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Farmer Geaball Talks.

This is Me !

I'm standing in my

Barn door,

Smokin’ city

‘Which the men

Give me a-hopin’
o me fur

Better grub.

Don't you know Me ?

Why, I'm the farmer—

Yalhioo, hayseed, greeny—

But I take

Summer boarders !

Yes, an’ I skin 'em

Too.

When city board

gﬁea down,
ne goes up—

Way up to lPl) in the shade.

Do i workt Well, 1

1 no!

guess
Not now, leastways.
Not when city gents
And their ladies
‘Wants air an’
Condensed milk
An’ skeeters
lAn' corn-shuck

18
olks

Beds. h, 10,
1 give 'em all those, too—
Fur a price,
My wife an’ me an’ the gals
Drinks cream in
Summer, you bet.

Roard is high-priced,
The dudes is hlﬁh'wn()d,
The house sets high,
An'we live high—
In sumier.

An' I smoke

In the barnyard
*Cause its cool—
The only cool place

On the farm.

“Am Linit?”

As the eity feller sez,
Well, T guess

eal

—Kate Field's Washington.

TWICE MARRIED.

CHAPTER XVIL

“ The wecks rolled by, and gradually Mrs.
She was still

Mason grew convalescent.
confined to her room, but the worst of

ain was over, and she could lie on the sofa
and have Berkeley read aloud

by the fireside

to her in the evenings. Blanche, if shel

sened to be there, would sit on a low chair

delicate

yeside the sofa, busy with some
m

of fancy work, and later
evening Berke would take her
Sometimes Pocahontas would bring

work and listen, or pretend Yo listen, with

the rest, but oftener she would go into
parlor and play dreamily to - herself
hours.  She had
triously and prac
moments.

She had been playin
evening in April, and had left the piano
a low chair beside the open fire. She
tired.  Although spring had come,
evenings were chill and the room
large. Her hands were cold
she spread them out to the blaze.
heavy curtains billowed and sank and

tised hard in her sy

a long time

lowed again, as intrusive putls of wind crept

through the crevices of the

Blanche and, Berkeley v
mother; and they were re:
Doone.”
and

ofticiousl
o ment
with her
‘ Lor

a W ago, did not
over.

The front door opened quietly—it
always on the latch—and footsteps ¢
along the hall 5 quick, eager footst
straight to the parlor door ; the
turr
hand that was, whose
filled the room.

Thorne came across the room, and ‘st
opposite, a great light of joy in his ¢
his hands outstretched for hers.
numbed with many emotions,

to guess

half-rose, an inarticulate murmur dying on

her lips.

Thorne put her g ntly back

her chair, and drew one for himself up to

he was wil
gpace, 1o
Wis 8

the hearth-rug near her ;
to keep silence for “a little
her time to recover herself 5 lie
fied for the moment with the

nearness, and his heart. was filled with
joy of seeing her more.
lamnps were lit, but, burning dimly.

sense of

once

liancy ; he must have light to sce his 1

« 1 want to look at you, Princess,’
said; gently, seeking her cyes, with a
in his not to be misunderstood ; ** it
been so long, so cruelly long, my da
since I have loc
You must not call Fon
first meeting I want but  you —you
my love ! my queen ™ His voice ling
over the terms of endearment with exqu
tenderness.

Pocahontas was silent—for her life
could not have spoken then,  Her gray
had an appealing, terrified look as they
his ; her trembling hands  clasped and
clasped in” her lap.

“ How frightencd you look, my darli
Thorne murmured, speaking  softly
keeping a tight rein over himself.
are like a startled fawn's.
been too abrt too thoughitless andin
1 would forg love
you knew how I have lor
yearned for thismeetin
water
Have you

no word of awelcome
hedven is your love?
come. You kmew Iloved you,

(L * the word was breathed, Ta

on - you sweet

the othe

cyes
siderate Yo
W Dives yearnes

for
for

no smile me, sweethes

the man w

than uttered, but he heard it and made a

half movement forward, the light in
e} glowing more passionately.  Still
held himself in check ; he would give

time.

“You knew T loved you, Irincess,”

must have kne
not he conceale
throngh all, ob

yours, melting

repeated. ¢ Yes,
Love like mine could
must burn wiy

from my heart to

fusing them into one.
yet, love, there
unless you wish, 1

you

need o

wait —for I

18 No
can
neay _\nvtv”

Pocahontas vallied hev
called up her pride, hir
gense of the wrong he had done h
should give way an inst

forces *resoln

womanhood,
N }
i wn sh

yield a hair's by

. The look in his ey

voice, appea
her resolutic
within her.

¢ Why have
tone one of pa
not done harm
come ?

Thorne started
himself. It wus the
divorce 3 she felt it y—ey
st : some cursed nie

« My darling,” he
tender
why it w
I love

1 i

cnotiy
slig but
former marringe
oy wWo
, with pat
ness, ¢ you kne
s impossible
you, Princess, as a
in his life. Will you'come
Will yon be my wife?

‘The girl shook her head, and moved
hand with a gesture of denial ; words
had none.

I know of what you are thinking, 1
I know the idea that has taken
You have

loves
to

man

once

session of your min hear:

former marriage
woman who was my wife still lives. 1
* She bent her head in mute as:
Thorne gazed at her pale,
his knit heavily,
tinuned

¢ Listen to me,

Iithel

not so 7

hrows and then
That
no
to

lon
be

Ross—is
even in. name ; ceased
wife in ‘fact two  years
lives have drifted uttecly asund
her will, and I acquiesced in it,
never loved me, and 1

At
even my presence became a trouble to
which she was at no pains to conceal.

passed, had ceasell to love her.

breach’ between us widened with the ye

until nothing remained to us but the gal
strain of a fetter. . Now
broken, and we frec there
exultant ring in his voice, as though
freedom were precious to him.

“ Were ;‘,\xi]
Shirley * " questioned the girl, slowly
steadily.

¢ In heart-and thon
fact T was bound,” he acknowledged. *
words I spoke on the steps that, night
caped me unaware. I was
by jealousy, and tempted by
I 'had no right to speak them then ; notl
can excuse or palliate the weaknes
allowed me to.
I conld have come to you
now. I attempt no justification of my o
ness, Princess. I have no excuse but
love, and can only sue for pardon.

heart '—using the

useless
are

word tenderly—
love.
steel

hardest of all for to

heart against.

a woman

« Must I understand, Mr. Thorae, that
thought of
questioned

love for me suggested the
divorcing your _wife ., she
hoarsely—** that I came between you
caused this horrible thing ?
cannot be true. God above !

home.

takeu up her music indus-

She had read the book
care to hear it

knob
No néed to turn her head, no need
to question of her heart whose step, whe

th'm'lli'l'

Pocahontas

Thorne
rose and turncil both to their fullest bril-

ling,

“ Your
ITave

: have
as the comdemned yearn for reprieve.

You knew I would
Princess.”

Don't try to speak
answer
tely

It she

ommanded
3 the

1 told he

I have come

or me to keep.away.

’rin-
1 youn know that the
resolute face with

con-

woman

when my idiotic in:
fatuation for her heartless diabolical beauty
last,

that is
was

yound, or free, that night at
Mt T was free, but in
tortured:

love.
wl
I should have waited until
untrammeled—as
You
or the sake of my great

It's my only plea "—his voice took a
pleading tone as he advanced the

It is not—it
Have I

and from my lips.
things.”

ing, palliated nothing ;
ing to show throughout
true marriage was
removed from a

strained interest, following every
sometimes almost anticipating them.
heart ached for him—ached wearily.

