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Happine 3. ness life. Unwilling to enter upon this 
course in Paris, where his noble relatives 
would not scruple to oppose him, he had 
chosen London as the scene of his future 
efforts, and embarked in business as a 
merchant there.

The happy weeks and months grew 
into years. Adele was now seventeen; 
it was agreed and promised that, when

She had quarreled with Louis; that 
was all they could learn. And before a 
chance for reconciliation came, Elise was 
smitten witii mortal illness and died in 
three days, find Adele, overwhelmed by

I borrowed it of a lace-maker," Miss 
Hale said, in reply to his anxious ques- 
tioning. "I had ordered one like it; 
but Iter health is bad, and she failed to 
have it finished in time. So then I made 
lier lend me this. She was quite un- 
willing, too," she added, pouting; ‘just 
because it was lier mother’s work. Such 
fancies for a poor person!"

"A young girl?"
"Oh, no; very thin, and worn, and 

sad ; witli fine eyes, but too dull and pale 
to be called pretty. But an exquisite 
lace-maker. I shall be glad to give you 
her address if you have any work for 
her.”

TIMELY TOPICS. Hope.
Men speak and dream with keen delight

Of some sure coming better day;
To gain the happy golden height

All madly press the crowded way.
The world grows old and young by turns. 
But human hope unchanging burns.

Hope leads the infant forth to life
And gayly 1 lumes the boyish head;

‘‘See! there she is; down there, down there;
That’s Happiness,” cries Hope; € for see!

What crowds rush on, her smiles to share. 
From kings to men of low degree.” 
Cries Hope —" Beyond a doubt ‘tis she.

But quick! for we’ve no time to spare; 
She’s waiting for us there, down there, 

Down there, down there!

"See! there she is; down there, down there;
Beneath the spreading boughs reclined— 

Dreaming of beauty ever fair
And love that’s always true and kind.
How happy they such dreams who find ! 

But quick! for we’ve no time to spare; 
She’s waiting for us there, down there, 

Down there, down there!

Dr. W. H. Wahl, a writer on scientific 
topics, says: "I look forward to the 
time, and I believe it is not far distant, 
when we shall have ‘heating gas’ laid 
through the streets of our cities and 
towns, side by side with lighting gas and 
water mains, and when our mills and

the awful calamity, 
brain fever.

At this juncture

was prostrated with

a summons came to
Louis from France, demanding his im- 

spring-time came she should be Riviere’s mediate presence there. Strange changes 
‘had taken place.. Two of the three lives

factories and workshops, our parlors and 
kitchens, will be supplied with heat

Her spell lures youth to manly strife.bride. e
"We must finish the bridal veil,’ Nor leaves the veteran’s dying bed; 

And when life’s o’er e’en from the tomb
that had stood between him and the title 
and estates of the Marquis de la Riviere 
had been suddenly swept away, and the 
third, a frail and delicate child, lay 
dying. The present marquis, himself a 
feeble old man, was also at the point of 
death, so they sent in haste to Louis, as 
the heir of the dying nobleman.

The news bewildered him. His heart 
swelled with exultation find delight, but 
it sank again. Adele! Had he not lost 
Adele? "I care not for rank or wealth 
unless she shares them !” cried his heart. 
“1 will go and implore lier pardon.”

He made the attempt, but in vain. He 
sought lier father, and said a few words 
to him, however, that might have made 
all well again had she ever heard them; 
but she never did. When lier long and 
wasting sickness was over at last, and 
she began, slowly and feebly, to take 
liold on life, she found herself an orphan 
in very truth! Walter had followed 
Elise to a better world.

Nor even then had she drained the cup 
of sorrow to the dregs; lier father’s af
fairs had been terribly involved; when 
all was settled, she was penniless.

Poor Adele! Truly might it be said 
that lier sorrows “came not single spies, 
but in battalions;” father, mother, lover, 
home, all gone! What had life left to 
offer lier but patience and pain?

and Louis? He would have written 
her immediately upon his arrival in 
Paris, but that he felt so blissfully sure 
that her father would make all well. A 
few weeks later he did write, informing 
her fully of his strangely altered for 
tunes, and imploring her to pardon and 
accept once more as her true lover the 
Marquis de la Riviere.

