A GREAT MISTAKE.
COHAPTER IIL

Mr. Fennimore, who had been Robert Lud-
low's lawyer, took pleasure in doing the small
service which his late client's daughter had
asked, with so much gentle hesitation, for her
oother’s sake,

A confidential messonger was sent from
London to Barlaston-Regis, 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-
eerning her mother's friend Mrs, Throgmorton,
who, a8 it proved, was stil! living in the quies
little town, where she was indeed & person of
some social importance.

A house was even spoken of on the day of
Miss Ludlow’s visit to the old lawyer's office
in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, which Mr. Fenni-
more thought would be the very thing for the
widow and her daughter, should they decide
on moving to Barlaston,

« Ah, my dear old friend,” said Miss Lud-
low, with her sad smile, ** I am afraid it 18 a
littlo premature just yet to talk apout &
hotga; but all this will give dear mamma so
much pleasure to hear | I confess I did not
think there the slightest hope of tracing
her friend after all these yeara.”

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

Miss Ludlow hesitated. =

«T hardly know what to say,” sho replied ;
then wistfully, * Of course poor mamma feels
that, if she were to take such a siep, her
motive might very fairly be misconstrued.
We have come down in the world, you see,
and Mrs. Throgmorton is prosperous and
happy.” e

“ True, true, my dear young lady.

« 8iill"—appealingly—** 1 don’t think Mrs,
Throgmorton could blame me, her old school-
fellow's daughter, for wishing to bring about
& reunion bitween my mother and her, if
she knew that it is the one bright spot to
which my poor Jove seems to look forward in
her loneliness. Do you 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 his face with her
large clear eyes.

Mr. Fennimore put out a kind trembling
old palm to pat the little well-gloved fingers.

] don't think she could indeed, my dear

don't think she-cgefid.”

] am so giad to bear you eay g0 " ex-
claimed Ada, brightening. ** I have felt from
the firss myself that my duty was quite clear.
Mamma’s happiness is the first thing to be
considered now, and must not mind
humbling my own pride a littleif I can secure
that.”

Mr. Fennimore nodded and smiled admir-
ingly at the pale little woman,who was nearly
swallowed by his great office chair, and who
seemed g0 ill fitted for the struggle that was
awaiting her with the world and its cares and
difficulties.

«1 decidedly advise you, my dear Miss
Ludlow, he declared, ** to make overtures to
Mrs, Throgmorton ; your own delicete tact
will best teach you how ; and in the mean
while you cannot do better than think over
the littlo place Johnson tells us of. It is
pleasantly situated, has a good garden —by
the way, you will have Mr. Thrognorton for
your landlord —did I tell you ?—and the rent

« Ah, yeg, the rent !" objected the young
Iady, sighing and shaking her head. I am
afraid we must not dream of it.  We should
have nothing left,” she laughed sadly, ** fo
buy boots and ghoes when our present supply
is worn out.”

Mr. Fonnimore patted the little clir
handa 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,” she said,
making an attempt at cheerfulnesg. ** Per-
haps 1 may be able to meet with a fow ladies
in Barlaston who would like to learn singiog
from a pupil of Schira’s,  They would do to
bay boots and shoes with ! And holding
out both hands in a softly impulsive manner,
she added, ** I think you know how grateful
Iam, Mr. Fennimore, for your goodness to
dear mamma and to me."”

 Miss Ludlow ! What nonsense my dear!”
protested the old lawyer. * I should like
to know who could help being good to you !”

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

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

«« At oneo,” 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 Low to speak of it.”

« My dear Miss Ludlow,” responded the old
gentleman cordially, suspecting some little
money trouble, ** is it about —youn will allow
me to il

« It is about my cousin Luey,” the young
lady answered in a very low voice.

s*About Miss Thrale !” Mr. Fenniaore's
kind old face grew suddenly hard. * What
has Mies Thrale been doing now 2"

« Pray donot speak so, Mr: Fennimore |
I want you to help mein alittle diffically.
1 want you tointercede with mamma for her.’

“ My dear Mies Ludlow, I—"

Ada put her finger to her lip with a win.
ning and pretiy gesture.

“Yes,” cho said, smiling; *1 know all
that you are going to say, my kind friend.
But you will not say it, for my sake?” 8he
lifted her earuest face to the old man's as she
gpoke. “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—eave for you, dear
gir—I want mamma to consent to her living
with us again.”

« My dear young lady, if you will take an
old man’s advice Y

Ada smiled again, sull etanding very near
him and holding her face up to his.

<« But you see,” ehe said, ** on this point—
only on this—I am ebstinate; and you will
let me have my own way, won't you ?

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

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

« She is an orphan, sir; and she has not a
friend in the world but mamma and me.”

“Then let her remain in the convent,
where your poor father vory sensibly sent her
aftor her unnatural behavior. It is the best
place for her. She cannot do much mischief
among the 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 compassion
for Miss Thrale, But I am not tooold or too
grim to admire womanliness and generosity
when I see it ; and you will let me say, my
dear Misas Ludlow, that I admire and esteem
you as if you were my own daughter.”

* And you will speak to mamma,” per-
gisted Ada, smiling; * and Lucy shall come
to live with ns again?" And then, asithe old
geantlemsn to do his best, she
stooped her fair head over the hand he ex-
tended, and touched it softly with her lips.

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

“ Poor girl—poor girl!" said Mr. Fenni-
more, shaking his white head. ** She bears
her troubles beautifally | What are the young
men about, I wonder, to allow such a treasure
to go a-begging ?"

