
Kate held out her soft while heed ,) And whet aa affliction for the THE IIS AT Ills BRAKES
history just repeats itself. It is the old ; gait.
story, and I am just as miserably unhappy ; “ Kate, let us go,” said Tom. " This
now from pretty nearly the same oironm- | has been a sore trial of petienoe. I An 
stances.’ But what's the matter with your stand it myself, hot it is irritating to hare 
young woman ? She looks kind of poorly.” you suffer ;” and Tom went for the baggage 

“ My friend,” said Tom, drawing himself again, 
up to his full six feet and an inch, “ by | “I must think over it all. I never was 
the strangest of coincidences you are talk- a hasty man.” Mr. Applegait clutched 
ing to Mr. Grey’s daughter ? My reason : his enamelled canvas bag. ‘‘Young 
for informing you of this fact is that you you are kind of huffy. You know my 
might inadvertently repeat some of the ex- name, young lady ? George Applegait. 
ceedingly disagreeable things Mr. Gray , Put it down. If you are in trouble, young 
may have said.” i woman, write to me. A letter will reach

“ Lord bless me I That young woman me at Applegait’s Cross Roads, Albany 
Lawyer Gray's daughter ? Deer me I County. Morning.”
Yon ain’t elopin’, are you Î Is that old . The rare had stopped ; half the passen- 
man Grey’s trouble ? I hadn’t the heart gars were out, among them Mr. Applegait. 
to ask him. Just as he got that far a lot who made a precipitate retreat. Tom and 
of Governors and Senators came into his Kate entered the dépôt, which was damp 
office. Ain’t you —ain't you— I hope and chilly.
you are—’’ Here Mr. Applegait hesitated “ So sorry it rains, Kate. You brave- 
end felt is hie pocket for nis tobacco-box. hearted little soul I Bless your patience 1 

“ Sir,” said Tom, sternly, “I do not I think I would have liked to punoh that 
know whether it is absolutely necessary old fellow.”
for me to establish this lady’s claim to : “ Don’t lose your patience. Mr. Apple-
jour respect, but—” gait was a sensible old man. Tom, we are

“ Stop, Tom, please. Mr. Applegait, I nothing else now than a couple of social 
assure you we are a very old married adventurers ; and do you know it, Tom, I 
couple.” Now this very honest little lady rather like it.”
had a curious way of being distant with , “It is your want of experience, Kate, 
fine folks, and pleasant, straightforward, i Are you not still in the moot comfortable

-k—f-i -i‘k .................... loge m the theatre, and only momentarily
with the distressed characters on the 
boards ? But come, we most be going.”

“ Take the first carriage or omnibus. It 
is not very far to the hotel.”

“ Whew 1 Carriage ! Why, Kate, what 
can yon be thinking about 1 I forgot, 
though,” said Tom, recovering himself and 
bowing : “ madam is making the grand 
tour. I am to be nothing more than her 
courier.” Here Tom, for the first time, 
showed a little unbecoming bitterness. But 
Kate was busy, fumbling with the clasp of 
her bag, and did not seem to heed him.

“ I do not know how long I may be 
here, perhaps at the utmost a couple of 
day». I have no doubt bet that the hotel 
will be comfortable. I will see that you 
have the choice of rooms. I can call on 
you.”

“ Tom ! Tom l I could cry for very 
spite at what you my, if it had not a comic 
side. Might I ask how mûoh they charge 
at the hotel?”

“ In my time, Kate, old times, I never 
think I quite knew ; I mostly paid my 
bills without looking. Three or four dollars 
a day. Your can spare that. Your porte- 
monnaie seemed to be fairly garnished,"

“ Yes. And at the boarding-house, 
sir ?"

“ I know all about that. Six or seven 
dollars would be a fair price for a week ; 
maybe, for man and wife, tea or twelve.”

“ Tom, I can’t afford the hotel.”
“ How can’t afford it? Here is your 

money. Take your drone, Crœsus ; your 
porte-monnaie is swollen to bursting."

“ Tom,” said Kate, very slowly and de
liberately, 44 I have tu ned my ships.”

in a mile around that likes___ ___________ . music
at three in the morning, (Laughter. ) And 
when you had been keeping this sort of 
thing up two-or three hours, and your lit
tle velvet-head intimated that nothing 
suited him like exercise and noise (laughter; 
“ Go on,”) what did you do ? You simply 
went on until you dropped in the last 
ditch. (Laughter.) The idea that a baby 
doesn’t amount to anything 1 Why, one 
baby is just a house and a front yard full 
by itself. (Laughter.) One baby can fur- 
tosh more business than you and your 
whole Interior Department can attend to.

like that ! only
Cordely couldn’t The Dangers <»f Railroading 

in. Winter.

THE PERILOUS LIFE OF A TRAINMAN.

husband. She had
ing, but was all

see your trouble as you loo]can’t see your trouble as yon look at it. 
But trouble to some people acts like tan 
berk on green hides—it toughens and sup
ples them, and makes them serviceable. I 
ain’t going to forget you. Betwixt a 
father and a husband, my pretty dear, pro
viding the husband is aU right, the hus
band must carry the day. It’s human 
nature. It yen get into a mess, as is quite 
likely, write me straight. Yon want him 
to make his living ? That is talking. There 
is my Irishman with his team ! Now 
good-by, and mind you keep the whip hand 
of him. Luck to you, sis t” and he shook 
hands with Kate, looked puzxled, and went 
out of the depot. 44 Ef Cordely had only 
been that way 1" Mr. Applegait said that 
twenty times as he drove through the 
mudv lanes to his comfortable farm. “ Ef 
Cordely had only been spunky 1”

“ Tom, Mr. Applegait wanted to lend 
us some money.”

“ Confound his impertinence.”
“ No, it was very good of him. Some

thing more—he told me to keep the whip

[ht there. Keep it, Kate, 
very handle with a silken

___  a eee a fly buzzing in my
ear, or a bee in bonnet, fiiok it off. I will 
want all your management to keep me go
ing steady. I can sport, but long draw
ing in the traces is What is wanted/’

“ I am btingry, Tom, and want to find 
that boarding-house. What street is it 
in?”

“ Jay street—possibly a miserable gilt."
“ Come along, then, cried Kate, as Tom 

shouldered the bundles.
“ Kate, we must abandon Colorado for 

the oreeent.”
"May I write Mr. Applegait? He 

might find you something. I remember 
father told me once he was well known and 
respected.”

