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AMICE'S WEDDING DAY,

Lwns B%ayw glad when 1y rounda
liappenss ul throngh Bandeldge by-

4 =g ondi tI'l)u'lq,;ll, who
4 {ho old geddler, who

o Ior oWgE 80 LeADY yoars,

v

\ S, bot somahow | T' kod the
Cunidhridgn best of wll “my jour

bowni i g uoes ke village; one strag
gling main steoot lowding up from e |
whore, with tho fleherion’s hats one
bnile apon anotboe, wp the ollf, wutil it
sl yiou waondoer how yum aver gul inlo
e ot all

It was sorpriving W And hiow roady
the Baudridge peuplo wate to by mhy
gouidn too; L alwave took & laege amort
want Livrs sod elyoss the brightost color
1o plowss the  Daborgirls, who like to bo
gavly deonsod when they can, and don't
srnidre whist toney they spend on them
silvon noitheor.  But thoro was one ool
tage 10 Bandridge whore my gandy wares
fall rather flat, bt [ was always sure of
abright, snnny woltome, sod 1 aanally
wndo my way thers first of all g

It wan u sloopish walk up the oliff to

member that, you're safe from we, For- |in the tower rang ont and the weddin
rul i6, and 1 whall keop ailonea no ]lmrly bogan hu[':rnplm for starting, bn

ongor,"

With o rough langh Lo turnod away, [der or his dsughter, and stlll mors
thot! i pany plisin where sud left e standing alono; thon 1 | ashsmed to meot the gossiping folk who

i . hnd Boned all X hind sald. But Amios had cl
Liwavy welght at my hentt, and propared | not forgotten me; sho saw me watohing | «
wynolf for whist 1 could siy to the girl | her from the back of the clinreh, snd

slowly remonbled the rovky path, with a

who wian walting for my relorn alive le

. @70eo  ohildron. Shomnelvon | Sho ool watching mo from w pores, |

wrin from Ciod direot, and his uttersnces lu‘
whiotss tho roves were growing in their |  “Ootne home with uas, Penl," sho asid | have boen divinely inspied, But when ! prompted him to ssk God for eggn rather
wild beauty, and 1 oould soe & wonder- 1 gontly, 1 want you."  And notwith- | T reflect that the sawe providencs that

ing wort of look in her face as 1 came
near hor, bub she nover apoke s word or
unkad welngle guestion,
of bropth altar wy tng e hildl, and ws

whal 1 had to ssy wamtod wll tho ealme | boekonsd the two oot joto the golden
ey pud guiotness T conld wuster, Tsanlight

wiklbodd wilont for o e thop ook Ler
land in my withersd one, |

yon sinve you were a woe thing,toddling
about hero, and weon you grow up into

prido us your own father could do, snd | courted you,

on the strongth of that old friondship !
wint you to make me w promise."”
No auswor, only she hoeld her hesd o

bit highior, aud looked me stomight in the | s ennsed me apything but troable
iinoe he was o lad, and such tronble | if He does, I shiall be compolled to qnes-
nover shoold eross your path from one | tion some of hin most important sttri-
It is oo his weconut I have to | bates,
trump the country from one year's end of mean men  who hold office, and the
and it is on his nceount 1 dare not settle | dissppointed ambition of some most ex-

faco nutlinebingly,

“Will yon grant an old man's whim,
Amioa?" | wald again,

1 muut walt ool 1 bhoar what it is

Livr  woldior
1 wiss o Lt out | tanee towatds Ehe old home,
Outside the cottuge 1 stopped, and | grope.
coln snd of Garfleld, I question, When
I think of Dmnocratio polities, 1 doubi-—
SAmioe," T wid humbly snough, *1 | that is, 1 donbt if G busios himself in
tha special-direction of politionl sffairs,
wither iu the grander Neld of molding
institutions of governmont nmd prigery-
ingg national orgaunizations, or in Lhe
the wonin you aro with noar ae mwuch |that & might be apother soldier who lossor aflairs of dll’l'l.'lillg who shall be
I only thought of hiwm, | Prosecuting Attorney in Yirginia, or
atd, knowing lis  ways, made up my | Governor, or Heontor from Californis.
I
Ho never| His wspocial
tion of men 1o

hisve Lo ank your ’leiluﬂ for my belavior
“Auideo, my Ioss," 1 naid, “U've known | towards yon wnd yours to-day The man

