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"Never! Or. if you Insist. I Shall go 
Into this little ante-room and look at 
her through the crack of the door. That 
Is the only concession I shall make,” 
and the young man stepped quickly Into 
the next room as the opposite door 
opened to admit the visitor; through 
the slit Andrew could make out the 
graceful silhouette of a young girl.

“How do you do, Mrs. Harmon ?" 
said the girl, as she entered the room.
“I have brought back the little books 
on the orphan asylum that you lent 
mamma. May I stay a moment with 
you?"

She continued to keep her back to
ward Andrew, and he, now beginning 
to get tired of the game, had about con
cluded that she must be frightfully 
ugly.

“Sit down here, dear, beside me," and 
Mrs. Harmon easily contrived to place 
the girl just opposite the small room: 
and the young man, approaching his 
eye to the crack, was struck by the 
pretty face he beheld.

"Well, Rosamond, what are you doing 
nowadays? Are you going-out much ?"

“No, very little. I had a card for 
Mrs. baton’s tea this afternoon, but I 
wrote her I-was ill. You will not be
tray me, will you?” And she laughed a 
merry laugh, that set Andrew's heart 
to vibrating.

“Do you not care for such .affairs?” 
asked Mrs. Harmon.

“Surely, Mrs. Harmon, you do not 
think It would be amusing to spend an 
hour or two watching Mrs. baton's 
flirtations, with no one to talk to bur 
the insipid women and stupid men of 
her set?"

“You are severe, my chila. - 
“Severe? Well, with a woman like by the simple process of paying for it, 

Mrs. baton, I do not think one can be but interesting things that were val- 
too much so.”

Instinctively Mrs. Harmon raised her 
eyes to the door that concealed An
drew, and, under pretext of arranging 

'the portiere, she crossed the room, and. 
as she rearranged the drapery, whis
pered to her nephew: “It’s nearly 5— 
you’ll be late for your tea”

But her warning was unheeded; An
drew, did not budge. As for the girl by 
ttie fire, she was till full of her idea.

“Do you know Mrs. baton, Mrs.
Harmon?” she asked, 

j “Yes, yes,” the old lady hastened to 
reply; and to turn the conversation she 
went on: “But you are wrong to de
clare that all men are stupid. There 
are some who are quite sensible."

“Sensible? Well, I don’t know them.
I do not mean that they are all stupid, 
but they think themselves so superior 
that they are wearisome. They are 
vain, insufferable bores, with their 
blase airs and their idea that they are 
Irresistible because they can flirt with

6HUFFLE-8HOON AND AMBER-LOCKSed by a number of representatives ot 1 
the press. Amidst the blare of horns 
and the shrill tones of the stringed In
struments the curtain arose, displaying 
to the audience an Immense chorus.
At a motion from the orchestra leader j
the musicians ceased their playing and oh_ у* TOlce, j htTe heard!
at another sweep of the leader’s wand Soeh visions when the morning grows— 
the chorus, accompanied by the orches- g brother’s soul In some sweet bird, 
tra, burst forth into the grand and A aster’s spirit In a rose, 
glorious opening song of the opera At
the same instant a beautlous creature, And, oh, the beauty I have found!

Such beauty, beauty everywhere;
The beauty creeping on the ground,

The beauty ainglng in the air.

years at least."
“What about the vase an that ttras^ 

asked Mabel.
“It will take a long, time to find It," 

said" Mrs. Branscombe, with all the- 
moral superiority of ohe who Is con
scious of aspiring to difficult heights. 
"If he should find It sooner he could 
nend it to me.”

“I have found It," Will wrote soon 
after this. “That Is. I have found the 
place where it ought to be. That it 
to not there, is only an Indication of 
the general derangement of the uni
verse. It was sold some time ago to 
a member of the ex-royal family of 
France. It happens, luckily for me. 
however, the poor devil of a royalist 
may feel about It, that he has fallen 
dead broke, and all his collections are 
to be put up for sale." So here’s for 
Paris, and wish me good luck.”

