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Bhe bowed her head awhile, and then, as
1 spake not, once moro went on!

“Let all my sin be told, Harmachis, and
then let justice come, Hea how this thing
bappened. Hulf did Cleopatra learn to love
thee, and decp in her heary sho bethought
her of taking thee to wodded husband. For
the aake of thia hait love of her 5 she spared
the lives of those in the plot whom she had
meshed, bethinking her thatif she wedded
thes sho might use them and thee to draw
the heart of Egypt, which loves niot her nor
any Puwlemy. And then, once aguin she en«
trapped thee, and in thy folly thou didst be-
tray to her tho seoret of the hidden wealth
of Eeypt, that oday she squanders to de-
light the luxurious Antony; and, of a truth,
at that time she purposed to make good her
oath and marry thee, But on the very morn
when Dellius cume for answer she gent for
ma. and. telling we all —for my wik abgve

any, she holds at price—demaddedol"ma
my judgment whether she should defy Ane
tony snd wed thee, or whether she should
put the thought away and come to Antony
And I—now mark {tou all my sinl—I, in my
bitter jealousy, ruther thun I would sce her
thy wedded wife and thou bher loviag
lord, counseled her most strictly
that sbe should come to Antog,
well knowing, for 1 had had speech
with Dellius — that if she came, this
wenak Antony would fall like a ripe fruit at
her feet, aa indead he has fallen.  And to-
night huve I shown thee the issue of the
scheme, Antony loves Cleopatra and Cleo-
patra loves Antony, and thon art robbi d,
and matters have gona well for me, who of
all women on tha earth to-night am the
wretchedest by fur. For when 1 suw how
thy heart broke, but now my heart seemed
to break with thlne, and no longer could 1
bear the burden of my evil deeds, but knew
that I must tell them and take my puuist-
ment.

“And no more have I to say, save that 1
thank thee for thy courtesy in hearkening,
and this one thing I add: Driven by my
great love, T huve sinned against thea unto
death! I huve ruined thee, I have ruined
Khem, and myself also have I ruined! Let
death rewnrd mel HSlay thou me, Har-
machis! Gladiy will [ die upon thy sword;
ay, aud kiss its biadel Slay thou me, und
go; for if thou sigyest me not, myself will 1
surely slay!" And she threw herself upon
her knees, lifting her falr breast toward
me, that I might smite her with my dagger.
And, in my bitter fury, minded was 1 to
strike, for above all I thought how, when I
was fallen, this woman, who hersell was
my cause of shime, had scourzed me with
her scorn. Bué hard it is to sley a fair
woman and even as I lifted my hand to
strike I remewbered that now twice had sha
saved my life,

“Woman! thon shameless womau!" 1
said, “arise! Isiay thee not! Who am K
that I should judge thy crime, that with
mine own do overtop all earthly judg-
ment "

“Slayme, Harmuctius!" she moaned; “slay
me or I slay myseif! My burden istoo groat
for me to bear! Be not so deadly calm!
Curse me and slay 1"

“What was it that thou didst say to me
anon, Charmion—that as [ bad sown so
must I reap! 1t Is not lawful that thou
shouldst slay thyself; it is not lawful that
I, thine equal in sin,should slay thee, be
eanse through thee I sinned. As thou hast
sovrn, Charmion, so must thou also reap.
Base woman! whose cruel jealousy hath
brought all these woos on me and Egypt,
live—live on, and fruin year to year pluck
the bitter fruitof erime! Haunted be thy
sleep by visions of thy outraged Gods,
whose vengeauce awaits thee and me in
their dim Amenti! Haunted be thy days by
memories of that man whom thy fierce love
did bring to ruin, aud by the sight of Khem
a prey to the insatlate Cleopatra and aslave
to Roman Antony."

“Qh, speak not thus, Harmacbis! More
sharp ure thy words than any sword, ang
more surely, if more slowly, shall they
slay! Listen, Harmachis,” and she grasped
my robe; “when thou wast great and all
power lay within thy grasp, thou didst re
ject me. Wilt reject me now that Cleopstra
bath cast thee from her- now that thouart

r and sha®ed, and with no pillow to thy
eadl BStil um I fair, and still I worship
thee! Letme fly withthee, and make atone
ment by my life-long love. Or, if this be
too groat & thing to ask, let me be but as thy
gister aud thy servant—thy very slave, sc
that I may still look upon thy face and share
thy trouble and minister to thee. O Harma
ohis, let me but come and 1 will brave ail
things and endure all things, and naught but
Death himself shall spesr me from thy side.
For I do believe that the love that sank me
to 80 low @& depth, dragging thee, can yel
Lft me toan equal beight, and thee with me."
“Wouldst tempt me to fresh sin, womsn|
And dost thou think, Charmion, that in

