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and found it warn’t thar, and what do you 
’spose he hid?"

'• I don’t know," gro 
Lem Williams in a chorus.

“ Well, I'll just tell you what he did. Ho 
propped up the axle tree, tuk the wheel off 
and eteppin’ out in the woods he picked up a 
pine knut, held it over the axle and squee _ 
the tar outen it. Old Pete Jennings had a 
grip what beat a vise, you bet."

*• Stranger.” said L<m Williams, as he rose 
up, •• I don't like to dispute a man's word, 
but that's a blazing lie, and I ain't gwine to 
believe it,” audtioond Bill Barker, ont lied 
and disgusted, mounted their horees and left 

“ What I'' shouted a big flatboatman, then Tipper with a serene smile on his fane as he 
known as the “Memphis Terror, as lie whittled the edge of a cracker box.
looked down the bluff ; “ What 1 Jim Bowie? ^------------

ow l’vo been looking for for
months. Jim Bowie I Why----------- him,
I’ll whip him so quick he won’t know what 
hurt him. I'll whip him if I never whip an- 

long as I live 1 Stand by, boys,

JAMBS BOWIE,

Anecdotes of the Inventor of the Bowie 
Knife.

On one occasion Bowie, rçhose reputation 
had reached Memphis, arrived by boat at that 
city, or rather at what was then known as 
the Third Chiokaaw Bluffs. The bank from

“ Of course she can’t expect to meet lords 
inBarlaston," continued the lady somewhat 
incoherently. " And I am afraid most 
young men nowadays look for money with a 
wife. But George can afford to marry for 
love. And, oh, Tom, if it can be managed, 
won't it be nice if he should take a fancy to 
Ada Ludlow ?"

miniature 
has often

light hair, and such a pretty little 
in a short waisted gown ! She 
shown them to mo when I was a little girl, 
and told me stories about Letitia Butler and 
Addison heueo. Fancy—after thirty years !
I wonder if I shall ever remember anything 
or anybody so long?”

n Why. of course yon will, you foolish 
child 1" returned her mother seriously. “ Do 
yon suppose you could ever forget Ted Ack- 
royd or the Doctor, who are your friends and 
Jack’s, just as poor Lelitia was mine ?”

"Oh, the Doctor 1" echoed Bee, pursing up 
her Fcarlet lips. " Painful impressions are 
notoriously hard to eradicate !"

“All right,” said George, node ng lazily,
«• I will think of a tremendous retort present
ly, madam. Just now I want to hear more 
ot these unhippy friends of your mother’s.
There is a daughter, you say, my dear Mrs. 
Throgmorton? ’

" Ob, yes ; and a charming girl, I am sure 
to judge by her letters ! It is really wonder, may 
ful, the spirit in which she takes their wjth 
reverses—her engagement only jnat broken 
off too when the crash came ! Most girls 
would be completely crashed.’’

" Yes,” admitted Bee |doubtfully —" if she 
cared tor Lord Meldrum. Somehow one is 
always disposed to think that when a girl 
marries a lord she does it only for the sake of 
the title, and it seems rather unfair. I sup
pose they are the same as any other young

quite so steady as some young men. Bee, or 
be would have known his own mind a little 
better.”

" Miss Ludlow was engaged 
drum ?" asked tlio Doctor, with all the suave 
readiness to bo amused induced by bis excel
lent luncheon and Bee’s dainty cigarette, 

continued to «« And he threw her over on account of the 
crash. I suppose - wanted money with his 
wife ?”

“No, no," returned Mia. Throgmorton— 
and her blooming face began to 
harden and grow cold. "I thought eo too 
—I am afraid there are men in the 
world heartless enough to marry for money— 
Letitia writes me word that,' it was all Lnoy

whito teeth from out a crisp tangle of nut- 
brown beard.

" lam anxious to hear," he was aaymg to 
his friend, “ why yon have been stopping in 
town, my dear Mrs. Throgmorton, during the 
hot weather ? It is easily seen the family phy
sician was away."

with a vexed, laughing face, and valiantly 
proving that she had the courage of her 
opinions on i 
new-comer.

before from
wled Bill Barker andw of her uncle’s carriage, 

time the cab stopped in juonmarK 
poor Lucy was trembling from head 
with fatigue and excitement and 
and stood sorely in need of a kind 

frozen heart and

some subject unknown to the
By the

morning sunshine was streaming 
warmly in through the Moorisbcurtains and 
lighting up with a friendly radiance the well- 
spread luncheon-table and the animated faces 
round, Mr. Throgmorton’s bald head and 
shrewd-looking spectacles, his wife's sweet 
matronly figure, with its abundant black hair 
and becoming mop-cap, Bee's ripe young 
tints and ^ino-like outlines, her brother 
Jack’s handsome close-cropped dark head, 
and a big fair giant of a young man, who was 
sitting next to Mise Throgmorton, and who 
remained absolutely silent, his eyes fixed on 
that young lady's expressive face throughout 
the hubbub.

"Oh, of coarse Doctor March will side 
againat me !" she retorted, in a bright con
tralto voice. " He always does ! But, as hie 
ignorance on the subject happens to be posi
tively dense------’’

Here an indignant exclamation at the door 
made every one start and look round ; and 
then, as they saw the young man standing 
there, hat in hand and revenge in hie eve, 
such a happy little scene of confusion, delight, 
welcome, ensued as brought a flash of pleas
ure to the Doctor's dark and sunburnt face.

- What, March, my boy, back again ! Glad 
to see yon !’’ said the master of the uuune, 
with his mouth full of game pie.

“ My dear George, this is a delightful sur
prise !” cried the mistress, rising and giving 
Lim both her fair plump hands. “ You are 
just in time for luncheon. Sit down and tell 
us all about yourself. What will you have? 
When did you arrive ?"

•« I say, mother, pass him around ! cried 
Jack.

- And leave a little bit for me, please,, 
added Bee, making room for the now comer at 
her side ; while young Aokroyd stopped look
ing at her for several seconde, aud seemed al
most about to speak in liis desire to join in

-the general welcome to Doctor March.
Was it really six weeks since the Doctor 

went away to Connemata and salmon fishing, 
fer his autumn holiday ?

It seemed an age, the young people agreed 
it seemed as if they never could tell each 
other all that had happened, all they bad 
heard and seen and done, eince they had eaid

foot

to warm her li said her mother 
yonr habit. We 
getting across to

King's Road. It is after three."
- Mamma wants to talk secrets with the 

Doctor." declared Bee, planting herself on the 
arm of her mother's chair and laying her 
blooming check down on the mob cap. "Gome 
into the brown room, yon dear trans
parent old darling, and Doctor March shall 
smoke liis cigarette while yon tell bim all 
about the Ludlows. Jack," the young lady 
added, ae she stood up and pulled her mother 
fondly out of the depths of hereaay chair,
•• you had better take Teddy away; we are 
going to talk sentiment."

Young Aokroyd stopped stroking his 
tacbe sod pushed bade his chair.

When he too rose and joined the 
the window, it appe 
young Throgmortona 
rose above them both.

“ Yon had much better come and mark for 
us,” returned Jack. " We are going to have 
a game of billiards."

"Take—Teddy—Aokroyd—away 1" repeated 
his sister, with a superb gesture of dismissal, 
which had the effect of loosening 
chal Neil rose ahe wore between the buttons 
of her habit.

The flower fell upon the floor; and Ted, 
stooping, picked it up and began to fasten it 
carefully into his own coat.

"You might say -please,’ I think," observed 
Bee. with some coldness.

Mr. Aokroyd said nothing, but 
arrange the leaf to his satisfaction.

" Come along, Ted," urged Jack impatient 
ly. " You'll be spouting poetry 

The two young men went off together, Ted 
Aokroyd looking back at Bee as the door

" Ted is talkative as ever,
George March, smiling, “ and 
ever to ———”

" Billiards," suggested Bee calmly.
" And now," continued the Doctor, "how 

about that cigarette in the brown room,»»* 
Throgmorton ? I have been looking forward 

ver since I started on my journey 
Stands itoe piano where it did ? And 

are Deedemona and Othello ?"
Throgmorton, his face covered with a 

silk handkerchief, was already asleep in his 
arm chair. Bee put her finger to her lips 

upon her mother's work basket.
" To the brown room !" ahe said in a stage 

whisper, leading the way."
Bee’s old school room, a rambling old wain

scoted barn on the dining room floor, was the 
favorite resort of the whole family. It had a 
huge bay window looking out on the smoke 
blackened town gardon at the rear of the 
house, a huge fireplace lined with blue and 
white tiles, which was at present filled with a 
groat bank of growing ferns, and it was 
furnished in an agreeablycompoaite manner, 
with odds and ends from all the other sitting 
rooms in the house.

