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® the youngstors were all sick.

chair

A flush the air,
fige duh s o
Methinks the summer looks this way,
And will be on us soon.

blushes like a girl
At Jove's first w r Rwost;
And delicate the rare perfumes
That all our senses groot

M theso spring roses throw such charms
Upon our daily wey,

What will it be when summer opes
The portals of the day.

And, coming throngh the garden ga
&dm -15. mrfn'me N, .
Throws beauty over all the earth,
And fragrance evorywhore?

How beautifnl the roses soem,
Clasped in the arms of spring!

Prized dearly both for what they aro.
And what we know they'll bring.

A brighter blush of color rare,
An nrn of swestost scont,
Blne skies, gold rays, and greon arcades,
In one far picture blent
E B Cm:annnw;uol.

MR. MEREDITI'S NURSE.

A Veantiful, flaxen-haired boy, in a
suit of brown velvet, with eollar and euffs
of fine Irish pownt, stood by the window
of & large hotel in Detroit, ruefully
watching the weather,

“Can’'t I go out at all, Uncle Hugh ?"

he said, plaintively. “I've been in the
house ever since Saturday.”
g ‘Not to-day, Nolly,” replied a hand-
some young fellow, who was stand-
ing with hLis back to the fire and won-
dering what his sister Helen did when
“You
know the doctor said yon'd have to stay
in; and if you got sick this time your
mumma would never let you come away
with me again.”

“Well,” mghed the boy, resting his
chin on one delieate little hand, "I
shouldn't mind it if Tonly had some-
thing to play with, Ob, Uncle Hugh!
there's such a lovely express wagon
around the cormer, with boxes and bags,
and barrels, and—everything! There
aro four white horses, and a driver with
o whip, and a hat that comes off and

on, and—" :

“Wonderful!" said Uncle Hugh smil-
ing. “Well, I'll go around and look at
ft, Nolly; and, if it isn't too dear," ho
added, putting on his hat and coat, “I'll
buy it for you."

“Phe child must have something to
amuse him," he said, as he stepped out
into the hall,

He started off briskly; but there was
aturn in the corridor, and as he hurried
along, whistling under his breath, he
ran right into a yeung girl who was
coming the other way with a trayiul of
dishes.

A Jlittle startled ery and then a crash
ansued.

“I beg your pardon!” Hugh ex-
claimed, going down on  his knees to
gather up the broken china, “I am
vory sorry.”

“He earoful, sir!" she said, quietly;
for her momentary vexation had passed
awaye “Your cont is dragging in the
soup.”

“Never mind the coat!" Hugh an-
swered impulsively.

“Wait a moment,” she said; I will
got a towel.”

She entored, as she spoke, a room
neuarly opposite the scene of the catus-
trophe. =

“How did yon ha|lapnn to lot them
full, Naney " said the fretful voice of
a gick man, from within,

Hugh oould not catch her low toned
reply, but she came outein n moment,
demure and practical,

“That is Mr. Meredith’s room,” Hugh
observed—*the railrond muan—Dbeen
sick !::r somo tims, His nurse, I sup-

‘.l
“You needn'tTnind," said the girl, gg-
ing down on her knees in a business-
like way. “I will clean up this muss.”

“T am worry to put yon to so much
trouble,” murmured Hugh, putting his
hand in his pocket and drawing out a
ten-dollar bill. “Let me moake some
amends for my awkwarduess,"”

He put the money in her hands, but
ghe was so much surlariand that she
could not sveak, and when she recover-
od herself Hugh had walked away, be-
ing anxious, no doubt to eseape from
the scone of his undoing.

“Well, n my word!"™ she ex-
elaimed, picking up the money, which
had slipped through her fingers to the
floor,

A frown and a smile seemed to strng-
glo for the mastory of her face; but

tly she broke into a soft laugh,
and tucking the bill away into her pock-
et, she began fo clear away tho re
mainder of the dobris.

“A swoot-faced girl, that

nurse,

" Hugh mused, whou he was once more

installed in his room by the fire, and
Nolly was happy with his new oxpress
n. "It must be nice to havea
womat like that about when one's sick.”
His thoughts wandered off then, and
beo lost himsell in & bachelor's reverie,
till Nolly came and loaned agsinst his

“Unele Hugh,” the boy said, languid-
“my hoad aches,”
ﬁ‘lﬂd up in alarm, and took
the on his lap. His face was Lot
and Hushed, his liLu dry,
“If he gots sick,"” he anxious.
- will Lo fruntio,

umber.
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Nolly grew suddouly worse, an
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?-. “I'm s graduate of the New
ork Truining School,”

“I am glad of that ! Hugh exclaimed.
“My nephew is very sick, and I don't
know what to do. If you have time,
wounld yon eome in and look st him ?"