AND TOUS 1 LEFl W

some hovel where | must hide, ¢ d Lear,
day by day, o look upon thy fois faze, and
seeing, remember, that those i'ye betrayed
met Not thus easily shalt thod stenel This
even now [ know: Many ana heavy shall
be thy lonely duys of penancal Perchance
that hour of vengesnce may y. sme, and
perchance Ehou shalt live to pis /7 (by part is
it. Jn the Court of Cleopalrs @usl Lhou
@ bbide, aud while thou art thare, I 5oLl
1¥e. 1 will from time Lo ume And meacs o
give theg tudings. Perchnoce & #ay miy
dawn when once moro I sbal, ased Lhy
service. Now, swuar that, le Wiy avenl,
thou wilt pot fail me & second time *

“] awear, Harmachis! 1 aweasl Way
everlasting torments, 100 Lidesws W be
dreamed - more hideous even, Bz fes, than
those that wring me now—0e my portion M
Ifall thoe (n ooe 9% @8 iles a2 #ves

though I wail a lifetime for thy word ®
“ "Tis well: see that thou keep e cath—
Dot twice may we betray; I goto werk out

. my fate; abide thou o work out W'ra Per-

shance our divers threads will once more
ningle ere the web be spun. Charmion,
Fho unasked didst love me—and who,
prompted by that gentle love of thine, didst
betray and ruln me—fare thee well !

Wildly she gazed upon me—she stretched
it her arms as though to claap me; and
then, in the agony of her despuir, cast
herself at length and groveled upon the
ground.

I ok up the sack of clothing and the
staff and gained the door, and, as 1 passed
through, one last glance I cast upon her.
There she lay, with arms outstretehed—
more white than her white robes —her durk
bairatreaming down her and bher fuirbrows
hidden in the dust

And thus I left her; nor did [ agnin set my
eves upon hee thil nine long years hud come
sud gone.

CHAPTER XXIV.

ON TNE BSCATE OF HARMACHIS FROM TARSUS;
OF HISBEING CAST FONUTH AS
TV THE GoDE OF THE SBEA
IN THE ISLE OF CYPHUSE
ABOTTHLS,
EMHAT,

AN OFFERING
OF HIS SO0OUNRS
OF HIS WETURN TO
ASD OF THE DEATH OF AMEN-
am MADE my wavdown
o Lhe stuirs in safety,
and prosently sto wl
in the courtvard of
the great house. It
 wus but an hour from

dawn, und none were

stirring, TI last

{ revieler h Lrank

i his dill, 1 ancing

= irlsha aedl theie

7 dangir il slieneo

= lay 1 the city. 1
== drew pesy (e gite, and

was challenged by an offi-
J ¢or on puard wrapped in 8
heavy cloak., *“Who pnsses!” sald the voles
of Brennus,

“A merchant, may it please thee, sir,
who having brought gifts from Alexandria
to a lady of the Queen's household, and,
having been entertained of the lady, now
departs to his galley,” I answered in s
feigned voice,

# 'Umph!” he growled. “The ladies of
the Queen's household keep their guests
late. Well: "tis o time of fostival. Tha

password, Sir Suopkeiper! Without® the
password thou mist neads return wnd crave
the lady's further hospitality.

S Antony, sir, and a right wood word, too.
Ah! I've wandered far, and never saw 1 so
goodly a man and so great s Geueral And,
mark youn, sir, I've traveled far, and seen
many Generals "

WAve: fAxt ny isthe word! And Antony
Is & good Gencral in s way—when it isa
gober way, and when he cin not flod o skirt

to follow. I've served with Antony—and
against him, too, and know his points, Well,

well; he's got an armful now !’

And all this while that he was holding me
in talk, the sentry hod been pucing 10 and
fro before the gute. But uow he moved @
little way, leaving the entrance clear.

“Rare theo well, Hurmachis, and begone,
whispered Brenuus, leaving forward and
spesling quickly. “Linger not. But at
times bethiunk thee of Brennus, who risked
his neck to save thine. Farewell, lad: I
would that we ware salling north together."
and he turned his back upon me and begun
to hum 8 tune.

“Farewell, Brennus, thou honest man," 1
answered, and was gone.  And, as long aft-
erward [ heard, when on thd morrow the
hue and cry wis raised because tho murder-
ers could not find me, though everywhere
they sought me to slay me, Breonus did me
aservice. For he swore that as he kept lus
wateh alone an hour after mudnight he saw
me come nnd stand upon the parapet of the
roof, that then 1 stretched out my robes and
they became wings whereon I floate up to
heaven, leaving him astonished. . d all
those about the court lent ear unto the his-
tory, believing therem, because of the great
faume of my mayic: and much they won-
dered what the wonder might portend. The
tale also traveled nto Egypt, and did much
to save my good name among those whom 1
had betrayed; for the more ignorant among
them belisved that I acted not of my will,
but of the will of the dread Gods, who of
their own purpose wafted me to heaven,
And thus, even to this day, the suying runs
Qat “Uhen Harmachis comes again Egypt
shall be free." Ouly Cleopatra, thoughshe
was much afraid, doubted her of the tale,
and sent an armed vessel to search for the
Syrian merchant, but not to find him, as

shall be told.