Miss Ludlow,” ho’uid warmly—** I really
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Onarrer 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 fron the good-bye
sobs and kisses of the whole school, came
home to the greenrep drawing room in Maida
Vale, and to the sight ol the mourning worn
for her unole, whose last words to her had
been words of anger.

The beginning of her journey had been
pleasant enengh ; for she had been driven to
the station in a somfortable 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 Luay, who had never before
traveled alone, and who was very childish for
her years, felt a good deal bewildered by the
bustle and noise of the London streets, and
could not help trembling when she found
herself \s the pt;;vsr ofa lhmdkzn\;oioed cab-
man, and rambling - slow towards
Maida Vale. % of

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

£

at which she had looked a year before from
the window of her uncle’s carriage.

By the time the cab no;v{ed Denmark
Terrace poor Liucy was trem| 11:? from head
to foot with fatigue excitement and
hunger, and slocd sorely in need of a kind
welcome to warm her little frozen heart and

ive it courage. s
& Are you quite sre this is Dennfark Ter-
race?” sho demanded nervously of the hueky-
voiced cabman, There had been a good many
stoppages on the road while he had inquired
his way to the newly built street so oglled.

A tired-locking servant opened the door
and admitted that that ws number fourteen
and that Mrs, Ludlow Mved there; but she
did not volunteer any assistance as she stared
with all her eyos at the pale, pretty child in
her quaint dress, #o that Miss Thrale was left
t0 pay the cabman treble his fare and to sce
to the bringing in of her boxes hersolf.

+Te 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
home "

The fired servant explained that Miss Lud-
low and ber ** mar” were both at home.

«It's the droring-room floor, miss—first
door yon come to. Ill fetch a light in a
minute,"”

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

No notice was taken of the timid appeal;
g0 she opened the door and went in.

By the uncertain light of & small fire—lit
for the invalil—she could seo a slender black
figure bending over gome work, and a pale
weman, in a wilow's eap, lying on the sofa
which had been drawn up to the hearth.

The scene looked as if it were painted in
black and gray snd flickering shadows; the
very silence seemed full of gloom.

Lucy thought of herlast coming home to
the cheerful splendors of the houseia Prince's
Gate, of her sunt and Ada kissing her before
they went out in their glistening dinner
dresses, and leaving her to rest, happy and
hopeful fer the morrow.

The contrast was sharp between now and
then. )

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

« Luoy, is it you ?" 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 consin, Ada drew her kindly into the
room.

Lucy tried to speak, but her words dried in
her swelling throat ; and, catching Ada in
her arms, she covered her faco with passionate
kisges.

« Ada,” she cried, * you are so god ; you
don’t know what I feel for you! But I would
give my life to make up for the past!
Do you forgive me, dear, and will you love
me ?"’

“ There is nothing to forgive,” returned
Miss Ludlow quietly. ** You must not
think of it any more. Come and have some
tea.”

Lucy released her with a sigh, and stealing
across - to the sofs, bent down to look at
the sad sleeping faco that lay there in the wid-
ow’s cap.

« Oh, Ada,” she said, a sob breaking from
her overcharged heart, ** how changed she is
—hew terrible it all seems ! Poor, poor uncle
Robert! If Icould only have been able to
geé him before he—"

 Hush, pray ! " whispered Ada, as she
arranged the disordered tea table with slow
and noiseless touches. I am afraid the
tea is cold. Letme take your jacket and hat.”

Lucy had sunk down upon & 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 begant with unsteady fingers to
put aside her wraps.

1 hope you had not a very unpleasant
journey ?” continued Miss Ludlow. ** I could
not leave mamma, or I should have gone to
meet you, aud "—with asad little smile —
« there is nocarridge, you know, to send now.
Bat I hope  you found us out withoust very
much diflienity 2"

 Yes, thank you,” returned Lucy faintly ;
and then the tired servant, entering in answer
to a summons from Miss Ludlow, explained
that ** missus " was out, that there was very
little firo in the kitchen, and nothing in the
house.

It does nob matter 1"

exclaimed Lucy

hurriedly. *“I1—I am not hungry. I will
have some tea, please ; it will be quite hot
enough.”

 If you don'’t mind then,” said Ada with
gentle reluctancs ; and she poured out a cup
of the cold tea and herself brought it to her
cousin. " You see, Maida Vale is not quite
like Prince's Gate, is it ?”

Lucy swallowed the tea as well as the
big lamp in her throat would let her. Being
a Littlo weak from her fever,and having eaten
nothing for some hours, the tears came into

ar eyes in spite of herself ; but she was so
rmined that they should not fall, so re-
solved to look oun the bright side on this her
first night at home, that she sat and stared
at the fire until it looked hke a great red sun,
filling the room with an unnatural splendor,
not trusting herself to speak.

Meanwhile Ada had resumed her macrame.

“You don't mind my going on with my
work ?” she had said, emiling. *It is
an order from the Gentlewomen's Aid
society, and T am anxious to finish it before
we leave town."

“ How socndo we go ?”' asked Lucy, wine-
ing under this fresh reminder of the changes
that had come to pass, unconsciously as it
seemed to be spoken.

* We have only been waiting until you
were able to travel.”

A long silence ioilowed between the con

sins. It was broken by a feeble voice from
the sofa.”
* Mary,” said the sleeping woman, smiling

and stirring among her pillows, * the lilac
bushes in the playground are sbeginning to
bud ; it will soon be holiday time.’

“ Mamma,” said Ada, going to her and
kneeling down by the sofa,‘* are you awake ?"

*Oh, is that you, my love ?'" said the poor
lady, sighing as she put her hand on her
daughter's head. *‘I believe I was dreaming.
Have I been long asleep ?"

