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“"AFTER THE OPERA.
- Wastood one night in Deacon street,
fors her family wansion,
While in my heurt the throbs of love
Were struggling for oxpansion,
Wejust hud loft the theatro,
Had heard Il Trovatore, '
And on the door-stop talked nbout
- Tho music snd the alory.
She raved about the wondrous voice
Of Signor Camnpaniot';
She praised his acting und his face ;
While I stood like a ninny =" .
[ wanted to—but why explain;
I half suspeet sho know it
T hemmed and twisted like a fool,
CAnd hadn’t pluck to do it.
['waited long, for some exouse
My stupid hrain perplexing,
And then at length u wileneo tell.
So awkward and ag vexing.
But nuddunlf' sho brightened ap.
This loveliest of mmes—
“Oh, by-the-way, did you observe
How gracefully he Kiseos ?™

BROWN OF NEVADA.

BY MUK, FRANK MGARTHY.

# Who's that going inte Scrimmnge’s 1" said
the senior partaer of Ilurdsctabble & Co. to one
of his general salesmen.  *“ Isn't that Brown of
Nevada $”

The general salesman juruped, and opened wide
his eyes, a8 he ‘always did when Mr. Hads-
crabble called his attention to anything, and
concentrated oll his energies upon s pair of tweed
coat tails vauishing into the portals of the rival
jobbing house opposite.

** By gracious!” he said, ' I'm afraid it iy
Brown of Nevada.” '

¢ That's the second time to-day he's goue into
Scrimmage’s,” said Mr. Hardscrabble.” * Just
look up Pillikin, will you, and send him inve
the office.”’

‘The general salesinan went in search of Pilli-
kin, with a peculiar ** misery-loves. company "
expression, and found him looking pitcons{_\' intn
the face of a Texas man who wanted his goods
ut ninety days, twelve per cent. lower than the
cost of importation, and the privilege of sending
back, at the firm's expense, some goods that he
wanted to takeon trial. The Texas man baited
poor Pillikin to the verge of desperation, and
walked out of the store with the passing remark
that he'd look in aguin.

Fven the soul of the general salesman—and as
a general thivg this kind of a soul is not made
of wax—melted at the haggard visage of Pilli-
ki1 when he told him that Mr.
w uled tosee him in the office. Yot to save his
life he couldu't help adding, as Pilllkin went

. dejecteily to obey the summons, that Hard-

serabble had just seen Brown of Nevada going
into Scrimwaze’s. The general salesman had
s often felt this sort of an iron enter intu his
own soul, he couldn’t help assisting to probe
others, .

Pillikin grew deadly pale. ‘* Brown of Neva-
da,” he said, in  a hoarse whisper—"into
Serimmage’s ! S

‘Tt may be only to look around,” said the
general salesman, a little shocked that Pillikin
took it quite so hsrd.. “ My gracious, man,
you've got 10 be prepared for these things.”

“P've had too mauy of them lIntely,” said
Mllikin. **I never had such luck in my life as
1I've had this seavon. Browan of Nevada is one
of the men 1 thought 1 could rely upon. ['ve
Jheen looking for him all day.”

“*So you've slipped up with Brown, have
vou ! soarled the senior member as poor Pilli-
kin walked into the officr.  ** It appears to me,
Pdlikin, you're losing the little vim that yon
bad last season. Tlow longdo you suppose we
ran stand this sort of thing? If you can't do
hetter than this, you'd better not come to the
xtore at all—just draw your salary and stay at
hime.  Are_you aware that this is the busy
season, the short period when we are supposed to
sll goods 17 17 you'll take & wmemorandum of
this fact, it may help you a little when yon see
such men as Brown of Nevada going into Serim.
nage's,  But the fact is we can’t blame Browu,,
He wants a live mau to deal with, uot & woaden
one.”

A hot flame lcvxﬂ:ufcl into the haggard face of |

Mllikin, ““See¢ here, Mr. Hardscralible,” -he
sald ¢ if you're not satisficd, tell me so, but
keep a civil tongue in your head. Tdon't allow
any man to speak in that wav to me.”

