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weloome me
nm the flald ot night;
o old bome bright.
ray, with his children four,
be glad together, 1ad 1 oue miore,
peoud old father 1'd be, my dear,
ith two good children to greet me hore.”

by uum. ‘neath the old elm troe,
sited alone; and she

For whom he waited bis love call heard,

And on sither choek the blusbes stirred.

* alye and knelt her down,

And kissod the hand that was old snd brown—

“Fatbor, there may be two if ﬁuu will,

And T-=your ouly hlaeatill.  ©

“Two to weleoma you hotwns st night,

Two 1o make the old home bright;

T—anid somebody else.” *1wee," ;
Huid thin farmer; “snd who ey souebody bel
Oh, the dimples on Deanis's Cheek,

That played with the biushes st bido snd soek!
Away from his gaze she turned ber hoad—
“One of nelghbor Gray's ehildren, sir,” she ssid.

“Hrmt” snid the farmer: “make it plain,

I8 it Busan, Alice or Mary Jaue?”

Another kiss on the aged hand,

To help the farmer to understand —

“Hm1" anld the farmer; “yes, | see,

“It'n two for yoursell, snd oue for we.

Dut Bessio said, '"There ean b hut one

For me and my heart tll 1o s done.”
~A'Aicage Tribune,
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AUTUMY BLOBSOMS,

How was it thas T came to be an old
bachelor? Not beeauss of hating women
1 am sure, for I liked them very much,
and never conld have spoken to one
rudely or discourteously in my Jife. As

nearly o8 1 know it was in this wise:

My father died, leaving » family of
children, a wife, nod an old father and
mother, of whom only myself was able
to carn u shilling, Ho had never saved
anything,

Ho after the first grief, when we had
ealmod down, and wers able to look mat-
ters quietly in the face there wasa
wrotehod sort of prospeot for ns, I was
only an accountant and had a young fel-
low's way of wasting my small mlnr( in
o thousand difforent ways. I had been
“paying attention” to Elsie Hall, who,
young and childish as she was, had n way
of lending ber :admirers into extrava-
gance, Of all the trials of that never-to-
be-forgotten time, I think the greatest
WAS 1 ?mrig to bo niggardly in thoso
baby blue cyes, (I did not mind wearing
plain suits, discardiog kid gloves, and
renouncing the opera, but not to lay
those bouguets, and books, ond dainty
bits of jowelry, and multidudinons
trifles at Blsio's feet, was a very lerrible
ordeal. I passed, though; and if ever a
a man had reason to be thankful T had,
for the acquisitive little besuty jilted me
in & month for Tom Tandem, who was
rich and lavish of gifts, and who ran
away from her, after o marriage of ton
months,

I worked night and day and managed
te keep tho wolf from the door.

Sometimes T nsed to think how well it
was for Elsie that she had not really
lovod me, for she could have had noth-
ing but a dismal prospect of wearing out
her youth in a dreary, hopeless engago-
ment to ono too poor to marry. That
was uotil Tom ran off. Then I thought
it wonld have been even better for her
to have shared our humble home and
poor fare, nnd the love I could have
given her, than to be desoried so,  And
[ lpitiml her as if she had not proven her-
solf lLoartless, Bat [ never went near
lior, of conurse, and I never even spoke of

hor to my mother,

1 grew no youngerall this while, and
overy year seomed d lve yoars to
my looks, Thad pever been very hand-
some or very merry, snd soon I me
conscions of a peenliar, middle-agod

look, which sottles diown upon some peo-
ple very early, 8%

Strangors, too legan to take me for
the head of ily; and onoe, in n
new neigh o butcher alluded
to ** pund that he meant

and they died
bfore prosp :
an bour of each’ othor="fargy
said, I think I'll e down
Lemuel doun't oeed me.
tired.”

Then shie kissed me and said, **Yon've
beon n good boy to your grandma, Ed-
ward. You'll have that fo think of.”

And when wo next looked at hor she
wag dead, with her hand upon her obeek
Hke o sloeping ehild,

Ho two were gono, and we wero sadder
than bofore, And then Jean, my ellest
sistor, married at sixteon a physician,
who carried her off to Hindoostan in her
honeymoon.

And we eould none of us feel the wed-
ding n happy thing.