The next time she heard from Will 
he had gone to Rome, having been 
informed that the precious object had 
been bought for a cardinal and taken 
to the Imperial city. The cardinal had 
since died, and there was a hope that 
the coveted treasure might be within 
grasp. Then he wrote from Madrid, 
where he had gone In consequence of 
a rumor that the precious vase had 
been sent to the Spanish capital and 
placed in a museum.

After that she did not hear from him. 
for a long time. She began te grow 
uneasy, first for the Cellini vase, and 
then for her ’ nephew, 
before known how. fond she was of 
him.

It was a year from the time of his 
departure that Will returned, walking 
In one evening asequletly as if he had 
been done town for an hour or so and 
had just come back.

Mrs. Branscombe sprang to meet him 
uable for their rarity and their history In transports of delight. After she had 
and the celebrity of their Inventors or welcomed him and asked him hew he 
discoverers. was and where he had been and why

She had a fan that was said to have he had not written to her, she said: 
once belonged to the last Tycoon, who “I forgive you for not bringing the 
had been imprisoned and who was said vase. After all. Will, I think I’d rather 
to have shaded his face with this iden- have you. You know I was always fond 
tie&l fan as he listened to the decree ot you.”
which subjected him to durance vile ! Will almost whistled in an excess *>t 
and abolished the tyeponate forever. ! Incredulity, but checked himself In 
Mrs. Branscombe held to this theory time.
with unshaken tenacity, but her | “That reminds me, though, ’ he said, 
nephew Will had been the victim oi ! taking, a box out from some mysterious 
doubts ever since he had chanced upon i hiding place, “that I did bring the 
a factory In Philadelphia which turned 
out an Inexhaustible supply of genuine 
Japanese vases so like that royal relic 
that when he replaced It for a week 
with one of the late manutacctcured 
his aunt did not seem to know the 
difference.

He had not called her attention to 
the experiment, because he had never 
forgotten one he had tried with the 
famous roc’s egg, and he did not believe 
that she ever had either. The roe’s 
egg bad been the joy of her heart and 
the pride of her soul, and she had treas
ured it with anxious care for more 
than five years, until one day Will, in 
an unseemly fit of glee, had accidentally 
knocked It out of the nest in which it 
had been calmly reposing for so long, 
and it was shattered Into fragments.
Thereupon it was revealed that the fa
mous egg had been cunningly contrived 
with a preparation of lime carefully 
glased over the surface, and no myster
ious roc had ever had anything to do 
with its production.

SWEET LITTLE WOMAN O' MINE.

«be ain’t any bit of a angel-.
This sweet little woman o’ mine;

She’s Jest a plain woman, 
an’ party much human—

This sweet little woman o’ mine.

*"er what would I do with a angel.
When I looked ter the firelight’s shine? 

When six little sinners 
Air wantin’ their dinners?

No! Give me this woman o’ mine!

I’ve beam lots o’ -women called “angels," 
An’ lots o’ ’em thought wax fine;

But give 'em the feathers.
An’ me, in all weathers.

This sweet little woman o’ mine.

Ijest ain't got untilin' ag’ln ’em— * 
These angels—they're good In their line; 

But they’re sorter above me!
Than!: God that she’ll love me—

This dear little woman o’ mine!
—F. L. STANTON.

Lon* yearn, long yearn apart, alone. 
Despite man’s rage or woman's ruth,

I keep my cloud-capped heights of 
To watch for light, to toll for truth.

Shuffle-Shoon and Amber-Lochs- 
Bit together building blocks; 
Shuffle-Shoon Is old and gray— 

Amber-Locks a little child; 
But together at that play 

Age and youth are reconciled,. 
And with sympathetic glee 
Build their castle fair to see!

-(g)
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“When 1 grow to be a man”—
So the wee one’s prattle ran—
“I shall build a castle—so,

With a gateway broad and grand;. 
Here a pretty vine shall grow. 