With a woman’s involunta
she raised the

80,
to woman,

love

compassion.
He

push the advantage.
ing earnestly ;

ment was just and ri

the subtle arguments of which
few—he assailed her.

brilliant intellect, every wea

and brought to bear in vain.

clear eyes meeting his, her
folded "tightly* together.
give way. l’;\ thei
rigen,

the hearth-rug,
The man’s hand reste:

the their eyes nearly ona lev

ap-

bit
the | gkin. She would not give way.
“ My love !” he murm
his arms with an appealing
of look and gesture. *‘ Come
Lay your et on my
your dear aris around my neck.
you, Princess ; my heart ¢
and will not be denied.
without you.
and I claim your: love ;
What is that woman ?
to me, save you, my darling
My love! "My love !
for which T am pléading. Have
pity ? Nolove for the man whose 1
calling you to come ?”
Pocalontas shiv
forward—her face

her
to m
brea

I

the
for
pare I can not
one
she
was
the
was
and
The
bil-

claim your li

you

was white as
strange and troubled.
and  fire of his

r toward him'as a magnét dra

as she yielding ?

old

it :

Wddenly she started erect again,
drew back a step.  All the emotions, pre
dices, thoughts of her past life,
principles
she had been reared,
and asserted their power.
this thing. A chasm black as the g
hopeless death, yawned at her feet;
barrier as high as heavener ected
fore her.

«T can not come,” she wailed in an
w no mercy >—no pity fo
barrier between us 1 dare
level ; a chasm I cannot cross.”

was
ame
eps,

ood
yes,
Je-

into
vehemently, ““and [ will  acknowles
none. 1am a free man ; you are

woman, and there is no law, human

ling

Ltis-
her
the

The

of yonr own will. If there be a chasn
which I do not see ; which I swear
not exist—I will cross it.
come Lo me, I can come to you ;
You are mine, and I will hold you
my arms, on my breast, in my heart.
you, and hold you, so help me God 1”
With a quick stride he crossed the
space. hetween
still not tonching her.
¢ Have you no pity she moaned.
“ None,” he answered hoa
you any for me ?—for us hoth*
how ~ well, God knows, T was
until to-night
believe. ‘There is nothing
an idle scruple, which even
world does not share.
no sin ; Lo share no disgrace.

ove.
he
look

has

ace.

this
mly,
cred

isite

not a

she the
eyes
met
un-
the eyes of men ; in the sight of heaven !
Could she be his wife in the s
heaven ? It wasall so strange
could not understand. Words,
heard and scarcely heeded,

ng,”
and
1
came
cont
it } with ceascless iteration. It was like
knell.

¢ Neshit,” said
name unconsciousl
stand me. In the cyes of the Jaw
men you are free ; but I can not see
In my eyes you are still bound.”

«T am not bound,” denied
fiercely, bringing his hand down
on the mantle ; ¢ whoever tells you t
1 am, lies, and the truthis not in him.
told you all—and yet not all. Iithel

1 for she wearily,
listen  and
and

it

wrt ?

hose

ther

his
, he
her
say is my wife still—is about to
ain.  To join her life—as free
from mine as though we had never met
the life of another mu.
Can’t you sce how completely every tie
tween us is severed?”

he

Wi

Pocahontas shook her head.
understand you, and you will not und
stand me,” she said mournfully 5 *“her
will not lessen our sin ; nor
marri make ours pure and righteons.”

Thorne stamped- his foot 1o

to  madden he
no sin, 1 tell you s
e be unholy.  You are torturing
nothing ¢ God's ecarth but

am

her
me
ould nor would ¢
lost.
his m
nt
in his arms, lulled
wrenched herself
way from him. It had  been
her  that she could be hard
oceasion 3 the occasion had arisen, and
was hard
CGo !

a monie
into, quiescence.
frée,

she and

said

she said, her face as ash
but her firm ; *
cruel 3 you who are blind and  obstina
You will neither
this thing may not be.
my thought, and you
but | plored you to have

me ? | merciless.  And y
love me, and

wan
man voice
r.

ient

will not hend
pity, and you
you talk of love
would sacrifice me
her
she bulwarks [ have Deen
to consider rightec
I do not understand
different,
me; 1 am
alone.”

Thorne

the

love
and unselfish,
want

so noble
tived ; I

pos-

1 of

gtood sileat, his head bent
thought. *‘Yes,” he said, presently, *
will be better so.
and your mind is worn with
you need rest. - To-morrow, next wi

it

wee!
aspect. I can wait, and I will come aga
It will be diffevent thén.”
< It will never be dif
was low ;

Took.

the

CHAPTER XVIIL

her,
The
ars,

ling

see or communicate with Pocahontas &
Ie had-considered the situation earnest
and decided that it would be
cour

an
his | jection of it ; just the bare
comment or elaboration.
had a mother’s i
tween the lines; she did
dapghter with many words,

and

The

8-

the sweet young e down to her
moment, and held it there
Kkisses. Nor did Berkeley,
his mother communicated
voluntesr any comment
After what had passed, Thorne’s prop
was not a surprise, and to them the

answer was a foregone couclusion.

child ! the brother thought impatiently, t
mother wistfully, ‘how much

to
the fa
1ng
rich

ad-

my

old | have loved Jim Byrd.

north, the two famili

together more &
Blanche's

second return
were  thrown
more intimately.

lea
her

to break down all restraints.
and as the spring progressed, instead

and
more rapid.

exclaime

and of my subsequent life with her. I'had
not intended to harrass. you with it until
later—if at all ; but now, I deem it best
that you should become acquainted with it, '
It will explain many

Then he briefly related all the miserable
commonplace story. He glossed over noth- |
bearing hardly now
on his wife, and again on himself, but striv-
how opposed to
this marriage, how far
perfect union was this
union. Pocahoutas listened with intense,
word,
Her
Life
had been so hard upon him ; he had suffered
hardness
blame from
Thorne’s shoulders and heaped it upon
i ife. and

leaded for him at the bar of her judgment.
?Ier heart yearned over him with infinite

saw that her sympathy had been
aroused, that she suffered for and with him,
and he could not forbear from striving to
He went on speak-
he demonstrated that this
marriage which had proved so disastrous
was in truth no marriage, and thatits annul-
ht, for where there
was no love, he argued, there eould be no
marriage. With all the sophistry 3 with all

i he was
master—and they were neither weak mnor
Every power of his
n of - his
mental armory, all the force of his indomit-
able will was “brought to bear upon her—

Calm, pale, resolute, she faced him—her
nervous hands
She would not
r earnestness hoth had
and they stood facing each other on

el.

on the mantle and
quivered with the intensity of his excite-
ment ; the woman’s hung straight before
her, motionless, but wrung together until
the knuckles showed hard through the tense

ed, extending
tenderness

1e.
st,

need
s out for you,
live
You are minc—minc alone,

fe.

What is ;Il.l.\‘ woman
you ouly ?
It is.my very life
no
art is

N
1, aml bert-stghtly
death,
The
yassion
PASSION | | odicinal waters for the latter's

Wonld she give

an
ju

all the
scruples, influences, amid which
crowded Dback on her
She could not do
ve,

a
itself be-

ish.
me
not

v
« There is no barrier,” responded Thorne,
a free

or
divine, to keep us asuncler, save the law

does
If you can not
and T will.
here in
Have

small
them and stood close, hut

¢ fave

Tlove yoi

and you love me 1 hope and
between us save
censorious
I ask you to commit
I ask you to
be my wife before the face of day ; before

back to
her, and rung their changes in her M.xlf\

using his
under-

0

S0,

Thorne,
heavily

I've
Ross,
the woman who was my wife—whom you
f marry
wdseparate

e

Isn't that enough?

be

T can not

er

sit

her unholy

you
1

a | CUOMBERLAND-TITORNE

Pocahontas lay quictly
Then

moved

upon

she

€],
it is you who are

te.

gee nor understand why
I have showed you
3 im-

are

! You

1

your love ; love me, and would break down
tanght
to gratify your love.
:emed to me so
Leave
to think it out

i
‘it

You are overwrought,
excitement ;

\fter, this matter will wear a different

re 3 voice
the gray cyes hada hopeless

The next day Thorne quitely returned to
New York, without making any attempt to

n

his wisest

Pocaliontas told her mother, very quietly,
of Thorne's visit, his proposal, and her re- |
facts, without |
But Mrs. Mason |
sight and could read¥be- |
not harass her |
even of ap-
proval ; or with questions ; she .~im[;ly drew
osom 4
with tender
whom |

ct

to his sister. |
1 { tively.