“ I have not the least objection. I can 
have no definite plans now. I am willing 
to do anything, so that I am not beholden

(Laughter.) He is enterprising, irrepressi
ble, brimful of lawless activities. (Laugh
ter.) Do what you please, you can’t make 
him stay on the reservation. (Great 
shouts.) Sufficient unto the day is one
baby. (Laughter.) As long as you are in 
your right mind don’t yon ever pray for 
twins. (Laughter. Mr. Clemens is the 
father of a pair.) Twins amount to a 
permanent riot. (Laughter.) And there 
ain’t any real difference between 
triplets and an insurrection. (Uproar
ious shouts ) Yea, it was high time for a 
toast to the masses to recognize the im
portance of the babies. (Laughter.) Think 
what is in store for the present crop 1 
Fifty years from now we shall all be dead, 
I trust (laughter), and then this flag, 
if it still survive (and let us hope it may), 
will be floating over a Republic numbering

Line an inch pie-dish with good pie 
ust, sprinkle over the bottom two he spin 
blespoons sugar and two of flour (or one o 
tu starch) mixed ; then pour in one pin 
eee currants washed clean, and two table 
cons currant jelly ; sprinkle with fou 
aping tablespoons sugar, and add twi 
blespoons cold water ; cover and bak< 
teen or twenty minutes.

RIPE CCP.EANT PIE.
One cup mashed ripe currants, one o 
gar, two tablespoons water, one of flou 
sien with the yolks of two eggs ; bake
.A klsn 4-av\ with 4L-, —1_ 1 a.   P . i

He was
by no means unfamiliar.- Papa has often 
spoken to me about you as one of hie 
staunchest political adherents in the State. 
Now, since you and I are acquainted, 
allow me to introduce to you my husband, 
Mr. Evans. We have been married two 
years."

“Dear me, young lady, I never had a 
suspicion in the worid. I was only think
ing how mighty easy running off was, and 
how much narder the coming to was. 
Well, if in two years people don’t know 
one another’s minds, they never will. He 
don’t abuse yon, does he ? Well, what 
is the matter at heme ? I am a mighty 
plain-spoken old man, and don’t be afraid. 
It ain’t her money you Are for as much 
as her good looks, though I don’t say that 
money isn’t a good thing.”

“ I say, Kate, I wish yon wouldn’t make 
a confinant ef the first man we happen to 
stumble on, though he may be one of your 
father’s constituents, " said Tom, in an 
under-tone. Bet Mr. Applegait was hold
ing out his hand, and Tom bad to-take it

Have a
200,000,000 souls, according to the settled 
laws of our increase. Our present schooner 
of State (laughter) will have grown into a 
political leviathan—a Groat Eastern. The 
cradled babies of to-day will be on deck. 
Let them be well trained, for we are going 
to 1ave a big contract on their hands. 
(Laughter.) Among the three oi four 
million cradles now rooking in the land are 
some which this nation would preserve for 
ages as sacred things, if we could know 
which ones they are. In one of these 
cradles the unconscious Foment ef the 
future is at this moment teething (laugh
ter) ; think of it, and putting in a worn of 
dead earnest, in articulated, but perfectly 
justifiable profanity over it too. (Laugh
ter.) In another the future renowned as
tronomer is Winking at the shining milky 
way with but liquid interest, poor little 
chap I and wondering what has become 
of that other one they ctil the wet-nurse. 
(Laughter.) In another the future groat 
historian is lying,— and doubtless will con
tinue to lie (laughter) until his earthly mis
sion is ended. In another, the future 
President is busying himself with no pro- 
founder problem of state than what the 
mischief -nas become of his hair so early 

and in a mighty array of other
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t the top with the beaten whites of 
i and two tablespoons powdered eu; 
brown in oven.

I lemon grated, one cup sugar, ti 
of three eggs, small piece butte 

tablespoons milk, one teaspoon coi 
1 ; beat all together and bake m 
mist ; best the whites with thn 
ipoons sugar, place on the pie wh<

to Mr.
You must not abuse papa.

most tell him where

You will have your own
Kate, I should hate to

we, Tom—for
cradles there are now acme 60,000 future 
office-seekers, getting ready to furnish him

bowls chopped apples,
of chopped mat, with

pound suet, grated rind
juice ef one lemon, two

large tea-
each of cinnamon and

one pound
half pound currants,

pound citron cut
I one quart cider, and sugar

MOCK MINCE-PIE. 
reive crackers rolled fine, 
up hot water, half cup vine- 
one cup molasses, one of 
r, one of cnrrantn, one of 
is, spice to taste ; measure 
■ tee-rap. Some use one 
tied breed crumbs, and also 
small cup butter. Thii a

■erres er tee sees*

ORAHGeJfIB
rind and juice of two

four table-
one of batter

tile better and sugar, addto it thi
Natan eggs, then the rind 
buioe of the oranges, and, 
f. the whites beaten to a 
L and mixed in lightly. 
I with an under crust 

pie- v lantJpikJ
k half tea-cup white sugar 
bne heaping teaspoon flour 
her, sprinkle over the bot- 
Icrust, then add the pie- 
cut up fine ; sprinkle over 

another half-cup sugar and 
kg teaspoon flour ; bake 
I three-quarters of an hour 
slow over. Or, stew the 

faut, sweeten, add grated 
and juice of a lemon and

'enioe—fair soil.

of two eggs, and bake and

atoms until perfectly soft, mash 
rid, for two pies, half tea-cup 
m, and one tea-cup sugar ; bake 
ooto. Or, omit cream, and add 

boiling water, and butter size 
ry-nut.

MINCE-MEAT.
e or six pounds scraggy beef—a 

1 will do—and put to boil in water 
cover it ; take off the scum that 
n it reaches the boiling point, 
ater from time to time until it is 
an remove the lid from the pot,

water in equal proper-
good preserves, mar.v *7 j piwi preserves, mar-

■Paced picklee, currant, or grope
fruit, dried cherries, etc.

of raisin», currants.
or brandy is considered

it, but if* groat impro'
brother |o offend” do not use
and vanilla extracts are often

lemon or orange peek
is better to stand over

before baking into
will be more thor-

inoorporated. prefer to

Aid Association at Cincinnati
its for a series of
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WINNING HER WAY.
(Continual.)

ILL
It ought to have been the brightest, the 

most cheerful of September mornings, with 
autumnal glows, in accordance with the 
situation. Undoubtedly there were scores 
ef runaway people, in more favoured por
tions of the United States, hashing just 
then under genial meteorological phenom
ena. Bnt an autumnal mist gathering in 
the sombre pines of the lonely north woods, 
trailing over lakes, skirting the fens, had 
rolled southerly. That fog had taken pal
pable form, and the rain was falling of a 
chilly morning as the train, some few miles 
distant from Albany, slackened its speed. 
Travellers were rising from cramp posi
tions, unfolding water-proofs, uafurling 
umbrellas, preparatory to tearing the oars.

