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‘A GREAT MISTAKE.

“ You must know,” continued George
ely, * that 1 hu;.;.“.‘khnd” in London
, Doctor March 1"—eagerly -clasping
hands under the table.
it ocourred to me the other even-
ng, after I had behaved so very rudely and
#0 very llﬂ?ﬂl’ at Pegley —"

“Itwas I who was rude"—Lucy’s blue
eyes were fastened on the young man's dark
face. ** Oh, go on, please!”

4 ooourred to me shat my friend might
ion the
“ Ethel Del 's

Atonem

‘ And you really remembered the name ?”
eried Miss Thrale, with all an author’s grati-
fled pride.

« I did indeed.” George did not at all
object to have his face searched by such
sweet and grateful glances ; he was &
time in telling his . **.And I wrote to—
to wy friend, and asked whether he had an
opening for a few light pretty stories, such as
I imagine yours to be, Mr. Trevelyan, and
also—a very important point—whether he
was willing to pay a fair price for them."”

“Oh! And what did he say ?”” Lucy had
quite forgotten her shyness i the interest of
the question. She had gradually turned until
she sat facing the young man whese dark
glance was meeting hers. Bee was playing
the ** Letter Song "’ from Paul et Virginie.

+ He said * Yes ' |” returned George, cheer-
fully. “ What do you think offhim for a
model editor ?" .

 He will take them ?”

« He will take that very mapusocript of
+ Ethel Delamere’s Atonement,’ unless it is
otherwise disposed of.”

“ Oh, Doctor March |” Lucy was breath
less with astonishment and gratitude and
delight.

“Bo mnow -all you have to do is
to entrust your manuscript to me, and I will
forward it to my friend. There will be no
need of any more late walks, Miss Thrale.
You can trust me, can you not ?"

T don’t know how to thank you,” faltered
Luoy, her eyes sinking now beneath the young
man's kindly bhalf amused smile. * How
very good 6f you to think of all this—so busy
a8 you are too 1"

“ But you have been taking some of my
workn off my shoulders, it seems-—you

#That is all over now” —eadly. ** At least,
I oan work for the children still, I dare say,
but I shall not be able to see them any
more."”

“ Buppose I could arrange that little diffi
culty?” asked Doctor March guietly. * Do
you think Mrs. Ludlow—"

“Oh!" Lucy interrupted him joyfully,
*“ghe would do whatever you asked her, I am
sure!l”

George smiled.

* Seo what a grave responsibility we doctors
hold in our hands,” he said. * I don’t know
whether such gratitude and belief as we win
trom some of our patients are most delightfal
or humiliating. But I shall be very glad to
exert whatever influence I may possess with
Mrs. Ludlow on behalf of your little scholars,
Miss Thrale.”

* Oh, thank you!” said Lucy earnestly;
and she thought again, as he rose and went
across to Bee at the piano, that he was very
kind,

** Ada will be very happy with him! He
would help anyone to be good, and hold them
up when they are tired and apt to go wrong.”

In a few minutes the Doctor weni away,
and Ted Ackroyd*with him.

Mr, Throgmorton slept undisturbed throygh
their leave-takings; the two girls sat and
chatted very happuy by the fire.

e st0ry of the mysterionssealskin jacket
was told; ahd Bee's surprise was #o genuine
thiat Luocy saw'she knew nothing abont it.

' Who can have sent it ?"" she whispered.
“ But it does not matter; for of course I
cannot accept it—can 17"

“Iam not sure of that,” returned Beo
soberly. * It is all very well for us whe have
such things to talk of refusing it. But yon,
with your delicate chest, and that nasty
cough !

At these words Lucy started violently and
put her hand confusedly to her head.

“ What is the matter ?" asked Bee.

* Nothing; only—I am quite sure I can
never accept it, Bee |”

All the evening, as she sat alone, waiting
for. the sound of the carriage wheels on the
gravel the child was restless, exci#d, happy
and unhappy, she did not know why.

She went and knelt down by the window,
planting her elbows on the sill, and looked
out at the trnnguil snow-covered garden, at
the white-edged trees just visible against the
dark and star-strewn sky, at the solemn old
church tower, with its masses of snow-tipped

ivy.

The clock struck eleven.

“ Christmas day is nearly over,” she
thought ; * and it has been & good day after all,
I hope Dr. March will persuade Aunt Letitia
to let me go back to school. Iighould like te
try to teach that poor little thing he brough
to us. There could not be any harm in that
and it would be such a pleasure to do some of
his work, as he said we did, in return for his
goo ‘ness to me, even if he never praised us,
but just knew that we were trying to help him
a little. [ would do it for she children’s sake
alone, but I should to please him too.”

Shestood up and went away from the
_w_indow. -8he counld not stay long in one pos
ition or in one spok.

* Christmas day is nearly over, and soon
the year will be over too, Poor Old Year!
1 will never forget you for one. You brought
me home and you gave me Bee to love; you
you were a good Old Year to me.”

A wistful look came over the child’s face.
She went back to the window, pressing her
hot cheek-against the frosty pane and staring
blankly out at the ohilly sky,

* Will you be, 80 good, you little cold New
Yéar when you come ? We don't know each
other yet ; how can I tell what dreadful days
you may not bring me? Oh, I hope you won't
I hope you won’t send me away from home.
1 don’t thirk there can be any danger of that,
whatéver else happens, When Ada is mar-
?g_, aunt Letitia and I can live together and

@ near them all. Oh, thank Heaven, he is
really in love, with Ada! She has no money
now, poor girl ; so he must like her for her
own sake, Ada says he does, and she was
never one to boast about such things—never.
Oh, New Year, I hope you will be 'a happy
one to them both ! He deserves to be very
happy, he is so geod. And Adatoo; only for
her I should be away now among strangers—
I should never have come to Barlaston or
known Bee. How kindly he spoke to me to-
night ! I will be grateful to him all my life
for his goodness—to him and to Ada. I
would do anything—yes, anything in the
world to make them both happy.”

Gnu;: XXXIL
** My darling 1"
That was what sober George March was
saying to himsdlf over and over again on the
day following Ms. Ackroyd's ball.