“**You don't, eh 1" roared Mr, Hardscrabble,
Bat Pillikin had turned upon hivheel and walk:
ed out-of the office, more dead than aliva,  The
tlyme had died out of hia chiecks, - und left them
paler than ‘before.  His lege trembled beneath
litn ag he walked on out of the stere, The
grneral salesman who had delivered the message
trom Hanlserabble remarked to another genernl
sulesman that ** poor Lillikin wust have canght
it pretty hard ;- he scemed all broke up.”

l‘nor Pillikin walked on to the ferry with hix
head in a whirl of disappointment, chagrin, fear
und doubt; His reply to the seniormember wonld
undoubtedly. lose i)iim “his wituation, ax they
would be glad to.get rid of him now that his
valuable trade was falling ofli- 1 he could have
hield on to Brown of. Nevada, all would have been
well i and-without. Brown of Nevada what would
he be worth elsewhero 1 How could - he support
his wifo and.¢hildrin,  and his. wife's: widowed

" wister and her littla boy, making nine of themn in

all, upon any salary that he counld get withaut
the trade of Brown of Nevadal e was already
in debt, and some of the little bills must be sei.
tled at oncoj his account was overdrawn at the
store, 1t.made him shudder to think of it.. The

cabin of the ferry-boat waa stilling. -In spiteof

Hardserabible

his way out on the forwurd deck, and: as he saw
the black waved of the East'River surging
against the slimy sides of the boat, he was

J strangly tempted to' do’ away with all “further

trouble for a party called Pillikin.

While the temptation assailed him, the chaing
rattied, the ;newshoys' cries were heard on the
Brooklyn side, the. boat-bumped against the
dock, the crowd pushed -him along, and he
found himself plodding his homeward way. He
couldn’t bear the depressing  iofluence of the
horse-cars, so he tradged along on foot, a fierce
March ‘ sleet beginning to *beat -upon the ouly
kigh hat he owned in the world. 1t ‘was ut-
terly impossible to buy another, but Pillikin
didn't'care. He probably wouldn't need a high
hat in the menial employment he would be com-
pelled to accept when he was kicked out of
Hardserabble & Co.’s, and had lost the trade of
Brown of Nevada. When he at last reached
home, his fingers were so nuwb  with cold he
could hardly get the key in the door; but this
didn't matter in the least.” Several young and
energetic Yarties ran to let himlin ; his plump
rrz‘-,uy little wife took his coat; and kissed him ;
iig s1ill plamper and pretiier sister-in-law took
his hat and caune, and kissed bim ; a half-dozen
rosy children put up their__mouths to be kissed.
The dining-room was warm and cozy; there
were his chair aud slippers waiting for bim by
the open fire ; an inviting meal was wasting
its unctuous odor in the halls below,

* My love,” said his wife, * how late you
are !”
¢ My dear,” said hin wife's sister, * we were
so afraid you'd gone off with some of those hor-
rid customers.  You know you expected Brown
of Nuvada "

““Jo, dear Jo—my husbaud, my love, my
darling—what ix the matter ¢’

For poor Jo Pillikin had sunk into a chair,
put his head upon the table, and barst into
tesrs,

It was weak and unmanly, perhaps : but he
had eaten nothing since Dreakfast, had been
badgered and worniad, and on his feet all day ;
the March wind had pierced to the marrow of
his bones. To find all this love and cheer anid
comfort awaiting him, to remember how Le had
perilled them all in his talk with Hardscrabble,
how he had been tempted 10 drown them all in
his cowardice while upon the ferry.bout, and,
above all, for his sweet sister-in-law to pelt
bim with the crushing name of Brown of Ne-
vada, the suthor of ail his misery—it was too
much fer poor Jo Pillikin, He wept, uot aga
woman Wwhose tears console and comfort as
they flow, but 4s a strong man weeps when the
tirst keenness is added to the agouy of despair.

Pretty Mrs. Pillikin got down on her knees,
and wept an his shoulder, her sister cried upon
his other shoulder, and all the littde Pillikins
set up a howl, none of them kvowing in the
least what they were crving about save poor
Jo, whose tears ceased to flow when he found
bow contagious they were.

