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TOM, -

Tea, Tom's the Lest follow that ever yoo

koow;
Just laten to this:
Waen the old mill took fire, and tho flooring
foll through,
And 1 with i, belpless, thers, full In my

view

[What do you think my syes saw through the
fire,

That crept along, orept along, nigher and
nlgher,

.gcl Kobin, my baby-boy, Inughing to see
shining ! He must have come there nfter
me,

Toddled along from the eottage without

Any one's missing him, Then whata shont—

Onhl haw 1 shouted: “For Heaven's sake,

men,

Bave little Robin " Agaln and agaln

They lrlonl.' bt the fire held them back llke
al

W Wall,
1 eould llmnr them go atit, and atlt, and

enll;
“Nover mind, inbf, sit still like & man,
We'tn coming 0 get you ne fast s we ean.”
could not ste him, but 1 ooulid; he sl
BN on & bewm, his Herle straw st
Carefully placed by hils aide, and his sses
ared at the Aamoe w.th 8 baby's aurprise,
Im and vneonselons, a8 nearer it orept,
@ roar of the five up above mist have kept
The sonnd of his mother's volew shrlokiog
il namea
From roaching the ehild, ot J heard it It
oama
Ar‘ln And aeain—0 God, whnt nery?
I he nxew went fust, Ienw the sparks iy
Wheie the

m nor

man, taking up the

ihmmamgndng tone, looking uf

mvagely into her small, pallid fuce. Tt

miny be that they have unnerveld ber

per{apl #he Is blinded by the tears that
ther to her bright

ogﬂ; at any rale,
ohn Crinoline sens she is falling, and,
w.th a very wicked oath on hs lips,
springs forward just in time to save
her,
(st damage," says the horsewom-
an coldly. **Merei bien, Monsicur.”
For answer John Crinoline, still hold-
ing the little tinsel form in his arms,
glares up wt the woman w th such fury
that she blush 8. Then he turns to
mast Annstie's blue eyes gazing with
wonder into his A
“You caught me, didn't you? I'm
aswful much oblige. I am going to say
maorei bien to yon, but I knew you
weron't Fronels soon's I heard you
swear," :
John smiles and tenderly places her
on her foot. Then the beetle browed
mun, who until now, for reas ns best
known to himself, has kept aside, ap-
vonches eap in hand, and Iy 8o pro-
ru-uly thankful to John and so outrage-
ously affectionate towsrd the little acro-
bat ‘that what else ean John do but ad-
just his hat before sll these people and
then modestly slink away from them?
Novertheless, he tolls himsalf a8 he
pivsses through the great porte, that had
ths ineldunt occurred In Ameriea ho

worked like bigers,
mimded the hont

That scorohed tham—~when, suddenly,
nt thair foes

The great beam leaned In—they saw hli-
thon, arnsty, .oy

Down came thg walll The mén made &

P Rl
anm
All

ilmﬂl

i Lo get out of the way—and I thotgt

n up  with poor  Jikle Hobin*  wnd

brought

llowlr the arm thnt was lease hrt to hide

The slght of the onlld thore, whon swift, st
my slht,

Bome one rishied by, and went right through
the Nuto

Btralght ax n dart—eanght the ohild—and
thim eama

Back with hhin—choking und erylng, but=
suved!

Oh, how tha men raved,
Bhouted, and eried, snd lurrabed! Then

L] n
Rushed a’i the work azaln, lest the hack wall
Whei o | wia lying, awny from the fire,
Bhould fall in snd bury me.

o soa Nobin now, he's ne bright as o dime
"In somoe misohiaf, too, most of Iill
me;
m, It was, saved him, Now lan's It true
8 the beat jollow that ever yon know?
are's Robin now—soe, he's strong ns a

vertninly would not have desisted ‘n his
attentions townrds Annette until he had
pocguwd tha poor child from that Amn-
zon and brate.  Hore, however, in Bt
Malo he Is & stranger In o strange land;
knows absolutely nothing about the
laws regulating—

Nonsanse, interposes John Crinoline’s
gonseience,  Isn't this ehild 1hkowise n
strangor fn a strango land?  She heaed

you swoar; she spoke to you In Ene
Psh.  Humbug, says Jolin unilineh-
ingly,

But out on the long curving pler,
strolling the granite docks, Indesd all
the ufternocon until evening, when he
stands on the ramparts watehing the
red sun sink in tho sea, John thinks of
Annette, He irritably insists that it is
none of his business, but mway over in
the West the elouds ennningly arcange
themselves in the form of & child w.th
vellow hair, and give him the lie direot.
He whistles sofily and remarks to him-