And the letter never readied her. The 
house to which it came was empty and 
deserted, the lately happy home was 
broken up, and the little English girl, for 
whom a husband and title and fortune 
were waiting in sunny France, was earn
ing a sorrowful living as a lace-maker!

Such are some of the strange reverses 
of real life, more wonderful than any fic
tion.

So the marquis waited for an answer 
in vain. Then pride arose up in arms. 
“She scorns me," he thought. “ She, a

from that source, and when fires of
cried Elise, eagerly. "I tell you. Mon-| 
sieur Louis, no lady of your proud 
house ever wore a lace more exquisite 
and rich. Ah, shall I not be proud 
when I look at my beautiful child in lier| 
marriage robes, and think of the poor

wood and coal, with their abominations 
of dirt and ashes, and extravagance, 
will be looked upon as nuisances of the 
‘good old times’ when they knew no 
better.”

Hope springs to shed her brightest bloom.

All is not vain illusion—no—
Mere fancy, sprung from error’s brain. 

Too well proclaims the life we know;
A higher life shall man attain. 

And what those inward voices say 
Shall ne’er the hopeful soul betray. 

—Schiller.

KEES an
! O _______ .

LISHED.

Worship,
IS, 

$9.00DIONS, PER DOZ 
HOOLS.
SHIP by I. G Euan- 
fusic Books by the same 
ul and beautiful music, 
nent displayed in selee-

ed Pages
.COURSE, In which are 
ngs or glees for practice

iTunes, Sentences, 4c.,.

red Pages
MS.

post-free, for $1.00.

Yes, lie had work for her — work 
that they wculd share together; the 
blessed work of binding up an ialmost - Statistics show that the number of 

private letters annually sent through the
‘See! there she is; down there, down there; little peasant girl of long ago, who toiled

Mid count ry scenes so bright and calm — 
Children and corn sheaves everywhere;

Rough courtships, too, but where’s the 
harm?

How happy he who owns a farm!
But quick! for we’ve no time to spare; 
She’s waiting tor us there, down there, 
/ Down there, down there!

€See! there she is; down there, down there;
Her Ecce Signum —L. S. D.

What pride in yonder millionaire!
. Who wins so much respect as he: 

How happy must a banker be !
But quick! for we’ve no time to spare. 
She’s waiting fur us there, down there, 

Down there, down there!

"See! there she is; down there, down there. 
She marches to the drum and fife.

And hears the cannon’s voice declare
The fame that waits on moitil strife.
How happy is a soldier’s life!

But quick! for we’ve no time to spare;
She’s waiting for us there, down there, 

Down there, down there!

fSee! there she is; down there, down there; 
Where jolly tars the anchor weigh.

Smooth is the sea, the wind blows fair. 
With rainbow tints the heavens are gay. 
How happy in that ship are they!

But quick! for we’ve no time to spare; 
Shu's waiting for us there, down there, 

Down there, down there!

"See! there she is; down there, down there 
Where clouds receive the setting sun.”

"Ah!" said the tired man, * I swear 
With useless journeys I’ll have done. 
Indeed, I’m now too old to run.

But, children, you who’ve time to spare 
For you she’s waiting there, down there 

Down th ere, down there!"
—Beranger.

at the lace to earn coarse bread so far 
away over the sea!"

Louis turned quickly nt these words, 
a look of displeased surprise in his dark 
eyes.
"What peasant girl, madame?” he 

questioned, uneasily.
"Myself!” she answered, happily, not 

marking the look or the tone. " What 
was I but a poor little lace-maker when 
my generous young lover married me. 
the father of Adele?"

He answered nothing, and Elise went 
merrily chattering on ;but Adele noted 
his suddenly downcast air and gloomy 
eyes, though she was far from suspect
ing the cause of either.

His haughty family pride had received 
a blow.