In the midst of all this uproar a man mount-
«d the steop and rang the bell ; but it wus Brid-
get’s day on?, aud in all this noisy distress none
of the Pillikins heard the bell. Pillikin had in
hiy agitation left the door ajar, and nobody
had thought to shut it. So the stranger walked
into the hittle reception-room, hoping that he
wotnhd scon have an oppertunity of waking him-
self known. When all this sobbing fell upon
his rar, he was annoyed and shocked, and scar-
cely knew what to do. Through a crevice in
the door that separated the reception from the
dining-rontm, he saw Jo Pillikia sitting by the
table, his head bowed upon his hands, one pretty
voung woman dressed in some soft, warm gray
material, sobbing on oné of bis shoulders, and a
still younger and prettier woman dressed in
black sobbing an the other shoulder, and around
the room, -all about the floor and the chairs,
were inuumerable children, all howling at the
top of their luogs. . Pillikin hastily dried his
tears and compored his features, and begau to
soothe his family. He took one of the pretty
woien ou one knee, the vtheron theother knee,
and gave each of his tea fingers to the young
breod, hushing and eoaxing them-into calm.

“There, there,” said Jo, “don’t cry any
more. - I'm a heartless brute to have worried
youso, But] couldn't help it.- { feel better
now ; but I never was so completely broken up
inmy life. 1 dou’t mind telling you that I've
done a very impudent thing. 1t has weighed
like a' monutain of lead upon my heart and con-
science ; but 1 frel more courageous now. that 1
kiow you love me well enough to share the
burden. Butl ought to have kept my temper.
A man ought to thinksof his family when his
situation is at stake, aod it was cnough to make
Hardscramble lose whatever decency he ever had
tosee Brown of Nevada go into Scrimmage &
Co.’s.”"

Both the women started and turned pale.

b, Sue " faltered the wife, Lo her sister—
“ Brown of Nevada ™ LY
S Qh, Kate V" gasped the young widow, to the
Wwife—mt into Serimmage & Co's " -

« Brown of Nevada 17 they repeated together,
shaking their heads mournfully. . ... :
¢ Yoz, Brown of Novada 1" “repeated Jo, also
whaking his head “mournfully, but fecling: con-
soled, in spite of himsqlf, with his' family’s full
apptecintion of the disaster that had tefallen
hini.”**This was the drop. that overtlowed the
bitterness of my cup.  Brown has ‘always been
wy best card. 1t was'a ploasure to sell to

Iirown. Most of theso men would skin a flea
for its hide.. But therd’s uothing- menn about

Brown.!”

the lowering clonds and piercing wind, he made |

“‘There's something very mean in his going’
to Serimmage's,”” said Mrs, Pillikin. ‘

‘“feall it a very dishonorable action,” said the
widow, ) L L S
‘¢ No,” srid Pillikin, ** not dishonorable ex-
actly ; but [ must say, if he wasn't satisfied with
me, he might have bought his goods of socme
other concern, and not gone over to Scrimmage’s
right before Hardscrabble's eyes.” -
Here . something like a distant cough was
heard. They all looked around, but thought it-
must be one of the children:. :

‘It was like flinging a red rag in the face of
a mad bull,” ~continued  Jo. ¢¢ Hardscrabble
was white with’ rage, and didn't know what he
said. 1I'm sorry now I allowed myself to reply as
[ did. Bat it was a hitter blow to me to know
that Brown of Nevada, of all other men in the
trade, should— But'1 tell you there’s somebody
in the other room.’”” . Poor Jo turned pale again.
*1I'm afraid it's Brown with that bill ; I told
him to call around. - [ can’t pay him rvow ; it's
impossible. But I'll bave to see bim, I sup-

8¢’ R .
p“)“No," said his sister-in-law, springing to
Ber feet ;- ““ I'll see him. 11l tell him you're not
well, that you can’t see anybody."”

““ That's a good girl,” said Pillikin, with a
sigh of relief. *‘ Suy that I'll call around uext
week. Heaven knows when I can pay him now ;
but say that I'll call around.”

The young widow went around through the
hall into the reception-room, and found there a
young man of fine proportions and frank, pleus-
ant countenance, who immediately began to
apologize.

*1 rang the bell,” he said, * but nobody
heard me, and finding the door ajar, I took the
liberty of walking in.” I'in exceedingly sorry to
be the cause of any trouble. If you'll first tell
Mr. Pillikin that my name is Brown, he'll puess
the nature of my errand.”

‘“ We all know your errand,” said the widow.
* My poor dear brother-in-law guessed it right
away. Around the first of the month there are
50 wmany people coming here upon the same er-
rand ¢ And I’ve got a splendid idea what to do
with them. My brother-in.law is soch a dear
good fellow, he’s always robbing himself to help
othurs ; he’s given wme a howme, and my litile
orphan Loy a home, and no wonder he can't pay
his bills. But I’ve got a piano and stool, and
lots of music, and a cover that I've embroidered
with my own hands, and these must be worth
something considerable.”