When I resched the galley whereof
Charmion had spoken, 1 found her about to
sail, and gave the writing to the Captaio,
who conned i, looking on me curiously, but
said naught.

8o I went aboard, and immedlately we
dropped swiftly down the river with the
current. And having come to the mouth
of the river unchallenged, though we passed
many vessels, we put out to sea with a
strong favoring wind that ere night fresh-
ened to a great gale. Then the sailor men,
being much afeared, would fain have put
about aud run for the mouth of the Cydnus
ouce again, but could not because of the
wildness of the sea.  All that oight It blew
furiously, and ere dawn our must was car-
ried away, and we rolled helplessly in the
trough of the great waves. Hut I sat
wr pped in a cloak, little heeding; aud be
causo I showed no fear the sallors cried out
that I was & wizard, aud would have cast me
into the sea, but the Captain would not. At
duwn the wind slackened, but ere noon it
once more blew in terrible fury; nnd at the
fourth hour from noon we ¢ame in sight of
the rocky coast of that cape in the Island of
Cyprus which is onlied Dinaretum, whereisa
mountain named Olympus, and thitherwards
we drifted swiftly. Then when the sallors
saw the terrivle rocks, snd how the groat
waves that smote thercon spouted up in
foum, once more they grew much afraid,
and cried out in their tear. For, sesing that
1 still sat unmoved, they swore that | cer-
tainly was & wizgard, and eama to cust e
forth as & sacrifice 1o the Gods of the sea
And this time the Captain was overruled,
and said paught. Therefore, when they
came to me I rose and detied them, saying:
“(‘ast me forth, If ye will; but if ye cast
we forth ya shall perish."

For in‘my heart I cored littlo, having no
more any love of life, but rather a desire to
die, though greatly I feared to puss into the
presence of wy holy Mother Isis. But my
woeariness and sorrow at the bitterness of
my lot overcame even this heuvy fear, so
that when, belog mad as brute boasts, they
seized me and, lifting me, huried me intothe
ruging waters, 1 did but utter one prayer
to Isis and make me ready for death. But
it was fated that I sbhould not die; for, when
I rose to the surfuce of the water [ suw
floating near to ine a spar of wood, whersto
[ swam and clung. And 8 great wave came
and swept me, riding, as it were, upon the
spar, as when & boy I hed learned todoln
thio waters of the Nile, past tie bulwurks of
tue galley where toe flerce faced sallors
clung tw see me drown. Aud when
they saw mo come mounted on the wave,
cursing thewm as | came, and saw, too, thal
the color of my fuce hud changed—for the
salt water bsd washed sway the plgment,
they shrieked with fear and cast themaseives

down upon the deck And wilhin & very |

Uitie while, as L rode wwards e rocky

coust, a great wave pourad into the vessei
that rode broadelde on, and pressed her
down fete the deop, wheuce no wore she

rosa.
|

And o she sank, with ali her crew  And
In that same storm also sunk the galley that
Cloopatra had scet to search for the 8yrian
merchant,. Thus were all traces of me lost,
and of & surety she beliaved that 1 was
dead,

But I rode on toward the shore. The
wind shrieked and Yhe sait waves lashed
my face as, alone with the tempest, I rushed
upon my way, while the sea-lirds sereamod

bout my head. No fear 1 felt, but rather o
wild uplifting of the heart; and inthe stress
f my imminent peril the love of lifa seer
nes nguin 1o walion, Andso | plunged and
drifted, now tossed high toward the lower
ing clouds, now cast lnto the dedp valleys of
the sea, till ot length the rocky head
loomed before me, and 1 saw the bre
smite upon the stubborn rocks, and throug!
he sereaming of the wind hearvd the sulien

sndoerof their fatl and the groan of slones

1Y

P I's

stcked senward from the beach, On! hizh
upng the mune of o mighty billow
it beneallt 1o the lovel of the hiss

'8 dbove me the inky n]-.} F I oW
par was torn from me. and,
ard by the weight of the ba

nging of my garmeois
, I wunk
e light for a wmoment
h the watler
44 and on the darl
pletnres of the pust,. P
Wl the Jong secne of 110e was wrtitten Do

Tiien in iy ears 1 hedrd only the song of

turo after pleture

1 BAW A SPAKR OF WOOD, TO WIICH T SWAM.

the nightingale, the murmiie of the summer
sen, und
victory foilowed me softly and yeb wore
soft us [ sank away (o sioep.