She hesitated a moment.

“1 don't think Mr. Meredith will
eare,” he arged. “I will make it all
right with him."

“It isn't that—" she began.

‘‘But my nephew is so sick!” Hugh
pleaded. *‘My sister would never for-
give me, if any thing happened to him.”

“'Well, I will go,” she said, moving
ncross the hall. **Mr, Meredith does
not need me to-night. He is better
and has gone to aleep,”

Hugh lod her into the room where
Nolly lay jhis fair hair tumbling over the
pillows, and his cheeks burning with
the flame of a flerce fever,

“How long Las be been in thia wav ?"
she asked, bending over him, and tak-
ing one little hot hand in her own cool
fingors,

“Only to-night.
very sick *"

“I'm afraid so0,” she answered, as she
swept the flaxen eurls tenderly away
from the child's forehead. *‘Poor little
follow !”

“What can I do?" asked Hugh, mis-
erably,

“'1 will stay with him,"” she answered,
with & famt smile at Hugh's extrava-
gant gratitude. “You had better go
and lie down."”

When the doctor eame, he was very
much surprised to find%her there,

“So you've fonnd a new patient, Miss
Nancy ?” he said. “I'm glad you eamae
in, for the child will have a hard time
I'm afraid.”

“I have telegraphed for my sister,”
Hugh said, losking at her appealingly.
"Do you think Mr. Meredith conld
spare youtill she comes? It will only
be two days.”

“Yes; 1 will stay,” she answered qui-
efly; and then, moved by some kindly
instinet, she added: “Don't be alarm-
ed. He is very sick, butIthink he
will get well again,”

“T am glad you think so,” Hogh an-
swered, huskily, “I«I am very fond
of the child.”

But Nolly's mother did not come in
two days. A heavystorm had broken
down the telegraph wires to the west of
Detroit, and after the tardy message
renched her a snow blockade put a stop
to travel.

MeanwHRile, the child Iay at the point
of death, and only the skillful ecare of
Mr. Moredith’s nurse sufficed to save
Lis lif;

Hugli Oliver never forgot the morn:
ing shie eame to him, with her swaet |
eyes overflowing, und said:

“Ho will live, sir; the worst is
over." -

“It is you who have sived his hio!"
eried anl_\"n uncle, seizing hor hands,
“Lean not thank you, Miss Naney, but
I honor you for your patient fortitude
and I admire yon more than any woman
I ever knew !”

A sweet rose flush sufffised her cheeks
and she looked down.

Perhaps he moy have thought so be-
fore, but it eame to Hugh very forcibly
then that in those long davs and nights
of anxions watehing he had learned to
eare n grent deal for the sight of that
fair face, with its soft, womanly smile,

“Mr, Meredith is getting quite well
now isn't he?" Hugh said, one morn-
ing, after his sister Helen had come.

“Oh, yes!” Miss Nancy replied. ‘®We
are going away next wook."

“Noxt week! Then you will go with
him ¥"

“T expect to.”

Hugh walked toward the window,

*Could nothing induce yon to change
vour plans ?" he said, anxionsly, *“Miss
?\'nm"\-. will vou come and take care of
me? 1 bhaven't mueh to offer youn, but
I love you dearly, and there is nothing
I desire 80 much in all the world as to
make you my wifal"

He came to hor suddenly, and took
her hands —he, the aristocratio heoad of
the honse of Oliver, wus asking Mr.
Meredith's nurse to marry him,

“Iut you forget,” sho faltered. “Iam

#o fur benenth you, Hugh!"

“Above me!" he mnswered. “My
sweet patient darling! Oh, Nancyl
can  you—will you care for mo »
little ¥

Thon she looked up, and smiled at him
through a mist of tears

“I will, if I may,” said she, roguishly.
“You must ask papa.”

“If you love me, " he eried, eclasping
hor in his armes, “you are mne alroady,
my dear one!  But whom must T ask?
Nanoy, do yon know that yon have never
told me your name "

“It is Moredith, she said, looking
down —*“Naney Norton Meredith,”

“What! You are related to Mr, Mer-
edith? You never told me that,"

“If you plemse,” she repliod, “I amw
bis dsughter,”

“His dunghter! Oh, Naney!"