** Something very considerable,”” said the
stranger, looking at the youny widow earnestly.

““ And Pm going to make the piano and stool
and music and embroidered cover go as far as
they will with my brother-in-law’s bills.  Now,
I'll give you the first chiance. Where is your
bill ¥ what is the amount ¥ ’

The young man reddened, bit hislips, smiled.
‘“ There is sowme mistake,’” he said. .

‘“lsn't your. name ~Brown, and haven't you
come to collect a bill "

*“1 have not come to collect a bill. My name
is Brown, but I.don’t think it's the same Brown.
There are & great many Browns. If you will
tell your brother-in-law that I am Brown of
Nevada—" =

£ Oh " gasped the widow ; aud for a moment
Brown of Nevada thought she was going to
faint. He sprang to her side to save her from
falling, but she recovered herself, and her breath
aud color came again. She clasped her hands,
and looked at the young man with her whole
soul in her eyes.  ** Brown of Nevada ' she re-
peated—** Brown of Nevada ! O wy gracious!”

““ Yes, I hurried over here to correct an error
that had reached your brother-in-law’s ears.: 1
did not go into Scrimmage’s to buy goods ; it was
only to meet a friend.” .

“* Ouly to meet n friend,’’ repeated the widow,
still devouaring him with her large, soft, pathetic
eves ; und you did not buy vour goods at Scrim-
mage's " :

“ Certainly not. -1 shall buy my goods of your
brother-in-law, as L always do.” .

“As you always do!"’ repeated the widow,
tears springing to her eyes, her lovely face suf-
fused with a sort of rapture that really embar.
rassed Brown. ¢* Of course ] Asyou always do !
And you are really Brown of Nevada?' And
here she began to walk to the door, keeping her
eyes still fastened upon the young merchant.

‘I am really Brown of Nevada.”

“Dear me ! lsn’t it wonderful—strange—
perfretly splendid ! You'll stay here just a min-
ute, won't you ! while I go and tellJo.” -

“I'Nl stay here any quantity of minutes;"
and out glided the young widow, leaving Brown
in as delicions n. daze as she was herself,

‘Jo, Jo,” said the widow to her brother.in-
law, raising his dejected head, aund shaking him
enargsticacly by the shoulder ; ““ Kate, my sister,
my dea¢ anes, prepare yourselves, Don't let it
come nupon you toosudden.”

** Good heavens ! ¢ried poor Pillikin, leaping
to his feet; ** what has happeued ! What is'it,
now ' SR S

“ It"s--it's not the Mr. Brown with-the bill;
Jo.” FRE :

‘*Who is it ¥ -what'is it ¥~ Misfortanes. never
come alone. . 1'm prepared for anythiog 1" i
¢ TUs—it’ s—oh, Jo, it's Brown of Nevada1?
“ Great Heavens 1" :said Jo, springirg to the:
door.” SRR Lo T

““ Aud he didn't buy his good: of Serimmuage ;
ho weut there to meet a friend, and he will buy
his goods of you,: as . he always does,” said the
young widow, in.a crescondo that at last reached
ashrill treble; but Jo was already wringing the
hand of Brown. o :

‘* Apatt lrom the fact that you have not gone

back on:me, Brown,” said ‘poor  Pillikin, - {
don't mind telling you that “your presence is a .
reprieve from all sorts of miseries ; but how the -
deuce did you find me out " - oo o
“**Why, one of your general salesmen over -
there—1 forget his name—told -me you and -
Hardscrabble had somé words: about my going
into Scrimmage’s. = e said -you were so cut up
about it, and didn't appear to.be well when' you
lefy the store; so I thought I'd take a ' cab.and -
coms over. - It was a pleasant night—that is,-.
not a very pleasant night; bat I hadn’t any-
thing to do—that is, I had lots of things to do,
2u(ll:,'.hang it, I wanted to come, and [ am glad I-
e o
“So am [, Brown—God bless you, s0 am 11"
Then poor Pillikin, relieved of the burden of
doubt and wretchedness that had oppressed him,
and having there before him ag his voluntary
guest the representative of a worshipful amount
of trade—poor Pillikin gathered together his
scattered dignity and self-esteem, and begaa to
discuss matters of business with'a serene-and
serious enthusiasm that bespoke ' the happiness
of the occasion. L o .
As for Brown of Nev.da, he conlda't keep his
mind upon what Pillikin was saying, he was so
taken up with the rustling of drapery outside.
The two little women were tlying around down
stairs in the kitchen, and up stairs in the dining-
room. The children had their bread and milk,
and were washed and put to bed; the widow
flaw down to the kitchen and made some little
dishes, all :n the twinkling of an eye, their cul-
inary perfection consisting in the rapidity with
which they were got together, and clapped apon
the dumb-waiter, and hoisted to her sister in the
dining-room above, who whisked them upon' the
table, and what with the baste and happiness
and unexpectedness of it all, when they rang
the bell and invited the gentlemen out to sup-
per, there conldn't possibly be two prettier or
more engagiog women in the universe; and a
more appetizing meal Brown of Nevada never
saw or tasted.