Bee aud Jack had^B 
above the wainscot w 
collection of photographs
time to timo daring_____
travels. The brown oak floor had a i 
of old Turkey carpet in the middle, and 
ous old Persian ruga laid down before sofas 
and tables, while every variety of screen and 
lounge and easy chair that the mind of the 
Barlaston upholsters had conceived dunng 
the past twenty years was to be found rep- 

nted in the comfortable old brown room. 
Everyone had his or her particular scat or 

corner there. Papa would ask for a cup of 
tea aud glance over the evening papers there ; 
mamma would doze over her knitting in her 
especial sleepy hollow on wet afternoons; Jack 
would run in for a few minutes before ho 
dressed for dinner to tease Othello and Des- 
demona, Bee’s cats, or to tumble her music 
and crewel about with brotherly sang froid. 
Mrs. William, the gentle little wife of the 
eldest son, liked to sit there when ahe was 
tired of playing with her own doll’s house,and 
wns always* welcome when accompanied by 
baby, as that small potentate helped to make 
talk, aud placid little Charlotte was other
wise rather heavy in band.

Mies Throgmorton drew the lino of admit
tance, with two exceptions, at the members 
her own family. These exception were Ted 
Aokroyd, the only son of her father’ partner, 
with whom she bad grown up in frank and 
sisterly intimacy, and Doctor |

Seven years before, when the young man 
had come down te Barlaston Regia to succeed 
old Doctor Featherstono, whose practice he 
had bought, he brought with him a letter of 
introduction to the Throgmortona ; and, 
having conceived a hearty liking for the pleas
ant family whose children he romped with 

scolded and charmed, he had grown 
bo looked upon as a son of

" There, Bee, my dear," 
fondly, " run and change 
must soon be thinking of

welcome 
give it courage.

" Are you quite sure this is Denmark Ter- 
race?" she demanded nervously of the husky- 
voiced cabman. There had been a good many 
stoppages on the road while he had inquired 
bis way to the newly built street so oslled.

A tired-looking sei.ant opened the door 
and admitted that that aas number fourteen 
and that Mrs. Ludlow Bed there ; bnt she 
did not volunteer any assistance as she stared 
with all her eyes at the pale, pretty child in 
her quaint dress, so that Miss Thrale was left 
to pay the cabman treble his fare and to soe 
to the bringing in of her boxes herself.

"Ie my cousin here?" the poor little thing 
faltered, when at last she found her way into 
the narrow hall and stood helplessly m the 
midst of her luggage. “ Is there no one at
10The fired servant explained that Miss Lad- 

low and her " mar" were both at home.
"It’s the droringroom floor, mies—first 

i come to. I'll fetch

the boat landing to the top was about one 
hundred and fifty feet high, and a large num
ber of people were watching the arrival of the 
strangers. Looking down one of them re
cognized Bowie as he stepped over the gang 

auk and made the remark, " There cornea 
m Bowie."

Chiptsb VI.

Doctor March was the youugest ef the 
three physicians in the quiet old town of 
Barlaston Regis ; bnt, in spite of hie youth, 
which some people, and especially the other 
two physicians, looked upon as a serions 
disqualification in a medical roan, he was the

51
most popular.

Not a few of Doctor Featherstone’e pati
ents, it is true, had complained, when tbe 
young man first came to settle in the town, 
that he was hard and unsympathetic—which

have bem the cue when he had to deal other man aa long
theef’'time's1to ^Bpeafe'the'lrath T'iitUe to! * Bowje'came elowly op the.bank. ^In M.'

S!r!fot‘«5enZd h°mm‘eMe°ô «tom'he no pistol, rod mts evidently not «pwting or 
debarred Iront their sslfleh indulgences, or in tart prepared lor a fight. The tael did not 
to whom he recommended oold water and escape the now thoroughly interested spent»- 
exercise as his only prescriptions , women tors. Up went the flatboatman, promptly, as 
who expected .him to suggest new pleasures Bowie reached the top of the bluff. " Is yonr 
as remedies for a too listless and frivolous name Jim Bowie ? lie asked, 
life-these were tbe people who had found Bowie replied that it was.
Doctor March cold and intolerant. " Then," «honied tlio fiatboatman as he

,y were lew, now that he had been squared oil, “ I think yon a d - --d reeoa 
seven years laboring among them ; rod 11 and I'm going to whip yon r.ght here and 
the young man had to bear cold looks and bow." 
misconstruction in his time, he had hie re- Bowie 

last in the affection with which he
kn Sale riotionte 11 1 till on.l

That’s the fell THE FARMER'S HIRED MAN.

" I'm kinder lookin’ around the market fer 
a hired man." he exclaimed as he stopped at 
one of the stands and nibbled at an onion. “I 
kinder need one,but yet I kinder hope I shan’t 
be able to find one.”

" How’s that ?"
“ Wall, there ain't no pr 

no more. No, sir, he’s no 
" What's the reason ?"
" Oh, a dozen reasons. First and foremost, 

times have changed, and the hired man has 
changed with ’em. Ah ! sir, it makes me sad 
when I think of the hired men wo had before 
the war -great big fellers with the strength 
of an ox and the vim of a locomotive. I didn’t 
have to holler my lungs out to git one of 'em 
out of bed at three o'clock in the morning,and 
it was all I could do to coax ’em to got to bed 
at 10 o’clock at night. I'm afraid that we shan't 
never see no more hired men wuth keekin’ 
around fortheir board."

“ That’s sad."
... . “ It’s sad. and more, too. Now, as I said,

C°Itow!ê never fiiucheU. Hi, keen eye w„ ïto-ih’ 1er'™ "S
fi,ed on the Terror,'' who at tin, moment * rg , , ^ {„ w„rk *d,
wan laceto laee with h,m Bnt aa thaman ain'tIhavo never naked

ZSrStfZ* t“; ^hi, umbrella a, il to keep hi. antagonUt a. Lr « n!on, 3J5. h?.s5ST«*£

hj« yrrura.'SL'i: sSuto"t thêlamôu. T-ile wiÆtttt other. O^ihlfroik «
In doing » he puilri the umbreil. to him ÏÏ'ZJSkEJmZTÙ
jell, leaving tree m the hjjdol Bowie ^ , „„ m„n ,0 knook Allsnesssre-rassrae ïaÆ.do.*•*«“ML
promptueheath. The eight ol Bowie .land- ‘ Sn lh. w.to,

aSssseSF*-18h,etBwtVrd1,kPtoapnpd,ahir„km^ SB ««Wo-g tear „om
a, he gazed on Bowio'e weapon with staring 1,1
aye,. "Put it up; put ttSay that Myth,, ' ."jS anS 
lor Uod'aMke, Bowie. 1 wa, m,-taken m ^‘a toHe. B?iJ-tTnapkin. when he

twero them. „ „ “ 'A i" he.reehod the “« VffiSÜ.

“rutar:,;;™:.:oould always Bee «me good in every one. that scythe rod I ..ear to you III never attack 0g loall„gillg „hod or .it, domto a new.. 
Children positively adored him ; and, as another man »® °n?“8 Ll iwnt.t-lilv paper. Fifteen years ago if my hired man was
George had no little nephews and nieces to Bowie looked at his now thoroughly de- glo||for half a day I oould dock him. If he
spoil?lie was obUged to content himself with moralized opponent for * 7.Si died I coflU take out a month’s wages for
such snatches of enjoyment as were to be turning on his heel with the tbc trouble. Ho was glad to git store orders
found in the nurseries of his friends and pa- ard, walkedrapidly away. Thenoeforil for bi(J pay and be woald waall in the rainag-s;u£ ïs*.::

u p;h:isrnrh^M„r°r.r,:
SSæSrfHfiW ‘hi?Thcîyou "«n't hire another I"

the little toiïy^iVg^t^'eVgLg^/VT,
one., and laughed at them, and let them It wm on one clonal a dance when he '^Wm I went to know6 whether he', a man 
climb all over him and ki.i hi, kind brown wa, in ,nob layerable condition,, that I had hia p|„to for more meat rod la-

world, and that he should be spending cumstances. „ thought he had a pretty soft thing, and he
tho beet year, ol hie file without creating any Suppose, uni I, rclorrmg to a man ol look(jJ mi|illly lonesome when 1 cut Old H 
interest lor hinnell outside ol his prolession. hsroulean build, who stood near, «“PP0"= dred down to two linee and got through w_._

His mother had died while he waa a little you were attacked by such a man ae Hob lbe Lold'B Prayer in lorty seconde."
billow at echool ; and hia lather having mar- Johnson them. What then 7 ------------- *«.--------
ried egain abroad, yonng March had longht " Oh, dryly responded Bowie, I would WBAT THB BASHFGL 
his way in the world with but scanty encourage- cat him down to my me 1, WANTED,
ment or help from homo, indeed the house
ful of half-foreign children andjtheir middle-

id i group at 
that, tall as the 

were, his blonde head
oSt in a hired man 
good any longer."

a light in a
minute. , , ., „

But Lucy was already about half way up 
tbe narrow flight of stairs. After a little 
groping on the dark landing, she found the 
door of the drawing room and knocked with 
trembling fingers.

