A GREAT MISTAKE.

Mrs. Throgmortcn bad a littlo plot of her
own on foot, a8 Bee was very well aware, and
was doing her best to obtain from Mr. Ack-

royd that invitation to Croome which
Ada had once #0  unthinkingly
expressed a wish to secure. Lady
Barah Vanneck aud her aunt were Mr. Ack-
royd’s party, bu! the placid little
lady of the house had enough i

of her own to insist on having

her party also; and this was to be compesed
entirely of her old Barlaston friends, with
whom she felt mach fnore at her esse than
with the two alarming Londen ladies who had
already arrived at Croome, and who, well
bred and full of tact as they were, always
seemed to poor Mrs. Ackroyd to speak in
another language than hers, and to have
brought with them the mauners and customs
and memories of some unknown world.

« Of course George March will be a good
deal at Croome,” thought Mury Throgmorton
shrewdly; “and, if Ada could only have &
week or ten days there, free from all anxiety
about her mother, I dare say the /matter
would soon bs settled. I know George
mires ber very much ; but they see so hittle of
each other that he is hardly aware of it him

Mrs. Ackroyd was willing enough to oblige
het good friend Mary, but it appeared that,
for -the first week or two at least, the hand-
some old house at Green Knowe would be
overcrowded -OaptaineSugden, Liady Sarah's
cousn was bringing so many young men
down with him for the pheasants —so that all
that the mach oppressed little hostess could
do was to promise that Miss Ludlow should
be asked to the ball on New Year's Eve. And
with this Mrs. Throgmorton was fain to be
satisfied.

Bee no sooner heard of this master stroke
than she determined mnot to be outdone by
her kindly and eager mother in the faction
that was secretly sspringing up between
them.

* Luoy shall .go to the ball, too,” she
decided valisntly ; * and she will be the
prottiest girl in the room. I wil
make Ted get the invitation for her, and
we must manage somehow or other about &
dress for the poor little thing. If she were
not sush a proud young monkey, it would be
easy onoug ; but—"

Greatly to Miss Throgmorton's satisfaction,
Luey did appear before many days in & new
gown. It was only of some coarse deep blue
staff ; but the girl had made it so prettily, and
its color brought out into such strong relief
the bronze of her hair and the white bloom
of her skin that Bee could not help exclaim
ing with pleasure when she saw it.

“Itold you I should have a new gown,”
Lucy said, with a little air of triumph.
“ And I am very proud of it, I can tell you,
Boe —prouder than you can understand;
thoogh'' —her voice sinking—* I am not sure
that I have any right to it after all. 1 might
have +pent the mouey batter. . There are so
many children who have not even shoes to
their feet.”

“ Now, Lucy, that is a morbid notion,”
cried Bee indignantly. ** Why don't you ask
Ada to be content with fewer buttons to her
gloves, and to give you the money she saves
for the pocr children 2"

* Oby, but Ada does not buy those six button
gloves!” said Lucy earnessly. * They were
sent to her the other day direct from Paris.
She is always compluining of the Barlaston
gloves, 8o tha present came 1n very a propos.”

* Has your cousin friunds in Paris, then ?"

“I guppora 80; cr elss how could the
gloves have come from there, you know, Bee?”

“ How indeed ! * echoed Miss Throgmorton
dryly. **But shs has given you a new gown
any rate: 8o I will forgive her the gix
button gloves for this once.”
Lucy's lips trembled with a suppressed
smile.
“And now

' continued Miss Throgmorton.

her dark eyes iuing th eager kindness, ‘1
have'a surprige for you !”

“ A surpri Luey looked up from her
work. her lips parting happily. * Oh, Bee
what is 187"

“ You would not guess —not in a hundred
years 1"

¢ Then please don't keep me in suspense.
I never could guess anything in my life.”

B gugeested Miss Throgmorton, form-
ing her lipsinto the next letter of the word.

B'? Books, birds, bonnets—oh, do go

on !"

“i A double ‘L' —* ball.” How would you
like to go to a ball on New Year's Eve, Miss
Thrale ?"

 Oh, Bee," eried Luey, woefully disappoint-
ed, ** you know I can', dear !"

“Yes, you can —and you shall! You are
1o go to Mrs, Ackroyd's ball, and to meet Lady
Sarah and all the other swells as wellas Ada.
T have the invitation in my pocket.”

“ Bee !I” Luvy was trembling from head
to fook.

 I'nere—a dear little note.from Mrs. Ack-
royd, apelogising for the lateness of the invi-
tation, and making your going a personal
favor to herself | Of course she has written
to Mrs. Ludlow about it as well.”

Lucy sat down in a heap on the floor and
looked at Mra. Ackroyd’s note like one in a
dream. Then she began to realize the de-
lightful truth, and flang her arms impetu-
ously around her friend’s neck, covering her
brown cheeks with grateful kisses.

* It is all through you, you darling!” she

eried, the quick tears springing to her flower-
blue eyes. ** Boe, I wish I could ever do any-

thing to show how I feel your goodness to

me, dear.

** Nonsense "
eyes were misty as well as the blue ones.
*“ You will never know, because I never in

tend to tell you, what you have done for me

already !
“ Whnat—me ?" exclaimed Lucy, in eager
disregard of grammar.
“ Yes, you! I was becoming hateful to
myself—a good for nothing, jealous, selfish
girl”’ —even now the rieh red stole into Bee's

dusky cheeks at the remembrance of her
trouble—** and you taught me all sorts.of
usefal lessons. You are an awfully wise

little thing, Luoey !"

“ Oh, Bee, I really thonght you were in
earnest |"—breaking into a happy laugh.
“ Of eourse you are only teasing me now.”

“Am I? But I bope you are not too sen-
sible to take an interess in yoar ball dress ?"

“My ball drese!” —Lucy oclasped her
hands with unmistakeable rapiure. ‘I ean't
believe that I am really going toa ball I"

* Of course you will wear white,” decided
Miss Throgmorton. ** I shonld hke white
tulle, prettily made, you know, with a ruff
of white daisies round your throat and round
your sleeves, and not another flower to be
seen.”

* Obh, that would be very pretty | I am so
fond of duisies | Of course I mustspeak to
Ada firet ; but I don't think she will mind
I have not asked her for anything before,
this winter.”

“ Except your blue gown.”

“ Except my blue gown, of course,” as-
sented Luoy, eolering. ** I wish I had not
bought it now"—looking down regretfully
a4 its straight coarse folds—** I should have
had more mon:y to spend for my ball —my
beaatiful ball ! Oh, Bee, let us have a waltz,
just wl'.'“ whether I have forgotien how to

8
u?ho,uu.d' her friead round the waist, and
contrive to take @ few turns roand the
sewing machine.

* You goose !" oried Bes, laughing. * It
will end in your having to go to the ball in
your blue stuff gown, if you don't begin to
thing seriously about yonr dress.”

* 8o I will—I will dream abont it.”

“ Mnch good that will do! You know yen
have not too much time. Aod there are so
many thiogs besides the mere dress -white
shoes, and silk stockings, and & trained petti-
coat irimmed with lace, and a fan, and—
I am afraid we shall never get youready by
New Year's Eve.”

“ Must I eally have all those things ?"
said Lincy, suddenly sober. * I think I Lad
better he content with a white ,muslin gown
aud a blue sash.” .

‘* At your first ball!” oried Miss Throg-

worton scornfully. ** Lucy, promise me t
speak to your cousin about a suitable dress
or I will do it myself.”

This threat, she d, had

Innad

said Bee; but the dark

touches. Her knitted shawl for aunt Letitia
and her handkerchiefs with Ada’s monogram
beautifally worked in the corners were al-
ready laid away in lavender. All Luey’s
simple good works began strictly at hom
and sbe would have felt no pleasure in pls
niog and contriving for her hittle scholars it
she had not first dons what lay in her power
to prove her gratitude to those who had given
her & home.

Doct.r March, coming in half an hour later,
found her still sitting on the hearthrag in the
darkeving room : but now the work was laid
aside in ita covered basket, and Lucy, bending
down to cateh the light of the fire, was writ-
ing rapidly, her paper spread out on the back
of a big book, and her pencil traveling away
at & great rate.