But Jlmlwrily did eomo at last. T had
worked hard for it, snd avything u man
makes his sole objeot in this life, he is
very suro to altain,

o wore comfortablo—easy. Ah,

I'm very

“what a word that is after years of strog-

gle! Al last we wero rich.  But by that
time I wus fiveand-forty—a large, dark,
middle-aged man, with u face that
looked to mysell in the gluss as thongh
it were perpetunlly intent on flgures,
The girls were married, Dick had taken
to tho soa, and we saw bim ones n year
or ®o; snd Ashton was at home with
mother und mysolf —the only really
handsome momber, of onr family, and
itm twoand-twenty.  And it was on his
pirthday, I remember that tho letter
eamo (o me from poor Hunter—that let-
ter which began “Whon th se lines
rench yon, Ned Sanford, T shall have my
wix foot of earth—all T evor owned, or
would il I bad lived to be o haudrad,™
We had been young together, though
lie was really older than I, and wo had
beon cloge friends once, but s roving
fit had seized him, snd we had not met
for youra | knew he had married a young
Kentish gicl, aud knew no wmore, but
now he told me that she was dead, and
that his death would leave o danghter an

*“Bhao is not quite penniless,” ha wrote,
““for her mother nd a little income,
whioh, poor as I was, I was nover brute

to meddls with, and it has le-
soended to ber.  But I have Lesn a roll.
lnﬁm. gathering no woss wll my life,
anid we have never ol loog enongh
in ono plase to make friends. Will you
bo hor guardian? Ttis a dyving man's
List request.”

~ And the resalt of that letter, and an-

other from the lawyer who had Auni
Hunter's little !o:t,uo in oharge, u:::

that one soft spring dsy found me on

board & great stewmer whioh lay at rest
ufter her age in the protecting arms
of Liverpoo), with two little hands in
ming, and wpair of great brown eyos
liftedto my face, and o swoot voice
ohoked with sobs saying something of
“poor papa,” and of how much he had
spoken of me, and of the lonely voysge,
und the green graves left behind: and I
who had gone to meet a obild and fonmi
& woman, looking st ber and feeling
toward ber as 1 had never looked upon
nor felt to any other,

Not to Elsie Hall. It was not the boy-
iah love-dream come sgnin,

Amalyzing my emotion, I found only &
great longing to protect and comfort her
—to guard her from every and ill,
and I said to mysell: “This is as a
father must feel to a daughter; I can be
o parent to George Hunter's child in
very truth.” And I took her home to
the old honse and to my old mother. I
thonght only of them; somehow I never
thought of Ashton.

Shall I ever forget how she brightened
the sombre rooms! How, as her sadness
wore away, sho sang to us in the twi-
light! How strangely a something which
made the return bome, and the long
hours of evening seem o much brighter
thano they had ever been hefore, stole
into my life. I never went to sleep in
church now ; Ikn?t awnke to look at
Olive Honter—to listen to her puare con-
tralto, a8 she joined in the singing.
Sometimes I canght her eye—her great
nnfathomable brown eye—for she had a
habit of looking at me. Was she won-
dering bow u face conld be so stern and
grim, I used to ask mysell,

Ashton used to look at her also. He
liad boen away when she first eame to us,
and when he returned she was a grand
surprise to him,

Y Oh, how lovely she is,” he had said
to me.

“‘She is very pretty,” I replied.

Ashton langhed,

““May I never be an old bachelor if it
brings me to calling such a girl ‘very
{bretly,' " he said, and I felt conscions
hat my cheek flushed, and folt angry
that bo should have spoken to me thus,
though I had never cared betore,

They liked each other very much—
these two young things, oy wore
togethor o great deal, A pretiy pioture
they made 1n the Venetian window in
the sunset, He o fair-haired, blue-eyved,
Saxon-looking youth, she so exquisitely
dark and glowing,

Everyone liked her. Even my old
clerk, Stephen Hadley, used to say her
rrmmwa lit tho offilee more than a dozen
amps, the nearest approach to a poetical
specoh of which old Stepben was ever
known to be goilty; and I never knew
liow much she was to me until one even-
ing, when, - coming home earlier than
usual, I saw iIn that Venetian window
where Ashton and Olive had made so
many pleasant pictures for me, one that
I nevor forgot—that T never shall forget
ns long aa I live.

She stood with her back to me, Ash-
ton was kneeling at her feet, The sound
of the opening door dissolved the pie-
ture, but I had seen it, and T stole
away to hide the stab that it had given
me.