"A lace-maker!" lie said to himself. 
" A peasant girl! If I had but known 
it!”

All that night, and for days and nights 
afterward, the thought of his bride’s 
humble extraction tortured him; the 
sling to his pride would not be removed.

Unconsciously to himself his annoy
ance affected his temper; lie became ir
ritable, fretful, impatient, sometimes to 
the very verge of impoliteness even; 
above all, lie conceived an absurd but 
violent dislike to the bridal veil.

"I detest the sight of it!” lie cried,one 
evening, in a moment of self-forgetful- 
ness, and when be and Adele were alone. 
“ If, indeed, you love me, never work at 
it in my presence, Adele; and if I dared 
ask one special favor of you, it should 
be—"

He paused suddenly—she was listen
ing in great surprise.

“Well ?" she said. “ It should be —"
“Wear any other veil in the world but 

that to be married in !"
She folded her work and let her fair 

hands fall on it in lier lap; one could see 
that those little hands were trembling.

She was greatly surprised at his man
ner and request and also vaguely hurt, 
she scarce knew how or why. Indeed 
she had wondered often, lately, at a sub- 
tle and unpleasant change in Louis. 
Could it be possible that she was about 
to discover its cause ?
“You ask a singular favor,” she said, 

with forced quietness. " Are you aware 
that my dear mother worked this veil ?”

The hot, impulsive temper answered 
instantly, without a thought:

“It is for that very reason that 1 
hate it."

And then she understood him. This 
daughter of England had been slow to 
suspect or comprehend tlie pride .of the 
French aristocrat, but she would not 
marry the man who thought lie stooped 
to take her.

She folded up the veil, and gently but 
firmly sail:

“ You did not- know, when first you 
sought me for a bride, that mamma was 
a lace-worker in France; if you had, 
perhaps you would not have loved me. 
Since you have learned this fact you have 
regretted our engagement. You need 
not speak; I have seen a change in you— 
I feel that it is so! But there is no harm 
done,” she went on, witli simple dig
nity, “since I have learned the truth

broken heart, of restoring love and hap- 
piness to both their lives!

Miss Hale never received her veil— 
the marquis claimed it.

In its stead lie sent her a complete set 
of laces that made lier—in that regard.

post is, at the average, in England, 34 
for each inhabitant; in Italy, 21; in 
Germany,17; in Holland,16; in Belgium, 
14; in France and Denmark, 12; in Tur-

ITEMS OF INTEREST.

A stick in time saves nine boys outkey, 5. As to tlie numtier of postoflices, 
square ten.—Albany Journal.there are in Switzerland one to 9at least—the envy of society; and Louis 

married Adele.
Pale and thin, and somewhat careworn 

still, was the bride of the marquis on 
lier wedding day; but to his eyes—tlie 
eyes of faithful love—it was still the 
sweetest face in the whole world that 
smiled and wept beneatli Elise’s bridal 
veil.

And lie kissed the old lace and blessed 
it, because through it lie had found her 
again. -

"I love it now!” said he. "I prize it 
next to yourself, dearest. It shall be kept 
as a treasure always.”

And so it was. Many a fair and high- 
born bride wore " the bridal veil of 
Riviere” in the years to come. It and 
its story passed through many genera
tions of proud and happy wearers. But 
among them all none were more tiuly 
blest than she who "through mucli suf
fering had attained to joy.”
The poor lace-maker, whose mother 

was a peasant girl, but who, for true 
love’s sake and for love alone, was chosen 
from all other women to be Madame la 
Marquise de la Riviere.

miles; in England, one to 13 square 
miles; in Holland, one to 17; in Belgium, 
one to 33; in Germany, one to 43; in 
France, one to 62; in Italy, one to 63; in 
Austria, one to 70; in Spain, one to 132; 
in Russia, one to 384; in Turkey, one to 
743 square miles.

The man who opens a bundle exer 
an undo influence on it.

The yearly herring cure of Scotlar 
reaches 3,000,000 barrels

A rich uncle’s heir, who waited lon 
was finally worth his wait in gold.—Ne 
York Herald.