No notice was taken of tbe timid appeal ;
and went in.

—she conld see

x°"

afraid Lord Meldrum was nottho Mare But the

was a man of few words. IIe/stood 
and gazed at hie adversary, who was more 
emboldened than ever. " I think you’re a 
d—d coward," he veiled, " arid I’m going 
to knock your heal off," and so saying 
the " Memphis Terror" advanced to the

to Lord Mel-eo she opened tho door a 
By the uncertain light 

for tho invalid 
figure bending over 
woman, in a widow' 
which had been drawn

low, and in the gra 
of heavy faces that 
his way, bringing hope and 
solation with him.

George March wae too indifferent about 
success, as the world understands the word, 
too careless about money or position, to be 
ambitious ; and yet, in spite of his unselfish
ness, in spite of many honra devoted to un
profitable work, he had, eomewhat to hie own 
surprise got on.

His position was firmly established in Bar
laston Regis. His brougham with the bay 
horaea was to ha seen driving about all day 
in tbe best neighborhood ; his name wae on 

the various hospitals in the 
town ; and the result of all this was a very 
handsome income, which was steadily on the 
increase.

regarded by his patients, high and 
n the grateful looks and lighting np 

met him

small fire—lit 
a slender black 

work, and a pale 
, lying on the sofa 

up to the
scene looked ns if it wore painted in 

black and gray and flickering shadows ; tbe 
very silence seemed fall of gloom.

Lucy thought of her last coming home to 
the cheerful splendors of the house io Prince’s 
Gate, of her aunt and Ada kissing her before 
they went out in their glistening dinner 
dresses, and leaving her to rest, happy and 
hopeful for the morrow.

The contrast was sharp between now and

lighting np 
i as he went en 
healing and con

hearth.
I r

, I see," said 
as devoted as bay.

Thrale’s fault."

P Boo heaved an elaborate sigh.
" Who ie Lucy Thrale ?" she repeated dole- 

folly. “ If you had not been in Connemara 
for the past six wbeks, Doctor March, you 
would not bave required to ask that ques
tion. As fer papa and Jack and po6r me, 
we'have eaten and drunk and thought nothing 
but Lucy Thrale ever since we got back !’’

" Bee,”, said Mary Throgmorton, smiling 
and coloring like a girl, "yon mast not laugh 
at your yoor old mother."

*• No, darling, I won’t," cried Boe,squeezing 
her mother's head against her bosom as she 
stood behind her chair—" at least not now. 
I’ll go and change my habit, and yon shall 
have the Doctor all to yourself, an unresisting 
victim."

Thrale. Who is Lucy Thrale,

^"Ada 1" cried the poor worn out child, in a 
tremulous voice, as «he stood in the doorway; 
and Miss Ludlow, lettin ; her work fall,turned 
round with a slight start.

" Lucy, ie it yon ?" she asked in a whisper, 
rising to meet the traveler. " We had given 
you up for to-night. Come in; but pray don’t 
speak loud, for mamma is asleep !"

Holding up her cheek as she spoke to her 
taller cousin, Ada drew her kindly into the

ofthe staffgood bye in that very room.
Bat the Doctor's account of himself was 

brief. He declared that he had brought an 
excellent appetite with him from Ireland—an 
assertion which he proceeded to prove as well 
as the prevailing excitement would permit— 
and that he had left his heart behind him, 
neatly divided in five pieces between as many 
cousins with gray eyes and a delicious 
brogue, each of whom had rejected him decis
ively, but with every assurance of her distin
guished consideration.

a Irish girls are noted for their sterling 
common sense," said a mischievous voice, 
which went on, without allowing time for a 
reply, to say that Jack had been on i 
tonr in Devcgshire with Ted Aokroyd, who 

spoken more than once on the road ; that 
Mrs. William had taken baby to Scarborough 
to be spoiled by a fond grandmamma ; that 
papa and Bee had been abroad among the 
mountains—they had met tho Bryers at 
Pontroeina, and Janet had enquired most 
tenderly after tho doctor—a dismal groan 
here from the doctor—and that only poor 
mamma had remained at home all by herself 
and spent the warm September days in look- 
ing after the house in King’s Road 
Ludlows.

“ The Ludlows ?" repeated Doctor March 
inquiringly, as he set down his empty tankard.

“ Doctor March has not heard about the

to it e

No wonder the Barlaston young ladies 
looked kindly upon him ; and George March 
was, besides, very well worth liking on his 
own account.

There was nothing especially hero like 
about him, perhaps ; but he was eo cheery 
and steadfast, so strong and so gentle, that 
people who had looked in his face—and es
pecially women—felt instinctively that he was 
to be trusted and esteemed, whatever differ
ences of opinion might afterwards occur be-

and seized

Lucy tried to speak, but her words dried in 
her swelling throat ; and, catching Ada in 

she covered her face with passionate

l man of to day. 
lars. He won’t

her arms,

the*‘ Ada," ahe cried, " you are so good ; you 
don’t know what I feel for you ! But I would 
give my life to make up for the past ! 
Do you forgive mo, dear, aud will yon 1

ng
ho " And now,” demanded George, as the door 

closed behind the girl’s tall shape, “ who is 
Lucy Thrale ?"

" Mies Thrale is Ada Ludlow’s cousin, 
girl she has treated like a sister ; and it is she 

use of Lord Meldram'e dis-

had
F

" There is nothing to forgive," returned 
Miss Ludlow quietly. “ You must not 
think of it any more. Como and have some 
toa."

Lucy released her with a sigh, and stealing 
across to the sofa, bent down to look at 
the sad sleeping face that lay there in the wid-

papored the walla 
ith

was the cause - 
honorable behavior."

" Has Lord What’s hia name married the 
cousin then ?”—watching tho delicato smoke 
of his cigarette as it curled above hia head 

" " Oh, dear, no !" returned his friend, with « 
short, ecornfnl laugh. " I don’t 
meant anything serions ; the young lady 
gained nothing by her device after all."

" Did Lord Mcldrnm throw over both the 
girls then ?" inqnir- d George, somewhat be
wildered.

"My dear George, no—of course 
Miss Thralo is by way of having icfusod 
don't you sec ? But what do you think of i 
girl who conld encourage her cousin’s be
trothed husband eo shamelessly aa to lead the 
young man into a proposal ?"

“ And apparently for tho mere pleasure of 
refusing it ?" added George, 
seems rather a complicated 
afraid I must reserve my 
the meanwhile what has 
Thrale?"

"Oh, she ie to live with the Ludlows again, 
I believe ! Ada does not agree with her 
mother in blaming Lucy for Lord Meldrum’s 
fickleness."

" It would bo an admission of Miss Lucy’s 
superior fascination to do so ; wouldn’t it?" 

"George,” cried his friend reproachfully, 
, you could not 

paltry feelings 1 And, 
pretty air of triumph—" it 

is she who has persuaded her mothe 
for Miss Thrale ; so you see she can’t be very 

afraid of her cousin’s fascination, as 
you call it."

" I beg Miss Ludlow’s pardon," raid George, 
laughing.

“ Ada declares—so tier mother 
thing !—that Lord Meldrum must 
rumors of the difficulties that were threaten
ing the firm, for she had noticed a change in 

ner towards her long before Lucy 
Thrale and he ever met. It is very sweet of 
Ada, of coursa, to take her cousin's part ; but 
I havo my own opinion of Lucy Thrale. I 
bate a deceitful girl 1"

" In that case, mother," cried Bee, coming 
into the room in a charming walking dress, 

l palling on her long suede gloves as she 
spoke, " you will allow me to tell Doctor 
March frankly that ho is very much in the 
way, and' that wo shall be obliged to turn 
him out if he doesn’t go oat of his own ac
cord."

Georgo rose reluctantly and lookei at his

" For 
little 
frank 
thank for 
tom of it. 
to hate her."

a miscellaneous 
picked up from 

holidaytheir

rappoea“ Oh^Ada," she said, a sob breaking from 
her overcharged heart, " how changed she is 
—h. w terrible it all seems ! Poor, poor uncle 
Robert ! If I could only hive been able to
soe him before ho----- ”

" Hash, pray 
arranged the di 
aud noiseless touches. " I am afraid tho 
tea is cold. Let me take your jacket and hat."

