roiie, or
dered the servant to tell Mrs. St. Clair 
he wished to see her in the library. 
The servant disappeared, and in a 
moment more Mrs. St. Clair entered.

“Head that, May, and tell me what 
you think of it.”

She read it in haste, and then said. 
“Why Henry, I did not know that 
you had a sister; y

“No. I never did;

The orders for shortening sail were Will the African Elephant
Work?

In modem times, we have only toon:-

responded the Baronet.
Need we add that, in two months 

from the time when Mabel was thus 
claimed by her father, there was a 
grand wedding at the St. Clair 
mansion, and Mabel Waters was 
made the happy wife of Arthur St. 
Clair? 1 rom 

■oiK'lilde t hat one rle-

HAWAIIAN SUPERSTITION.

■0.1Hideous Funeral Custom—Kala* 
kaua’s Belief in the Kahunas,

It is the custom for the Hawaiian« 
to shave the right side of the head oi 
beard at the death of the king, and 
many of the kahali bearers around 
Kal a kaua’s bier beaut ified t hemsel ves 
in this fashion. One old chap who 
crouched in the corner of the room 
had his beard chopped fancifully, eo 
that the repulsiveness of his counten
ance was magnified.

He was what the natives call a 
kaula, or prophet, and belonged tc 
the race of kahunas. There were 
several of these gentry in the room 
constantly, and they managed to 
make their voices heard in all the 
wailing. Kalaknua was several sorts 

1 of a kahuna himself, and wrote on the 
subject at great length. It seems that 
shortly after he ascended the throne 
he was much terrified to learn that 
the kahunas, or “medicinemen.” were 
endeavoring to “pray him todeath,” 
whereat he hastened to declare him
self the chief priest of all the Kahunas, 
and after that held monthly meetings 
in his boat house, which ' he named 
the “House of Wisdom.”

All these meetings, which were held 
behind curtained windows, and amid 
the greatest secrecy, a species of Eleus- 
inian orgy was carried on. There 
were present tne kahuna inaoli or 
priests, the kalumasnaana or sorcer
ers,the kahuna uhane or ghost doctors, 
and the kahuna pele, or doctors of 
volcanoes.

were
were

> d.
The following morning my wife and 

I went aboard the Norseman, which 
was lying at anchor in the Mersey. 
At nine o’clock Mr. Burlingame and 
his daughter came aboard. The lat
ter was a handsome young lady of 
twenty-two years, but her sweet face 
was pale and sad, and although she 
said nothing, it was evident that the 
thought of leaving home affected her 
deeply.

Farewells were over, the anchor 
was aweigb. and Mr. Burlingame, 
after a parting grasp of the hand, and 
a whispered admonition to “take 
good care of Evelyn,” stepped aboard 
the tender and returned to shore. 
We were towed down the Mersey, 
crossed the bar, and dismissing oiir 
tug pilot, bore away for the Cape of 
Good Hope.

After we were well under way all 
hands were called aft to choose 
watches. As the crew filed by, one of 
their number, a finedooking young 
fellow, attracted my attention.

“Who is that young man?” I asked 
pointing him out to Mr. Everson, my 
chief mate.

“Kenneth Gardner; he shipped as 
carpenter’s mate,” was the reply.

Just us the crew ranged themselves 
in a line a little abaft the mainmast, 
the ladies came on deck and walked 
forward to where I was standing.

As I turned to greet them I was 
startled by a scream from Miss Bur
lingame, and the next moment I was 
holding her limp form in my 
She was at once taken below and soon 
recovered, consciousness, but could 
^ive no explaination of her fainting

We were scarcely two weeks out be
fore I noticed a great change in Miss 
Burlingame. The roses returned to her 
cheeks, and she seemed well pleased 
with her situation aboard the Norse
man.

She went all over the ship, some
times _ accompanied by my wife, and 
sometimes alone. Several times I no
ticed her in conversation with the 
carpenter’s mate, and, rny curiosity 
being aroused, I walked forwafd 
day and got into conversation with 
him.

I found Gardner an intelligent fel
low, possessing a surprising familiari
ty with the rules of navigation and all 
matters pertaining to the merchant

on

on never tokl me.” 
I will now tell you 

why. When we were both young—I 
scarce twenty, she eighteen—she bad a 
lover whom I despised. I talked to 
fiat- in vain; my father threatened,but 
all to no purpose. My sister's lover's 
name was Frank Waters. He sought 
my sister’s hand in marriage; my 
father would not consent that his 
only daughter should marry a man of 
no fortune; he told her he would dis
own her, but she heeded not my 
father’s threats nor my mother’s 
prayers, nor my own threats. I told 

. her if she married him, I, for one 
would never see her face again. One 
night in August she eloped. I never 
seen or heard from her since, until 
now.”

ex

Sportsmen Never Get Ilf.
As a role a sportsman may take 

great liberties with himself without 
being much the worse. No man wus
ever harmed by wet, feet on a moor, 
though if he comes home and contem
plates them for an hour over a gun
room fire IS: may he reminded of the 

A deer-stalker has to

Tho Luck of American Country 
Homes.

