INFATUATION,

There was o little group on the pret-
tiest eroquet-ground with a dimpled
brook flickering by on ono side, and
somi-virole of fine old troes standing

an?:l'l‘: tleman, i

r man, in a linen coat,
mhllt-hoa'i’:g on the grass in the
mental and physical agony of a “*split
shot;" » youth of fifteen, awaiting his
tarn, was watching the operation with
mpfmﬁﬂ enntil; n little apart, a young
man with fine featores and symptoms of
& mustache—n good-looking fellow take
him all in all—was conversing conten:
tedly with a young lady—one of those
tall fair haired creatures, with d
eyes and superb complexion, who fairly
bewildered one with rare coloring.

“‘So your aunt will be here this after-
noon, ﬁ.lm Penroy?” he waa saying.

“Yes, on the 5:10 tramn."

The young fellow calculated in the
de?&h of his spiritual conscionsness:

‘It is now thres, Two hours' d
Would that an accident might bol’ﬂl the
train!  Of all things & maiden aunt! No
more p.lemt tolo-u-tetes on the pinzza
-no—"

“Blue! Here, Mr. Remington, it is

ur turn.  You've got the most splen-

id chance!” called ont the old gentie-
man, enthusiastically.  “Just knock
Angusta into the brook and go through
the middle wicket; then you can take
Charlie coming back, aud—"

Here the pleasant vision was demol-
ished by Remington's sending
Augustn just the other way, and going
anywhere but through the wicket him-
self, His counsallor gave him a look of
reproachful despair, and grasped his
mallot as if he were going to commit su-
icide, or “suthin,"” with it.

Miss Penroy took lier place, and so the
game went on,

An hour or two after, returning to the
house to dress for tea, Mr. Remington
caught sight of an pngular figure in gray
alpnea vanishing up-stairs, and a fow
winutes later lenrned that Miss Penroy's

aunt had arrived,
- L * L ]

Just abont seventy miles from the
pretty croquet gronnd and it accompa-
nying farmhbouse might have been scen
on the banks of the Hudsen a handsome
villa, and in its library, at this moment
at which I write, wore assemblod o red-
faced old gentleman, a whiteshaired old
Indy and two pretty girls, us like as two
peas and as pretty as two pinks.

The daily budget hiad just come from
the Post Office, consisting this vime of
one Jetter for the old lndy, who, sccord-
ing to the superseription, was Mrs. C. H.
Remington.

“From Fred,"” she announced; “it's|gq

roally astonishing how contented he is in
that little out-of-the way plnce.”

1 thonght he would be back after two
days’ fishing, utterly disgusted )" said
Minnie, one of the peas.

“0Oh, I'm very glad to have him away
from temptation,” went on the mother,
“A fashionable watering place is o
terrible training place for a gay young
fellow like Fred und with money, too."

“‘He seems to have found plessant com-
panions at this lLittle place, He says:
““There are some very agreeuble people
stopping here—a Mr, Wane and his fam-
ily, and » Miss Penroy, a very beantiful
girl, and her aunt, Miss Doggs."

#A very beautiful girl,” Inughed Bes-
sie, the other pea, *‘That explains the
mystery."

“Penroy is n very good name," said
thel old lady, “I hLope she is & nice

lr .il

The letters continged to come regular
every week, and the old lady continued
to read them placidly to her husband
and daughters. Miss Penroy and her
aunt etill figured lurgely in the misaives,
but there was not mueh said about being
awfully jolly—there were vague allusions
to happiness and misery and other con-
tradictory emotions.

At this period the old lady began to
got anxions,

“T don’t know bnt what we ought to go
on to this Eastrodes, Minnie. 1am sure
Miss Penroy mnst be a sweet girl, but
1'd like to see her."

“We might take a run on there noxt
week," suggested Miunie,

“T'd like to go," said Bessie. I think
we need a little change, and you won't
take us to any fashionable place because
we don't come ont for another year.”

4111 think over it," said the mother.

But while she was thinking it over the
next day, o letter came that sent her fly-
ing to the girls.

"he elimsx bas come,” she erieg, half
laughing, and yet with tears in her eyes.
“He is engaged to be married. Just
listen to this."”

