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You do very well, my friends, to treat
me witk some little reverence, for in honor
ing mo you are honoring both France and
yourselves. It is not merely an old, grey=
moustached officer whom you see eating
bis omelette or draining his glass, but it is
a piece of history, and of the most glorious
history whioch our own or any other coun-
try bas ever had, In me you see one of
the last of these wonderful men, the men
who were veterans when they were yet boys
who learned to wse a sword earlier than g
razor, and who during a hundred battleshad
mever onoe let the enemy see the colour of
their knapsacks. For twenty years we were
teaching Europe how to fight and even
when they had learned their lessons it was
only the thermometor, and never the bayo®
met, which could break the Grand Army
down. Berlin, Naples, Vienna, Madrid,
Libson, Moscow—we stabled our horses
in them all. Yes, my friends, Isay again
shat you do well to send your children to
me with flowers, for these ears have heard
the trumpet calls of France, and these eyes

have seen her standards in lands where they
msg never be seen again,

ven now, when Idoze in mny arm-chair,
1 can see those great warriors stream before
me— the green-jacketed chasseurs,the giant
cuirassiers, Poniatowsky’s lancers, the
white mantled dragoons, the nodding
bearskins ot the horse grenadiers. And
then there comes the thick, low rattle of |
the drums, and through wreaths of dust
and smoke I see the line of high bonnets,
the row of brown faces, the swing and toss
of the long, red plumes amid the sloping
lines of steel. And there rides Ney with
bis pred head, and Leiebvre with his bulldog
jaw, and Lannes with his Gascon swagger;
and then amidst the gleam of brass and
the flaunting feathers I catch a glimpse of
him, the man with the pale smile,
the rounded shoulders, and the far-
off ~eyes. There is an end of my

understood how incomplete my squandron
would be without me. It ie true that it
came at an inconvenient moment, for the
keeper of the post-house had a daughter—
one of those ivory-skinned. black-haired
Polish girls—whom I had hoped to have
some further talk with. Still, it is not for
the pawn to argue when the fingers of the
glayer move him from the square ; 8o down

went, saddled my big blach ocharger,
Rataplan, and set off instantly upon my
lonely journey.

My word, it was a treat for those poor
Poles and Jews, who have so little to
brighten their dull lives, to ses such a
picture as that betore their doors. The
frosty morning air made Rataplan’s great
black limbs and the beautiful curves of his
back and sides gleam and shimmer with
every gambade. As for me, the rattle of
hoots upon & road, and the jingle of bridle
chains whieh comes with every toss of a
saucy head, would even now set my blood
dancing through my veins, Youmay think,
then, how I carried myself in my five-and-
twentieth year—I, Etienne Gerard, the
picked horseman and surest blade in the
regiments of hussars, Blue was our colour
in the Tenth— & sky-blue dolman and
pelisse with a scarlet front—and it was
said of us in the army that we could set a
whole population ~running, the women
towards as, and the men away. There were
bright eyes in the Riesenberg windows
that morning, which seemed to beg me to
tarry ; but what can a soldier do, save to
kiss his hand and shake his bridle as be
rides upon his way ?

Tt was a black season to ride through the
poorest and ugliest country in Europe, but
there was a cloudless sky sbove, and a
bright, cold sun, which shimmered onthe
huge snowfields, My breath reeked into
the frosty air, and Rataplan sent up two
feathers of steam from his nostrilg, while
the icicles drooped from the side irons of
his bit. I let him trob to warm his limbs,
while for my own part I had too much to
think of to give much heed to the cold. To
north and south stretched the great plains,
mottled over with dark clumps of fir and
lighter patches of larch. A few cottages

sleep, my friends, for up I spring
from my chair with a cracked voice calling
and s silly bhand outstretched, 8o that
Madame Titaux has one more laugh at the
the old fellow who lives among the shadows.