“Don't look at me so! Forgive me,
Hugh! You mistook mo for a nursery-
maid at first, you know.*

“But you sail yon were a graduste
of the 'Ilraming Sehool

“Sol mn, A little training of that
sort will not hurt any woman.  And it
struck me as such a joke that T kept i
up —just for fun, Then alterward,

ugh, when I saw you were learning t
onre for me, and —and I carad for you
#0—1 wanted to besure that you wers
not woolng me for my fortune a8
many men have done. Don't you ses,
doar ¥

“I see that I am the luckiest follow
in the world ! eried Hugh,

. — 8 —

Do you think he is
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THE MEN IN mnm-
Semething About the Military Leaders
in Central Asia.

Chicage Imter Ocean.

If the present belligerant enthusiasm
that exists in London and St. Peters-
burg ends in war, certain Russian and
British officers who have already made
brilliant records against uncivilized
foes in the east will have an opportun-
It{ of showing what they are capable
of doing when brought face to face
with the arms and tactics of modern
warfare and the generalship of men
trained in the best military schools of
Europe.

Skobeleff and Kaufmann are dend,
but one of the bravest of the transcan-
casus Russian Generals who was in-
spired by Skobelefl's life is this same
General Komaroff, who has taken the
Afghan bull by tha horns st Penjdeh,
Attached to the TCentral Asian com-
mand of General Kaufmann, Komaroff
was placed in charge of Bokhara,
around which he subdued the recalci-
trant Tuarks, and fought side by side
with his warm friend, Skobelefl, in the
most arduous fighting done b
Russia in Western Turkestan. Though
not so picturesque a soldier inthe field
as the hero of Plevna, nor 50 capable
of magnetizing his inet®by his person-
al example, nevertheless he has those
excellent qualities of 4 seldier which
consist of caution, determination, and
implicit obedience to orders. If he has
had any socret instructions to seize Af-
ghan Turkestan and tuke Herat, Ko-
maroff is just the man who will
gpare no efforts to carry out the pro-
gramme.

But a more remarkable soldier than
Komaroff is Joseph Viadimirovitch
Gourko, who, although born in 1828,
still retnins enough vitality to justify
the Czar in placing bim at the head of
the Russiau army in Central Asia,
Gourka has & military record second
in brilliance to that of no other oflicer
in the Czar's army. He figured in the
Crimean war, in the Polish campaign
of 1863, and in 1876 was made a Lieu-
tenant General of a division. When
the Russo-Turko war broke out he was
instructed to go shead through Tur-
key without regard to the main army,
80 a8 to spread alarm throughout the
dominions of the Sultan. How well
he did his work no one knows better
than the Turks themselves. His rapid
passage over the Balkans was a feat
which has been compared to Hanni-
bal's or Napoleonis passige of the
Alps, and his retreat to the Schipka
pass after he had struck terror to Con-
stuntinople, was o masterpiece of strat-
ezy.

On the British side General Sir Fred-
erick Roberts, Commander-in-Chief of
the Madras Army, most resembles
Gourko in his qualities of dash, bray-
ery and swift-sighted schemes of strat-
ogy. Hisfamous mareh in September,
1550, 320 miles in twenty-three days,
and always harassed by the enemy,
from Kabal to Kandahar, the siege of
which he raised on the day after his
arrival by defeating the army of Af-
ghandab, was a feat which will bear
favorable comparison with Gourko's
passage of the Dalkans. *When Greek
meets Greek,” ete., and if Rolerts
should ever be pitted against Gourko,
the world would probably hear of some
very extraordinary fighting and taoti-
eal mancuvering,  General Sir Donald
Stewart, who will take chief command
of the Indian army of the Indus, is a
fine old soldier, who has seen great
soervice, not only in European wars,
but in the Indian muting of 1857, and
in subsequent encounters with  turba
lent hill tribes in Assam and around
Peshawar. Other good soldiers with a
large experience of Asiatic warfare,
who are likely to be sturdy henchmen
to General Stewart, are General Jen-
kins, General Ross, General Phayre,
Geueral Sivr Herbert Macpherson and
Geveral Hugh Gough, all of whom
made their mark in the last Afd#han
war. The Ameer himself has hod
I:lvnt.\' of experience in warfare, andif
e ventures into the arenas of strife he
will bo by no means the least pictur-
esque leader $a the field.