Onee more my Life come back, and with
a sense of doadly swknnss and of aching
pin, 1 opened may e;e8 and saw lendls
fuces bonding o'er e, sl knew that 1 war
in n room of a builded honse

sHow came 1 bither?” 1 asked, faintly.

SOf & truth, Poseidon brought thee. |
stranger,” answered a rough volee in bar
parous Greel, *for we found thee cast high
eem TAR DESen R B UeeG auipiin. eoid

hrougit theato our house, for we arm nsner
tolk. Aud here methinks must thou lie
awhile, forr thy left leg is broken by the
force of the waves.™

1 strove tomove my foat, but could not. It
was true, the bone was broken above the
knee.

«Who artthon nnd how art thou named "
asked the rotgh-hoarided sailor.

“] nm an Beyptian traveler whose ship
hiath sunlk in tho fury of the gale, aud Olym-
pus am I named,” 1 answered, for Ulympus
these people called & monntuin that we had
sighted, and therefore 1 took the nnme at
huzard. And as Olympus henceforth was |
known,

Here with these rongh fisher-folle did 1
abide for the hall of a year, paying them a
fittle ont of the sum of gold that had come |
sufely ushors upon me, For long was it be-
fore my bones grew together sguin, nnd
then was I loft somewhst of acorpple; for 1
who had been so tall sod straightand strong
now Hmped—one limb being shorter thau
the other, Aud after 1 recovered from my
tnrt, still 1 lived there, and toiled with
them at the trade of fishing; for whither ]
should go or what I shiouid do that I knew
nol, and, tor awhile, fuln was I to becone
a peasant Hshoroali, And 80 Wear my weary
Mo sway. And these poople entreated me
kindly, though, us others, they feared me |
much, holding me to he o wizard broughit
bither by the sea, For methinks that my
sorrows hud stamped 0 SIrange an aspect
on my face that men gazing thereon grew |
fearful of what lay beneath its ealm.

There then 1 sbode, till at length oue
night as 1 lay nud strove to sloep, grea
restlessness catue upon me, and & mighty
derire once wore 1o ses ke broad face ol
Sihor, But whether this desire was of the
(Gods or born of my own heart, not knowing
[ can not tell  Bo strong was it st the lust,
that before it was duwn [ rose from my bed
of straw, and clothied myself in my fisher
garb, and, because [ had no wish to answer
questions, thus I took farewell of my bum
bie hosts. First on the well-cleaned table of
wood 1 placed some pleges of gold, and thon
taking & pot of flour I strewed itin the
form of letter-writlng— |

“This ytft from (dympus, the Egyptian, who
returnas fnto the sea.”’

Then I weot, aud on the third day I came
to the greatclty of Balamis, that is also on
the sea. Here Iubode in the flsherman's |
quarter till a vessel was about to sail for
Alexandria, and to the captain of this ves
sol. @ mun of Paphos, I hired myself as &
sallor, We sailed with a favoring wind,
and on the fifth day 1 came to Alexandris,
that bhateful city, sand saw the light glaring
on Its golden domes.

Here might I not abide. 8o once sgain I |
hired myself out as a saller, giving my
lubor In return for passage, and we passed
up the Nile. And from the talk of men I |
learned that Cleopatra had come buck to
Alexand ris, druwing Antony with her, and |
that together they lived in royal stute in
the palace om the Lochias, lndeed, the
bostmen already had a song thereon, which
they sang as they labored st the oar. Also
I heard how the galley that was sent to
search for the vessel which carried the
Syrlan merchavt hsa foundered with all
her crew, and the tale that the Queen's as. |
tropomer, Harmacuia, had flown W
Hesven from the roof of the houso at
Tarsus. Aud the sallors wondered becsuse
I sat and labored, and would not sing thelr
ribald songs of the loves of Cleopatra. For
they, too, bagun 1o feur me, and mutter cou-
cerniog me swmong temsolves.  Then i
know that | was a man sccursed sod sel
apart & man whom none might love.