And with a daughter on each side, she
read as incoberent, impry, illogical an
epistle as ever love indited since the
days of Adam.

“That scttles it; we go there next
week. In the meantime we must all
write to him, and te her, teo.”

And they did all write (hat very day,

dear loving home letters, gi\rin? Miss
Penroy a sweet welcome to their family,
and tdlling Fred how charming they
were sure she must be, and how glad he
would be to meet her the following Mon-
day.
That was Thursday afterncon. On
Friday evening n thunderbolt was hand-
ed Hiu Remingion at the tea table.
Outwardly it was one of Fred's regular
letters, but inwardly it was a thunder-
bolt,

She opened it
the fey lines, and
most tragieally. :

“QOh, hushand!" she gasped, ‘'oh, Min-
nie—Besgie! that my boy should ever do
such o thing. It isn't Miss Penroy he's
@ ed to—it's her aunt!”

“Her aunt! Stuff end nonsense!”
spluttered Mr. Remington, upsettiog
the powdered sugar into the pickled sal-
mon. “I mever heard of such a thing.”

“Oh, no; it's only tuo true. Just lis-
ten to this, **Dear mother, for goodness
sakes, don't write any more letters 0
Miss Penroy, Ism not engaged to ber
atall, Iam engaged to ber aunt, Miss
Boggs. You'll be hers on Mondsy, so
T'll toll them all then. In haste, your

]

all unconseious, read
clasped her hands al-

loving son, Fred.” Oh,I'll nover forgive | u

her for entrapping my poor, inuocent
boy. Such a vnlgar name, loo—Dboggs.
“Horrid old thing!" muttered Minnie.
“Dreadful creature!” chimed in Bessie.
“Girls,” said the mother suddenly, it
does no good to nlnuedlh:t y:o'mu—-we
must sim on and stop it.”
No diuﬂl’hgz voite wWas er. and the
old hﬂmn;ud the entire plan before
they left the table. Mrs. Remington snd

the girls would start by the frst train in
the morning. Mr. Remington wonld
#tay home to look after the establish-
ment,

“I am he didn't want to go,"”
Mrs. Remington confided to the girls,
“he might say something harsh to that
poor boy and be sorry for it afterwards."”

The next day—will Minnie and Bessio
over forget it to their last hour—the dast,
the heat, and the denression of spirits
combined, At last the conductor yelled
some unintelligable sound at the door,
which instinet and the time-able told
them was Eastrodes,

A lank kind of cattle-shod was pointed
out as the depot, snd in the oven like
waiting room of it they bestowed them-
pelves,

“Thin is dreadful, girls," sighed Mrs.
Remington, surveying the blistering hay-
flalds on every sido, and the long,
straight, treoless rond, where two cows
wore choking themselves with the dusty
grass on the edges.

“T wonder if there is anything like a
hotel in the place? Just ask the ticket-
man, child,”

Minuio crossed the room, and held o
consultation with o blank-minded old
man, who was postmastor as well as
ticket agent, and who insisted at first
upon iuformine her that there were *‘no
letters,” At last she made him under-
stand, and gleaved the fact that there wos
i “sorter hotel,” just back of the depot.

A tall, angular woman here entered
the building—n strong-featured, big-
oyed, black-hmred woman, who might
have beon very handsome, say a hundred
and fifty years ago. She stalked over to
the postmaster, and Minnie joined her
motler,

“Well,” sighed Mrs. Remington, "I
suppose wo had better go to this hotel,
or whatever it is, snd sent word on to
Fred—but, oh, dear, it's dreadful—to
think he conld ever do such a thing! I'll
never forgive that Miss Boggs as long as
I live—sho has just entrapped my ﬁuy
for Lis money—dreadful old thing—oh,
girls, only think of itl"

“*Air you Mrs. Remington?" asked the
gaunt woman, stepping up to the group:

“Yes," answerod the astonished Mrs,
Remington, “and are you—" she could
not finigh the question,

“Yen, 1 am,” the gaunt woman tartly
gaid; “and I'd like to know what you
mean by dreadful! Your son ain’t nowe
too good for a Boggs, I can tell yon—
and you needn't suppose you're going to
marm it over us, 'canse you sin't," wix-
ing wroth, and glaring down at Mrs,
Remington with hor big eyes.