“ No$ very long, mamma. Here is Lucy.
Will you not sit up and speak to her?"—
“Luey "

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

* Pray speak to my cousin, mamma,” urged
Ada, softly.

And then Mrs, Ludlow hetd out her hand
and epoke a few words, not unkindly, while
her gaze still wandered uneasily over the
budding figure and sweet quivering face that
rose above her daughter's laxen head as the
two girls knelt before her.

* They did not cut off yourhair?" she said,
looking at the great rough bronze braid that
fell on Lucy’s milk-white neck. And Luey
answered—

* No, they thought it would be a pity, aunt
Letitia ; it is such a mop "

“You do not look as if you had been ill,”

S R i s 1o
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I will go tobed. Iam very rdd

Becing her stand up, Lucy sprang forward
to carry the pillows and to offer her young
arm as a support.

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

« Ada will help me, thank yon,"” ehe said ;
aud poor Lucy, bluching, 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
stay with her, and not come iown again.
Mary Jane will show you your bed room
when you have finished your tea. I hops
you will find it comfortable. Good night.”

* Good night,” faltered Lucy, as the little
invalid procession moved slowly towards the
door ; and then, with an irresistible impulse,
she ran and laid a wistful hand on her aunt’s
arm.

*Won't you kiss me, aunt Letitia ?" she
asked, with quivering lips. *‘ It is my first
day at home, #ad Iamso glad to be back
with you again. [t was very good of you to
tend for me. Won't you give me one kiss ?"

Poor Mrs. Ludlow flushed a$ this little ap-
peal and grew white again; but she did not
gay a word. And Ada, shaking her head,
whispered that mamma would be more her-
self again on the morrow, as she led her feeble
charge gently from the room.

And that was how Lucy Thrals eame
home.

CHAPTER V.
« Wait until Mamh:omas back 1"

«Yes, What will the Doctor say
« You had better give ig, Bz'e!" i

g that she the courage of her
opinions on gome subject unknown to the
new-comer,

e i wag sireami
warmly in through the Moorishecurtains and
lighting up with a lﬂaﬂ 3
spread luncheon-table
o Joki epoctacles, his wil ¢

ywd-looking )y e’s swee
matronly figure, with itsabundant black hair
and becoming mop-eap, Bee's ripe young
tints and o-like ontlines, her brother
Jack's handsome close-cropped dark head,
and a big fair giant of a young man, who was
sitting next to Miss Throgmorton, and who
remained absolutely silent, hl‘n eyes ﬂn(‘l on
b +

beard. >
« Tam anxious to h-l."m
“ why you have }

hair, and such a pretty little miniature
hort waisted gown! She has often
to mo when I was a little girl,
old me stories about Letitia Butler and

heuse. Fancy—after thirty years!

der if Ilhnll;m reniember anything

ody 50 J
1y, of course you will, you foolish
1” returned her mother seriously. * Do
pose you could ever forget Ted Ack-

Toyd or the Dostor, who are your friends and
Jack's, just as poor Letitia was mine 7"

arm of her mother's

*Oh, the Doctor 1” echoed Bee, pursing up
searlet lips. ** Painfol impressions are

blooming cheek down on the mob :

into lhumbmwnd“l ‘
rent ol ing,

l:noko Lis eigl o while yon

that young lady's
the hubbnb.
“Oh, of course Doctor March will gide
against me ! she retorted, in a bright con-
tralto voice. ‘¢ He always does! Baut, as his
ignorance on the subject bappens 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 msn standing
there, hat in hand and revenge in his eie,
such a happy little scene of confusion, delight,
welcome, ensued as brought a flush of pleas-
ure to the Dootor's dark and sunburnt facé.
« What, March, my boy, back again ! Glad
to see you !” said the master of the house,
with his mouth full of game-pie.

« My dear George, this is a delightful sur-
prise 1" cried the mistress, rising and giving
Lim both her fair plump hands. ** You are
just in time for luncheon. 8it down and tell
us all about yourselt. What will you have ?
When did yon arrive ?"

+ I say, mother, pass him around !" eried
Jack.

« And leave a little bit for me, please,’
added Bee, making room for the now comer at
her side ; while young Ackroyd stopped look-
ing at her for several seconds, and seemed al-
moss about to speak in his desire to join in
-the genoral welcome to Doctor March.

Was it really six weeks since tho Dootor
went away to Connemata and salmon fishing,
fer his autumn holiday ?

1t seemed an age, the young people agreed
it secemed asif they never could tell sach

other all that had ed, all - they bad
heard and seen and done, since they said
good bye in that very room.

Bat the Dootor's account of himsell was
brief. He devlared 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
consing with gray eyes and a delicious
brogue, each of whom had rejected him deois-
ively, bus with every assurance of her distin-
guished consideration.

@ 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 ona walking
tour in Devegshire with Ted Ackroyd, who
had 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 the Bryers at
Pontresina, and Janet had enquired most
tenderly after the doctor—a dismal groan

mamma had remained at home all by herself
and spent the warm September days in look
ing after the houee in King's Road for the
Ludlows.

« The Ludlows?” repeated Doctor March
inquiringly, as he set down Lis empty tankard.

“ Doctor March has not heard about the
Ludlows, mother,” said Bee, with a go»d
natured ehrug of the shoulders; *and of
course he won's care to hear about them or
anything else in poor old prosy Barlaston,
while his ears are still ringing with that Irish
part-singing he uged to rave about in his
letters.”

« My wounds bleed afresh at the recollec-
tion,” said George March mournfully.

«[ believe myself,” said Bee, with some
severity, * that he heard nothing but the
goprano voice. It was your cousin Aileen,
wasn't it, who sang the treble part?"”