What, American families have not 
yet achieved to any great, extent, and 
tho conditions of American life i 
not to encourage, are real country 
homes, from which the dwellers shall 
go to town for the winter, and where 
their principal ties and tlieir more seri
ous expenditures shall remain. Until 
very lately the city house has been th* 
rich American's real home. When 
tuen who have retired from bus
iness make their homes in the country; 
when people who now live in town for 
pleasure learn to spend three month 
in town and nine m the country, in 
stead of vice-versa; when state roads 
and electric railroads make the coun
try more accessible, and the expendi
ture in tho country of money made in 
town makes the rural districts more in
teresting; when a life-time spent in 
money-getting in Wall street or “The- 
Hwnnijp ' ceases to bo considered “suc
cessful,” there will be 1 os»'difficulty 
than there is just now in providing 
that the city man ’s grandson may have 
r»1U^.uÄ .I*® foal count ry
me that his grandson, when it comes 
his turn to como to town may have 
something worth fetching.—Scribner's 
Magazine.

in
indiscretion, 
put up with great exposure and tem
porary discomfort, but he is rarely 
the worse for it. He may have to 
run at the top of his speed for t wo or 
three miles along a rough hillside to 
cut off a stag he has wounded orstart- 
ed, or in some way made a mistake 
with, and he arrives at liispost as hot 
as a man can fie.

The deer are not in sight, and have 
to lie waited for in the host, position 
for the shot, not for the comfort of 
tho shooter. The place is high ui 
2,000 feet lip, perhajis, among lieh 
and rocks and great, patches of snow; 
it is October, and an east wind blows 
upon the little company of three which 
seems to cut into their very hearts; 
finally a snow shower comes on, as if, 
were a winding sheet, We have spent 
a couple of hours or more in such 
position, teeth chattering, body sliake- 
mg, fingers benumbed. If the stag 
judiciously wait for an hour he is 
probably missed; the above three 
phenomena do not promote good rifle 
shooting. Very likely the stag never 
comes at all; he was suspicious and 
uneasy, and preferred to take an un
usual pass, and so dissapoiutment is 
atlded to the other discomforts. But 
such a wait Iiuh never made us ill, nor 
have we over seen a stalker who was 
the worse for it.—From Macmillans’ 
Magazine.

“Does she think that we shall take 
her child and adopt her? Or does she 
think we shall divide the estate be
tween her and Arthur? Why didn’t 
she send her to the workhouse?”

“Well, May, I cannot bear to see 
my only sister’s child go to the work
house, when we have the means to 
spare for her comfort.”

“Then I suppose she will have to 
come here. But,” she added, looking 
from the window, “herecomes Arthur; 
we »dll see what he says.”

As she spoke a lad came galloping 
up the path on a powerful black steed. 
He was fourteen years of age, with jet- 
black hair and eyes; he was beautiful 
to perfection, and that his mother 
wetknew.

Mr. St. Clair pulled the bell-rope 
again, and Arthur was soon ushered 
into the presence of his parents.

“Arthur," said Mrs. St. Clair, “do 
/ you want your cousin, Mabel Waters, 

to come and live here?”
".‘did not know I had a cousin,” 

•aid Arthur, in surprise.
T will explain to you,” said his fa

ther,.

w ■ III

Men of Cultivated Taste.
There are about 200 tea tasters in 

this city, a well-paid class of men, 
most of whom in the course of nature 
will die of kidney disease superinduced 
by theiruuwholsomeoccupation. The 
habits of these men are exceedingly 
carious. Some of them refuse to ply 
tlieir trade save in the moraing, on 
the ground that the sense of taste 
cannot he trusted after it has been

.■h m

ion
-
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bewildered by hours of work. Most of 
them avoid the use of tobacco and 
of highly seasoned food. Tlieir ac
curacy of taste is astonishing. A tea 
taster will grade and price a dozen 
qualities of tea all from the same 
cargo. All this accuracy seems unnec
essary, however, forgrocers unhesitat
ingly sell the same tea to different per
sons at very different prices, so ignor
ant are most persons of quality in 
teas.—New York Sun.

:ared

one

.Mr.-» h* had finished, he said, “Now 
4» y on think?”

wilt have to stay in t he ser- 
v., «-■; haillT' m*M Mr*. 8t. Clair; “she

ito* atm)*!*- with tu». I do not More credit may b« loot In <_ 
nient than can ba gained In years.

a mo-

■y.:; I