1 sat down in my own room, and hid
my fuoe in m{l hands, and would have
been glud to hide it benesth my coffin
lid. knew now that I loved Olive
Hunter; that I loved her, not as an old
man might love a child, but as a young
man wight love the woman who onght
to be his wifo—Dbetter than I had lov.d
Elgie Hall, for it was not boyish passion,
but earnest, heartfelt love.

Iin love! T arose and looked in the
mirror, ind my broad shouldered reflec-
tion flushed before my gaze.

The spring-time of my lifo had flown,
and my summer had come and gone, and
in the antumn I had dreamed of love's
bud and blossom.

I knolt beside my bed, and prayod that
I might not hate my brother—that I
might not even envy him, His tonch
upon my door startied mo, He camo in
with something 1 his manner not usual
to him, and sat down opposito me. For
a fow moments mlent, Then ho said,
uPnaking rapidly and bushing like n girl,
““Nod, oll fellow, yon—you saw me
waking u fool of myself just now, 1 sup-
lw."

“1 saw you on your knees,” I said,

But you don't know, Ned. Yon can't
understand —yon have beon so calm and
vool all your life through, you know, She
is driving me mad.  Ned, I do believe
she loves mo, but she won't say yes, I'd
give my right hand for herlove. 1 must
have it, und I think yon ean help me,
Nod. From something she suid I beliove
sho thinks you would disapprove; per-
linps yon are one of the old fallows who
wants everybody to marry for money.
Tell her you'ze not, Ned, dear fellow,
tell her you have no objoction, sod I'll
nover forget it, indeed I won't.”
“L'oll her I hiave no objeotion,” T said
mechanically,
“You know yon are master lere, and
ns much wy father as if yon were really
one, instond of n brother," said Ashton,
I T did vot know how kindly you had
been to both of us I should not contide
in you, for it is a sericus thing to be in
love, Ned, and you may thank heaven
you know nothing of it."
Know nothing of it
have read my hieart then!
“I'11 do what I can, Ashton,” I said st
last. *‘L'll try my best."
And be flang bis arma about me in his
own boyish fashion and left me alone—
alone with my thonghts.
He had eaid teuly, T had been o father
to lim. Iwas old enongh to be hers,
utd no one should know my silly dream,
I would hide it while I lived. As Ionce
said: “I'vo only the old folks and the
children now,”" I said, **1 will only think
of mother und Ashton. Lot my own life
be ns nothing; I have lived for them; if
neods be, I will die tor them."
But I would not see or speak to Olive
that night, nor till the noxt day wis
pearly done. Then, in the twilight, 1
st beaide hor, and took her hand.
“Olive," said I, “I think you know
that Aaliton loves you. I am sure he has
Lcld you so, And you—-can you not love
im?”
She draw her hand from mine and safl
not & wonl.
“f should rejoice in my brother's hap-
inoss. 1 ahould think him happier in
ing your love than auything else
could maks bim," I said.” *{ told him I
wonld tell you so.”

And theu she spoke,
“You wish me to marry Ashton?"

“And thought me a silly fellow, oh? | B

Ab, if o could |

- -
Roproach was in the tone—repronch
and sorrow,

"“If you can love him, Olive,” T said.

8he arose, Sloseemed to shrink from
me, though in the dark I could not see
her

facs,
T do ot love him,” she said,

And we were still as death. Then | spare

suddenly Olive Hunter began to sob.

“You bave been v nd to me, [
love you all," sheseid, “'but I cannot
stay hore now. Plesse let me go some-
where else. 1 musi—I cannot live
here,”

“'(10 from us, Olive?” 1 said. **Nay,
we are no tyrants; and once assured that
you do not love Lim, Ashton will—"

“Hush!" she panted; “hush! Please
lot me go away! Please lot me go
a" lll

@ moon was rising.
light foll upon Olive's face. Perhaps its
whiteness made her look so pale.

She leaned against the wall with her
little hand upon her heart, her nnfathom.
usble ayes full of pain. How had I hurt
her so? A new thonght strnek me.

“Perhaps you love some ohe else,
Olive?”

And at that she turned her face from
me aud hid it in her hands,

“Too much—too much., You miﬁt
have spared me that,” she ocaid. “Let
me go “nz. I wish you had never
brought me here.”

And I arose and went to her. 1 bent
over the woman I loved; I touched her
with my band; ber soft hair brushed my
cheek.

“Olive,” I said, *'if coming hera has

Her new-born

not, I would have died to make you
happy.”