Alsheugh 1 was a full Chief of Brigade
when the wars came to an end, and had
every hope of soon being made a General
Divisioun, it is still rather to my earlier days
that Iturn when I wish to talk of the
glories and the trials of a soldier’s life. For
you will understand that when an officer
has so many men and horses under him, he '
has his mind full of recruits and remounts,
fodder and farries, and quarters, no that
even when he is not in the face of the |
enemy, life is & very serious matter
for him. But when he is only a
lieutensnt or a-captain, he has nothing
heavier than his epaunlettes upon his
shoulders, so that he can clink his spurs,
aud swing his dolman, drain his glass and |
kiss his girl, thinking of nothing save of
enjoying a gellant life. That is tha time
when he is likely to have adventures, and
it is most often to that time that I shall
turn in the stories which I may have fer
you. So it will be to-night when I tell
you of my visit to the Castle of Gloom ; of
the strange mission of Sub-Lieutenant
Duroc, and of the horrible affair of the man
who was once known as Jean Carabin, '
and afterwards as the Baron Strauben-
thal.

You must know, then, that in the Feb-
ruary of 1807, immediately after the taking
of Danzig, Major Legendre and I were
commissioned to bring four hundred
remounts from Prussia into Hastern Po-
land,

The hard weather, and especially the
great battle at Eylau, had killed so .many
of the horses that there was some danger
of our beautiful Tenth of Hussars becom-
ing a battalion of light infantry, We
knew, therefore, both the Major and I,
that we should be very welcome av the
front. We did not advance very rapidly,
however, for the snow was deep, the roads
detestable, and we had but twenty return-
ing invalids to assist us, Besides, it 18
impossible, when you have a daily change
of forage, and sometimes none At all,
to move horses faster than a walk. I
am aware that in the story-books the
cavalry whirls past at the maddest of gal-
lops ; but for my own fatt, after twelve
campaigns, I should be very satisfied to
know that my brigade could always walk
upon the march and trot in the presence of
the enemy. This I say of the hussars and
chasseurs, mark you, 8o that it is far more
the oase with cuirassiers or dragoons,

For myself I am fond of horses, and to
have four hundred of them, of every age
snd shade and character, all under my own
hands, was o very great pieasure to me.
They were from ‘- Pomerania for the most
part, though some were from Normandy
and some from Alsace, and it amused us
to notice that they differ in character as
much as the people of thote provinces. We
pbserved also, what I have often proved
since thas the nature of a horse can be told
by his colour from the coquettish light bay
tall of fancies and nerves, to the hardy
shestnut, and from the docile roan to the
pig-headed rusty-black. All this has
pothing in the world todo with my story,
but how is an officer of cavalry to get on
with his tale when hefinds four hundred
norses waiting for him at che outset? Iv
8 my habit, you see, to talk of that which
interests myself, and so I hope that 1 may
interest you.

We crossed the Vistula opposite Narien-
werder, and had got as far as Riesenberg,
when Major Legendre came into .y room
in the post-house with an open paper in his
hand.

* You are to leave me,”
despair upon his face.

It was no very great griei te me to do

said he, with

that, for he was, if I may say so, hardly ,

worthy to have such a subaltern, I salut-
ed however, in silence.
¢ It ie an order irom General Lasalle,”

he continued ; ‘“you are 'to proceed to

Rossal instantly, and to report yourself at |

he headquarters of the regiment.”’

No message could have pleased me better.
[ was already very well thought of by my
superior officers, although I may say that
none of them did me . justice. It was
evident to e, therefore, that'this sudden
yrder meant that the regiment was about
0 see service onca more, and that Lasalle

peeped out here and there, but it was only
three months since the Grand Army had
passed that way, and you know what that
meant to a country. The Poles were our
friends, it was true, but out of a hundred
thousand men, only vhe Guard had wag-
ons, and the rest had to live as best they
might. It did not surprise me, therefore,
to see no signs of cattle and no smoke from
the silent houses. A weal had been left
across the country where the great host
had passed, and it was said that even the
rats were starved wherever the Emperor had
led his men.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

SPANIARDS TREATED CORDIALLY.