01—
And thore comes Tom, ton—
You, Tom was onr dog.
Conntance Fenimare Woolson

JOIN CRINOLINE,

The Life-Poem of & Man with a
{ . Prosale Name,

—

Ten years ago thore wore two notable
things about John Crinoline; fivst, he
was heartily ashamed of his name, and,
second, he had read an extraordinary
aumber of Freneh books, 1 may willd
that his fuvorito Fronch author was Cla-
toaubrinnd,
this renowned weitor I8 derived wholly

from a [amiliarity with the toothsome |

Those whose knowledge o |

sulf that this thing is very nmusing: that
| ho docsn't proposo to be browbiaten
into making an ass of himself, even by
| eelestinl phenomenn.

| A mild breeze is Howing seaward amd
the tide is fast elibing.  Strotchos of
white, clean beach Iay below him, on
which ohildren are st play.  Aduoli
| Frenchimen, who will never outgrow
thelr bovhood, stand knee-deep in the
I(|u:'vt water of a pond left by the sea,
{gleefully sailing their mininture ships,
{and a bovy of girls, chaperonsd by their
[ parents, uro socking the shelter of the
{rocks to disrobe for a bath. Tardy
| blanchisenses lssue from the town with
{henping baskets of linen, Which thoy
sprow upon the beach, and the coniused
[ murmur of their voleas floats up with
the rolling of the suef, A goodirme
| gtands at the western bastion w th the
lerra-cottn tint of the sky in his fweo,

steak bearing his name perhinps have afand of hime John inguired when it will

moro agreeable impression of him than
his books would give them. But Jolin

Crinoline was such an admirer of Chas | o0 1 favorite Froneh anthor,

teanbriand that he had comae to 81, Malo,

on the coast_of France, that he might|

peo for himsel the house In which the
mnm ohier was born and stand on the

rted lsland whore his favorite a-
thor found a lonely grave.

Place Chatoaubrlond, gaaing ab tho e |
ties of n palrof juvenilotight-rope walk- |
ers, I8 that the tide is In, the sea alromly |
daxhes aguinst the anelent walls of the
town, aud it is consequontly impossibile
o oross over the subimerged son dike
which at obb tide connects St. Malo with
the littlo island of Grand-Bey, on whose |
ontermost ledge rest the remning of Clia- |
toaubrinnd, :

Besldos, thisis the time of the harvest |
moon, and John is persnaded that if he |
wonld seo the grave aright he must view |
it ns 8 r Walter recommends his roadors
to view “fir Melibse."" At fiest ho sat
after dejenner snoking o eigarette un-
der the nwning ontsde the Hotel de|
France and regarding with trunquil oye
the graceful woman on the eulpl‘l'll blaik |
horse.  Hor long rlding habit elings to
hor, as that “outmost wrappage ani
overa!l" that Carlylo speaks of sh .uhl:
cling to ovory perfoct form, and the
white plume i her plush hat nods with |
each capriv'e of the handsome benst,
Now and then she dances back and |
forth nttending the movements of two
ohildlren  who aro  walking  wires
stretehed taut botween poles porhaps
fifty fout upart and 0 dozen foot hizh,
John enn only see from his distant point
of view that one of these ohildren has
long vollowish hair, and that both are
drossed In tinsel and tights,  Soma
Frenchmen who sit neae him sipping
Chartreuse have 50 many things to say
about the horsewoman that presently
his curiosity is aroused snd he jo'ns Hhy

ators gatherod ina cirelo aronnd
® Wires,

The boy and girl have censed to act
in conecert, but slarting out from the |
opposite ond of their wires, are walking |
toward euoh other alone, A beetlo
browsd man paces betwoan ready to
render assistancn in cn<e of disistor,
The boy, alert and supple, his chooks
aflamo with the exeroise, trips lightly to
tha middle of bis wire, and there, pole.
fng himself for an instant, beging oso
Inting to and fro. j

SCom s, commesen ! ho ores, 1o
® bants r'ng fone to the little girl, who
has traveled her wive more eautlousty.
Bho pauses ot his eall and oasts a tiimid,
beeoch ne glunes st the beetlesbrowal
man. who respomds to it with & tieros
g‘rimn' ool nelyne s tists, It Is. the
epsodc of an naant and doni less Jol
Crincline s the only one who olserves
it A any ratg the effect It has upon
him s surprising,  This eves flach and
ha e‘h-nws\n- wiy Impetuously 1o th
lnner edee of the erawil, !