- —

linng baok, wshamed to meot Ben Ry-

standing the gueor looks given e by could  liberate the l‘lh:l"“ made him
l‘ followed thiom ot w diss | tlave; that the breaking of shnekles
prosumes the ability to forge them, I

who lodged at your father's honke was
my son, snd it pever entered wy band

mind to save you from him, though he
were a dogon limen my son,

of wine,

Ban Iyder's cottage, wiul wan olways | fieat, Paul,” sho ropliod,

Wad when | reachod the top and saw “Well, it's this, |'\fn u fanoy, & strange
Anleo whanding in the doorway laughing | faney, to bo one of the guests at your
ol my affocts to stengglo no Boautiiul | wedding, Amioe, sod the promise I want
Agtion Hyder, shie was called and rightly | from you is this; five duys bafore your
ot to wy mind, Bhe wein't profty, | marringe sond me word to come to it
Like many of Lo Sandridge giels were; |  Bhe laughed merrily, hor old unoox
Al was 0o big and quist-looking for | solous langh, that somehow it hurt me to
Mers prottiness; slio was just  beantiful, | hear.

naliy mure por leas, wnid aho didn't “Oh, yon silly old Paul,” she sald,
nood gas"clothios to whow it off nelther, | Blushing slightly, “in that all you'vo
Polbe called ber prod but shio was never | been muking sueh s myatery about? Well
prot | o me, bul used to laugh st me yoa, 1 promise,” '

stid ) o weloome, as though 1 had I looked st her oarnostly. “Amice,”
boev « king inston] of & two-penny-ba’ | 1 saxd, “you've glven we your promise,
pant o paddler and 1 trust you. Whatever persuasion

Q0 brlighit spriog day 1 eamo to Band: | yon may got to  the contrary, you give
ndg the alternoon, and ws 1 seared | me your honest word that old Paul, the

@ e 1 stopped Lo spesk to s old | pedidlar, sliall come to yonr wodding?”

podd of mine, who was breaking | **Yes," she sald, I do, Paul, really
gt by the rosdside and tenly.”

“Aoy nows up yon? I naked, when we | And then I was satislled, for [ kuew a
it pamad fee time of day to oach other, | girl with such truthful oves as hore
| "Naws!" he grooted, wiping his mouth | eouldu'istoop to deosit.
pith the back of his haod; “nows, yon Aftor telling hor how to lot me know
By! Weoll, thora's more news than I | whoen | wis wanted, so serioualy that she

lare for, suyhow,” and thon resumed lis | sgain bogan to langh at me, I loft the
work vottage, relusing all her invitations jo

“Oome, Semmy,” [ sadd, laying down | stay, for I know the same roof counldn’t
fuy pack, “yeu're put out s bit, What's | aholtor me and the man she bad chosen'

hp for her lover, without some Larm coming
‘What's np? he r-'|mnl.: Lo nlh‘n_\‘n Lof it So | went down into the village
had sueh & tirosome way of doing that, | for the night, and tramped next day,
had Sam Penfold—"wall, & billet's up,” | foeling more downcast than I had ever
CWhat's that®" 1 saked dono before st leaving Sandridge behind
Why, st this: They ain't got room | me
{or tho wol diers that are quartered st Loy Only a fow months pesod away beforo
o they've banded them on to us, aod | the summots I had been fearing came
I vor loave or by yer lewve, | Amice was going to be married, aud
po stilln 4 grest six food fellar, right in | wrote to bid me come to the wedding.
W vor hotise, with & ploos of puper in his | As buck would have it, the message was
funyd Ihat's hin billet,’ says ho, and | delayea, votwithstandiog all my oare
Aiere b stays ua free w8 vou please, | thist it atonld be forwarded to me direct
whothor you waot him or not.” iy it reached ibo place [ bad told Amios
I laughod st Semmy's griovanoos, and | to send it to, sud I only got it a day and
maliouldering my pack preparod to walk | & half before the affair came off
on There woere fow railroads in those days,
Uolog o Yen Ryder's” saked Ham | romember, 8o 1 had to start on foot, and
with & purting grunt walk duy and night in order to reach
“Ayo Haodridge in time; and & beavy juunt it
Wrhen von won't get lodgings there," | was, for I was none so young ss 1 used to
o waul with s grim sabisfaction; 'le's | be At last the woarmome journoey
got & billet, too.” peared its ond, nnd the little fishing
Somolow 1 did not like the ideaof alvillage came in wight, lying quistly
ugh soldisr buinug qunrh'rml at Ryder's | among the Lills in‘the late antumoal
use, though it wis no busivess of | sansline,  ©did pot wait to go ap to
oo, It dudn't seom ultogethor right | Ben Ryder's cottage, for [ could tell by
Ben towards bis motherless girl, bnt | the way most of the honses were demerted
‘Uapn it wasn't any fanlt of his and hy the aspeot of the women who re-
Aunyhow, I would wait before 1 came | mained, standing st their house doors,
o any hanty coneluston on the subject. | that a wedding party had gone into the
U the ellif T toiled with my load, and |(-1.ur-'|-., and that they were waiting their
fin | neared the top Amige osme ool to | return
Enoot me as uuaal, bnt whether it was Muny grootings mol my oars, and
[ianey or oot 1 couldn't tell, her face | many  langh was raised at my sorry ap-
fwamod to look palor and graver than it | pearance, for 1 looked travel stained wnd
wand b0, Bl wors her usaal sl gicl's | wosry enough, 1 wairant
rean of coarse homespun, but stock in At lust 1 reachied the little ]_\'n-'h gato
front of it was & orosm colored rose, o | leading into the old charchysrd, snd

heaer n

it | never saw Amice wear before in
ny Mo, Sho wasn'l given to Irippary of
atiy sort