“Yon awful woman!" the poor old
lady gasped, “what weuld Fred say to
hear his mother abused in this way—per-
haps that might eure him-—oh, dear! oh,

ear!”

“And ss for yoursen, he wouldn't be
half the man he is if it warn't for me—
if I bndn't nussed him, and nussed him,
and rubbed taller on his nose, and here
you come raisin’' & fuss about it—awful
woman, indeed!"

“Motler," cried the girl, “you shall
not stay herc—-come to the hotel at
once,”

So Minnie picked uﬁ
Bossio gave hor arm to Mrs. Remming-
ton and they all three left the depot, the
gannt woman snorting and exclaiming
after them to the last minute,

The *‘sorter” hotel proved as close and
ugly as it was possible for any building
to be. They were shown directly to an
ppartment commanding an extensive
view of & blank wall and the roof of the
depot—anything more unlike their own

retty bed rooms could searcely be
imagined. The girls tried to make Mrs.
Remmington lio down, when they had
dispatched o mossage for Frod, but she
wonld not.

“What dreadfnl infatuation!" she sob-
bed, sitting on the edge of the bed. *I
can't understand it.”

Just ond of those coarse creatures men
fall in love with," said Minnie.

“T'red tulked of her eyes—great sau-
cers,"" pouted Bessie,

“T can't understand it," repeated Mrs,
Remmington; ‘she had neither yonth nor
beauty—not even mental attractions—
vulgar—bad tempered; but I suppose
she got round him by taking care of
him when he was siok—rubbing *‘taller,"
.8 she called it, on his nose—ngh!—art-
ful creature working upon his sense of
gratifude—oh, dear, oh, dear!"

*But suppose Fred persists in marry-
ing her—we can't do anything," said
Miunie,

< wonder if we conldn't fix her up,"”
suggested Bessie; *‘she’s not really bad-
looking, you know,

Minnie canght eagerly at the idea,

“No, she's not bad looking, and dress
has so much to do with one's appear-
Ance.

satehels, and

try to persuade him," begfml the mother.

“Oh, of conrse we will; you needn’t
Le afraid of our giving np—only in cose
you know."

And so they rng the changes until
their messenger returned to say, “Mr.
Remington was coming now."

“I'll go and meot hiw," said Mrs, Rem-
ington, getting up; “you stay here,
girls.”

S0 down she went, crying all the wiy.
1u the lower hisll she was caught in the
arms of her son, who kissed her, exclaim-
ing:

“My dear, dear mother! What on
carth is the matter "

#Oh, Fred, Fred! how can you ask
such a question? You wicked boy, to
break my heart in this way—to think of
marrying that dreadful ereaturs!”

sWhat dreadfol creature 2 demanded
¥red, sternly, standing up straight.

“That Miss Boggs, of conrse—oh, to
think you should be so infatuated—such
& coarse, vulgar creature,”

“My dear mother," began Fred, giving
an anxions glance at the parlor door,
“you'll be overheard."

o1 don't care if I'm overheard fifty
times! she's & coarse, valgar woman, who
just wants your money, and doesn't care
for vou one bit."

“Mother!" Fred ball pleaded, half
commanded.

“1f yon only knew how miserable yon
have made us all-yon must give Ler

s
pfmd turned white.
1 will not give her 'tl(.ip!"
wOh, you wicked, dreadful boy! to
speak to your own mother in that niﬁ.
and just for the sake of that vulgar, ill-
tempered, woman "

And with that she Jeft him, and rushed
up stairs.

The misersble youth turned into the
parlor sad was confronted by a very

"ated with that Lorrid woman,

“0Oh, girls, don't give in that way; do |

pretty young lady, who was
ering with tion,

“Take mo away iuhnt!f;!" sho waid;
;;lyiou should never have subjected me to

.!II

“1 never expected it, beliove mo,”
criod the distracted Fred. 1 had not
the least idew—you shall not stay here
an instant longer if 1 can helpit. Tl
got a carriage at onee,”

And away ho bolted, leaving the young
lady pacing the ingrain carpet like, o
use an entirely now simile, a cagod lion.