There a soldier guard shall stand;. 
And the tower shall be so high 
Folks will wonder, by-and-by!"

m
white, but seemingly self-possessed, 
emerged from the wings into full view 
of the audience.

“That’s Miss Tompkins, leading so- тае ,оте ш al, the good ln all 
prano,” was whispered about the au- The God In all, In "all that Is; 
dltorium and galleries, and then, with But, oh, I stumble to my fall, 
one accord, the audience broke into To try to tell a tithe of this! 
uproarious applause. Such stamping of —JOAQUIN MILLEB.
feet, such clapping of hands., such 
shrieking, whistling, such “huzzas" and 
such “bravos” were never heard before 
In the building. Manager Tompkins 
was radiant. lie was poking his fingers Ensconced ln the depths of her big 
Into the sides of his companions, and arm chair, a smile lighting up her fine 
an I-toId-you-so expression pervaded olfl face that her white hair framed 
his countenance. But why does the with a crown of snow, Mrs. Harmon 
curtain drop so ' unceremoniously at was considering her nephew Andrew, 
this juncture? Why was Miss Temp- a good-looking young fellow of 28, who, 
kins carried from the stage, and why for his part, was considering the time 
all the commotion back of the curtain? piece on the mantel, whose hands were 
Manager Thomas Tompkins goes back already past І o’clock, 
to Investigate, and as he passes on to “Well. Andrew, do you find the clock 
the stage he curses the first person he very Interesting?"
meets, for something, he knows not In some confusion the young man 
what. The audience waits impatiently stammered out an excuse, but she went 
for the curtain to again go up and de- on:
mauds attention by continual stamping “Now, don’t deny it, you naughty 
of feet. At last a man steps to the fellow. You wanted to know It your 
front of the proscenium and ln agitat- visit had lasted long enough tor you 
ed tones tells those present to go to the to take your departure decently." 
ticket office and get their money back, “Not at all, aunt. Your guess Is 
as the opera will not be presented that quite wrong, for I haven’t the slightest 
night, because Mies Grace Tompkins, intention of going yet. But why do 
the soloist, has been overcome by ex- you keep a regular sun dial like that 
ettement, resulting ln a paralytic in your drawing room?" 
stroke and now was—dead. "Perhaps because I was born so long

----------  ago that it is I and not the clock that
The old Continental Theatre Is a is behind time. But come—instead of 

thing of the past, for Its owner and criticising діу drawing room, tell me 
manager, Thomas Tompkins, had 11 what you are going to do when you 
razed to the ground. There now stands leave here.”
in Us stead a magnificent structure, “In the first place I am not going to 
over the main entrance to which is leave here for some time; but when I 
chiseled ln the heavy granite the words, have wearied you with my presence 
“The Grace Orphans’ Home,” and with- until you cannot stand it any longer, 
in the massive walls Is a kind, portly old It will be time for me to go to Mrs. La- 
man, who is father and all to the hun- ton’s tea."
dreds of children that live there. He “Mrs. baton—Pauline baton?"
Is no longer known as-Manager Thomas “The same.”
Tompkins, but he Is now referred tc “Ah, yes, I used to see her some time 
as Thomas Tompkins, Esq., phUan- ago. i remember her vaguely—a large 
thropist.—О. K. Schimausky, in Bud- woman, dark—’’

“She Is a blonde, aunt.”
"Indeed? She used to be a brunette. 

And so you are sighing at the feet of

Shuffle-Shoon quoth. “Yes, I know;. 
Thus I butlded, long ago!
Here a gate and there n wall,

Here a window, there a door,
Here a steeple, wondrous tall, 

Rlaeth ever more and more;
But the yean have leveled low 
What T bnllded long ago!”

