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ESTELLES INFATUATION:

A NOVEL.
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CHAPTER XX.
THE SHIPWRECK.
Gone! Gone like  stone in the water,
like .the path of a bird in the air. Gone,
mdmmhﬂbnywhhhioin&ha, no
clew by which to find her. Had she earth
and swallowed her up, or hada
::mohulm taken her to heaven, she
not have disappeared mere wholly
from the world, nor completely have
effaced her path. She had gone, and no
one could say when, nor where, nor how,
nor whether she had been taken by or
had gone of her own free.will—whether

she had been companioned or alone, <
When Anthony came home rather late
from his magisteral duties at that dietant
town, he found his household in conster-
pation. Mrs. Harford, they said, h.:fona
for a walk before luncheon and had not
returned. No one had seen her save the
nurse, who, a8 she psssed the window,
called into the inmer room by the ory of
the awaking child, caught a glimpse of her
young mistress standing on the upper ter-
race, as if looking at the view nyond.
When she repassed with the child Mrs.
Harford was not there. Save for this rapid
glimpse, which told nothing, no one else

knew of her ts. The gard
snd work-people were at dinner ; none of
the servants were about ; for ti t
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with on the sunny deys in the 1 places
f the Riviera—known o the post-office and
their landlady as]M .and Madame Charles—
pitied as well as admired who saw
them—for he looked as if were what
le oall “gtruck for death,” and she
ﬂ” » strange expression in her face as of
one who was doomed and fated.
Only Mrs. Clanriocarde had her susp
and onl; and Mrs. Latimer knew the
truth. But neither mother nor maid hinted
s word of what the one thought and the
other knew to Anthony Harford, eating out
hilAhe-Kr\ in';l lonely ilnguhh u.:ll Tlui'ft.‘o e

s house it gradually gol
known that Mr. Charles Osborne had gone
to Thorbergh end’yoqng l.lu. Hsflord

Py

the place was deserted, and witness there
wag none. Bhe had di d as if she

leté her b The
news went round in a whisper, that soon

had sunk into the central fire, or had
evaporated like a dew-drop into space.

No search, however ocarefal, which
Anthony instituted, came on the footprints
of his lost love.

He knew nothing of the return of
Charlie Osborne to England, nor that he
had suddenly left Kingshouse; still less
that he had eome 0 Thorbergh—oalled by
mysterions summons which left the door
open for all possibilities of intrigne and
romance—nor that Mrs. Latimer's nephew
had dropped down from the clouds on a visit
to his old aunt. Who was to tell him all this ?
He had no casual correspondents at Kings-
house, and Mrs. Clanricarde had been as
ocareful not to mention the fact of Charlie’s
return in her letters to Estelle as she was
now to ignore it in her answering telegrams
to Anthony. And even if he had known of
his retarn, he would not have connected it
with Estelle’'s strange disappearance. He
would not have suspected her of flight with
her old lover. That she oould have deserted
him, her child, her place, her honorable
name of wife, her fair fame among women,
for a girlish fancy that could never have
justified itself by & serions union, and the
very existence of which he had almost for-
gotten—no; he would have needed over-
whelming proof before he could have
believed her capable of this disgrace -she
whose faults were surely not those of un-
bridled passion or carelessness of her duties
and contempt of moral decencies.

He thought—and feared —that she might
have killed herself in some fit of insanity fol-
lowing on the duller depression of her days.
However much he tried to fight against if,
deep down im his heart he knew she was
nct happy. His marrisge was not. &
success. He had made heroio attempts to
blind himself to the truth, and foroe him-
self to believe a lie. He had not succeeded.
He had staked his all, and Jost. And gjje
had not deserted him for another. Thére
was some explanation to this deadly’
mystery whieh would leave her as spotless
a8 his love would have her—as nature had
made her.

By degrees he ceased to think that she
bhad died. She had gone, and gone of her
own free-will. But some day she would
come back. The ther's instinct would

d into an audible voice enough, but
Anthony at Thrift heard no echo, and
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and myself too.

« Hush ! said Estelle, oalled back to
herself as his only, and not as any other’s

disdain, * I ocannot bear you to

say thas, Charlie. I would rather be with
you thav be the gueen of the world.
you think I osre for what such a silly,
weak-minded girl as Anne Aspline says ?,
Do you think the blame of such a creature
a8 that tonches my love for you ? ”

“ Your devotion does mot make me less
a selfish brate,” eaid Charlie, tears in his
eyes and voica.

Bhe shook his hand and oarried it to
her lips.

would
Do | sway, and had to

deter: P
had done his house some y
departure bably draw others oo
these poor young new-
comers, without oo greas expenditure of
ocourtesy, that they must leave now on the
instant—he would not give them rooms.

+ There ave other hotels,” said Estelle,
with all her old quiet dignity.

She neither failed nor blenched. This
small spite of the tgr_mer ooo&'l dc_nghtar

fell from her as por-
tant. Bide by side with her darling’s state,
tered ht else ? Bhe was

“ When I complain then blame y
she answered, with infinite grace and

knew nothing of what was property
to many. He had by now given up the
search for his lost love.
BOOK THIRD.
OHAPTER 1.
BY THE SEA-B8HORE.

Two young people were sitting on a
bench facing the sea and under the shadow
of the ilex-trees. They were sitting hand
in hand close together, radiant with the
glossy happiness proper to & bride and
bridegroom satisfied with each other and
themselves. He was gallant, tender,
oaressing and she was a little shy, s little
gilly, and, as it might be, surprised,
abashed,and fluttered by her own sensa-
tions.

The two on the bench, in their $urn, were
sitting olose together hand in hand.