CAnnette ealls G handsome hioe-o |
woman fn ad op warning tone. dr w
Irg rofn abr at of theohild, The wonn
o'ﬁ. r violoe works wogodiden cshianow
e glel's attiode. A Shiver ¢ ow |
throngh the shapoly Tit'e Ll |

L]

darts 0 temiling glianee at the bo
who is swinging pails on his wire «

then. withi a pitoous attempt ws n =11k
beagins slowly to rock hersolf, T b o

m’lng like & monkey, shouta **in
plus rite!"” and e boctie-brov

Anmd the |
only reason why ho now loiters in tlie|

be possible for him to cross ever the

{dike to Grand-Bey, Ho has still a haif-

| hour to wa't before e ean stand by the
It
| 18 enough time for another turn wroind
[ the vaniparts, “wos =

[ The oy s dyng. Tt is nearly deal,
{and the silver Lght of the moon & on
[ the water, when John, having lookwd
svorywhers el o avound  him, gquiwe
natucilly drops his eves stradzht down
mlong the groat gran'te b ocks of the
pivr, and i ockeal to tind them resting
upon Annotte, Yes, there she i< her
lips parted, siniling thm'dly apoat himg;

Fone toad nginst thy shimy grein gom-

wedd that etings o the wall, sud tha
other swimring o small papor parosl.
O eolirse, she g not elad 1 ber t nsel
and tights only in o shabby blug drises;
but the yellow hair is there, and John
kuows her by it Heean discern s mild
uprieal by her evess she looks us thourh
she would spenk to him; she has held
ber protty Fttle head in that steained
npward  position 80 long —indesd,
Henven only knows how long —~that e
can sea her swallowing buek what hia
heart tolls him is & sob—and vet, what
does he dob )

Do onvelul!™ ho ealls to herin 4 zea-
elous tone; “you may fall in.  Those
stones look \:!!I!'l!t‘.\'.'f

Anil the next instant be is walkinz rap-
idly away toward the beach,

When Jghn desconds the paved road-
wiy lending from the main gate the Lst
nlierglow of sunset has fuded from the
sky, and the moon s shining full upon
the sen. Ho orosses the sen wall to
Grand-Bey.  The little island looks
rather forbidding ns it les inthe
shadow, sioping gently up from the still
witter to where it Is erowned by the
ragged ruins of the anclont chatean,
The path, faintly detined n the grass
and stones, lewls past these ruing, then
down a flight of stone steps, and spd-
denty bafore John's oves the tomb ap-
poars, surroundiad by its fron ralling,
throngh which gleama the wiste of sea
lighted up by the woon,

He 18 instantly sure there is nowhore
another sueh grave ns this, Porched
upon the wdeo of the island, here lofty
and  stoop, where the salt- apray esn
bathe it whon the waves ran high, 1t is
0 lonely, so smple, so grand, It is
only s small eylindrieal eross ecary
from n granite blook, and it rests upon
tha tomb, which is enclosed by a rustad
iron fenoy, the four cornor posts boing
enpped by ‘ron pine cones. John atonce
beging a minuie Inspootion of the grave.
Hi hins cote 1o St Malo for this express
piurnoss, you will remembor. 5o ha
wit'ks slow'y aronnd it, and in so doing
04 evo hna to fall upon the sed, tran-
H" Iy surging and silvered over with

w Yght of the moon, When be s
wesently conselous of this diversion he
tibborily turns to the grave again and
vies 1o Hod an inseription upon the
nhilst Iere I8 none visible, He
hon plie’s o dead ertsp flower  from
b mat Inted  wreath of fmmortelles
# el or pligrim like himsalf

AL T R 4

1w bong aco lemg around the shaft of
e eros L plaeos this dower in his
wiaha Lol sets himself on the gran-
tr roek witlh his linshs hangiog over the
ol

“What'' he deoliborately says aloud,
thie matter with me?"

What, indeed? John Crinoling i

something of & writer,  Asaversifior he

s und -utlully vory clever, and it is

words, ropeats

o is 8o sensitivo on that polnt, i
friends lament that th's seribhling ol
ent of his Is pot In ths humorous line,
where his name would really bo s o
to him. " He has said with 8" mournful
smile: “Faney an odes on the immor-
tality of the soul by John Cr poline.”
It hus boen useless to persnnde h m to
adopt & nom de plume. He husal-
ready said: *Suppose my work should
succeed In that way—think of the fun
there would be when I revealed mysell
as J. Crinoline."