On the (At just in front of Tom and 
Kate an old man had been hAvily slumber
ing. At the start he had been loquaciously 
inclined, but not haring received much en
couragement, the man had subsided, 
though hie vocal machinery all through the 
night had blended with the rattle of axle 
and rumble of wheel. Disturbed once or 
twice, Tom would have mentally anathema
tized the sleeper if it had not been for some 

"civility in regard to a wit. The old fel
low’s courtesy had gone eo far, just si the 
train was starting the night before, ss to 
offer Kate a ruddy apple.

“ I can’t respect your slumbers any 
longer, my poor littl.. woman,” said Mr. 
Evans, glancing at hie sleeping wife, then 
looking ruefully through the oar windows 
at the ugly rills of yellow mud oheeing 
their way down a day catting. “ Here is 
a pageant rained, » pleasure party damped ! 
But she always had a liking for dirty 
WAther. May a peculiar pervereeneee 
Kate had to scale Swiss mountains in enow- 
storms, and to peddle through strange 
towns in floods, help her now 1 Kate, 
wake ap. Sorry, so sorry, it rains. Great 
heavens ! Suppose she should forget her
self, and call for her maid ! She might. 
Confound that maid 1 A man that runs off 
with a woman ought to make arrangements 
about the toubrttte. Probably that maid 
is at this present moment a thousand times 
more comfortable than her mistress. I am 
conscious, quite oonaoieus”—end here Tom 
smiled—“ to have waked up a dozen times 
during the night—something, I suppose— 
haw, yes—like a mother, to be quite sure 
that her baby was there—andKate was sleep- 
sleeping I am .very mush afraid, that I 
am a brute. I ought never to have wrenched 
her away in the method I have employed. 
Will the bear the transplantation ? Ohe, 
Kate ! ohe !”

But Kate still slumbered. New Evan» 
wasa man who really was a Award in some 
respecta. The logic of facta he ehronk 
from. Id AS, conceptions, sprang from his 
brain in all directions like the spokes of a 
wheel ; the trouble wee, there was no tire 
to bind them. Connections of thought he 
might have, but he snapped them off sud
denly, ss quickly uu one severed magnetic 
attachments. The chilly surroundings, the 
ugly mud-bank, the dolorous view from 
the car window, suggested, a if by con
trast, some pleasant awakenings Kate had 
had not a year before.

“ Kate,” he cried, “ Kate, here it 
Venice, and theplaoeof St. Mark’s,and it 
is broad day. That ought to wake her. 
The eon is gilding the lagoon. The pigeons 
are whirliag amid the belfries. Yon 
have heard of Canaletto, and now yen eee 
the picture, alive, actual, positive. We 
will go to Danielli's, if those lodgings I had 
near the Os' d’Oro are not vacant. It 
would delight me to have you in my old 
bachelor rooms, where I painted a tittle, 
studied a tittle, and did eo little. We will 
have a breakfast of chocolate, figs, and 
(grapes, and you shall taste macaroni for the 
first time in your precious life. Thro after 
milady has sought repose, made a brin de 
toilette, we will do a church, polish off a 
gallery, and eee a Titian. I shall be sure 
to pick up some quondam acquaintance, and 
we win take his gondola and elide through 
the c male. For this is Vente»—b-e-a-u- 
t-i-fnl Venice.”

Poor Tom’s speech was commenced with 
some verve, some fervour of imagination, 
but at its conclusion the man’s spirits 
waned and his votes cracked.

“ Ventes ! Venice 1 young man ?” said 
the farmer looking man an the eest before 
them, wheeling round. “ Venice 1 You 
are out rf your reckoning. Foreigners be 

~ fa Yon
Bare 1» 
Seems

your young woman ii an uncommon good 
sleeper.”

“ So she is,” said TonLgood-humonred - 
ly again. “ So this ain’t Ventes ? Thanks. 
Venice is in Cayugy County ? On my word 
I did not know it/"

“ Venice kind ef rounded home-tike to 
me. Was raised between thar and Sippy-o. 
As far as likeness goes, you ain’t from any 
stock I ever knowed around there. Been 
having a lot of trouble about some pro
perty of mine lying around Venice. Got a 
{sursoit about it. Been to Washington all 
on account of Venice. There is a man ss 
run for county aaeearor around Ventes as 
was politically opposed to me, and disputes 
a title of mine to some property. Mebbe 
yon know the Andidate aa was defeated 
thar for nomination, around Venice, for 
amamnr last year?”

441 have not the least id a of such a 
perron,"repliedTom, indifferently, turning 
his back to the speaker. “Come, Kate/* 
he bent down to hie wife’s ear and 
whispered. “It is indeed time to awake, 
we will be in Albany in fifteen minute» ; 
and Kate, I am w sorry it is pouring ; 
and Kate, where are those pretty little 
solitaires yon wore in your ears last night?”

“ That man aa wanted to ran for ameeror 
come near making an awful split in the 
party, and gave me a lot of trouble about 
that property. Well, I went to Washing
ton to consult Lawyer Grey, continued the 
man, determined to have a listener, “ for 
old man Grey had had what tittle law busi
ness ee Was mine for nigh onto forty year ; 
so about the split in the party md the 
Venice land. Grey, he said—”

Kate, who was awake now, rubbed her 
ayes, and half rasa from her seat.

“ —he would have nothing to do with 
rountrv business ; and he was unsatisfac
tory, abusing State polities. Ever hear old 
man Grey ? Great tall lanky man, with 
white hair and grizzled eyebrows, which 
make hie eyes map like flint and steel on 
yon. Not much of a talking man in pri- 
vate, and kind of fond of rotting yon short, 
save in court er in the House, when he 
mskeytee fly every time. Did yon

“ Stop tiim, Tom, please,” said Kate, in 
an under-tone. ‘1 He might say something 
disrespectful of papa, and I could not 
its ad that, you know.”

“ Oh no, he won’t. Be assured that al
though I do not admire Mr. Grey, I shall 
allow no one else to abuse Mm.”

“ Well, old man Grey give me a kind of 
Aid shoulder, haughty like," just as if my 
money wasn’t as good a any other man’s. 
Then I recalled to Mm a family mlsfortin 
as had oome to me, in which he had helped 
me and mine. You eee my darter Cordely 
made a fool marriage with a ne’er-do-well 
New York ohap as was a musto-master and 
pianer-tnner, who was travelling in these

rascal left Cordely, carrying sway with him 
all the plunder he oeuld put Ms hands to, 
and she broken-hearted with a boy baby ; 
and Cordely’» husband haint been heard of 
since, excepting in a bad way. Well old 
man Grey, when I was is New York look
ing up the character of that young m»a as 
waa to marry Cordely—boAuse I was al
ways a cautions man—Lawyer Grey he 
gave me someadrioe, which I took good 
cars to follow, in regard to some tittle pro
perty Aunt Phoebe, my eldest sister, had 
left to Cordely ; and I had it tight sewed 
up, eo that the pianer-tnner oouldn’t tetch 
it, and now that Cordely is a lone woman— 
tertte baty didn’t live—she is pretty oom- 
,“**M'1* “ worldly grab go. So
when old men Grey waa toad of indiffer
ent, I told Mm of the good advise be had 
fbÿ» me, telling Mm the facts about

under-tone. But Mr. 
ing out Ms hand, and 
and Ay something.