Baid the good-looking yoang bridegroom
on the heap of stones, with his clean-
shaven face save for the delicate mustache,
which he -caressed lovingly, * And you
really think this better than Kingshouse,
Annette ? You do nob regret your fatal
atep 7"

 You silly boy !"" answered his compan-
ion, with an embarraseed littlelaugh. It
would be unpolite o csll it a giggle.

« But $ell me, do you ? I begin to think
youdo. Tell me, my pretty birdie, do you
regret it.”

« How oan you be go silly ! Yes, then,
I do. There, now ! was the reRly.

“ Now you must do penance,” returned
the young man ; and after some souffling
among the dry twigs and loosening stones,
a few ouriously stified ‘don'ts,” and as
curionsly checkered laughter, the p
was duly })erlormed, and peace was

T the tandi

« But when I am dead, Estelle, who will
you have then to love and care for you, to
protect you, o make your life tolerable to
you? Then you will find out %o your
sorrow all that you have loet for me, my
poor unselfish darling; and I shall know
it in heaven, and be unhappy in vain.”

«[ ghall want no one,’ she said. * If
you die, Charlie, I shall die too. So that
need not trouble you here or im heaven.
There is no one I should care to live for—
no one whose love I would value if I had
not you. Noone!”

She slightly shivered as she ssid this.
The imsge of the ohild she had left
abandoned to the oare of a hired nurse
whose temper and heart she soarcely could
guess, and ocertainly did not know, ssemed
%o form itself before her from the crossing
threads of the radiant h like &
oloudy shape just there within her grasp.
But she shut her eyes and put the ﬁhins
resolutely away, and felt as if she ha
killed something tender and beautiful, as
she always did when this thought possessed
her, ‘this image appeared, and she wounld
not receiveit. Her tenderness was in vain,
at least for the moment. Charlie would
not be comforted. His was

what , OF &
only sorry that she had to go forth to find
another place. He was too fatigued

at even that muet be borne,

“ Your pror gentleman looks too ill for
much exertion,” said the lady.

*1 would not s‘m{ here with that woman
if I could,” said Oharlie, with & sick man's
petulan “ Come, Estelle, let us ges$ out
of thig place. It is peatilential, with that
creatul® here ! '
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the mirrors, bus parting above in
that oupids may peer through. What wounld
Mr. Mitchell's Persisn have thought of this
pretty fancy ?

Mrs. W. K. Vanderbilt's bathroom is
even more ideally beautifal. In facs, Mr.
R. M. Bunt, who is the architect °! ll‘u

ped out into she
and ground. The horse
swerved sharply, the saddle girths burst
and the plucky, but exhausted girl wes
unhorsed, saddle axd all, o the pavemens.
Nearly s bundred men rushed $o her
assistance, and she was carried into & store
’nd s physician summoned. Under his

i

hounse, has done nothi b y
perfect. The room has igh marble
wainscoting, perfectly plaia to the top,
where there is a band of inoased ornament
traced in gold. The walls above are
panelled in small bevelled mirrors separ-
ated by bands of gilt moulding. Over
these are ted apple blossoms, drooping
sprays laden with bloom. e oeiling is
modelled in Henry II. ornament, for the
bath connects with a Henry III. bedroom
and is ocolored in ocream and gold. The

g mo
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o He spoke too fesbly §> bsh y
those immediately beside him; and both
Anneand her husband lost the words whioh,
hed they been heard, would have added fael
to the aiready reging flames. Kindly h;lfad
by the porters, to whom the master made a
sign, and scormpanied by she lady who
had spoken to them, a ocertain Mies
Ellistone, the two poor banished and
outraged exiles—these descendants of the
pecoant pair who ate the forbidden frait —
went slowly out into the ohill dusk of the
dying day $o seek for an asylum where
there was no Anne Aepline to denounce
them, and where their certificate of
marriage was not asked for. All through
that weary night there sounded in Estelle's
ears the murmur of virtuous abhorrence
and the rustling as of the drawing away of
skirts whioh had grested the damning

aroused, and not all her sssurances could
lall it to sleep. Death was upon him, and
he knew it.

After this unintentional ea ppiog,
a certain nameless something came over
both Estelle and Charlie. It was not that
they loved each otber less, but they were
even more unhappy than before—and
unhappy in a different waﬁ. Something
besides sorrow of that all too ocertain
w88 on them—something that

re. b g
parties. .

«1 wish mother was here to keep you
in order,” said the)girl ae she settled her
hat, which had got a listle awry during
the passge at arms.

«“.Do you? " was the answer. ‘ I cannot
say that I do, much as I love the old lady."”

“Old! §Meddy ! " said Annette, in &
tone of reproach. * Why, she is not fifty
yet. That is one of the funny things at
Kingsh of the d are old.

bring her, and the wife's love would
reawaken. Some day" she would stand
before him, drooping, pentient, sweet and
humble in her beauty. He would welcome

Even the countess is not what you might
oall old, and she is the most ancient of
them all.”

“No; I grantyou they are a fine set of

her as the d earth wel the
young spring, and love her the more for
the pain she had made him undergo.

And thinking this, one day he opened
her desk for love to touch what she had
touched, and there he cameupon a hoard
of girlish treasures—of withered leaves
and faded flowers ; a logk of hair; a ring ;
a photograph ;  some letters—all religiousl
kept as sacred relics emblamed in rtnmes
p.ser-—with dates and soraps of poetry ;
and everywhere the initials “C O.," or
name ** Charlie,”
or *“my beloved,"

“ Charles
or ‘‘ my

the fall
Osborne,”
darling.”

Then Anthony Harford took his revolver
from the drawer where he always kept it,
looked to the loading, and thrust it into
his pocket. Bhe should not suffer ; but she
should die. Her beauty should be unde-
faced, but she should no longer live to
work roin on men. He knew where to find
her heart ; and his own after. His revolver
was trustworthy, and had been already
baptized.

eanwhile Estelle lived closely hidden be-

hind the curtains at Mrs. Latimer's.To out-
siders, the house had ch d in nothi

" gaid Meddy. * Upon my word,
the last time I saw your special love, Mrs.
Clanrioarde, she looked about thirty. She
is & wonderful get.up, I must say.'