Visit of the Warships Evokes au interest-
ing Remark from the Queen.

The visit of the Italian fleet to Ports-
mouth, England,last week was fullowed by
the stay of the Spanish squadron at Ply-
mouth, where the Spaniards were treated
with the greatest cordiality, in accordance
with the Queen’s own instructions sent to
the authorities of Plymouth. An interest~
ing remark in this connection was muade by
the Queen during the course of & dinner at

|'Windsor Castle, previous to ber Majesty’s

departure for Osborne.

A guest suggested that the visit of the
warships of Spain would have been more
interesting if the Spanish and Italian sailors
had fraternized at Portsmouth, where,
besides, the Spaniards would have been able
to see more naval works than they could at
Plymouth. Thereupon, the Queen observed

e

RIGHT NAMES OF KINGS.

—

Family Names of Royalties Which Have
. Come to be Incorrectly Used.

Not one person out of & thousand, if he
had a fair day’s start and the_privilege of
rummaging smong encyclopedias, could
trace out the real family names of the
rulers of Europe.

Mistakes are very frequently made
through ignorance, and these mistakes are
8o frequently quoted they become accept-
ed as facts. The English royal family are
known, for example, a8 Guelphs, the Rus-
sian royal family as Romanoffs and the
Portuguese kingly hounse as Braganzas
All of these, it now seems, are wrong.
Queen Victoria was originally Miss Azon,
or Miss Azon von Este, She was decend-
ed, as were the other members of the
houses of Brunswick-Luneburg and Han,
over, trom Azon, Margrave of Este. The
Prince of Wales, the son of Prince Albert
of Saxe-Coburg, has naturally his father's
family name. He is spoken of more cor-
rectly than any other royal personages of
Europe. Descended from the Wettins,
which line was founded in the twelfth
century, his actual name is Mr. Albert
Edward Wettin,

Likewise the King of Portugal, strictly
epeaking, has the same family name. He
was & _grandson of auother Prince of Co-
burg, who married the then Queen of Por-
tugal, and thereby became ruler of that
country. Ferdinand of Bulgaria comes
from exactly the same stock and is Ferdin-
and Wettin. A cousin of his, and of the
same family name, is the present monarch
of Belgium, Leopold Il., 8 prince of Saxe-
Coburg, having ascended the Belgium
throne in 1831,

Hohenzollern is not the family name of
the German line that is now apon the
throne. Their vrue name is Zollern, Thas-
silon, the first Count of Zollern, having
founded the race about 800. In the year
1500 the Zollern family had two male
descendants, the Count of Zollern and the
Burgrave of Nuremburg. From the latter
comes the present royal house of the Ger-
man Empire, So William 1L is William
Zollern. The King of Roumania is another
representative of this line and has precisely
the same name,

The Capets are : The Duke of Orleans,
the son of old Count of Paris, Don Carlos

and Alfonso XIIL, the infant King of
Spain, The progenitor was Hugues Capet,
the original Count of Paris who ascended
the throne of France in 987.

Of Oldenburgs, founded by the Count of
Oldenburg, who died in 1440, there are
many. The chief of those to-day who are
entitled to use this family name arc Chris-
tian IX. of Denmark ; George L., King of

Nicholas II., Emperor of all the Russias,
Emperor Nicholas is a Romanoff only
through the female line.
Oldenburg, having descended from Feter
I1l.,, » member of one of the Holstein
branches of that house.

Francis Joseph, Emperor of Austria=-
Hungary, the Queen Regeat of Spain and
¥rederick, Grand Duke of Baden, are
Ethichons. The original  Ethichon was a
Duke of Alsice, who lived about the year
614. Humbert, King of Italy, is Mr.
Savoia,and Oscar I1.,0f Sweden, Bernadotte,
The original of this name was a French
general, who was made King of Sweden in
1818, and was called Charles XIV. Pope
Leo XIII.'s real name is Joachim Pecci.
Alexander I. of Servia has the name of
Obrenowitch, and Nicholas I., Prince of
Montenegro, is Mr. Niegoch.
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GOOD JOB WELL DONE.