Professor Langley, of the Allegheny 
Observatory, to illustrate the almost in
credible amount of energy involved in a 
gentle summer shower, cites the follow
ing case: Manhattan Island contains 
twenty square miles, on which the an
nual rainfall is thirty inches. One inch 
of rain on one square mile weighs 
64,636 tons, and the total rainfall on 
this little island is 1,393,920,000 cubic feet, 
or 38,781,600 tons. This amount of water 
in the form of ice would form thirteen 
pyramids as large as the great pyramid 
of Egypt, and put in freight cars would 
form a train reaching more than around 
the world. This illustrates the almost 
incredible power of the sun and the im
mense value it would be to mankind if 
it could be harnessed and controlled as 
a motive force, as steam Inis been.

Why is a correspondent like a gal 
dener? Because he spends much of 
time in righting lettuce.

The first railroad at Palestine lias bee 
contracted for between Jaffa and Jert 
salem, forty miles. The contractorI 
reported to be G. F. D. Lovel, a residel 
of Cincinnati.

A huge overhanging rock on the ban 
of Sunday creek, Ohio, recently tumble 
over, forcing the water into a lev 
field. When the water receded it le 
numerous large catfish on dry lane 
One of the catfish measured over thi 
teen feet and weighed 375 pounds.

Learn how to swim. The art ml 
some day be the means of saving you 
life. A knowledge of how to swim wl 
give one more self-possession on tl 
water than will a perfect knowledge 
Greek and Latin. Latin verbs and Gree 
roots do not make good life-preserver 
—Modern Argo.

Close to Abergeldie, the Prince 
Wales’ Scotch seat, is what is known: 
the Cradle Bridge, over the Dee, whic 
at that point is too rapid for ferryboat 
A person is seated in a sort of eradle a 
tached to a pole and swung across. T!
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Presence of Mind.
Presence of mind lias lately proved 

valuable in several interesting cases. 
Henry Kuhn, at the bottom of a Du
buque (la.) well, drove his pickaxe into 
the side and stood under it when he 
saw the earth-laden bucket falling, 
thus saving himself from being crushed. 
John Carey, when lightning struck the 
New Haven mill, of which he was fore- 
man, knocked down three of the panic- 
stricken operators, who were madly 
rushing toward the narrow exit, and so 
prevented a dangerous jam on a stair
way. Mrs. Denkin, of Long Prairie, 
Minn., was threatened witli an ax by 
her crazy son. She said, “Well, if you 
want to cut my head off, let’s go to the 
chopping-block." He nodded, and they 
passed out to the woodpile. It was 
dark, and addressing him with, “Now, 
I’ll put my head on the block,” she drew 
the white kerchief from lier neck and 
threw it down and slipped away. The 
lunatic struck the kerchief a heavy hut 
harmless b low. Julia Clarke, a San 
Francisco factory girl, was caught in a 
machine by her long hair. She seized a 
pair of shears and cut off lier tresses so 
quickly that she was not drawn between 
the wheels and killed, as she otherwise 
would have been. Ten men started 
down the shaft of a Nevada mine in a 
small skip. The donkey engine broke, 
and the miners felt their vessel sink 
downward witli lightning speed. 
Deathly fear turned every face white. 
In the panic most of them clutched the 
skip to wait for the crash. At the first 
intimation of disaster Patrick McCarthy, 
the engineer at the top of the shaft, 
seized a heavy plank and thrust the end 
between the pinion-shaft and the reel, 
from which the cable was running off. 
The drum was revolving witli terrific 
speed, and the friction produced streams 
of tire and smoke. But the engineer’s 
thrust was exactly at the right point, 
and the end of the board soon checked 
the descent, bringing the skip to a stand
still a few feet, from the bottom.