Poor

he

bitterness
would have been spared her could she only

During the weeks that followed Thorne’s

8
nd

engage- ‘
ment and Warner's increased illness served
All through
the winter the boy had steadily lost ground, |
of |
-allying as they hoped, his decline became |
The best advice was had, but

science could only bear the announcement !

1 )'A

mother’s wilfully blinded eyes, and falsely-
fed hopes, conviction came at last that her
son’s were numbered.

Berkeley, Royall and other of the neigh-
boring gentlemen took turns in aiding with
| the nursing and the night-watches, as is the
custom in southern country neighborhoods
where professional nurses are unknown.

Of all the kindly friends that watched
and tended him through long weeks of ill-
ness, the one that Warner gaa.med to love
the best was Berkeley Mason, There was
a thoughtful strength in the nature of the
man who had suffered, the soldier who had
endured, which = the weaker mnature
recognized ~and rested on. To the
general, during his time of trouble,
the young man became, in very
truth, a son ; the old debt of kindness was
cancelled, and a new account opened with a
change in the balance :

On a still, beautifll May morning,
Warner was laid to rest in the
Lanarth graveyard beside poor Temple
Mason. t was the boy’s own request,
and his mother felt constrained €5"comply
with it, although she would have preferred
interring the remains of her child beside
those of her own people at Greenwood. The
story of the young life beating itself out
against prison bars, had taken strong hold
of the lad’s imagination, and the fancy grew
that he too would sleep more sweeffy under
the shadow of the old cedars in .the land
the young soldier had loved so well.

Norma and Pocahontas stood near each
other beside the newly-made grave, and
as they quitted the inclosure, their
hands met for an instant coldly. Poca-
hontas tried mnot to harbor resent-
ment, but she could not forget whose hand
it had been that had struck her the first
| bitter blow.

After Warner’s death, Mrs. Smith ap-

red to collapse, mentally as well ‘as
bodily.  She remained day after day shut
in his chamber, brooding silently and re-
jecting with dumb apathy all sympathy
and consolation. ~ Her strength and appetite
declined; and her interest in life deserted
her, leaving a hopeless quiescence that was
inexpressibly pitiful. ~ Her husband,  in
alarm for her life and reason, hurriedly de-
cided to break up the establishment at
Shirley, and remove her for a time from sur-
roundings that constantly reminded her of
her loss.

In the beginuing of June, the move was
made, the house closed, the servants dis-
missed, and the care of the estate turned
over to Berkeley. ~ With the dawning of
summer, the birds of passage \\'ingvd their
flight northward.

CHAPTER XIX.

The summer passed quietly for the fami
at Langrth, broken only by the usual soc
happenings, visits from the “Byrd girls,” as
they were still called, with their nusbands
and little ones ; a marris a christening,
letters from Jim and Susie, and
among the little Garnetts. In Angust,
Pocaliantas “and” her mother went for a
month to Piedmont, Virginia, to” try the
rheuma-
tism, and after their return home, Berkeley
took a holiday and ran up to the Adiron-
dacks to see Blanche.

Poor Mrs. Smith did - not rally-as her
family had hoped, and the phy sicians-—as is
customary when a case bafiles their skill
all fecommended further and more complete
change. They must take her abroad, and
try what the excitement of foreign travel
would do toward preventing her- from sink-
ing into confirmed invalidism. Gieneral
Smith, who had abandoned every anc
interest for the purpose of devoting himeelf
5 | to his wife, .embraced the proposal with
¢ | eagern and i ed on the experiment
being tried as speedily as possible.

Some we fore the day appointed for
her marriage, 1el removed herself and her
belongings to the house of a/poor and plastic
aunt, who was in the habit of allowing her-
self to be run into any mould her nicce
should require.  According to their agree-
ment, Ethel gave her whilom husband due
notice of her plans, and Thorne at
once removed the chill to Brook-
lyn, and placed him  under the
care of a sister of his father's;  a
gentle elderly widow who had known sor
vow. His house he put in the hands of an

at to rent or sell, furnished, only remov-

such artic as had belonged to his
parents.  The house was hateful tohim,and
e felt that should the beautiful, new life of
which he dreamed ever dawn for him, it
must set amid ~ different surroundings
from those which had framed his matrimo-
nial failure.

Twelve
had  been  publis
another marked
ing southward,

1

measles

care

he

the
the

after
to

marriage

world,
was  speed-
this ~time to
hontas, ied by a thick,
ly written, letter. Thorne had decided
that it would be better to send a messenger
before, this time, to prepare the way for
him. In his letter Thorne touched but
lightly on the point at issue between them.
thinking it better to take it for granted that
her views had madified, if not changed.
The strength of his canse lay in his

love, his his yearning need
Qn

hours

v

of her. s themes he dwelt
with all the eloquence of which he  was
master, and the letter closed with a passion-
ate appeal, in which he poured out the long
repressed fire of his love “ My darling,
tell me I may come to you—or rather tell
me nothing; I will understand and in-
terpret your silence rightly. You are proud,
my beautiful love, and in all things I will
spare you—in all things be gentle to you ;
in all things, save this—I cannot gi you
, | up—1 will not give you up. I will wait here
for another week, and if I do not hear from
you, I will for Virginia at once—
with joy and pride and enduring thankful-
ne 4
Pocahontas
her mother’s
she put  quietly
answer it, but not yet
house should be quiet she would answer it.
I'he lines containing the brief announce
ment were at the head of the list :
MARRIED.
At

I'rinity, September 21st, 18

f

start

took the to

room,

l\:!l)('l'
the letter
away. She  would

Wt night—when the

1

he Church of the
. by
tev. John Sylvestus, Ceeil Cumberland to

Ethel 1toss Thorne, both of this eity.

Mrs. Mason laid the paper on the little
stand beside her chair. *“ My daughter,”
she said, looking up at the girl seriously,
¢« thig can make no difference.”

“ No, mother,” very quietly, ‘“no differ
¢nce ; but I thought yvou ought to know.”

1f 6nly she coukd think “that this made
a differenc She weary of the
struggle. which formerly
sustained with ceaseless iteration,
lost their her battle-worn mind
longed to throw down its arms in uncondi-
tional surrender. Ier up-bringing had
been so different ; this thing was not re-
garded by the world in the game light as
it appeared to her 5 was she
opinionated, censorious? Ne:
lier so—was he right 2 Wh
up her feeble judgment against the world’s
? verdict-——to condemn and  criticise society’s
decision? Divorce must be
allowed that; a limb must
sometimes that a life might be saved.

CHAPTER XX.
ain ; the city dull, listless and
pect in the gloom of a January

f

wis very

rguments

over-strained,
bit had called

was she, to set

even S|

be
)

Winter
sodden of 4
evening.