“ Mr. Applegait, happy to make your 
acquaintance. The upshot of it all is that 
this lady here has got too much money, 
and I her husband not enough of it That 
is ati. Now, sin os you know all about it, 
do you tMok, Mr. Applegait, that there is 
a ohanoe for a likely young man to get 
along-let a say in Venice?" Tom went 
straight to the point. 44 Perhaps among 
your acquaintance you might know of 
some one who Auld give me employment.”

id was mi

ing a preliminary breakfast of Ms tobacco.
“ Won’t the old mao take Are of you ? 

You ain’t—you ain’t—you ain’t done no
thing wrong, have yod ?” inquired Mr. Ap
plegait, quite suspiciously.

“ No ; I have not. I have not stolen, 
forged, or done anything mean or dishon
ourable. I never gambled, and do not get 
drank. This is • Atalogne of virtues," 
said Tom, bluntly. “ If you were a young 
man, sir, I am afraid I should ‘ not have 
answered you so politely.”

" Yon wouldn’t, and you asking for a 
job ? Pocket your pride. Now, eee here, 
a man may have all the virtues and be a 
fool. A man’s good quatittea ain’t of no 
account, if he is a lounger. You see, I 
ain’t a generous man. If you was to make 
a tiring, could you save—raving is a 
talent.”

“ Oh yea, he Auld, Mr. Applegait,” 
cried Kate.

“ Moet wives is mighty poor judges of 
their husbands," remarked Mr. Applegait.

If Mr. Applegait was about assuming the 
rôle of a protector his preliminaries were 
of s most disagrerabte character, for he 
added, " For a young man a-wishing to 
push his way through the world, a wife ia 
a mighty incumbrance."

Tom turned on Ms heel, and arranged 
his baggage,

“ But if a wife is of the right sort, she 
might often boost him along.” Kate 
smiled and nodded her head. “ If she isn’t 
given too much to silk gowns, fallal, and 
sioh.”

“Ido want work,” said Tom, “ but I 
should not be quite willing that my wife 
should toil”

" Young man, I don’t expect she can dig, 
mow,not harrow. But stop, I am a kind of 
Actions man. Ain't you got no papers ae 
will kind of identify yon ? I am a justice 
of the peace, sad there is lots of impostors 
travelling round."

From being somewhat expansive, 
Mr. Applegait had drawn Mmaelf suddenly 
in. Now Kate’s ears tingled, and Tom's 
teeth closed with an ominous grating sound. 
Mr. Applegait did not room to notice these 
mtmm of mental distress.

” Yon don’t think I am going to recom
mend any one without knowing what I am 
about? It isn’t business, nor oommon-

“ Well, Mr. Applegait,” said Kate, with 
an effort, “ there would be no difficulty in 
proving to yon that we are exactly what 
we represent ourselves to be.”

“ Nothing eeeier. I can write to your 
father,” suggested Mr. Applegait.

“ I would not have yon do that. Tom, 
we ought to substantiate ourselves. Think 
he is a Russian gendarme, and wants pass
ports. Don’t be annoyed, Tom ; it is one 
of the neoessittoe of the situation. Give 
me my beg. Please open it. I have » 
tetter of papa’s—due I received yesterday 
—in the pocket of the bag. Look here, 
Mr. Applegait.”

“ Don’t, Kate, don’t j this is imposing 
on your good nature," arid Tom.

“ Let her alone, young man.” Mr. Ap
plegait hauled out a tin spectacle rase.

“ There,” said Kate. “ There’s a letter. 
I can't let von read it all. Here is the 
beginning. ”

“ ' My poor child,’” read Mr. Apple- 
gait, then he turned over the leaf and 
•palled out. “ ' Your dis—dia—’ ” Mr.
Applegait’s hesitancies were always unfor
tunate. “What is it? It ia Me handwriting 
for mire. Far a smart man, he always

mure muuey—uo not intend to get any 
>. That house may go to the dogs. You 
I help yourself. David has instructions 
k to do for a while. If I am an inonm-

* »» ■ ■“«■ *umi, up u w mj a
■ a killing poor hand. What is it ?" 
Distressed father,” laid Kate, sadly ; 

bnt she took her husband's hand and 
olntohed ft.

“So ft b—‘ your distressed fi 
John Gray/ Dear me ! Here we ■ 
the dépôt, and you dent want me to 
bouse far you, asking forgiveness ?”

father, 
are at

— L write
you, asking forgi 

“ No, no, ptoses do not,” said Kate, 
anxiously. “ We are not so bed as that. 
If my father does net know where we are 
just new, I intend to write Mm at onoe. 
You still are labouring under a asisoonoep- 
tion. All we want to do is to get work, 
and to taka care of ourselves."

“ He douft want to separate you? Why 
dont you keen house for your pa, and your 
h Abend ootid keep ranting round doing 
his errands ? What’s to prevent that ? 
Ain’t you both flighty like, and don't

44 How burned your ships ?"
“ Open that porte-monnaie.” ,
Tom did uu directed, and plunged his 

fingers into all the compartments of that 
porte-monnaie. It is true, it had the pro
per Rnsaia-toather smell, but that was all 
there wu about it. The diitentten was 
due to a wadding of tissue-paper. Save 
that in one compartment there wu a glove- 
bnttoner, there wae emptiness. Tom 
turned the porte-monnaie inside out, and 
a tile thing AÜapeed. the bite of paper fell 
fluttering on the floor. Tom slowly 
whistled.

“ I have paid my own passage. It ooet 
three dollars ; you gave me back moet 
scrupulously the change. It is in my 
pocket. Then two dollars exactly, with 
the quarter yon gave me, remain, ft is all 
I have left. I emptied my porte-monnaie 
up stairs when I dresaed to lrave with you. 
I did it in the moat cold-blooded and delib
erate way. Tom, you must take care of me 
now, and from now until ever. I haven’t 
any more money—do not intend to get any 
more. That house ma; ~
can’t hé
what to HI___________
branoe, I don’t rare. Yon can’t help your
self. I will write to papa, of Anne. I 
will toll him it wu I who made yon ran 
away with me, end I did, Tom, and I ain’t 
ashamed of it. Papa may ee lithe houA ; I 
am going to ding to yon. I can’t do with
out you. I won t do without yon. See, I 
am not a hit excited hut the little woman 
was, for she sank down on a bench.