“ Yea ; but her sweet heart, young Chute,
was six feet high and kept his eye on me. I
had no chance at all in that qudatter.”

« Take care, Bee I'! interposed her brother
provokingly. ** Better not talk about musie.
It brings us back to the all important point
in the discussion of which we were pulled up
by George’s appearance on the scene.”

« By the way,” George putin gravely,
« didn't I hear something asI came in about
When the doctor gets back ? It seems then
Miss Throgmorton, that no one ean be found
capable of keeping you in order during my
abaence 2"

Bee smiled disdainfully, and Ted Ackroyd,
putting his arm over the back of his chair,
fell Yo smoothing his tawny moustache with
slow and thoughtful strokes.

«Itis o pityyou did not get back a day
gooner, old fellow,” persistedJack, offering a
a pieco of bread to a magnificent red setter
that was lying at young Ackroyd's feet—the
insult being ignored by the recipient with im-
perturable good breeding. * You missed s
treat, by Jove ! What do you think our
friend Reyloff gave us by way of voluatary
yesterday at afternoon church "

« I am afraid to guess,” declared the Doe
tor solemnly. * Iknow Reyloff’s proclivities
too well.”'

«Oh, go on, pray !"" observed Miss Throg-
morton, with marked politeness.

+ Let us have it, Jack ! Iamprepared for
the worst. What did he play?"”

Only a transeription of Beathoven's Ade-
laide—that's all.”

“ Did he, by Jove?"

« Ho played it delicionsly,” protested Bos
with warmth,

« No doubt. Bat since when,” inquired
Doctor March calmly, * has that ultra pas-
sionate love gong been considered sacred ?”

« Saered 2’ echoed the young lady scorn-
fully. * All good music is sacred, Doctor
March !”

“ My dear !” cried Mrs. Throgmorton, in &
warning voice.

George March raised his eyebrows provok-
ingly.

+ Now that point is settled,” he observed,
« I ghall look forward with considerable ex-
citement to next Sunday, Who knows but
by that time wo may be dancing gravely out
of chureh to the minuetin Don Giovanoa ?
I believe—I believe, Miss Bee, that Mozart’s
m usic ig still considered pretty good, though
Richard Wagner has asserted it is only fit to
facilitate digestion at a royal banquet.”

* Not & bad thing to do either,” declared
Mr. Throgmorton, helping himaelf to another
cutlet, ** I doubt whether Wagner's music
would de as much for me.”

“Wonld you like me to play the Swan
song, or the Pilgrim’s Chorus, papa, by way
of trying the experiment ?" cried Bee, flashing
friendly defiance a$ Doctor March out of her
brown eyes. S

*Spare us !" cried George and Jack, with
admirable unanimity; and Ted Ackroyd
stopped siroking his mustache and looked
round fartively for his hat.

Mr. Throgmorton sgmiled fondly at his
daughter's animated face,

“I am too old, child,” he said, *to play
tricks with my digestion.”

Besides,” suggestod George, * isn’t it
Thackery who complains of the difficulty a

ean, I s2e, be eloguent,” said Jack.

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

+ Musie is all very well in its way,” was
Mr. Thregmorton's summingup; * and I
like mine with a tune in it."”

+ 8o does Doctor March !” cried Bee, toss-
ing her dark head. * He belioves fondly in
Donizetti and Dellini, whose overtures Weber
used to call ‘ un certain bruit’—that, Mr.
Ackroyd, being translated, means ‘a cer-
tain noise.’ You see, Doctor, Waguer i3 not
the only composer who has said spiteful
things.”

«] am crushed,” returned the Dooctor
meckly. ** Mrs. Thogmorton, will you send
this young lady away ? She has eaten quite
as many peaches as are good for her; and I
stand in need of a little sircking down after
this unexpected and, I may add, unmerited
attack, The Irish girls I have met lately
were >0 amiable to quarrel ; and I am ou
of practice.”

“ Poor thing! I am Bo sorry for you !"
ejaculated Bee, following the young man as
he rose and went across to Mrs. Throg-
morton's easy chair, which stood by the
open window, near the well filled flower
boxes.

Mrs. Throgmorton looked up affsctionately
as he perched himself on the window sill
close to her work baskat—a * <
houldered fellow,who seemed to hava brought

Theso were the confs *
heard by Doctor March as he opened the
door of the dining-room in Mrs. Throgmor-
ton’s honse in Upper Branswick street, Bar-
laston-Regis—the c'd batler having merely
smiled a respestful welcome in the hall and
left him to find his own way, and saw Bee
Throgmorton, a tall, brgwn ben_uty_. in a

family

with him some happy and wholegome influ-
enca boru of hie long dsys in the sun and
rain and fresh Irish air, and whose face was
yet alight with the . pleasure of his coming
home. = The face was a plain and somewhat
stern looking one ; but its dark and straight
nose were redeemed from severity ? o
h d mouth and by the pleasant flash of

riding-habit, ing 8

here from the doctor—and that only poor

about the Ludlows. Jack,” the
added, as she stood up and
fondly out of the of
+ you had belter
going to talk sentiment.”
Young Ackroyd &
tache pushed
Wheh he too rose and
the window, it appea
young Throgmortons were, his
rose above them both. R
“ Yon had much better come and mark for
* We ara going to have
a game of billiar

“Take—Toddy—Ackroyd—away !" repeated
e o eliol & | et tpe Mage
which @ effec .
chal Neil rese she wore between the bultons
of her habit. 3
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. Ackroyd said nothing, but continaed to
arrange the leaf to his gatisfaction.