So they gossip at their play. 
Heedless of the Heeling duy.
One speaks of that Long Ago 

Where Ms dead holies burled lie;: 
One with chubby eneeks aglow, 
Prnttlcth of the By-euU-By.
Side by side twin castles grow— 
By-and-liy and Long Ago.
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Thomas Tompkins was a pompous,
■portly, surly, individual. He was also 
manager of the Great Continental 
Theatre, the principal playhouse of the 
metropolitan city in which he resided.
He was a bachelor, was Thomas 
Tompkins, and on account of the great 
success he had made of his life he had 
a better opinion of Thomas Tompkins 
than he had of anyone else, except, 
of course, Grace—Grace, his 17-year-old 
ward.

Thomas Tompkins, as the head of the 
Continental Theatre, and Thomas 
Tompkins, ae his own individual self, 
was a gruntled, sordid, frigid, curt and 
cross personage, that is, he was sordid 
and frigid and curt and cross to every
body except Grace; and Grace! Why, 
he idolized her.

It was many years before that Tho
mas Tompkins took ln a little watt 
of the street, her years numbered few, 
but she was a sweet, coy little Individ
ual, the very pei scniflc&tion, he 
thought, of all the graces he had ever 
heard of, and that’s why he named her 
Grace. He never knew just why It was 
that he was attached to her, because 
he never did like children, but he could 
not help It. When he had adopted her 
he gave up his bachelor quarters at his 
club and secured a more commodious 
place of residence in a grenteel part of 
the city, and there he domiciled Grâce 
and himself with a housekeeper in 
charge.

As years sped on Grace grew into _ , „ - _ n,_,
girlhood, maidenhood, and now she was * * ' *"“* "J , Mr, Laton"»"

^ тігт-а°TheeГивГейп,-1 her teet" 

s rtatfÆ be,by *** “£eit i£*er twnk she d°es"had not been with them much of the ee-rette New York World. t ■ always Mra" Iyaton- who has bleached hair,

Thomas Tompkins had decided In his вьЙЇЇЙ Ж ter.Y^her g^-^g ^l* and a bUt to deVlBe outra«eou3
^“eSSfcta^if Om^^a^ytza0  ̂ ** Sn Mrs. Harmon cast an uneasy

sible for a girl to have, and to his вЖ ̂ nd what do you do besides look at ^Xw^f^t warin^^y He

mind's eye, he pictured her, at the age ^ ^ on^de, Gonerll, Helen, these women?” And,r^ was fast waxing “e
tohed ^d^nsmkle^Tertn W Hermda, H^^He^H*- “We take tea, which we moderate he^th^/Vumph^

But Grace did nct^nkmuch ot so- ^n^fTe^JcîmffûlIeT^ ^we flirV’^ ^ ™ ^ beauty irritated him.

ciety and had taken a fancy to the Katherlma Katherine Lavtaia, «оь oh ” And when wil1 ycm *** married, my
stage On every possible occasion she Lu^tteÜ batata, Lyohorida. Mar- .-But, my dear aunt, one mupt di InTfe'S.1

would^ talk to “Papa Tommy’ of Join- t Maria, Mariana, Marina, ^mething between 5 o’clock and din- ÎXw-
ing the professional ranks, and though Mlranda, Mar sa, Nerissa, Octavio, ner- „Ї Z'
this was the very foundation on which oilvta, Ophelia, Patience, РЛиИпа, “Evidently, and flirting is what you , .^eed?^ Why t^t?
his successes were based, he did not perdi.ta, Phebe, Phymla. Portia, Be- found to do... \_Thy ”0t? , reb®»ted Rosamond, a
approve of hts Grace "making a show gan Rosalind, RoaaUne, Silvia, Tam- ..It to a to tiu time." *ed?^ 04 melancholy coming over the

. jssnss, resr-~- w іїьйьуй-лгьг
ïsr&......--.^ яямакїї rafts ■•zsfssажwould be in opera and not in society. { "Frame your pictures simply, writes і among the rest far his goodness and

At an early ago Grace had shown William Martin Johnson in the Decern- who to шЯ a fooL and I wa^ant you It totelllgence i would wish to have con-
rare musical abilities, and as she grew her Ladles Home Journal. The frame won t be long before you will have a
oMer -he was Doomed of a beautiful should not be noticeable except where practical demonstration. Flirtation is
voiS ма таоГГСІИю £Xo it it is needed for decorative purposes, a manner of being discreetly Indiscreet.