“ Oh! but she paints and dyes, and
does all thas,” said the bride, who four
daysago.was Anne Aspline, and now was
Mrs Medlicott. * 8o no wonder she looks
young, made up assheis. I der what has

stung him, and that made her as it were
timid and in one sense reserved. They
had lived in the fool’s paradise of love, and
had forgotten the world without. Now
Anne Aspline's words had brought them
back o the consciousness of the life that
was beyond and without their own, and to
the laws they had broken.
CAAPTER IL

THE FINGER OF SCORN.

The last three days had been sultry and
oppressive. Horses were either restive or
sullen, and when they did not plunge and
kick, they jibbed and refused to go. Those
who knew thesesigns looked anxious, a8 men

f ing s phe. All nature d
distressed.

On the third day all these signs had
inoreased in intensity. And then came the
moment. Strange noises were heard in
the earth like underground thunder-
iogs, or the mauflled roar of an
impri d ture in wrath and pain.

become of that dreadful Mrs. Harford?
she added, after a pause. * Fanoy ms
well-brought-up girl leaving her husban
and little baby for another man, and such
s man ag that dawdling, affected, good-for-
nothing Mr. Osborne | It is really too dread-
ful ! Bach an awful shame 1"

« But it is not quite sure that she
left. You know it was thought she was
killed,” said the former curate of Kings-
house, now a fall rector on his own account.
A gentle kind of deprecation was in his
voice. ‘ You see, no trace of her has ever
been found, and all that we can say is but
surmise.”

* They both disappeared at the same
time, and of course they went away
together,” returned Anne, a little doggedly.
T he Clanrioardes were the destof all-the

save that a young man, known to be Mrs.
Py il :

red rags in her mental store-closet: Good-
tured to every one else, to them she was

, WaS lly seen

L

going out and coming in.

Estelle was grateful for the asylum that
Mary and her mistress gave her. Bhe reso-
lutely forgot all that was not Charlie. Her
husband, her child, her parents, her whole
existence of those past bitter years, and
all tha was outeide him, she put
away from her as we pus away the
memory of our fever dreams. Bhe knew

hing of repent , nothing of regret ;
and remorse would have been an infidelity
of which she was incapable. Charlie was
hers by the prescriptive right of love and
time ; and she had but gone back to her

own and left the uglawful circumstances of

the interval. wihose circumstances

her ohild was ‘h"d"-. sacred spot, the
And w

only holy tie. n the sound of ite
tender voioe suddenly broke in on the ears

implacable. * We all know how madly in
love with each other they were, and how
Estelle hated her marriage with that
awful bear—I don't blame her for that 1—
and how Mrs. Clanricard ed the

The solid earth quivered and rocked.
Houses fell into heaps of ruins as if
pounded into dust. Here and there the
earth opened and engulphed fields and farms
and orc irds where it was riven asunder ;
while over all the tumult arose the voice of
human sgony, going up $o the pitiless
heaven in one great cry of fear and pain
that was half a reproach to the Force
which hurt and half a prayer to the Power
which could save. It was time of
universal wailing, and there/ was not a
family which had not lost in love or in
gear—and almost all had lost in both.
Down on the seaboard, where th’e

that she was no wife—a
faithless wife and an unnatural mother—
and that the man she loved and lived with
was not her husband, but a fraud and a
disgrace from whom, as from her, all
honest women and honorable men did
well to shrink.
(To be Continued).

The Game of Houses In May.
(Adapted.)

What the agent says: * It's very chéap
;t 825.' The people in it will show you the

ouse.”

What the people in the house s'ny:
« Hush, let ’em ring. After & while they'll
go away."”

Whot the husband says: ‘ Now, what's
the matter with that house? You can't
expeot a palace on Upper John street for
$25 &« month 1"

What the wife says: ‘I wouldn’s Jive in
that house if you'd give it to me!”

What the relatives say: ‘It isn't agood
neighborhood. The house is out of repair.
Plenty of better houses for same rent.
Where? Oh, everywhere!'’

What the large circle of friends say:
“ How we shall miss you!"

What the neighbors say: * That family

color harmony of this cream, pink and gold,
oaught here and there , and echoed by the
mirrors, is one of the triumphs of latter-
day decoration. Beneath all this beauty is
the sub ous out of a solid block of marble, wi
rved moulding of scallop shells. The
faucets are ns' heads and breasts of
solid silver, and at the head of this mag-
nificence is a niche, in which is a ocopy of
that fair figure of a bather, with her tunio
lifted and about to step in the bath, by one
of the Coy broth Iptors in the

speedily regained conscious-
ness and was found togﬁve sustained
more thana bad scalp wound. She
was then taken to her home in & carriage.
Mr. Banderson foll .wed the ranawsys in
his buggy, with his horse at a gallop, and
pioked up his two daughters on the way.

e
° Burdette on the Boom.

1t's the same thing over again. Nothing
is just what a follow thought 1t was going
to be. Two weeks ago the land in Okla-
homa was, a8 it had been for fifteen years
past, the richest, best watered, mout fer.
tile that ever lay out of doors ; the climate
was matchless, the soenery lovely beyond
dreams of quiet beanty, and it was'a burn
ing shame to shut up such a fair land from
the possession of white men. Now, the
white men are there, and all the good lsnd
is just over in the Cherokee Strip. The land
in Oklahoma is sterile and she water is
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soent, and is & lover of books.
he did wes to select an intelligent
teach him the alphabet. He
y, and soon began to teach it
$0 others, and & number of them can now
speak , while the rising tion

t

reigning potentate. The chiefs, of whom
there are shree, are his Cabinet.