Stenmer Taken Out of the Graveyard of

quietly that Plymouth Hoe would interest
them more. This reference to the historic
scene there av the time of the Armada she |
emphasized by contiasting the historical
dispatch sent from Plymouth to Queen
Elizabeth at Windsor 3U0 years ago with
her own kindly message sent that day,
instructing the authorities of Plymouth to
show the Spanish sailors the warmesy
hospitality.

It was off Plymouth Hoe (a high rock), it
will be remembered, that the British Lord

High Admiral, Lord Howard of Effingham, | ; i
having under him such renowned mariners | of all her joiner work, inclu

as Drake, Hawking,and ¥ olisher,assembled
the eighty comparatively sn
armed vessels, which, on July 21, 1588,
(July 31, old style), went out to fight the
Spanish Armada, consisting of about 150
large ships, then sweeping up the channel
in creecent formation,their line being seven
miles long. How the British fleet harassed
and broke up the Spanish fleet is a matter
of history,only fifty-four shattered warships
of King Philip of Spain succeeding in reach-
ing Cadiz.
1t is worthy of note that this first visit
of the Spanish fleet to Plymouth for cen-
uries was made upon the anniversary of
| the visit of the great Armada to the coast
{ about Plymouth.

—————

President Faure’'s Generosity.
President Faure of Frauce, is very inter-
| esting snecdotely. During his short career
" ag chief ruler of France he has done 1any

novel and curious things None is more

| remarkable, however, than the way

1 assists some

with the money he saves asa deadhead”’
on French railroads. By French custom
tne President is entitled to travel free
during his official tours, and the railway
systems consider it an honor to have him
patronize their lines. President Faure
accepts this custom gratefully, as ke does
everything. But when he has returned to
the Ilysee he instructs his private secretary
| to sit down and figure exactly what his
trip would have cosu him if he had paid
the regular rate of fare. This sum he takes
out of his private purse and hands over to
{ be distributed among the needy railroad
employes of the country.

he
of his poor fellow-citizens

On Prinicple.

I think you better accept him, dear.
Do you ? (doubtfully). Why ?
Well, you know lightning never etrikes
twice in the same place.

1all and lightly | beach combers of the island.

the Atlantic Sable Island Sands.
After being embedded for ten months in
the sands of Sable Island,the ¢ graveyard
of the Atlantic,” the British freight-ateam-

ship Nerito was taken to New York oni

Mouday under her own steam, preceded
and partly guided by the Merritt wrecking
steamer J. D. Jones. Save for a few
damaged plates near the keel, her hull wag
She had been stripped
ding the doors
of every room except the lavatory, by the
All of her
ad

1 good condition.

brass fittings and every pane of glaes h
been carried away.

The Nerito went sground in a fog in
September last. Her orew abandoned her
and were taken to Halifax on the steamship
Lunenburg. The British steamship New-
fields came along and stripped her of chain,
cable, hawsers, and canvas.

Her owner collected the insurance from
the British Lloyds, whose agents decided
to save her, as she was worth about $250,-
000, and was only three years old. They
employed the Merritt Wrecking Company
#o haul her off.

The steamer I. J. Merritt went to the
island in October last, but was prevented
by foul weather from doing effective work.
In June last the J. D. Jones, in command
of Capt. Fred. Sharpe, with a crew of
forty men including engineers and stokers,
to man the Nerito, went to her and found
that she had been forced across two bars by
the winter stormsand was fast on the beach
of the island. Canals were dredged through
the two bars; and anchors, attached to four
fifteen-inch manilla hawsers were dropped
astern of the Nerito. Steam winches, to
which the inboard ends of the hawsers
were made fast, were set going on the
Nerito, and, inch, by inch' ths ship made
sternway down the canals though the inner
and outer bars, The Merritt assisted in
the work by pulling on a heavy hawser
made fest to & big bitt on the Nerito.
Twenty-one days were spent preparing for
the job cf hauling and towing the ship into
deep water,
tite ship wae finished in ten days. She
pearly 500 tons of coal in her bunkers. The
Merritt Company did the job for $20,000.