Xud my voics trembled sud my hand
shook, and she turned her face toward
me again and looked into my eyes, What
aho saw in mive I do not know—the
trath, I think. In hers I read this, I
was nob old to her—not too old to be
loved,

I stole my arm about her; she did not
untwine it. 1 nftered her name,
“Olive” huskily, Aftorward I told her
?l my stroggles with mysalf, not then.

aaid:

“"Olive, I love you, but it cannot be
that you oare for me. Iam old enongh
to be your father.”

And again I saw in her eyes the happy
truth, and took Ler to my heart.

Bat we kept our secret for a while, for
we both loved Ashiton, and both knew
that his wound was not too desp to find
a balm; and within a year, when the boy
brought home a bride, a pretty creature
whom he loved, and who loved him, I
olaimed Olive.

And she is mine now; aud the antomn
blossoms of my heart will only fade on
earth to bloom aguin through all eternity
in Paradise,

lalr Growing Atter Death,

In the Times' account of the appear-
ance presented by Lord Crawford's de y
at the second exhumstion is the follow-
ing puragraph (October 14th):

*On removing part of the covering of
the face and neck, short hair with o faint
reddish tint was fonnd on the front of
the neck and cheeks, and a tuft of simi-
lur hair on the top of the head."

One of the chief patron saints of Bi-
onna is 8t, Galgano, whose legend is one
of the most romantic of the *'ages of
faith." The Sienese painters love to
depict him as & beautiful yonth with a
})rﬂfll.ﬁiull of golden curls, He closed
iis poetical life of penance nt the early
ago of _thirty-three, in 1811, and the
head was delivered us the palladiom of
Sicona, to the convent of the maiden
Polissena, who, when sent to win him
bavk to the world, had instead been won
by him to give hersell to a life of relig.
ion. A mugnificent reliquary of gold
enumel was subsequently made for it, of
such exquisite workmanship that it was
long supposed to be DByzantine, but
Count Pecci has truced it successfully to
the band of Giovanni de Bart lo di
Maestro Fredi, o brother of the
puinter, an “orafo” (goldsmith),who was
much in Rome, but was working in his
native Sienns in 1873, It is still in a

erfect state of preservalion, as is the
wad of 8t. Galgano within it, The
metal cover winds up and down with a
key by a clever mechanism, which has
kept in order for 500 years, and exposes
the hend to view in an inner case of
lass. The cose is little more than o
skull with the skin tightly dried, and
the head is all covered wilfn hnir, and
ourls hang over the temples and brow,
This buir is all s4id to grow (the curls
more than the rest), nod is regularly cut
nbout every three years,

In some of the numerons fraternity

for its medioval remaing, is & gannt and
expressive, though not pleasing, solf-
sizod crucifix, of which the tale s like.
wise that the lwir grows, some devoted
porson hiaving bequeathed his sealp bo it,
aecording to ope legend. Partioles of
the shorn hair were in eaoh caso readily
given me; but that, of course, proves
nothing. But the good faith of the sim-
ple people coneerned makes one loath to
nsoribe it to o deception, The passage
quoted above about the budy of Lord
Urawfor suggests that the Italian pro-
oeds of embalming 18 favorable to the
growth of hair after doath.—| Notes and
Queries,

Mrs. Melville, wife of the Arctic ox.
plorer hias been released from the ivsane
asylum sftor two months' ineareeration,
beoause the managers did pot copsider
her a it subject for treatment in that in-
stitation., She has gone to her home
with two of her children, the other hav-
ing bheen taken by the father. An allow-
ance of 890 a mwontn iy promised her, but
shio understanis that she is not to have
the eociety of her hasband in the fnture.
She rolates her history of the family dif-
fioultios, and makes out a pitifal case,
From some of bher admissions and the in-
soherenoe of some of hor statements it
seems probable that the unfortuuate wo-
man is addicted 1o the nse of stimulants
to some extent, probably opinm.

Tho Crar and Czarins have aoctually
driven through the streets of 8t. Poters-
burgh and not been fired at or molested,
Some time ago the Czar ventured to
drive in the same way, thongh alone,
When the carrisge disappeared within
the palace gates, amid the loyal shouts
of the multtndes, n story was snddenl
cirenlated to the effect that the Caar lm{
not loft the palace walls, and the multi-
tude had been shouting, “Long live the
Emperor,” to s big doll, The {odigna-

tion know no bounds. Wonder if they've
got a dol! lady, tol?

brought pain upon you, I wish I had |grace

chapels of the ssme Sienna, delightiul | p

| WITH A VIEW T0 MATRINGNY.