Lucy had sank down upon a chair by the 
sofa, covering her face with her hands, and 
doing her best to conquer the agitation that 
was shaking her from head to foot ; but she 
rose now, and begaû with unsteady fingers to 

aside her wraps.
hope you had not a very nuplcasant 
r ?” continued Mias Ludlow. " I could 

ma, or I should havo gone to 
’’—with a sad little smilo— 

[go,you know, to send now. 
found us out without very

iws, mother,” said Bee, with a go >d 
ed shrug of the shoulders ; " and of 

on'l care to hear about the 
else in p.x>r old prosy Barlaston, 

cara arc still ringing with that Irish 
to rave about in his

! " whispered Ada, as 
sordered tea table with

not !
ol™»course 

anything 
while his
part-singing he used 
letters."

-My
tion," said George March mournfully.

“I believe myself,” said Bee, with 
severity, “ that" lie heard nothing but tbe 
soprano voice. It was yonr cousin Aileen, 
wasn't it, who sang the treble part?"

" Yea ; but her sweet heart, young Cnute, 
was six feet high and kept hid eye on me. I 
had no chance at all in that quarter."

" Take care, Bee 1” interposed her brother 
provokingly. “ Bettor not talk about music. 
It brings us back to the all important point 
in tho discussion of which we were pulled up 
by George’s appearance on the scene.”

" By tho way," George put in gravely, 
“ didn't I hear something as I came in about 
When the doctor gets back ? It seems then 
Miss Throgmorton, that no one can be found 
capable of keeping you in order during my

wounds bleed afresh at Ihe rooollec- dubiously. " It 
i coso, and I am 
decision. But in 
become of Miss

Sth

1
journey . 
not leav 
meet you,
“ there is 
But I hope you 
much difficulty ?"

" Yes, thank you," returned Lucy faintly ; 
and then the tired servant,entering in answer 
to a summons from Misa Ludlow, explained 

’’ was cut, that there was very 
o kitchen, and nothing in the

CLERKvo mam

nocarr A STRANGE CUSTOM.

Dancing: and Rejoicing Over the Death 
of a Child.

Old Pinohem eat in his private office the 
other day figuring up his profits for May, 
when his head clerk, looking as pale as a 
sheep a"d as read as a cow by turns, entered 
and began :

Mr. Pinche 
" Have yon g 

zoo ?” interrupted the 
" Yes, sir, th 

have long--------"
" And about that order for starch ?”
" That has been attended to, air. Mr. 

Pinohem, I have long wanted to speak to 
you."

ngod coquette of a mother which went by that 
name was no home in the eyes of tho young

Bnt for all that the slip-shod family in 
Brussels had profited considerably by 
creasing popularity ; and hie father’s widow, 
with her numerous offspring, were now reoog 
nized pensioners on his bounty.

George was a cheerful giver, and did not 
complain ; bnt il is certain that he had not 
been mortally offended when hie step mo 
had elected to remain among her own friends 
in Belgium, instead of accepting a share of his 
home in Barlaston' Regis. It was quieter to 
be alone, he considered, though there would 
certainly have been ample roem for them all.

Doctor March lived in Beaadeeert Gardens, 
in a big old fashioned home which he had 
taken with the practice from old Doctor Feath- 
erstone, and which he continued to occ 
though it was situated in an antiquated q 
ter of the town and was a great deal too s 
ions and stately for his simple bachelor 
tablishment. But it suited tlio Doctor, who 
liked tho eld world tranquility of the sq 
in which it stood, and his patients did not 
find it too out-of-the-way to prevent their 
thronging of a morning in goodly numbers to 
liis consulting room. Good old Mre. Batters 
a relic of Doctor Featheretone’s regime, had 
remained with the other fixtures, playing the 
part of ministering spirit to tho young man 
and making him as comfortable as it was 
possible for a bachelor to be. George used to 
declare, laughing, that that was saving a good

aation to do so; wouldn’t it? 
cried his friend reproachfully 
ad Ada's letter,

Erge,
" if you had rea 
suspect her of 
besides"—with a

[San Antonio, Texas, Express ]
portions of Ireland, and 

ead in Mexi
m, I—I--------’’
got those goods off for Kahuna-

ff. Mr. Pinohem, I

his in- Wakes in some 
dances over tho d 
mon. but in this part of tbe o 
people frown down 
fit to be

that “ missus 
little firo in th 
house.

11 It docs not matter !" exclaimed Ln 
hurriedly. “ I—I 
have some tea, please ; it will 

h.”

go
old

too, are oom- 
ivilizcd world 

upon the custom as only 
i practiced by barbarians. Still, there 

was a wake in this city last evening at the 
residence of Francisco Ramos, a Mexican, on 
Losoyo street, adjoining San Antoine ice 
street. A child eight months of

Marsh.
r to send

ey gone o
iviUgry. I will 

be quite hoi
not lam

therlug 
- If Beo smiled disdainfully, and Ted Aokroyd, 

putting his arm over the back of his 
fell to smoothing his tawny moustache 
slow and thoughtful strokes.

" It is a pity you did not get back a day 
sooner, old fellow," persisted Jack, offering a 

ieco of broad to a magnificent rod setter 
at was lying at young Aokroyd'a feet—the 

insult being ignored by the recipient with im- 
pcrturable good breeding. " You missed a 
treat, by Jove 1 What do you think our 
friend Reyloff gave us by way of voluntary 
yesterday at afternoon church ?"

“ I am alraid to guess," declared the Doc 
tor solemnly. “ I know Royloff’s proclivities 
too well.”

"Oh,

“ If you don’t mind then," said Ada with 
gentle reluctance ; and she poured out a 
o! the cold tea and hersolf brought it to 
cousin. " Yon see, Maida Valu is not qnite 

Prince’s Gate, is it ?’’
Lucy swallowed the tea as well as the 

big lump in her throat would lot her. Being 
a httlo weak from her fever, and having eaten 
nothing for some hours, the 
her eyes in spite of herself ; but she waa eo 
determined that they should not fall, so re
solved to look on the bright side on this her 
first night at home, that she sat and stared 
at the tiro until it looked like a great red sun, 
filling the room with an unnatural splendor, 
not trusting herself to speak.

Meanwhile Ada had resumed her m 
11 You don’t mind my going on with my 

work ?" she had said, smiling. " It is 
an order from the Gentlewomen’s Aid 
society, and I am anxious to finish it before 
we leave town."

ing under __
that had come to pass, 
seemed to be spoken.

" Wo have only been waiting until you 
were able to travel."

A long silonco followed between tho con- 
II was broken by a feeble voice from

°w“h age died
yesterday morning, and the parents did not 
weep, bat rejoiced over the loss. They loved 
their little one, yet rejoiced btcanso it was 
taken away in its purity of infancy to joip 
the angel hosts np yonder. They were glad 
they had been thus made instiumcntsl in 
adding another chorister to the hosts 
ing hosannahs on high. So they determined 
to demonstrate their rejoicing to tho world 
by inviting friends and relatives about them, 
and having a dance - a wake, as the world re
gards such demonstrations. An Exprèst 
representative chanced around to the place 
about 9 o’clock p. m., found the honse bril
liantly lighted and qnito a number 
of pereons present. A harper seated in front 
ot the entrance door, was playing a familiar 
waltz, and throe or four couples were dancing 
to the music. Under tho gallery shed, and 
just behind the harper, lay tho dead infant, 
a pretty little girl. She was dressed 
and had becu placed upon a box that was 
covered with a white cloth, trimmed with 
red about tbe borders. Tbo hands of tbe 

were nicely folded, aud within them 
was placed a bouquet of artificial flowers of 
crimson hue. Resting loosely about tbo head 
of the deceased was a ooronei of whito artifi
cial flowers, and a oimilar wreath 
the lifeless frame, while roses, p 
several kinds of wild flowers wer 
promiscuously q^iput the remains, 
departed one was actually nestled 
natural and artificial 
vines. Quite a number of ladies and gentle
men who possed that way were invited within 
by the father, and admired the pretty little 
infant, but looked with strange thoughts upon 
the scene in tho adjacent room, where rejoic
ing took the place of those common expres
sions and demonstrations of grief that are 
manifested where the loved ones of the family 
circle are taken away to be hero no more 

tbe first scene of tbe 
witusssrd in this city.

writes, poor 
, have heard peak to me. Why, I thought you 

me fifty times a day." 
sir, I know, but this is a private

Ah 1 s 
spoke to

“ Yes, 
matter."