As the young man entered, she sprang to
her feet in dire confusion, trying ninl{ to
put book and paper and all into her posket,
and looking a8 if she had just been convicted
of high treason.

It was another of Susan’s miatakes. And
there, was the back drawing room quite ready
for the Dootor's reception, instead of this un-
tidy little apartment strewn with tapes and

ends.

Luey looked down confusedly, and mur-

mured something abous “going to tell Ada ;
but Dootor March was standing with his back
to the door, and it seemned impossible some-
how that she should pass him.
* Don't let me disturb you, pray,” said the
young man coldly, unmoved by the tremor
in Lucy's sweet voice and the startled look in
her oharming flushed face. ** I am only sorry
you should figd it necessary to hide your
letter when I come into the room.”

¢ I have fiaished writing, thank you,” re.
sponded the girl simply—** or at least near-
ly.” Bhe had su ed by this time mn
thrusting the paper into the pocket of her
apron; but she let the book fall on the floor
in her hurry.

George, who had a great respect for books,
picked it up and smoothed out its crumpled
e beg pardon,” faltered Li

I your on,” ucy,
more and more uncomfortable, and seeing no
pm-goot of an o
”° m-“dq;c Hnmm";' mdl'}o
Doctor, turning over jume. * To
T A e T
y, trem| some
what lmnpozri eves. oped vou had
given up your excursions to Green Knowe,
Miss Thrale,” he said, with startling abrups-
ness.

“80 I have,” Lucy returned, uneasily
watching the door. * Bee —Miss Th -

well, :
good

gossip on

these ladies knew each other perfectly
little music was made the exouse for &
deal of friendly and harmiess
Wedn afternoons.
there was quite a formidable
grou assembled at the gates a8
Dooul:r March and Miss Ludlow, followed
with a half dogged indifference by Bee Throg-
morton, came quietly down the path fogether.
And it appeared that Laura Tulkinghorn was
asking a great mauy of her friends to go home
with her for some tea, and a talk about the
great event at Oroome.
+ Oh, Bee,” she said,  tell me what yeu
are going to wear, and I will tell you !”

" To wear ?” interrogated Bee blankly.
* Where | When—oh, at the bail?”
« I hope it isnot wrong, Doctor March,”
eaid pretty Minnie Bryer, ““to talk abont &
bail coming out of church ? Bat there waso’t
a real church, you know.” E

Doctor Iluog admisted that thi: was an
extenuating circumstance—** if you can as
sure me conscientiously, Miss Minnie,” Le
added, * that you have not been thinking in
ohurch about the number of flounces on your
dress ?"
Minnie blushed and laughed in a little way
which practice had rendered so perfect.
There might be no truth after all in what
people were saying, Miss Ludlow looked so
very pale and cool !

a

/

T

Miss Ludlow i
room, all smiles and 1
the frosty
“ The Dostor

her deadliest sneer, ** had something even
more interesting than ball dresses to think
about this afternoon !"

She pointed her remark by & meaning look
at Miss Ludlow, who was still standing by
George March’s side, her flaxen head just
reaching his shoulder, and the rich simpliei

+ Oh,Doetor March” —dimpling —
are not fashionable now | 1 was not think- |  «gfou look as if you had,
ing of flounces at all.” ¥ ding and smiling. **Let me
* Especially as we all,” said Janet, with | yp stairs.”

+T don't know that I shall,” returned her,
cousin lightly. “I am vexed with you,

s
A‘;.Yand with me?” Luoy faltered. ‘- Oh
“There; don't be frightened, you little
" “I only want to scold

of her costume standing out in & very marked
way against the dresses by which she was
surrounded.

The remark and the loek did not seem dis
pleasing to the young lady at whom they
were levell Her calm face melted into &
smile, though she did not vouchsafe any fur-

maroon plush, s little handkerchief,
which the Dootor naturally picked up for
her. 5
+ Really,” eried Miss Bryer,with smothered
wrath, ** our Barlaston young men are im-
proving, Miss Ludlow, under your able tui-
tion 1"
“Was there any room for improvement ?"
d George, laughi

ton told me I had better not walk so far, and
I promised her I would not go there again.”

George looked at her, haif puazzled, half
provoked.

“8he is aremarkable daring young per-
son,” he thought ; and he added aloui: *“I
wmust have been mistaken, then, in supposing
that it was you I saw coming out of the post
office & week ago, Miss Thrale? It was get-
ting dusk, to be sure—which renders it all
the more improbable that you should kave
broken your word to your friend by——"

It was I,” admitted Luey, coloring, but
meeting the young man’'s eyes steadfast. **I
explained to Bee shat I was obliged to go once
more —on business— she understood that.”

““Does  Miss Throgmorton unierstand
everything else connected with these walks ?”
asked the Doctor abruptly; and now Lucy
was glowing like a rose.

“I—I don't know what you mean,” she
faltered confasedly.

“1 am afraid you do"”—coldly—'"and, if
you will take my advice, Miss Thrale-—"

But what his advice was Lucy did not stay
to hear. A gentle step was heard on the
stairs, a gentle voice in the hall, stiuu Susan
if that had not been the Ductor’s knosk.

* Oh, here is Ada!” cried the child
agony. * Dolet me go!”

But George retained his position, with his
broad shoulders against the door.

*“This 18 the last time I shal' speak to you
on this subject,” he declared quietly, * My
next appea! shall be to——""

But Lucy was gone. Suddenly remember-
ing the folding doors, she had darted through
the curtains, and stood in the firelit back
drawingroom, holding them together with
both hande as hcr cousin entered the front
room,

“ Why did not I think of that beford2” she
thought, panting a little, ard laughing as she
listuned to make sure that Miss Ludlow had
taken the Doctor up stairs. * Yes, they are
gone. I may go back now and put my work
away. I wonder” she thought disdainfally,
as she collected her belongings togetler.
 what Bee can see to like in Doctor March !
He does nothing but lecture me whenever he
sees me—and 1 am sure it is no business of
his if I do go to charch by myself or take
country walks | Never mind him though!
My ball! My beausiful ball! To think that
I am actually going to Mrs. Ackroyd's bal!—
I who was never at a grown-up ball in my life
—and that I am to have a white tulle dress
trimmed with daisies ! Ob, what a happy
New Year's Eve it will be !”

in

Cmarrer - XXIV.

The colors were fading slowly out of the
stained windows of St. Chad’s as the wintry
day darkened into dusk ; and Bee Throgmor-
ton, locking up with a start while the notes
of the organ turobbed into silence, saw that
Ada Ludlow and Doctor March were coming
upthe aisle togsiber towards the pew where
she was sitting.

Mr. Reyloff, the unconscions canse of se
many of Bee's old squabbles with George
March, and once her music master, had in-
stituted a series of organ recitals on Wednes
day afternoons, which were always very
largely attended, and which Miss Throgmor-
ton, for one, never missed.

It is 8o pood,” she used to say, ‘ to go
in ont of the little worries and bustle of the
town, after the brainless chatter of a series of
calls, or the misery of a morning's shopping,
and to forget all' in the magnificent music
Mr. Reyloff gives us. Who does not feel
better for hearing that great calm * Largo in
@,' for instance, of Handel's played, as he
plays it, for pure love of his ar$, well knowing
that his little week day concert does not add
a penny to his salary ?”

Sometimes the Dootor, when he had a few
minutes to spare, would steal in too, being
especially fond of the massive church music
of which the programme was principally com-
posed. And,f now and then some sucn

" w1 declare” —tittering — “ I must see
whether I shall be equally successful 1"

An elaborate imitation of Ada’s little acoi-
dent followed, but fell rather flat ; for a gust
of wind blew Mies Bryer's handkerchief into
a puddle oo the road, whence it was resoued
byea small boy, who restored it, damp and
muddy, to its owner>

Miss Ludlow turned away with a forbearing
smile.