-3 _8
,‘geg

ing littleMirt |
My little love,

priged o see her sober master sit and stare,
smiling, at the other end of the table, for at
‘least half 'a wmiinute, letting his soup grow
no}:li. _pr .:ru she to see the pretty blue
eyed vision he was conjuring up in the grim
leathemn ehair on  which hilgmvuh‘:ir
My yife,” the young man was saying to
himself. ** My wife will sit there one day
and talk to me. She will ran to meet me in
the hall when I come home ; the room will
be full of her work baskets and the rustle of
her skirts and the perfume of her  preity
rofigh-hair. If we were married now Lucy
woald be over there, in ablue gown, and I
Ih&l:ld be cutting this partridge for her.”
orge & hed aloud wi j
tho'B : le: lang! 'vlﬁh joy at
* By Jove, how  jolly itis to bein love.
And what & lot of time I have wasted. N:tol
haven't eith —brnn I could not love any
one-but Luoy, and Heaven has kept the dar-
for me, and brought her to me to
be igromd and shelsered and adored.”
e rose in strong excitement, leaving his
neglected dinner to its fate. Sl
**1 take the gift,” he added. “I' take it
thankfully; and I give her. my life and my
very m soul in exchange. May Heaven,
A sudden recollection shot through him,
filling him with & sensation of l:v‘mnu,

almost awe.
% Was tnis what my dear old Bee felt for

doubt to les her
o seeing that

needle will keep my thoughts in tane. Bome-
timuhh-ulooknp.rl:‘dmre o8 will meet.

at a story of sorrow or want ; and such tears
will do her no harm —only keep her innocent
heart young and warm through the long
years we shall live, I hope, together. Bat to
see her crying here l‘ll byphn!el!:‘l_ ehild‘ of

“ By tho way,” the young

last abruptly, 5! promised Miss

I would intercede with you, my dear
Ludlow, on behalf of her litile people in
Pri Alley. Iam sorry to find thut
disapprove of the work your niece and

Bee having been doing there. It seems to me
to be sorely needed.”

Mrs, Ludlow looked nervously at her daugh-

« [ think mamma acknowledges all that,”
Ada answered gently. * It is really very ad-
mirable 0 dear Lucy and Bee !”

“ My daughter is content to nurse her sick
st home,” the widow added, with ill repressed

“ But Lucy—"

+* Now, dearest,” interposed Miss Ludlow,
laying s gentle hand on her mother's anl
* you sre not going to say an, against
my cousin in her absence ! 'a is not like
you.”

« Bat is very like Miss Ludlow to be always
eclared

—for
ment and discouragement—by George, it was
more than I eould bear! And to think that I
have known her all this long while without
loving her! Every moment of my life
from the day I first saw her ought %o have
been hers! Oh, my little Lucy, shall I not
make up te you for every sad hour you have
spent sinee then ? It will be my right, some
day, to take care of you, to buy you sheaves
and sacks of gloves, and regiments of little
boots and shoes, and pretty gowns and bon-
nets and furbelows, such as other beautics
like you wear. You won's care for such things
over-much, but it will make me so0 proud to see
you wear them, and never—gdod Heaven,
never again! —shall I see yon shrink and
shudder in the cold as I have seen you shud-
der more than once. Yon, with your delicate
;hen. my poor child | How could I les you
o it "

A happy smile parted the young man’s lips
a8 he puffedfat his cigarette.

“1 suppose,” he went on—*I did a very
‘improper’ thing in sending her that warm
coat. It wound have been more * correct’ no

on eoughing,
her % poor souls, cannot
help it. Thanl eaven, the proprieties
never trouble me much, and I have the satis
faction of knowing that my darling is warm
and snug. this bitter weather. The child
needed that fur jacket as much as a beggar
needs a blankes this winter, and she will
never know who sent it until—until ehe will
not blush to seal her forgiveness with a kiss !
Ah"—the young man started up, his pulse
throbbing furiously at the very thought
—*“happy fur coat, to hold my Lucy
in its arms and feel the beatings of her
innocent heart "

Up and down, up and down George paced.
He was ajprosaicand hard working young man
and he was smoking incessantly as he dream-
od of his darling; but he could not have felt
more thoroughly in love if he had been play-
ing & mandoline under her window in the
moonlight. Lucy's health, Lucy's joys,
Lucy's wants and wishes—he was thinking of
all these, and longing for the day when they
should be in his keeping.

“I am afraid her people do not remember
what a child she is, and how very far from
strong. They have trouble enough of their
own, no doubt, but I think they leave her too
much to herself. My darling ssands in con
stant need of some oneto pet her and scold
her and order her abous. She should be kies
ed when she is good <—she would get a great
many kisses |—and put in the corner moral-
ly when she naughty. Shecan be naughty.
She has a temper! I should like to forbid her,
at once, togit up any more when she ought
to be fast asleep, bothering her little head
over those wonderfgl stories. My little Luoy
To think of your iffnocent imagination con-
juring up romances of such unlikely material
as life in King's Road, like the flowers that
come up out of the dull brown earth with the
blue of heaven in their leaves ! '

The docter paused in his tramp of the
study-carpet to open a drawer in writing table
and take out she roll of manuscript which
Lucy had given him with so many smiles and
blushes to forward to his friend the editor.

“Idare say it is a foolish little story
enough,” he thought, looking at it witha
very tender smile. * But she wrote it for her
little scholars ; she gave them timeand rest
and sleep that she sorely needed ; she went
cold and shabby that they might be covered
with the money it brought. If it were the
best novel of the season, it could hardly have
served its purpose better. My little blue
eyed Britomart, so eager to redress the
wrongs of the children, you are
nothing but a baby yourself. You did not
learn much in your convent, exc.pt how to
love and ‘to do good ; and now you shall
teach me the same lesson. What does my
old A Eempis say ?—‘I would rather feel
compunction than know its definition.’ My
darling, you are wiser than the rest of us.
You feel, while we only know ?"

The manuscript of * Ethel Delsmere's
Atonement” was laid away again, and locked
from view.

** Some day, some happy day, when shejis
looking over my shoulder, I will give it to
her, and she willfind out who her editor was.
But until then she shall go on writing her
innocent romances and earning her’ poor
little guineas. I wonder what her heroes are
like? Tremendous fellows, I suppose—
Guardsmen at the very least, beautiful as
gods and noble as Sir Galahad | What will
she say to a matter-of fact provingial doctor
after such visions of manly perfection?”

George March laughed a very happy and
contented laugh.

* Nothing just yet,” he decided, answer
ing his own question. ** She looks upon me
as an awful old fogey, and I am not going to
frighten her with any selfish explosions for
many a day. When she knows me a little
better, and begins to ses what I feel for her,
perhaps she may forget my ugly még, and
may ask herself whether she could not trust
her sweet life to my keeping. Oh, Lucy, my
love, if you only knew how sacred the trust
would always be in my sight I"

The next day the longing to see his dar
ling’s face would not be denied, and he pro-
mised himself that delight when his work
should be dome. If Mrs, Throgmorton and
Bee had been at home, he would perhaps
have tried to content himself with a cigarette
in the brown room, where he was ocertain at
least to hear Lucy’s name spoken by her
friend ; but these ladies were still at Croome.

* Heaven bless my dear old Bee,” George
ht, **for under ding and d di
the child when all her little world was against
her. Oana fellow be too proud and too
grateful for having held a place, if even for a
ghort time, in such a noble young creature’s
thoughts. Some of these days, when she is
a8 happy herself as she deserves to be,and as
Ted Ackroyd will surely make her, I will tell
Beo what is in my heart wbout her. And to
think that my wife will have Bee for her best
friend all our life. By Jove, 1t is too good to
be tm.:' llgwat. It is all falling out just like a
Mry e,

Doctor March had an excellent exouse for

th

his ‘quick glance, that was accustomed to
notice details in the sick rooms he entered,
George saw that her sealskin jacket was
lying on a chair in a dusky corner. He re-
cogniged it at once by some peculiarity in the
buttons to which bis attention had been
drawn by the young gentleman who had sold
‘l; to him in the furrier's shop on Christmas

ve. .