" Private ? Oh ! Ah ! Wait till I see 
how much wo made on that last 10,000 
pounds of soap. Six times four are twenty- 
four ; five times two are ten. and twe to carry 
are twelve ; three times seven are twenty-one 
and one—ah, well, go ahead ; I’ll finish this 
afterwards."

“ Mr. Pinohem, I have been with yon U.i* 
long years."

" Ten, eh ? 
than any

" And

'■ Audi
" Hold on i

But never mind—I’ll hear you out."
" Mr. Pinohem, I want to ask—ask 

to ask—"
“ Well, why don't yon 

bco why yon don't ask, if von want to."
" Mr. Pinchem, I want to ask you for—for

by degrees to 
the house.

Bee had then been a thin awkward child of 
thirteen, in short frocks and long plaits ; now 
she was a beauty, done with school and gov
ernesses, very fond of riding with Jack and 
Te l on‘her bay horse Nip, and very popular 
with the Barlaston young men.

It was Doctor March’s daily custom to 
steal half an hour on his way home to his 
bachelor dinner for a chat in the brown 
room. Mr. Throgmorton’s kindly face was 
like a cordial to the lonely man, and he 
could always find something to dispute about 
with Bee, to whom he was in the habit of 
rcadiug small lectures which it was plain she 
did not receive with any great respect. 
George persevered nevertheless in hia warn
ings against tho sinfulness of an idle life and 
tho many little temptations which beset a 
pretty spoiled girl in a wealthy home—nota
bly tho love of dress, which • he declared, 
somewhat unjustly, was Bee’s greatest 
snare, or of frivolous reading, or gossip or 
ürtation.

Bee’s piano still stood in the corn 
ed to thn

like
his mana p 

tha
tears came into Z:

eh ? Any longer 
ahead.”

Long years, 
years ? Go 

I have always tried to do my doty." 
eh ? Go on.”

akc bold—”
! What is there bold about it

go on, pray !” observed Miss Throg
morton, with marked politeness.

" Let us have it, Jack ! I am prepared for 
What did he play?" 

ly a transcription of Bcatboven’e Ade- 
that’s all.”

"Did ho, by Jove?”
" Ho played it deliciously," protested Bee 

with warmth.
" No doubt. But since when," inquired 

Doctor March calmly, “ has that ultra pas
sionate love song been considered sacred ?"

“ Sacred ?” echoed the young lady si 
“ All good music is sacred, D

Hth
the worst.

“On!
laide—. my part," he grumbled, “ I prefer a 

amiable blarney in a woman to 
impertinence. But I know whom to 

r all this. Miss Ludlow ie at the bot- 
I think I must make up my mind

—I wantsoon do wc go ?” asked Lucy, winc- 
• this fresh reminder of tbo changes 

unconsciously as it ask then ? I don't
Popular and prosperous as he was, it was 

evident that, outside of one or two bouses, 
Doctor March did not care much about socie- 
ty ; and many sighs were caused by the care
less good humor with which he divided liis 
attentions among the many pretty girls in 
Barlaston who were se willing to please him 
if they had only known how, and who secret
ly pitied him so much for living all by him
self in that great lonely house.

George March was perfectly contented how
ever with hia condition ; and prudent moth
ers, who had paid the rising physician many 
attentions since his arrival in Barlaston, be
gan to look upon him ae a hopeless case.

One or two of these ladies, more daring 
than the rest, or having a larger number of 
daughters on probation, had aoanded the 
young man discreetly on the subject of mar
riage, and had given him to understand that 
in hie profession it was moat desirable that 
he should settle down early and begin to be 
looked upon as a family man. But the Doc
tor only laughed, declaring that he was aa 
happy »s the days were long, and that a man 
conld bri no more if he had twenty wives. 
And he/would add that he claimed to be con- 
sidcroiPa regular old fogey already by right of 
hie ugly face.

It was ev:deni
Having an immense and eager interest 
profession, and a large capacity for hard 
work, the world to bis nine and twenty 
years seemed a bright place enough.

His household was well ordered, faithful 
old Batters being the fine flower of managers; 
and, if ever George dreamed of a change in 
the tranquil routine of his existence, it was 
ae of some far off indefinite prospect which 
did not trouble him at all as yet.

And in tbe meanwhile there wae the pleas
ant old house in Upper Brunswick street to 
look upon as home, to say nothing of his little 
brood of step brothers and sisters to provide 
for, and the varions cares and interests which 
had grown about him since he had taken root 
in the town.

Among these were the visits at the North 
End, of which he had spoken to Mrs. Throg
morton. They were to be paid in tbe poorest 
quarter of tbe town, ând would bring the 
Doctor no fees at all. The poor woman never- 

ess whose scalded child lay dying in a 
stifling garret, and the bed ridden girl, her 
neighbor, found the tendereet skill, the 
gravest svmpatby, most freely lavished in 
their service ; and the delight of these poor 
women and of other humble patients in 
tbe Doctor’s return was certainly worth the 
additional hour they kept him away from 
home.

infant11 Why not drive over to King’s Road with 
ns and see the house ?” suggested Mrs. Throg
morton as sho left tho room to put on her 
bonnet. " We have really made it look very 
pretty, considering how little time there has 
been."

of frivolous re —for—’
“ You want to ask mo for tho hand of my 

daughter. Ah ! Why didn’t you speak right 
out ? She's yours, my boy ! Take her and 
bo happy. Yon might have had her two years 
ago if you had mentioned it. Go ’long, now— 
I’m busy."

" Mr. Pinohem."
" What, you here yet ? Well, what ie 

it? "
" I wauled to ask you
“ Didn’t I give her to yon, yon rascal !"
" Yes, but what I wanted to ask you for 

was, not tho hand of your daughter, hut for â 
raise of salary."

" Oh, that was it, eh ? Well, air, that ia an 
entirely different matter, and it requires 'time 
for serious thought and earnest consultation. 
Return to your work, and some time next 
I'll eeo about giving yon a raise of a dollar a 
week. Six times four are twenty four and 

three times-----

corner, where 
iry hours together 

in her school days ; and sometimes, when 
the young man had exhausted bis powers of 
invective and had subsided into a friendly 
chat with
play a dreamy accomp 
conversation, filling the pauses with delightful 

that ever after reminded her vaguely 
and knitting needles. 

Doctor March's one cigarette was 
med by the imperious yonng misti

fully.
March !"

“ My dear 1" cried Mrs. Throgmorton, in a 
warning voice.

George March raised his

" Now that point is settled," he observed, 
“ I shall look forward with considerable ex
citement to next Sunday, 
by that time wo may be dancing gravely out 
of church to the minuet in Don Giovanna ? 
I believe—I believe, Miss Bee, that Mozart’s 
m usic is still considered pretty good, though 
Richard Wagner has asserted it is only fit to 
facilitate digestion at a royal banquet."

" Not a bad thing to do either,” declared 
Mr. Throgmorton, helping himself to another 
cutlet. " I doubt whether Wagner’s music 
would da as much for me.”

“Would *

tho sofa."
it for wea encircled 

inks and 
e strewn 
Tho littl 

in ù bed j 
flowers and wreaths of

“ Mary,” said the sleeping woman, smiling 
anil stirring among her pillows, " the lilac 
bushes in the playground are -beginning to 
bud ; it will soon be holiday time.’

"Mamma," said Ada, going to her and 
kneeling down by tbe sofa," arc you awake?"

"Oh, is that you, my love ?" said the poor 
lady, sighing as she pat her hand on her 
daughter's head. " I believe I was dieaming. 
Hava I been long asleep ?"

" Not very long, mamma. Here is Lucy. 
Will you not sit up and speak to her?"— 
" Lacy I"

Mrs. Ludlow started 
wild sleepy eyes at the pretty troubled young 
creature, who had risen and was standing be
fore her in her gray convent-gown, uncertain 
v^ether to approach any nearer.

" Pray speak to my cousin, mamma," urged 
Ada, softly.

And then
and spoke a few words, not unkindly, while 
her gaze still wandered uneasily over the 
budding figure and sweet quivering face that 

above her daughter’s flaxen head as the 
two girls knelt before her.

“ They did not cut off your hair ?” she said, 
looking at the great rough bronze braid that 
fell on Lacy’s milk-white neck. And Lnoy 
answered—

" No.
Letitia ; it

"You

" I am afraid I must not be tempted," said/ 
George. “ Your little romance has beguiled* 
me into forgetting th 3 hour. I had no idea 
it was so late. This is my first day back, 
yon know ; and I must see Stetson, who will 
be wanting to get away. I have a few visits to 
nav too at the North End.’r

eyobrows provo K-
ofMr. Throgmorton, the girl would 

reamy accompaniment lo their 
—' ' -------- ’th delightful

music 
of Turkish tobacco

Who knows but for—for—"

tioned by the imperious young mistress of 
the brown room, though no one else, as Ted 
ruefully declared, dared as much as to men
tion tho word smoke. She had even lear 
make tho cigarette herself, and took pleas
ure in doing her old friend that small service.