“ Doctor March will walk home with you,
Bee, of course ?" she asked carelessly. **I
must make haste and get on the road before
it 18 dark.”

I am going home mysell,” returned
Bee, abruptly. “ It is only five minutes’
walk,”

* Then I will say good bye to you both,
and to everybody ' —turning with a graceful
little bow to her fair enemies at the gate.
* 1 am afraid desr mamma may feel anxi~
ous.”

* Lei mne take care of you, Miss Ludlow,”
interposed the Doctor, in happy mssculine
unconsciousness of any deadly meaning in
Janet's witticisms, ** We will see Bee safely
to she door of the brown room first, and then

Bee offered no objection to this plan. Was
not every moment that they waited makiog
George’s infatuation more and more &7ident ?

** Now it is our turn to talk chiffons,” said
Miss Ludlow good temperedly, as they
walked briskly along the dusty road. I
don’t mind confessing that I came out on
purpose to have a long chat about the ball
and yonr dress; but I am not sorry that Mr.
Reyloff has given me something better to
think of.”

“ While we are talking about the ball?”
said Bee, as sharply as Janet herself counld
have spoken. ** Well, what has Lucy decided
on wearing ?"”

“ Luey?” Ada leant a little forword to look
at the speaker across George March’s broad
chest. ‘' I do not understand.”

* Hasn't she told yon that she is going to
the ball?" Bee spoke coolly enough, but her
heart was beating a tnfle.

* Oh, Lucy has no secrets from me.”

* Is her bail dress a secret?”

“Is it not? I think”—with a smiling nod
—** we will change the subject, or else ——"
I am at home. Good bye.”

She ran up the steps without another word,
and Miss Ludiow and the Doctor, when the
door had closed en her, turned back in silence
towarde King's Road.

The silence had lasted some time—George
had often indulged in these absent fits in
Miss Lualow’s presence —when she said hesi-
tatingly, and looking up at him thro her
little spotted veil — -

“ Are you tired of hearing people’s col
plaints and miseries all day long, Doof
March ? If I were sure that it would not
worry you, 1 would ask you for some advice
myself this evening. On, there 18 nething
the matter with me!” she added with a sad
smile, as the young man, roused out of his
brown study. turned and leoked at her with
good-natmred inverest. ‘' Ivis for some one
else I want your help.”

“ For your cousio ?"" demanded the Doctor.

Ada looked at him in mild surprise.

“ Ohno!" she said. .“Lucy is perfectly
we'l.’,

“ Oh," returned George; “I
Bhe doss not look very strong.’

*“ You are tired,” persisted the young lady
gently as she again raised her calm eyes to
to his dark strong fase, * I will put off my
little confidences until some other time.”

“No ; pray don’t do anything of the kind”
- rousing himself again. * Tell me now.
What is troubling vou ?”

Sne hesitated, and looked down. A wist-
ful work girl or two, meeting the peir in early
winter dask, looked with unconscious envy at
the pretty girl in French looking plush cos-
tume who was playing with her muff in such

did not know !

item as the Overture to the Mid

Night's Dream was to be found among ite
pumbers, he did not complain, except to Bee,
for the sake of seeing hér vyes flash with the
old fire. -

But Miss Ludlow had never attended the
recitals before, and somehow it gave Bee a
pang to think that George should be the firet
to bring her there.

“All my rest and quiet vanish when she
comes under the same roof with me,” the
girl thought miserably. * And I don't know
why. 8he is quite irreproachable, It must
be spmething wrong in me, surely, which
ahrin’}n away from her.”

Miss Ludlow was aheady at the door of the
rw. and Bee was making room for her and

er ion, on whom she b d a curt
unsmiling nod.

“I have just been in Upper Brunswick
street,” Ada whispered in the little pause
betweon two selections, “and Mrs.
-nu-. sent me in search of you with Doctor

Bee nodded again. The organ was beginning

to pw

** Why have you kept this musical treat all
to yourself, you artful Bee?" continued Miss
Ludlow archly. “I have never even heard
of these concerts until to day, when Dooctor
March was kind enough to bring me.”

Bee was silent. Ada glanced at George.
His eyes were closed and he was leaning back
with folded arma.

**Oh,” she cried softly, making & demure
little face, ** I will not talk any more !”

But the music was all spoiled for Bee. Try
as she would she conld not keep her thoughts
fixed on it; nor would they wander in vague
semi devotional reveries as they were used to
do on such occasions. It seemed as if the
half lit churech, the darkening windows, the
roar and tremor of the organ were all narrow-
ed 1nto one disagreeable sensation, and her
eyes fastened themselves with a kind of re.

the little blue stuff gown, and would doubtless
have a similar effect again,

“1 promise !" cried Lucy hurriedly ; and
then they saw Bee's pony earriage turning in
&t the green wooden door.

Tie two girls had had the small front
drawing room all to themselves that after-
noon, and Susan had made them a fire. Miss
Ludlow was upstairs with her mother, ex-
pecting Doctor Mareh's visit.

* The Doctor is late,” said Bee, kissing
Lucy at the door. ** Perhaps hs won't come
at all as Mre. Ludlow is doing so well.
He is tremendously busy just 10w, I know.
Good bye, my little Dostor |  Don’t stitch
your fingers quite away before I see you
again 1”

Luoy stood at the door until Miss Throg-
morton was safely tucked into the carriage

and had driven away ander the snowy poplars; | event excited not a little interest, though, keep him asa friend, mayn't 17" —with &
pleading look.

then she went back, shivering and rubbing
her hands, to her favorite seat on the hearth-

rug.

glhe had found time between whiles to work
at a big black satin mouchoir case, on whioh
she was broidering Miss s
name in a fanciful pattern of honeysuckle and
great golden banded bees ; and to thi

Inetant f on the sober elegance of
Miss Ludlow’s walking dress, and on two
small hands in many outtoned Buede gloves
I-hiob lay in that young lady’s maroon plush
ap.
* Why did she make him bring her here,
before everybody that knows bim?" sghe
thought bitterly * Is not she content with
kn_or;ing herself that——"
e thoug T S

sobod

Bee's
were not the only eyes fixed on Miss Ludlow’s
small figure that afternoon.

It was beginning to be looked upon as set-
tled that Doctor March admired Ada Ludlow.
Perhaps Mrs. Throgmorton was chiefly re
sponsible for the growth of this conviction in
minds of the mortified Barlaston
maidens. Certainly this was the
first time the Dootor had ever been seen pub-
licly with Bes Tiuroymorton’s friend ; and the

after the first smile and glance, nothing ec-
curred during the entire concert between

leud . he faintest color to the general belief.

i
ulr. Reyloff's audienc:s were largely com- £

tion.

this she | recitals the brothers and husbands were ; ple's I"

lly awsay at b ; and, as most of

was now hastening o put the finishi

7

evident embar and at the dark broad
shouldered man who was turning towards her
80 kindly as they walked.

“Can't I guess?” he asked. “ It is
abont Jack Throgmorton you want to speak
to me ?”

“ Yes." The ward was uttered with reluct-
ance. .
* And you have found out, I suppose”—
George smiled good naturedly—'‘tbat my
guess was not such a bad one after all—for an
old foggy ?”

Ada bit her lip, and looked at the tips of
her glove. Then she raised her head suddenly
and exclaimed with pretty candor—

“ Will you promise not to say, * I told you
80, if I conf.ss ?"

George laughed.

“ That's it, isit?" he said. “ Well, I
promise.”

“ Then I—I think, somehow, Docwor

Maroh, that you were right about the flowers.
I thought of it so much after you spoke of it

Momh‘g.gndlmdmd to find
out the trath, delicato as the subject was to
approach.

* And he confessed ?”

“ No, oh,no—not a word ! He was quite
obstinate, and declared he knew nothing of
}h‘c;: ; but—but he was a little bit angry, and

i »

* 1 see.

There was a little pause, and then Miss
Ludlow eontinued, with visible embarrass-
ment—

* In—in other respects, Doctor March, I—
I think you wronged poor Jack."