,on the morning of

dia Brockle
o , found herself exaot-

November 10, 1
ly thirty-pine yoars of age, spare

re, spare of bair, teeth and money,
and knowing she hind very little time to
_the maiden took solemn econnoil
with herself, The ravages of Te _
been skillfully (and in » measure) oblit-
erated by along and eareful conrse of
treatment before her glass. Butthe soul
of Lydia was harrowad by the reflections
of her mind as well as her mirror, for
woll she knew the mahogany !E;;chment
skin that lived bebind the thickly wp-
lied ' Bloom of Eternsl Besuty,” and
rhon h the full complement of molars
snd incisors gleamed between ber teeth,
didn't she wince as she thought of the
three front, two at the side and four be-
hind, that had occasional fits of despond-
eney and dropped, to her horror, ono-
balf of an inch from the undesirable
companionship of the solitary front and
the isolsted back, the only old settlers
time had lett ber nprer jaw? Hope
springs eternal in the old maid's breast,
and hope still animated the well nuldui
bosom of our friend, Lady Brocklaby, on
this, her thirty-niath birthday. Dr.
Druggist and Conunselor Tl.fpatn had
been 5nslly abandoned as totally imprac-
ticable, and the spinster hiad turned her
powers upon & now fleld. The morning
papers had contained the following ad-
vertisement, under the head of ** Matri-
moninls: "

“A Lighly sensitive snd accomj lished
young lady, with olaims upou
and beauty, hitherto disappointed
in congenial companionship, takes this
melhoﬁ in hopes to meet some noble:
gonled Christisn gentleman, who can gp-
preciate, and foster and eherish the warm
and tender bnd of love burniog to burst
into blossom within her bosom, To sno
aonen speedy interview will be ne-
corded, and a correspondence invited to
that end, with Miss Lotty Lark, Station
p

The next few days brought several
answers from several aspirants for the

sition of gardencr to the bursting

lossoms in ber bossom. One ocame
from a young man of eighteen, who had
been ruthlessly **blighted in his own
hopes and had forsworn the sex, but in
the highly sensitive nature of Letty
Lark he forsaw a glenm of happiness
upon his dark foture.” A second wes
from a corn«<loctor, who naturally ex-
claimed: *'Is there & balm in Gilead?
Can there be such a punacea for my life's
ills, as the gentle, beartiful Letty?"
And a third, evidently a eaernwr, told
her in truly awful ohirography he was a
“plane man in all his dealins—had been
boardin’ till natur coodent bare no moar
— wanted a wife, but coodent sparo time
to find wun, but answered Miss letty's
advertisemend, hopping to get tu keepin
house erly nex week in a plane manner,"”

However, luckily for Lydia's bait,
there was n fourth bite from & gold fish
indeed,

On monogramed eream-lsid, in orna-
mentul caligmphﬂ. was set forth the
claims of Fritz Roydon Latime:, fifth
sonjof the Hon. Inigo Latimer of Stafford
Island, Great Britain. “Differences of
religious nature bad alienated him from
his prond family. He was & stranger;
his exiled bark rocked npon these foreign
waves uncow, assod und unanchored, no
guiding star to lore him, Counld he
hope the lovely, sensitive Letty would
grant him the opportanity of converting
hor into his guidiog star?" and probably
liis compass and his anchor, though he
forsook his maratime metaphor and went
on astronomically in the end,

By the evemng's post wonba return
lotter to Fitz Roy, in which Miss Lydia
apoke of her great expectations, of the
estate her papa bad left entirely to her,
of Ler tract of land in the West, the gar-
den of Amertea, The lady really owned
a cranberry pateh in Conuecticnt, and
two old Jand warrants, not worth the
paper that desoribed 'em. That this
deseriplion fired the imagiontion of the
recaiver his second epistle fully proved,
and the ardent Fritz Hoy pressed the
voy “Letty” for an immediate inlerview.