“ Kate—dear, dear wife ! It is AI had 
hoped. Most I toll you now, tor the first 
time, that when my troubles came, though 
you apparently were stilling to share them, 
there was just wanting that little bit of 
spontaneity about your offer that chilled 
me ? The purchase of that houA I did net 
deem a much a woman’s freak A a lure for 
me to remain the husband of the rich Mr. 
Grey’s daughter. You have the true stuff 
of a woman in you. We ran fight it out 
now. Thank God ! it is all for the beet. It 
may rein now all it pleases. Give me vour 
handj comrade.”

Kate had a way, acquired in her 6told- 
hood, of holding up her head and raising on 
her toes—a kina of physical attempt to ap
proach to the dm of an elder speaker — 
when praise sras accorded her. Now aha 
grew an Ieoh in stature. It wa a kind of 
womanly deference to Tern’s six feet

" I half inspected, Tom," said Kate, 
loyally, “ that I had wounded yon. I had 
no buainem to do it. May you never bave 
to oMde me again, even if it baa to be 
so gently ! Unstrap that handle—my 
water-proof is in it. It ia so long since you 
have taken oare of me that maybe now you 
do not know how to. Still, you were very 
tide on the oars. Put the hood over my 
head. Don’t masH the old flowers in my 
hat Dow my dram drag ? Put this pin 
in it. Cheer up ! Why, |f there is not 
Mr. Applegait 1 What ran he want ? He 
* beckoning I
that

Colorado.”

ming to me. Tom, do you study 
losing railroad chart on the wall 
-Find out the ohrapeet rente to

‘ See here, Mrs. Evans," said Mr.Xplegait—“ that team of min# isn’t gomi,n 
Just a word with yon. I wouldn’t like y oar 
husband to know it, not oe amount of spar
ing Me f seings, bat herause Bet would 
a—would a—"

“ Would what, dr ?” inquired Kate.
“ He is kind of high strung, ain’t ha ?” 

said Mr. Applegait, Indicating Tom.
“ No, he m not."
“ Well, yon are.”
“ I do not know. I am afraid I used to 

be. But my husband eared me," replied

“Would u—'would a— Your father 
wouldn’t take a red cent for Ms opinion. 
Would a ton-dollar bill be of any am to 

hit of money.” Mr. Ap- 
like some people's good

____ _____ _____ and onlv he
did not know bow to drape them,

Kate wanted to laugh at first, bat then 
an honest respect for Mr. Applegait pre
vailed. “ My good friend, no. Not ten 
dollars, nor a hundred, nor a thousand dol- 
•“* “ My h Abend must
earn his bread, and I ran only share what 
hs makes. Bnt ws are very» very grate-

on must not 
separate our joint interests for a single in
stant—are net going to faiL”

“ Are yoa going to ahotidor the difficul
ties, Kate ? Some women do that in the 
moat déodetée manner,” replied Tom, mA- 
ingly.

“ Nonsense 1 That’s a ball-room remin- 
iaoenoe,” replied Kate.

“ By-the-wav, Kate, do you remember a 
quondam friend of mine, Geoffrey ? We 
met Mm hi Norway. He had tried salmon 
in all the North American rivers, and 
wanted to Ampare methods of taking 
with a fly the talmomda of Northern 
Europe. Wall Street landed Mm. ”

“ Poor Geoffrey !”
“ He wasn’t lucky enough to be married.”
“ Well, that fellow, full of talents, starved 

in New York. He wm too good for poor 
things, and not poor enough for low things. 
For quite a time, before my own snub 
came, he wa quite undecided whether he 
would start a ketchup, or take service with 
the Khedive. It wa a toes up. He tried 
the flgh sue, I gave Mm some money to 
hdp it along. We bought dozens of bot- 
ttes, and sent it round to the dabs. AU 
the fellows poisoned themselves with that 
abominable un a. Whether there wm too 
much capsicum in it, or not enough, I can’t 
My. He ia a clerk in some railroad com
pany now. He might have been an Bffen- 
di, sported the Nizam, if he had only Mt 
it right. The great mistake ia to start too 
high.”

Quite sensible. Tom, beer wm grand. 
There are lota of brewers in Albany. Dear 
badland, I don’t want to art in any other 
rapacity than a an advisory board.”

“Go on, Kate ; goon.”
(To be Continued)

MARK TWAIN ON BABIKS.

A Hew-F l Toast.
At the banquet given to Grant in Chicago 

n Thursday night by the Aimy of the 
Tennessee, Mark Twain wa railed upon to 
respond to the toast oi “The Babies ; as 
they comfort a in our sorrows, let a not 
forget them in our frativities. ” Mr. 
Clemens raid : “ I like that. We have 
not all had the good fortune to be ladies. 
We have not all been Generals, or poets, 
or statesmen, bnt when the tout works 
down to the babies we Stand on common 
ground (laughter), for we have all been 
Dahiee. (Renewed laughter.) It is a 
shame that, for a thousand years, the 
world’s banquets have utterly ignored the 
baby (laughter), A if he didn’t amount to 
anything. (Laughter.) If yon will stop 
and think a minute,—if you will go back 
fifty or one hundred years to your early 
married life (laughter) and reoontemplaterr first baby,—you win remember that 

amounted to a great deal, and even 
something over. (Boats.) Yon soldiers 

all know that whan that little fellow ar
rived at family hindquarters yon had to 
hand in your resignation. (Laughter.) 
He took entire command. Yon became hie 
lackey—his mere body-servant (laughter), 
and you had to stand around, too. (Renew
ed laughter. ) He wm not a commander who 
made allowenoee for time, ^ 1*0, y oath or,
or anything else. (Convulsive screams. ) Yon 
had to execute Ma order whether 
ft wm possible or not (Roars.) And 
there wae only one farm ti machinery in 
hi» manual of teettoe, and that wm the 
double-quick. (Sheets.) He treated you 
with every sort of insolence and disrespect 
- (laughter)—and the bravest of you didn’t 
dare to say a weed. (Great laughter.) 
Yon ootid fare the death storm of Douel- 
son and Vicksburg, and give back blow for 

but when be olawed your whiskers, 
hair, and twisted your 
ike it (Roan.) When 

of war were sounding in 
year ears, you mt your from toward the- 
batteriea, and advanced with steady tread, 
but, when he tamed on the terrors of his 
war-whoop—(laughter)—yon advanced in 
the other direction, and mighty glad of 
the ohanra, too, (Renewed laughter.) 
When he railed for soothing syrup, did 
yon venture to throw ont any side remarks 
about certain serviom being unbecoming an 
officer and a gentleman ? (Boiaterora 
laughter.) No. Yon got up and got it 
(Great laughter.) When he ordered Msa bottle and it wm not warm, did you 