His darling was at home then! How
should he contrive to see her, if only for five
minutes |

“ You have been out, I hope, this bright
day, Miss Ludlow ?" he asked presently, when
they had dully disonssed the ball, and he hai
agreed unconsciously to Ada’s i

g

and brave in her defense,” ds
the doctor, with an approving smile, under
which the young lady's eyes fell. ** Can’t
u help me to convince your mother that
iss Liucy can certainly come to no harm in
Miss Throgmorton's society, and that she
could not very well find & nobler use for her
spate time?"” 2
The young man's eyes were kindling,
his voice had a warm ring in it that was
usual. A little silence fell on the room.
«Of course it is delightful for dear Lucy to
have sueh a friend,” Miss Ludlow answered
quietly then ; * and mamma would hardly
be able to resist your persuasion, doctor,
only —*
e She laid her lace-work down on ‘the dark
background formed by her velvet gown and
contemplated the pattern and its growth

5 thing it out with
beth hands.

« Only ? ' suggested Doetor March, as she
did not finish her sentence.

“ Oh " —looking up with a sudden smile—
i'“{hmnt onl,yhth::. Luoy will Ef.a w
i time remainder
in Bariaston | » :

“ Bhe is going away,” thought Geerge
swiftly ; and a glad conviction flashed through
him that he mighs render such a step unnec-
essary.

* Youare surely not thinking of leaving
us,” he exclaimed, so cheerfully that both
womea lifted their, heads and looked at him,
surprised —** just, too, when we haveall begun
to look upon you as old (riends and good
Barlastonians ?

Ada smiled coldly.

*You know we are but birds of passage at
best, " she answered. *‘There is no telling in
what direction we may next wing our flight. "

* Then there is no more to be said at pres-
ent about the little folk in Primrose Alley,”
decided George, still with the same irrepressi-
ble good humor ; and then, a_ desperate de-
sire rising within him to see his darling's
swoet face if only for a moment, he added,
with an evident attempt at self control, *I
should like to assure Miss Thrale t:.at I have
fulfilled my promise, at least. May I see her,
Mrs. Ludlow, for a moment before I go ?”

Again the widow looked at her daughter,
flushing piteously.

** Lucy is not at home,” said Ada quietly.

* And has she gone out on a day like this
without her warm jacket ?” ded

and
un.

staircase.
“ My pretty darling I”" Le
do you do, Miss Thrale ?"
out his hand, and
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nervously that was put
pressed i: closer in his broad
brought yen your fur o
* What did you mean, , by
without it in such weather

Loy flushed,and looked arcund
less }mﬁy way that somehow
displeasing
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e down.
.‘hud in lpilo“optd:er-ll. Then she
grew suddenly serious again. :

I don’t think I ought to wear it,” ghe
said, raising her blue eyes snxiously to his.
“ I would rather not pus it on—"

' Nonsense I said Dootor March, in an
extremely diotatorial mannver. * Do you
suppose I ag going to allow you to takecold,
jast because you don't want to hide thas very
becoming blue gown from view ? Be good
enough to put your arm in there, Miss Thrale,
aund be sure you button it well up te your
throat—the jacket, I mean, not the arm;
there is & sharp wind, in spite of the sun.”

Lucy obeyed in ine meekest silence.  Her
Wi ce looked more like a flower than
ever above the rich brown of the fur ; invol-
untarily she stroked one sleeve with her un-
gloved hand, and then she bit her lip to keep
herself from smiling with pleasure.

* Oh, pussy, pussy !” said Pamela buryiig
herrlittle nose in the jackes. * Oh, Miss
Thale, you are prettier than the Princess in
my Walter Crane picture book 1"

“ Oh, pussy, pussy !”" echoed Doteie. ** Me
want to walk wiff Miss Frale and Oppity.”

But this seductive vision was not to be
realized. Dotsie was carried off, struggling
aud protesting, to sit with her mother in a
carriage, Pamela going of her own accord,

George, in his most professjional way. * Very
imprudent, I must say, with that nasty little
cough "

** Bhe has not been walking,” explained
Miss Ludlow, smiling. * By-the way, Doo-
tor March, is there any news of Mr. Jack ?”

“ Of Jack Throgmorton ? Not that I know
of | What news should there be ?”

and many nursery axioms
by the way for her sister's

i

jnd 4

come of the

e
i

George was only too glad of an excuse to
and Jook at the blue eyed delinquent thus
ponted out for his derision, and he was
obliged to admit inwardly that Lucy did seem
very much interested in what Barry Bugden
. But the day was gone by in

whioh such a trifle could cause him an un-
pn:ﬂ ;“l:: believed” in Ilmh.L ;od“d
of girl he loved as belie in

‘znn‘ that was making all the white
Sabbath world glorious about him. Very
likely the Jittle Uaptain was indulging in some

§

side.
It was the hour and the scene for confi-
denoe.

Omarrer XXXIV,

George March had quietly ignored Luoy's
evident intention of wing Bee out of the
ourtained nook, sund had begun to talk to

80 carefully guarded
to sentiment or love making, that in a very
few moments the child began to forget her
uneasiness, and was soon talking quite frankly
to the young man in her turn, telling him
and her one year out-
side the jonvent at her unocle’s house.
* That was home, you know,” she said. I
eannot remember poor mamma or papa ; they
both died when I was very young.”
“ But how did you first come to be sent to
& convent ?” George asked, rejoicing in her
new born ease, and taking great care not to
startle away her blud eyes, which were frankly
meeting his, by an expression of the delight
their childish gage caused him.

 Because I oried to stay with the sister
who nursed them both in the fever. Papa
was very poor, Doctor March; and he had
gone to New Orleans to make his fortune;
and she took me to New York with her,
when she went back to the dear old Bacred
Heart.”