Olome in, Paul,” shie anid, holding out
har hand towards mp.  *“You'ro ss tirsd
wa onn be, 1'm ware.”

Just thoe wame weleome as evor; but
thore was something o the ring of her
volos that told me that 1 wasn't alto
wanted there that day, or st
Howaver sitting

gaklnr
lenit 1 thought so

dpwnTin the porol, [ stopped on for

Mo little time, making hor tell we all
e gossip of  the village, O ecourse,
the arrival of tho soldiers vame up
anong other things, and by the flush
thut ararsproad the girl's pile chivok, na

sho told me this bit of pews, I felt |

lare that *he minehiof was done, and
that Amioe Rydor was heart whole no
langer

s your soldier give you that rose,
my luwn?’ 1 anked, sl ul}'

For the fiest time i my life I saw
Atsion nogry, Sho did not voushisafo any
wiwer 1o my queation, but rising from
hie pent she turnod abraptly away and
batiedd hiersel! in tho house gotting somo
robedlinents rondy for mo, whieh 1
hadly deservad alter my impoartinence,

41 nmoked my pipe peacofully in
b ||n|.'h I thounght it all over,and made

apmy mind that it was nothiog to do
wily e if Amioce had a lover. Hor
blor could look after her intorests
boker than L could; only solliers wers
pim quoer ohaps; thoy so often pre-
tomgd what thay never moautand I wis
100 'ond of Amiocs to sea hor troated in
thitway

8 ddenly, oo I sal in tho quiot spring
sutthine, 1 saw i man toiling np the as-
oend that led to Rydor's cottage. His
Al cont binnging on his arm showod him
to bo s holdior,  His hat wos off and I
oot ld wee Lin faco distipotly.

SAmice," 1 called out, loudly,"*Amice,
some hore,” Then, as sho ueared me,
continned: *Ié yon the map that in
qunrterod hore, at your fathor's house?"

Ifor & mowment she looked out o little
anylously, then sakd, quickly

s, that's him, Paul."

Without anothor word 1 loft hor and

L

+ walked down the steep road Lo within o

short distanco of tho ||]|l|rsuu-l|i|u{ figure;

' then I stopped dead and waitod for the

min o come towards me.  He was look-
ing down on the gronnd as ko swung
himsolf up on the steep way. Suddonly
ho raisod his syes and they mol mine
wil, Ab, me! how his face ohanged ne
i wo,
‘What do you want now?" Le gasped
oul,

*Only to let you know that I am hore,
nd onn guoss the game you are play-
ing," I roturned. “As long as you re-

thero wy spirit ulmost failed me, for on
the ground lay the protty flowers that the
ohildren had thrown before the bride as
sbio bud walked up the path, Bat nerv-
ing mysolfl for what was before me, T
ontored the open door almost unnotiosd,

nounee his own won.
and Heaven bless yon both."

me to joiv them in thelr simpie wed-
ding foant,
Somahow it would have jurred on me to
be there

my puck and walked off dowu the il to
war s the town, Onee | looked baek aod
saw my pirl following we withh Lvr eyes

il of pity, so ] turned and weved wy
st o hee cliverily opough; then she
apoke & word to lier soldier hosband and
ko nodded his besd and laughed ; so sho
jost ran after mo, and putting ber arms
sround my veck, kissed my weather-
beaton chook gently. Then I had to
wake off wx guiok sa possible, for fear
the salt tears of an old man should bring
Ul ek to Amide's wodding day