Useful Member.

Outsider—I hear Jones is & mighty

useful man in your club ?

& querum,

Greece ; the Grand Duke of Oldenburg, |
Ernest, Duke of Schleswig-Holstein, and |

Rightly he is an |

The actual work of moving !

was damaged about $50.000, There are,

Clubman—Yes, he often helps make up

i
or, Love’s Unerring Choice.

CHAPTER XIV.

{  TRUE LOVE, WUICH MAKETH ALL THINGS
I FOND AND FAIR "'

! Roger did not let the grass grow under
"his feet in his endeavors to restore her
inheritance to Hilda. A copy of his
brother’s will, together with a notice of
ejectment, was served upon Colonel Del-
oraine’s lawyer a few days after the events
recorded in my last chapter. Notwith-
| standing his surly, morose temper and un,_
| feeling disposition, Reginald Deloraine was
an honorable, upright man, and he was no
sooner made aware that his brother Mark
bad bequeathed his property to Hilda than
he prepared to quit the Abbey, even offers
ing to restore to the young heiress the
revenus which he had expended during his
brief tenure of the estates. It is needless
to say that this was promptly refused by
Roger on behalf of Hilda. The old soldier
expressed himself very strongly ‘with regard
to his dead brother’s conduct. He con-
sidered that it was Mark’s duty to provide
for his deughter, but that he was very
wrong to leave the Abbey and estates of
Macham to one who had no right to bear
the name of the proud race who had solong
. possessed them.

Colonel Delorsine, who was possessed of
an ample fortune, refused to accept the
handsome sum of money which Hilda,
through her solicitor offered to settle upon
bim. He never knew the means by which
the will had been discovered, inclining to
the belief—which Roger forbore to con-
¢radiot—thatit had been discovered among
the papers of Nigel Wentworth, after his
sudden death,

During the settlement of her affairs by
her kind friend, Hilda remained with Mrs.
Grey quietly at the old msansion in Park
Gardens, and, consequent upon “the law’s
delay,” April was far advanced, and the
trees and shrubs in the park were putting
on their tender livery of green, before
Roger was able to announce to Hilda that
| all the necessary forms had been goune

through and her father’s will had been
| proved, and that she was now at liberty to
{ peturn to the Abbey assoon as she pleased.

In broken tones she thanked the detec-
sive for the kindness and zeal which he had
displayed in her cause.

¢ | am thinking of going to Brighton for
a few weeks; you know that Mrs. Grey
| intends to resign her situation bere and live
with me as my housekeeper,” aaid Hilda to
Roger.

«¢ Yes, she told me of her intention,” he
rejoined. ‘' Well, I know you will make
the old lady happy.”

Some days after this conversation Hilda
was reclining rather listlessly in a low chair,
ber hands folded in her lap and her exquis-
ite misty eyes fixed on the soft white clouds
as they flitted over the tender blue of the
April sky, when & firm, manly tread
sounded on the stone stairs, and Mrs. Grey,
opening the door, announced ** Mr, Monta-
cute.”

The lovers had not met for some days,
and now they clasped hands in silence,
both hearts being too full for utterance,
At last Roger said, sorrowfuily, looking
down at the fair face of the woman he 8o
devotedly loved :

«Jt is a ruined man who is spesking
to you to-day, Hilda, I received no 're-
ply from my aunt when I wrote to tell
her of the discovery of your father’s
! will, so I wrote again a few days ago ; look
i here 1” drawing a letter from his pocket,

¢there is her answer.”

