12

THE CRITIC.

A SMOKE OUT.

By Evuta ). Hester.

The three unmarried daughters of the late Genersl Goldfisch lived at
the old homestead.  A'though the youngest was pastforty, you observe that
they were sull “the General's daughters”  Never, tven in their ycuog
daye, had vulgar parlacee siyled them “ the Geldfinch pirls,” for the dear,
sainted General, among his other peculiar.ties, bad chozen to ostracise his
family from the world.

They were strapgo wemen. Spissterhood had bzen the mode among
the Goldfinches, and it was their proud boast that for seven generations no
female of the direct line had committed the common feminine indiscretion
of matrimony. Priscilla, Deborah, Elizabeth | No modern shortening of
the digmified epithets was dreamed of. It would have seemed sacriligious.
Mone knew their resources, but it was supposed that the General had left
them in comfortable ¢itcumstances. Well he might! Ifor of all befud-
dled, irascible, gout-stiicken old gentlemen, the Gezueral should bave borae
the palm.

I?riscilla and Deborah resembled their father. A resemblance tempered,
of course, by a few feminine limitations, They adored his memory. His
temper, pride, insolence, his very drinking bouts, had never caused them
to cease their adulation. 1lle was their ideal of a gentleman. Some wag
of the village bad dubbed them the General's war horsss, and the tule still
remained, although the General had died full fifteen years before.

Miss Elizsbsth was Goldfinch ouly in nawme, and in name, from force of
circumstances, not from choice. Ah! Miss Elizabeth, have you forgottea
the pink billet in the hollow tree, so unfortunately found by the General?

A female Goldfioch addressed a8 ¢ My Darliog Betty I Zounds ! The
G:encral's language on this occ-sion was, to say the least, tropical. Highly
seasoned, you koow, as things arc apt to be that come from India.

The General’s wife had b2en a weak, frail, little weman, who, after io-
traducing three unwelcome daughters into the world, made the cffort of her
lite, produced an heir,, and theo, awed at ber achievement, immediately
deparied from this earth, with a gentle satisfied smile on her lips.

Miss Etizabeth and little Reginald had growo up together—:in a sense—-
for Reginald was siill a lad wheo the testy General disowned him for soms
uifling offsnce. Aud now Reginald’s dughter was coming to live with
them ; her father had left ker to the care of his sisters. Piiscilla and
Deborah were not wholly charmed with the new respoosibility.  Still she
was the “ Generai's granddasughter, and s Goldfinch ! Miss Elizabetl's
beart gave a flutter of delight. A ycucg gist in the house! Her bright
companicnship ! How it would revoluitonize the old place!

Bat, thep, what Miss Elizabeth thought did not matter.
resemble the Geperal.  She was a nonentity.

So Daisy Goldfiach, io all the youth and beauty of her eighteen years,
became a member of this fossil household. She was received with due
observance. The clder sisters eyed her sskance ; but M:ss Eiizabeth loved
her from the first,

The staid old scrvants, Pomp ard his wife Dinah, admired her from
their distance. Pomp was bewitched. * Massa Reginald's own child!”
She was not called * the Gencral's granddaughter ” 1 the kitchen.

Now Miss Daisy did not, by any mecans, intend to spend her days
“ yegetaling,” as ehe said inwargly, with 2 scornful {955 of her head. Not
the—Dbzcause you ser there was Harry, and Hai.y would be ready to marry
her soon. She summoned all her courage one day, and avoounced her
plans at the breakfast-lable.  Miss Etizabath had loug known of them.

Sach a commotion as they made, for this Hary was vo other than the
son of Elizabeth’s quandom lover, a man solemnly cursed by the Geaeral.
The gencology was produced. It was shown conclusively that spinster-hood
was to be her future.

Thbe 0ld war-horses fairly snotted with rage.

From that time ro letiers reached her.  Her gaings out and comingsin
were carelully espied. She was practically cut off from Elizibsth’s sceiety,
for she scldom saw her alone. Was it a2 wonder that she drooped and
pined? XNot a line from Harry for a month !

Old Pomp watched ter clossly. lle remembered the old days when
Miss Elizabeth bad been youog. How often youog Reginald had s*90d be-
tween him and the General's wrath | Pomp buarned to help the daughter,
“f "twas oply to git eben wid do ole otficer for his debicments.”

QOac mornipg a stracge young fellow accosted him in the market-place,
acd qucstioned him as to Miss Daisy.

Yomp was unused 1o subleties of specch, but an idea dawned upon bis
dark African brain. “ Am you her true love}” he arked eagerly. Thena
long, quict $alk followed. Yomp's black face fairly shone with cxciternent
on the way home. lic chuckled until his fat sides shosk. ** Got zhead of
de Gen'l dis time, A Goldfinch a goin’ to be marricd, an’ me a doin’ it.
Lot', how dey’ll take on. Poor Miss Li.beth ! She shallgo too. Couldn'’t
lebe ber nohow. Spect Y'il be cben wid de Gen't bafo’ snpudder night {”

Pomp bad done the marketing fur years, so, when he annovnced that
# der wa'nt a "spectable smoked haw in de place,” and that * after dis he
was'a goin' to smoke dem hisscl,” no remoosirance was made. Iodeed,
Miss Deborah remarked, as she had many scores of times before, * that
Pomp certainiy was a faithful reteiver.” They habitually spoke of their
two demestics as * retainers.”