« Come along, Ted,” urged Jack impationt-
ly. * You'll be spouting poetry next "
The two young men went off together, Ted
Ackroyd looking back at Bee as the door
closed.
“Ted is talkative as ever, I eee,” said
George Mnoh'. smiling, *and as devoted as

ever 10 ——"
« Billiards,” suggested Bee calmly.
 And now,” continued the MM}&
about that cigarette in the hrown
T looking forward

"
to it ever since I started on m jomui
home. Stands the piano where it did? An
how are Desdemona and Othello 7"

TPom Throgmorton, his face covered with &
silk handkerchief, was already asleep in his
arm chair. Bee put her finger to her lips
and geized upon her mother's work basket.

+ To the brown room!” she 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 s
huge bay window looking out on the smoke
blackened town gerden at the rear of the
house, a huge fireplace lined with blue and
white tiles, which was at present filled with a
great bank of growing ferns, and it was
furnished in an agreeablycomposite manuer,
with odds and ends from all the other sitting
rooms in the house,

Bee and Jack had papered the walls

i

ined the group &
°mu,uf'ﬁ'»
blonde 3

“
to

o dhe
reverses —her engagement only just broken
off too when the crash came!

hard to eradicate !”

- “All right,” said , noddng lazily,
1 will think of & mm Nmnﬁ)rem“‘ };
ly, madsm, Just now I want to hear more
gﬂuﬂnlnm friends of your mother's.

hldm.a'hm. you say, my dear Mrs,

® nd a charming girl, I am sure
her lettera! It is really wonder,
spirit in which she their

Most  grls
completely crushed.”

. Bomehow one is

would be y
“ Yes,” admitted Bee Jdoubifully —**if she
cared for Lord Meldrum,

always disposed to think that when a girl

marries & lord she does it only for the sake of
the title, and it seems rather unfair. I sup-
pouq’nym the same as any other young

?
“1 am afraid Lord Meldrum was not
quite 5o steady as somo young men, Bee, or
be would have known his own mind a httle
»

« Miss Ludlow was engaged to Lord Mel-
drom ?” asked the Dostor, with all the suave
readiness to be amused induced by his excel-
lent luncheon and Bee's daioty cigarette.
« And he threw her over on asceunt of the
erash, I suppose -~wanted money with his
wife ?”

“No, no,” d Mis. Ti b
and her Dblooming face began to
harden and grow cold. *I thought so too
—I am afraid there are men in the
world heartlesa enough to marry for money—
Letitia writes me word that] it was all Luey
Thrale's fault.”

L} Lw Thrale. Who is Lucy Thrale,

1
pg. heaved an elaborate sigh.

“ Who is Thrale ? eho repeated dole-
fally. * If you had not been in Connemara
for the past six weeks, Doctor March, you
would not have required to ask that gues-
tion. As for papa and Jack and pobr me,
wethave eaten and drank and thought nothing
but Luoy Thrale ever since we got back 1"

« Bee,”, said Mary Throgmorton, emiling
and coloring like a girl, ' you must not laugh
at your yoor old mother.”

i No, darling, I won't," cried Boe,squeezing
her mother's head against her bosom as she
stood hehind her chair—** at least not now.
Pl go and change my habit, and you shall
have the Doctor all to yourself, an unresisting
vietim.”

« And now,” demanded George, as the door
olosed behind the girl's tall shape, * who is
Lucy Thrale ?”

« Migs Thrale is Ada Ludlow's cousin, &
girl she has treated like a sister ; and it is she
who was the cause of Lord Meldrum's dis-

Sy S 1

above the wainscot with a )
collection of photographs picked up from
time to time during their holiday
travels. The brown oak floor had a square
of old Purkey carpet in the middle, and vari-
ous old Persian rugs laid down before sofas
and tables, while every variety of soreen and
lounge and easy chair that the mind of the
Barlaston upholsters had conceived during
the past twenty years was to be found rep-
reacnted in the comfortable old brown room.,

Evoryone had his or her particular seat or
corner there, Papa would ask for a cup of
tea and glance over the cvening papers there;
mamma would doze over her knitting in_her
especial sleepy hollow on wet aftornoons ; Jack
would run in for a few minutes before he
dressed for dinner to teasa Othello and Des-
demona, Bee's cats, or to tumble her musie
and crewel about with brotherly sang froid.
Mrs. William, the gentle little wife of the
eldest #on, liked to sit there when she was
tired of playing with her own doll’s house,and
was alwsys welcome when accompanied by
baby, &5 that small potentate helped to make
talk, and placid little Charlotte was other-
wise rather heavy in band.

Mies Throgmorton drew theline of admit-
h

« Has Lord What's his name married the
ocousin then ?”—watching the delicato smcke
of his cigarette as it curled above his head.

“ & Oh, dear, no !"" returned his friend,with &
short, ecornfal laugh. ‘I don’t supposs he
meant anything serious; the young lady
gained nothing by her device after all.”

#Did Lord Meldrnm throw over both the
girls then ?"” ingnir d George, somewhat be-
wildered.

My dear George, no—of course not!
Miss Thralo 18 by way of having 1efused him,
don’ you gec? But what do you think of &
girl who conld encourage her consin's be-
trothed husband so shamelessly aa to lead the
young man into & proposal ?”

+ And apparently for the mere pleasure of
refusing it ?” added Gieorge, dubiously. *“It
seems rather a complicated e, and I am
afraid I must reserve my d on. Bul in
the ineanwhilo what has become of Miss
Thrale 2"

“Qh, ehe is to live with the Lndlows again,
I believe! Ada does not agree with bher
mother in blaming Lucy for Lord Meldrum's
fickleness.”