On the sixth day we drew nigh W
Abouthis, where I left the craft, snd right
glad were th - sallors 1o see me go. And,
with & breaking heart, 1 walkod through
tho fertile flelas, soolog faces that well
pnew. Butln my rough disguise and limp
iog galt poue kuew me. At length I came.
as the sun sauk, near to the groal outer
pylon of the Temple; aud heve 1 erouched
down in the ruios of & house, not knowing
wherefore [ ad come or what | was about
wdo. Like s lost ox 1 had strayed frowm |
far, back 1o the flelds of my barth, aud for
whatt If wy father, Amenewmbat, sul
Iived, surely bo would turn his face fromw |
we! sdarel not 21 i the presence ol

he mueie of Cleopatrils laugh of

on

my father. 1 sat hidden therd among the
broken rafters and idly watched the pylon

| gates, to see If perchance a face I know

should fssu “orth. But none came *orth of
sntered In, shough the great pates stood
wide; and then 1 saw that herbs were
growing ‘twixt the stones, where no herbs
nad grown for ages. What could this bel
Was the Temple deserted! Nay: how could
tbe worship of the eternal Gods have
veased that for thousands of years had,
day by dny, been offered in the holy
place? Was, then, my fother dead? It
well might be. And yet, why this silencel
where woere the prieata! where the
worshipers? No more could 1 bear the
doubt, but na the sun sank red 1 erept like
a hunted jackal through the open gates,
and on till [ reachicd the frst ereat Hallof
Pillars. Heve I paused and gazed sround
mo—not a sight, not & sound in the dim and
holy place] On with & beating hieart 1 went
to the second great hall of gix-and-thirty
pillars, where I had been crawned Lord of
all the Laond; stlll note sight or » sound!l
Thence, hnlf fearful of my own footfall, so
terrible o t echo in the silence of the de-
serted Holics, 1 passed dowa the passugo of
the names of the Pharasohs toward my fa.
ther's chumber, There still swung thecur-

tuin o'er the deorway; but what would
there be withinl— also emptinesst 1lifted
i, and polselessly passed ingand there in his
earven cluir ot the table whereon his long
white beard flowed down, sat my father,
Amenemhat, ¢lad in his priestiy robes, At
first | thought that he was dead, so still he
sit: but at length he turned his hoad, snd |
saw that bis orba wero whiteand sightless

He was biind, and bis face was thin as the
face of adead mun, uod woeful with ageand
grief

1 stood still and felt the blind eyes wan-
dering over me, I oonld not spoak—1I dared
pot speak to him; I would go and hide my-
solf afrosh.

Alreaily had I turned nud grasped the cur-
tain, when, in a decp, slow volce, my father
spoke:

“Come hither, thou who wast my son and
art a traitor. Come hitber, thou Harmachis,
whereon Khem builded up her hope.  Not
in vain, then, have I drawn thee from far
away! Not fn valn have 1 held my lifein
me till I hoard thy footfall creoplng down
these empty Holies, like the footfall of &
thief 1" -

“Ob! my father,” [ gaaped, astonished.
“Thou art blind; how kuowest thon met™

“How do I know thee! and uskest thou
that who hast learned of our loref Enough,
I know thee and I brought thee hithaer,
Would, Harmachis, that 1 kuew thee notl
would that 1 had been blasted of the in-
visible ere I drow thee down from the
wombof Nout to boe my curse and shame,
and the lust woe of Khem!"'

*{Oh, speak thou not thus 1" Tmoaned, *is
not my burden already more than I can
beur! Am I notmysell betruyed und utterly
outcast. Be pitiful, my futher]"

“Re pitifull be pitiful to thee who hath
shown so great pltyl Thy pity "twas which
gave up noble Scpa to die baneuth the hands
of the tormentors!"

“0h, not that—not that " I eried

“Ay, traitor, thatl to die in agony, with
his last poor bresth proclaiming thee, his
murderer, honest and innocent! Bo pitiful
to thee, who gaveth all the flower of Kuem
as the price of u wauton's armsl—thinkest
thou that, laboring in the darksome desert
mines, those noble ones io thought are piti-
ful to thee, Harmuchis? Be pitiful to thee,
by whom this holy Temple of Abouthls hath
been ravaged, ita lands seized, its priests
scattered, and 1 alone, 0ld and withered, loft
to count out its ruin!—to thee, who hath
pourad the treasures of Her into thy leman's
iap, who hath forsworn thysoll, thy country,
thy birthright, and thy Goda! Yea, thus
am I pitiful:—Acoursed be thou, frutof
my loins l=8hame be toy portion, Agony thy
end, and Hell receive thee at the lustl
Where art thou! Yea, I grew blind with
woeping when I heard the truth—sure, they
streve to hide it from me. Letme find thee
that I may spit upon thes, thou Henegadel
thau .Avgstate! thou OQutcast!"—and he
ros@TTOML hils seat and staggered like a uv-
Ing wrath towurd we, smiting the air with
nis wand, And as he came with outstretched
arms, awful to ses, suddenly his end found
bim, and with a ery he sank down upon the
ground, the rod Wlood streaming from his
lips, I ran to him and lifted him; aod a8 he
died, he babbled:

“He wus my son, & bright-eyed, lovely
boy, and full of promise as the spring; and

now—and pow—oh, would that he were |

dead 1™
Then came a pause, and the breath rattivd

\ o0 his throat,

“Harmuchis," he gaaped, “art therei"

“Yen, father”

“Harmachis, atonel—atone! Veugeance
ean still be wieaked—forgiveness may still
bo won. There's gold; I've hidden it—

Atous—she can tell thee—ah, this painl |

Farewell!"