There is noneed,” said Bee coldly. * Here |-

you about keeping secrets from me,"
* Becrets?” Luey turned f
“Yes. Why did yon not tell me, dear,
that you wished to go to Mrs. Ackroyd’s ball 2"
uey looked relieved. * It was mot kind of

m you have been such & confirmed little nun
all the winter that I took it for, granted you
did net wish to go. And I am afraid 1 in-
sinuated a fib just now to Bee Throgmorton,
rather than confess how badly you had treated
me."”

I only heard about it yesterday indeed "
Lucy declared, casting a deprecating glance
at her aunt's cold face. * And 1 thought—if
aunt Letitia did not mind —I ~I meant to ask

on—"

Ada lifted a finger in gentle reproach.

* Lucy,” she said, “one would think
you were among strangers, instead of
at home with us. Of course you must go,
dear, if you feél that you would - enjoy it
We will begin to think about your dress at
once.”

“ Dear Alda,” said Luoy, flinging her arms
around ber cousin’s neck, while her blue
April eves filled with laughing tears, “you are
8o good ! And anything willdo! Idon't
want to be an expense, but— —"

* Have you a ball dress?” inquired Mrs.
Ludlow shortly. AL
“ No, sunt Letitia,” Luch flushed. A I

have never been to s balf yet, you know.”

** Then of conrse there will be some ex-
penge.”

* Mamma" —Ada ran lightly to the sofa and
laid her finger on the widow's lips—* not
another word, please | We must do the best
we can ; and [ am very glad thas dear Lucy
is to have this little enjoyment. You youhg
maypole I" she added, with a gentle laugh,
looking up at Lucy’s tall pretty head. ‘*Why
did you grow so fast at the convent ? I can-
not offer to lend you any of my London
finery."”

“Oh, an old gown will do for you of
course, my poor love,” putin her mother
bisterly ; * but by all means let Lucy have a
new one 1"

“ Oh, aunt Letitia 1" pleaded Luocy, in a
broken voice.

Ada stopped her mother's mouth with a
kiss.

“ Now, mamma,” she said, with playfal
authority, * you don't mean to say that my
gray silk will not look very nice 2"

* Such an old cojor I” murmured Mrs.
Ludlew, who had cothe to think with Mrs.
Throgmorton that thi
turning point in her

* But Lucy and I
nifidently with some
until you see it,

xﬁ Iam ::"-Ih:a tknc.w”vhn Lady Sarah
will say when she soes you." __

“ Lady darah will likamwget to re-
member me, mamm e will bave so much
10 think of at Croome ; and surely it is better,
situated as we are, not to atiract attention by
unsuitable dressing ?  Indeed "—sighing—
* T shall feel like an impos'er in being at
the ball atall! But I cannot resistthe temp-
tation of seeing our presty Bee in the
l;onse over which she will be reigning some

ay I”

“ Ah, Mary is a happy mother ! There is
no one to interfere with her children's hap-
piness !"

Miss Ludlow left her mother's side.

“Qome dear Lucy,” she said, with some

@ trimimed it up mag-
‘iu o2 Plack lace. Wait

-3

* Thank you, Ada,” said Lucy, who was
trembling and looking very pale and sad.
* You are always good to me—jyou dom't
know how I feel your goodness ; but I—I do
not think I care to go after all; I would rather
stay at home.”

* I am glad to find you have so much pro-
per feeling !" came from the sofa.

Ada laughed and patted her cousin on the
cheek. -

“ Nonsense |" she said, gaily. * You are
to go to the ball, dear Lucy—that is quite
settled ; and I will not hear another word on
the subject !"

Miss Ludlow's beneficent florist cultivated
his nurseries and greenhouses at Pegley—sgo
Doctor March was informed when he called at
the shop in Barlaston to which the young
lady had directel him; and to Pegley the
Dostor must go, if he desired to have an in-
terview with the head of the establishment

Pegley was a little knot of houses, hardly
to be called a village, in which King’s Road
ended, some two of three miles beyond Tower
House and 1ts companion villas. There was
a listle rustio church covered with ivy, a pond
and some ducks aud geese, a shop or so, and
between this quiet listle place and the town
an omnibus plied hourly,

George left this country exeursion to the
Jtast of his day’s work ; and then, ss ding his
carriage home, he elimbed up on the box ef
the Pegley omnibus, which also went to
Hedgham and other subarbs, and there
smoked his cigarette contentedly in the keen
evening air as they rambled along the brown
and pleasant roads.

But his thoughts were with kind Mary
Throgmorton, whom he had just left, and for
whose sake, all unconssious as she was, he
was undertaking what he felt to be a rather

Master

had

know that there is

in the way
of the

t.u“ his
ow

house flowers every dl;ﬁ-::‘ it
were battercups, and giving

of a prince at his father's

George he must have run up a pretty stiff
by this time —and it's not the only one by all

&y
think

!
bill

. wil And, following the young lady at a careful
mrﬂ' distance, he saw, as he expected, that her
visit here, as it had bern at Green Knowe,
was to the post office.
yun{nhly ; Bhe went boldly
stole into her face. 's this time—unconscious of the angry
home ! You will coi eyes that were watching her, and was
And you will lost for & few moments in the dusky interior.
you with my Then she reappe
The last q a | of her face flushing with excitement, her red
Dootor rose of a mouth paried in a happy smile.
She had a letter, which she wae holding
against her bosom with both bands, as if
prolonging some pl P ; and, as
A she etood at the edge of the little street, look-
ing eagerly up the road for the townwards

, she was stamping her small feet on
and humming a tune.

Bhe did not notice Doctor March ; and pre-
, a8 there was yet no sign of the omui-

and as the wind blew keenly, rufiling all

|

£EE

g
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Il worn jacket, she turned suddenly
ut and began to walk quickly in the direc-
tion of the town. :

George followed her, still at » i

g

BRIC-A-BRAOC.

‘Why Buildings Burn.
The cause of nine-tenthe of the fires in

into the little shop—a | New York during the last thirteen years was | lives. Eduardo Pozsi,

wh.m.d them, a boy four years
le.d‘minto the stseam, and, as it
, at &

Tanaro,
old,

& lad of 12, who saw
the d to venture upon the

carelessness in some form, a8 app from
the reports of the Fire Commissioners, Of
17,5600 fires, 4 610, or about one-fourth, were

ared, the sweet white bloom { caused by gress oarelossness in throwing | raging waters. He was seized by the torrent,

away matches, lights, cigare, hol ashes, eto.
Another fruitfal cause of fires, due to negleet
rather than actual carelessaess, was that of
foul chimneys. Coal oil lamps caused 1,287
fires, and children playing with hes, 887.
Over 900 fires were cansed by window cur-
tains being fired by gas jets, and several hun-
dred were due to ignorance or carelessness
in building flues and f and il

stoves. A great deal of the money lost
through these fires might be saved if every-
body could be made as careful in preventing

out after they have started.—Philndelphia
Ledger.

Ants to Light and Color.

distance, until they left the straggling hou
of the viilage bebind and were well upon the
quiet suburban road, with its lamps twinkli

On Thursday in last week, Sir John Lub-
vard detailed to the Linnman Bociety vary‘
i o

frostily, that ‘led to Barlaston. Then he
waited no longer.

. CHAPTER XXVIL
“ s this the way you keep your p

ourious on the iti

ants to light und ecolor. Apparently, they
prefer for their grubs even white light—from
which what we call the chemical (altra-violet)
ravs have been removed by passing the light
through bisulphide of carbon and sulpbate of

Miss Thrale 7" said Doctor Maréh, too much
annoyed to begin more politely, when he had
reached the young girl's side.

Luoy started violently, and looked arouand
a8 if for some means of escape. She did not
answer nor try to hide the letter ; and an
uncomfortable pang of pity, i

quinine—to the darkest violet light. Further,
they prefer red or yellow light to the same
violet light. And Sir John infers that, since
ants certamly prefer for their young darkness
to light of any kind, even the white light
from which the ultra violet or chemical rays
have been d must seem to him less

flashed across George March as he saw the
child’s face. But it was gone,as it came, in &
1ls

« I am going to see you home,” he con-
tinued, coldly : * and I waut you to wvnder-
staud at once that, as you have chosen
to disregard my warnings, I feel it to be
my .gnty to acquaint Mrs. Ludlow with the
truth.”