Sa'sSSii-r : ®3%srS£KsS =5=^'*»“

ЙГ-ТїАЙГеГ-Й&ї SKstS-Sr*
hts anger of the lunch hour had chang- , m apdytccturel subjects or me- -‘As ute as ооюІЬІе ’> ; who P,easee th“"- Marriage for them
ed to agitation and his countenance ■ cXcal drawings, then they are con- “^^8“o^Tthat at 28-" 13 3 ™atter 01
showed traces of great worry and dis- | slstent Frame photographs either -Anriaimt'” rfed Andrew spring- Uld the womaJ1 herself does not count,
appointment. Grace determined to know wlbh a or without; this, of course, hig from his chair “confeee that you They m^rry ta**
what troubled him, and finally elicited dependa upoD the size. The flat oak П? tVrrible olot You ™>ney. and the llttIe heart they P08"
the information that Mme. Yattl, the Xwing Sained a dark green and (̂ "eased ^ been frittered away on some

leading soprano singer ot the opera close up to the photograph Is good, Mr„ Harmon smiled a fine smile and ■ Mrs" ^Atfn or another,
company he had spent so much time or U3e a gray or green mat passepar- enjoyed for a moment the consterna- і Agaln Mrs. Harmon arose, and, pre-
and money ln organizing, had so in- tout. ErSravtngs, etchings or draw-. Hnn in his victim’s face Then she an- і tenaln* ®be had an order to gtva, ex-
lured herself by a fall from a bicycle are more satisfactory In black Xred \ftZr a nJise- " | cused herself and hastened to her
that she would not be able to appear frames. They seem to lend color to ..T ’ vo „ н-ht т wish you -to nephew- .
at rehearsals for a long time, and con- pictures in monochrome.’’ carried ’’ 1 "Well, aunt, she has given us a nice
sequenty would have To W«Mra?ri,~™ ------------------------------------ “Щ heaven’s name what have I done
the cast. Manager To™^?8,dld ,Мпжп n,m‘mb*r’ to you?" gasped the young man, with
know where to secure another person Always fold a dress skint right side „щіс seriousness; and, as the old lady 
to take her place at the late hour, and ^ for packing, as k will not wrinkle ядцеїі, he continued:
even if he did he was B change ; qq much. aunt, I should never have suspected
would be detrimental because already і A few drops of -tincture of benzoin f such ж thine- You a woman of
he had featured the madame"s portion a bowl of water is an admirable mtelltgence a superior woman, de- 
of the performances. I tonic for the face. The benzoin whitens to the roie of match-maker!

During the time of Thomas Tomp- j the skin end prevents H from wrink- J^Vterrible shattering of my Ideals.” 
kins’ recital Miss Grace wondered why ling. "Come come my poor boy, do not
she could not take Mme. Yattfs place. I Do not put a coat or dress away ^ ^ down. Tinfrirl to charming, 
and no sooner had “Papa Tommy : with duet In the folds or plaits. Shake , you ” —
finished talking than she imparted her the garment well and brush with a ,.of Andrew burst out “the
thoughts to him. Of course Manager soft whisk broom, for dust to never is^wLys charming Oh I know 
Tompkins considered the proposition so easily removed as at first. h»rZ »h(- lv not be
Impossible, but after Grace had recited dremiste say that It takes more Dretty but ^ you have said,to him her frequent successful appear- than twice as much sugar to sweeten Xto chamtng S ” dresses adv
ances in private theatricals and con- preserves and sauces If put in when ” * gowns. She
=№ h. «Ж h« h” G ш

SST!
Thomas^E^npklns Invite^ theatrical Attend to th„ y«»v. r«»t. ^VfVe PsiWh?’pMnto,PS rte

sjssts. дак • ж «r jwïm Æment columns of the papers rung with feet trimmed in proper shape. T^ls No. ^ , ofperfectlon. I
praises of Miss Grace Tompkins, and requires especial attention when they ^wT thing or two. aunt, even if I 
to no insignificant manner. 1 are running in a box stall on deep " ,, \ ma ' j 8baU