Farragut at Ten
1 preached one Sunday iu the parlors
at Long Branch. 'The war wis over and
Admiral Farragut and his fomily were
spending the summer st the ranch.
Sitting in the portico of the Lotel Mon-
dny morning, ;u- said to me
“Would you like to know how 1 wus
enabled to serve my conntry? It was all
owing to s resolution [ formed when I
was ton years of age, My father waa
potat down to Now Orleans, with the lit-
tle navy we thon had, to look after the
tresson of Burr. I accompaniod him as
cabin boy, I had some qualities that 1
thought made & msn of me, 1 conld
swoar like an old salt; could drick »
stift glass of grog as if 1T had doubled
Cape Horn, and eounld smoke like » loco-
motive, 1 was great at oards and fond of
gaming in every shape.
““Af the elose of dinnor, one day, my
fathor turned overybody out of the
cabin, loeked the door, and said to me:
o Dgvid, what do vou mean to be?'
“ 1 mean 1o follow the ses.'
“AFollow the sea! Yes, be a poor,
misarable, drnnken sailor before the
mast, kicked and en@sd nbout the world,
aud die in sowan fover hospital in o for-
olgn clime.’
CiNo Daadd, ‘T trend the guarter
deck amd commanid, as you do.'
*“'No, David; no boy over trod the
quartor-deck with suoh principles as yon
have, and such labits as you exhibit, |
Yon'll have to chiange your whola oourso |
of lifs if you ever become & man.'
“My fothor left me and went on deck.
I was stunned by the rebuke snd over-
wholmed with mortifisation, A poar,

| Then I saw Amice as shostood in ber soft
gray gown with her beautiful howd
droopiug on to her breast. 1 only looked
ut hwr | say, and the sight gave me conr
| ngo; no wman Hyving shoulid harm her
| while I lived to provent it, but my task
was a hard ope for all that. Bteppiog
forward throngh the little crowd of vil.
Ingrors that looked oun, open-monthed, to
| mow me, I made my way toward the group
L in the chaueel

“Srop!" 1 ealled ont aloud, holding
up my hands.  “*This wedding must not
(L] t'll‘”

Amieco, 1 know, looked up at me with
n look 1 shall never forget, but it was too
late to hoed thst now,

“For what reason am I to stop!” said
old Parson Leigh, who was s-uareying
thom startled by my voica and not know-
ing how to aot,

“Bocause,” 1 said, covering my ayos
with my hand, to shut Amice’s face lrom
my sight, “"beoatss that man is my son,
and ho's marvied alroady!”

*“In this trno? says Parson Leigh, his
voioe shakiog a little with the sorrow he
folt for the girl, whom he had known
sinco she wis o baby, and turaiog to the
man wlio stoodl bafore !il!‘ll.

SIvw just w down right he, sir," he said
simply enoogh, “*sud I'm ready to prove
it, My father's hero to sponk for Lim-
solf, and Heaven knows why any ong
ahonld want to come butweon Amico and
mo Hke this"

I looked up bewildered as the man
apoke, and then in an instant the awful
mistake I hind mude flashed seross iy
mind; this was not the man I had seen
coming up to Ben Ryder's house at all;
this was not my son, but & younger wan,
and difforont in every way to that poor
wandoring fellow, Vora minute somo
thing secmed to come into my throat and
provent mo from spesking, Butb pres-
antly the words oume: I withdraw
what 1 said entively, sir,” 1 said; sol
emnly, “and knmbly ask pardon for the
mintake 1 made, whioh 1 will explain
Intor on,"

Then falling baok into the rmoks of the
astonished lookers-on, 1 listenad to the
words that mwde Amloo Bydor o happy
wile, wondoring, with u sad heart,
whethor she wonld ever forgive the
blunder I had made in my efort to seoure
hior bappinoss,

Hhie was vory pale and still, and o tear
trombled on her oheel, but nim made hor
answars in o low, clear voioe, that soomed
full of trust and hopo, Atlangth the bells

miserubile drunken sailor before the
| mant, kioked and cuifed about the world,
snd to die io some fover hospital, That's
ay fate, is 2 I'll change my life and
change it at once. 1 will never utter
another onth, and I will never drink
anuther drop of intoxicating liguors, 1
will never gamble.

“And as God is my witoess, 1 have
kept those three vowa to this hounr.
Shortly after, 1 became a Christian.
That net settled my temporal as it settlod
my oternal dostiny.”—[ Leavis from The
Treo of Life.

Giot Thelr Clothes Mixed.

Mark T'wain, in his new book ealled
“T'ramps Abroad,” tolls how u party of
tonrists got wat aud what they did when
they ocame buck to the hotel: W
atripped and went to bed, und sent our
olothes down to be baked. All the
horde of souked tourisis did the same.
That chiaos of olothing got mixed in the
kitchen, and there were consequences. I
did vot get buck the drawers 1 sent
down, when our things cama up at 6:15;
I got o pair on s new plan, They were
merely u pair of long white rufed,
oufled sleeves, hitohed together st the
top with a narrow baud, and they did
not come quite down to my knees
They woere protty enongh, but they
made me foel like two people, and dis:
connected at that. "The man must have
boen an idiot that got himself up like
that to rongh it in the Swiss monntains.