1 In Belgravia Richard A. Proctor 
shows that while it is theoretically pos
sible to construct a chess-playing auto
maton, it is practically impossible, be
cause the machine would necessarily be 
so enormous and complicated. There 
would scarcely be room on the eartli for 
it, and it could not be operated. The 
number of different combinations that 
can be formed on a chess-board is ap
proximately represented as 100,000,000,- 
000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000, and if a 
workman could make and drill 1,200 
holes an hour, it would, to drill the

Catalogue.

a St. Boston, Mas 
IFIED 14.5323/3230
oncentrated Lye 

IAP MAKING
a can- for making Hard

IND STRENGTH.
(so- lied) Concentrate 
salt cud resin, and whom

, BUY THE 

stanzasgn, 
IFIER
THE
Manuf’g Co., , 

-phia.

THE BRIDAL VEIL.
Prince of Wales and even the prince 
cross in the cradle and save many mild

The Zulus have a matted chair I 
which they ascribe supernatural power 
Warriors who sit in it before going 
battle are believed to be invariably su 
cessful, or rather they used to be, f 
Cetywayo is understood tohave biokl 
the charm by removing the chair la 
spring from the spot in which it ha 
stood for many years.

A Russian peasant girl, ten years ol 
weighing 418 pounds, is now on exhit 
tion. She is accompanied by h 
mother, and is engaged by a manag 
who pays to the mother for the gir 
services 870 monthly. This gigant 
girl, when traveling, is put in the ba 
gage car, as she cannot pass through tl 
door of the passenger cars.

A pretty, dark-eyed girl began to work 
it, whose over was over the sea. She 
was a French girl, and came of a family 
of lace-makers.
"I’ll work my own bridal veil in my 

leisure time,” she said. “So, when 
Walter comes to marry me, I shall be a 
gay bride.”“

But she never finished the veil. Wal
ter came too soon. She married lier 
English lover—as poor as herself—and 

r went with him to London ; and the half- 
finished veil went along, carefully folded 
away at the bottom of a trunk, and for 
the time being quite forgotten.

It may have been forgotten in earnest 
during twelve years, for aught I know 
—certainly it lay that long unnoticed. 
A lovely little ten-year-old girl was the 
fairy that broke its long sleep at last. 
She had dark eyes, like the little peasant 
of twelve years ago, but Walter’s golden 
hair. T

“Oh, the charming lace!” she cried, 
clapping lier hands and dancing delight- 

- edly, as Elise shook it out of the folds.
" Dear mamma, what is it? and who 
made it? and why is it but half done? 
Can I have it for a dress for my doll, 
mamma?”l

The pretty dark eyed matron laughed 
and shook her head, and half-sighed, as

poor peasant’s child! Iam punished for 
my folly.” %)

And lie resolved to drive lier from his 
lieart. But after many months his letter 
to Adele was returned to him, crossed 
and recrossed witli strange addresses.

It was a messenger of hope to him. 
She had not slighted, she had not scorned 
him; perhaps she had not ceased to love. 
Before another day and night had passed, 
the marquis was on his journey to Lon- 
don.

Need I tell of his welcome there? 
When did wealth and title fail to find a 
warm one? Or of the friends of former 
years who flocked to claim acquaintance? 
Has not prosperity always hosts of 
friends? But none could tell him of 
Adele, beyond the history of her bitter 
sorrows. She, being poor, had fallen 
from their bright world.

And after three months’ search lie had 
failed to find her. He had money, influ- 
ence, deepest heart interest to aid his 
search, and yet, in spite of all, lie failed.

"She is dead,” he thought, witli an
guish. "I have come too late—it is in

requisite number of holes in a metal 
plate for one automatic chess-board, re- 
quire all the present inhabitants of 
the earth 100,000,000,000,000,000 years!
Therefore, Mr. Proctor thinks there will 
never be a chess automaton that can 
play a game, unless there is “ Life in 
Other Worlds Than Ours."