“ With the truth ?" echoed Lucy, very pale
and nervous. * Idon't know what you mean,”
Bhe as she .

“ Oh, yes, you P'—gravely. * Youn
know perfectly well. And, if 1 take the trouble
for the third time to interfere in your
affairs, I beg you to believe that it is for
the sake of your family gnd of Miss Throg
morton.” %

Lney was staring at the young man with a
kind of amaged horror in her wide open blue
eyes. s

“ I might have found excuses for you if yon
had still been so lonely as yon were when
Miss Throgmorton made ygu her friend. But
what can I think ot &irl who, baving a
noble young creature lhke that to love and
confide in, can outrage ber confidence by such
unwerthy behavior ? Do you think if she
knew, Miss Thrale, that you were carrying on
a clundestine correspondence—"

** Clandestine correspondence |" Lnoy eried
indignantly.  ** What do you mean, Doctor
March ?"—ooughing again.

+ [ mean that you would not travel three
miles to a village post office to receive a
letter unless it was one that you dare not re-
ceive in your aunt’s house. I mesn—"

Lucy's eyes began to sparkle, and her
cheeks to burn. The passionats impnlse
that had once made her box poor Lord Mel-
drum’s ears was rising within her again.

“ How dare you say eo!” she gxclaimed,
stopving in the quiet road and angrily con
fronting her rccuser, ** And if I am carry
ingon & clundestine
right have you to interfere ?"

“Right 1" cried George firmly.

afraid. But you can t frighten mo with any
amount of tossing heads and flashing eyes.”

sobbed, he flaches alluded to melting intc
angry thunder drops.
any longer ; I wou't let you take me home.”

** We sball sco.” returned the Doctor calm
ly.
iguorance perhi,s, to do what you will after
wards be very sorry for.
lutter, Miss Chrale.”

“ You shall tot.”

“I must.

aunt —please yourself.”

held them very quietly.
“ Give me she letter,” he said.

not go home until I have seen 1t.”
Lucy went on sobbing.

until the storm should sabside.
engaged hand.
your father,’

The sobs grew less violen.

him,

abruptness, ‘ let us put our heads togeth. | she gulped out in a choked voice. - ** Why
er at once and see what we can contrive for | did you begin by scolding and frightening
you.” me ?"

or the letter.
It was an odd little scene.

quarreled, or who were' saying ** good lye.’

recognized.

* Half a minute! I wish, Miss Thrale”—
only half as valaable as mine. You would
not be 8o long in making up your mind.”

I have made it up” said Lucy balf sulkily.
“ Here 18 the letter; and now you can laugh
at me as much as you like.”

The young mn immediately relaxed her
hauds, and she gave him she letter, blushing
very much as she did so.

George broke it open with a determined
air. Her submission, her swees tearful face,
had touched him in spite of himself ; but he
was resolved to finish what he had begun.

“ Dear Sir.” He read the words aloud,
and stopped, surprised. ** Dear Sir!” he
repeated, turning the envelope over and look-
ing at the address. It was directed to

Luciug Trevelyan, Esq.,” in a bold and
business-like hand

“(3o on !” said Luey, her ready April laugh-
ter breaking mistily through her tears. “ 1
am Lucius Trevelyan, E«q., Doctor March.”

“QOn!" returned George, considerably
puzzled ; and he read on—

* Dear Sir,—Wae are at present rather over-
crowded with material, and, ‘Ethel Dela
mere's Atonement’ being hardly as satisfac
tory as vour previous contribution, I regret to
say that we shall not be able to accept the
MS. I am, sir, faithfully yours,

“ T'as Eorror or ‘ Facr anp Faxer.'”

“Oh,is the story refused?” cried poor
Luey, forgetting everything else in
the sharp of disappointment. ** Ou,
what shall I do? I wanted the money #o
badly just now !

Doctor March felt ashamed to look the
ohild 10 the face.

correspondence, what

“ Every

right. Don't talk to me like that —a bit of &
child like you, Miss Luey.”

* I am not a child,” panted Lucy, stamp
ing her foot.

** Yes, you are—and a very wilful one,] am

* You are & horrid meddling man!” Luey

1 won't talk to you

“I am not going to allow you, in your

1 must see that

I will give you just five minutes
by my watch to make up your mind. You
will show that letter either to me or to your

Luoocy burst into a passion of tears, and
crushed the letter in her hands as if about to
tear it ; but Dooter March took both the little
clenched fists in one of his broad palms, and

“You shall

The Doctor still
held her hands, waiting somewhat grimly

“You have only two minutes more,” he
said then, takiog out his wateh with his dis-
* Why can't you irust me,
Miss Thrale? Dootors keep all sorts of sec-
réts, you know; and I am old enough to be

Lucy turned
her tear stained facs and looked curiously at

* Why dido’t you speak hike that at first 2"

** One minute more,” said George imper-
turbably, without releasing the girl's hunds

One or two
passers by set them down as lovern who had

It was well that is was getting dark, and shat
there was no chancs of Doctor Marcir’s being

with an impatient sigh—** that your time was

light, nearer to darkness than any sort of
light containing these chemical rays. From
this he judges that ihe ultra violet or chomi-
cal rays. invisible to us, are not ounly visible
t0 ants, but more visible to them than any
other rays; and that light containing. all
sorts of rays, including those which human
68 never see, is to an ant probably quite a

ferent thing from our white light. The in-
ference is ingenions, but after sll by no
mesaus certain. should not the dislike
of the ants to the rays for their
larye be a dislike caused by some other sense,
and not the semse of vision atali. If Bir
John forced his ants to choose between an
eleotrio ourrent aud the violet rays they might
perhaps choose the violet rays ; but it would
rot follow that they saw the electric carrent,
because it was evident that they disliked it. —
London Spectator.

Remarkable Scene at a Funeral.

During the funeral services at the Green-
ville, N. J., Evangelical chiurch, over the 1e
mains of Wolfgang Stoebel, a member of the
order of Knights of Pythias, a thunderbolt
strack the building, descending tu the ground
at the side of the church by way of the light-
ning rod. The shock was terrific and the
entira structure was shaken to its foundation.
A scene of consternation at once easued.
There were abont 200 parsons present; and a
gimultaneous rush was made for the door,
while the bnilding resounded with the shrieks
of women snd children. There were a suffi-
eient number of cool headed persons present
to intercept the crowd at the door and pro-
vent the loss of life, which must have ensu-d
had the vestibul: and steps been reached.
While the excitement was going on & number
of old lad:es who were present fell upon their
knees and prayed aloud and earnestly. Sev
eral of the knights who sat on the side where
the lightning struck were prostrated by the
sbock, their sworde attracting the electricity.
The minister exhorted the people to remain
quiet, saying, “ It is the lightningof God,
which purifies all hearts.” The excitement
lasted half an hour. While these scenes
were going on in the chureh, another bolt
struck the pole of one of the conches which
was standing in the sireet, shattering it and
prostrating the horses.
to the other coaches took [right and ran
all directions.

in
)

York Times.

Had Rather be Kicked.
Physicians frequently

whose occupations are of a sedentary charac
ter,

boy, he said.

and declared himeelf. ** That,"” said ke, “let
me out. [ oun get exactly the sawe result

hiring my porter to kick me."”

Worse Than a Hot Box.
As the Shenandoah Valley fast express

locomotive sliding rapidly away from him
His first thought was a broken rail caught by

shock.
hlack snake, of the species known as runner,

rail. In the excitement of the moment his
hand sought the throtile, to throw it wide

the impulse, but the snake maintained its
lead, although the train was running at fully
A fifty miles an hour and when the end of the
afforded to escape, it left the rail, ran out
into the open space, coiled itself up, threw its
head into an atiitude of defiance and died
right there. An examination proved that the
intense beat of the rail had barned it to
death, —Mechanicstown Clarion.