She did not
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1n the meanwhile Daisy was fading quickly. The poor child was
fast losing her hold on life. Iu vaiv, gentle Miss Elizabeth pleaded for
her. ‘The family record was unrolled. The General's curse solemoly re.
ferred to.  Theee were usanswerable arguinents.

But Harry, who meant to put a very stirring finger in the pie, was not
far off. e had wntten dai:y. At last, fearing that sowe harm had bzfil
len his darling, he had come from Virginia to the little Cavadian village,
He had even been at the huuse.  Whatever passed bstween him and Miss
Priscilla, who received him aloae in the state drawiog-room, never tran:.
pired.  He did pot return, but even Deborah had not koown of his visit,
At last he found a friend in o!d Pomp, and Pomp had a schems.

* * * * * L3 * *

Such a smell as greeted the sensitive nostrils of Miss Priscilla when she
awoke next morning ! Soot—burning grease—charred bones—she coull
not believe her senses.

Such smells in the aristocratic domicite of the late General Goldfinch!
‘She must be dreaming,

A realistic odor of onions came floating up. Cuions/ The horrified
spinster hastily drew her wrapper over her night clothes and ran downstairs,
Smells such as she had never imagined—horrible odors! The house was
full of them. In the kitchen the blinding smoke quite hid the fire-place.
Out she rushed into the open air,

Thero, on the flat roof of the L, stood Pomp, excitedly prying into the
chimaey-flue with a poker, aad wildly hrandishiog a pail.

“\We'll sabe de placo yit, Miss Prizcills,” hie howled.
a comin'!”

Sure enough, up through the sacred enclosure of the park camo dashiog
the fircmen. Miss Priscilla gasped in horror at the descration. A van:
guard of small boys bagan to cheer for “the Gzneral's war-horae.” Miss
Priscilla flzd iato the house, acd the excited women, in moodescript cos-
tumes fled ftom room to room, endeavoring to pack. Stili these awful
smells! No fire as yet in the main house, but the smoke was stifling.
Pomp consti:uted himself master of csremonies. He allowed no strangers
to cross the threshold.

“ Miss Daisy 'ill dicin dese smalla an’ smoke ;’sp2ct I'd batter gib her an' §§
Miss 'Lisbeth to ole Dinah out dar;” and in the excitement of the momeat
he dropped the aunt and niece out of the window into somebody's arms—
pot Dioah’s I fancy.

 Dar ain’ no danger now, we 'bout got it uoder,” he explaincd, * bu!
"twas a narrow 'scape. ‘Pears to me dat smell neber will stop, 'Twas all
ge fault ob dem nonsensical hams. I jus’ built & rousin’ big fire ao’ hung
dem obsr dv chimney fur to git smoked. D.:strings got chatrzd an’ down
fell de meat—kerplunk—till day done choks up de draught. (He did oct
add that he had firmly wedged them io with the poker.) Ds hams isa
fuzzlin' an’ a cbarrin’ up der now, an’ de fat is a weepio® into de fi-place.
Dot fcol Dinah, she had to go an’ put de bigges’ mess of onyons og,
ciuse she thought dey'd dra® de hams down. Oayous is might' drawic’
she says.  Gas’ der wan't uy Are, no bow, nothin’ but de smell an’ smoke—
but "twas a parrow 'scape " <.ad the old man rattled on garrulously uatil
the fugitives were well off.

. * . 3 * .

Away down in Virginia live two happy couplzs. Daisy aud her faithful
Harry—azd Miss Euzibsth, now no longer koown as the ¢ General's
dauzhter,” but as Mra. Harry, Sr., for in her nephew’s widower father ske
found the swectheart of her youth, and the days of the piak billet wen
speedily revived.

Ah! Ghost of General Goldfinch, old Pomp was morc than you
match' whea he so unknowingly united these lovers, separated for so many
years!

Priscilla and D:borah live on a3 of yore. Two namss are never mea
tioced before them by tho faithful retsiners. They pride themselves ro
looger on the disticguishing trait of the female Goldfinches, for alas, it
tradition has bezen violated. '

As for Pomp—nhe still chuckles to himself, when he thinks how *'te
donc git eben wid de ole officer.”
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FOREWARNED IS FOREARMED.

Many of tho worst attacks of cholera inorbus, crawsys, dyseatery, colic, ete., ozt
sddenly in the night, aud speedy and prompt wmeans must bo used agajnst then., 1%
Fowlers' Extract of Wild Strawberry iv t4r remedy. Koep it at hand for ciergeucies,
2t 3 1or fants o curo or relieve.

AS HIGH AS HIS HEART

A STORY IN WHICIL TIIE UNUSUAL HAPPENED.
Dy Proresssr Crarexce MiLes BoUuTeLLE.

CHAPTER 1.

Nigit had fallen carly that stormy November day, and the rain v
roaring against the sides of the cars like anotber deluge, when Jobn and I'E
went forward to the diniog car for supper.  :

This i3 a world of coincidences. I wonder whether the next one -5
be? Or,is coincidence so characteristic of this world—our world—thal .88
strayed soul, puzzled and bLelated in infinitc spacs, a million or two yori 3¢
down into tbe margin of an unending eternity, would koow this ancicat 20 |
lobg-forgotten home, at once, because of it.

L haven't ecen Roscee Valautine for two menths. Do you kev R
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