S0 he has come hore ared 1o
write, bel'eving the seene should put
him in a writing mood,  Hence le has
hnd the forethonght to bring a candle
with him in order that he may bave
light if nocessary to jot down the
croations of his fancy. Sitting thus on
a desolate island by ploturesque

ave of a great man, with the waves
softly lapping on the sands below, and
tha harvest modn above shdding her
ghostly light on the sea —eertalnly such
a situntion ought to proveke s first-
clas porm.  John I8 pight in his
promises.  But he can not center h's
thonghts te-night, not, wt lesst. on
Chateaubrinnd. When he looks up ot
the moon or down st It radance in
the water, straightway h's brain is
ungovernable and he must think of
—Annette, Suoeh is the weakness of
human flesh—the yride of intelloct,
John, striving to 1ift himself up nto
the realm of fancy, must tumble back
to the common placs eane diration of
an nonknown child with yellow hair,

“Hang it!" ho says indignantly.
oWhat Is the matter with me to-night.”

Isn't ndend gen'ns of mare conse
quence to W'm than a live serolnt?
Apparently not. He springs to his
fouf, throsts the mnote-book in his
pocket, lings the eand's over the eliff,
and turns to go, looking wistfully at
the tomb. It is o pencoful, lying there
with the waves sparkling up at it, He
is loth- to go, but he acknowledgss to
the impulse; he fee’s that the sympathy
for th living is ¢'ronger upon him to-
night than his interest in the dead, even
Chateaubriand. The strains of mus.d
thut are now and then wafied to his
enrs from the Casino soand very entie-
ing. He is nervous; he wants to be
where thers is life and dancing. So he
turns from the tomb and moves away.

As lio doss 80 his eves rest suddenly
on a ciildish form standing upon the
top of the tlight of stone s#tepz. The
moonlight is full upon her anid ha sees
it is Annette. He is not much sarprised;
sho hins boon in his thonghis all day, but
he is ircitated ot sight of her. It looks
o theatrical for her to apponr before
him in this fantastio style.  He wonders
how long she has been standing upthera
Ikan ehost, gazing down upon him.
Small wondor, however, thut lis bra'n
was intractable.  Bofore he ean act she
hos tripped down the steps and fenrlpss
Iy appronehed him.

“Whose grave is that?" she asks o a
low, awe-strack voice,

sClteanbrisnd's*

“A mani"

u\'.w"‘

“Did von love him?"

41 never saw him."

“Why do yon stay here so’ long,
then 2" How ean he answor the child?
He does not Ly, bat follows the Soeratio
method,

“Why are yon hero?!!

“0h, " she says, ingenuonsly, “Idiln’
know there wis & man buried np thoe,
I just fallowed you,"

“\Why?"

Ho nsks it so coldly, almost angrily,
that her eonfldence in him and in her
golf i3 pla'nly wenkened, She sty
upon one foot twisting her lithe body
uneasily abont.

o] thonght beeause you canght me
you'd help me.”

Her voice trembles: the paper pares]
slips from her fingers; ho ean sce her
little ehin working convalsively, and
then she drops on the granite rock aml
hittes her faco in her hands

John s tonched. e kneels, and,
taking one of her willing hands in his
savs soolhingly:

“How eould I help you?"

Shit looss at him very carnest!y, us ho
can soe with the moonlight on' her face,
and engerly tells him:

“Why, please don’t let them got e
arain,

“Lot whom? That nsly man and the
waoinan on horsobagk?"

u\'..‘-.“

“Who are they?"

*Madume de Leonelle et Monsione
Georges Pieot—that is what they tell thy
r-mlnl.t thoy ave: but she's my aant, and

don't know who ha 18, only I hate
T

John smilis,  She looks angelie with
the moonbeams playing in her  yellow
hair: but she ean bate.

“Arn they very eross to you "

“Awlul,  Just look what ha did to
ma to-lay for falling off the wire. She
bares her left avm that he may see a
thick red welt crosing the flesh above
the olbow, '

“The brute!"" erles John angrily. An-
nette s ovidently delighted to hear hm
sny so,

“Toat's nothing," she boastingly
suvs, “to the cut wie gave'me with her
ridngswhp. 1 ran away then, too, bat
it was nt Jersey, St Heliors, and [
codiln’t get ol the isiand; so they
caught wme,

“Where's vour mother, Annette?"