Ae the time of the opening night manure. The feet should receive atten- don t look 811(1 ’ But т£*r M«wer Tompkins tion soon after they are housed, and marry a worn»i who ̂  ts ™e^But l
VnXy bXe himself with joy. for afterwards as often as is necessary, bow tlrto-they
Zom« SV«XTso much laud- Many colts are ruined for life by al- ty artt and whatttoey are
atorv comment that he could not but lowing their toes to grow too long, thui worth. There remain a
?ееГ«2Г2Горега was to be a eue- throwing too much strata upon certain ^caa suit me, and I -hall remain a
cess and that Grace would win for her- ligaments and in this way weakening b^l^or’
self international fame, and then, inci- ; and Injuring the Jieeten^ joints. Many 
dentally, and under cover, as It were, 
he thought of the additional notoriety 
and wealth it would bring Manager 
Thomas Tompkins—but Grace s ad
vancement was uppermost In Ms njifld.

The great Continental Theatre was One of the oldest tools ln existence 
brilliantly Illuminated from top to hot- j j* the hammer, says the Atlanta Con-
tom and the hundreds of iridescent stitution. Illustrated manuscripts nulling himself together to
electric lights threw their glare over the eleventh century represent car- He was psdUng “™lef*nd himself,
and about one of the largest end most penters with claw hammers. Ham- door >*,,] was heard,
fashionable audiences that had ever mers are of a'lsizes, from the'totoAy caller eh’’ Is this your reception
been within Its walla The occasion instruments used by the Jeweler whteh A eh ■ « 8 ££ ^ your
was the opening night of the theatre weigh less than half an ounce, to the day, aunt, or
for the season, and the piece on the gigartlc fifty-ton hgmmer of ship- friends tea^ nephew. At

- tss sz ïs? .MrrSJ3. -з*
Manager Thomas Tompkins was in own h-mmer and lie own way of using Rosanvjnd, the charming gir P<>

Mg private stall and he was sumrand- It. .............. ...

Long Ago and By-and-By—
AU, whnt years atween them lie!.
Yet, O grands!re, gaunt and gray,

By what grace art thou beguiled- 
That thou shareat In the play 

Of that little, lisping child?
ChHdren both, they build their Mocks— 
Shuffle-Shoon and Amber-Locks.

— EUGENE FIELD.
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She had not
THE CELLINI VASE.

Mrs. Branscombe had a passion for 
bric-a-brac. Not the ordinary, mod
em kind, such as any uncultivated wo
man might have possessed herself of

Ш

і

і
1
.г-.

$
il
1vase.”

He opened the box and took from it 
a vase beautifully wrought of silver, 
ornamented on one side with a golden 
Venus rising from a silver sea, and on 
the other with a swarm of small Tri
tons, disporting themselves gaily on 
the crests of silvery waves.

After a period of breathless contera- 
( plation, Mrs. Branscombe cried:

‘‘What can I do to pay you for such 
a beauty?”

"You know there is only one thing I 
want."

Mrs. Branscombe looked over at Ma
bel, standing with eyes downcast, not 
looking once at the classic piece of 
workmanship.

"Child, how can you be so Insensible? 
Do look at the charming thing. If it’a 
Mabel you mean, you can ask her,’*

“I have asked her."
“You undutiful------!"
Then her eyes fell again upon the 

exquisite carving of the master gold- 
I smith, and she relented.