The Jeneses.

““Good morning, Mr. Jones, said one
stravger to another in front of the Inter Ocean
hotel last Monday evening Judge Timberline
Jones was standing near by, and tarning to
the man who had been addressed, he asked :
“Is your name Jones?” The reply was, *'Yes,
gir.” * @Give me your hand,” replied Judge
Timberline, “‘my name is Jones and I want to
get acquainted with the whole family, We
are all kin, anyhow.”

An interested witness of this scene was a
man who luoked ss though he hailed from the
garbage dumps. He was dirty and ragged and
bloated, and his breath smelled like a salivat-
ed limburger factory. Shambling up to Judge
Jones, he\ extended a paw that looked very
much as if it had been grabbing for clams in
the back yard of a soap shop, and he said:
** My name is Jones, too, and I'm allers glad
to shake with the family.”

The Judge seemed to be overwhelmed for a
moment with a consuming sorrow, and then
he said : ** Excuse me, my friend, but it is
too trying on my neves to experience the joy
of meeting more than oue of the family at a
time, bat if you will call at my office in Lima,
f:‘;u. next week I ﬂl:‘o 4 10 see you,”

the latest mem| ones family felt
himself shook.

Two Queer Storles,
Among the choicest books in the library
Mr. Grenville possessed one of two volames of
an exceseively rare fifteener, I think, the

* That 18 the i
visite to the post office 27
grave and gentle voice.

“ Yes,” said Lucy, her Llue eyes filling
up again; ** and I took such paing with that
story, and sat up late trying to get it done.”
“ And I suppose it was that you were
seribbling at 1t so furiously the other evening
when I frightened you out of your wits ?”
8he nodded ; she was ruefally looking over

of your
he asked in & very

Dootor March and Miss Ludlow which coull = who can answer that question Miss Ludlow.”

posed of the ladies of Bt. Chad's congrega- tly.
At the hour he had chosen for uq?mimmﬂ

* I do not consider that it was * wronging'
him to suppose that he admired you,” said
the young man heartily.

“ But I mean " —she was twisting her
hands abous in her muff, and seemed shaken
somehow out of her usual graceful calm—** I
mean,” she went on in pretty desperation,
** that he does not think of me as you sup-
posed. Of course "—an arch little smile
trembled on her lips—** you can understand
shat I did not ask any question on that sub
ject. I shink I was very brave to speak about

the flowers.”
“ 8o you were !” uson&od‘he Dostor cordi-
My

ally.
“ And, after all, it is too provoking !

bravery has been quite in vain! The flowers
aill come | Idid venture to tell the man
who comes to attend to them and who leaves
the bouquets every day that I did not wisn
uim to do s0 any longer ; but he answered
quite respectfully that he was only obeying
orders. course I saw that it would not do
tomake a soene.”

“ 0‘ mm.n

“ And I don’t want to quarrel with poor
Jack. He has been such a dear kind boy to
me ever since we came to Barlaston. I may

a8 easily as I can to

the man he was in
As he stood looking
twilight, he saw Luey

recognizing him,
dogn the village

Al

Doctor as being

“ I should say that Jack is the only one

Mise Ludlow biushed.
“ Let us talk of the flowers,” she urged

accounts | I'll get at it

omnibus and walk straight
thought she must be going to'|
but she passed him by,

king !
or the shabby jacket. which

though, and bresk it
mother, And Miss

Ludlow shall not be annoyed an; with
the boy’s obtrustive attentions. ’m be-
haved very well —she is & sensible woman

The drive to Pegley was not v. ry long,
it was still light when the Dootor gos
from his perch and prepared to enquire
search of.

o
and
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“If I tell you my own secrets, Al
me to tell you othes pee~ “ I will come some other day— row,”
he thonght irritably—* and attend o 3
George March smiled, well pleased. but I cannot lose sight of Miss Luey now |

the editor’s letter.
“ Poor listle anthor!"” sid the young
man, with a warm t!_xrill of compassfion or

again ug
his veins. * Will you forgive me, Miss
Thrale, for my unjust suspicions ? I am very
much ashamed of them, and of myself, be-
lieve me.”

[TO BE CONTINUED)
—_————————

—8ome years ago a great London mer-
chant, who lived a little way out of town,
trequently failed to get his letters. i
gation showed thas the postmen often de-
stroyed them rather than ascend s slight hill
A similar case has
just oceurred in Birmingham. Edwia Par-
was oharged with delaying 2,081 letters.
contained money, but none had been
. When he didn't feel like a walk he
sometimes suppressed a whole delivery.
—Trickery and sharpness are not confined
#0 the Yankees. After an unknown horse
had swept the prizes at Chattavooga, Tenn.,
races the other dayand won large bets for his
owner, it was discovered that he was a noted
Nashville racer under an assumed neme. The
victims of the scheme have
sought redress by law.
—When one of the Indian basket-makers
at Atlantic City was handed a bogus quarter
by & pale-face the other day, he immediately
exclaimed : **Oh, the divil take ye fora
baythen. Yo ean’t fool the sor of old Kill
ok-a-muckey wid yer dirty her.” And
'tig prefty hard to fool su Indian—after he
becomes civilized,

if

/

M Bible, printed on vellum and mag-
nificently bound. Of course he was very
anxious to get a copy of the missing volume
algo on vellum, but he hoped against hope.
After many years, however, he had the unex-
pected and almost unexampled good fortnne
to get not only a copyon vellnm, but the
identical copy,as shown by the binding,which
had been 80 long separated from the one in
his possession.  Mr. Grenville, when showing
the books to Mr. Amyot and to Samuel
Rogers, who was there as the same time, told
the history of his good fortune.

Amyot said it was the most remarkable co-
incidence he had ever heard.

Rogers did no: quite agree to this,and pro

ceeded to mention the following, which he
thought still more remarkable :

An officer, who was ordered to India, went
on the day before leaving England to his
lawyer’s in Lincoln’s Inn Fields. The day
being wet, he took a hackney coach,and when
he got out, as he was paying the driver, he
dropped a shilling. He looked in the mud

and slush for it in vain, and so did the coach-
man. On his return home after some years'
eervice he had again oecasion to go to his
lawyer's in Lincoln’s Inn Fields. When leav-
ing he recollected his loet shilling, and by
some unaccountable impulse began to look

for it, when, strange to say, just at the

where he had paid the ‘mh-

The horses attached

They were finally gathered
together| and the funeral proceeded.—New

sond patients to
take riding lessons, particularly persons

One stout, red faced merchant, a little
past middle age, who was so recommended by
his doctor, came upone morning last autumn.
He had not been on a horse since he was a
They put him on an easy
woing, ractable horse, and he jogged about
the ring for one hour faithfully. Then he
dismcunted stifily, with many grimaces anda
few pithy remarks. waddled ivto the office

for half the money and in half the time, by

entered the mile cut, immediately north of
our town, on Tuesday last, the engineer was
horror stricken to see what he supposed to be
theend of a rail just ahead of his rushing

the pilot and he expected an instantaneous
Wonderment took tho p ace of fear
when a second glance revealed a five foot

gliding rapidly away from him on top of the

open, and the train bounded forward under

cut was reached, and an opportunity was

task of rescue, He knolt down, made the
sign of the eross, and jumped boldiy into the

but not until he had tightly grasped she little
boy. The $wo were sucked under by the
waters, but rose again to the surface, and the
young hero, with great resolution and daring,
forced his way into slill water, whence
a policeman drew him to the shore. He fell
down exhausted and uueonscious, but kept a
firm grip upon the little feliow whom he had
88!