George used to declare that it agreed with 
him to be made much of. just as
it waa an idiosyncraoy of Miss Throg
morton's to require a great deal of 
judicious bullying ; and it was certainly very 
refreshing, as he often admitted, to feel that, 
after a long and harassing day's work, there 

one place where ho was sure of reel, 
and could enjoy to , his heart's content the 
spoiling and consideration which he professed

On this day there waa no mnsic in the 
brown room, and no fqnabbling. Mra. Throg
morton waa too fall of her friends the Lud- 
lows and their troubles. Bee made tbe Doc
tor bis cigarette in silence as the story was 
told of her mother's girlish friendship and of 
the appeal made by her old schoolfellow 
for a renewal of the long forgotten intimacy*

'• It is a wonderful world I" the kind woman 
concluded, with a sort of awe in her voice. 
" There are all sorts of unexpected ups and 
downs in it, and if ever I felt tempted to 
grumble over the difference between my posi
tion and Letitia’s, I am sure I ought to ask 
pardon for it now on my knees. Just look at 
me. Doctor, with my Home and my kind old 
Tom, and my three dear children—bless 
him ! —round me still ; and here is poor Let
itia, who has lost husband and health and 
money all at one b'.ow, coming to Barlaston 
with her poor girl unprovided for, to live in 
that little villa in the King’s Road, and to 
eke out her scanty income as best she may."

“ So that is tho meaning of yonr stay in 
town, my dear Mrs. Throgmorton ?” said 
Georgo gently. " No wonder yon are looking 
none the worse for it ; yon are never eo happy, 
I know, as when yon are devising kindnesses 
for others."

" Aud to show you,” remarked Beo, who 
was putting the finishing touches to her 
cigarette, " what an old fashioned, uisuspeet- 
ing, behind the aga darling she is, Doctor, I 
mast explain that my mother sees nothing 
strange in tho fact that tbe Ludlows, who 
have ignored her existence for nearly thirty 
years of prosperity, have suddenly recalled the 
fact in their poverty."

“Don’t, Bee, my child," eaid JMri. Throg
morton, shaking her head—" don’t try to 
make yourself out so cold and calculating 
is Jack who puts fcuch notions into your 
head, because he thinks they are manly- 
foolish boy !—and show his knowledge of the

Bee wes giving Doctor Mardi a light, and 
did not answer, except by sohty touching her 
mother’s blooming cheek with her disengaged

" Why should not poor Letitia come to me 
in her trouble ?”■continued Mrs. Throgmorton 
simply. “ Did I not promise long ago that I 
would never forget her?"

" And you have kept your word, you old 
love ! Do you know. Doctor March, my 
mother has a little packet ol yellow letters np 
stairs from Mrs. Ludlow, and • long curl of

Well, come back and dine with us, if yon 
can," urged hie friend hospitably ; “ we shall 
be qnite alone ; " and she went away to get 
ready for her drive.

Bee was locking at herself in the dingy old 
mirror over the tall chimney piece, an 
her bonnet strings in a prettier knot.

" I suppose, child,” said Doctor March, 
with a sudden gravity, “ it is of no use to ask 
you for any nows of my poor people over 
there ?"

Bee turned round.
" I have no time to spare," she said.
" From choosing new bonnets ?"
“ Do yon like this one?" she demanded 

archly. “ Is not that little crimson pompon 
very becoming ? Tell the troth now 1"

“ You foolish girl," persisted George un
moved by tho flash of whito teeth and the 
provoking sparkle of dark eyes, " why don't 
yon try to think of something better than 
bonnets?"

" 1s there anything better?" ahe asked de-

But George would not smile.
" I don’t like close rooms and narrow alleys 

in warm weather," ponied the girl, seeing his 
grave face ; bnt her great brown eyes fell nr1- 
der the young man’s cool glance.

Ho laughed and sighed in spite of himself
“ You. did not like them any better in cold 

weather, as far as I can remember 1"he cried; 
and then Bee made an appealing little face.

" Don’t scold mo on yonr first day at home," 
ahe said, smiling. " I will try to get up a 
taste for dirty babies and bad air ; and then I 
will invest in a poke bonnet and a big basket 
and go about like Janet Dryer, asking poor 
people impertinent questions and calling wo
men old enough to bo my mother by their 
Christian names."

" Janet Bryer means well," said Doctor 
March coldly.

" So do I," Bee asserted with a coaxing air. 
" Oh, here is mamma I I am qnite ready, 
darling. Come, Doctor."

" I will get yon to drop me at the office, 
Mary, on your way," said Mr. Throgmorton, 
opening the dining room door aa they crossed 
the hall. “ I have had an uncommon loo 
nap, to ba sure I Couldn't have slept soon 
through one of RevIofTs voluntaries !”

" Tom," slid his wife suddenly, as they 
followed Bee and the Doctor, and heard tbe 
happy young voices disputing up to the very 
door ol the carriage, " do you know what has 
come into my head ?"

“ Nothing very bad, I dare say, Marv my 
dear," responded Tom Throgmorton, with a 
complacent glance at the handsome matronly 
figure by hie side.

" You know how long I have been urging 
George March to marry ?”

" Yon are a bom match maker, Molly, like 
every woman who is worth her salt."

- Well, I have got tbe very girl at last, I 
do believe, who would just suit him for a

igy < 
d tyiand looked with foliup

ret forever. This was 
kind the reporter

you like me to play tbo Swan 
song, or the Pilgrim’s Chorus, papa, by way 
of trying the experiment ?" cried Bee, flashing 
friendly defiance at Doctor March out of her

CHAMPION LIARS. two t carry ; and M.

A Few Startling Yarns Told ln a Texas 
Grocery.

Hank’s grocery is situated on the edge of a
airie in Southern Texas and on Sunday 

crowd used to meet there and snap 
news and lies and havo horse races and get 
boiling drunk and indulge in other harmless 
amusement. Old Lem Williams used to be on 
hand every Sunday and was considered the 
boas liar of tbe State. One Sunday Lem Wil
liams himself was seated in front of Hank's 
grocery, spitting tobacco juice at a grasshop
per, when Bill Parker inquired ;

“ How's crops up your way, Lem ?"
«• Well," he replied, " corn’s sorter 'gin to 

tasseling, but the stand ie powerful poor."
•• That seems to be the general com

plaint," remarked Bill.
" Yes, this hero country ain't good for 

raisin’ com," said Lem, as he took a fresh 
chew; "but if you want to see corn what 
ie corn, you just orter go to Fort Bend. 
When I was farming on tne Brazos, in that 
country, my corn grow eo tall and 
thick that I had lo hang lamps on the 
male’s ears to see how to plow a fourrow. 
It was corn and no mistake, and in tho fall 
the stalks were eo higli that I had to knook 
tho ears down with a sassafras pole, 
my skin, the ears ware so big that it

THEODORE PARKER ON MARRIAGE.Mrs. Ludlow held ont her hand brown eyes.
" Spare as !" cried George and Jack, with 

admirable unanimity; and Tei Aokroyd 
stopped stroking bis mustache and looked
round fartively for his hat.______

Mr. Throgmorton ^railed fondly 
ughtor's animated face.
" I am too old, child," he said, " to play 

tricks with my digestion."
" Besides," suggested George, " i 

Thackery who complains of the diffi 
man with any ear has in eating to music — 
how he lets his soup get oold by keeping time 
with a march, or bolts his mutton when the 
band strikes up a galop ?"

“A man’s dinner should not be trifled 
with," said young Ackroyd, speaking for Ihe 
first time in a deep lazy voiee like that of an 
amiable ogre.

" Io the sacred canso of dinner, Ted, yon 
can, I see, be eloquent," said Jack.

Young Ackroyd, unmoved by his conversa
tional success, merely went on stroking his 
mustache and looking at Miss Throgmorton.

" Music is all very well in its way," was 
Mr. Throgmorton’s summing np ; “ and I 
like mine with a tune in it-”

“ tio does
mg her dark head. " H 
Donizetti and Bellini, wb 
used to call ' on certain 
Ackroyd, being 
tain noise.’ Yon see, 
tho only composer
things.’’ __

“ I am crushed," returned the Doctor 
meekly. " Mrs. Thogmorlon, will you send 
this young lady away ? She has eaten quite 
as many peaches as are good for ht r ; 
stand in need of a little streking down after 
this unexpected and, I may add, unmerited 
attack. The Irish girls I have met lately 
were tao amiable to quarrel ; and I am out 
of practice.’’