Hilda took the large, square envelope
with its elaborate monogram, addressed
Mrs. Palmer's well-known writing, from
Roger’s hand, It contained her lover's
last letter to his aunt with the seal un-
Across the envelope were these

!
|

3 broken.
words :
|~ “Choose between Hilda O’Connper and
myself. I still decline to accept Mr.
| Deloraine’s illegitimate daughter s the
| wife of my heir.”
«How cruel !’ exclaimed Hilds, passion-

i ately, ‘‘how unjust | but her unkindness
, cannot harm us now, Roger. I have enough
i for both,” looking up in her lover's grave
| face with fondly confiding sffection.

| " «My dsrling,” replied the young man

sorrowfully, ‘‘do you not see what a gulf is
iﬁxed between us ; how can I claim your

generous promise,now that 1 am ahomeless,
| penniless man, with no profession or means
of esrning aliving ? What a foriune hun-
ter every one would consider me 137

« It is you who are cruel now,” exclaim-
ed Hilda, bursting into tears. “ You
wished to sacrifice everything for me when
1 was penniless, a8 well as naweless, and
pow you refuse to accept a share ia the
fortune which is utterly valueless without
you. Oh Roger,” lifting her wet eyes to
her lover’s face, *I would rather stand
here a beggar to-day than lose your love
that is all the world to me ;don’t leave me ;
don’t leave me, darling !”” and here poor
Hilda hid her face in her hands and sobbed
afresh. -

Roger drew her closely to his beating
heart, exclaiming:

« Will my love indeed make you happy ?
Be happy, then dearest ; you will at least
have the most devoted slave that ever wo-
man had to minister toyour every wish.”

«« Nay, Roger,” replied the blushing girl,
as she laid her golden head against his
shoulder, ¢ notslave, but king.”

When Roger returned to his hotel that
evening after an interview with Hilda he
gat down and wrote a long letter to his kind
old friend, Mr. Heathcote, the Vicar of
\Marham, telling him that Hilda and he
were to be married as soon as the settle-
ment could be got ready and begging that
' the Vicar would see Mrs. Palmerand inform
| her ot her nephew’sa pproaching marriage.

He also told the kind old man all the sor-
lrow he had been suffering since his aunt
had returned his letters and refused to ac-
| knowledge Hilda us his wife.
' Mr. Heathcote answered the young man’s
!letter in person, arriving in London about
"'a week before the day fixed upon for the

'HearttLOHBaP{

wedding. He was accompanied By his
daughter Marip, and they jost ne time in
proceeding to the aparvments which Roget
iad taken for Hilda, and where she was
slaying, attended by her faithful old friend,
Mrs. Grey. The meeting between the girls
wee an April one of emiles and tears,
though Maria gcon recovered herself suffi-
ciently to take an interest in Hilda's dress
and {rousseau, which she pronounced to be
avery inadequate one for an heiress, and
{nsisted on taking her friend for a round of
shopping to supply as far as poseible, in 8o
short a time, the deficiency in her toilet.
Mr. Heathcote hiad returned to Marham,
leaving Maria with her friend, . but
had promised to come back to town
to periorm the marriage ceremony
between his young friends, Greatly
to Maria’s, disgust, the wedding was
to be a very quiet affair, and the new-
ly married pair would go straight from
church to Ryde, where they intended
spending & week before proceeding to the
Abbey. The wedding day dawned bright
and clear, and, attended by the few friends
who were present to witness the ceremony,
Hilda stood before the altar and plighted
her troth to the man so fondly loved, so
staunchly true. And surely the April
sunshine never shone upon & prouder
bridegroom or a happier bride than Roger
and Hilda as they left the gloomy London