To got & carriage out of a country sta-
ble is rather a lsngthy operation, even
when superintended by a frantic young
man, and, consequently, Fred was absent
some time.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Remington, anxious
sbout her boy, wandered down stairs
agnin and into the parlor.

“Do you know if wy son, Mr. Rem-
ington, is still here?" aho inquired of tho
young lady.

“Mr. Remington has just gone to order
a oarringe,” was the answer, very stifily
delivered.

Tho old lady sat down.

*Are you seqnainted with my son?"

“I have that pleasure,” yeol more
utifly.

Alight seomed to flash over Mrs.
Remington's mind —this was Miss Pen-
roy.

"My dear,” she saild, getting up and
putting Ler hand on the young llndy's
shonlder, I know you will help me to
bring that boy to his senses.”

*What do you mean?”

“Ob, my dear, he is perfootly infatu-
I don't

almost quiv-

kuow what to do.”

“He's not infatuated with sny horrid’
woman,” eried the pretty girl, hotly,

“Ho told me so himself,” said Mrs,
Remington, solemnly, ‘Of course ho is
desperatoly smitten, and tries to make
her out perfoctly besutiful; but I have
soon her, and shie's the most dreadful
proature—at least,” recollecting horself,
“'she's perfectly respeotable, and all that
gort of thing; but she's so much older
than he is."”

“Oh, Ican't believe it I" moaned the
young girl. *‘I don'tbelieve it !"

“1t is quite true, I assure you," said
Mrs. Remington, sorrowfully. Do
help ma, my dear, you are so sweet und
pretty ! If it had only been you! Do
try to make your annt sce how ntterly
ont of the question it is,

“My aunt "

“Yes, your aunt, dear; don't be
angry. 1 know she's very nice; but she's
so much older. Don't you seceit yoar-
solf 1"

41 haven't any annt.”

“Why yes, you have, Your aunt, Miss

Boggs. Oh, my dear, explain yourself :
I'm nearly crazy. Are you not Miss
Penroy "

**No, T am Miss Btlgﬁﬂ."

For the space of five seconds two
utterly bewildered women gazed at each
other in the face.

*But what--who—wns that tall lady 2"
starrmered Mrs. Remington—*‘that tall
lady with & blue alpaca dress and red
flowers in lier bonpet ?"

“Why, that's my old nurse, Jemima
Stamfleld."”

*(Oh, my dear, I am s0 glad!" sobbed
Mrs, Remington, folding Miss Penroy's
aunt in Ler arms, and giving her a most
metherly hug.

At this juncture Fred oame tearing in,
and fairly gasped at the sight of his
mother and lady-love in an affectionate
embrace,

“Oh, Fred!" balf-cried Missa Boggs,
“just thivk! Yonr mother thought you
were engaged to our old Jemima! Ouly
think of it!"

“What on earth—"

Then they had to explain it to him:
they bad understood it by intuition
themselves, but of course he, being o
man, didn't.

“Why, didn't von. know that Miss
Penroy's aunt was a good deal younger
than Miss Penroy herself?” he queried.

“No; how ceuld I, you foolish boy,
when you never said so? I thonght she
was somo dreadful old maid, and
I thought that woman at the depot was
the one.”

“Jemimy!” now quite laughed Miss

Boggs.

“.ﬁ:‘nt imagine our Jemima marrying
any body, It's too absurd! Why she
perfeetly detests all mankind.”

1 ain't jest sartin ev that," said a de-
cided voios in the doorway.

“Why, Jemima!"

“I've been thinkin' ey marryin' this
gome time back, ever sence 1 see you was
a-thinkin' ev doin’ the same, an' to a
likelier man than you'll ever be," turn-
ing with sudden ssperity upon Fred,

“I've no doubt,” said Fred, good hum-
oredly.

“(ome, Jomima,, don't be cross,"
conxed Miss Bogas.

“Well, Miss Nelly, T ain't a-goin’ ter
gee you put npon, and if you'd only
heard—"

“Thare—there, Jemima, it was all a
mistake."”

“Yes," said Mrs, Remington, gra-
ciously, “it was nll a mistake, and you
can scarcely love this dear girl yourself
mnm.thnu{ do.”

“But I want to see this handsomer
man than me, Jemima," put in Fred.