Tlid shirt they brought mo wis shorter
than the drawers, and hada't sny sleeves
to it—at loast it had ‘nothing more than
what Mr. Darwin would eall *rodimen-
tary” sloeves; thess hal “edging” n ronnd
them, but the bosom was ridionlonsly
ldmu. The knit silk undorshirt they

ronght me was an A new plan, and wis
{ronlly n very semsiblo thing; it opencd
bohind, and bad pockets in it to
put the shoulder blndes in; but they
didd not seem to fit mine, and so 1 found
it a wort of uncomforiable garment, ‘Thoy
gnve my bobtail cont to somebody wlso,
und sent me an nlgter snitable for o gi-
raffo. I hind to tie my collar on because
thero was no button on the foolish little
shirt which T described a while ago.

Nothing like an honest quill. A St.
Lounis paper starts an editorial with,
“Our anoestors, the baboona of Africa,"

retbellion was in existence 1 was ol fimes
uite fmprossed with the ides that Presi-
ont Lincoln was subject 1o the guidinoce
and dirvetion of s special “provilencs,
suiao forward diroetly on lisy husband’s | His comluct did at times appoar Lo be

in one place, knowing thet he wonld | cellent men of my sequaintance who fail
only bring disgrace on me if 1 did so, It | to get offios, I shonld gusstion the wis-
in fnpm thiv man | trisd 1o save you; dom and beneflcence of the Divine
snd yon must forgive s half blind old | Arbiter of primaries and the Bupreme
man's mistake, when you remember how .\hthill&lur of goneral eloctions,  And
hard it waw for . a [sther's heart to de- | now,

Now, good-bye, | that I am ﬂ:lppnul.ly irroverent in my
writing, 1 wi
The tears stogd in Amioce'soyes: she | mted by the Reverend Joseph Rowell,
alnys bl w fooling Leart, anil alio snw | pastor of the Mariners' Chureh, This
now I was wollnigh overdogo. She would | ineudent he told gravely, with the appro-
not have me ey gomd-bye, Lus I;r--ﬂ(l.l bation of & vonvooation of nii-rk;rm(-n
who claim for themselves that they are
Bot 1 suid no,and kept ta it. | ealled by

L

I had Liad bnpypioe doys my- | traths of the Christian religion; that thay
solf, but they were gone aud the shudows | are guarded in their lives, directed in
that fal] nronnd me should have I.Ill']lu‘.l\ 1
in therr tunoeent mirth. So | shonldered | L
inspired in their instroctions, and su-

f
1
i

f

sent to n sinful  and
world those things which spiritually
concorn them, *'1 wes at the time,” sakd

spooting the
on wy knoos & strunge bLrown hen ceme |
slowly np the steps into my room. I
drove her out,
turned, snd I drove her out the second
time; but, lisving oceasion to go into the |

my return, that sho had come back and
Inid & large egg on my door-mat; and,
with this food, which I frmly bali:;te &
was from Giod, I got through the Sunda : ]
very vnmfnru'hl;f. Of Eaum, mani | did, and, just aethd wave strurk, grasped
wonld obstinately refuse to see the di-

vine hand in such things, but God is un- |

. P e o . e e . e A e it et

Rev. Joseph Rowell’s Mirsole,

While the war of the slavaholdors’

Whon I reeall the death of Liu-

bope that He doss not dirct by
provideénces the aloo-
offies; boeauws,

Woon 1 recall the vust number

ost noy of my readers should think

I quote the incident nar

divine wnthority to teach
ho writer  of this article the sublime

heir notions, provided in their needs, by |
he special providencs of God, aud wre |
horized by divine commission to repre- |
ignorant |

e Reverend Joseph, “boarding my-

solf, und being very busy, one Saturday |
ovening, had failed to lay in provisions

or Sundsy. The bakeries were open,
yut 1 wonld not break the Sabbath by
yuying on that day. I bad wothing to

out exospt n little stale bread so I prayed |

or divine nquart snd blessing in re- |

word’s day. While T wan |

Presantly she re

nner room for a moment, 1 found, on

shangeable, and s He once sent the

ravens to feed Elijah, I do not see why, I
in sach a case, He might not be belisved

to hiave sent that brown hen to feed me.
Now, lam one of those illileral-minded
persons who absolutely refuse to see the
divioe band in the
formance of the little brown hen, and
recognize the nnchangeablo character of |
the Giod-head.
that it
just aa probable that the all-wise and |
ever-living |
to lay a mirnculous egg for the Reverend
Joseph Rowell in San Francisco, as that
He sent bread Ly the ravens to Elijah in
the desert of Arabia Petrwa, or the land
whount Jordan, or wherever it was; that it |
in just as likely to have occurred in the

pineteenth contury as in any of the ages |
thnt ante-date the birth of Christ; that
the evidence of tho truth of the mimcle
in just na complate and just as aatisfoe- | atthe
tory ma any of the best authentieated