book? (Laughter.) Net you. (Re
newed laughter.) You went to work and 

warmed it (Shouts.) Yon even de
scended ro far in year menial ofltee a to 
take a suck at that warm, insipid stuff— 
(laughter)—just to see if it wm right— 
three parts water to one of milk—(tnmultn- 
oa laughter)—a touch of sugar to 
modify the oolio—(laughter)—and a drop 
of peppermint to km those immortal 
Mooongha. (Bean.) I ran taste that 
staff. ( Laughter. ) And how many things 
you learned A yon went along I Senti
mental yraag folks still take stock in that 
beautiful eld raying that when the baby 
smiles it is herause the angels are whisper- 
lag to him. Very pretty, but too thm— 
simply wind on the stomach, my friends. 
(Sheets.) If the baby proposed to take a 
walk at Ma Anal hoar, 2 o’otoek in the 
morning—(laughter)—didn’t yea rise up 
promptly and remark, with a mental addi
tion which would not improve a Sunday 
school book—(laughter)—that that wm the 
vary thing you ware about to propose your- 
self ? (Great roars.) Oh I you wars under 
good disciplina - (laughter)—and, as you 
went faltering up and down the room ia 
your undrew uniform—(laughter) -yon not 
only prattled undignified baby-Ulk, but 

tuned up your martial votes and tried 
to sing Rook-»-by baby in the tree top,” 
for lnstaaoe. (Great laughter.) What , 
•pwtaole for an Amy of the

lew Bridges—Telegraph Mistakes—Cel- 
listens and Vleleet Drains.

" Rough weather for travelling,” said 
a brakeman in the Grand Trank yard on 
Wednesday, ss he descended from his 
perch on the top of a freight car, and shook 
the rain off bis hit with a vigorous jerk ; 
“you bet it is, but we'll have it steeper 
than this before the winter’s over. The 
winter's the time that ketches a fellows. 
Rain don’t amount to much, and we get 
need to it ; but when we come to get the 
Aid wind ablowing around ns, and snow 
and sleet beating against a, turning the 
oar tops into slides, and shutting out the 
line lights, so that we can’t see them e 
hundred yards sway, we have to draw in 
our horns and be careful. I don't want 
you to think I’m a whiner, but railroad- 
ing’s a hard business, a very hard busi
ness, and generally ends in our getting 
mashed np. When we first go braking, 
we know what to expect, for the company 
makes a sign a paper, which states that 
they shan’t be held responsible if any 
hurt Ames to a. The boys call it 

SIGNING THEIR DEATH WARRANT, 
and many poor chaps find their raying too 
true.”

“ Is the pay good ?”
“ Well, under the old system we used to 

get so much a month, but now, sin a the 
Bne has been portioned off into Motions, 
we get paid by the trip, no matter how 
long it takes ; one day or two days, it’s 
all the same. The money we get doesn’t 
Ammenoe to pay us for the work we do, 
or the rioks we run. The work isn’t bad 
in summer, as the nesther ia generally 
fine, and traffic not so heavy as in the 
spring and fall, bu, in winter we get a 
very ha>d * racket.’ I ain't married, and 
a hoarding house ain't the place to find 
the pleasures of home that moet f. Ik tell 
of, so it doesn’t matter to me much 
whether I’m out or in, a I 
have only myself to look after. 
But thoM who have familtee can’t have 
much comfort, a they are away moet of 
the time, and then, their wives snd chil
dren must alwsys be in terror of seeing 
them carried home with s limb emrahed, 
or may be • corpse. A caboose ain’t a 
Pullman orach to ride in, but when you 
are on top of the freights, holding on to

—, * swish’ went the bridge over l , Another minute and I’d bMngM' 
tbs ditch. The escape frightened mJ”1® 
much that I nearly tell off®the train .60 
other night, I heard the whirtïT'-nt”,’ 
crawled rat of the raboora and upin k 
stepping from one oar to another 
slipped, and would have gone down i1 
tween, but I threw myself forward^ )?" 
ear and grabbed the running-board «1th,®
I wm worth, and palled myself ap m,6*1 
I got back to the oaborae, { looked l Z
fetohX;f”myh“r

“ Are there many accidents
“ There are lots of accidents on th. , 

that never are heard of in the panera - ft4 
of them. Men have their legs broke" îh“ 
arms rad hands out off, an? aro c™„v 'i 
aBd bruised and broken every day ,
been in four smash-ups, but K been very lucky m getting off unhurt^ ! 
bave seen men killed on all part, of ,,1 
line, and in ways that would mske you 
sick if I told you. ”ou

THE WORST ACCIDENT 
I ever saw was in a smash at London Th» 
train I wm on ran into another, bui only 
one man, the driver, was killed. The ten 
der caught the poor fellow’s feet and held 
him in the cab. The steam gauge was 
knocked off, and the steam blew out of the 
pipe against the poor fellow’s body, and he , 
wm burnt to death, the flesh peeling off 
his bones. Open switches cause a great 
many accidents, but they are making im. 
proveinents in switches which will prevent I 
sooidents of this kind. One time when 
riding on the engine, I saw a man 
with his foot caught in s • frog, 
snd I’ll never forget the look that 
wm on that man’s face a we rani 
him down. The telegraph goes wrong! 
sometimes, too, and costs many a man ha I 
life. I don’t see why some new arrange- 
meet can’t be made in the despatching of. 
fira to do away with all possibility of acci. 
dent. Every man, no matter how sharp 
he may be, is liable to make mistakes, and 
a man sitting in a room watching half a 
dozen trains, and listening to the • singing’ 
of half a dozen telegraph instrumente, 
sometimes gets things mixed.”

REAL HEROES.
“ What kind of people are the train. I 

men ?”
“ Some of the finest fellows you ever 

saw work on there railways ; you may 
think they are a rough lot, but I have al. 
ways found them kind, open-hearted and 
brave, some of them real heroes. I had t 
partner onoe who wm a fine a lad u ever 1 
met. He had a trade, but tilings being dull 
in his line, he got a job at braking. Me 
and Mm made many a trip together, snd I 
never knew him to shirk his duty. When- 

: I ever we came off a trip,
I if it was daytime, Ï 

noticed that a rather 
nice-looking girl came 

; to the yard to meet 
i him, and always seemed 

glad to see him. I 
| thought for a long time 
that she was his wife, 
but I was never sol 
4 cheeky ’ as to ask him. 
One day he told me she 
wm his sister, and that 
be and his mother were 
sending her to school 
to make a teacher of 
her. She came so often 
to the train, that when
ever I came in I always 
looked for her, and 
somehow felt disap
pointed if she did m 
come. My partir 
seemed very proud am 
fond of her, and I would] 
have given my life al 
moet to have anyt 
think a much of me 
she did of Mm. Mm; 
a time I thought wl 
sorrow would be hei 
if anything should ha] 
nen to him. and I oft 
told Mm that if thi

INULA* VILLAS! IN CSUUM

occasion to grapple with that same old 
problem a second time. And ia still one 
more cradle, somewhere under the flag, 
the future illuetrioA Commander-in-Chief 
of the American armies is to little burdened 
with hie approaching grandeurs and re
sponsibilities as to be giving Ms whole 
strategic mind at tMs moment to trying to 
find out some way to get Me big toe into 
hie month (laughter)—an achievement 
which, meaning no disrespect, the illustri- 
oa guest of this evening turned his atten
tion to some fifty-six years ago ; and if the 
child is but a prophecy of the man, there 
are mighty few who will doubt that he 
succeeded, (Laughter and applause.)