The King of Italy heard of the deed, and J
directed that the silver medal of the Order of
Merit, with his King's thanks, should be sent

pretty bronze hair and piercing through | fires as they are ready to helpin putting them | to the little hero. The actual bestowal of

the gift, however, was reserved to the present
year, when the anniversary was made the
jon of a public ial. The court
yard of the Collegio Nuzionale was adorned
with flowers and banners ; the munieipal au-
thorities were convoked, the whole popula

tion was invited to take part in the function,
and Senator Zopp fastened the medal upon
the boy's breast, while the Mayor of Alessan

dria gave him a kiss upon his forehead in the
name of the whole town. When Pozzi was
questioned about his deed he said, with
touching modesty : ‘I knew that if we were
drowned, he and I would have gone into
Paradise together.” His father, who is a
railway servant, was invited to dinner by the
Prefect, and the sons of that functionary sol-
emnly divided bread and salt with the hero
of the day, a8 a token of perpetual alliance.
The father refused to receive a sum of money
which had been collected.—London Globe.

How Crickets March in Oregon.
A correspondent of the Jdaho Btatesman,
writing from North Powder river, Oregon,
says: A few days ago I had oceasion to ride
over the e on Burnt river and Willow

reek, over about ty-five miles
of territory - bunch grass hills—and along the
whole distanoe, from ten miles below Old's
Ferry, on Boske river, to Ironside mountain,
and averaging about five miles in width, the
earth ted a black, moving, shrieking
mass of erickets (orthoptera). ile those
crickets are not so destructive ag the locust
(grassh ), they hel. devour gar-
dens, grain fielde and much tender vegetation
in their path. Isaw many gardens which
they had left a wreck. They cross streams,
ditehes and mountains, and seem to move in
columns, bus with little regularity. They have
no wings, hence they depend on their long
lever hke -legs, or hoppers, for locomotion.
They are not wuch like the chimney black
cricket. They are fearful cannibals, slaying
aud eating each other with a ravenous sppe-
tite. They have no sting or dangerous
nippers, hence are not dangerous to the hu
wan family, so far as infiicting wounds. The
way these erickets cross streams is smuring,
When they come to a stream of water which
they think they can cross, they climb every
object along the margin, and when as high as
they can ascend, they shut their eyes and
give one long, dangerous, and sometimes fatal
leap into the water, ehut up like a jack knife,
and float down until they come in contact
with an objeet, then they immediately seem
to wake up and make a desperate grab and
orawl upon it. If he is Iucky enough to beon
the right side he moves on; if not he tries it
again. Thuse thousands are drowned.

e i
THE BOER WAR

A South African Dutchman Explains

How His Brother Patriots Fought

the British Troops.
(Buffalo River Correspondence of London Morn-

1 had a long conversation to-day with a
very intelligent specimen of a Boor, who
forms in Newcastle one of the guard that ac
companies the Boer leaders atiending on the
commission. He spent the afternoon in my
camp, and gave me a rehearsal of the different
modes of fighting among she Boers. First of
all he bogan by trying his hand at shooting
at bottles, distant one hundred yards, with a
fifteen Wincuester repeater which I lent hiw
for the purpose. With thia weapon, however,
he failed 1o accomplish any decided success,
the bullets falling close all round, and the
bottles remainiug uatouched.

* I cannot shoot with your rifle,” he ob~
served, ‘ bnt give me a Martini-Henry and
1 will pick off the botiles at two bun.
dred yards” I sent up to the/ camp for
8 Martini-Henry garbine, which the Boer
Jaid hold of with“a great deal more ap-
parent confidence, and in the first two
shots verified his boast, for the bottles were
immediately shivered to atoms. He next
proceeded to showgme the Boer mode of
shooting from behind rocks and stcnes.
* I'he great mistake your soldiers made,"”
he observed, ** was to aim over the stone at
the enemy, but we always fire round the cor
ner.” Throwing himeelf flat on the ground,
he proceeded to put this remark into practice,
and dragging himsslf lithely along, peered
cautiously round the right hand corner of a
low stone that only just concealed his form
from sight of the supposed enemy. Removing
his hat he raised it slowly aloft on the top of
his ramrod and manveuvered it 80 as to cause
it to bave the appearance of a man’s head
cantiously taking note of the enemy. At this
hat an English soldier is supposed to have
taken a pot shot, when the Boer suddenly let
it fall, and, bringing his body round the cor-
ner, took steady nim and fired at the black
bottle some one hundréed and fifty yards dis
tant, which in another moment was smashed
to atoms.

Another method of shooting on horse back
he showed me in abrilliant and efficient man-
ner. Mounting his horse and uttering a loud
ery he sent it galloping up a hill as hard as it
could go. Suddenly, and without a word of
warning, the left foot was pressed to the stir-
rap, the right leg thrown backward over the
saddle, the mau was on his feet and the horse
stopped instantaneously and as if spell bound.
Standing erect, the Boer simed cooly at a
distant bottle and knocked it over, then
springing into the saddle, he executed the
same maneuver in two opposite direc-
tions with signal and unerring sim and
effect. The man was one of the 180 who first
stormed and took the Majuba heights. He
says that Joubert's only words were: ** Fel-
lows, take that bill,” and they hastened to
obey. The reason why so few men advanced
to the attack was because Jonbert anticipated
and made sure that the English would en-
deavor simaltanecusly to take the Kek, as
well as sugprise them on their left, and re-
tained mon to defend the positions men-
tioned. Finding, how.ver, his fears were
groundless, he dispatehed fresh men to the
assistance of their comrades, but by the time
they arrived the Majaba Hill had been taken.
The Nivbety-second, he informed me, were
tne first they ed, and this
fought stoutly, but were driven back to the
platesu towards the Fifty eight. Both bravely
defended the position until Colley fell, when
panie, he affirms, seized our men. Thue whole
soene was, howevor, 8o enveloped in smoke
that he could make no acourate note of any-
ing and prevailed everywhere.
Bir he declares to have been
shot in the act of tying a white handker-
chief to a rararod, The Boers did not know
at this time that this personage was Bir
George. This is one of the few Boer versions
of the Majuba fight that I have heard from
men who sctually took part in the firet ad-
vance to storm the plateau. Each tale tallies
similarly with the other and I am inclined to
think it is trathfully told.

—_—————
LOSERS OF MONKSY.

« Pardon me for troubling you, sir, but did
you drop a $20 gold piege ? asked a man
with an earnest look on his face and a memo~
randum book in his hand, of a well dressed
individual on the corner of Jefferson and
Woodward avenuee.
The man addressed ran his hand nervously
into his various pockets and replied :
« Well, now, I declare ! Can it ba possible
that I was 8o careless as to drop that coin ?
Yes, it's gone. I must havelost it right here,
near where we stund.”
The man opened his memorandum book,
took from his vest pockst the stubof a lead
pencil, and said :

“ Will you favor me with your name and
address 7"
They were given, and the questioner started
on, when the well dresbed man eried.
* Hi, there | Where's the money.
me my gold piece."”
-4 Oh, I didn't find any meney. Itook a
notion this morning that in a ¥y like this,
where thousands and thousands of dollars
are handled every hour, there must be great
losses, and started out to investigate the
matster. B here and the river I found

Give

man, and on the very edge of the
he found—

“ The shilling !"" was the hasty conelusion
of my very excellent friend.

« Not exactly,” said Rogers, * but twelve-
peuny worth of coppers wrapped up in brown
paper !"—Nineteenth Century.

Youthtul Heroism.
A year ago, in the summer of 1880, a deed
of heroism was performed by a young lad at
Alessandria, in Piedmont, for which he has
just been ded in a istically
sub Alpine and Latin manner Some children
were playing upon the bank of the River

seven men thst lost twenty dollar gold

before I reach the City Hall.

Good day, sir.
—M. Quad. :

out the kitchen fire.

—Long dresses are rarely worn this season
by young ladies who dance, and the sandals,
boots, and slippers usually mateh the color of
the dress worn, and are delicately embroid- |
ered or beaded over the instep. If trimmed

i

the feet look awkward and clumsy.

(Ford County, Kas,, mo;.)

LASSOING A WILD OAT.

‘Which Subsequently Wanted & Ride and
Meal.

& Square

Now, let it be understood that when Dr.

Oarlson said ; * Jump in, Harry, sod stop s
vkt m tanch,” the aiokesaid. Herry hod
no thot
A pleasant drive of twenty eight

t of cate—wild tame or oc.hnwh'mm‘.

brought us t> the famons Bluff Creck ranch,

where the great heathen missionary, Rev.