“ Benjsmin has picked out the hand-
somest women for wives. They esteem it
an honor and readily acknowledge him as
their lord and master. Helives in a strag-
gling bamboo village, she village of Ki, on
o ooral reef. Hie children are a sprightly,
lively lot. Nobody boshers much about
clothes away down there in the South
Pacific. 8¢ill, he wears a little something,
a8 do some of the natives, thanks to his

teachi for he hss instructed them that
‘!"i' is no ocivilization withoat some

make the op "3

diffionls avd galafel.  Chest ( cavity much
e deposite, and

cavities, of the

langs ; y muoh emaciated and blood-
less., In fact, unless (0 my mind) some
i ! intervention ooccurred

™ 3 : +

slkali ; the oli is b of
G

days of Louis XVI., and the original of
which is in the Louvre. A marble slab
reating on fabled creatures is the only piece
of furniture in the room.

a
land and Sah ; itis a land of
dust and drought, and jast over the border
lies the promised land. It is an old story.
Reuben and Gad pre-empted their claims

teide the boundary line of ‘ The

A GIRL TO FLIRT WITH.

For She Is a Lass Whom it is Quite Safe
» .to Love,

Vanity Fair recommends one kind of
flirtation—i. e., flirtation with a view to
honorable marrisge. It thinks the best
kind of girl is the rather heavy, good-
tempered girl. She should bea little greedy
—for that will mean care in the arrange-
ment of dinner. She should be inclined to
be fat—her mother’s weight is always to be
neticed—for then she will probably be
domestic and disinoclined for much gadding
about. She should have a charm of a

Descender,” the Cherokee Strip wasn't
promised them but * Injun country" was
%ood enough for them. The Land of
romise didn't suit the children of Israel
at all. There waen't half enough of it, and
they added to it by pluadering their neigh-
bors, until they ‘treigned over all the
kingdome from the river unto the land of
the Philistines, and unto the border of
Egypt,” and by and by they didn’t own a
solitary acre of ground on the face of the
big round earth. Let us not laugh at the
poor deluded boomers in Oklahoms. Every
man goes to Oklashoma, not once in his
life, it ml{ be—happy man if onoce is
h for hi but many times. Okla-

homely kind that does not attract

ere; and there should be no sparkle, or
diablerie, or any other French quality about

her innocence. She should be fair, with

blue eyes and a white skin that will easily
reckle.

All Sorts.

Ceptain Murrell, of the steamer Missouri,
is 29 years of age, and a native of Col-
chester, Essex, England.

In the Carter divoroe case now going on

homa lieth close on the borders of Oar-
ossonne, and * Who hath not had his
Carcasonne?” (Some day we'll put the
oarcass off.)

“ Stomach Bitters” in Maine,

People in the rural districts of Maine
who like o be considered strictly temper.
ate, yet still have a yearning for ** stomach
bitters,” are getting their eyes opened to
the fact that almost all patent medicines

in Chiocago it came out that the defend
had paid $10,000 for a seal coat.

Billin te is said 0 be named after
King Bilin ; Cripplegate after 8t. Giles, an
abbot said to have written a work on palsy.

The C of London are going to

in the fourth house in the block are g
out. Their waggon looks like an auction
furnitare shop. After all the airs they put
onl"

What the servant girl says: * I'll be
afther laving. [ always go to my aunt's
for a couple of weeks about the 1st of May,
and then I gets a place when the house
cl’aning is all done.”

What the truckmen say :
narrow stairs!”

What the tradesmen say:
little bill.”

What the people mdving out say: *‘He
wouldn't do a thing ‘for us, but now he's
got to paint and paper the whole house
before he can rent it !

What the people moving in say: *“It's
the dirtiest house I ever saw!"”

What the papers say: ‘ There is more
moving this year than ever before.”

“ —— these

‘ Here's a

make a novel experiment. They are placing
six huge square boxes on the flagging in
front of the Royal Exchange, and in these
shrubs are to be planted.

The sole income of the President of the
United States from the publio treasury is
his salary of $50,000 & year. He draws it
at the rate of $4,166§ a month. Thisis s
fraction more than $960 a week and $160
each for six working days.

An English doctor at Hong Kong declares
that the opium habit among she Chinese is
not really more dang when indulged
in moderation, than that of tobacco smok-
ing, and that the evil is not to be compared
with the abuse of aloohol

“Don't you believe that I am dead until
I write and tell you so.”  Such was Stan-
ley's last good-humored remark to his
English friends. The warning was not

strangers from far-off lands g
things were bad, but not so bad as higher
up the hills. Here there was, on the whole,
more fear than dami Hotels shook and
oracked, but did not fall ; and the invalids
who had come here for the sunshine of the
sweet South suffered more from terror and
exposure than from sctasl bodily hurt.

Among these were * two young lovers
lately 'L.{d "EAnna Aspline and her
Saskana. Mr Alicott

whole thing, and put that advertisement in
the paper, and all that. Bo how could it
end but as it has ? "

« Agsuredly logic and sequential reason-
ing do not make part of my wife's mental
furniture,” thought Mr. Medlioots, while
he caressed his mustache with one hand
and held hers with the other. * Tell me,
Annette, he said, suddenly; * did thas
Harford man ever make love to you,”

« [ don't know about making love,” said

Bitting there in the garden, Aune and
her husband together. Mr. Medlicott soon
gathered around him a small audience of
those who attended the English church
regularly on the Sundays, and went as
regularly to Monte Carlo all the other days
of the week: It was t{:imnlﬂum h for
the handdome young ol rgyman with his
milisary air. His discourse betokened so
many valuable qualities —presence of mind,
Bhyldsl , sublime faith, scientifi

ledge, and that intimat

Anne, with a girlish laugh. ' He v
to m me, if that's what you call mak-

ing love | "
d ! how dare he!” oried

a

we oannot stop, and ite little hands
o wander over her face, and its clear and
wondering eyes $0 look into hers, she
would fling iomlf round Charlie's neck,
and drown the remembrance of that thing
which had been part of her very lifein
floods of oaressing words which be rolled
back on her in sweet and full replies. For
husband she had no pity, no thought of
even moderate regret. She looked on him
a8 the executioner who had first deceived
and then tortured her. It was only the child
whose memory haunted her; and when
that haunting reproachful little spectre
rose as from s murdered bed before her
eyes, she did what she ocould to harden
her heart by remembering that her child was
also his—and that part which was his
deserved no love from her.