“ It would be an admission of Miss Lucy's

tance, with two exceptions, at the

to do so; wouldn't it?”

her own family. These excoption were Ted
Ackroyd, the only son of her father’ partner,
with whom she had grown up in frank and
gisterly intimaoy, and Doctor Marsh.

Seven years before, when the young man
had ecome down te Berlaston Regis to succeed
old Doctor Featherstone, whose practice he
had bought, he brouzht with him a letter of
i ducti to the Tk {1 ; and,
having conceived a hearty liking for the
ant family whose children he romped with
and scolded and charmed, he had grown
by degrees to be looked upon as a son of
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
Ted on*ber bay horse Nip, and very popular
with the Barlaston young men.

It was Doctor Mareh's daily costom to
steal Lalf an Lour on his way home to his
bachelor dinner for a chatin 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
reading small lectures which it was plain she
did not reccive with any great respect.
George persevered nevertheless in his warn-
ings ngainst the sinfulness of an idle life and
the many little temptations which beset a
pretty spoiled girl in & wealthy home—nota-
bly the love of dress, which - he declared,
somewhat unjustly, was Bee's greatest
snare, or of (rivolous reading, or gossip or
firtation.

Bee's piano still stood in the corner, where
she used to thump it for weary hours together
in her school days; and sometimes, when
the young man had exhausted his powers of
inveetive and had subsided into a friendly
chat with Mr. Throgmorton, the girl would
play a dreamy accompaniment to their
conversation, filling the pauses with delightfal
music that ever after reminded her vaguely
of Turkish tobacco and knitting needles.

Doctor March's one cigarette was sanc-
tioned by the imperious young mistress of
the brown room, though no one elss, as Ted
ruefully declared, dared as much as to men-
sion the word smoke. She had even learnt to
make the cigaretto herself, and took pleas-
ure in doing her old friend that small service.

George used fo declare that it agreed with
him to be made much of. just as
it was an idiosyncragy of Miss Throg-
morton's to requirc & great deal of
judicious bullying ; and it was certainly very
r hing, as he often admitted, to feel
after a long and harassing day's work, there
was one place where he was sureof rest,
and could enjoy to . his heart's content the
spoiling and ideration which h fessed
to need.

On this day there was no music in the
brown room, and no sqnabbling, Mra, Throg-
morton was too fall of her friends the Lud-
lows and their troubles, Bee made the Doe-
tor his cigarette in silence as the story was
told of her mother’s gitlish friendship and of
made by her old schoolfellow

e bl T AT i ol Ly
w time & renews o 1 id B
ﬁm.mmmm when the | “Itisa m wo!
band strikes up a galop ?” - concluded, with a sort of awe in her voice.
“A man's dinner should not bo trifled | * There are all sorts of ups and
with,” said young Ackroyd, speaking for the | downs init, and if ever I tempted to |
first time in a deep lazy voice like that of an | gramble over the difference between my posi-
amiable ogre. tion and Letitia's, I am sure I ought to ask
« In the sacred causo of dinner, Ted, you | 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 hereis poor Let-
itia, who has lost husband and health and
money all at one blow, coming o 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 a8 best sha may.”
“ 8o that is tho meaning of your stay in
town, my dear Mrs. Throgmorton?” said
George gently. * No wonder you are looking
none the worse for it ; you arenever so happy,
I know, as when you are devising kindnesses
for others.” .~
* Aud to show you,” remarked Bes, who
was putting the finishing touches $o her
cigareite, * what an old fashioned, uasuspeect-
ing, behind the age darling she is, Dostor, I
must explain that my mother sees nothing
strange in the fact that the Ludlows, who
have ignored her existence for nearly thirty
yoars of prosperity, haves recalled the
fact in their poverty.”
“Don't, Bee, my child,” said §Mré,
morton, shaking her head—* don't try

are
foolish boy ! —and show his knowledge of the

world.”
Bee wes giving Doector March a

f‘ George,” cried his friend reproachfally,
“if you had read Ada's letter, you could not
sugpeck her of such paltry feelings! And,
besides”—with a pretty air of trinmph—* it
is sha who has persuaded her mother to send
for Miss Thrale; so you see she can't be very
much afraid of her cousin’s fascination, as
you call it.”

¢ I beg Miss Ludlow’s pardon,” raid George,

+ Ada declares—so her mother writes, poor
thing | —that Lord Meldrum must have heard
rumors of the difficulties that were threaten-
ing the firm, for she had noticed a change in
e manner towards her long belore Lucy
Thrale and he ever met. It is very sweet of
Ada, of courss, to take her cousin's part; but
I have my own opinion of Lucy Thrale. I
hate a decertful girl !”

+ In that case, mother,” cried Bee, coming
into the room in a charming walking dress,
and pulling on her long suede gloves as she
spoke, * you will allow me to tell Doctor

arch frankly that heis very much in the
way, and that we shall be obliged to turn
him .out if he doesn’t go out of his own ac-
cord.”

Georgo rose reluctantly and lookei at his
wateh, y

« For my part,” he grumbled, * I prefer a
little amiable blarney in a woman to such
frank impertinence. But I know whom to
thank for all this. Miss Ludlow is at the bot-
tom of it. I think I must make up my mind
to hate her.”

* Why not drive over to King's Road with
us and see the house ?” suggested Mrs. Throg-
morton as she left the room to put on her
bonnet. * We have really made it look very
mly’, considering how little time there has

“ Your little romance has beguile
me into forgetting ths 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
pay too at the North End.”

“ Well, come back and dine with us, if you
can,” urged his friend hospitably ; * we shall
be quite 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, and tying
her bonnet strings in a prettier knot.

o nupsose. child,” said Doctor March,
with a sndden gravity, * it is of no use to ask
you for any news of my poor people over
there ?"”