The Cause of Dyspepsia,
Ohleago Herald

“Oh, I'm used up with the despep-
sia,”" declared a sour-visaged, discon-
tented-looking man of an scequaint-
ance as he leaned against a bar chew-
ing a nutritious toothpick. “1'm only
one of thousands,” he added, with a
heavy sigh, *who have been made dys-
pepties in American by the ndultera-
tions of food. No one ean talk elimate
or cookery to me, It is the adultera-
tion of food that ereates dyspepsia.
Why, bless you, the American cooking
is on the average the best in the world,
but it is almost impossible to get any-
thing pure to cook.

“;tlum is mixed with veast powder,
baking powders are adulterated with
chalk and sugar, syrup and honey are
extensively doctored, The first three
are adulterated with glucose, which is
manufactured by treating starch or
woody fber, with sulpburicacid.  Itis
nevor advertised — glucose isn't—1 can
tell you, and itisn't easy to tind, A
large dealer told me the other day
that he didn't believe he'd had any
fn‘tmitw molasses in his store for years,

pever buy suy honey unless I get it |

from an intmate friend.
ened with water and colored with a
preparation made in the east. It is not
enerally known, either, but it is a
unot, that the milk of farrow cows is
untit for food, being llled with an
offute exoretory mittor. And butter —
faugh!—it is not only adulteraied, but
counterfelted. Fat cheese s made
from skimmed milk mixed with lard
and tallow so skillfully us to defy de-
tootion. | was &t su eahibit of butter
and cheese ln the state ol New York
awhilo ago where the st prise wos
awanrded o 8 chesse which the wmakors,
with pride  mind you, with pride ol
terwaid alllimed 0 be & wasulaobuond
artivle

uf wll, Yull o M sl verbissimivnl,
Juu doan't sew glusess I w @
satd aidenl W Wie manulantuire
liganie.  Fiss Bt Bavais  whai
M JaN lhl-lb iy wiv ‘.i.dj sy

“' | Maw chivapini bing wuudoitul
i 000 Thoy siv wade o 0 gival
'luw ubbed vherar lu“r vkl

i Pl and pibar Malige
[ T R T i-ui:iu

M b ey uf M s

Mk is weak- ‘

"lh*o&l know whst gluben masl st |

water , confections and fellies
are flavored with such stuff. Of course
a few personsuse genuine fruit flavors.
The sournesz of lemon syrup and lime
juice strengthened with sulphurie acid.
Candy is composed largely of glucose
and flour. Mighty little pure sugar
goes into it '.'Eunufnomrers claim the
substituts which is made from cors is
not objectionable. Candy is adultera-
ted with various substances. Some
terra alba is used, andfthe coloring
matter is often highly objectionable.

“Tea is adulterated with willow,
oak, bireh, elm, and other leaves, and
spent tea leaves; also, with poisonous
culorings. Giround coffee sold in
packages is often quite a counterfeit.
Among the other coflee adulterations,
besides the old stand-by, chicory, are
dried liver, beans, peas, all kinds of
grain, tan bark and sawdust. Spices
are mixed largely with inert sub-
stances, and then injurions matter has
to be added to give them fictitious
atrength.

“Thirty-two deadly poisons are
known to be used in the adulteration
of wines, and whisky is even treated
worse. The popular lager beer is
adulterated also to an alarming extent,
for it is drank freely by so many un-
der belief that it is healthful and ean
not be meddled with as are alcoholie
beverages. Even drugs—the very
drugs used for adulterations —are
themselves adnlterated —Paris green,
for instance, being one.

“It is impossible to estimate the
amount of poison people take into their
systems daily.

Gods ofthe Heathen.

T. P Aud=e, In ¥Mew York Mercury.

About six months since a ministerial
fricnd of mine called my attention to
God. I thought for a time the name
gsounded familiar, and when he asked
me if I had not heard of the God of
Abraham, Isaae and Jacob, I remem-
bered that I had. My brother Isaae
had often given me considerable infor-
mation about him at times when he
was sitting around the house with a
corn on his toe and had notning else
to do. From the manner in which lke
connected his name with damns and
snch things I have been led to suppose
[sanc's God was a miller. 1 never
heard Abraham and Jacob say very
much sbout their gods, as they be-
lonred to church and never had much
to o with them except on Sunday. 4
thouzht about the subject until I be-
gan to feel a friendly interest in i,
and Jast week 1 read up on gods to an
extent thut seems to me to  qualify me
for u learned thesis or something on
this subject.