Bo the time passed till the summer had
gone and the winter was at hand; then
Charlie's health broke as once before,
and the only ohance of saving
his life was by taking him to
some warmer climate where he might live
in the sun and forget the cold winds of the
north.

Meanwhile they had had one or two
poares, as onos, when Aunthony Harford
came suddenly to the house, and Estelle
had just time to rush n%ﬁ:e stairs, oarry-
ing her work with her. He heard the * frou
frot " of her dress as it swept the stairs,
but he was not enlightened. No mystery
of subtle sympathy told him who it waa,
It was the of & woman’s gown and
the hurrying patter of & woman's feet—in
all probability the servant's—fleeing as . for
dear life iteelf for s oclean apron or a
smarter~ocap. He was not & man fo
naturally note much of the ways or doings
of servant-maids; butthis rapid flight of
the gaunt woman who his tenant
struok him a8 odd ; and why did bhe shink
of it 8o much? It was strange how those

ds vexed his imaginati d

though he was with that load of nn'spohn
sorrew and unrealized suspicion !

_ He paid Mrs. Latimer & long visit this
day, and it seemed to her, acting her part
—t0 Mary, vigilant and anxious, the sen-
tinel under arms, the pilot never taking
his eyes from the horizon—#to Esfalle, up-

stairs in her bedroom, with the door ajar mutual ‘flattery; and the listeners on the. menner

** The

the bridegroom, with affected indignation.

« I shall have to break his head for that ! "
« If you intend $o break the heads of all

who liked me you will have enough to do,

gir,” said Anne, bridling.

“ Confeas, little wretoh—* exoellent
wretch 1'” @aid Mr. Medlicott. ‘* How
meny ? Who? Tell me, that I may
make a note of them all, and them
a8 their presumption deserves. Begin the
roll-call. Lord Eunstace ?" "

 Well, yes ; Lord Eustace liked me very
much,” said Aunne, bravely. ‘I was always
exoeedingly carefal, though, not to give him
any enocoursgemens, for I did nof care
about him personally, and I had no fancy
Shough money o Losp up bie Sile with:
eno money ap with.
8o I always oold-shouldered him, poor
fellow | And so I did Mr. Osborne, who
at one time was sweet on me. I could
have got him from Estelle Clanrioarde, it I
liked. But I always despised him, and
would never have anything to say to him.”

“ Perhaps that monster of the money-
bags, that gnome of the mines, Mr. Btagg,
looked at you with those calf’s eyes of his,
and presumed to think you fascinatiog and
delightfual—as you are ?" contin the

¢ bridegroom, going on with his

tory.

“He!" said Anne, with somel like
asoream. * No, indeed! I  would have
made him remember it-$0 the last day of
his life, if he had ! No. Lady Elizabeth
may take him, now that Estelle Clanri-
carde oannot have him. He is rich enough
to buy even Lady Elizabeth if he likes."”

“ I suppose now that o'd S-q is dead,
he has an enormous incomes-'' said Mr.
Medlicots.

‘ Enormops !" continued his wife.
“I don't know how many thousande s
year | What a shame that such a t

with the Divine Will which endues man
with ambassadorial fanctions ; all thess
were manifest in the young clergyman's
harangue, and made their mark acoordingly.
Spiritual and pratioal experi

g a miracle of mental heal-
ing on these distracted folk. Men n to
lsugh and pretty women to Eﬁh. while a
few of the more courageous stole back
into the hotel to adorn themselves as usual,
and to make sure of their valuables, lefs
open $o pilferers in the haste of the
moment. And while they were all dispersed
in this wise there came $wo more shocks as
voilent as the first had been,and the
whole scene of terror and distraction was
enacted anew.

These recurrent shooks finished the ruin
of the upper villages to the plains and
seaboard. A little later Anneand her
husband were sitting in the same place as
before, in the "garden fscing the sea,
surrounded by the ssme admiring audience.

He was at one of the most

of his extra-official thanksgiving

drove through the gate

and up to the house door. It contained s
young men and woman with a very slender
amount of I and as small a stock of
health. He, leed, was dying ; she, as
evidently fragile and broken-hearted, had

Y nﬁr::ﬂ :oluh lookdh her gentle

ace, pression of one keeping
up by?omof will for a special reason and &
di te term—and then ?

those whose habitation had been
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Sirange Situation of a Robin’s Nest,

In the autumn a_redbreast took up his
quarters in the lmdinf end of the salle at
Ballionfield Paper Mill, Invergowrie, spend-
ing most of his time in the building, and
becoming exceedingly tame and familiar.
Daring the recent spring-like weather the
warbler of the woods turned up one day
with a companion, and the $wo sst about
building & nest in the roof timbers. There
they in ae yet,” undeterred by the
sumult of carts, horses and men on cause-
way and pavement not 20 feet beneath
them.—West Lothian (Scotland) Courier

Not in Her Set.

Old sport—Miss Betterton, do you see
that young fellow with the large dismond
on his shirt front? That is Maud B.'s

jockey.