“She's dead. ™

“Your futher?"

“Ho's deqd, oo™

‘Were they Americans?"

“Mumma wasn't. She used to Tive at
Orleans: but papa paintdd pictures in
Paris, nnd when he died wo were awfual
poor, Was you ever In Paris? Was you
ovir i the Rue Mazet? Oh, it wgug\'rp_r’
funuy little street.  Papa nsed to tuke
me and mamma ta St Clond and the
Boig de Boulogne on Sundays, ‘That
was the best fun of all. Mammn teased
papa about his French and made him say
‘ericietise’ and :{'cu!:’d_' and words like
that, and then papa teassd mamma and
male hor try to say {h’msa\ in Enl-"’h
like “three hundred and thirty-thres
thowsawd ehostnuts, " and then she called
him o Vadsekoe' ™

John, now reclining npon the rock
with I'e heul resting in his right hand,
iy ks mlln'}" up st her, "['llilﬂ ftll’ﬂlﬂﬂ’
of the grave of the grest man behind
lim, Thore Is & Inint French aceent in
Anactte s talk that s charming. She
sits erosele rpal, with her face turnsd

full woward him and shkleways to the

‘Coma,"

'nly o bl ' that the e | m0OD. At times s strain of musie floats
an"x.g’e IE' At 'ﬁ-i':i?.:; soross the water, and Annette always
operato ngainst his literary success 1t pauses to listen.

“Then your mother died, too," says
John, abruptly.

wYns, " she repests, in a low tonej
sthen she died, too."

*And then?"'—

“Then my aunt came and took mo
away to Polssy, Tt was awfal nice at
first. 1 usedto go out in s boat on the
river all by myself and got on the
istand and p{ny Pawl and Virginia,"

“Who played Panl?"

I didn't have uny: Ae wanted to, but
I wouldn't let him."  She emphasizes
the personal pronoun vith great dis-
dain.

“Who is *he?*

“Why, the boy who was walking lhq
other wire—my cousin, [ hate him!'

And yet sho has silky yellow hair and
big blue eyes.  But then, John reflects,
the poor little thing has lived with very

hateful people; it s really no wonder
she can hate,
“Yon then learned to walk the

wire?"

“Yes, but it was an awful long time
before 1 could. I was afraid.  We
walked all the way to Ronen, and there
she met him, and aftor that we had o
horse —that one she was on.  Then we
wen! to Havre, and Trouville, and
Carn, aud Geanville, and Jersey, and
here, !

Joln les silently gazing at her.

“Now, you tell me sll atont your-
self.”

Hi langhs.

“] havn't had half so mauy wdven-
tures as yvon,  I'm only an idler.”

“Don’t you ever work?"

“0h, yes, sometimes,  When 1'm
home in Ameriea | write things for
powspapors and magagines: but T don't
have to,"

*You must have lead: of money!™

He fee's uneomfortable at this re-
mark.

*No, not ‘londs.’
live on.™

o] wish I had some."

“What would you do?"

“I'd go to the Conservatoire of Mu-
gique,  Oh, | love musie!™

John lowers his eyes from her fare
and looks off townrds asolitury light on
shore. He is quite remarkable in this
respect—it takes him 8o long to make
up his mind. Annetle, scomg him so
thoughtful and silent, is fearful of dis-
turbing him, and quietly listens to the
splash  of the waves and the
bursts of melody that comn fitfully
from the Casino. John ponders so
long, however, that the moon gets di-
rectly ovorhead and Annotie begins to
fuel most lonoly and disconsalute.  Be-
sides, this grave in front of her is a
very choerless object (o staroal.  Every
time her gye rests upon the grunite
eross hie young flesh ereeps, and then
the chilly air from the soa plerers her
thin elothing and she shivers.  Finally
Annette gan endore it no longer,

cAre you asleep?' ! ghe asks,

He sturts up suddenly and looks at
her—then at the moon, then hastily at
his watoh.  Itis now nearcr nine than
eight o’clock,  Porhaps the gendarme
wis mistaken.

-'_I“--mc." he snysanxiously, “wemust

0.

SO she pleads on hor knees, *“you
won't take me baek to tham, will'you?"'

“No, no-you shall go with e
He hurries her np e Stieps,
pist the rains of the chateau pd down
the grossy slope.  But before thoy have
gone hall way to the boltom he sehs
that the gendarme was wot mistakon,
There I8 no dike in view.  Where it
steetehdd toward the bea b th re is now

I liave enough to

only an expansa of white-eapped wator |

dancing morrily In the moon! ght,  In-
dol, no bes b 18 visihie, eithor. The
waves aro leaping up nza nst the roek
and even the great cmnpacts of 5L
Malo.