I find that gods were quite common
as far baek as the days of Adam, from
which I am led to infer that the Yan-
kees are not entitled to the honor of in-
ventineg them. The Chinese have gods
three or four thousand years old, and
there is not o gray hair or s wrinkle
in their heads. One would naturally
think that a god three thousand years
old would be pretty well worn and a
little bit out of style, but tne Chinese
clajm that warmed-over gods, original
ly made of fire clay, and freshly var-
nished are just as good as new. Peo-
ple who have always lmd & god of
their own—a sort of private god laid
away where it will always be handy
in e#ase of an emergency-—say they
would not be without one for four dol-
lars. Thev muaintain that a &)rivatu
god is much more attentive and pune-
tual in attending to business than a
pifblic god, which is very much over-
worked in the busy seasons, particn-
larly during ln--Ii!il::sl campaigns and
the chilblain season.

There is considerable difference of
opinion as to the merits of the varions
kinds of gods. These Chinese are
peculinrly fond of a little two by seven
wooden god thal  can be earried
around in the overcoat pocket, where
it can be reached in an instant in case
of o lood or earthquake, the owner of
such a4 god whips him out of his
pocket like a .-rlll-i'm-l-.in;: revolver,
and sets it betwoeen himself and all
danger. It is said that a fellow. can
find gods enongh to start a Chinese
heaven with, along some of the river
banks in China. “They have been
washed ashore after their proprietors
were drowned ina freshet. It must
be very humiliating to o man to see
his god floating around him and leav-
ing him to drown, in spite of all his
supplications. It must look asifa
mun had got hold of an ungrateful
and seltish  one-horse god thuat is
carcless and slovenly in  looking after
his business.

The Aztocs' or mound-builders' gods
were plain clay. By making their
heads {mlluw and attaching stems to
their stomachs, they could be readily
utilized as tobaeco pipes, and those
who have smoked them say they are
just as good as any other plain, barn-
vard style of pipe.  An Aztee god was
never an ordinary kind of a fellow.
He was not considered first-cluss un-
less he had seven tingers or toes, or a
preity good-sized tail, and he would
not stand the climate unless ho was
weoll baked. There are ruins of sev-
eral god-bakeries in various purts of
Mexico and Central Amerion.,

The Persians, Greeks and Romans
of the olden time would not fool with
common gods. They made their del-
thes in & ttms foundry, and claimed
that no god was genuine uwless he
would turn green under an acid test
and bore the goverument stamp, |
have a god mysolf. He was given me
by a Japaneso locturer who came this
way last fall; but he s evidently &
very poor god. Alll have ever been
able to get him to do ls o bhold down
papers on my desk,
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TWENTY DOLLARS.

*I must have one,” said Catlie Hart-
ford,

Cathie was sitting at the Lreakfast
table.

“Must is for the Quaeen,” ssid Mr,
Hartford, reaching out for another muf-
fin.

“Now,
Cathie.

“How many hats have yon got al-
ready ?" inexorable demanded Mr.
Hartford.

“Nothing that is snitable for this oe-
casion,” responded Cathie. “Lalies
dress so elegantly for Mrs. Harte- Will-
oughby's morning concerts. And Mad-
am Persiana has the loveliest opera that
she will let me have for twenty dollars
—only half price, uncle, dear; because
Miss Hyde, for whom it was made, has
gone into motrning and decided not to
take it!"”

“Indeed,” said Uncle Hartfort.

“Dear uncle, you'll give me twenty
dollars !

“I'll give you nothing of the sort,”
#aid Uncle Hartford, decidedly.

Cathie cried a little when her uncle
had gone to his office.

“Mean old thing!” said she, apostro-
phizing the portrait of lier grand-uncle,
which lhung stiff and simpering above
the mantle. “With all your oceans of
money to grudge me a poor twenty dol-
lars for adress hat! And Paul Atherton
is to be there, and Rose St. Felix will
have him all to Lerself—and —and—"

And a new gush of tears followed this
dismal foreboding,

“Lend you twenty dollars, Mrs. Ap-
sell? What do you want me to lend you
twenty dollars for 2"

Paul Atherton was looking very kind-
Iy down upon the pale, pinched little
widow in her rusty erape and worn bom-
buzine, and Mrs, Apsell took courage
to reply:

“It's interest money that I owe on the
mortgage my poor Herbert gave Mr.
Hartford, the banker. And if it isn't
paid promptiy, I'm afraid he'll fore-
close; and all the living T made for my-
self and the children is by keeping
boarders in that little house. 1 have
hoped all along to raise the money with-
out troubling vou, but my hest boarders
left me last month, and the rooms are
vacant yet, and——"

Mr. Atherton put his hand into his
pocket at once.