Miss Betterton—Indeed? What & rich
young lady Miss Mand must be ! —Jewellers'
Weekly.

P S
Boarding House Indications,

Mrs. Orabber’s boy (%o the star boarder)

—We're going to have chicken salad to-

day.

ghr boarder—How do you know ?

Mrs. O.'a boy—I saw our cook ohopping
up some veal.

SRR
Oruel Man,

Wile - Are you going to buy me a new
spring bonnet, John, dear ?

Husband —What is the use, my love, of
buying & new spring bonnet when you
haven'’t a new gown to wear with it ?

* Buy me a new gown then.”

“ What's the use of buying you & new
gown when you haven’t &8 new bonnet to
wear with it ?"

LS,
surgeon, in‘n daring

that

they
mi
old

enough,
, Sl

| always that

should be so rich, and others so
superiors 8o poor !

* But I fancy the poor monster is not a
bad -monster at Lears,” said the apologetio
bridegroom. * He is queer, but is s good
fellow when you get at Ty

On which the two went off into the
lovers’ paradise of babble, silliness, and

on. Th
h f his glad l%.“nu’
AVe Ol J
| this new Arrf:nl".:npromﬁngmzuigt looked.
He took in the situation at a glance ; but
lﬁh-.l ilord lnn’..“ a—:‘.‘
their own country,
m is ot » life's disaster., I‘hw’n:
the with his best
garden broke

ke
Professional Etiquette.
mt Medioal Btudent—Good morniog,

Seoond Medioal Stadent—Good morning,
dootor.

F. M. 8.—Fine morning, doctor.

8. M. 8.—1It is indeed, doctor.

F. M. 8,—Good morning, doctor.

8. M. B.—Good morning, doctor.

; 4
Lenten Deprivations.

“ Why, Maris, aren’s you going tochurch

his afternoon ?"

* No, not to-day.”

“ Why, I thought ﬂym: were 80 pag-
;iom'?ely fond of Mr. son's preach-

og ?

“' Bo I am, but I've swora it off for Lent.’

A Londor flight of
imaginati men who
oocoupy offices above the third story get
flighty after a fow years, and in default of

change become mildly insane.

A North Carolina man visitingin Brook-
lyn last Bunday went to Plymouth Chursh
* juss to hear er and judge for him.

£.”* He may have judged for himaself,
but it is doubtful if he heard Beecher.

Madisonville, Ky., is the seat of s
ulc‘armt An ordinance :hﬂ: hl:thﬂ. -
bands from meeting * for pu
wm - of musio ﬁm 800

ofad -house.” J

. Livingsé onoe declared
that his Jelth had been * eonfirmed oir-
tantially for the

h time.”

—_——,———————
An Extraordinary Invention,

A London correspondent writes: The

g dinary in ion p d here by

the Food Preservation Company, which,

by means of a vapor, ,nooxssdl in ;orLﬁlyixng

all food ag an ping
it sweet and hufa, is likely to have an enor-
mous influence on the frozen meat trade
At present the cost of freezing mutton and
transmitting it in refrigerating chambers
from the antipodes is about 24d. per lb.—
that is, 10s. 5d. per sheep of 50 lbs. But
by the new procees, I learn that half a
dozen sheep can be “preserved” at a cost of
6d. or 7d, and the freight for these as
ordinary cargo, ss which, it is asserted,
they may be shipped after treatment,
would be under }d. per lb., or 2s.1d. per
sheep ot'50 lbs. Thus the whole cost of
preservation and transit would be 2s. 2d. per
sheep, against 10s. 5d. by the freezing pro-
cess. Theee figares speak for themselves.

A Cork Boonetf,

A clever milliner—and not a French
milliner either—at the Liadies’ Dress Asso-
ciation in London has invented a cork
bonnet. It is built wholly of the bark of
the oork tree, and the milliner says she had
some ble in getting su d materisl
made up. It is an ordinary shaped bonnet,
that would suit any womsn, and is
trimmed with rosebuds and leaves and

n ribbon. The bonnet is v:illghl.
satian bonnets, although they I very
flat, have been modified istely with ospreys,
passementerie and lace. are
quiet and lady! Nearly all the

illiners, however, say that they are not
popular yet. A hat at the Dress Associa-
tion was srimmed with daisies, butterflies
and f It had a streamer of daisies
behind. was & model, and had been
copied many times, but always with a
streamer.
Crops in Oklahoma,

They will likely “raise Cain' as a first
orop i!: Oklahoms before even oorn is
planted.— Chicago Inter-Ocean.

They sre likely 80 try %o * raise the wind"'
a8 a second orop.— New York Herald.

It seems to us that the very first thing
raised was the d—1. 2

S
A Momentary Interruption,
In high-toned Wisconsin society.
Guest (at & swell n)—Where is
I bhaven's seen her for

Another Guest—I believe the cow got
out of the back gate. Bhe'll be back in a
moment.

s
No Shamming There,

Bnﬁley—l understand your wife is sick.

Bailey—Yes, she hasn's spoken a word

i a.s;mdmul She must be a
MMI

—“The girl of the period,” writes a
#ighion gossip, ** grows swester and sweek-

er.” Don't know she can, but suppose the
she does. 2

of this ch ter are booze, or pretty near
to it. Down in the town of Penbroke,
Washington County, afew days ago, &
citizen who took an overdose of some
highly-recommended bitters, became very
hilarious and wanted to lickevery man in
the place, selectmen and ministers in-
cluded; The village dr w6, who sold the
bitters, was arrested and brought before
Justice Smith for trial. He pleaded not
guilty (on the ground that he had sold only
» bottle of stomach bitters, which he ge;

to sta;
the progress of the disease, the lpntlen{
oould not survive bus s few weeks. Isalked
a8 cheerfally as I could #o him, but he was

* He is about 30 years old and oame from
Newburyport. M bat says that he no
longer has any desire to return to this coun-
try, and sHat he is perfectly contented to
end his days there. He is the only white
man, with one exoception, for hundreds of
miles around.