“All riglnt." assented the mollified Je-
mima, flying to the window. Hezekiah!
Heukinﬁ! come on in here!”

And in about throe seconds o tall,
slab-sided man presented himself ut the
door,

“iCome on in, Hezekial; yon ain't got
00 call to be ashamed,” prowdly said his
betrothod, as he lingered, red and shame-
faced, at the threshold.

“Why, il's Mr. Torwilliger!" cried
Fred.

And 8o il was Terwilliger, the chariot-
ecr of t?o village. L
Jemilus surveyed him with intense

pride from the erown of his tow head to
the sole of his cowhide boots, snd re-
marked, with the air of & manufacturer,
that he was “about as good as they made
leu'r

Here a crack-toned bell raised its voice
in the hall to announce supper. Mrs.
Remington said they ought to tell the
girls about it. Bo the two peas wero
sont for and all the criss-cross purposes
explsined to them. I am not quite sure
that anybody understood just then, but

they felt it wds all right somehow and
that it was enough. nat down to
the sbominable hotel-tea, us if it had

been s fesst for the gods, snd all ate
‘“‘combinstions” as though esch snd
every ona.hnd 1:00! -.qnu'uly in lm:.

t “Well,” sighed the mother the day

-

after the wedding, “'it's s comfort to
ink hor namo is not Boggs now, for,

though she's the swootest girl in the

world, that was a trial, I confoss,”

Home Improvement,

The influence of the Lkome upon char-
aoter and morals is so self-evident as to
require no partionlar emphasis; it is an
immense fuctor in the well-baing of n
community; it not only stendies, but &
stimulates smbition, enconrages sn Lon-
et ;lfn. and makes its owner a more in-
telligent man, o better citizen. If the
value of owaership is in question, from
a political standpoint, one noed only look
at France \rhemuﬁulunt proprietorship
is in the foundation of the Republic.
And this 1, perhaps, the most Lopeful
condition of American life. With tha
exception of the great cities where a
floating population is inovitable, the ma-
{:nri@y of our people dwell in their own

abitations. Secattored all over the coun-
try, forming s natwork of ennobling as-
sovintions, clustered about the village
highway, isolated from the New England
hilltops, resting on the great prairies,
wdding to the beauty of our towns, form-
ing in the West the bulwark of civiliza-
tion—these homes, from the humblest
ot to the palace of the railroad King,
are g0 many magnets drawing the bettor
class of people to an_intimate and patri-
otie love of their native soil,

“True to the kindred points of Heaven and
Home."

The affeotions center in these shrinesof
domestio comfort. To those who have
been merely tenants of apartmoents or
houses, such an affection can bo but
dimly realized, Can anything be more
forlorn than the ordinary ecity lodging
with its eramped boundarios, noisy sur-
roundings and glaring publicity? How
ean domostie virtues be eunltivated in
groat oaravansary, where the oyoe of
every ono i8 upon his neighbor? The
very word home convoys the sensation of
pesce und comfort, 1t means freedom
to do as ono likes, to enjoy individual
liberty to the top of one's bent. But a
mere dwelling shonld not be the sole
wim. The Indian has his wigwam which
Lo osrries from place to  place, but
ono hardly looks upon it sa the
shrine of domestic blisa,  Without
intellectual associations, withont eul-
fure, without refinement, without at
least some striving toward beautifying
its interior and surroundings, home is
not home; it is n base counterfeit upon
the old Baxon meaning, “‘Home,” says
Dryden *“is the sacred refuge of our life."
Moro possession is not enough, for if the
home 18 indeed n refuge it will bo made
a pleasant one; the templo of love, it
must be made fit for the indwelling of
those who would derive strength and
benefit from it. Too many of our so-
called homesare bare and cheerless.
Especially in this case with those of
the farmer snd the raral communit
genorally. Eminently practical in all
his views, shrewd and capable inall that
pertaina to the sw"iﬂlﬁ of crops, the far-
mer is apt to neglect the better side of his
nature. He looks upon sentiment as
purely superflueus; it is with him a
matter of dollars and cents, *‘What,"
he will ask you, “is the use of pictures,
and magazines, and flowers?"—forgetting
that life is more than meat and the body
than raiment. And what is life if it does
not minister to the higher side of our na-
ture; if it means merely food and drink
and clothing while the mind is less deso-
Inte, without one beautiful association,
dwelling forever upon the sordid claims
of every day existence? ‘To those who
Lave mingled with the world and grown
weary of drifting from place to place,
this “yearning for a home grows with
years, They consider it a happiness to
toil and deny themselyes that o perma-
nent abode may be provided for their
families. They kunow that they will be-
come stronger and better men. And
when these hopes are realized they feel
a8 if o portion of the earth had been
given thom in trust, and they are eagor
not to fall short of the responsibilities
thus devolving upon them.—[Boston
Traveller.