Since her return from her wedding trip,
which had " lengthened to four months
amid the delights of Paris, Mrs.
Cumberland had  found time for™ only
oneshort visit o fier little son. _ There
had been such an accumulation of social
duties and engagements, that pilgrimages
over to Brooklyn were out of the qu
and besides, she disliked Mrs. C
Thorne's aunt, who had charge of the boy,
and who had the bad taste, Ethel felt sure,
to disapprove of her. It was too bad of
Nesbit to put the child so far away, and
with a person whony she did not like ; it
amqunted to a total separation, for of course
it would be impossible for her to make
such a journey loften. e

A sharp ring at the door-bell, tardily
| answered by a servant, and then footsteps
| approached the parlor door. Husband and
| wife looked up with interest—with expec-
| tation. Was it a visitor? No; only the
servant with a telegram which he handed
Mr. Cumberland and then withdrew. Cecil
| turned the thin envelope in lis Bnd inquisi-
He was fond of having everything

pass through his own hands—of knowing al
g the ins and outs, the minutix of daily hap-
| penings.
| ““What is
| lently.

1 ““ A despatch for you.
i

it ” questioned Ethel, indo-
Shall I open it ?”
“If you like. I hate despatches. They
always suggest unpleasant possibilities. It's
a local, so I guess it’s from my aunt, about
that rubbishing dinner of hers.”
| Cecil tore open the envelope and read the
| few words it contained with a lengthening
isage; then he let his hand fall, :m.‘T
stared blankly across at his wife.
*“It's from that fellow ! and it's about
the child,” he said, uneasily.
“ What fellow? What

child? Not

that she could scarcely
hold& the paper. ‘“The child is dying.
Comé at once !” That was all, and the
message was signed Nesbit. Thorne. Short, |
curt, perempwryi', as our: words are aj 9,{1
ts of int tion ; a bald

fingers trembling s0

be in
fact roughly stated. |

« Cecil 1” she cried, sharply, * don’t gen {
hear? My child | My baby is dying! Why |
do you stand there staring at me? I must
go—you must take me to him now, this in-
stant, or it will be too late. Don’t you
understand? My darling—my boy is
dying !I” and she burst into a ion of
grief, wringing ‘her hands an wailing.
% Go | send for a carriage. There’s not a
moment to lose. . Oh, my baby l—mybu.bf'l”

“You can’t go out in thisstorm. It's
sleeting lleo.w:ly, and I've been ill. I can’t
let” you go ail that distance with only &
maid, and how am I to turn out in such
weather ?” objected Mr. Cumberland, who,
when he was opposed to a thing, was an
adept in piling up obstacles.““ 1 tell you it's
impossible, Ethel. It's madness, on such a
night as this.”

“ Who cares for the storm ?” raved Ethel,
whose feelings, if evanescent, were intense.
T will go, Cecil ! I don’t want you, Illgo
by myself. Nothing shall stop me. If 1t
stormed fire and blood I should go all the
same. I'll walk—T'll crawl there, before I
will stay her® and let my boy die without
me. Heis my baby—my own child, I tell
you, Cecil !—if he isn’t yours!”

Of this fact Cecil Cumberland needed no
reminder. It was a thorn that pricked and
stung even his dull nature—for the child’s
father lived. To a jealous temperament it
is galling to be reminded of a predecessor in
a wife’s affections, even when the grave has
closed over him ; if the man still lives, it is
intolerable. .

He was not a brute, and he knew that he
must yield to his wife's pressure—that he
had no choice but to yield ; but he stood
for a moment irresolute, staring at her with
lowering brows, a hearty curse on living
father and dying child slowly formulating
in his breast.

As he turned to leave the room to give
the neccssary orders, a carriage drove
rapidly to the door and stopped, and there
was a vigorous pull at the bell. Thorne
had provided against all possible delay.
Then the question arose of who should
accompany her, and they found that there
was not a_single available woman in the
house. It was impossible to let her go
alone, and Cumberland, with the curses
rising from his heart to his lips, was forced,
in very manhood, to go with her himself.

In lirooklyn Mrs. Creswell met them her-
solf at the door, and appeared surpri
as well she might—to see Mr. Camberland.
She motioned Ethel toward, the staircase,
and then with a formal inclination of the
head, ushered her more unwelcome guest
into o small parlor where there was a fire
and a lamp burning.  Here she left him
alone. Her honse was in the subiirbs, and
there was nowhere else for him to go at
that hour of the night and in that terrible

cheerful, a
on floor and
coat  were
table, cigar . case
a crumpled newspaper.  There was
nothing for the man to_do save to stare
nd and walk the floor impatiently,
v death to hasten with his_work,

so that the false position might be ended.
Ginided by unerring instinet, Ethel went
straizht to the chamber where her child lay
dying—perhaps already dead. Outside the
¢ paused with her hand pressed hard

warm and
scattered

room
toy's )
a - little

door
on ler throbbing heart.

It was a pitcous sight that met her view
as the door swung open, rendered doubly
piteous-hy-the-circumstances. A luxurious
room, a brooding silence, a tiny white bed
on which a little child lay, slowly and pain-
fully breathing his life away.

(To be continned.)
N i S

THE RUSSIAY SUCCESSION,

What If the €zarowitz Had Eeen Axsassis
nated ?

Tad the Japanese assailant of thelCzaro-
witz been permitted to accomplish his pur-
pose, the most terrible confusion would have
arisen at St. Petershurg in connection with
matters relating to the succession to the
throne, for the Emperor's md son is
dying of consumption—the result, it is said,
of a blow in the chest, received in jest from
the Czarowitz. Alexander I11., it may be
mentioned here, is stated to owe both, his
charming wife and his throne to a similar
blow inflicted in play upon his clder brother
Nicholas, who died at Nice of consumption
in'1865.  The third and only remaining son
of the Emperor is the little wnd Duke
Michel, a hoy of 12 years of age, who, in
the event of a demise of the crown, would
require the gnidance and guardianship of a
Ie y until the expiration of his minority.

I'o whom would the regency belong?
That is the question that concerns the Czar,
for more tham gne of the Czar’s kin
would claim the right to train the royal

flicial circles in Russia it believed
that Alexander I11. has already designated
his brother, the Grand Duke Sergius, as
Regent, in the event of the minority of his
Sergius is renowned for his
and for his aversion to every-
thing forc If the necessity for a regency
were to occur the world would probably be
called upon to witness, if not a civil and
fratricidel war, at any rate a repetition of
the terroism and bloodshed which marked
in 1825 the accession to the throne of
Emperor Nicolus in lieu of his elder
brother, the Czarowitz Constantine.—
Harper's Weelly.

CSSOT,

fanaticism,

For Baby Boys.

Sailor collars ending in revers to the waist
line are edged with embroidery.

Legging are of ¢loth or ooze calf in tan
or black. Dlack shoes and hose are always
worn. '

Figured gingt of the pluinest descrip-
tion have a gathered shirt and round waist.

Pique dresses h ¢« a round waist
trimmed with collars, .cuffs and
edged with embroidery.

Little boys of two and three yecars wear
their front hair banged and the rest in loose
curls or waved ends.

Jacket suits of pique or gingham have a
plaited or gathered skirt,
and a square three-piece j

Cotton dresses are cut with a round,
broad waist in three pieces, corded and
gewed to the full gathered or plaited and
hempmed skirt.