“ He has taken t0 wearing a string of
shells around his neck like the natives, and
he i imi their ple and
puts dots of blue paint, got from a native
shrub, on his face. This is only on Btate
oooasions, however, whe’n there is a diecus-

too much depressed :ry much
to anything but his ering.

The father sent him $o a restaurant near
by, and turningto me he asked. * Well,
what is the verdiot ?"

I had been shinking rapidly, and as he
spoke I had made up my mind $o _a pro-
oedure, as rds y, that I deter-
mined to follow out. In answer o hie

nestion, I said, * Os b some-
thing is done for that boy, you will bury
him within & month.” .

“ Well, whatoan bedone ?”" he said ex-
citedly. * Do you want to try your hand
in experiments? Do you wan$ some of
my money t00 ? Are you to
him to death with rotten liver oil,
blister his skin with ters, drug him and
rush him into his coffin ?"

plied ; * Idon's

experiment with your .
matter of duty, and in his condition, can do
no harm, if it does no ’

« How much is it going to cost ?” he
asked. “I don's know,” was my reply.
* Whatever it is,” he rejoined, *‘ will come
out of yom, not mine.” “Don't
bother yo! sbous thas,” said I ocoldly.
When she boy returned, he seemed more
exhausted than when he first entered my
office, and as his father handed him a chair,
he said to his son, “ Del, the dootor here
thinks he can do you some good. Whas do
you say; do you wans him to try ?"

I shall never forges the look on the '8
face, and his words, and the heading of this
article oame !oloibl' into my mind: *“Is
Life Worth Living?"’ Evidently it was to
him, a8 it is to all mankind, when tor-
tured with pain, with the clammy hand of

ircling their throats, they

clared was not ink ti and h

death o
and ory out in

the juetice a sealed bottle of the prep
tion, together with an invoice of the same
from a Portland druoggist of whom he had
bought the goods. The local division of
the Sons of Temperanoce sent the bottle of
bitters to Btate Assayer Robinson for
analysis, and that official found it con.
tained 45 per cent. of alocohol, the balance
being mainly water, 8o that the highly
recommended dyspepsia cure was nothing
more nor less than that hilarious and high-
kicking flaid commonly known as prohibi-
tion whiskey. The stomach bitters busi.
nees is s big thing in Maine, and the
various preparations in that line are bottled
and labeled ina most artistic way. The
traffic will probably thrive on in spite of
the Sons of Temperance, but even if it
should peg out what's to hinder a man
buying & bottle of hair restorer ? —Dispatch
Jfrom Bangor.
P S R S -,

A Fool and His Woney,” etc.

Mrs. Ammon has become s pauper in
Bharon, Pa. She wss the mother of * Coal
Oil Johnny " Bteel. Oil was struck on
her husband’s farm along in the sixties,
and her son suddenly came into possession
of millions. These he soon squandered
with a recklessnees that became proverbial
in that section of the State. He soon had
nothing and had to support himeelf as best
he could. He was killed near his old home
not long sgo while walking on a railway
track. His mother now goes to the poor-
house, s sad ple of the fickl f
fortune, when the jade is not

it

in his relentl grasp,

an y of terror, ““ for God's sake, save
me.” I put him on » nutritious diet,

snd milk heading the list, and provm
him with & tion of medicine, that I
had never used , Or ever expected $o.
It was a sheer exgeriment on my par$, as

pt-i-::ng‘hln; ocould be.

sion of i rtant on hand with
his subordinates.

“ The permanent population of the island
is perhapa not over 600 or 700. Is:is avery
zmtty and picturesque place, and the soil

very rich. Itis indented with beauti-
fal bays, whose shores are dotted with trees
and shrubs of & tropical growth that are
of i d with fragrant flowers.
The island is about 600 miles west of the
Marshall gronp.”—San Francisco Ezaminer.

Yellow as Egyptian mummy

‘Was his sallow face,

And he seemed a very dummy

Of the human race.

Now he's brimmed with sunshine o'er,
His clear and sparkling eye *

Tel's us that he lives in c{ovar H

Ask you the reasun why ?

‘What has wrought the transformation ?
Dr. Pierce's Pleasant Pargative Pellets
restored this dilapidated individual in
single week. Nothing like them to regulate
the liver, stomach and bowels.

———
Her Consolation.

Bankrupt's wife—Well, at any rate, the
Thompson failure was worss than ours.

Bympathizing friend—Why, I thought it
waa jost the other way.

Bankropt’'s wife—No, indeed ; Edward
only failed for ten centson the dollar, while
Mr. Thompson failed for fifsy !

The World Moves!

Don't disgust everybody with the offen-
give odof* from your catarrh jast because
some old fogy dootor, who has not discov-
ered and will not believe that the world
moves, tells you it cannot be cured. The
manofacturers of Dr. ‘Sage's Catarrh
Remedy have for many years offered, in
good faith, $500 reward for a case of nassl
oatarrb, no matter how bad, or of how long
standing, which they ocannot cure. .They
are thoroughly responsible fimancially, as
any one ocan learn by proper inquiry
through druggists (who sell the medicine at
only 50 cents), and they * mean business.”

R
Proof Positive,
:I‘on;—l am quite ionrt.a.in Mr. Bmythe is

b8,

[y ite, and an n bodily wei
ﬂgfi“ was astonishing. i

At the he
weighed 92 lbs. Inl:;lomilhl with o::d
stant progress $o s weight
increased $o0 120 Ibs. In three months he
.oo:redl oeptad » situation ;"n& errand dhoy,
ndulged in ru A games of all
kinds, & weil boy if ever there was one.
Ask him now if * Life is worth living ?”
“ What was this wonderful preparation ?"
do you ssk. As & matter of right you
should know, and 1 solemnly’ swear to the

o il

The boy is in the land of the living,
and well at tha$, and both heand his father
will back my statement.