church to tread life’s pathway together
o till death should them part.”
- . - -

-

A brilliant day in May was drawing to s
clcse; the birds were winging their way
home to their nests, while the nightin:
gales were filling the evening  ail
with their exquisite, plaintive melody.
The groves and gardens of Marham
Abbey were ablaze with rhododend.
rons and azaleas, while from the surronnd-
ing thickets the subtle perfume of lilacs
and syringas floated on the breeze. Every-
thing about the old mansion and grounds
was in periect order, for on this day the
exiled heiress and ber husband were ex-
pected to arrive. The grest gilded iron
gates were surmounted with an exquisite
arch, composed of evergreens and sweel
Spring flowers, and similar arches were
to be found epanning the whole length of
the village streets, while every cottage
showed some toten of welcome to the
bride and bridegisom. The carriage had
been sent to the station to meet Mr. and
Mre. Montacute, and the excited villagers
were eagerly watching for its ocoming.
Hilds returned to the home from which
she had fled with the bitterness of death
in her heart through the gloom and dark-
pess of the Winter midnight! As she
bowed her acknowledgments of the rap-
turous greeting which awaited her on
every side, her eyes were so full of thank-
ful, “happy tesrs that she could hardly
recognize the familiar faces, and Roger,
who was anxiously watching her, was
thankful when she cafriage stopped at the
great hall door of the Abbey. The vicar
of Marham and Maria stood upon the steps
to receive her, and her old friend’s kind
greeting quite upset the excited girl, and
Roger hurried her through the waiting
group of servants in the hall and into the
library, anxious if possible to avoid “ @
scene,” of which he had all a man’s horror.
Vain hope! A surprise was in store for
both husband and wife of which they
little dreamed.

As Roger tenderly led his wite into the
cool, flower-scented. apartment, striving
to calm her agitation by bis soothing
words, an old lady, who was seated in an
easy chair by the window advanced to
meet them, and, to his utter surprise,
Roger perceived that it was Mre. Palmer.
Drawing the trembling form of his wife
closer to his side, the young man was about
to speak, but his aunt interrupted him,
Holding out her thin, white hands to her
nephew, she asked, reproachfully !
¢“Did you find it 8o easy & thing to for-
get the love of & lifetime, Roger? iss
me, my boy, and we will let the past bury
its dead, I cannot quarrel with you if I
would. Forgive me, Hilda, for my pride
and harshnees, Ihave peard how nobly you
have endured your cruel sorrows. For the
future we will be friends, you and I, if onl
for the sake of our mutual love for Roger.
And, with tne music of the joy-bells
clanging through the room, the young
man clasped his earliest friend to his heart,
[THE END.]

FEE———

HOW ANTS KILL A SNAKE.

The Iasect Battalions Terture it to Death
and Then Strip the 8kin from the Body.

That ants can sctually kill snakes ]

a hard thing to believe. There is irresiste
ible evidence, however, that they do, and
scientists have discovered that the snake
has hu‘d‘y a more dangerous enemy. The
large red-brown forest ant of the sort that
ig the most fatal to the amphibians, and &
curious thing about the attack of these tiny
creatures on this comparatively enormous
reptile is that they kill it for food amd not
on account of any natural antipathy.

When some of the ants catch sight of &
snake they arouse the whole community a%
once. In platoone and battalions the little
fellows set upon the reptile, striking their
nippere into its body and eyes at thousands
of points at once. So rapidly and concert-
edly is thisone thnt the snake has no chance
at all of escaping. It is like & thousand
electric needles in him at once. The snake
goon becomes exhausted and dies igomini-
ously.

Then the ante et harder at work, “this
may seem & strange slory, but it is true.
They begin to tear off the flesh in small
pieces, gradually stripping off the skin and
working inside of it. Not until they have
carried away everything except the bones
and the skin itself do they leave it.

— e —————
of Some Use.

A curious use for a husband is reported
from Clerkenwell, near London, where &
Mr, Lamb and his wife keep a small ghop.
For 14 years the firm has avoided paying
taxes by the wife’s sending the husband to
jail to serve out the legal time for unpaid
taxes, while she remains at the store ate
tending to business.

An Interruption.

I trust, the very caretul grocer said,
I'm glad, the buyer said, I'm eure yow
ought—-
Hold on—I(the grocer grew a trifle red,)
1 trust that cash you'll pay for what

you've bought !