miracles of the Roman Churel of these

latter days, But as I eudeavor to take in |
this marvelous story I find myself en-
tanglod in w sparl of inextricable theo-

miracalous per-

I am prepared to believe
is just as possible and

(God sont & brown hen

logieal complications.  Dogmatical con- |
andrams arise on every alde, and 1 usk, |
was it really wicked, and {8 it wicked, to |

go out to thoe bakery on a Sunday morn-

ﬁ ing to purchase s loaf of bread baked on |

the preceding dsy? Did not Chriat|
go through the cornfieldl on =
Habbath, and did He not plock|
and eat? Did He not say that the
Sabbath was made for man, and
not man for the Sabbath? And s
it not true that this whole business of
Sabbatarianism is the growth of modern
times—modern eoolosiasticiam—that it
was not {avored by the Christian fathers,
nor hold in reference even by Martin |
Luther, but that the presont ides of the
rigorous observance of Sunday is the
growth of Sooteh Presbyterianism and
New Eopgland Puritamism? And then
the strange brown hen that came boldly
up the steps, and laid the large egg on
the door-mat. Perhapa it was ona of the
neighbors’ bens that flow over the fence,
and finding a good, soft door-mat, im-
provised it for a nest ina natural way.
1f 8o, then it was his neighbor's egg, and
lie was not guiltless in taking that which
was liis neighbor's, even if lie had ne
gleeted to lay in his eggs on Saturday.
And was the egg boiled ? If it was boiled,
was it laid hot or cold? It s
n miracle for a hon to lay a cold-boiled
egg. It 1 a greater miraclo to lny o
hot-boiled ogg. It is & miracle if the
opg was fried, or boiled, or seramblod.
But il it was a natnml egg, Inid in s oat-
ural way by o neighbor's hon, I see no
special providenoo in it inless it was an
attempt on the part of Gixd to asceriam
whether the divinity student, who was
wbout going ioto His saered service,
would tuke eggs that did not beldhg to
him, 101 accept the ststement of the
Reverend Joseph Rowell, thast he re-
garded the egg —whivh was o lerge one

pa food from God, wnd really believed
that it had been sent to him Ly the spe-
ainl direction of Providence for Lis sus-
tentation, I demand to know whother he
tock 1t raw—that is, whothor he sucked
it, or whether he cooked it? If he made
s fire and cooked it—Dboiled it for
four minules, or frisd i, or sormmbled
it, or made nn omeled of it, did he not
sin s direotly in making his fire,getting
out Lis salt and pepper, and preparig
Lis egg for eating aa though he had gone
to the baker for his loaf? Then, again,

ole. Don't you ever gol lonesome to see
the old folks?

home,

ut Firolat, and the bathors wore making

and ernmbs, and with tell-tale cnckle in- LA CREME DEs CHRONIQUES.
form its owner that it hwd been divinely -—
inspired to take an egg to the bungry | Miscellansous reflections:

divivify studont, or did it go flying ap| "I dow’t eare for money,” said George
the golden ladder to its eeleatinl roost to Sand, *'but for spending " -
bo dispatehed by some breakfastioss| When yon make love toher the cold
brother in this or some other world, whe | woman sayn, “Noj” the puanionate
wits too negligent to lay in his Sundey “Yos;" the capricions “Yes sud no,”
provision before the esrth had ravolvad [ snd the coquatish neither “Yen" nor

| itsolf into holy time, aud whose pisty | ““No.”

Do not murey, becatiso your wife will

{than pey his baker for bresd?[ —Argo- | be vgly or she will be pretty. In the

nnul, former eiwe you won't hike her; in the

VPP S —r i Inttor rome one elss will.

A Sirange AfMir. Burvices to be rendersd reconcile

o R friends whom wervices renderml bave
It was the bathing hour on the beseh | yuiranmsd, :

Consolations console only those who
merry in the water, desconding and s |y willing 1 be consoled.
cending the long line of planks which i
werd lald over the pebbly besch from | Prom Francesque Sarcey’s fouilleton
the bath-iouses to the water's edge. | in La Tem Rmribing the first por-
Down the planks wilked, following 8| formance of " Odette”:
party of well known English, 8 new “Every one held his breath. This
comer, t‘lnpl']y wrapped in & white drama, cleat-cut.rapid almost brotal, re-
‘mguunr, with her fuco almont concealed | ginded one of 8 duel in which ome of
oy the broad, straw hat tied down by 8| two sword blades, after » brief engage-
narrow strip of scarlet; st the water's | mant buries iuoll’. in the bosom of the
edge she threw aside the peignor show- | oiharr™ ==l
ing u fine, tall figure, and the bathing | Two oldest inbabitants,who are always
costume, which was made after the fash- remembering something, disouss the
ion adopted in the place—slooveless and | weather. ?
only to the kuecs, It wad ovidently her | Yoy sir " says one, “for real,unadul-
first bath at Etretat, and ss she stopped | tarated’ cold westher give me