And he strugeled faintly in my arms, and
was dead. Thus, then, did I and my holy
tather, the Prince Amenemhat, meettogeth-
er for the last time in thg tlesh, and for the
last time purt.

[10 BE CONTINUVED).
-

THE THEORY OF DEW.

AMERICAN FICTION,

Tts Tendencies at the 'resent Time Are
ecldedly Dangerous,

Aneminent phyvsician onoe exclalmed:
“Ood bless the novelists, they take us
out of the cares and trials that
our daily path® and open up new and
ideal worlds of enjoyment to us!™ Sure-
Iy these words were spoken before the
days of mwsdorn realism, in the good old
times whon people read novels for inno-
eent diversion and have been known th
read far into the small bhours, without
having stirreddl to thelr
depths by some question of doetrine or
morality, lured om to regardlessnoess of
the fHight of time by their ab=orhing in-
erest in o lnbyrinthine misunderstand
ing betweon Dorothea and St Gilles, or
the relontivss treatment of love's young
diteam by some stern parentor guandian
It is not.

Iwrwint

suonls

theire

howeves, ppon realism of tho

doeadly dull sort that we would dwell;
that has already been talked about
more than enough, and will doubtless
woar itself out in the hands of the
many less skillful weiters who are en-
denvoring to follow the fu.-tqh-;.«
of its wrifrmd high-pricsts An-
other  phase, and  one  that  threat-
ons far groawr danger to liternture
amild w life, is that which comes fromn
foreign sehools and which, unwhole-
sotine ns dt s In s native bhabitat, is

disastrous
For
wo were almost solely des
wpen France for mioroscople
morbid life, character and
situationd but withiin 4 short period the
extensive importations from Russia and
other northern conntrips huve onlarged
the realistie horizon, and still more re-
cently Spain has begun to send in her
returns, Muany of these novels, notably
those of Tolstoi, have in them, with all
the objections which may b made to
the seines and charactors introduced, a
Wigh moral purpose and teach valuable
and Improssive Some of our
novelists, howevor, with n steange fatal-
fty, atdd as il in defiunce of the charge
of American seriousness in literature,
have seiged what may be looked upon
as the outer shell of realism, enrefully
avoiding s inner spirlt. Hence we
have in some of our later fletion the dis-
tortions In life and situation that the
French realists delight in depictine,
united to a certain gross elaboration
that marks the northern novelist, with
the moral lessons entirely left out—a
of litorary slumming for its own
sidoer, with no good end in view, that 1s
not only sbmless, but distinetly deboas-
ing in lts tendencles. M we do not de-
mand a high moral lesson to bo taught by
what is ealled our best fiction, which too
apparent purpose seems o e the ground
and front of its offending in the eyo of
many of 1tserities, let us at least reguire
of it a reasonable degree of wholosome-
ness, that old-fashioned ideals of good-
ness be not entirely sacriflead to fine-
spun theories, and that there he enough
idenlity loft in it to act a8 a corrective
to the gross materialism of the age
George Elot, in consequence of the
fidelity and conseientious accuracy with
which drew  hor eharncters and
seenes, deserves a high place in the
temple of reslism, and yet how much
more wis she than a realist?—touching
wlways the 1ife that she portrayed with
the finer touch of spirituality, and troat-
ing her porsonalities, whatover
faunlts and failures, and whatevor sho
horself may have professed to beliove or
to disbelieve,ns tha children of & Fathor
who designed them all for the noeblest
nses, and would be satisfied with nothing
short of the perfeetion’ of sonship, Why
olse did she judge hor charpoters with
such inexorable severity, being satisfled
with no standard short of the highest?

Anne 11, Wharton, in Philadelphia
Americun,

still more dangerons and
when transolanted to other solls.
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JUDGE COOLEY'S WAY.

How He Hnnted Up Evidence Against a
Hallroad Company.

A railrond tlieket agent yosterday, in
commenting upon the indiseriminato
outting by brokers, told this: “Judge
Cooley has a way of rounding up the
sealpers that puts a stop to their opera-
tions in short onder.  He doos not walt
for the railronds to bring in evidence
against them, but just goes out on a still
hunt by himself, and genorally goes
homa with his bag full. The last time
he was in Chicago he dropped in sort of
incidentally upon one of the most ob-
noxious of the brotherhood, and brought

| him into cap in & manner which gave

All the Pretly Fancles of Pocts Upset by |

Hard Facls.