+ 8o you are a little American woman, are
you?" 4

u

being tied 'llh‘oolmd

v Atlas” in the London World:

pink in deflance of the age. I saw one of
these the other day seated, or rather reclin-
ing, in & l:‘nd: E;:ha%!‘m. ba:mt and
waragol were of s ue an a
: y Tho face hiad

were on the boat they began making ]
toilet. The bucke unbraided the hair of the
squawe, combed it, greased it with pork, and
again rebraided it.
George Eliot in her later years always
wore a characteristio costume—a long, grace-
ful, close fitting robe. A luxuriant mass of
light brown hair haug Jow on both siaes of
her head, and was draped with rich point or
s ot Hils are ol e rage s Newpord
Pink pon 8 Are al rage at Ne
just mow. The demand is supplied from
o Margaret t i 3
At Queen 's recent reception A
V-nio? it was observed that she conversed
with marked cordiality wtth Admiral Sir
Beauchamp Seymour, the Admiral in com-
mand of English fleet. The English
sailors in the port joined in the demonstra-
tions of weloome. After the Iulimlioynl
March God Bave the Queen was played, and
vociferously redemauded by the erowd, with

enthusiastic cries of * Long Live the Queen
for the

of England.”
drobe of a Unban lady at one of the Sara-

* Oh, no, indeed 1" ious-
ly. *I was born in England, and I can't re-
member New York a$ all, because, when the

pretty compliment or other—the fellow was
a8 facile a¢ a Frenchman in such drawing room
devices—and why should a compliment be
more displeasing to Miss Thrale than te any
oﬁh&r‘dﬁ;‘nmng Mghl y nl ing what
len was only saying w!

lnoblolookingt:ﬁgw that Doctor and
what & shame it was by all accounts that he
chosen to bury himssli in the provinces !

he had been

to be 8o pleased as she was by the little
L)

+ You are not listening to a word I am
saying, Doctor 1" eomplained Mrs. Throgmor-
ton, smiling kindly at her favorite, as they
drove along the bare crisp roads towards
Oroome. * And you look eo provokingly
happy ! What are you thinking about ?"

George laughed, showing his white teeth,
and lifted his hat to let the keen air blow on
his forehead

“ Do I look happy?” he asked. * Of course
I am happy—I am always happy, dear Mre.
Throgmorion.”

*Oh, that means that an old friend like me
has no right to pry into your confidence. But
I do think, George” —with an injured little
air—* that you might give me just a little
hint. You know how happy I should be in
your happiness.”

+“1 know.” Geerge took up her hand and

squeesed it in his big driving glove. *‘And

i:u shall be the very first to hear when I
ve anything to tell.”

“ Ag if it did not rest with yourself,” per-
sisted the little woman. * Now, George,what
are you waiting for? You may be as angry
a8 you like, but I tell you plainly that you are
just throwing so much of your life away.
Nonsense”—as George made a laughing ges-

“Isittoo far for you to walk ?” asked
Doctor March, taking Linoy's prayer bock, “or
would you rather drive ?”

*Oh, do walk, Luoy I" cried Bee, who had
joined them with young Ackroyd, **Tedand
I are going to walk 80ross the fields and

h h Boundary Lane.”

Ada bit her lip and looked ted

* You did not know that he left home on
the evening of the ball, and has not since
returned ?”

* And where has he gone, pray ?” asked
George, wrathfully. ‘* Has not that young
idios caused his good mother trouble enongh
already "

“ You oan hardly suppose he would ac-
quaint me with his intentions,” protested
Miss Ludlow, calmly as to words, though
again her face showed tokens of suppressed
emotion, “ I am sorry for dear Mrs.
Throgmorton. I wish it were inmy power t¢
put an end to all her anxiety on Jack's ac-
count; but”"—she sighed heavily—* it is
not.”,

“ l’lee,” responded George, kindly enough,
* Well, I suppose there is mothing for his
complaint but time and hard work. Good-
bye, Mre. Ludlow. Oh, by-the bye, have

or Miss Ludlow message for i
hrogmorton? Iam going outto Oroome
to morrow."”

There was another perceptible pawse. Mrs,
Ludlow began to play nervously with the
fringe of her couvre-pied.

“In that case,” answerad Ada, without
looking up from her work, * you will see my
cousin.”

“ At Oroome?” cried the drctor, with un-
mistakable eagerness.

“ Yes ; she has gone out o spend a few
days there. Mra. Ackroyd and Bee came for
her this morning ; and I was so glad to be
able to make up to her for the lose of the
ball that I insisted on her accepting the in-
vitation,”

George answered—he did not know what,
He was to spend his Sunday at Croome; and
that meant having an entire day with his
darling—the first time that he had ever been
in her presence for o much as an hour ata
time. His heart began to beat again as it had
beat on New Year's Eve.

* Then I suppose I may consider myself
oharged with all sorts of kind msssages
from you, Miss Ludlow?’ he said, starting
up to go. *“Oh, and her fur. jackes.
I will take that too. It was very careless of
her, really, to forget it. There is a bitter
cold wind to day.”

He caught up the sealskin jacket and made
for the door.

* But,” Mrs. Ludlow began feverishly.

* Hush, dearest " said her daughter ; and
again & restraining hand was laid on the
widow'syarm. . * You are very kind, Doctor
Marsk. ( Pray tell Lucy from me to be sure
and wear it.”

Omaprer XXXIIL

Doctor March arrived at Croome next
morning just as the bells were beginning to
ring for church.

It was & dazzling white January day, and
the sharp air and chilly sunshine sent the
young man’s blood leaping along his veins as
he sprang up the broad flight of steps and
into the great old fashioned hall, already full
of church going groups in Paris bonnets and
frock coats.

Lady Sarah Vanneck and her obsequious
host, Lady Merrion and Ted, and Capiain
Bugden, were all standing about and plan-
ning how they should divide for the drive to
church.

Bat, befors George had time to recognize
any one, he was hailed with delight from the

m above by Pamela and ie, who
down the staircase, regardless of
velvet muffs, to fling

ela, a
“Me d::'ul:. church, echoed Dotsie.

walk wiff Oppity. " g

bright and mdnm Doctor March
glad to see.

“ You have heard from Jack ?” he asked
in anand when ly the d
little hoatess had trotted away to receive Lady
Merrion’s suggestions. *‘ I only heard yes
terday that he had taken himself off in such
& harry. " . &
“ Yes.,” Mrs. Throgmorton drew a sigh
of relief. **He writes from London, and says
he will be homein a few days. poor
boy is restlese and unhappy about something,
George. 1 can see that pleinly enough. Dear
me | Only six months ago it eeemed as if
my children had not a wish or a thought
that.was not mine as well, and now —"
Rl Thajyun: children no lqnaer; that isal.,”

made with soft and presty vehemence—that
Bee Throymorton had been the prettiest and
best dressed girl in the room. *“Am I not
always telling you that you are too fond of
sitting over the fire "
“I know,” Miss Ludlow answered prettily.
** And Ishould like to tell & fib aboat is; only
Iam atraid. You would be sure to find it
out. 8o I will confess—I have not been out
at all to-day.” 4 g
“ You should let your cousin relieve guard,”.
observed the doctor, very nervously for such
a sober and self possessed man. * Let me
prescribe a good blow along King's Rosd for
an hour at least. Yéu will an
appetite that will astonish
Ada smiled, bu$ shook

ish you.”
ber head. "
to disobey

“I know it is aud:
;'but ’m afraid I can-

your orders,” she

not go out to day.”

“ Will got Miss Thrale your place for
elaborate

take
an hour ?” asked the Dootag, with
carelessnesa.

Tge, ¢ You must
not worry about it ; it will all come right in
tume.” He was watching the staircase
eqerg a8 he spoke.