From pitying Jo Pillikin, he began to envy
him. How hollow and cold and altogether un-
satisfactory was the life of a bachelor !—particu-
larly out in Nevada.

The March wind still roared and howled, and
the March sleet yet beat upon the Pillikin win-
dow-panes, and nothing would do but Brown of
Nevada must stay all nighe.

He koew it must be the widow’s room that he
slept in (as indeed it was, that little woman aud
her orphan boy crowding in with the little Pilli-
kins), and Brown of. Nevada went all around,
admiring the pretty knickknacks, and worsted-
work and embroidery, that was of course the
work of the fair widow’s hands. He went to
sleep, and dreamed that Pillikin was so steeped
in pecuniary diflicuities that the widow fouond
the piano and stool and musie, and even the
embroidered cover, were only a drop in the
bucket; so in her warm generosity she threw
herself in, and stond upon the piano to be raf.
tled ofl by the creditors and friends of Pillikin.
Brown threw double sixes every time, and had
just made arrangements to have the widow and
piano and stool and music and cover shipped out
to Nevada with the rest of his goods when the
breakfast bell rang. He awoke, and blushed to
find what absa'dities a mau will dream, and
blushed still more when the soft innocunt eyes
of the widow met hisown over the potatoes, and
the mutlins, and scrambled eggs, and the multi-
tude of goud things which he found out after-
ward she had made with her own hands.

Her vrphan boy wasa fine- little fellow, and
would make a splendid man some day if he
could be taken where there was room to grow.

Bat who can picture the pride of Pillikin
when he walked into the store the next morn-
ing arm ia srm with Brown of Nevada? Mr,
Hardserabble was just bullyinz one of the heads
of stock, and catchiing a ghwpse of this touching
spectacle of amity between Pillikin and Brown
of Nevada, he rushed forward, with tender hos-
pitality placed an affectionate hand upon the
shoulder of each, and thus lovingly linked to-
gether, the three walked down the store.

Aund the saying is that whatever you dream in
a strange bed is sure to come true; and |
shoul:in’t wonder if, when Brown went buck to
Nevada, he'd take all those things he wou at
that imagioary rattle —all except the piane and
stool and musie and embroidered cover. These
the dearlittle widow declares she will leave to
the young I'illikins.

HUMOROUS.

WHY is a generdd servant like a baat 2B
vanse the oue is maid of all work and the other isalsa
made of awl-work.

~BETTER THAN PHOVETICS.—A hizy man iu
Teunessee heads his letters ““1tue.” and another per-
son m Wyandotto puts “ Y&

A LEADVILLE journalist who makes a great
feature of his ** porsonal column’® has shot so many
men_that he is now spoken. of as ** the local lead-
itor.” ) ) et -
© S WHAT comes after T'1”. asked a teacher of a
pupil. who was learningtho alphabet.: . He received
the bewildering veply. =" You do - to see’Liza I
“ WHAT i% the difference . between the pawiea

‘I and the pawner ?—The former watches for his prey

until he gets it and the latter prays. for his watch.

but deesn't got it. IR, . )
Busy. editor * to troublesams annlicant’ who

porsistz in enlling 1 * To-dar’”is Thursday, and I'm

very busy.  Suppose you call next .'lhumluy, and .
thon 'll tell you when to-call again.™” :

A GrEAT [rish orator and wit was asked what

an Irish friend of his, who had just arrived in London.

could moan by porpotually putting out his toogue,

*I supposo he's trying tu catch tho English accent,”
smd‘aml. R