John 18 very much o 'sgosted woth
himself, YWhy dd he He there deom ng
himeelf and this poor child nto such
predicament,  Hetarns to her and says,
penitentiy:

“I'm sorry, Anneite, but we'll have
to spend the night here;  the sun’s in.”

sf don’t ears, 'm glnl.”

Joha does care, but he fecls rosignl
to =ce hier wo hippy, and hand in hand
they retrace their wiy toward the tomb,
Pussing the glopmy ruins Anmetie ¢lings
to his arm, and says, with s shudider
o] thourht first you'd gono and 1 was
going to hide in that door, but it was
s0 sl durk it seared mo.™

There Isa bed of soft, deied grase fust
boyonsl, and horo John halts,  He takes
ol hig ) gt overcost and hands it to
her,  She draws back, but he casts it on
the grass and savs in oaoguoot tone:  *1
waunt you to wrap this around you and
and Fadown,  You must tey to sloop,
Annette, for 98 soon as the tide rovs ont
fenim we will leave for England.™

She clasps her hands before  hor,
gl l'-l.'El“t ery ont from excess of grat-
itnlde,  Bot she only smiles joyfally
and the moonlight gl stens on her white
teeth,

“Are vou afraid?' he asks,

“Yon won't go awny?"’

".\'-r, no "

She submissively loses herself in the
arms of the great cont and endidlesupon
the grass, .

Now he has dotermined what he shall
do, and promised her, he feals relieved,
Novertheless, he realizes how serious
the afalr is—he is abducting a child,
one, too, who is unquestionably of con-
siderabile pecuniary value to her rels-
tives. Ho smiles stubbornly, and lights
& cigarette; seating himsell under the
moon on the top stone step, where he
ean turn n shoulder and upon An-
nette, or look straight shead upon the
ses, and let his eyes in passing rest
upon the tomb. It may bo sacribgious,
but thers is now something so absurd
to John in the idea of his brooding over
the grave of Chatesubrimmd that he
chuokles, Porhapsthis powerful harvest
S:imn has turned bis head as well as the

At any rate, Chateaubriand has no

laco in his thonghts now. He is try-
mg to dec'do whotber he had better run
the risk of taking the morning's
stoamer from St Malo to Jersey, or
takn the train to Calals dircet, “The
more he thinks about it the more
sarfous the chances of discovery on the
Jersry boat appear to him, and the

ibility of losing Annette is very
unpleasant. Indoed, the mere idea so
alarms him that ha turns to look at her
more than once, and each t'me his

Ance cneonnters a pair of eyes shin-

ng up at him from the grass out of the

folds of h's overcost,  Annette s
wore anxious than he, Hor eyes elose
quickly when they mot his, and she
wigns to slecp, but her yellow head
nover swerves from the angle at which
she has adjnstod it to watch him.

#o the moon floats on until the grave
s in shadow. The tds follows the
moon and the waves the tile. Johy
shivers a littlo, but is wide awnke, wnd
be knows the bright bloe eyes are peer-
ing furtively at him from the grass,

- L] L] - - . .

Th's all happened in the summer-
time of 1874, I;b truly happened, for
John Crinoline hus told it to me. Of
conrse ho told it In mueh fower words.

Whn he had gone thus far in his
story | said to him: 4l

=Well?"

“Waell," said he, I have been trying
to nosw.r vour question, This is the
reason why I sail on the Etrurla next
Saturday.”

“Be pla‘ner.”

“] am going over to bring Annette
away from sehool.”

“What are you golng to do with
hor?™

Ha looked me stead 1y in the face, and
I m sure [ nover gazed on an honester,
manlier one than his,

Do you really think. old fellow," he
s, she'll object to my namo? “T've
& mind to change it.""—Meleille Phillips,
in Philade!nhia Pross.

FREAKS OF NATURE.