It was Dr. Pierce's Golden Medical Dis-
covery, and the entire cost of treatment was
just $10.

The name and fiice addrese of the

[ n disg:

Jscku—ﬂow do you know ?

Tom—He has such a dignified way of
saking you to loan him $10.

D e
“ Boat, Ahoy!

The rapides are below you !" cried & man to
o pleasure party whom he descried gliding
swiftly down the stream toward the foam-
iog oataract. And we would ory * Boat,
ahoy !" to the one whose life bark is being
drawn into the whirlpool of consumption,
for unless you use ¢ffiotive measures you
will be wrecked in Death’s foaming rapids.
Dr, Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery will
strengthen and restore your lungs to a
healthy condition, and is a sure relief for
ooughs and colds.

Making Himself Solid.
The wife of Politious, who has been
electioneeriog, lets him in at 3 o'clock in the

[The

suthor of the f will
be furnished sny in who may
or by letter, to
on, of
. reasons the author
prefers not to have his name published broad-
e;::, ?nd Lt. isin d]ﬂmw to wishes that we

omit it.

treated.—Utica Herald. 5

The Daughter of Dr. Chalmers.

Helen Chalmers, the daughter of the
noted Sootoh divine, lives in Edinburgh in
one of the lowest sections of the city. Her
home consis & of & few roome in sn alley.
The drunk P fleri

There Was & Limit.

She—** You ere sure you love me?"
He *“ Love you? Why, I am ready to
die for yon.” Bhe -* When we're ied

i Politicus — ** Lashkey won't
work, dear.” Wife —* What have you
been doing all night ?”” Politicus (smiling)
—“Hio! Making myself solid with the
boys, hic!"” Wife—‘ No, sir; you have
been makiog yourself liqnid.”

A powL 9 89,

HIRTY LIVE FOX CUBS
- wanted by 15th Ihy.o:t\ROLD LAMBE,

will you aslways nE and start the
kitochen fire 7" e—* Er - er—pray be
ble, my dear.”

an

men and women distress her but she is oon-
stantly with the fallen. Every night she
goes out into the lanes of the city with her
lantern to light her way before her, and she
never returns to her quarters without one
or more girls or women she has $aken from
the street. These people lave her, and she
is never molested or insulted.

Two of a Kind.

First stranger (in the far west)—Be you
one of us ? stranger (with dignisy)
—1I do not know what you mean by “ one
of us.” 1 am President of the International
Aggregatéd Trusts to Force Up the Price
of the Necesesries of Life. First stranger
(genially)—Your hand, pard; I'm a train
robbeg.

pr R,
A Yankee Baroners Deserted.

The Baroness Von Sucrow, formerly
Miss Millie Constable, of Baltimore, is on
her way across the Atlantic in search of
her husband, who lefs New York suddenly
last Tuesday after telling many strange
stories about fortunes he had inherited
abroad.

Wrong Premises.

Professor —You have the most
strongly developed bump of veneration I
ever saw. Olinchy—Tak yure-hand aff'r
that. Th’ould woman aised me out o' bed
this mornin’, an’ I shtruck me hid sgin
th' flare.—Boston Post.

The

A musket ball was mntlﬁ extracted
from she right shoulder of J. E. Floyd, of
Mount Calvary, Ga., which he had oarried
sinoe the first battle of Manasess in 1861,
when s Unionsoldier fired the ball into him.

A philanthropist sent a box of cigar-ends

inmates, and the

0 the workhouee at Brighton for the use of
guardians passed &
vote of thanks.

——
A Fair Pelitical Economist

Edwin (who likes his Angelina to take an
intelligent interest in the leading topics of
the dsy)—Whet & terrible thing this
sweating system is—and no oure for it!

Angol’nn (who is of a medioal $urn)—
Have they tried maseage, darling ?—Punch

isigp——
An Interesting Suit,

First Young Lawyer—What are you
doing now ?
Fecond Young La Tam interested
in » suit that may my fortune.
First Yousg Lawyer—What is it ?
Becond Young Lawyer—I am #$rying to
marry » rich girl.
A Western View of It.
- There's a sf hth wl‘ i: pl:‘-v
ork city to wn the p! es.
1 hey are no needed there, as lynch-
ing is out of style.—Hutchinson (Kan )
News. .
g
Lots Like Him,
Wales—1 suppose women are all alike.
My wife is always coming to me for money.
Albert—What doés she do with it ?
‘Wales—8he doesn't do anything with it ;
I never give her any.
o AV
Not Fair.
Heard from the platform of a city street

OAr:
Conductor—Get in, ladies; get in! But

there ain't no seats unless you oan stand.
First —No seats? Well, we'll not
pay to'ride if we have o walk.

It is of Daniel Webster that he

aid
to unravel a skein of thread, ,"' he
remarked; ** we have been un - knots,
lot ua see if we cannot tie one which will
not untie in » life-time "

street,

MERCHANTS,BUTCHERSzx2ims

‘We want & é0oD MAN in your locality to pick up

CALF SKINS

:(llll. Cash Furnished o

represent Page’s busl
ness, and a ation and com
mmxmwdvuﬂm&huhml
* We beliove in extent of WM
the lead any competitor and that his
stook h"& largest held by any house

With yeur mame, to Prlnt cards,

mark books, linen, ete. Single stam
25¢. Club of six, $1.00. Cuir{o locom'
y order. Hi. BARNARD, Rubbet
‘orks, Hamilton, Ont.

DUNN'S
BAKING
'POWDE

“THECOOK'S BEST FRIEND

\-