Flannel and cotton
chaps just donning boyish
picce dresses in three box plaits, back and
front, canght to just below the waist line.
Emma M. Hooper, in the Economist.

arc
bretelles

short coat sleeves

ket

for

ywns have one

dresses

A Two-strike,

The out-door honsehold work in summer
such as that of the summer-kitchen, washing
and ironing, is a sort of makeshift with
many mishaps like burns and scads. But
Mr. Jno. Heinemann, Middle Amana, Towa.
U. S. A, has found the true remely. He
says: I scalded my leg with hoiling water,
and had a sprained ankleat the same time.
Oue bottle of St. Jacobs Oil promptly cured
both.” That doubles its value easily, and
shows its great usefulness, )

% in the Papers.
Rochestér Herald : The summer is no
here than people begin to go in
hathing where the water is deep without
stopping to reflect upon the dangers which
surround a person who goes into water
where wading is impossible and good
swimming is imperatively neccssary. The
inexperienced  hoatman  who “changes
places,” the bather who can’t swim, the
amateur yachtsman who doesn’'t know
enough toanticipate a squall and the surf
bather who is ignorant of the strength of
the undertow, are all mentioned in the
newspapers at this season of the year, ¢
unhappily they all figure in the mortt
list. \Why don’t the people learn to swim ?”

Get Their Na

sooner

Potter Did.
Miss McFadd
Do you

Puck
rage now.
Potter?

Mre. Potter—No ; but I think Jack does,
Last night I heard-himeryinhissleep: “Show
your hands, boys fid

Palmistry isall the
understend it, Mrs.

Tennyson was once asked to supply a
dozgn birthday poems of eight lines each for
1,000 guineas. The poet refused.

¢« Sarah” Bernhardt was named Rosine
by her parents, who were French and
Dutch respectively. Her first appearance
on the stage was at the Theatre Francais
in “ Iphegene.” She is 47 years of age.
In a quarter of a century she has earned
6,516,000 francs ; of which very little is
left.
Gladstone is comparatively a poor man,
and the occasional liter: work he does for
magazines and periodicals is not the result
of any desire to add to his established fame
as a writer.

(11 gu Si:
ower

Perhaps you do not believe these
statements concerning Green’s Au-
gust Flower. Well, we can’t make
you. We can’t force conyiction in-
to your head or med-
jcine into your
throat. Wedon't
want to. The money
is yours, and the
misery is yours; and until you are
willing to believe, and spend the one
for the relief of the other, they will
stay so. John H. Foster, 1122
Brown Street, Philadelphia, says:
“ My wife is a little Scotch woman,
thirty yearsofage and of a naturally
delicate disposition. For five or six
years past she has been suffering
from Dyspepsia. She
became so bad at last
that she could not sit
down to a meal but
she had to vomit it
as soon as sheimd eaten it. Two
bottles of your Rugust Flower have
cured her, after many doctors failed.
Shecan now eat anything, and enjoy
it; and as for Dyspepsia, she does not
know that she ever had it.” @

Doubting

Thomas.

Vomit
Every Meal.

FOOD FOR S
The Effects of Varions Vegetables, Fruits,
Meats, Fish, Drinks, Ete.

A physician who has made a study of
summer vegetables and their general e
on a family, says the New York 7

states that bee 4

carrots, potatoes, turnips,
green corn, peas and Lima beans are the
most fattening of the common vegetables.
Asparagus cleans the blood and acts on the
kidneys. Tomatoes contain calomel and
act on the liver. Some doctors go so far as
to claim that a delicate woman should not
cat sliced tomatoes unless prescribed by her
family physician. Beets are particularly
rich in sugar and also excellent appetizel
whether eaten with or without vinegar.
ts contain from10to 11 percent. of sugar,
carrots from 6 to 7 per cent., parsnips 6 per
cent., and turnips from 2 to 4 per cent., ac-
cording to the variety. They are about
equal as regards the proportion of nitro
genous matter in them, ecach  containing
from 1.3 to 2 per cent. of nitrogenous ¢le-
ments.

Cucumbers and lettuce are cooling. Those

ing lettuce with some regard forits hene-
ficial properties in the da when the ther-
mometer is 100 deg in the shade will
use little dressing ; a dressing with little

ard and oil and much vinegar is by far
le to the usual mustard plaste

Olives, garlic and onions stimulate the
heart and —quicken circulation, and conse-
quently increase the flow of saliva and so
promote digestion. Red onions are a strong
diuretic.

Red cherr
strawberries,
and red rasphe
percentages of su

3

grapes, mulberries, pears,
inglish golden pippin apples
which contain large
gos gar, are fattening if thor-
oughly ripe. If fruits are chosen for their
cooling qualitics, currants, yellow 3
and small gooscher
If drinks are to be sele on the same
hypothesis, claret, lemonade and iced tea
are:more refreshing than milk, soda water,
lager and the body wines,  Iced tea is much
better than iced coffee,asit has a tonic effect
on the pores.
Lean meats wltry, lobsters, dry  toast
and cheese ave cooling as compared with
mutton, gravies, salmon, favinaccous foods,
apioca, bread, pastry, nuts and confee-
tionery

As to Insulting

Much fear was feltin cland that the
Socinlists and-other radicals woulil seize the
opportunity  presented by the public
entrance of the German Emperor into Lon-
don. to insult him, if no more could be done.
From the veports it appears that no attempt
of the kind was made. Let us hope that
this was due to the good sense of the per-
sons suspected of the desire to insult the
royal visitor. . Royalty in England is an
absurd anachronism, and some day it will
disappear. This will be due, not to de-
nunciations of royal individuals, but to the
practical establishment of popular in the
place of kingly rule. In due course of time
the same process will by vout like re-
sults in Germany, and eflec tive aid in this
direction will “doubtless he given there,
as in Bogland, by men who wre ready to
oppose - ol ide and customs. with new
and better ones, but who are disgusted
with the tendency to insult the accidental
representatives of institutions mnot yet
changed.  When a monarch is a tyrant,
like the Czar of Russia, and irremovable by
peaceful methods, it is well enough to kill
him, if possible ; but to take advantage
of the larger freedom of constitutional
monarchies to insult their nominal rulers
is a pitiful exhibition of spite and cowardice
not likely to commend itself to the Lrave
men who inaugurate and carry forward
revolutions in time of need. It accomplishes
no possible good and frequently !
harm. The way to kill mona
langh at it.—N. Y. Standard.

Perors.

They Like Fat Girls in Tunis.

A Tunisian girl has no chance of marriage
unless she tips the scales at 200 pounds, and
to that end she commences to fatten when
years old. The takes aperients
and eats a'great deal of sweet stuff and leads
a sedentary life to hasten the process. Up
to 15 she is very handsome, but at 20 what
an immenge, unwieldly mass of fat she be
comes. She waddles, or undulates, along
the strect. Her costume is very pic
especially if she be of the richer cle 3
are clothed in fine silk of resplendent hues
of bright yellow or green, and wear a sort of
conical-shaped head dress, from which de
pends white drapery. Turkish
trousers and nty slippers, the heels of
which barely reach  the middle of the foot,
complete costume. Pittshurg Dispatch.

she is 15

Never Mind the Administration.

Rochester Heraid : The American named
Duncan, who beat his pretty wife over the
head with a rock at Retuwy Coed, a famous
vesort in Wales, has placed in an in
sane asylum there to remain for life,
during the pleasure of thr Jueen, unless a
change of administration. ehall sooner rc
lease him. Long life to Victoria !

bee
or

one of the Mysteries,

Chicago Mand—What do you
think of Irene ?
- Laura—1 detest her. And she hatesme like
poison. '

“Then why do you and she «
when you meet ?”

““ Heaven only knows.”

il

\ul’-li‘lll ;I;.
Hevald

town last

York

down
lamppost:

Ethel T don’t believe it

a jealous disposition, any

New

George

Harry
In

night

nd I'm not of

Minnie Palmer will make her reappear
ance in London in September and in the
following month will commence a tour of
the provinces.