і-l WHI coûta n?Y?r get oyer the impree- j "What did she say?" ♦
eion that It wm scarcely fair that “She said she would not do anything 
he should be blamed for the latter without your consent, when you have 
fact. He might have thought it only been so good to her."
Jaat that" his aunt should have been "Good child,” said Mra Branscombe, 
vexed with him for his carelessness In with one eye fixed appreciatively on 
knocking down her treasure, but she ;he girl, and the other on the vase. “I 
had never seemed half so indignant can’t refuse you anything new, Wffl.” 
toward him for that as because of Will and Mabel withdrew to the next 
thé little circumstance ■ that the egg room to discuss the subject, while Mrs. 
turned out net to be genuine. How Branscombe remained to delightful con

fidence to him and above all be proud she suppose he could help that? temptation of the wonderful handiwork 
of hlm ” I WHI believed that it was the roc’s >f Cellini.

As the girl spoke she had become that had ruined him. She had hot “Do you suppose It to genuine?" Ma-
seemed to cherish any violent ani- bel asked the day after she and Will

had returned from their bridal tour. 
They were looking at Mr*. Bran- 
ccombe’s treasures, chief among which 
was the marvelous vase.

"I know it to," replied Will.
“How do you know?"’
He bent over her and whispered; 
“Because I made It myself.”—Midland 

Monthly.
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whl^was n^w.tUX effZt'on^ S^thl^Z^lc'event* her “trZt^t

of him had been really heart-breaking.
Not that he should have oared so 
much had it been merely for hie own 
sake and hers, though he had always 
tried to be a dutiful and affectionate 
nephew. There was Mabel. She was 
Mrs. Braiaacombe’s niece, and lived with 
hér. It wffl be seen without difficulty

,n connectiouwith the fact He«’. » »- m,o,t«Bt.
^h2raljtomv ^ The very latest sort of drunkenness 

*“* was embarrasstagly «ип^ k that which, It has been discovered.
plicated. It really became neceeeary ______ __ ««.beietLn.™to Will's happiness that his relatione l t ,іЛа1аЦва
r^riendlT^tW ah°Uld ^ ^ “fat a tld has the smelling salts 

mere was but one way by which

SÆMra ^raS t̂eaSie SÜ ‘^n^'Ve^cravfngs \Z af-
Uct the »егвоп who dearly loves liquor ^hThàd^ZÎme flnds himself deprived of It Soma

there to no reason why a Cellini medal Xlm
or a Cellini seal might not have an- MS** to V» vHdlm. More thaa^ona
swered the purpose quite as well, but suitedfor some reason Mrs. Branscombe’s am- jrator ber-to^riety has rtiralted
btotion had taken the form of a Cellini 8 to° иь*гаІ use of the stteUto*
vase. There was a tradition of total .... . , .depravity lingering about the memory Not long ago a titled lady was cajT*ad 
of Cellini which, by a subtle law of the rom the cloakroom at a grand 
afflnlty of opposites, rendered all things iton in txmdon to a state of helpl«w-
Snnected witThim objects of irrestot- ***■ A bottle was. found in the folds-
lble attraction to a woman of the rigid °fth
propriety of Mrs. Branscombe. There- Strength suffirent to take away h 
fore lt became necessary that she breath of an ordinary ^raon. T^e 
should come into possession of a Cel- врге^л with wondegtat presto»
Uni vase with as little delay as poeslble. that my lady w^ a ^nfl^®d d™, 

"You wffl have It,” Wffl had said, to smelling salts theory being
a burst of affection, lertded by tte majortty-aafi the victim

That was Just before he went to Flor- ?“ndJ> haT
ence. Mra Branscombe felt to an un- the aoclal circle she had long SProc^.
usually friendly humor with him; first. Indulgence to this hablt may bewme 
for hte devotion to her Interests; sec- «pensive, for the seasOTied sutoect 
ond for his absence • юоп exhausts the strength of the salts.