| voice—richer, perhaps, as it was of pure

| was & holiday in Etretal; not a boat

| hunds with the bride and groom, and set

what became of tho little brown hen?
Did it iy baok over the fence, and go
ike any common hen, to its corn ally swarthy fellows,

into the water ahe looked around with &
prudish, half-timid look—not to be won-
dered at-—upon the crowd of witnesses,
for as the beach is very stiff and pebbly,
and the fides form terrsces with the
rocks, the spectators lonnge withio o few
feet of the water's edge, and friends-—one
swimming in deep water, tho other re-
clining upon the dry shinglo—can, by
raising their voices a little, converse
with each other.

She was warmly dressed, snd wore a
beret, which, although tied down with a
veil, gave hor somethiog of » sailor-like
appearance not out of keeping with the
place,

This morning Jerome's boat was near-
esl me, or perhaps it was because Miss
Girabam was nearest Jerome's boat that T
happenod to be there, and when I re-
marked to her on the manly sppearsnce
of Jerome, and added that there was o
tradition that the inhabitants of thess
parts were descended from the Davish
kings, I was surprised at the warmth of
Ler sequiescence in what T bad only said
for the sake of making conversation, and
more so when I saw the smile of recog-
nition that passed between the two.

Jerome was a “master fisherman;” he
ownod his boat, was caplain, and had the
lion's abare of the profits, And as he
stood thera, his ':roui back breced
mninst the boat, dressed in & brown
beret, woven Jersoy and leather boots
up to his thighs, was every inch s man,
and I conld imagine him playing any
horoie part except the one that he was
acting-—thut of s Romeo.

Our new comer was the last of her
party to step into the water, and, as she
hesitated, did not potice the huge wave
iproaching, but Jerome, the bather,

her in lhis arms a8 the water elosed over
them, There was a shout of langhter and
| serambling on the beach, for the tide

wintar of 1826.27. The rivers wers all
frozen solid, and the fish in "sm, sad I
recollect that T chopped out an sal and
used bim for a walking-stick. Of course
I stood it up sgainst the door oulaide
whenever I went into the house ™

“Do not,” said a clever dramatio artist
to u journalistio friend who had oalled to
inquire about his heslth—"do not say
that *his eondition is such a8 ts inspire
his friends with uroasiness.' People
might think I owed my frisnds money.”

An suthor deposits his precious manu-
soript for a prize competition, and takes
the eustomary receipt.

“How many pages did you write?”
aska the official, with kindly interest.

**About sighty.”

“About eighty, eh? Weall, horo is
your receipt, but I don’t think you
stand mueh chance of a prize. hy,
there are some mannscripts of 120 and
130 pages in!"

Once npon a time a Tarkish Saltan and
s French Abasssdor were disrussing the
history of 1793 and the grest French
Revolution.

“T could pever,” said His Majeaty, with
some warmth, *‘wish to insugnrate in
Turkey s system under which s handful
of men arrogate to themselves the right
of disposing sbsolutely of the lives and
fortunes of sll thewr fellow connirymen.
Nao, sir; if there must be s Raign of Ter-
ror I prefer being it myself."

Two dramatic suthors sttend st the
first performance of & third's new oper-
etta. A number is encored.

T don't soe what they encored that
for,"” savs one,

“0h,” roplies the other, 1t wasn't be-
cause it was funny, bat because the peo-

le wanted to see if they could make

had turned, and bathed the feet of sev-
eral unprepared. The wave receded,
unveiling the pair, the English lady aod
| the bather, & iuntlsomo group in color
and modeling; Jerome, & tall, well bailt
Norman, with clear-ent, large leatures,
and liopest oves, shaded by the sailor's
beret, ressmbling the Scotchman’s bon-
not, and wearing o red flannel shirt and
| black pants, that, being sosked, showed
the modeling of his athletic fignre. He
| held my lady like a child mcross his
arms, hers weore about his neck, and hor
white feet incased in pretty canvas shoes,
| hanging down close together, preseniad
| & pretty finish to the composition,

This all happened yeaps ago. And Miss
Grabam lingered in the village after
most of the summer guests hnd departed,
being among the bathers, and forming
| one of the small groap which still dinea
end of the hotel table that had been
s0 overcrowded only u few weeks before,

She lingered until the herring fishing
begas, Oune morning, when I had with
much effort, prompted by coriosity,
orawled out of a warm bed just before
daylight to see the boat's return I found
her on the beach befors me among the
fishwives, who did not think it strange
that an Eoglish lady should be eccentrio.