T sce now,” said he sadly, after he had
lost his money on the ball game, *‘why
they say “blind as a bat.”  The bat didn’t
seem to see the ball once.”

Tuer matter in nature.
Everything has its use. Even the garbage
gathered in ash Darrels possesses o
value, though it is more often thrown away
than put to any use. Hamilton spends a
good deal of money annually to try to keep
the city clean, a good deal of which might

ved if the authorities only knew how.
The Cockneys are trying to solve the
problem. There are about 750,000 tons of
household refuse to be disposed of in Lon-
don every year, and many expedients e
yeen resorted to in order to do the work
well.  Much of the refuse is sent down the
Thames in barges and spread on the
marshes. A new company is now tryingto
make better use of this material by ys-
tematic process. Upon arrival at the works
all the refuse is sorted by passing through
eylindrical sieves and screens of sizes ranging
from three-inch to half-inch mésh.  Paper
and rags are used for paper-making, straw
for straw-board and fnel, wood is burned,
tin is saved for scraps, bones for manure,
bottles and glass are sold or remelted, and
stones, vegetables and animal refuse, rub-
bish, coal, etc., are ground up and mixed

is no waste

THE MORDANT MOSQUITO. '

|
The Thing that Sings the Miserere in Mid-
summer Ears,

K¢ 15 the Madame Wh es—It Is She Whe
" Pinks the Baby’s Fat Neck and Reddens
the White Skin of the Girls.

] stood on the bridge at midnight,” is
what the anything but genial ‘‘mosquito,”
“ musketo,” “musqtlibo," ““ musquetoe,”
“ hito? < tho 2 €6 40,7

’ q
“« hetto ? ¢ hetto
2 or ¢ t

to,” sings on these damp warm summer
evenings. For such a very little pest the
““mosquito ” has more names and in more
languages than any other living thing.
Scientists variously call her the culex pipiens,
ailex Americanus, the cousin, the mouckeron
and the * humming gnat.” The Centenary
dictionary describes the insect of many
aliases as ““ onc of many different kinds of
gnats or midges, the female of which bites
animals and draws blood.” Persons who
are given to attribute to the female sex all
the gentleness and amiability there is in the
world will bear this in mind.
AN INDOLENT INSECT.

Mr. Mosquito, says the St. Louis Globe-
Democrat, is an -easy-going, gorgeously-
arrayed creature, with neither the disposi-
tion nor the ability to bite animals and
draw blood. He is a sort of Turvey-drop
in the insect world, who seems to have no
higher object during his brief life than *“ to
show himself about town.”

THE REAL CULPRIT.

The female mosquito can at a pinch live
the life of a vegetarian, but what she wants
is gore, piping hot gore, human if she can
get it ; but never overlooking any chance.
The toughest hide that ever covered a horse
or a steer does not intervene between the
lady mosquito and her vampirish thirst. It
is even doubted that Col. Msquito is given
to vocal effect.

fow THE MOSQUITO IS BUILT.

In the human family the fefale is the
more ornamental as well as the more
amiable afimal. But in all the species of |
the mosquito family the male apparently is
the superior being.” In grace and elegance
of architectural construction, as well as in |

riejy and gorgeousncss of raiment, the |
male mosquito far surpas the female.

The male also enjoys privileges and preroga-
ti to which the female can never aspite
certainly can never gain. The function
which she performs in” propagation_of the
species compels her to consume mdre food |
than he and all this food she is |
obliged to get herself.  In every essential
particular she has to make her own and the |
family’s living without the slightest aid |
from him.

, The mosquito first appears in the form of
an egg. The egys are deposited in the |
water by the mother mosquito. Before 1
doing this she erosses her hind legs in the
shape of a letter N, As the eggs arc
dropped they are caught by the crossed legs,
the glutinous substance attaching to the

holding them together.  The number

Sy lait by one fomale before rising is |
very great.  These eggs ave al ranged in the |
form of a raft and left to ride on the water;
shallow, stagnant fresh water usnally being |
selected. By the additions made to the 1

l

docs,

number.of egys the raft is converted into &
sort of a boat, and when the laying process
is all completed the bhoat consists of from
300 to 350 « . Thisis the first stage in'
the existence of the embryo mosquito, |
HATCIED. |
A few days after the egg boat is launched
the larvae appear. These are of an elon
gated, worm-like form, and come out of the
lower end of the leaving the empty !
shells forming the boat lying on the surface |
of the water. The shell is_soon destroyed \
by the action of winds and water.  When
tiie laryae appear the eggs. are hatched.
The larvae are vulgarly called “wigglers.”
Suspended from the surface of the witer,
with head downward, they are enabled w0
Dhreathe by means of a sort of tube muni
cating with-the tracha. The appearance
of the larvie may he sud to complete the
second stage in the existence of the mos-

quito,
THE MOSQUITO BEGINS ACTIVE LTFE

From ten to fifteen days after the appear-
ance of the larvi the enters the
pupi 8 They take on a thin skin,
almost completely covering the larvie, anc
roll around in- the  water, their motions
heing directed by a fin-like contrivance at
the end of the tuil. The quick, seemingly
irregular movements of the pup:e give them
the name of *“ tumblers.” They, too, are

to persons  residing in  the rural

s in the gpring and summer. The
change of the larvie into the pupw com
pletes the third stage in the mosquito’s
existence.

Between five and ten days after the pupa
appears the last and most critical stage in
the entire metamorphosis of the egg into the
perfect inscct arrives. About this period
the pup:e skin bursts open, and the mosquito
takes its first look at daylight.

substance

WHEN SIHALL I RAISE HIS MAT?
Read This and the Question Will Never
Bother You Again,

1. When he bows to a lady or an elderly
gentleman

2. When he is with a lady who bows to
any person, cvenif the other i a total
stranger to him.’

3. When he salutes a gentleman who is
in the company: of ladies.

1. When he in the company
another gentleman who hows to a lady.
5. When he is with a lady and meets a
gentleman whom he knows.

6. When he offers any civility to a lady

who is a stranger to him.
7. When he parts with a lady, after
speaking to her, or after walking or
driving  with her, ete.—Youny Ladlies’
Fashion Bu:ar.

of

The Summer Girl,

Now that the reign of the summer girl is
at hand, these are a few of the things to
count on the beads of her rosary of her
remembrance : The girl the boys like hest to
take rowing doesn’'t trail her hands in the
water, even if they are pretty and her rings
handsome, for it gets the at out of trim.
She doesn’'t act frisky or kittenish in the
hoat or playfully spring out of itat the
shore, only to fall back very unplayfully
into the stream and dip the skiff half full of
water. She doesn't pretend to steer if she
doesn’t know how, just because the bright
cords of the rudder are effective against her
She doesn’t put np her sunshade
when the wind is dead against you, even if
its lining is becoming to her complexion.

dness.

home just when the fish are beginning to
bite ; and she doesn’t squeal if you happen,
inadvertently, to land a gamy catch in her
lap.— The Eye.
An Equivoeal Pafl.
Harper'sBazaar : Did you see the notice
I gave you?” said the editor to the grocer.
“ Yes 3 and I don't want another. The
man who says I've got plenty of sand, that,
the milk I sell is of the first water, and that
my butter is the strougest in the market,
y mean well, but he is not the man 1
want to flatter me a second tim».”

sir Gordon Noi In the Cast.

Puck : Rockaway Beach—We “ried
play baccawat at owah club the othah night,
but couldn’t manage it.

Howell (iibbon —Why not ?

Rockaway Beach—All the fellahs wanted
to be bankaw. ‘The pwince was bankaw,
you know.