Necessity of Cleanliness,

As a rale, every Loy and girl, every
{oung man and womasn who will, can
wwve elean elothes, n olenn body, clean
face, clean hands and foet, cloan teoth,
and n clean, sweot breath, New, in your
own mind, contrast cleanlineas with its
opposite. 1f we were only seeking to
please the eyo, the former is worth all
the care necessary to securo it; we go
farther than this however, No one can
be careless of his person, and unclean in
his habits, without producing or perpet-
nating like disorders in mind, and in all
he does. Our bodies are coverad with
innumerable pores or holes, so small
that the naked eye cannot seo them, and
through those there is, or should be,
constant of offete dead matter.
In warm weather we nre made sensible
of the fact by the perpiration which
stands npon our faces and hands, or sat-
urates our clothes, This effort of the
system. to cleanse itself inside is con-
stant, whother we know it or not. Bup-
yose, now, that you neglect to keep yonr
¥ clunn outside; these little holes are
stopped, the dead matter which shonld
pome oat is kept in, tho blood becomes
impure, the brain wearies or becomes
lazy; wo are lazy all over; then we get
slack and carcless; we do not like to
study or think, even of nice things, and
#o we are injured all through if we do
not keep the surface of the body clear.
Of course, while we are at work or play,
we get uvi: clothes, face and honds
soiled, and suiotiuues our whole bodies
are covered with dust and B:rspiutiun;
then what & luxury it is to bathe! It is
not bad that we sometimes get dirt on us
while doing our duty, but it is bad to be
cureloss and let it remain there,

Prol. Tﬁwy, of the Missouui Agricult-
u.r:l‘d Ut;llage, (hli:mbin. has t;:ag: en-
B or soveral yearsin the
com 'ﬂ;{yiold! of different \rn-zun'
of wheat. Ho has oarefully tested over
100 sorts, and not being satisfied with
the result of these tests alone, desired to
m-: ‘l!l’: yields hl\rnpmin other,

of the country. ongag:

ﬁ in wheat whshiilm ';l;;z:
san o postal

mdﬁ‘m varietics n in the

neighborhood and the yield of each.