It is now held by the best physicians
that instond of falling from above the
dew arisos from the earth. The gener-
ally-received opinion that the dew is
formed of vapor existing at the time in
the atmosphere must be given up for the
established fuct that the vapor which
urises from the heatod earth s trapped
by the cold surface earth, Hesldes, when
we imagine that on a cool evening ufter
a sultry day In summer our oot ure ho-
ing woetby the dew on the grass, wo muke
a grave mistake, For that moisture on
the grass is not dew at all, it s false
dew—In reality the transpired humor of
the plants, The drops wt the tips, which
glisten dismond like, are not dew; close
examination shows that thess crystaline
spheres are all situated at the points
whore the velns of the leaves cut the
outer edges, Thesedrops only glve evi-
dence of the vitality of the plunt

The difference botween the true dew
tho grass and the exoded drops
through the veing from within the grass
can be easily distinguished, for the for-
mer is disteibuted all over the blade in
a molst 8lm; whereas the lutter are of
some size, and aro sitaated near the tips
of the bisde. Alwred, then, Is the
meaning of the Hne: “lka blade o
grass keeps Its ain drap o' dew,” for
those brilliant globules on the petal,
shuking to the same sweel alr, and
often “gliding st onee all fragrant into
one," are no |].au:lrn|)q_ but are exuda-
tions of the healthy plants, They give
evidenee of the elixier vitue of vegets-
tion; whereas, the true dow s the
pearly inster, varnished o flmy huo-
midity over the blades by that won-
drous alchemy which transforis the

| water vapor rising from the ground

into the plant refreshing dew, —Guod
Waords,

the other sealpers cold feet for s month.

“What can 1 got a ticket to Now York
for?" sald he, leaning confidentially
over tho counter and tipplng a wink to

| the man behind,

me."
|

 don't.

“Seventeon,” replied  the broker,
briskly.

“Can't you do any better than that?"
rosponded Judge Cooley, persuasively.
Wall, the broker thought that he could,
and finully arranged to give the Judge
four tickets way down below the legal
ris b,

“Well, bring them around to my room
wt the Grand Pacifie to-nlght,” sald the
Judge, 1 haven't the full smount with
So @t the appointed hour the
broker appeared at the rooms of the
Judge. The Judge received him kind-
ly. “‘Hold up your right hand," said he
cusually. The broker did so with some
smusement.  “‘Now," continued the
Judge, “do you sweur to tell the truth,
the whole truth snd nothing but the
truth?"

“1'11 be hanged {f [ do any thing of
the kind,” suid the broker, as his ex-
pression changed o blank amazement,
and hils hand dropped like a shot.

SO, | guess you will"” returned
Judge Cooley with s careless drawl;
“hore's my friend, the United States
marshal, sitting by my side, and you
will be glven over to his custody if you
8o, now, 8it down In that chalr
and tell Judge Covley, of the Inter-Stato
Commission, all abiout those tickeis you
offered to sell him below the legal rate
this afternoon. | want to know exuotly
how much esch rosd got for them and
,uurtmmmlnniuu.“

The broker fell in & limp heap In the
ehalr, and befupe he left the room the
Inter-State Commercs Commission had
exacted some Information whijch struck
the brokers all in & heap the day after.
—Minoeapolis Tribune,

fout Southern Italy in 1286,
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MENUS IN ENGLISH.

Names on Billa of Fare Soand
Qoeer When Aunglicized,

Thosn porsons wha u‘ljl"t‘f. to the
Frenehh names of dishes as givon on
menus and want them in English would
o muech pmused with a literal transia-
fon  of  them. For instance, puita
amour means, literally, fountains of
anis etofle, starry enise-seed; alles
I poularde au soleil, pullets’ wings in
he sun: wufs a UVnurore, eges blushing
ikee Aurora: beeaf a Vecarlate, beef in
searlet, Loes raee; siuce en petit doull,

French

By

auer o half-mourning. and haricota
vierge s white viegin beans.  French
vooks, too, are ingenlous in the now

dishes as well a8 in the epithets they

wttach to them I'hus we have culoting

w la royale, sauce velowte, breeches in
he royal fashion, with velvet sauce;
endons de veau on gqueue de paon,
endons of veal in g peacock's tail, and
e ¢ mouton vn halloon, on
pusette, a shouldee of mution in s bal-
oot or o bag-pl pee,

sometimes their names are so fanciful

s o b totally incomprehensible, ase

welally if you losk for them in o die-
tonary:; such a8 palais de weaf en
wnecovie, a palwee of beef in Crncoviag
talses de veau, strawbordies of veal;
vis e venu en amourette, steawbreads
of enlves’ marrow: Notto, sntice  omntog

and wufls aa
literally ““eggsin a
but means “poached
there are many of their
whieh are monstrous, and show 3
darong tendency to cannibalism;  for ine
Satmi de chassours, & hash of
uuntsmoen: compete de bons chretions,
L stew of good Christians; bouchee deo
Tames, 0 monthfulof ladieos, and guatre
nendiants, four beggars, the “four beg-
helng almonds, raising, figs and
Hlboris,