“ Poor thing ! I am so sorry lor you !’’ 
ejaculated Bee, following tha young man ns 
he rose and went across to Mrs. Throg
morton's easy chair, which stood by the 
open window, near the well filled flower

" Wait until March comes back !” Mrs. Thrognaorton looked up affectionately
" Yes. What will the Doctor say ?” « he perched himself on the wmdow^iU
“ Yon had better give in, Bee !" close to her work basket—a tall, dark, broad
These were the contused eiolsmstions over- shouldered leUo»,who s-exed tohav e 

heard by Doctor March as he opened the with httn seine happy rod wholesome 
door ol the dioing.room in Mre. Throgtnor- «™8 bo™ ot^ 
ton's house io Upper Bronswiek street. Bar. rlln “jUm* Mt air, rod whole lace m 
lastou-Regis—the old bntler having merely yet alight with the .pleasnre J""™™?*|
smiled ares peelful welcome in the hall rod home The lace wasaplamrodromewtoti 
felt him to Sni hia own way, and saw Boo »*«™ loohyi one ; bnt He dm* andstrmght 
Throgmorton, n tatl. brown beauty, in a nceewererùe.medlromie?m» hyagood 
riding-habit, oonlronting Ihe aesemhled lamily humored mouth rod by Ihe pleatrol flub ol

Young people 
temperaments and

marry their opposites in 
general character, and such 
rally good ones. They de 

young man does not 
eyes require to be wed with 

blue, and my over vehemence requires to be a 
little modified with somewhat of dulness and 
roeerve." When these opposites come to
gether to be wed they do not know it, but 
each tbinka the other just like himeelf. Old 

never marry their opposites ; they 
heir similars, and from calculation.

two arrangements is very

SS.,.that he was incorrigible.
in his marriages are general 

it instinctively. The 
, " My blackat his

isn’t itthey thought it would be a pity, aunt 
il is such a mop 1" 
do not look as if

proper. In their long journey these opposites 
will fall ont by the way a great many times, 

back again, and by-and- 
bye they will be agreed as to the place they 
will go to, and the road they will go by, and 
both become reconciled. The man will be 
nobler and larger for being associated with eo 
ranch humanity unlike himself, and she will 

man for having manhood beside 
her, that seeks to correct her deficiencies and 
supply her with what she lacks, if the div ~ 
eity be not too great, and if there be reel 
generosity and love in their hearts to begin 
with. The old bridegroom, having 
shorter journey to take, must as 
himself with one like himself. A 

complete marriage is, perhaps, l, j 
perfect personal beauty. Men a

fractionally, now a s__ _
i large fraction. Very few are 

then only, I think, after 
some foity or ttlty years of gradual approach 
a..,, ««périment. Such a large and sweet 
fruit ia a complete marriage, that it needs a 
very long summer to ripen in and then a lo~ ■ 
winter to mellow and season. But a real, 
happy marriage of love and judgment be
tween a noble man and woman is one of the 
things eo very handsome that, if the 
were as the Greek 
might stop the worl 
eyes with tuch a fpectacle.

had been ill,"
observed Mrs. Ludlow, and then added, 
tnrnmg to her daughter, " I think, my love, 
I wall go to bed. I am very tired."

Seeing her stand np, Lnoy sprang f 
to carry the pillows and to offer her 
arm ae a support.

But the poor woman shrank back piteously 
and clang to her daughter.

“ Ada will help mo, thank you," she said ; 
aud poor Lucy, blushing, hung her head.

" Mamma is not quite so well this even
ing,” Miss Ludlow explained in gentle apolo
gy. " 1 think, if you don’t mind, I had better

of th

forward and ebarm the other

be a nobler

you uon't mina, l uaa octier 
id not come down again, 
show yon yonr bed 

your tea.
Good

gy-
Etastay with her, an 
Mary Jane will

thcl Darn 
tuk a

strong man to carry more’n three of ’em at a 
time."

" Speakin’ about strong men," remarked 
Bill Barker, “ sorter causes mo to*remembcr 

old steamboat captain who used to run on 
Yazoo River in '68. One day he stopped 
landing for some wood, and the niggers 

kinder slow about bringing it aboard, 
"enkins the captain, roused up and cussed 

everythin’ in reach. Says be, walkin’ up to 
the woodpile wbar the niggara were at work : 
• Pile on yonr timber, yer onery skunks, and 
let me show you how to cairy woed,’ and 
stretched oat his. arms. Well, sir, tho nig
gers piled on the wood, and kent pilin’ until 
Jenkins had a cord and a half of firewood on 
his shoulders, and he turned and carried it on 
the boat jest aa easy as if it wae a bokny. 

bat I’d call a party tolerable stoat

ight.’^when you have finished yoi 
yon will find it comfortable. Good mg 

" Good night," faltered Lacy, as the little 
invalid procession moved slowly towards the 
door ; and then, with an irresistible impulse, 
ebo ran and laid a wistful hand on her aunt’s

Doctor March !" cried Bee, toss- 
• He believes fondly in 

ose overtures Weber 
bruit’—that, Mr.

a much 

rfeetas far

perfect 
are married 
tion, then a large 
married totally, and 
some forty or fill 
and exp"

and womentranslated, means ' a cer- 
Doctor, Wagner is not 

who has eaid spiteful
ie5 Email frac-

the
at a" Won't yon kiss me, aunt Letitia ?" she 

asked, with quivering lips. " It ie my first 
day at home, I am so glad to be back 
with you again. It was very good of you to 
tend for me. Won’t you give me one kiss ?”

Poor Mra. Ludlow flushed at this little 
peal and grew white again ; but she did not 
say a word. And Ada, shaking her head, 
whispered that mamma would be 
self again on the morrow, as she 
charge gently from the roo 

And that was how

[to nz coimaozp.]
—Salem, Moss., is ene of tne oldest towns 

in the country, and this, we suppose, ie why 
the inhabitants are so forgetful and absent 
minded. It wes a Salem man who, having a 
letter to post, forgot it for a day or two, then 
gave it to another man who in torn carried it 
to Boston and back two or three days, who 
handed it over to a third man with a request 
that he, to save time, would poet it in Boston. 
Tho third man forgetting it until 
back to Salem, saw tbe first man on his way 
to town and handed it over to him, when he 
recognized that the letter he had given him 
to post nearly a week before was still nnmail- 
ed. Still more recently a Salem man forgot 
his youngest child, left him in the Boston de
pot and went home without him. And this 
last week a Salem mother who has a daughter 
eo closely resembling her that the one is fre
quently taken for tbe other, walked np to her 
own reflection in the large mirror of a dry 
goods store, and, patting forth her hand said, 
" Why, Maria, when did yon come home? I 
thought you were to stay at yonr unch’s a 
week."

Old Je

I

not he

’hene moi

Lucy Thrale came

poets fabled, a god, he 
d in order to feast his

; it

man."
“ That reminds me of a man I used to 

know in Bbdford county, Alabsmy," said a 
stranger named Tipper, who had been in the 
neighborhood bnt a short time. All eyes 
were turned toward the speaker and they be
gan to a:zd him up. " I guess eld Pete Jen
nings,'’ continued the stranger, "was about 
the heftiest man in those United States, if I 
ain’t mistaken."

•‘You

hero was a young fellow named J, 
grabbed and lit out with a jacket. 

Ho went to the station 
For?

And kicked up a terrible racket.
But the Bobby engaged in detection 
XVas slow to prove ]'e connection- 

Bo, during the racket,
With a----out went ],

And wae no more seen in that f.

CHAPTER V.

brought 
e influ-

^Where ?" asked Mr. Throgmorton, look
ing vaguely np and down the tranquil snh- 
shiny street ; while Doctor March, nnoonsoi- 
ous of tho fate in store for him, was helping 
Bee in her tied back skirts into the carriage. 
•• I don’t understand----- ”

*—The rage for insect decoration has 
extended to garden vegetables. The potato 
fines aie already decorated with a very 
g nique gold and black striped bag, while 
cabbage plante affect tn emerald worm.

see, one day he was hauling some 
fence posts in an ox wagon, when the wheels 
begun to creak like if they needed greasin’ 
He looked under the wagon for his tar backet

■
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A GREAT MISTAKE.
CHAPTER HI.

ore, who had boon Robert Lud
low’s lawyer, took pleasure in doing tho small 
service which his late client's daughter had 
aaked, with so much gentle hesitation, for her 
mother’s sake.