“No more apologies, 1 beg,” said he,
“TE T can’t spare a little monay to Her-
bert Apsell's widow, I onght to be cash-
iered. Here's a twentv-dollar hill—I've
rather been keeping it for good luck, on
acconnt of the Maltese cross drawn in |
red ink on it, butl can afford to transfer |
the balance of luck to your account, I
think!"”

And Mrs, Apsell went immediately—
the tears of gratitude bedewing her
poor, little eyes—to No. Fifth av-
enue, where Cathie HarMord was yet
bewmling her afiliction,

“What is it Bruce,"” said Cathie to the

ink-ribboned parlor maid,

Unele Hartford would uot consent to
a man in plain livery, althongh Cathie
had declared, over and over again, it
was quite essential to their stand in so-

uncle, please!” implored

ciety,

“Please, miss, it's a parson as insists
on scquge vou, if Mr. Hartford isn't in. |
A person to pay some money, miss,”

Cathia roused up at this and went
ont into tho vestibule, where Mrs, Ap-
sell was meekly waiting.

“It's twonty dollars, miss,” said Mrs,
Apsell, that I owe Mr. Hartman your
father——"

“Uncle,” corrected Cathie,
stiflly,

“Unele—begging your pardon—for
interest on a mortgnge on 72 honse in
Hooper street; and if youll kindly
give it to him—"

“0, certainly, certainly,” said Cathie,
and Mrs. Apsell went away,

“Now," cried our disconsolate young
damsel, “I'lL have that dress hat at
Madam Persiana'’s or 1'll know the rea-
son why. Uncle won't know the money
hins been paid in, and next week, when
my (uarterly allowance comes in, I'll
make it all straight.”

Miss Cathie Hartford appeared at
Mrs. Harte Willoughby's in s superb
white velvet hat, trimmed with snowy
ostrich tips and silver wheat, tipped
with erystal dewdrops, and Mr. Ather-
ton thought he liad never seen so pret-
tv and fascinating a little ercature in
all his life,

“T do believe,” said Mr Atherton,
“I'm falling in love with that little girl,”

He went home to his hotel, Mrs,
Apsell was sitting in the reception-
room waiting to see him.

“Hellol™ said Mr. Atherton.

“He's going to foreclose, sir,” sobbed
the widow, “Mr, Hartford is going to
f:-rm-lusm,"

“But he ean't forecloso if the interest
iz paid up to the time," remonstrated
Atherton.

“I don't know how that it is, sir,”
whimperad Mrs. Apsell, I never id
understand law matters, but—-™"

“IHd you pay that twenty dollars ¥

“I paid it into Miss Hartford's own
bands, sir.”

“1I'll go and see about it myself,” said
Mr. Atherton, “Go bhome, Mrs, Apsoll,
1 will tuke the oonduct of this matter
wuto my own charge.”

Half an hoar later Mr. Atherton pre-
seiited Limsol! st the otfice of Harpagon
Hurtfund, in Liberty strest

“How's this sbout Widow Apsell’s
mortgage '™ sadd ha Y1 hear you're
about 1o foreclise

Dion't pay hor lutorsst,® surtly |
furped e baub or
l‘! ek ltluw'l'

Tweuly dollars

Abarkon paussd & wbiube of teo, sad
'lluib N tah Livwe i o vy l‘l-'—'h.‘il

P osobbde 0,7 il bo o daid b sl
b oaessridapgly , Slinihiig wibhin bl i
“Viag sl 1§ date sss adie bad Lt
waie pb ey b ng [ B sl l.n‘.J
i 1"

rather

b b bt »

quarter's bill. The merchant gave him
in change a twenty-dollar with a
;ad Maltese cross sketched upon its
ace,

“The dence!" eried Atherton. How
cams vou by that lucky bill, Mr, Smo-

keybridge *”
set—me—see,” snid Mr. Smokey-
bridge. “My wife took it in from one

M. Achille Persiana.”

“Can yon give his address?”