They Hke veau a VatoufTade, liver of

et with tomato sance,
niraoder, which 15
Lok ingr-grlnss, ™
=" But

Lishes

st

mrs”

voeal, and poulets o Pyolre, chivkons
ke (vory, Other dishes are, on the
wonteary, quite shadowy and  unsub-

aantial, sueh as semelles de perdrix,
partrldges’ soles; gouMe de roscs & e92Q
pudf, and une jonguille satiere, & whole
jonguil. The French cook, too, has a
wiay of serving up his dishes which is as
sxtrnordinary as the rest. What should
wor think of merlans en turban, whitinags
in turbans: eperlans e cornets, smelts
im o owalers; rule  boucles aux capros, a
thornback served with capers; or of the
ook who wotilld be so untidy as to send
o table truffes a la condre, trufflos
sooked in ashes?—Chicago Nows,

STRANGE PHENOMENA.

Frenks of Nature Which Terrifled nnd As-
tonished ALl Beholders.

At Rome, in 1222, it rained dust, mixed
with Bload, for three days, and when the
heavy clouds drifted away It looked as
if tho sun was swimming in asen of fire.
Four years lntor, In 1296, a snow fell in
Syrin, which presently melted and
Howed in carming rivers of blood, or
some fluid much resombling it in every
particular, Many of the old writers
rocord n threo-days' shower of hlood-red
eadn in the island of Rhades and through-
A monk,
writing in 1251, tells of a louf being cut
et of whioch blood flowed as freely as
from a fresh wound,  In 1348 there were
great tompests.  Several towns
and thousands of people wore swallowed
up, and the courses ol rivers changed or
stopped. Some chasms in thoe earth sens
forth polsonous fluids, as red as carmine
Ink, as at Villach, in Austrin. Ponder-
ous hallstones fell in many parts of
Uermany the same yoar, some of them

woelghing from twenly to soventy
pounds. At Lamech it rained fesh,
dust, ocomets  and  meteors:  fire-

brands and corruscations were in the
wir; mock suns, with flery tails, sailed
through the skies. Soon after thesa
wrrible seones ot Lamech it began at
Cutayn, near the soa, and went sweep-
ing throughout Soutkern Europe. Amn
igneous vapor or sulphurous fire broke
from the earth at Cashery, Asis, and
atterly consumed men, beasts houses

and trees, so Infeoting the alr that &
| great plague followed.  Young seponts
and milllons of venomous Insocts fell
from the clouds.

In 1861 Burgundy experienced the
novelty of a shower of blood-red rain,
| which ensanguined every thing I8
touched: and in 1508 the Antiura reap-
ors found all wheat heads to bo ss red
ws blood.  In 1588 bread put in the oven
at Nuremberg wias taken out covered
| with & bloody sweat. Wertemberg had
a shower of brimstone and ashes in
| 1604,  In 1665 Limerick and Tipperary,
lreland, had many showers of a soft,
fatty substance resembling butter. It
L wis of @ dark yollow color and always
fell at night. The people gathered it
| and used it a8 an ointment, reporting
many sstonishing oures.—5St.  Louls
tilobe- Democrat,

THE RIVAL LOVERS.

A Story Old as the Hills But as ficod as
Ever It Was.

A quaint story is told of two aruiss
lovers who sought the hand of a noted
palnter's  daughter, The qguestiom
which of the two should possess him-
solf of the prize so esrnestly coveted by
| both having come finally to the father,
|hu promiged to give his ehild to ther
| one thut painted the best pleture.
| With the highest skill his genius
gould command each strove for the
malden, One  painted a pioture of
frult, und displayed it for the father's
Inspection In & beautiful grove where
guy birds sang sweetly among the foll-
uge, and all Nature rejolced in the
luxurianoe of bountiful life. Presently
| the birds came cdown  to the canvas of
the young painter and attompted to eat
the fruit he had piotured there. In his
susprise and joy at the young artist's
skill the father declared that no one
vould trlumph over that. Soon, how-
| gver, the second lover came with his
\ ploture, and it was valled. *“Take the

vild from vour palnting,”" sald the old
man, 1 loave thatjto you,” sald the
young artist, with simple modesty. The
father of the young and lovely malden
then spproached the valled picture and
sttempled to uncover it But groat
was his astonBhment when, as
twwpted to take off the vall, he fou
the vall o bo the ploture. Plainly he
who could so vall his canvas with the
brush as to decolve askillful mastor wam
the greater artist, —N. V. Vuloe,
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