A Phllosophle Lecture on Johnny Freahy
the Uade snd Mother's Boy,

Do not look down upon the fresh
young man, wmy son, in sublime con-
tempt or in pity. To be sure the fresh
young man is a pestilentinl nulsanee
he wenries vou continually; somelimes
you think it was » mistake that he ever
was born,  You laugh at his exuberang
unsaliedness: you experience perennial
shame while in his presence; you curss
him mentally before his face, and overt-
ly behind his baek: and yet the fresh
young man suffers nothing from your
lack of appreciation. He is quite un-
aware that his presonco is an abomins-
tion and his every act and his lightest
word more torrible than a pestilence,
His is not a sensitive sonl and his enf ole
is dense. He doss not waste half his
time wondering whut others think of
him or h's act'ons  Ho goes right on,
When he wants a thing, he goes and
tukes it.  When he foels like saying any
thing, out it eomes,  While you are
looking about you, fearing that your
walk or yonr conversation may he
eriticisnd, he drives stealght on to the
goni of his desires.  Ho is frash, but he
gots there st the same—or rathor, hy
wotx thars beeansa of his froshingss,

Tin or twenty yoars hanee, wh le you
are peddiing along in the tast of come-
mon plac)
obseurity, vou will seo him ride by in
the luxur ons coach of affluenes.
will find Him, perchance, fresh as of
old, but his froshness has stood him n
in gool stead, whila your sulineness
has hardly served to helped you to salt
[ down enough luere to pay your fanpral
expenses  Yos, my son, freshness i
hateful toall save its possessor, but it
is the stall which helps o man amazing-
Iy in this world of ours. Therelore,
my son, o not contemn the nneaited
youth, and think twiee befora you spply
to him the ungrateful title of Jolmoy
Frosh,

There is another freak of natuie, my
| som, that I wold have you view mors
[ fentently. 1 cefer to the dude,  In'the
first place the dude sserapulously elean,
and we have high anthority for placing
elennliness nest to godliness, and in
these doys, whon the Intter stirbuto i3
s0 vary rave, weo shoull recognizs and
| Yospecl whateyer :|:-|:l'la.’1l‘|.l-'~' nnd i1
proximates it at yonr
now, boorimod with o week's neemien
lations, and your finger mals, eaci
with s new woon of mourning, nnd
tell mo if in these cceentricities you are
| gaporior to the despised dude,

Your ecollar s soiled mod erumpled:
your tronsers are bagey at the knees and
of the varth !':ll'll‘l_\ [rom the knee down-
waril: your ¢out 18 stirmonnted with tha
dust of aeps; your hat would blusy,
woro It able, at the sght of a brnsh;
vour shioes aro guiltless of Day & Mar-
tn: your haris in elf loeks: eved youre
face is not frea from mother oty
Now look nt the dede. His fleds iz
| elean; his linen is spotless and w thout
wrinkle: his hair is kempt: his raiment
is perfoct in (it and freedom frome filih)
Look upon yourself, then look upon
him, and ask yourse f if there be not
gometh ne 0 admire and (1o emulate
even in a dude,

And whle | have your ear, my son
I have a worl to say of the Loy whom
_n%nr contemptaously refer to us boing
tied to s mother's apron string. Yon
may langh ot this Loy and  deride h'm,
if you will; but { wonld give more for
his chances in life than for those of the
the boy wha thinks his mother & a
creatnre far boneath his eonsideration,
and whose prondest boast is to speak of
her as the old woman.”  Theboy who
goes back on his mother, my son, will
continue to go bak through life uatil
he is far behind &ll respeetable folk in
the raee of humanity. Did yon ever
hear of n man who succeeded in Ve
but had a mother in some poriod in his
existence? [ think not. And did he
ever feel ashamed that he had a mother?
I am sure he did not. No, my =on, do
not lnugh at the mother's boy. The

Look linnds

apron-string is the boy that all right-
thinking people ara glad to tie to.—
Boston Transeripl.

Queen Mary's Prayer-Book,

A corlous “and valuable prayer-book
has just been sold in London, It is the
little volume which the unfortunate
Mary Queen of Seots used at her death
upon the scaffold. The prayers are the
handiwork of some rara fiftesnth cen-
tury soribe; they are written in Latin
on vellum. The pages of the missal
are exquisitely illum vated with elecant
borders of fruit, flovers and birds: Liey
are also decorated with thirty-five minia-
tures by s Flemish artist, pieces of
elaborate workmanship, e little
book still rests in the original oak-

i covered with silk now much
worn. in which it was originally bound.
~—Liverpool Mercury.

boy who has been t'ed to his mother's

1

prosperity or the mnd of |

Yon |

uJud‘“.ll l-llil] l-m 3
summoned ““‘lﬂry,'f.tﬁ :
for me to serve, My poe ™
that T oan not leave 11

“Any man csn ) :
judge replied, P

“Yes, [ know, bug
ness s not so pressing g
tell you that no one buy
attend to it."