The spinster appointed a trysting
lnce, an unfrequented street—as the
Vidow Steadman’s humble boarding
place was not sufficiently respectable,
and first appearances were everything.
Arrayed in her best dress, a cherished
dyed green silk, with a new set of colors,
arranged coguetishly about her marble
forehead, a most beautifully built blush
npon either cheek; a beanty spot vail
hightened all these charms, and & blue
baredge vail hid them altogether. With
fluttering heart Migs Lydin turnad, just
at dark, into the appointed street, and,
walking impatiently, she fonnd the fond
itz Roy.
Several letters had passed between
them, and their meeting was robbed
thereby of much embarrassment, but the
coy Lydis simpered, and the brave Fitz
Roy pressed, till finally the envious
baredge vail was lifted, and, in the dim
light of tho shaded street, each took a
first look at the other,

When the affectionate couple parted
the gentloman thought:

“Now this is an abominable old cat.
Not o day under forty, I do believe. But
what ean o fellow do? She's got the tin,
and that will pay for the sacrifice, As
she's un unsuspecting old gal, unlikely
to be wanting references, I'm in for it,
and she shall have a marringe certificate
to en.mlori her in her declining years,”

- - L] * *

Many and varions were poor Lydia's
tronbles, even during the week, For the
bar-room saw muech more of the bride-
groom than the bride; and now arrived
the Dbill, whieh the modest landlord
handed into the bridal parlor, and Lydia
immediately handed to Fitz Roydon, and
glaneing at the snm total, passed it over
to Mrs. Fitz Roydon with the remark:
“ Pay it, old girl!™ ** Pay 1t!" rejoined
the injured female; I think it befits
you to attend to snch matters; however,
a8 it oan be sent down, [ will ring the
bell and you ean give it to the waiter,"”

Then it came out Mr, Fitz R. Latimer
wns penniless, Hadn't so much as would
Wack his boots withal,

Aud then came the second climax.
Mrs, Lydia had pot a cent. The weekly
board of the unfortunate spinster had
been partly defrayed by servicos rendered
Mrs. Steadmen, snd partly by binding
shoes for the manufsctarer of the same
on the aveous. Tliere was nothing laid
up for the exoeediogly wet day that had
turued utulor poor Lydia,

Then the coarse brute who had played
his part in the wretohed of deceit,
upbraided and abused the foolish woman,
notil he brought the house sbout his

of | delnded ereature doparted

had | of pour L{

. The noxtdsy the fifth son of Inigo
:'.:l. ,and the old-fashioned ms‘l
wateh obuin Lydin's mother had

trinkots of the
with bim, and
from that day to thin she has nover Lesrd
of him.
The uounlr{.nluea oame to the rescue
dia, and she is now darning
stockings for her little relatives, often-
times thinking over her sad matrimonial
experience, & terrible example of the evil
of advertising for a lius J

The Purle:l Lurline,

Night in St. Louis.

Seated in the parlor of her fathet's
magnificent residence, Lurline Loose-
chair allowed her taper flogers to wander
Wly over the keys of the pisno, and,
obedient to her delleate tounch, there
floated upon the nir the strains of that
beantiful “‘miserere,” *‘Since Papa Tore
His Pants.” And us sho sat there, ab-
sorbed 1o the sud reflections to which the
music gave rise, the door opened softly,
and Berwyck Hetherington entered the
room. Lurline, all the senses of her
pussionate naturo ubsorbed in the music,
continued to play, not knowing thut the
man she loved, and to win whose pocket.
book in return ehe wonld bave hustled
aronnd with dead earnestness, wons
standing by her side.  But at last Ber-
wyck placed his hand gently on her
shoulder, and by that indefinable sense
that tells ws of & huoman presence, al-
though we see it not, she knew that
somebody was around, Tarning quiekly,
she saw Mr. Hetherington,

“1 did not know you were here,” she
suid, a blush fooding the face that such
u little time ago was pale and calm, “or
I should not have played so confidently.”

“Can you not favor moe with something

worn, and the few other

h | more?” he asked,

The blash Town deeper and more
vivid now, and the drooping eyes are
moist with tenrs. *‘I can not play any
other] piece,” sho says, half sadly, half
defisntly.

“Aro you sure of this, Lurline?" Ber-
wyck asks, bending over her in o loving
wiay. ‘Think well before yon speak,”
he continues, *‘for on your answer may
depend the futoze happiness of two young
lives,"

“[ am quite sure,"” shia says.

“Phen you will be my wife.”

Aud as he speaks these words Berwyok
Hetherington's face lights up with o rap-
turons, Schuyler Colfax ﬂmi&a.

“You will eore again lo-morrow even-
ing?" sbhe asks,

“Yes,” he replies, “yon may tie the
dog ut eight.”

“And you will not regret your choice?”
she continued.

“Never,” he says, in olear, steady
tones, *‘I have spent the best years of
my life looking for » girl who counld
only play one tupe on the piane."—
| Chicago Tribune.