Boston  Courier : Tartly—Doctor, what
do you really think is the matter with my
wife? Dr. Bias—I am sorry to say, sir,
that I fear that she is losing her reason.
Tartly —I thought as much when they told
me she had sent for you.

Maple sugar‘dn snow was the attraction
at a recent gathering near North Adams,
Mass. The snow had been kept since win-
ter under thick covering of epruce
branches.

Uncle Russell Sage has shaved off all his
whiskers for the st time in many Yyears,
and, although he is 75 years old, his fa
round and without a wrinkle.

The report that Florence Nightingale re-
fused £1,000 for a short article on hospital
work will not deter a thousand or miore
less melodious writers from  going right
ahead.

Stuart Robson’s manager has engaged
Frnst Possart for an American tour in 1892
1893 for $75,000.

John Stetson is to star Marion Manola
and Jack Mason in * The Tar and the
Tartar,” next season, through territory not
covered by the McCaull Ope Company.

A Texas infidel rode hinety miles to get
religion under the auspices of Major Penn,

a

She doesn’t get a headache and have to go

MUCH BETTER,

Thank You!

THIS 18 THE UNIVERSAL TESTI-
MONY of those who have suffered from
CHRONIC BRONCHITIS, COUGHS,
COLDS, OR ANY FORM OF WAST-
ING DISEASES, after they have tricd

SCOTT'S
EMULSION

0f Pure Cod Liver 0il and

HYPOPHOSPHITES

—Of Lime and Soda.—
\ 1T 18 ALMOST AS PALATABLE
} THMILK., IT IS A WONDERFUL
ILESH PRODUCER, It is used and
endorsed by Physicians, Avoid all
imitations or substitutions. Sold by
all Druggists at 50c. and $1.00.

SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville.
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LITTLE RED IS WORN.

Bat All the Rose Pinks Are in the Bloom
of Favor,

Fashion favors almost everyshade of pink,
running from wildgsose pink to deep rose
color, ﬁ'om old rose to ‘‘neille,” and from
china pink to geranium. Fresh blues carry
the day just now, althongh what are under-
stood Dy gray-blues- are still a great deal
worn, but these really ought to be classed
among the neutrals along with the slates
and lavenders.

Gray-blue is often obtained by the weav-
ing of darkish blue with white, just as a
varied scale of pink is the result of combin-
ations of different reds with white. Warm

| yellows are more in vogue than cold ones—

that is to say, golden yellows, maize, athber,
marigold yellow, \\‘il?l a brown or a red
tone, now bordering on russet, now ap-
proaching more or less nearly to orange,
and not greeny yellows.

Very little actual red is worn, though
scarlet and crimson crop up in millinery,

| trimmings, etc., or are introduced in small

quantities in the designs on figured fabrics.
A decided movement in favor of green has
been noticeable of late, more particularly
very light shades of rather bright positive
green, which would seem to denote that
this color will be fashionable next winter.
The wings and crape draperies with
which so many hats are now trimmed are
often in eau-de or absinthe green,

| which® harmonize equally well with pink or

mauve.

Pale green silk is also often used as a
background for lace and other transparent
tissues,

Reflcctions.

The loaded dice top proves that turn
about isn’t always fair play.

"This is the season when the girl not at the

aside is beside herself.

Fighting is a variety of fruit better nipped
in the bud than picked after it is ripe.

It isn’t safe to estimate the quality of a

| mau’s time by the size of his watch chain.

It doesn’t take a shipbuilder long to learn
that it is the flcetest yacht which has the
quickest sale.

The bump of self-esteem of the man who
loves his neighbor as himself must he some-
thing prodigious.

SAME OLD THING

Day—T believe that some of these clergy-
men who turn away from their creeds do it
to make mor

Veeks—\What is the harm in that ?  In
old ||||\f“«’4\\hl'll a man turned heretic he got
aked.
THE DEVI™Y
There never was a house of prayer
But what the Devil roosted there;
And though to tell it makes us weep,
He giveth his beloved sleep.
WERE I A PREACHIER.
Were T a preacher I would love
“The man who's truly wild and tough,
Far more than him who stays from church
he feels he's good enough.
THEY STAY FROM CHURCIL
Some men the who stay from church
And preachers one and all condemn,
For when (he good men sinners warn
I'hese fellows feel they're whacking them.
THE TURNING OF TIHE CRANK.
Whene'er a new scheme of perpetual motion
Arouses attention from occan to ocean,
Experts come to see it from far and from near
And, gathered around, at its mysteries pee
):.-x aps it deceives them, more like |l\v_\ find
That a_cute little belt snugly sneaks out be-
hind,
And there out of
laster

erank has been turning, now slower, now

ter.

sight behind lathing and

"Tis thus with new schemes in religion's great

eld

A wealth theologic they promise to yield ;

Full many proclaim théni a true revelation,

Producing the balm fit to heal all ereation,

But when heads more level would view them
_aright,

"Tis discovered that something is hidden from

sight 3
And later adherents their folly must thank
For bowing in awe to the turn of a crank.

Wire Finer Th

We are at work just now, s manu
facturer the other day, on some pretty small
wire. It is 1.500th of an inch in diameter
—finer than the hair on your head, a great
deal. Ordinary fine wire is drawn through
steel plates, but that wouldn't do for this
work, because if the hole wore away ever
s0 little it would make the wire larger, anc
that would &poil the job. Iustead, it is
drawn through what is practically a hole in
a diamond, to which there is, of course, no
wear. These diamond plates are made by a
woman in New York, who has a monopoky
of the art in this country, The wire is then
run through machinery which winds it
spirally with a layer of silk thread that is
L0015 of an inch in thickness—even finer
than the wire, you sce. . This wire is used
in making the receiving instruments of
ocean cables, the galvanometers used in
testing cables and measuring insulation of
covered wires,

a

An Eye to Business.
Epoch : Mela y
sure this poison will kill a man ?
Druggist -Yes, sir, I can guarantee it.
3y the way, if you are going to commit
suicide, I wish you'd put one of onr circu
lars in your pecket. It'll be
ment for us when your body

ncholy anger—You are

a bigadvertise-

found.

Preparing for seashore,

Jewelers' Cholly Cholmonderly
Now we're all pwepared for our twip. But
I scem to forget something.

Valet—Have you ordered the eng;
rings ?

Cholly C.—Aw, that's it.
pany’s and awder a dozen.

Cirenlar

remeht

Go
LY

to Tim-

A Vital Question.
Pucl: : The bosom friend—They tell me,
Nell, that you are engaged g
The vietim—Deat
I know?

me ! Isit to anyone

All the women of the Vanberbilt family
are notable for their good looks. Mrs, Cor-
nelius  Vanderbilt has a calm, lovely face
which is suggestive of the Madonna,  Mrs.
William ‘K. Vanderbilt has a fine figure
which she carries with' much stateliness ;
her eyes are dark bluerand her hair is'a
ruddy bronze brown. Mrs. Frederick W,
Vanderbilt, however; is the beauty of the
house of Vanderbhilt.. Her figure is extremely
graceful, her complexion lovely and her hair
has the glint and glimmer of golden sun-
beams in them.

The son of General Isidro Urtecho, Com-
mander-in-Chief of the Nicaraguan army, is
the only foreign cadet at West Point. He

oung man of 20, tall and actives; with
hy skin and flashing black eyes.

The house which Lord Revelstoke was
building previous to the Baring failure is
now Baron Hirsch's. .
Baron de Gondoriz, the Brazilian india-
rubber merchant who is trying to corner
the entire rubber output of the Amazon
region, is an energetic man of Portuguese
birth, 41 years old. He is of short and very
)pu!ll_)' figure, with light complexion and fed
\air.