Bee turned round.

« T have no time to spare,” she said.

 From choosing new bonnets ?"

“ Do you like this one?' she demanded
archly. ¢ Is not that little crimson pompon
very becoming ?  Tell the truth now!”

“ You foolish girl,” persisted George un-
moved by the flash of white teeth and the
provoking sparkle of dark eyes, ** why - don't
m .t:');_lo think of something better than

neta?”

« Is there anything better?” she asked de-

‘murely.
i L would not smile,
T s,

narrow alleys
| in warm weather,” pouted the girl, seeing his

ve face ; but her great brown eyes fell ur-
ihyounzmn’amlﬂnu
Ho langhed and sfghed in spite of himself,

« You,did not like them any better in cold
weather, as far as I can remember " he cried;
and then Bee made an appealing little face.

“Don’t soold me on your first day at home,”
she said, smiling. * Iwill try toget up a
tasto for dirty babics and bad air ; and then I
will invest in a poke bonnet and & big basket,
and go about like Janet DBryer,asking poor
people impartinent questions and calling wo~
men old enough to bo my mother by their
Cl names.”

« Janet Bryer means well,” said Doetor

March iy.

« 8o do 1,” Bee asserted with s coaxing air.
+ Oh, bere is mamma | I am quite ready,
darling. Come, Doctor.” s
¢ T will get you to drop me at the office,
Mary, on your way,” said Mr. Throgmorton,

.w::lithe dining room door asthey crossed
the

“ Ihave had an uncommon loog
nap, to ba sure | Couldn't have slept sounder

through one of Reylofl’s voluntaries I"

“ Tom,"” said his wife euddenly, as they

followed Bee and the Doctor, and heard the

voiees disputing up to the very

happy young
door of the onme. *“ do you know what has
comse into my i

make yourself out 8o ¢old and ealenlating ; i | ¢ Nothing very bad, I dare say, Mary my
is Jack who puts such notions into your | dear,” ded Tom Throg with a
head, because hs thinks they manly— | gomplacent glance a$ the handsome matronly

t
by his side.
» You know how long I have been urging
March to marry 7"

t, and
did not answer, except by'nm_ her | * You are a born match maker, Molly, like
motger‘n blooming cheek disengaged | overy woman who is worth her salt.”

« Well, I have got the very girl at last, I

« Why should not poor Letitia come to me |
in her trouble ?""-continued Mrs. Throgmorton
simply. * Did I not promise long ago that X|
would never forget her?” b

“ And you have kept ioux-ord,
o you know, Mm
stairs from Mrs, Ludlow,

bb*w.'howanld just suit him for a

1 am afraid I must not be tempted,” 'MgJ

« Of course she can's expeot to meet lords
in Barlaston,” continued the h‘B somewhat
incoherently. * And I

young men nowadays look for money

wife. But George can afford $o
love. And, oh, Tom, if it can be managed,
won't it be nice if he should take a fancy
Ada Ludlow ?”

Cmarren VL

Dootor March was- the youngest of the
three physicians in the quiet old town of
Barlaston Regis ; but, in spite of his - youth,
which some people, especit the other
two physicians, looked :300 &8 a serious
disqualifieation in & medical wan, he was the

popular.
Not a few of Doctor Featherstone's pati-
ents, it is true, had complained, when the
Tour i wes hord nd Sasympathatio-—whioh

it he was u —W]
may have be:n the euenv.g: he had to deal
with imaginary sufferings. He was apt at
these times to speak the truth a little too
plainly, and had made enemies of those who
did wot upderstand him. Men whom he

©  JAMES BOWIR,
Anecdotes of the Inventor of the Bowle
KEnife,

n one occasion Bowie, whose reputation

the Third Chicksaw Bluffs. ~ The bank from
the boat landing to the top was about one
hundred and fifty feet high, and alarge num-
ber of people were watching the arrival of the
strangers. Looking down one of them re-
cognized Bowie as ho stepped over the gang
plank and made the romark, ** There comea
Jim Bowie.”
* What I shouted s big flatboatman, then
known as the * Memphis Terror,” as he
looked down the bluff ; ** What ! Jim Bowie?
That's the fellow 1've been looking for for
months. Jim Bowie! Why — him,
T'll whip him o quick he won't know what
burt him, I'll whip him if I never whip an-
other man as long as I live | Stand by, boys,
and see the fun 1" :
Bowie came slowly up the bank. In his
hand hecarried anold umbrella. He had
no pistols and was evidently not expecting or
infact p d for a fight, The fact did not

debarred from their selfish i or
to whom he recommended cold water and
exercise as his only presoriptions , women
who expected ,him fo suggest new pleasures
as remedies for & too listless and frivolous
life—these were the who had found
Doctor March cold and intolerant.

Bat they were few, now that he had been
soven years laboring among them ; and if
the young man had to bear cold looks and
misconstruction in his time, he had his re-

esoape the now thoroughly interested specta-
tors. Up weut the flatboatman, promptly, 88
Bowie reached the top of the bluff. ** s your
name Jim Bowie ?"” he ssked.

Bowie replied that it was.

 Then,” shouted tho flatboatman, as he
squared off, * I think you a d ——d rascal
and I'm going to whip yon right here and
now."

Bowie was a man of few words. ~He~stood
nn(! glued at his adversary, who was more

ward at last in the affection with - which he
was now™’ ded by his pati high and
low, and in the grateful looks and lighting up
of heavy faces that met him as he went en
his way, bringing hope and healing and con
solation with him,

(eorge March was 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 hours devoted to un-
profitable work, he had, somewhat to his own
surprise got on. ~

His position was firmly established i Bar-
laston Regis,  His brougham with the bay
horses was to be seen driving about all day
in the best ; his name was on
the staff of varions tals in the
town; and the resultof all wis a very
handsome income, which was steadily on the
increase.