A Brave Mother’s Death,

Seranton was the sceno of u disastrons
fire recently. About the same time the
family of & miner named James Ruddy
awoke to find their housn in flames, The
occupants of the dwelling wera Ruddy,
his wife and six children.  The fire was
close npon them. Ruddy, who was
searcely able to move from the effects of
arecent mine accident, took up the
youngest ohild and escaped with diffi-
enlty from the burning building,  This
effort unfitted him for rendering farther
assistance and his brave little wife car-
ried ont the other five children, darting
in and out of the flames with a reckless
disregard  for  her own  safety.
Her hsands and © face were blis
tered inthe fearful ordeal, and when
she took out the last two ohildren, a boy
and girl, their night clothing wus on
fire, The girl's hair was bnrnuﬁ off and
the lad's faco is terribly disfigured. Just
ns the neighbors were beginning to ns-
semble at the scene, Mra, Ruddy recol-
lected that her busband’s savings,
amounting to $360 in gold, werein a
roou up stairs, and despite the protest
of those about her she again rushed into
the house, But she never returned.
BShe had no sooner gone up the stairs
than the upper floors fell in with a crash
and the place was completely enveloped
in flame. All efforts to save her wers
futile, Her whivering and suddenly
bereaved littlea ones whom she had
Hlnckad so bravely from the ill-fated

ouse in which she perished were kindly
eared for by the unmghbors, but itis
thought the boy and girl cannot recover.

The remains of Mes, Ruddy were nob
discovered among the ruins nntil Friday
afternoon, when it was found that the
flesh was burned from her bones, Dost
of the money which lured her to destrue-
tion was found in good condition, Two
buildings besides Ruddy's were de.
stroyed by the tlames and the ocenpants
had o narrow escape. Mrs, Ruddy was
only twenty-six years old.

What Is an Archlwel?

The Rev. J. Jesswop tells the following
aneedote; The late Mr. Alexander, the
eminent architect, was under cross ¢x
amination at Maidstone, by Sergeant,
afterward Baron, Garrow, who wished to
detrnot from the weight of his testimony,
and, sfter nsking him what his name was
proceeded:

“You are a builder, I believe?”

*No, sir; I am ont 4 builder; T am an
architect.”

“They are mnch the same thing, I
suppoge,”

“I beg your pardon, sir, T cannot ad-
mit that. I consider them to be wholly
different.”

“Qh, indead! perhinps you will state
wherein this great difference exists?”

“An architect, sir," replied Mr, Alex-
ander, “conceives the design, prepares
the plan, draws out the specifieations—
in short, supplies the mind, the builder
is morely the bricklayer or the carpen-
ter. The builder, in fuot, is the machine,
the architeet the power that puts the
machioe together and sots it going.”

“Ob, very well, Mr. Architect, that
will do. And now; after your very in-
genious distinction without a difference,
perhaps you can inform the court who
was tho aroliteot of the Tower of Babel?”

The reply for promptuess and wit, is
not to be rivaled in the whole history of
rejoinder.

“Thare was no architect, sir,and hence
the confusion.”

Adjustible traias “on new dresses are | boy

made of three straight breadths, trim-
med all around and sttached under the
panier puff on the back of the short skirt
of & street dress,
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Ocoasions do'not muke & may fraf 1.\ ¢
they d 1 frail, g
Wpu? nbow what he {is.—Thomyy 3

Genins at first is nothin
thing more thap
reat capacity for recsi o
rgo lliot. Viog diwcipline, -
Slumber not in the tents of your col.

nmns, The world is
with 1t,.—Mazzini, wdvanoig, advance

All the seholastio soafloldin fally
ruined edifice be! Sgand
Fﬂlb.—“lpﬂiﬂoﬂ?“ one single wopd—

Eduacation begins the gentloma b
reading, good comp: s
fininh him.—Locke, SRS el

We do not properly possess wh
have not the power nor inoli W
joy.—Rev, g_pf:. H "mn?ﬁhnmon to en.

At the last day it will pot
what we did, or what we nhuli:’:ml“::
what we loved.—Bernard, :

The crops are might li
Daunville, Ky., dominis 5001:;::{ ;ute:':
bushels of corn sstajmarringe fee.