A MURDERER’S CONFESSION
■terrible Mery ef Outrage and Crime.
Syracuse, N.Y., Nov. 12,—Myron A. 

Buell, who ia to be hanged ou Friday at 
Cooperatewn, for the murder of Catharine 
Mary Richards, bra made a full Aufeasion 
of h <■ . --me lo the Rev. Wm. Hiller, of 
the jJtv.uuui Church, who has been Ms 
firm friend and faithful attendant ainoe 
Ms trial The substance of the story con
fessed by Buell is a follows : On the 
26th June, 1878, the family which he de
spoiled consisted of ex-Snperviaor Wm. C. 
Richards, Ms wife, two daughters, a son, 
two hired men, and a young lady visitor, 
Miss Jones, from Utira. Mr. Richards 
wm away from home in the town of Born- 
eon, Oneida Aunty, on the afternoon of 
June 25th. Mrs. Richards and the rest of 
the family, with the exAption of the son, 
a lad 15 years old, who wm employed in 
the store of Henry W. Joelyn at West 
Winfield, were all at dinner, sitting to
gether a is the custom on the farm. Af
ter dinner Mrs. Richards had the hired 
mea,Myron A. Buell and Daniel G. Brown, 
harness a horse for her to drive to West 
Winfield. After this the men went 
to the hop field to hA hops. The younger 
of the two daughters, a girl of 11 years, 
went to Khrol, and the other girl, Catha
rine Mary, and Misa Joua did np the din
ner work. A Maple of hoars or a after 
dinner Catharine Mary went to an old out
building and brought into the house some 
young kittens for Miss Jones to see. When 
she had retained them long enough, she 
left the house with them, saying a she 
went ont that she might go and pick some 
berries for supper.

BH1 NEVER RETURNED ALIVE, 
sud the r-ext that vu wen of her, she wm 
lying dead in a aw stable only two rods 
from the kitchen door. While Buell rad 
Brown were hoeing hope, about the middle 
ef the afternoon, Buell complained that his 
rubber boots were too hot. He says he 
laid down his hoe and went to the house, 
to get, A he pretended, his leather boots. 
He found the girl in the neighbourhood of 
the aw stable, and, Inducing her to go in
to the latter, he attempted to commit an 
auatit upon her, and then deliberately 
killed her. He then let rat of the stable 
a bull that wu stalled there, and laid 
the oorpee of his victim in the place 
where the animal stood, thra designing 
to have it appear that death wu raurea 
by the bull Buell wu tried at Coopers- 
town in January last, wm convicted and 
sentenced to be hanged. ▲ stay wu, 
however, obtained, and in September last, 
the motion for a new trial wm argued at 
Ithaca, Failing there, the oaw wu taken 
to tiie Court of Appeals, where an adverse 
deoiera wu reached on Tuesday. TMs is 
on# of tiie mort aggravated capital crimes 
thathu recently occurred in the State.

T10^ ™ » robo*k haadeosne girl, 
•bee* fifteen years old. . Buell ia now 
about twenty-two years old. He had 
worked for the father of the girl nearly 
two yean, and had been faithful at ha 
business. He had, however, on several 
oooaafaoa offered insult to the girl, and he 
■••Bed determined to bring about her rain. 
Failing to aommplish this, he deliberately 
ikwber. Brail will bo hung, without 

on Friday, a all * 
by the Governor

hope’of 
hra been

the iron brake-heads, your teeth a-chatter
ing with Aid, and your feet waiting 
for a chance to slide from under yon, I 
tell you that old oaborae becomes a 
parlour car to you, and the friendly old 
box stove the beet possible kind of base 
burner. But we must stick to our posts 
on the up grades and down-grades, and 
keep our eyes open for low bridgea. Many 
a night, when the thermometer wm below 
sere and the biting wind whistled through. 
the telegraph wires, louder than the rattle 
of the train, I have crawled along the tope 
and tended my brakes, and the only thing 
that kept me np wm the thought that I 
would soon get a warm up in the caboose. 
You don’t know what it is to run against a 
Aid winter wind at the rate of twenty- 
five miles an hour. It makes one shrink 
right up. On through freights we have 
only to work at certain points on the line ; 
bnt on way freights, that is trains that 
take up and leave freight cars at every 
station, and do all the shunting, we have 
to work pretty hud. What with Munling 
and uncoupling, and pushing and palling, 
we haven’t much time to call our own. 
Sometimes we have extra help, and the 
conductors, as a rale, are kind to a ; but 
take it all round, we have a rather rough 
time. If there ia anything I weaken on 
its coupling. I’ve wen eo

MANY OF THE BOYS MASHED UP, 
it makes me skeety, I suppose. Arms and 
hands and fingers don’t grow on again 
after the buffers take them in, and when
ever I’ve got to work the Mupling pins, 1 
keep my eyes on my 4 dibe,’ you ran bet. 
I often think that driven don’t rare much 
whether they mash a fellow or not. They 
get used to it, just a yon get used to any
thing that you see every day. So when 
I’ve got to help make up a train and we 
an engine backing down too brisk, I stand 
Aide and let the rare bump away. The 
drivu gets tired of pulling out and learns 
to let the buffers rame together easy. On 
down grades, we have to stand by the 
brakes to steady her and not let her get 
too mnoh 4 go,’ and on np grades we mrat 
be oa hand to 4 ease’ her a much a pos
sible ; and then coining into stations we 
must be 4 on deck’ again to stop her and 
see that the lights are all right. 
Some freight oars have running- 
boards along the top, wMoh are a great 
help to the brakeman, but the majority 
afford no protection whatever. The roof 
is made with a elope, and if the sleet is 
blowing eo a to raver the boude with toe, 
it is very hard to keep a foothold, and we 
have to be mighty careful in moving about, 
test we elide off. I knew many a poor fal
low to lore Ma life in that way. I have 
•wn rare on the • other ride ’ with a hand
rail along the top, a very good idea, 1 
think, but there are vary few of them in 
Canada, more’» the pity. Railway com- 
panics don’t seem to rare much how their 
men get along, so long u their freight is 
ran in, and they never take the trouble 
to try and lesren the dangers that their 
hands have to fade, A man mashed here, 
and another there, deee’nt count 
muoh, and others ran always be 
found to fill their plnoee. Some tune ago 
the Government made the 
up bridge signals, 
leather bang from a beam, some 
from b bridge, eo thit the 
standing on the top of the oars may know, 
when they strike Mm, that a bridge is 
neu. Bnt they don't amount to mnoh, 
and the companies don’t keep them in re
pair. Bridgea are