These reports will be published in con-

nection with Prof. Traey’s report, and

|¢hat anchored the boat T speak of, to

A Reallstle Artlst.
“Do you—ahem!—do you ever print
any art items in your paper?’ msked o
rather seedy-looking man with long hair,
w slouch hat, and paint on his fingers,
softly edging into the Post's inuer sanc-
tum the other day.
The managing editor glanced savagely
up from his noonday sandwich, and, af-
tor ovidently ropressing o desire to add
tho long-haired party to his viends, re-
plied in the afirmative.
*Hecause,” continued the young man,
wowlinrg eritically at » choap chromo on
the wall, “*because I thought if you cared
to record tho progress of real esthotie art
enlture on this coast yon might send your
art critio around to my studio to take
some notes.”
“Mighy, eh ?" said the editor botween
chows,
“You, sir, For instance, there's n
mammoth winter-storm landseape T've
i’:nt flnished for Mr. Mudd, the bonanza
ing. It'scalled ‘A Hail-Storm in the
Adirondacks,” and a visitor who sat
down near it the other day canght o sore
throat in less than fifteen minutes. The
allnsion is so perfect, yon understand,
Why, I had to put in finishing touches
with my ulster and Arctic over-shoes on,
“Don't say?"
“Fact, sir; and then there's a little ani-
mal gem I did for Gen, Gilerkine fhe
other day-—portrait of his Sootoh terrier,
Snap. The morning it was done a cat
got into the studio, snd the minute it
gaw that picture it weni through the
window sash like a ten-ineh shell,”
“Did, eh?"
“You: wnd the oddest thing abont it
was that whon I next looked at the can-
vis the dog's hair was standing up all
along his back like a porcupine, L'mr.
how do you scceunt for that?”
“Dupno."
“It just beats me. When the Gov-
ernor examined tho work ho insisted on
my pusinting on u post with the dog
chained to it. Said he didn’t know what
might happen.”
“Good schome,” growled the Presidont
maker,
“f don't do much in the animal line,
though,” continued the artist, thought-
fully; “that is, not since last summer. 1
minted s California polecat for an  Eug-
ish tonrist, from the skin of one Lo
killed by mistake for u grizzly up in the
foothills, And if you'll take my word
for it, the day I finished its business ond
the health ofcials came down, fumi-
gated the place, and wrrested me for
maintaining a auisance.”
“Did, eh?"
“Absurd, wasn't it? I did o setler
dog for the same man, and shipped it to
him at Liverpool. But it seems the flons
ot into the box and bit so many holes
in tho canvas that he threw it back on
my hands.”
“Too bad."
Wasn't it, though? My best hold,
however, is water viows, You know
George Bromloy, and how abstracted he
is somotimes. Well, George dropped in
ano merning and brou;iht up before an
eight-by-twelve view of the San Joaquin
river, with n boat tied to the bank in the
foreground. I'm blossed if CGeorge
didn't absent-mindedly take off his coat
and step olear throngh the canvas trflng
to jump into the boat—thought he'd go
out rowing, yon know." .
“No, Idon't know."

b renking about that picture reminds
me of n mean trick that was played me
by Dobber, whose studio is right next to
mine., He was #o envious of my lurge
orders that the night Lefore that paint-
ing was to b delivered be climbed over
tho transom and smeared out the ro

0
shore, The next morning the skiff was
gone—floated off down stream, you

ST do—do IV

“Tt took four days to paint it in agnin
—dead loss, yon sce; althongh I believe
the purchaser did agree to pay moe g0
extra in ense it camo back on the next
tide, Protty square on him, now, wasn 't
it

“Havo thoy ourried out that journey-
man with the smallpox?"” said the editor,
winking at the foreman, who had come
in just then to swear for copy,

“Smallpox? That reminds mo of »

{stio historical subject I'm engaged

on'. ow, entitled *The Plague. in Egypt.'

On his arrival the prisoner is driven
gtnigl;:d to ghe lﬁio; nr:lk. wlull!i“hlonh
innpeo o ispravnik, a po .
ver who is s{ooluta lord and master of
tho district, This representative of the
gl;wurnment requires of him to anawer
the following questions: His name?
How old ? limiml or single? Where
from? Address of parents, or relstions,
or friends? Answers to all of which are
entered in the books, A molemn written
premise is then exacted of him that he
will not give lessons of any kind, or try
to teach any one; that every letler he
writes will go through the ispravnik's
hands, and that he will follow no oeen-
pation except ahoemukinj. carpentering,
or flold labor, He is told he is free; but
at the same time he is mlamn{iamnod
that should he attompt to pass the limits
of the town he shall be shot down like a
dog rather than be allowed to eseape,
and should he be taken alive, shall be
sont off to Eastern Siberia without fur-
thur turuulllf than that of the isprav-
nik's personal order,

The poor fellow takes up his little bun-
dle, and, fully realizing that he has now
bidden farewell to the eulture and ma-
terial comfort of his past life, he walks
out into the cheerless street, A w
of exiles, all palo and emac 3
are there too greet him, take him to
womo of their miserable lodgings, and
foverishly demand nows from home.
The now comerd gaze on them ns one in
o Jresm; some are melancholy mad,
others nervously irritable, ‘and the re-
mainder bave evidently tried to find
solace in drink, They live in communi-
ties of twos and throes, have food,
soanty provision of clothes, money, and
books in common, and eonsider it their
sacred duly to help each other in every
emorgency, without distinction of sex,
rank or nge. The noble by birth get
sixteen shillings » month from the gov-
ernment for their maintenance, and
commoners only ten, although many of
thom are married, snd sent into exile
with young familivs. Daily a gendarme
visits their lodgings, i ts the -
ison when and bow he pleases, ws now
and then makes some mysterious entry
in bis note-book. Should any of thar
number earry s warm dinner, » pair of
nowly mended boots or achan linen
to some passing exile lodged for the mo-
ment in the public ward, it is f’nslu like-
ly markod against him as a crime. It is
a erime to come and see o off, or
acoompany him a little on the way, In
fact, should the ispravnik feel ont of
sorts—tho effect of cards or drink—he
vents his bad temper ondhe exilos; and
as oards and drink are the favorite
amusoments in those dreary regions,
crimes are marked down against the ex-
iles in astonishing nwmbers, and s re-
port of them sent regularly to the gov-
ernor of the province.