He wrote often to Mra Branscombe: &s Stimulation of the olfactory nerves 
not once to Mabel. Neither did he send » not atone the reason of this prac- 
her any message. Mrs. Branscombe dee, it becomes necessary to_renew 
had always had faith to the remedial be supply, and once enchained, the 
effect of absence to sentimental cases, «lave will accept nothing that йоет 
It seemed to Increase the affection of field full Virtues The story to teldof 
aunt and nephew. Sh was growing al- ш elderly lady who calls upon a <*™n- 
п.-ost fond of him now that he was out bt every two or three days and re- 
0, the way meets the replenishing of no fewer

Will’s a good fellow, when he’s ln Ьлп eight smelling bottles, some of
vhich are hot of a diminutive size.
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olds dressing down, eh? For a ‘charming 
girl’ I would back her against the 
world."

t “Hurry, Andrew: it Is late, and you 
have almost missed your tea.”

"My tea!” he repeated. “Bother my 
tea! Is there nothing else in the world 
but my tea? Now, you must find an 
excuse to bring me into the room, and 
I'll show that young shrew whether 
all men are fools. Oh, she need have 
no fear, I shall not try to marry her. 
for I still have all my hair, a little 
money and a heart still Intact."

Mrs. Harmon could not refrain a 
smile at the young man’s vexation, and 
five minutée later Andrew entered the 
drawing room.

But, contrary to expectations, the 
conversation did not become a war of 
words; on the contrary, the girl’s fresh 
gayety disarmed Andrew’s anger at 
once. Hts preconception fled before her 
dimpled smiles and her gentle voice, 
and he soon fell under her charm, for
getting hte anger to hie admiration for 
her graceful movements, the penetrat
ing timber of her voice, the sparkle of 
her wit.

The hour for tea had tong passed, 
and Andrew was still there. He had 
lost all desire to run after Mrs. baton, 
that faded doll whom Rosamond—as 
he was forced to admit to himself—had 
portrayed so truthfully.

And ensconced once more In the 
depths of her arm chair, Mrs. Harmon 
smUed e kindly smile, and silently re
garded the young people, who, for their 
part, looked at one another with looks 
that do not deceive, and to which the 
old aunt read with joy the hope of a 
happy union.—San Francisco Examiner.

- Not Fixed.
«Ye», he’s a very abfle man,but some

how he doesn’t seem to succeed.”
“Perhaps for the reason you 

tion.”
“What?"
•‘"Variable."—Chicago Journal.
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have been avoided it; a tittle attenttou tween her teeth, while a disturbing ex- 
had been given at the proper time.— pression came Into her clear-see ng 
Farmers’ Advocate.

■
another country, isn’t he?” she said to 
Mabel.

“Oh, yee,” assented the gin, cheer- Not Good at Figure*,
fully. The Lewiston (Me.) Journal says that

"He’s improving ln mind. It to a j,e story of a Caribou potato-raiser, 
good thing. I have always thought it yho refused an offer of 48 cents a bar- 
needed. Improvement. I think lt would for eleven barrels of potatoes, de- 
bear more improvement than any other Haring that he would hare $6 or noth- 
mtod I know. It wffl never be as good ng for the load, to matched by a yarn 

Mr. Ashton's, but it could be much ^mt comes from Grand bake Stream of 
better than It to." * man who recently went after a calf

Mr. Ashton was Mabel’s new lover, he had pastured out all summer
and he had a great deal of money to ^nd ashed what he owed for the pas- 
bonds and one of the finest houses ln turing, “Well,” says the farmer. “I’ve 
town; two circumstances which -have ^ a 0f $7 against you, but I will, 
a tendency to brighten a ma*“s Intel- ,.y. the cajf £nd call lt settled, pre
lect wonderfully In public estimation. rldlng yon are willing.’’ “No, sir,” was 

“I think it wffl take a long time to Ле an8wer. “i Xvill not do that, but I 
Improve Will’s mind to any perceptible аШ ter. y,ra wbat I wffl do. You keep 
degree,” said Mrs. Branscombe, care- g,e Lwo weeks longer and you can 
fully. "He will probably be abroad five 11жуе ber-____________________
bnteet news In ТНИ WMwKLT BUN. Subscribe for TriE VtHliliiV bt)H.

eyes.
Under this ironical and even inquisi

torial look Andrew tost countenance a 
little; he could not demy that to matri
mony he preferred flirting with Mrs.
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