A new remedy for dyspepsia has been 
discovered which promises to be of far 
greater value than pepsin. It is found 
in the milky juice of the papaw tree 
(Carica papaya), which grows in tropical 
America, in India, and on many of the 
islands of the tropics. In India the tree 
is cultivated for its fruit, which is eaten 
both green and ripe by the natives, 
though it is said the birds will not touch 
it. Tough beef that has been wrapped 
in the leaves of this tree will become in 
a very short time quite tender, and it it 
stated that Brazilian butchers have taken 
advantage of the knowledge of this fact 
t > make their toughest beef salable. If 
the accounts ol those who professed to 
investigate the subject be true, the solu
tion of the juice has more powerful solv- 

ent action upon nitrogenous substances 
than pepsin, it is more active, and is 
operates in a shorter time.

HE
. Drowned Themselves.

A lover and his sweetheart recent 
drowned themselves in a mill-pond ne

EST
London. motive was given in
letter found in the young man’s liat a 
dressed to the girl’s father: " Dear Nl 
Parkinson—You have tried hard for 
long time to part your daughter Cat 
arine from me, but you have failed 1the grave that 1 shall find my darling. turning lier ml 
that you would

nd from me. Known 
not give your consent ve have been determin

X 
MAS

If it be so. and I prove it so indeed, 1
will live and die single for her sake!”

But that was his heart’s resolve, un
suspected by any one; many a gay belle 
and brilliant beauty had spread her 
nets, to secure the splendid prize of a 
titled husband.

Foremost among the many, Rosalind 
Hale; she was the fairest and the 
wealthiest of them all, and lier golden 
hair was not unlike Adele’s. It was 
this that had attracted him toward her 
more than the others—the memory of an 
olden love.

She never suspected that, however; 
her vanity made sure that he was in lier 
toils. She arranged charades, tableaux, 
plays—in which he should sustain a part 
with her. It never occurred to her that 
lie was at once too good-natured and too 
indifferent to refuse.

The tableux were suggestive enougli.

marriage,our 
not to part from each other, and of

she pressed the delicate fabric to her I 
Then she told lier child the history o 
making.

" But it shall not lie hidden so 
from the light again,” she said, tende 
"I will finish it, and when the 1 
comes for my little Adele to be a br 
she will have a veil to be proud of.” 

Again the little taper fingers to 
merrily and busily over the delicate 
and fairy-like ferns and masses of gr 
ful flowers grew steadily under th 
Adele watched the progress of the v 
witli keenest interest.
"Mamma, teach me to work it,” 

said one day. “ My fingers are m

lips, f its before it is too late; and so”—she held 
out to him a little, trembling hand, 
which he took mechanically—" and so 
I will grant you the favor you covet, my 
friend. Your bride shall not wear my 
darling mother’s bridal veil”—here he 
kissed the hand, and she drew it quickly 
away—" but that is because I shall not 
be y our bride.”

No need to dwell upon what followed. 
His prayers, his protestations—humble 
at first, then angry—his tears, that had 
no power in them to sap the strength of 
lier resolution. They parted coldly at 
last—lovers still in heart, for love dies 
not so easily, but outwardly seeming 
scarcely even friends.

She stood proudly as he left the room; 
when the sound of the street-door clos
ing after him struck like à knell of hope 
to her young, passionate heart, she flew 
to the window and watched him out of 
sight.
"Go! go!” she cried, dashing away 

the tears that blinded her. “Go from 
my eyes, hateful tears, and let me see my 
love for the last time! My love! my 
love! And I have lost him!”________ 

Sho sank down, sobbing. Just then 
the sound of her mother’s voice, singing 
merrily an old French song in a room 
above, came to lier ears! Once more she 
dashed the tears away.

“He despised you, my darling mamma 
—you! No, no, I will never pardon 
him!”