John Glenn, is resident pastor and b

of food, raiment and German mineral water

to the footsore, the weary and thirsty. Two

miles from the parson’s the rauge of the

doctor ** takes holt.” After eroseing this we

** obeerved in the distance a solitary horse-

man,” who on closer obeervation proved to

one of the doctor's henchmen, While talking

ocow to him a tremendous wild cat, fully four

feet long, jumped up in front of us and

started for the brush, but the rowels were

already in the flanks of Charles’
borse, and at break-neck speed, the lariat

curving ite graceful but ocertain coils above
his hea), went pursuer and pursued.

When within twenty-five feet of his catship
the lariat was thrown, and, urecircling like
the weird chain of a magician, landeéd the
fatal noose around Loudon's neck. Never
was a cat of any discripticn in a tighter em-
brace; horse at full run, the rope fastened to
the hora of the saddle, and the game making
unwilling jumps of twenty ‘to thirty feet.
This, however, only lasted a few hundred
fees, when the cat, catching the rope with its
teeth, snapped it as if it were a tow string.
Finding that his line was empty and his hook
gone (as a fisherman would say) returned to
look at the dead quadruped. Dead! * He
was not dead, but sleeping.” For with a yell
and two bounds he clears at least forty feet,
and fastening cne set of claws in Charley's
leggins and the other in the hip of the horse,
he seemed to insist upon a ride and a

meal. But for the presence of mind of the
rider and his luck in having a three pound
loaded squirt, with which he masbed the
animal’s sknll, we rather opine he would have
the beat mounted oat iu tho cattle
regions of the west.

———
 HOW LONG MAN MAY LIVE.

It was Prof. Hufeland’s opinion that the
limit of possible human life might be set
down at two hundred years, and this on the
general principle that the life of & creature is
eight times the years of it3 perio! of growth.
That which is quickly formed perishes, and
the éarlier ccmplete development 18 reached
the sooner bodily decay ensues. More wcmen
reach old age than men, but mere men attain
remarkable longevity than women.  Horned
animals live shorter lives than those without
horns, fierce longer thanitimid and amphibions
longer thanthose which inhabit the air. The
voracious pike exists, it is eaid, to an age of
150 years, the turtle is good for 100 years or
more, and among birds the golden eagle is
known to have lived nearly 200 years, while
the sly and sombre crow reaches the vener-
able age of a century. Passing up in the
ecale of life to man, and skipping the patri-
archs, we find many recorded instances of
longevity among the claesic Greeks and Ro-
mans. Pliny notes that in the reiga of the
Emperor Vespasian, in the year 76, there
were 124 men living in the limited area be-
tween the Appennines and the Po, of 100
years and upwards, three of whom were 140,
and four over 135. Cicero’s wife lived to the
age of 103, and the Roman actrese, Luceja,
played in public as late as her 112th year.
Coming down to the more recent times, the
most notable auth-ntio instavce of great age
is that of Henry Jenkins, of Yorkshire, Kng-
land, who died in 1670, 169 years old. He
was & fisherman, and at the age of 100 easily
swam across rapid rivers. Another historie
onse is that of Thomas Parr, of Shropehire,
England, a day laborer, who lived to the age
of 152 years When more than 120 he mar-
ried his second wife, and till 130 he could
swing the scythe and wield the flail with the
bess of his fellow laborers. In his 152d year
Parr went to London to exhibit himself to
the King. It proved an unlucky visit, for
violating the abstemious habit of a century
and a half, the old man feasted so freely of
the royal viciuals that he soon died, merely
of a plethora. Oa examination his internal
organe proved to be in excellent condition,
and there was no reason why be shounld not
have lived much longer save for lis unfor-
tunate taste of royal hospitality. Professor
Hufeland’s roll of centenarians includés many
more remarkable cases,
e

TWO MILES OF SPERM WHALES.

Beven Hundred of Them Going on a Pic
nic Down the Coast.

The bark Ibis, from Pensacola, lay last
week at the foot of Seventeenth street, North
river, New York. A Sun reporter boarded her
and asked Capt. SBawyer if he had really seen
whales off Pinlico Bound on his way up the
coast last Satarday : ** Whales ?” said the
genial Captain. “Any number of them. There
must have been two miles of blacks ind water
spouts.”

Capt. Sewer unrolled a time worn chart on
the table in his cabin, and, with his dividers,
followed down a number of pencil marks to
latitude 20° and longitude 74° 15. This
brought him to a point about 80 miles off
Pimlico Sound, and further northeast of Cape
Hatteras.

* It was on Saturday sod Buuday,” he con-
tinued, ** when we encountered these sperm
whales going south or southwest, as if to
round Hatteras. They were going very slowly,
backe above the water, and were spouting all
the time. They were strolling along in
groups, sunniog themselves half.an hour ata
time, and then taking & header and coming
up to spout.”

* How mano were there ?”
© v Well, first we met two schools of about
100 each, I should say. Occasionally they
frolicked and flopped ab-ut heavily in a sort
of dignified and elephuntine sport. More
followed, and the next morning, SBunday, we
saw more.  Altogether there were over 700
on the pienic. We passed within 500 feet of
two big fellows, but they seemed preoccupied
and dide't notice the ship. I don's think they
knew we were there."”

* Had you any means of eapturing them ?”

“ No, and it did seem & pity to have so
much valuable eperm oil indolently swime
ming away from us. There were some big
whales there, too. I said to Limerick, one
of my men here, ‘' Now, there’s a fellow
that’s worth $2.000,” and ae must have
been, and ‘there were bigger ones in
the school. It would have been a harvest
for a whaling ship. A million dol-
lars in sperm whales 18 too good a haul to let
go by, but we couldn’t do anything.  Oconsi-
onally I've seen a sperm whale eruising along
as far gouth as Savannsh, and once in &,
while I've heard of whale ships off about
there. But I nover saw so many whales a$
one time before anywhere.”

** Where were they going 1"
“ Forsquids, probably. That's a favorite
food with them.”

“No; they're harmless. I think I never

his-
tory. Over a hundred years ago, I believe the
ship Essex was run down by & whale. My
own experience with whales has been that they
are shy, and if they upset a boat, do it by ac
cident in trying o get away.”
-G JLET PRSP
AN ANCIENT AQUEDUOCT RE-
OPENED.

After a breach of 1,600 years the aqueduct
built by the Emperor Augustus to supply
Bologna with water was restored to use Jume
5th. Ninetegn hundred years ago the imperial
engineers tapped the Setta near its junction
with the Reno, about eleven miles from Bo-
logus, and brought its water to the ecity
through an underground e.
followed the course of the Reno, tunnelling
the hills, sinking their work beneath the beds
of the precipitous torrents which rush from
the mountains into the river, and bringing
the waters to the gates of the city,where they
were divided, one portion going to supply
the public baths, and the ether probably
destined for the fountains of streets and publie
squares.
The work of tunelling and the m
were 8o thoroughly well done that both stone
work and brick work are still as solid as the
rock itself, the only conaiderable breaks being
where the turbulent Reno had washed away
with it clayey banks several portions of the
d where the headl which
rush down into its stream had excavaied their
own beds and carried away the artificial sub-
siructure.
The restoration of this important work is
due chiefly to Count Gozadini, who caused an
acourate survey of the aqueduct to be made
about twenty years ago,and in 1864 published
the results of the investigation in an elabor-

pieces, and I expeot to run the list up to 200 | ate memoir. Since then the work of restora-

tion has been going on with a thoroughness

and skill caleulated to make the new work as
enduring as the old. The aqueduct was
—Fritz's best proverb—Gin cocktails put | originally made of brick and stone cemented
with lime and voleano sand, and the un-
broken portions remained as hard as granite.
- Boientific American.

—Some writer not long

ago &
lear thas the comet would greatly

the

.:dllﬂ

with wido bows end large buckles they make = temperature of the carth. Great Cmsar !
! why don’t it commence if it is going o ?