Nashville girls indulge in f
but New York belles pgwtioou:nl:l:laurgng&
they can learn to draw u beay. i

I've never any pity for coneeited peg.
ple, because I l.gink they earry thairm-
fort about with them.—George Eliot,

A literary thief who takes great pains
with his stealing may all his lifu long bo
thought honest snd origioal, — Marie

Esohoenbach,

Love in a cottage is a fine thing if
fellow can take his meals at his luglher.-
in-law's maosion and have the wesk's
wishing done out,

Oceasions may be the bugle-call that
summons an army to battls, but the blast
of a bugle can pever make soldiers or
win victories.—Garfleld.

The best government is not that whiok
renders the individual happiest, but that
which renders the greatest number
happy.—Ch. P. DuClos.

‘Pyploid fever in Paris seoms to bear
pretty constant relation to the sanitary
conditions of the dwelling ocenpied by
the aflicted. '

Amerien conld crowd Eogland out of
the market if only one-tenth of onr conn-
ury girls were exported for exhibition as
professional beanties,

It has been discovered that there are
twenty-eight canses for headache; but
one cause is suficient for the man who
wis ** out with tho boys last night.”

The pretty young lady that came to
our office last woek and npset the paste
pot over her new dress has got so aw-
fully stuck up that she won't look at us
any more.”

When they call at a house in Chicago
to ask who is the head of the family the
woman draws herself up with grave and
icy dignity and answers: “I am, of
conrse,”

The impecunious man with o fashion-
able wife moans bitterly as he reads the
purse-thinning fact that *“fur lined cir-
oulars will never go entirely out of
fashion.”

Southern Illinoix bug had another
earthquake, and plenty of people are
making inqniries as to wheter it wonldn't
be well to sow the earth in that vieinity
with quinine.

Mis, Lillie E. Wood of Hartford,
Coun., hus written all the first chapter of
Gienesis within a circle the size of &
quarter of a dollar, winning s prize of
§20 offored by s Philadelphin news-
paper.

Bangs have been utterly discarded,
and all the styles are moant to show off
natural hair to the best advantsge, Un-
less » womau's front hair is entirely
gone or ruined by bangs there I noth-
ing artificial she can put on, the pre-
vailing styles are 8o soverely plain.
False fronts are the only things avail-
able.

Beecher's Sult.

The trial of the suit bronght by Sam-
nol Wilkeson ngainst the Rev. Heory
Ward Beecher for 860,000 damages for
alloged breach of contraot to write a hook
ealled *The Life of Christ," waa br_uught
to a conclugion after & brief session of
the court. Jndge Barrett intimated Inst
woek, after the plaintiff had rested his
case, that the complaint must bo dis:
missed; because after 1873 no specific de-
mand had been made upon Mr. Beecher
to finish the work, and the pravions da-
lay hod been assented to by the firm of
J.'B. Ford & Co, Mr. Beecher testifial
vesterday that no such demand had been
made, Judge Barrett accordingly dis
missed the compluint, Mr. Bhearman,
counsel for Mr. Beecher, then moved for
an extrs allowance, He said the plaintiff
had made §37,000 out of the book over
and above the $10,000 paid to Mr.
Boecher. The plaintiff, Mr, Slearmab
said, had continuously for the pnrpoée
of coorcing a sattlement cansed publica-
tions ia the newspapers imputing bnad
faith to the defendant and charging that
he intended to swear falsely, and in :bmt
way trying to prejudice jurors, 80
the case c?mldil)aor! be fairly tried. He
thought 1t high time that suoh practices
should be rebuked, and, if it conld oot
e rebnked by compelling the plnln}tﬁillﬂ
pay the entire expenses of the suit, he
saw no way in which it conld be done.

Trylng & Boy.

After & bootblack had polished the
boots of a gentleman who was ramb m;i
arouni the City Hall it was dispovert
that the man had pothing less than 3
bill snd the boy had no more than fifteen
cents, _ o

“I suppose you can get {his changed”
snggested the man.

“0h, yes."

“And you can
baok?"

“Yes." o
“}iut it T place this dollar bill 10 fi'l‘l;
hands will it not be a temptation t0 ¥¢
to out sticks?" i e

“T wonldn't steal no sich sum a3 l!:'ri %
contemptuonsly replied the boy, 3 ‘be
for fesr I might git s telegram 89 -
called out of town in & hurry T 69
you'd better go along.” Go

“My son, I think 1 can trust 'w:i b
on your way. I was never deceived 1

find me when you come

ef.
'L‘tu’-: boy started do"rl?h Griﬂoln:l i:“’;::
nd did not retarn. e man il S
:ni!. however. It was s busted Canadi

ian baok hill,—{ Detroit Free Press.
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