Her parents questioned lier in vain.

bodies will be found in this pond. V 
have botli committed suicide togethe 
Yours, James Wm. Thompson, July 2 
1879.” Mr. Parkinson, in answer to tl 
coroner, said that the young man hi 
asked his consent for the hand of H 
daughter. He did not think Thomps 
was capable of keeping a wife, and 
refused. This appeared to upset the

hS 
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The Poets Laureate.
The Detroit Free Press replies as fol

lows to the inquiry about the English 
Poets Laureate: The precise origin of 
the office of Poet Laureate cannot be 
traced, but Wharton, in his “ History of 
English Poetry,” says that in the reign 
of Henry III. there was a Versificator 
Regis, to whom an annual stipend was 
first paid of one hundred shillings. Up 
to the time of Elizabeth, it is not in our 
power to give a list of the Poets Laure- 
ate, but from that time to the present 
there have been sixteen, as follows: Ed
mund Spenser, died 1598-9; Samuel 
Daniel, died 1619; Ben Jonson, died 
1637; Sir William Davenant, died 1668; 
John Dryden, deposed at the revolution, 
1668; Thomas Shadwell, died 1692; 
Nahum Tate, died 1715; Nicholas Rowe,. 
died 1718; Rev. Laurence Ensden, died 
1730; Colley Cibber, died 1757; William 
Whitehead, died 1785; Rev. Dr. Thomas 
Warton, died 1790; Henry James Pye, 
died 1813; Dr. Robert Southey, died 
March 21. 1843; William Wordsworth, 
died April 23, 1850; Alfred Tennyson, 
(born 1809), installed 1850.

A flock of 117 stalwart ostriches roam 
over the sands of New Mexico, the birds 
being the offsprings of a number of the 
long-legged creatures imported a few 
years ago.

"a"

Au Incident of the Charley Koss Case.
The Charley Ross mystery is brought 

to public attention by a singular story 
from Philadelphia. A certain John 
Logan of that city, tempted by the large 
reward offered for the missing boy, gave 
up his business in 1874 and devoted all 
his energies to the hunt. He asserts 
that lie lias been successful, and that at 
any time during the past three years he 
could have produced the boy, if armed
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The Tread Wheel.
That ancient song,“Such a gittin1

finer and tinier than yours.”|
After that she would bring her itt € 

work-basket to her mother’s side ar: 
work at a veil for her doll. The facili 
witli which she learned the graceful a i 
was astonishing. At the age of fiftee 
so expert was she that Elise did not for i 
to let her take part in the creation of th € 
bridal veil itself, but they worked at it 
now and then as the fancy seized them.

Louis Riviere was from France, like 
Adele’s mother-that bad been a bor 1 
between them from the first—for Ade! 
loved lier mother’s country for her 
mother’s sake, though she herself ws 3 
proud of being called English, and shi 
also loved the young Frenchman.

Louis came of noble blood, and ws 
well-to-do. He had some money—n 
enougli to live upon in idle luxury, b 
plenty to secure him a fair start in bus
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One, upon which Miss Hale had quite witli proper authority. Three years ago 
lie made known the fact of his discovery, 
but, as he alleges, no attention was paid

set her lieart, was that of a bridal—need 
it be said that Louis was the bridegroom, 
herself the bri de!

“He will speak now, surely,” she 
thought, as she blushed and trembled 
beside him, while the curtain came 
slowly down.
_ “But, no; he only bo wed as lie led

stairs I never did see, 
some convicts in En 
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to it, except to pronounce it “another 
false clow.” Mr. Ross would not investi
gate the matter, deciding at once that 
the boy could not be his son. Logan says 
the boy is in the possession of a man who 
came to that vicinity a year or more after
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DHEALY lier from the platform; and then one of । the abduction. He has kept the boy at floor below. An overseer armed with
the buttons of his coat caught in lier 
bridal veil.

school well-eared for, and he could be 
produced in a few hours if Mr. Ross or

keen heavy whip stands. near and led
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his aid in creating motive power. Mu 
machinery in the large cities throughoIt has been said that " trifles make up | the authorities would give the needed as- 

the sum of human happiness.”
It seemed so now.

isistance. The story is so improbable 
As the marquis that it receives little consideration, and
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stooped to disengage the lace, suddenly 
he uttered a strange cry.

the probability is that Logan is either 
i the creation of an imaginative reporter

establishmentto start a government
that kind in Texas.—Belton (Texo
Journal. - 111It was Adele’s bridal veil! or that lie is demented —Detroit Post.
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