A confidential messenger was sent from 
London to Barlaston-ltegis, while yet Miss 
Ludlow’s advertisement was to be seen in the 
Times ; and before long the yonng lady was 
in possession of all needful particalars con
cerning her mother's friend Mra. Throgmorton,
who, as it proved, was stilt living in the qniet 
little town, where she was indeed a person of 
some social importance.

A house was even spoken of on the day of 
Ludlow’s visit to tho old lawyer’s office 

in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, which Mr. Fenni- 
more thought would be tho very thing for the 
widow and her daughter, should they decide 

Barlaston.
" Ah, my dear old friend," said Miss Lud

low, with her sad smile, “ I am afraid it is a 
little premature just yet to talk about a 
hoàaa.; blR all this will give dear mamma so 
much pleasure to hear I I confess I did not 
think thereat» the slightest hope of tracing 
her friend after all these years."

"You intend of course to communicate 
with Mrs. Throgmorton ?"

Miss Ludlow hesitated.
" I hardly know *hat to say," sho replied ; 

then wistfully, " Of course poor mamma feels 
that, if she were to take such a step, her 
motive might very fairly be misconstrued. 
We have como down in the world, you see, 
and Mrs. Throgmorton is prosperous and

Mr. Fennun

s.

10m

on moving to

happy.” 
" Trne, true, rav dear young lady.’
«« Still’’—appealingly—“ 1 don't think Mra. 

Throgmorton could blame me, her old school
fellow’s daughter, for wishing to bring about 
a reunion between my mother and her, if 
■he knew that it is ihe one bright spot to 
which my poor love seems to look forward in 
her loneliness. Do yon think she could, 
dear sir ?"

The young lady leant forward and laid her 
clasped hands on the arm of the old man’s 
chair, looking earnestly into hia face with her
“MrC Fennimore put out a kind trembling 

old palm to pat the little woll-gloved fingers.
“ I don’t think she could indeed, my dear 

aid warmly—'* I reallyMiss Ludlow,” ho«sai 
don’t think she-eâMa."

- I am so gtaa to hear you say so !’ ex
claimed Ada, brightening. " I have felt from 
the first myself that my duty was quite clear. 
Mamma’s happiness is the first thing to be 
considered now, and I must not mind 
humbling my own pride a little if I can secure

Mr. Fennimore nodded and smiled admir- 
tbe pale little woman,who was nearly 
id bv his great office chair, and who

ingly at
swallowed by hia great 
seemed so ill fitted for 
awaiting 
difficulties.

'• I decidedly 
Ludlow, he declared, “ t 
Mrs. Throgmorton ; your own deuce 
will best teach you how ; and in the 
while you can 
the little placi

so ill fitted for tho struggle that was 
r her with the world and its cares and

my dear Miss 
overtures to 
delicete tact 

i you how ; aim in me mean 
not do better than think over 

o place Johnson tolls us of. It is 
asantly situated, has

advise o niaise

a good garden—by 
ay, vou will havo Mr. Throgmorton for 
landlord-did I tell you ?—and the rent

" Ah, yes, the rent !” objected tho young 
lady, sighing and shaking her head. “ I am 
afraid we must not dream of it. Wo should 
have nothing left," sbe laughed sadly, “ to 
buy boots and shoos when our present supply 
is worn out."

Mr. Fennimore patted the little clinging 
hands again. There was a pause, and then 
Miss Ludlow stood up, with another sigh and 
another sad little laugh.

“ We must see what we can do," sho said, 
making an attempt at choerfulnosg. " Per
haps I may bo able to meet with a few ladies 
in Barlaston who would like to learn singing 

pupil of Scbira's. They would do to 
ots and shoes with!" Aud holding 

hands in a softly impulsive manner, 
1, " I think you know bow grateful

fro
buy bo 
out both 
she added,
I am, Mr. Fennimore, fer your goodness to

What nonsense my d 
lawyer. " I should

amma and todear m
" Miss Ludlow ! 

protested tho old 
to know who could help being good to you !"

She smiled and ebook her flaxen head, aud 
got gracefully to the door.

" You will let me know when you have 
arrived at a decision ?’’ Mr. Fennimore asked 
kindly.

" At once,” Miss Ludlow returned, making 
him a little grateful bow ; and then, with an 
air of sudden recollection, she came back to 
his side. “ There is something else,” she be
gan, hesitating and looking down in some 
embarrassment at the tips of her gloves— 
" there is something else ; but—I hardly 
know how to epcak of it.”

" My dear Miss Ludlow," responded the old 
gentleman cordially, suspecting eorno little 
money trouble, “ is it about—you will 

to----- ”
" It is about my cousin Lucy," tho young 

lady answered in a very low voice.
"About Miss Thrale !’’ Mr. Fennimoro’s 

kind old face grew suddenly hard. “ What 
lias Mies Thrale been doing now ?"

" Pray do not speak eo, Mr: Fennimore I 
I want you to help mein a little difficulty.,

vant you to intercede with mamma for her.’
11 My dear Mies Ludlow, I-----”
Ada put her finger to her lip with a win-

dear!"
like

pa
ndning end pretty gesture.

"Yes," she said, smiling; "I know all 
that you are going to say, my kind friend. 
But you will not say it, for my sake ?” She 
lifted her earnest face to the old man's as she 
spoke. “While poor papa was alive, Mr. 
Fennimore, it would have been useless to 
suggest such a thing, as you know ; but, now 
that my cousin and I are both in the world— 
both poor and friendless—save for you, dear 
bit—i want mamma to consent to her living 
with ns again.”

" My dear young lady, if yon will take an 
old man's advice--------"

Ada smiled again, still standing very 
him and holding her face up to his.

“ But you see," she said, " on this point- 
only on this —I am obstinate ; and you 
let me have my own way, won’t you ?

Mr. Fennimore took the two eager little 
hands in his ; but his face did not soften.

" Miss Thrale has her hundred a year as 
well as you, my dear—tho hundred a year 
settled on each of you—most fortunately—by 
tbe late Mr. Ludlow. Your cousin can live 
upon that, it seems to mo ; or, if not, she has 
had an excellent education----- ’’

" She is an 
friend in tho world

" Then let her remain in the convent, 
where your poor father very sensibly sent her 
after her unnatural behavior. It is tho best 
place for her. Sho cannot do much mischief 
among Ihe nuns."

" Mr. Fennimore !’’ said the young lady 
reproachfully.

" Well, well, my dear, I am a grim old law- 
yer, I suppose, and not much given to senti
ment. I certainly don’t feel much co 
for Mias Thrale. But I am not too 
grim to admire womanliness and generosity 
when I see it ; and you will let me sav, my 
dear Misa Ludlow, that I admire aud esteem 
you as if you were my own daughter."

" And you will speak to mamma," per
sisted Ada, smiling ; “ and Lucy shall como 
to live with ns again ?" And then, aa.the old 
gentleman promised to do his beet, she 
stooped her fair head over the hanc? he ex
tended, and touched it softly with her lips.

In another moment she was gone, and the 
sober old office seemed strangely empty with
out her.

" Poor girl—poor girl !" said Mr. Fenui- 
more, shaking his white head. " She bears 
her troubles beautifully ! What are the young 
men abont, I wonder, to 
to go a-begging ?"

orphan, eir ; and she has not a 
rorld but mamma and me."

allow such a treasure

Chattkb IV.

Denmark Terrace was looking its gloomi
est in the chilly dusk of a late October even- 
ng, when Lucy Thrale, in her convent uni
form, with her boxes full of convent treasures 

« und her heart still thrilling fro n the good-bye 
sobs and kisses of the whole school
home to the green rep drawing room in Maida 
Vale, and to tho sight ol the mourning worn 
for her undo, whose last words to her had 
been words of anger.

The beginning of her journey had been 
pleasant eneugh ; for she had been driven to 
the station in a comfortable carriage belong
ing to the convent, and had been confided as- 
a precious charge to the fatherly guard, while 
friendly faces had smiled a farewell as the 
train moved away from the platform.

But, at her journey’s end, no one had come 
to meet her, and Lucy, who had never before 
traveled alone, and who waa very childish for 

1 her years, felt a good deal bewildered by the 
bustle and noise of the London streets, and 
conld not help trembling when she found 
herself in the power of a husky voiced cab
man, and rumbling slowly along towards 
Maida Vale.

The foggy suburban roads dotted with 
dimly burning lamps, the sudden glare of the 
public houses at the corners pi the streets, 
the throng of shabby harrying passers-by, all 
seemed to belong to some unknown world 
which she could not believe to be a part of 
that sunshiny, flower decked, holiday London

■
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