wm anyone < 
on me I 
railroading, and 

and say that

the companies put 
They are long stripe of 

some distance
who is

TUX MOST RISKY THINGS
in the whole business. When a man goes on 
top of a train he hM a greet dual to think 
about, and, notera he is well posted on the 
line, he often forgets all about the bridges, 
and the first thing he knows k« is knocked 
off. I remember eoe night I wm standing 
on the top, neu the break, and ft WM so 
dark that I Mold not we the length of 
the ou. I don’t know what put it 
into my head, but I said to my
self, 4 we’re neu a bridge.* I sat down 
at the and of the ou, with my 
feet on the foot-board, and just a I did

A WOMAN POISONER.
She Kills Bar list Her Father and I

August, 1878, was concluded at Trustee 1 
Dr. Man lira Smith, of this city, testified to 1 
arsenic and mercury in the stomach ol dec 
The Jury rendered a verdict to the cEgct that ■ 
cassa» came to her death by poteau administered 1 
Aeneas Schrooder and her (ether, Charles i 
Frances Is now in gaol al Montovflle, having b 
indicted tor peteoning her mother, Mary Hr 
Barnard, In October last It is «opposed Fn 
also poisoned her father

Errs’ Ooooa.—Grateful and Comfob 
ing.—44 By a thorough knowledge of <" 
natural laws which govern the opérette 
of digestion and nutrition, and by a f" 
fol application of the fine propertiei 
well-selected ooooa, Mr. Epps dm provi 
oar breakfast tables wit] 
flavoured beverage which may rave 
many heavy doctors’ bills. It is by t 
judicious use of such articles of diet ti 
e constitution may be gradually built ' 
until strene enough to resist every f* 
deucy to disease. Hundreds of «u® 
maladies are floating around A 
to attack wherever there is a weak ] 
We may escape many a fatal 
keeping ourwlvee well fortified with po 
blood and a property nourished frame. 
Otvd Service Curette, i 
labelled—“Jam* Er

PASTRY.
CHESS PIE.

eggs, two-thirds cup sugar, haJ 
, —for (half cup milk may be added! 

wanted to rich) ; beat butter to ] 
mr— then added yolks and sugar beat 
D S froth with the flavouring ; stir all 1 
•■--r rapidly, and bake in a nice era 

done, spread with the beaten white. 
J three tablespoons sugar and a littfl 
pouring. Return to oven and brows 

nghtiy. This makes one pie. which shoull 
/served immediately.

GREEN CURRANT PIE.

LEMON PIE.

cup white sugar, a lemon, tablespooil 
starch, two eggs, yolks and white! 

separately, teaspoon batter, cuJ 
; water ; beat corn starch with yolks] 

stir it into the scalding water, add 
- aod juice and grated rind of 1

------- JO, and stir in the butter. Havl
ly a pie-diah lined with rich paste, pouf 

mixture and bake until crust is delicately 
limed. Beat the whites to a stiff teo-.â 

two tablespoons powdered sugar! 
* over tile top and return to oven t:lf 

brown.
Four eggs, one and a half cups sugar] 
■thirds rap water, two tablespoon 
r, one lemon. Brat the yolks oi eggs 

jJ very smooth (beat the yolks a ion j 
le and wMp the wMtes well), add thi 
ted peel of tenon and the sugar, heal 
1, stir in *Wflour, and add the 1 -mod 

-•e (if lemon» are small two may bl 
jesaary), and lastly the water ; stir well! 
I pour in pie-pans lined with putel 
Jen baked, take from oven, and sjreatl 

them tiie wMtes of the eggs heated 
and smooth with four tables . noni 

.sized sugar ; return to even and Lrowm 
htly. The above recipe is for two pieel 

WINCE-MEAT.

would laugh
wasn’t afraid. One day we were : 
on a freight near Stratford. We" 
bowling along the line at a lively rate, and] 
feeling pretty good, for we were on 
homeward trip, and would be paid a « 
a we reached the yard. Wanting to han 
a chat with the driver, I left my parti 
in the caboose, and went forward to I 
engine. I had hardly taken my seat up 
tiie tender when I raw a train swinging I 
around a curve ahead and roming right ÜT 
a. The driver shut off steam, and shout] 
ed to me to

JUMP FOR MY LIFE.
He and the firemen went off at one side,! 
and I at the ether. The trams came tof 
gather with an awful crash, the engii 
up-ending and falling in the ditch. I fou 
myself up to my hipe in a mudhole, and] 
pulling myself out, I ran forward to i 
what damage had been done. The tn 
that we had struck wm a construct»] 
train, what we call a 4 wild-rat, ’ because ill 
does not ran on time-table time. Thera 
wa a lot of labourera aboard, snd soma 
of them had been WlUd and a great many! 
injured. I ran back to my train anil 
found that the fireman had been killed Ini 
jumping off; and that the driver had broke I 
his ribs. Then I thought of my partner! 
who wm nowhere to be wen, red my I 
hair almost stood on end. The shock hid I 
thrown a heavy car against the oaborae il 
which he was, and one end wm hanging hi 
splinters. I went to the rear platform, mil 
my hand trembled when I turned tie! 
handle of the door. On the floor, among I 
splinters and broken glass, lay my part-1 
ner, with his eyes closed and his face as I 
white a » sheet. I put my hand unde! 
his shoulder, and ul raised Mm up I ml 
that

HE WAS DEAD.
The collision had thrown Mm heavily to I 
the floor and crashed hie head against « I 
heavy iron hook. I brought the body! 
home, and it wm the loneliest trip I ever I 
made in my life. She wm standing it the I 
station when we arrived, and as she stood I 
smiling, waiting for Mm, I thought I had I 
never seen her look prettier. I wouldn’t I 
have faced her for all the money the oom-| 
pany owned, and m I Md in the oar the J 
conductor broke the news to her A gentl 
A he could. She did not scream, but is 
in a heap at the conductor's feet We toot I 
her home, her moans nearly breaking ov| 
hearts. She wm never herself after I'" 
accident, and in the same year we bur 
her betide her brother ; and that’s win 
may oome to a all any day.’"
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