BOARDING-HOUSE BASEBALL.

Why & Pessimist Was Forced.to Leave His
Good Quarters.

The trouble all arose over one breakfast,
It may be that they knew he hated baseball,
orit may be that their talk resulted from
the fact that every man, woman and child
in the ‘boarding-house, with the exception
of the lank pessimist, had been to the game
the day before, says the Chi T'ribune.

At any rate, when the landlady took the
coffee pot in the oné hand and the cream
pitcher in the other, and began pourin
from both at the same time, he was movi
to ask, without o suspicion of danger, what
she was doing.

«Making a double play unassisted ,” was
her prompt respouse.

- He looked pained, but said nothing.

A momcnt‘a.ter, when a codfish-ball was
gallantly declined by the dude, who in-
gisted on passing it to his fair nei%hbor, the
dry goods clerk on the other side of the
table cried out :

“ Pagsed ball 1”

The pessimist fingered his knife nervously
as he glared at the clerk, and had hardly
recovered his composure when the waitress
kicked the cat through the doorway and the
pretty typewriter lisped :

“Putout !” -

And the young lawyer added :

“ Safe hit !”

He hardly had time to shift his reproach-
ful glance from the pretty typewriter to the
oung lawyer when the old maid began tell-
ing what a brute the man next door was, and
the real estate agent sang out : %

¢ Score one !”

For sympathy he turned to the landlady’s
pretty daughter, who sat next to him and
who had thus far said nothing.  But as he
declined the last muffin on the plate and she
took it, she looked him straight in the
eye, and with her most captivating smile
said

‘¢ A sacrifice

Then he got up and stalked out, and
there is a room’ to rent in that boarding-
honse.

"

The Typleal Modern City.

Paris is the typical modern city. In the
work of transforming the labyrinthine tan-
gle of narrow, dark and foul medieval alleys
into broad modern thoroughfares, and of
providing those appointments and conven-
iences that distingnish the well-ordered cit
of our day from the cld-time cities whic
had grown up formless and organless by
centuries of accretion—in this brilliant nine-
teenth century task of re-constricting cities
in their physical characters, dealing with
them as organic entities, and endeavoring to
give such force to the visible body as will
Dest accommodate the expanding life within,
Paris has been the unrivalled leader.
Berlin and Vienna have accomplished mag-
nificent results in - city-making, and great
British town—Glasgow, Birmingham, Man-
chester and others—have in a less ambitious
way wrought no less useful reforms ; but
Paris was the pioncer. French public
authoritie itects and engincers were
the first to Five effectually the ideas of
symmetry and  spaciousness, of order and
convenience, wholesomencss and cleanliness,
in urban arrangements. — Albert Shaw.

Golden Notes,
Who would not be a fashionable opera
ginger ¢ Here are the fees hich were paid
to the leading voices for 4« single night's
performance of the * Huguenots ” this
season :

cszke $800
bani.... . . B

wd de | ke

iuilin ogli cee

Mdlle. Mravina + )
The lowest of these, upon a basis of 300 con-

certs per annum, is equal to §75,000 a year ;

the highest to $210,000—Saturday Jowrnal.

M. ldo
Malle. (

Luwlable Taadghude. T
Mrs. Brown—John, I hear you took that
horrid typewriter girl of yours to the theatre
last, night.
Mr. Brown—Well, surely, my dear, it
wouldn’t be right to let her go alone.—
Peoria Herald,

Johmuy ALl Rj
A Ashland Press: “T'm NI Johnny,”
said the Sunday school teacher severely,

“ that 1 will never meet you in heaven’
Johnny—Why, what have you been doin’
now ?

There is a story “that 55,000 worth of
diamonds are buried in a Brooklyn grave.
They adorn the body of an eccentric person
who died several years ago.  The costly
jewels were placed in the coffin despite the
strenuous protests of the undertaker who
had charge of the funeral and who feared
the desccration of ghouls.

The societies for the protection of animals
in Sweden, Norway and Denmark have
petitioned the Queen of Italy to exert her
influence in protecting the northern birds
which migrate to Italy in winter.

P. . N. K

VERA-CURA

—FOn—
DYSPEPSIA
AND ALL
STOMACH TROUBLES.

nggists and Dealers, ov
§ Ly mail on receipt of 25 cts
(0 boXes 1 1.00) in stamps.

at, 44 and 46 Lombard St., Toronto, Ot

—x

EAT REME
FOR PAIN.

Cures RHEUMATISM,
NCURALGIA, SCIATICA, LUMBAGO, BACKACHE,
HEADACHE, TOOTHACHE, SORE THROAT,
FRGST-BITES, SPRAINS; BRUISES, BURNS, Ete,
ald by Dry ts nnd Dealers Everywhere
Fifly Cts. & bottle, Dirceti nsin 11 Languages,

ard §t., Torento, 0ot

ordinary 88 in _curin

Tosses, Nervousness, Weak Parts. The results of ing
discretion. It will invigorate and

success a guarantoe. Al dr
box. Oan mal) it sealed
Eureka Chemical Co.,

W, REMEDIES.

—
NO. | POSITIVE HERBAL RlIE
cures Nervous Weakness from what

! NO.2 POSI
D cures UF
A at o
2

{nfallivie in

Piso's Remedy for Catarrh is the
Best, Easicst to Use and Cheapest.

Bold by druggists or sent by mall, 50e,
FT Itine, Warren, Pa,, U. B, A,

£ IVRTSHORNS sk houses
Beware of Imitations,

» NOTICE

AUTOGRAPH
OF

SURELY
# GURE

' THE EDITOR :--Fl L
irove named disease. By its timel tho
be glad to send two bottles

58 West Adeialde Bt., T

SONSUIPTAO

ands ©
1 my remedy FREE to any of your readers wno nava
on if they will send me their Express and Post Office Address, Respectfully, Te A
RONTQ, ONTARIO.

our reacders that I have a positive remedy fi

opoless cases have been permanently

| CURE FITS!

THOUSANDS OF BGY?-
CIVEN AWAY YEARLY.

Wher ¢ say Cure | do eo:

-

i merely cc 5150 them for a time, wo
o thao retore agaln. @ MEAN 4 ABADICAI CURE. |hav2made the diseasen
Eniieoay or Falling Alckness & e loug study. | warra.t my remedy to G
worst cases, Because sthers bave Is i* no reason for not aow receiving & cure .

a treatiss and » Freoe Bottle of iee Bopoun
ce. It costs you pothiog for # trial aad i 44, “ 3

OMiia, (88 WEST \DELAIDE

an-evangelist. He listened to two sermons,
professed religion, and, mounting his horse,
started for home.

Mrs. William Waldorf Astor is one of the
finest mandolin players in New York’s 400.

mine ! Give it to
Cecil. How slow you are. And
she snatched the telegram from his
unresisting hand. Hastily she scanned the
words, her breath coming in gasps, her

fallen so low 2—am I guilty of this terrible
sin{?

«Piincess,” he said, meeting the honest,
agonized:gyes squarely, ‘“ I want to tell you
the story of my marriage with Ethel Ross,

&

Brown—Here is some tobacco, .my poor
man. You must feel the loss of a
smoke after dinner. Tramp—No, sir.
I feel the loss of my dinner before the
smoke.

with dust, thus being reduced to a harmless,
dry powder. The cinders and coal are
burned under the boilers or they are saved
and sold to the brickmakers, or mixed with
pitch and pressed into bricquets for fuel.

of bereavement ; there was nothing to be
done, the doctors said, save to alleviate
pain, gnd let the end come peacefully ; it
was néedless to worry the boy with change,
or tless experiments. Even to the

me quickly,