* What have you there, George ! A seal-

skin jacket? Letme pus it down here for
you. Isit Bee's?”
** No, it is Miss Thrale’s. said the doeter,
keeping it still on his arm, and trying his to
look unconcerned. * Miss Ludlow sen: it to
her ; but I do not see the young lady. ”

“ She will be'down presently, no doubt,”
said Mary Throgmorton curtly. “That is
some of my naughty girl's work,"”
she, added, 0 orossing
her bright face. Bee knew very well that I
wanted poor Ada Ludlow to have a week
hnevybih her friends remain, and you see

“ Miss Ludlow thought herself that it
was' her cousin’s turn. Bhe is always so

natared.”

 Ian's sho ?"—eagerly. “How well knew,

“e J
Placid Mrs. Ackroyd looked troubled,and
glanced uneasily at her husband, who, es
usual, was making conversation for poer Lady

Sarah.

“ Lady Sarah is coming, too,” added Bee,
smili t her hostees. * She proposed it
Lerself —the walk, I mean, Mrs, Ackroyd.”

And so they set s  Mrs. Throgmorion
was not quite pleased to see George and Lucy
walking down the avenue together, and it
seemed that Liady Sarah had asked her cousin
Barry 1o join the walking party, so that Ted
and Bee, to Mrs, Ackroyd’s distress, were left
to themselves.

But it was now too late to interfere.

All his life long Geerge March remembered
that Sunday morning walk across the fields.

ture of protest—*a man’s life is nol worth
counting until he i: married. George”
Mary Throgmorton’s voice sank 1nto & coax-
ing whisper-—‘‘you will make such an adorable
husband, it is & shame to delay.”

(George smiled—a provoking, inscrutable
smile it seemed to his companion. If she
could only have known how joyfully his
heart was throbbing approval to every word
she said.

He would gladly have spoken to his old
friend about the new born joy, and pleaded
with her for the love and protection hie darl
ing needed until the day when it should be
his pride to give her these and more, with
his name, but the ht of Bee checked

d that my friends were
English, they transferred me to one of their
branches here. I came over with Madam

Hardy, who had been ordered to take the
voyage for her health; and then they found
out poor unele Robert, and sometimes aunt
Letitia came to see me, and brought me sugar
plums.”

“ But wouldn't you rather have gone home
with her 1"

“T was very happy at the convent,” she
answered quietly. ‘‘And uncle Robert was
not rich then, not for a long time after. And,
a8 poor paya had ne relatives living, I had
no where else to go.”

“ You would not like o go back to the con
vent now, I hope?” askei the young man,
involuntarily lowering his voice.

Luoy shook her head wistfully.

“ I am not good enough. I am too fond of
music and dress and all gorts of enjoyments.”

“ Then I suppose you fka London best of
all ?” George continued gently; not in the
least al d by this appalling admi on
Luoy's part.

TO BE

CONTINUED
S —
A DESPERATE FIGHT.

An Old Minister is Mistaken for an
Hditor and Assaulted.

The other day old uncle Jesse Winglop, &
time-honored preacher, who has preached
among the hills for over forty years, and who
in his younger days was known as the
wheel horse exhorter, came to town and called
at the Gazette office.

* My son George,* said Uncle Jesse to the
political man * has juft graduated from the
old Red Bull Acad« 1y, and after sauntering
rround among the professions, peeping into
lawyer's offices, and poking eround doctor
shops, and not being satiefied, he has con
cluded to learn the editing business. I know
how much fun has been made of men, who
waut to be an editor, but of course I under-
stand all that. At first I'd like for George to
take hold of the religious department, for you
know that I can help him some. I've got
four or five old sermons that I'd like to run
in—old sermons preached long before men
thought of getting out new testaments. . Now
don't ridioule the idea.”

“ Uncle Jesse,”” replied the political man,
with romething like & sigh, ** we'll hold a
cabinet meeting some time §during the pres-
ent week, when your son’s case will be con-
sidered. It is encouraging to see that chureh

him,

‘ Heaven forbid,” he said simply within
himself, ‘* that I should cause that swees girl
& moment’'s pain! And, hrave as she is, it
is not natural that she should hear such
news just yet without some pain. The time
has 80 short, and it is all so uncertain
yet, ﬁmugh I cannot help thinking that Luoy

He could never again here church bells ring-
ing&‘)]nlm" ing in winter with
recalling the sweet sharp pleasure of if.

e oolor on Luey's &wnun face;
crun of the snow under her little thick
boots ; the ring of her girlish voice on the
still air as they trudged across the meadows;
the warm delight he felt us he touched her
hand in helping her over a stile—all this
blended in & queer half conscious pity for
every one elsedn the world because they were
not walking to church with Lucy Thrale on
that bright day of the New Year,

*I saw Maria and the little scholars yester-
day, Miss Thrale,” he said, as they kept
along by the bare hedgerows, following Bee's
orimson feather and Ted's tall blonde head.

“ Oh, did you ?” Lucy looked at him in
eager expectation.

““And they all sent you their -love.”
George’s voice sank a little as he spoke the
word.

* Poor little things ! Did you tell them I
should not be able to go and see them any
more "

“ No ; because at that time I hoped to be
able to change Mrs. Ludlow’s decision,”

* And haven't you?” Luoy cried in dismay.
* Oh, Doctor March, I felt sure you would I”

* I did my best,” answered the young man,
* But I think for the present you must be
content to let Bee take your place among
them.”

Lucy’s lips quivered.

“T will try,” she said. “ And of course I
can work for the children at home in my
spare time; but”—she laughed, though the
ready April tears were in her eyes—“I am
afraid I like to be paid for my work, Doctor
March. I try to do it becanse it is right, but
all the time I am thinking how the children
will love me for being good to them. Do you
think that is wrong?"

“It is very natural,” answered George,
smiling, *“Why should you torment your-
solf with such questions? Let me see how
bravely you can work henceforth without any
reward.”

* Then it would be to please you,” the girl
said simply, and with a wistful shake of the
head. * You see I always want a reward for
being good, like Dotaie ?”

George did not misunderstand the childish
confession ; but, for all that, it set his heart
beating.

“1 am'awfully hard te please,” he declared,
laughing —** at least so Miss Ludlow is always
telling me.”

* Oh, she does not mean it!1” cried Lucy,
turning quite pale in her . Indeed
's name & sud-

George woke up from
the little figure with his strong
arm, and to look srdently into the

ayes.
“You did not hurt yeurself?” he
i “You are sure ?”

| “ Why shouldn’t
| next week ?

g s g oy e

bers are seeking journalism, and I bave
no doubt but that George will be of advantage
to us. But I must go to dinner now. Just
sit down among the exchanges and amuse
yourself until I return.

The editor went down, and the old man
took out his spectacles and began handling
papers with a newly awakened idea of import-
ance. The editor had not been gone but a
few moments when a burly looking man en-
tered the odiwgu} room, u‘;d soeing the

! Oh, George, I had no idea
. Oh, s no
you were so many fathoms deep in love all
this fime 1"

** Oh, but I am—I confess it?" the young
man cried gaily. * And it is awfully jolly to
be in love too! Don’t ask me just yet whe
the * fair, the unexpressive she’ is, because I
don't intend to tell you.”