*“Well, T will excuse yoy »

The man went WAy — gy 4
The next daya bengh g,
issued for him. '

“I ean make no dofanss «
except that I told thy seoiy
but myself ean do m
one else were to doit]
it in the least. Thare arg g
aman has to figh—got g gys'
and pike are striking now, y
after trying minnows wi
I tried a troll. Well, sir, & 6]
bass nabbed it befors it had ¢
the water, He was so Lnrge,
80 hard, that I had to ply "h
saw any thing like it, IL
water Into fonm,
eapers,”

“Did yon et him? gy il
citedly nskod. '
sWell, sir, he broke
m‘l.____“ ‘

WWhat!" '

“Yoa, snapped it off like g
1 was determined to
eanght a grasshopper, sty
Limeviek and put it undep
He wouldn't even smull of iy
another troll, g0 I decided 1
beauty. I drew my pistol,
the water and, just a5 1 wy
of vuifiu the trigger, the hyy
and grabbed the arrel of my

“What?"

“Yes sir, and held on to jg"

“So you got him?"

“Yes sir, and the printsof §
are in that pistol barrel now,"
“You don's tell me so?"

“Yes sir.”

“Mr. Clerk," said the
up & fine of one hundrmIJ
the defendant.” -

“What, & hundrod dollss
beeause [ mian-rrm-ul-wl——.' '

“0, no,”" said the ju
fine you because yon toldy
boeanse you did not tell me
were going fishing. T woull s
’:aurl:ml eourt and gone with
sansaw Traveler.

e

CARP PONDS.

Nover ¢

Ly
|

How They May he  Condirissd
Best Advantnge and sl Sudl
The eultivation of carp s

importanee to fully  wuarrant

straetion of ponds for the

But there already exist, on g

ponds used for the collectiond

for watering live stock, whish e

converted into carp pondsats

cost. Thero are alse mang M

and dopressions in tha laal 88

throwing np = breastwotk, ¢

mude o answer the purposs

bly. It is voery desirablo o

counts to have :rnll{‘pmin :

draw the water off any timew
so the fish can be sorted st
gtroying  the enemies lo =%

draining the ponds once s

trmlers can De removed,

viee to put in |]mml to draskl

onst-ivon pipe (they are the s

gix or more inehes, acoondise

gige of your pond; get itlong

ro clear throueh .\'unrrlumuﬂ

i:'vt about two or threo fetd

end, Make a large woodm

drive it inthe pipe on the i

the dam, and when you wihk

your pond, gota pole and i

plug ont of the pipe. Wihen the

isdry you can drive it in agail

Never build a pond whe
stream of water flows throngd
eause it is linble to hreak your @

wish ull the spawn and s

away, when there is o great

rainfull.  Build beside such a 8

and lot the water in at the uj

of the pond, through o tile
ting over it so other kinds of &
not got in with the carp or &

mix and be valueless in all

In building a breast, oliy

best, but other soil will do.

have decidod whore to bufld jo&

Fut A serapor, sueh as you neei
ng the roads. A tongne s

best, a8 you can handle it beter

up about eightesn or fwenly fos
the length of your dam, and w4
the sod and soil to the cutes

plow again, and then seraps s

dam is a8 high as you want ik 8

keep the elay, if thero s

inside of the dam. When yois

done seed it down to white @
it will not freeze out ns qu

kinds will, and when it is in 8

beauty alone will pay you

work without the profit o8 %

When you make an ove

pipe and put sn elbow 08
pipe shonld be large en
the waste water off. Put!

of the pipe in your pond and ¥
end lhl!::illgh the dam. 1t will&
cold water from the botéom
pond instead of warm water ¥
top, as the warm water alwe®
the top of any pond or I
thrive best in warm water.
be shallow on the out edge of
and three and a half to four
in the middle, sloping grats=s
there are any children abott
not step off into a deep hole
If a person makes any S
can have a pleasure boat 01
is alone worth the cost of
F. H. Isracl, in Ohio Farme:

— Chambermaids” 0
hotels are male Indians, lerﬂ" '
They are deft and quick, N;:'
themselves to a stranger i 2%
for three dollars per week,
employer undivided and &}
sorviee.

which

—The River Sanpo, {
from the Himalaya mouutnm?“
for nearly one thousand %o
the southern border of the 2%
been the snbject of more &
controversy than any other
world,