Winter lasts eight months, s period
during which the surrounding country

rosents the appearance of a noiseless,
ifeless, frogen marsh—no no
communication with the onter world, no
means of escape., In course of tlna
slmost overy individual exile is at-
ltjukﬂr;,l, NErvous cony  followed

prolonged apathy and p ;
'dm; begin to quarrel, and even to
each other. Some of them contrive to
forge false rts, aud too miracle, as
it were, ir escape, but the g;n
majority of these victims of the third
seotion either go mad, eommit suicide,
or die of delirium tremens, Their his-
tory, when the time comes for it to be
studied or published, will

terrible tale of human suffering, and ad-
ministored evils and .hammiu'ﬂ not
likely to find their equivalent in 00~
tompomzahinwry of any other European
state,—| London Standard,

lﬂll;;m

When s swarm of bees is about to leave
its old home and seok another,
fills itsell with honey. After
thoir new home the beos
themselves in festoons,
top of the hive. They
for twenty-four hours. D
the honoy has been
veortad into s peculin®
colloots itse
neath the abdominal

I b just comploted four of the princi-
pal fi ares when last Tuesday the joni-
tor, wi» sleops in tho next room, was
taken oi't to the hospital with the most
pronounced case o

leprosy you ever
gaw, and this morning the boy who mixes
the}mlnu begun to scale off like  slate
roof. 1 ly don't know whether to
keep on with the workor not. How does
that strike you?"

It strikos mo that you had better
alide," said the unesthotic moulder of
publie opinion, gruflly.

“Don't care to send the reperter
round, ttgeQ. i

“No, sir,

“Wouldn't like to give an order for a
life-wize '(}ulhuharg Discovering tho
Printing Pross,’ eh?'

“‘Nary order."

“Don't want o seven-hy-nine group of
the staff done in oil or crayon?”

“No," said the editor, a4 he aguin low-
ered himself into tho nlezt.hl of o leader
on the Roumsnian imbroglie, ‘‘but if
you care to touch nJr two window frames,
wome desk logs, and the fighting aditor's
black eye for four bits sud » lot of comio
exehanges, you can sail in."

“It's n whack,” promptly ejeculated
the disciple of esthetic culture, aud, bor-
rowing o cigarette from the dramatic
critic on account, he drifted off after his
brushes.—[San Francisco Post.

At the opern . Brooklyn the other
avuniwm in ono of the boxes
made ves very annoying to every
body in the vicinity by leughing and
talking throughout the first act,
oldest gentleman in the party was subse-
quently handed a card upon which was
written: *‘Remember, yon are not in
your own house.” The card way
uround, and order reigned thereafter.

that ity asked an old resident Low ma-
laris fever counld be distinguished
yellow fever. “'Asa

o e
most lik'nly yn’llag_

:n sent to all who render assistance

Theﬁnlvadonﬁ:"luyaaltunguh nd

breaks down and
with its month and mandibles
comes pliable, it them issues
mouth in the form of n long,
ribbon, made white and soft by
mixture of saliva

vated, all the
built up around
three in number.
the oell is doterfui
but all comb is formed
ways alternating wi _

the comb is intended for , twenty-
five cells of w brood, and of
drone, go to the square ineh.—
Farm, .

fyit
| 3.3_;5!' '

T say, Onp'n!" oried &
as he landed from o steamer at
—T pay, Cap'n, these here
}hnrumoﬂniu;nh :
not!” jut | el

“Them's all the plunder you % -
o e g s b oo
manding . ! R DR