“I am utterly at a loss tc i , of

by a

handled rpﬂ. exclaimed :

 All I ask of you, sir,isto let me shake
the Little Rock dust from my feet. Do you
hear, you led fr ofa d
menagerie ?"

“ What do you mean ?” exclaimed the
old man in surprise.

“Just let me shake this dust off; you

course 1" said his friend, wish smiling irony.
*“ George, you transparent old humbug! As
if any one could not see it with half an eye !”

George looked at her, puzzled for a mom-
ent, Then heremembered her repeated praises
of Miss Luudlow, her many transparent devices
for hringinf them togetner ; it must be Ada
she meant! Ha laughed again. The winter
sunshine seemed as exhilarating as cham-
pagne to him that morning.

“Of course !" he cried. ‘I had forgotten
how seldom Barlaston is deceived about its
neighbors’ business. You dear old gossip "
He'looked affectionately at her blooming face.
* Promise me that you will talk of this only
to me, at the present. I have confessed like
& good boy ; and now you will keep my secret
~wont you?”

Mary Throgmorton held out her hand, and
then George turned in at the lodge gates, and
grough‘ his horses up in splendid style at the

oor.

“One word more, Doctor,” she said hurried-
ly, as they went into the luncheon together.
* Of course I know very well that you don’t
mean anything by it; butgdon't you thiak it
is foolish to encourage Miss Thaale soepenly ?
Bhe is quite open for a flirtatiop, and——"

“I have a weakness for/that reddish-
blonde hair,” pleaded the l‘oowr gravely ;
* and I haven’s forgotten Lord Meldrum’s
fate, I assure you! Nothing is further from

mind than a flirtation with M;ru Thrale.”
$ dish blonde hair grows witll' an addi-
tional tinge of gold when set in a good light
against a background of purple velves ; and
it was this fact, no doubt, which induced
Doctor March to brave public opinion after
frnak: following Miss Th and
Miss Thrale into the library, where, in the
 oriel window, half hidden by the sweep-
velvet curtains, the two girls were enjoy-
ing a talk together.

* Oh, Doctor March,” cried Bee, peeping
out, as the heavy door fell to behind him,

j .gut{ng about the school 1" —
i e most matter-cf fact way,
im in the cushiened

ould like looking at you,
“1if you are sareit is quite proper to
0

us go out for a walk. Let

we have tableanx vivants
Ted, come and eit down and let
it—de.”

gaping whippoorwill of flat footed ignorance.
Slander & man as you did me this i

Seven large trunks are necessa:
toga hotels, and the value of the seven, esti-
mated by the quantity or finery they contain,
is put in both round and square figures at
$15,000. The impression still prevails that
none but the wealthy enjoy this life.

* Yes, it's a lovely dress,” said Mrs. Harris
dan, speaking of Miss Dush, who at. that
moment swept by in great gorgeousness, *‘but
m cross-eyed, her father d‘xvo;n through

] Years ago, an now to my
mmnmwhﬁn that all her dresses are
made

at home.’

* Ah, my love, what a love of a I new
costume you have on!” * Do you think so,
lovely 2 “ Yes, my love, and I'm real glad.”
“Are you,really? Younareso kind!" * Yes,
dearest, I was beginning to feel sorry for you,
after you'd worn that old black silk three
years and turned it twice.”

Eight New York ladies, whose husbands
are estimated to be worth $300,000,000 ag-
gregate, dined together the other day at a
Saratoga hotel.

If Eve had possessed patent bangs, and false
bair, and a dozen modern dresses, she would
have been busy, and have had no time to
bother with the serpent. 5

A number dMyoung girls in pretty costumes
lately danced a quadrille in the water at Dex
ter's swimming bath, New York, to the musio
of & string band. They wore gueer looking
masks.  After the quadrille there was &
hundred yard swimming mateh for a gold-
ined silver cup.

At a recent meeting of the Women's
Christian Temperance union, s Mrs. Hunt
took the ground that women have less
power of physical recuperation than men,
and when they fall in many cases fall be-
yond reclamation. The remarks all the
morning had been unfavorable to she expe-
dienoy of women reforming other women.
Miss Aona Dickinson, who was in the audi-
ence, arose and book up the subject in a
masterly manner. It was soon whispered
about who the speaker was, and she carried
the audience with her from the first.”” * Iam
a temperance advocate,” she gaid, * butIecan
tell you that woman’s proper work is with
her sisters, and not with men. You fail
where you can do the most. The woman
who has nothing to do, the giddy, fashionable
oreature who learns to upple with refinement ;
the woman who has too much to do, your
laundress—who does a day’s work getting her
husband’s breakfest and attending to the
children before she comes in the morning—
these, as well as the woman who drinks to
drown despair, are the ones who need but do
not receive your minisirations. You raise
the man, but yow spurn your fellow woman
beneath your feet.”

P —
POPULAR FALLACIES,

The great comet of the present summer
has done its full share in exposing popular
ignorance. . In matters of ecience it has been
& great puzsle to may people how the same
comet could, in the evening, be in the north-
west, with 1te tail peinting upward, but lean-
ing hm the east, and, in the early morn-
ing, in north-eass, with - its tail leaning
toward the west, This has given rise to the
belief often heard in conversation, and even

ioned that shere

which enables him to throw gome light wpon
this interesting inquiry. Bkilled laborers—
artisans, workers at trades, &o.—live mostly
in the oities, where all prices are higher shan
outside. Art and taste, a! appreciated,
are not paid accordingly. A painter may wim
renown, and his name or hie seal IIAL“'.
after him ; but during life he will no