. "Oh, certainly, His wife is the fash-
ionable milliner on——street.”

And to M. Persina’'s our hero went
resolved to sea what Mrs. Apsell had
done with the money he had given her
in good faith.,

M. Persiana was obliging enoughin a
flowery, Frensh way, e had received
the money from Aurelio, his wife.
Madame summoned to the conclave, re-
ferred to her books and immediately in-
formed them that she had taken the
bill from Miss Catherme Hartford, en
Thursday, February 8,

From Catherine Hartford! And Mrs,
Apsell had solemnly declared that she
had herself paid it into Miss Hartford's
hands.

“I'll see this te the end,” said Mr.
Atherton, compressing his lips a little;
and he called on Cathie Hartford,

“Exeuse me if I ask what may seem
some rather impertinent questions,”
said he,

“"Ask what you please,” said Cathie
all smiles,

y “You bought a dress hat last Tues-
( “‘.?ll

“Certainly,” said wondering Cathie.

“You pad for it with a twenty-dollar
bill 2"

“Y"ﬂ,”

“With this hill 2"

1 He beld itup, Cathie colored scar-
et.

“And yon received this bill from
Mrs. Apsell to be by you given to your
nncle in part payment of asum of in-
terest dueto him? I must beg for an
answer.”

Cathie began to ery. .

“I—I meant no harm,” eaid she.
“My quarter’s allowance is due next
week and ———"

“That will do,” raid Mr, Atherton.
“A thousand pardons for annoying youn."”

And he went away, and Cathic Hart-
ford never saw Lhim more.

She had got her dress bonnes, but
she had lost her lover,

— -

Pounding of the Pugilist,

Saturday Review.

That there are great and grevions ob-
jections to it no one need dispute; but
the objections are not by any means
such as are populurly entertained by
those persons who ery out most loudly
against it. Nothing ean for instance,
be more absurd than to suppose that the
physical pain or “torture” suffered by
pugilists in the ring is materially great-
er than that endured by men who en-
goge in other severe bodily competi-
tions. When one man is pitted against
another in any prolonged trial of
strength and endurance, combined with

skill, the evil which he fears, and which
eventually makes him or his opponent
succumb, is purely and simply the feel-
ing of utter cxhaunstion by which he is
procluded from continning the struggle,
Compared with this deadly sensation,
which for the time prostrates all pow-
ers of the body, all minor pains and
griefs gink into quite a subordinate
place. Compared with it the #pur and
the whip feel likeo flee bites toa race

horse, the Dblisters of the rowing
man become an insignificant mat-
ter, and in like manper the hard

knocks received by the fightgig man
are regarded with fear, not because of
the mere pain they cause, but because
of the fact that they take out of him so
much of his remaining force, No one
of course likes to be smitten on the
nose or in the month, The sensation is
unpleasant even to the most hardened
Imgilist; for the theory that familiarity
ireeds coutempt is hardly more troe of
the fighter and his wounds that it s of
the storied eels and their sufferings
while undergoeing the process of flaying.
But to suppose that a pugilist strikes
Lis flag, or more properly speaking,
throws up his sponge, becanse he finds
that Lis nose is becoming sore, or be-
eanse he feels a pain in his ribs, is to
mistake altogether the whole character
of ancontest of strength between two
highly trained Englishmen. The
“punishment” received in the ring dif-
fers in kind, but not in essence, from
the punishment snffered by a running
man, when after “doing all he knows”
he feels his strength ebbing away, and
falls back out of the race becanse nature
refuses him the forece necessary to re-
tain the lead. The best judges as to
the “inhumanity™ of a fight, as far as
the principals are concerned, must sure-
ly be the priucllml'o themselves; and
not one of them will say that they seo
any more inhumanity io it than in a
long distanca race.
-————-—-—-'(1—-———
And He Kissed Her.

A fashionable society girl married a
man who lived in a conntry town, and
as she really loved her husband she
wanted to do all she eould to please
him, Oune day she told him she was
going to muke some nice Lome-made
eider for him, and when he eame home
shie had about two bushels of little hard
apples piled up in the kitehen.

“Why, Maude,” he exclaimed when
e saw them, “whist have yoa got there 1"

“Apples, darling,” she repliod with »
swiling luoe,

“Where did you get them t*

“Bought them, of course, love

“Hhut what did you got such hard obes
lol 'f“
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Yoa, donr, bl Hiose are hob good ol
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