How it eame about I never kuow, al-
thongh I heard several versions of the
story, but they married. Yes, an Eng-
lish lady murried a Normandy fisherman,
Sh: was tine looking, young, rich and
more than ordinarily agreeable and in-
lelligent. He was, in the language of
his comrades, an bean male, 8 good fel-
low, honored by his comrades for his
frankness in speech and his extraordi-
nary strength, He had a full, rich

Normandy patois. The wedding day
wont out, but all were hanled upon the
beach and deécorated with flags; the
church was orowded; all wished to shake
| up & hearty shout us they started on the
jourtiey in u oarrisge from the chorch
steps,

They returned to Etretat and builta
“cottage by the sea,"” the preltiest one of
the group to the North of the Uasino,
And here they seemed very happy, sud
if the bride ever rogretted lier own
relatives she hind enongh of his to con:
gole Ler, for her husband was rolated to
Lialf the village.

Do you want the end of this story ?
{ Itis short, During the first year of
| this sirangely osssorted couple's life,
Monsienr, wishing to adopt the man-
ners of his new position, went out hunt-
ing with a party of gentlomen, and was
wounded by an sccidental discharge of
his gun, and died shorily afterward, His
widow still mourns his loss, comes
every summer to the pretty bul lonely
pottage, und heads the list of village
charitien,

All the fishermen speak of him s *‘un
bon garcon,” and would be very much
surprised and perhaps show rosentment
it one should suggest that it was a
straugo afluir,

real names of the lovers,

| Boston Transoript.
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1 huve not given with this history the

ead or tuil of it.”

Once upon a time two Japanese were
engaged in a heated discussion in the
| streets of Pekin, in the course of which

one exolaimed:
“There can be no mistake aboul it—
the Emperor is an sas!”

A mandarin ha Eanod to be passing al
that moment, u.ncr @ promptly had them
arrested,
| *But," pleaded the Japaness, ‘'we in-
tended no disrespect to the Brother of
| the San—may he live nine hundred and
ninety-nine years!—it was our imbecile
Emperor of Japan that we said was an
sy

““Pat! tut!” replied the official, stern-
lr; “tell that to the horse marines
Whenever any one saysan Emperor is an
ass we know thut it is our imperial mas-
ter Lie has in his mind. Come along!”

WISDOM FOR CHICAGO INFANTS.

Is this the Great Eastern? No, it is

a Cincinnati girl's shoe. Bee how easy

it is to be mistaken,

How happy the Man looks. He is go-

ing to have his picture taken to send to

his girl. Poor girl! how sad her Christ-

mas will be,

Here is a Poet, He is going up in the

elevator. How happy be looks. Pretty

soon he will walk down looking sad. He

has seon the editor.

Ses the Boot. How large and shiny it
is., A man owns the Boot. Call on hus
daughter sume evening and see what it is
made for.

This is a Horse. It ean go very fast,

The man who is standing by the Horse
looks sad. He is broke. Do not go o
horse-races, Tommy,or you will ba broke
too.

What o fine-looking Old Gentleman.
Is he rich? Yes, he is very rioh.

how healthy he looks. He will not die
of enlargement of the heart. Hé lives in
Chicago.

Here is Miss Lucy. How proud and
fine sholooks in her new sealakin sacque.
It cost three hundred dollars. Luey's
father will fail next week,

What huve we here? It is n Young
Man who wears a vellow ulster and »
bigh collar. Does ﬂe smoke cigareites?
Yes. Lot us all take a kick at him.

The Man is at the Desk. He isan od-
itor. What is that in his hand? Itis a
wicroscope, What doea the editor want
of a microscrope? Ho is looking st his
salary.

This is a Young Ludy. She is sitting
ol a piano, and soon will begin to sing
“Empty is the Cradle, Baby's Gone."
Run awsy quickly, chilaren, and per-
haps you will miss some of it.

Where is Tommy? Ha is playing buso
ball in the lot. Can Tommy play well?
Yes, indped, for he sometimes makes a
home run, ‘Thiz is when his fathor heaves
in sight,

Tho Pog and Cat are fighting., Is this
wrong?  Yes, it is very wroog for the

You will find . Y e SCATIEN

the true ones on the window in the Dog and Cat to_ 8ght, beoanse they sre
chureh st Tiretat,the third on the right. | - g . ind of this
1t represents the Virgin with the child drea, you will ses the poind o
in her arms, but on this 8i. SBauveurs
Day strangely rominded me of the first . :
time I saw Jerome and Miss Emily.— | np tho sttect. Hois a tin can.

not mirried, When you grow up, chil-

lesson,
Wliat u large Dog. He is soim{ awiftly
tis Lied
to the Dog's tail. Will the Dog wia the
race? 1should smile. Tt is wrong to

Mon who swing the soythe sre gener- | tie a can on & Dog's lail if the owner of

the dog oatches yon.