makes
pieces of enamel or china, are satisfled if they
g“ by enough for burial expenses;
utoher does as well as any of them.
and silvorsmiths, and others whose work
peculiarly responsible, do a litile better ;
weaver or spinner of silk is probably
paid day laborer, getting §1 to §2 o
ave) pay of skilled labor is probal
week for a master, $1.50 for a workman,
50 cents for youngsters or females. The
master lives generally at his w
having $20 to $40 worth of househ
goods; he pays $72 a year for food, $86
for rent and sundries, $12 for olothing, and
is rich with 886 left. The ordivary work-
wan, if unmarried, lives with his parents or
with some friend. His effeots mey be worth
$15, and he pays $45, 812 and $8 for the
three items abuve mentioned. Females and
youngsters arc assumed to cost all they can
earn. On the farm everybody must work,
the children beginving at six years. Two
and a half acres of arable land, with a house
built of nlad and reeds and thatched with
straw, and a cow, a few fowls and pigs, and
some very primitive tools, may constitute a
well to do farmer’s property. The will
usually support the family, and 20 cents &
day will pay for their food.  Rice, or i
with vegetables and common tea, varied by a
little poultry or pork on festive occasions,
makes their diet. Their bit of land may be
worth $400, their annual working expenses
may be $42, and they will lpnroduoubnnt $160
leaving about $560 olear. cotton, the land
will ayerage 1,600 pounds at 4 cents; cost of
cultivation and tax, $81, net , 989, it
the soil suits 0. ‘woman
weaves one piece per day of cotton
cloth, 6 to 9 yards, 89 to 46 inches wide, and
spins ome third of a pound of yarn, at 6
cents for labor ; 6 working days convert the
raw fiber into 1§ pounds of cloth, worth 6p
cents, The farm laborer gets 10 to 15 cents
a day, or 60 cents to $1.05 a week, in har-
vest time, besides his food, estimated at 10
conta & day ; by the month, $1.60 to $2 and
board ; by the year, $12, and found. About
$2 a year will clothe him, and he does well
if he saves twioe that in a year. For ooelie
labor, comprising boatmen, oarriers, wheel-
barrow men, eto., from 5 to 80 cents & day
are paid the oarriers in West Chins, who
carty for 20 oonsecutive days 800 to 400
pounds of tea en their baocks over & moun.
tainous country} are considered well paid, at
25 cents & day. The ordi. io earn
$4.50 a month, and spends §4. Oonl is
mined entirely by hand, and sells at the pit's
mouth for §1 a ton, Goll diggers on the Han
river in, 1870, were earning 5 to 15 oénts &
day; 7 men were estima to wash 20 tons
of gravel a day, yielding 8 or 4 oents to the
ton. The Chinese soldier costs $67 a year,
——e—

ADVENTURES OF A WIFE HUNTER,

The other day the main street of the usually
quiet village ot Frodsham presentod a lively
soene, in which a certain Liverpool olerk
formed a prominent figure. It appears thata .
lady saw an advertisement in a ocertain paper
stating that a gentleman, about 80 years of
age, was in want of a wife, She decided to
carry on & correspondence with him for the
sake of the fun whioh might result. The
advertiser fell into the snare, and, on Batur-
day ufternoon the hero of the tale made an
appointment fo meet the brother of his
charming correspondent at Frodsham railway
station. He duly arrived, and was received
by a 1 pying & hat prom-~
inent position in the distriet, who deluded
his nnfortunate victim into entering the well-
known hostelry known as the Bear's Paw.
Here they found a company of jovial spirits,
who at once began to chaff the lover. The
fun waxed fast and furious, and a large crowd
assembled outside, many of whom had pro-
vided themselves with a plentiful supply of
flour and shot for the purpose of punishing
the adventurer if he did not accede to their
wishes that he should stand treat. Some of
the young men in the hotel assaulted him
in a way which caused him $o become
violent, and, pulling out & pistol, he predi
that if he were molested there would soon be
another tragedy to record in the newspapers,
88 he would put a bullet into the first fellow
who touched him. However, during &
t when the gentleman was off his

y leading papers, s
have been two comets, one visible in the
evening, the other in the morning. 8o excel-

guard, the weapon was snatched from him,
and a roar of laughter went up from his tor-
n their finding that it was not

lent a paper as the Balti Ameri says,
ina ml;es:rnumber. under the heading, "'lgin
Two Comete Again SBeen at Bea,” that the
mate of a British brig just arrived in port,

the made by the mate of

and then say you don't kuow what he
means 1"

“I never said a word about you in my life,
sir.”

“ Let me shake off this dust and then you
can slash and s'ather my memory. Nice cld
stretcher of the trath.”

“ Do you mean that I have lied, sir ?"

“1do.”

The old man hopped across the room and
grappled the insulter. The fight was earnest
and terrible, and when the editor got back
the top of the old man’s head was smeared
with ink, and the mnsulter was lying in the

“ Bort of & monkey and parrot, time as
the feller says,” remarked the old man. “1I
say, I believe George will chauge his mind
You needn't call that cabinet meeting. Talk
about a religious department —you ought to
have a sackful of horse pistols.”

i Sl AR
HE WANTED TO BE AN EDITOR

“ Have you had any experience in the busi
ness ?” we asked of a verdant looking youth
who applied for an editorial position the other
day. * Haven't I though 1" he replied as he
shoved one foot under his chair to hide the
unskilful patching of a back wood cobbler.
¢ I ghould say I had some experience. Haven't
I oorresponded with the Puompkinville
Boreamer for six weeks ! Hain's that enough
experience ?” * That will do very well,”
we replied, ‘“but when we take =&
young man on our editorial staff we generally
put him through an examination. ow
much is twelve times ome ?” * Twelve.
Why any little boy ought to an—" * Hold
on, please., Den’t be too fast. How many
bones are there in the human body "
“ Well, I forget now, but I did know wuntz.”
“ What | Don’t you know that ? Why, there
are 7,482,654,021,444 bones in an ordinary
man. A man who snores has one more bone
thaa any other.” *“ What bone is that "
“ The Tromb: 1t is si d h
in the nose. Yoo won's forget that will you "
He said he wouldn't. ‘* Have you got ngod
constitution 7" “Putty tolerable good.” *How
long do you suj you could live on raw
cotton and faith, and do the werk of & domes-

“ Laws, I don’t believe I

as lorg as
modftodn’lnpulﬂonmthkpum‘

wwhmn’ well posted. We shall
you one more question, and if you prove
equal to it, you can take off your coat and
sail in.” “Let me heve 'er squire. I didn't
correspond with the Pumpkinville” Screamer
six weeks for nuthin’. Let her come! I'm
on deek, I am!” *“Well, sir, if two diametri-
cal circles, with diagonal peripheries, should
collide with a centrifugal idiosyncrasy—or, to
put it plainer, we say & disenfranchised non-
entity—what effeot would the catastrophe
exert on a crystallized codfish suspended by
the tail from the homogwneous rafters of the
empyrean?” As the full foree of this ponder-
ous problem broke upon his bewildered brain
he slowly dragged his inartigtically eobbled
shoe from under his chair ana started from
theroom. We then placidly resumed our
duties, regretting that so promising & youth
should have been * weighed in the balance
and found wanting.” —Exchange.

2 ISP A
-~There is a field for unemployed clergy
men of the Protestant Episeopal Church in
Texas. A few unmarried men, fond ef hard
work on slim salary, are invited to corres-
pond with Bishop Greg at Austin,
—Prayer of the Highlander in a terrifis
storm, and his fishing boat at the mercy of
the waves: * Yes, O, michty, for gracious
Lord, Tuncan's an awfu’ feef ; ke stole- Mac
quilim’s nets and hens. and promised me the
hauf, but never did I get a broon paper’s
worth, It's 20 years this vera day since I
socht a favor from yoéu,and 1'll warrant ye
if you'll tak us safe into Campbletown it'll
be as long agin afore I'll ask anither.”
i don't read this: A Mil

The act gave rise to
much indignation among the Soets.

—Will the coming man drink beer ? No;
will drink glucose, citric acid, rosin
other like dainti New York Graphi

the St. Lawrence in regard %o seeing two
comets at ea, The mate thought that the
two could not be the same comet, because, if
80, it must have moved in the sky from weet
to east during the night, .And even a gentle-
men from Boston, a passenger on the slip,
could give bim no light on the matter. The
article closes with; In reply to the gquestion
a8 to whether he was positive of the correct
ness of his statement as to the positions of
the comets, the mate asserted that he had
been particular in taking the bearings with
the compass.

Every elementary astromomy teaches that
comets’ tails point always from the sun, so
that in the evening, when the sun has recent-
ly set, and is below the western horizon, the
tail, in pointing away from it, would lean to
the east. But in the morning, before sunrise,
the sun is belew the eastern horison, and the
tail must lean toward  the west. As fo its
motion from west to east, it is almost incon-
ceivable that a ship's mate should never have
noticed that the northern stars all move in
circles around the North Pole or North Btar:
and thod® near the North Star, when passing
under the Pole, must always seem to be mov
ing from west to east. The well known dipper
is 80 near the North Pole that, in ite latitude,
it never eets, and, as it circles around the
Pole, passes under it from west to east every
24 hours ; during half the year it may be seen
every night, below the’ North Star, and pas-
sing under it from west to east. We hope
this will make it clear to the mate and the
gentleman from Boston, how the same comet
could take the two positiens in which they
saw it.

A short time since a reportér for one of the
leading dailies—a graduate of the Philadel-
phia High School,—astonished a ecientific
man, whom he was interviewing upon the
comet, by asking, '* how the earth was kept
from falling into the sun, anyhow ?" His own
view of the matter turned ont to be, that the
attraction of the outside planets upon the
earth counterbalanced the sun’s atiraction
upon it, and thus kept in continually revolv-
ing 1n the same orbit. The obvions fact that
most and even all of these planets are some-
times together on the other side of the sun,
and would, therefore, assist the sun in draw-
ing the earth into itsel!, seemed never to have

itself to him.

worse was the reply of another
widely read Philadelpbia daily to a correspon-
dent, a few months ago. An observant reader
had asked why the sun and moon always
seem lgrgest when rising or setting, and was
gravely informed, through the columns of the
paper, that ** the phenomena was due to
tion.” This is a simple optical illusion.
which is upld:iod in ;u t.l’u ‘u[hool boo:l:
upon natural philosophy ; but it is one wil
which refraction had nothing to do as all.
Four years ago, Professor Hall, by the
most careful observation with the best tele-
scope in the world, made his remarkable
discovery of the two minute satellites of Mars.
Very soon after, the nowspapers and the
people had cnltivated their powers of vision
80 successfully, that they were seeing the
moons by looking at the image of the planet
in & common looking glass. Had they turned
their powerful instruments upon the fixed
stars, or upon the moon itself, they would
have i lized y di ing
satellites of these bodies. As a matter of
facs, the moons of Mars can only be scen by
the best telescopes, and by them only for the
few months that Mars is nearest to the earth.
Not a telescope in the world would show them
now. The moons in the looking glass were
really taint reflections of the planet itsell
from the surfaces of the glass, the main
image being reflected from the q i
behind the glass. A metallic mirror would
have ec ipsed she satellites permanently.—The
American.

—Oscar Wilde, the msthete and new
English poet, speaks of * unkissed kisses.’’
The trouble with Oscar is that his poems are
made up of unthunk thoughts.—Atlanta Con-
stitution.
Let others seek a_cool retreat

By seaside and by mountain ;
‘We're content to have & seat

Beside a sods-fountain.

—[Cambridge Tribune

— Philadelphia bossts of a negro policeman
with the largest mouth in America. The
black guard is a sort of an open faced walch
88  Were,

loaded. The company agreed to make terms
if their vietim would stand a case of .cham-
pagne, but he absolutely refused to do this,
and was uliimately allowed to meke his es-
cape on putting down & sovereign.—Glasgow
Mail,

THEM DO TORS,”

I had just unfolded the daily and settled
back in my seat for a puil at the news, when
she reached over and poked me in the neck
with her yellow parasol and called out :

* Has them tarnal doctors killed the Presi-
dent yet ?"

She was an old-fashioned, motherly woman,
never traveling without a phial of peppermint
and having & hawk's eye for every patch
of smartweed and bunch of catnip along the
line.

“ The President is able to &il up.”

+ 1 don’t believe it—doen't believe one end
of no euch story ! she said as she left her
bundles and boxés and parcels, and came
over to share my seat.

* Bus the papers say £0.”

+ T don't keer two cents for the papers! 1
tell you the President haen't been doctored
right any ef the time, and nobody kin make
me believe that he's gettin’ better. Young
man, are you a doctor 1

** No ma'am.”

“ You needn’t ‘mam’ me, because I'm a plain
woman. It's & pity yon ain't a doctor, for I
could prove ye & humbug in about two minits
De you know what is killing off so many
in this country ?"

“ It's death, isn't it ?”

* Of course its death—death and the doe-
tors!| And them doctors have dome their
very best to kill the President! Do you re-
member what they done the day that he was
shot 1"

“Wm. Let'ssee! Probed for the ball and
gave him merphine, didn't they ?”'

“ They did,” she replied,as she jsmmed the
parasol into my ribe. ** Lhat's just what
killed my nephew in the army. He was shot
by a cannon ball, and them doetors probed
and probed and probed, and when they had
got around to decide that the ball had gone
olean through him and knocked off the roof of

& barn half a mile away, l.h':dpoor boy was
dead, Morfeen! I have sa! over a hun-

* What fur ? Why, to turn them tarnal
doetors out doors, and have._the President
out chopping wood in four weeks | It makes
me biling mad to read their way of treating

im."”

** What would you have done ?”

** Don't ask me—don't ask me ! I feel like
spanking the hull crowd! Have you read the
pcperys every day "

“ Yea.”

“ Well, have you read that they have soaked
his feet one single time since the day he was
shot "

“ No.” -
“ Of course you haven't | Did they . pu
horseradish drafts on his feet ?"

* Not ence.”

“ Have they gin him a smartweed sweat 1"
“ NU ”

« Or tried mustard poultioes ?"
“ No.”

« Has hehad one single drink of eatnip tea
since the day he was shot ?”

“ HI.VO they used any flax seed about
him ?”

“ No.

“Haven't heard of their digging any ging-
sen, sarsaparilla, wild turnip, sweet flag, bur-
dock or sweet sicily ?"

“ No.”

“ No you haven't |"” she exclaimed as she
just missed my nose with that amiable para-
sol. ** All they've done is to talk about his
perspiration being up to 102, his normal
pulse and his temperatare from 90 to 98. If
it was me my temperature would be up to 800
and I'd make things hum. It's the shame-
facedest case I ever heard of, and you jis
mark what I tell that them

doctors will eniff as ol and number six
and turn up their noses at mustard

till all of a sudden the President will begin
to sink and sink, and even cold sage tea and
mutton tallow won't save him.”—M. Quad.

—1In 1526 roses were placed over confes.

sionals.as symbols of secrecy.