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 80 cheery
and steadfass, so strong and so gentle, that
people who had looked in his face—and es-
pecially women—{elt instinctively thathe was
to be trusted and esteemed, whatever differ-
ences of opinion might afterwerds occur be-
tween them.

Perhaps it was because Doctor March liked
most people—and all women—in return, and
could always see Bome good in every one.
Children itively adored him ; and, as
George had no little nephews and nieces to
spoil, he was obliged to content himself with
such snatches of enjoyment as were to be
found in the nurseries of Yis friends and pa-

d than ever. * Ithink you're a
d—d coward,” he yelled, * and I'm going
to knock your head off,” and so sayiog
the * Memphis Terror” advanced to the
contflict,

Bowie never flinched. His keen eye was
fixed on the ** Terror,” who at this moment
was faceto face with him. Bat as the man
of Memphis drow & dirk from his breast,
Bowie stepped back a foot and thrust out
his umbrella as if to keep his antagonist at

The * Memphis Terror,” seized the um-
brella with one hand, made a at the
inventor of the famous knife with the other.
In doing 80 ho pulled the umbrella to him-
self, leaving free in the right hand of Bowie
his murderous weapow, which till this moment
had been con in the folds of theim.
promptu sheath. The sight of Bowie stand-
ing there, with the knife in his hand aund the
gleam of vengeance in his eyes, was too
much for the ** Terror.”

From .the bouncing bully he became
transformed into acrasen coward in a second.

His face turned pale and his knees trem-
bled, while the dirk dropped from his hands
as he gazed on Bowie's weapon with staring
eyos. ‘* Pubit up; put away that ecythe,
for God's mke, Bowie. 1 was mistaken in
my man,”

Bowie advanced a etep.

“ Don’t—don’t kill me !" besceched the
bully ; ** for God's sake, don’t go for me with
that seythe and I swear to you I'll never attack
another man as long as I live.”

Bowie looked at his now thoroughly de-

lized for a t, and then
tarning on his heel with the expression *‘Cow-
ard,” walked rapidly away. Thenceforih the
“ M is Terror " was a changed man, and

tients. 8 i indeed the enth of
the baby members of the Barlaston society
proved rather embarrassing to the young man,
who would find himself, perhaps in the street,
clasped tightly round each leg by two fat little
arms, ehrieks long and loud following the
nurse’s endeavors to release him.

George did not mind. He loved the little
ones, and langhed at them, and let them
climb all over him and kiss his kind brown
face, just as he was good natured, and a shade
paternal, in his manner to all the young ladies
who admired him so much.

It was certainly & pity, as several kindly
matrons had often declared, that Doctor
March should be so entirely alone in the
world, and that he should be spending
the best years of his life without creating any
interest for himself outside of his profession.

His mother had died while he was a little
follow at school ; and his father having mar-
ried again abroad, young March had fought
his way inthe world with but seanty encourage-
ment or help from home. [ndeed the house-
fal of hali-foreign children andjtheir middle-
agod coquette of a mother which went by that
name wag no home in the eyes of the young
Eoglishman.

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

George was u cheerful giver, and did not
complain ; but it is certain that he had not
been mortully offended when his step mother
had elected to remain her own friends
in Belgium, instead of mnu a share of his
home in Barlaston Regis. It was quieter fo
be alone, he considered, though there would
certainly have been ample roem for them sil.

Dootor March lived in Besudesert Gardens,
ina big old fashioned house which he had
taken with the practice from old Doctor Feath-
erstone, and which he continued to occupy,
though it was situated in an antiqusted quar-
ter of the town and was a great deal too spac-
jous and stately for his simple bachelor es-
tablishment. But it suited the Doctor, who
Jiked the old world tranquility of the square

until the dayof his death he never lost the
sobriquet of * Put up that scythe.”

Bowie was very fond of mugic and dancing,
and on oceagions where he would enjoy both
he nvariably appeared in the best of humor,
and the reserve which had begun to charas.
terize him at this time appeared to thaw out.
It was on ono cceasion at n dance, when he
was in such faverable conditicns, that I bad
an opportunity of a free and casy chat with
him about gome of the enconuters in which
he had been engaged.  Referring to the dis-
parity in size between himself and some of the
men whom he had met in conflict I asked him
how he regarded his chances under such cir-
cumsiances.

* Sappose,” eaid I, referring to a man of
herculean build, who stood near, ‘' suppose
you were attacked by such a man as Hob
Johnson there. What then ?”

 Oh,” dryly responded Bowie, ** I would
cut him down to my size 1§

e
A STRANGE CUSTOM.

Dancing and Rejoicing Over the Death
of & Child.
[Ban Antonio, Texas, Express ]

Wakes in some portions of Ireland, and
dances over the dead in Mexico, are com-
mon, but in this part of the civilized world
people frown down upon the custom as only
fit to be practiced by barbarians, 8iill, there
was & wake in this city last evening at the

of Fi i Ramos, o Mexican, on

Losoyo street, adjoining San Antoino ice
street. A child eight montha of age died
yesterday morning, .and the parents did not
weep, but rejoiced over the loss. They loved
their little one, yet rejoiced becauso it was
taken away in its purity of infancy to join
the angel hosts up yonder. They were glad
they had been thus made instrumental in
adding another chorister to the hosts sing
ing hosannahs on high. 8o they determined
to demonstrate their rejoicing to the world
by inviting friends and relatives about them,
and baving a dance —a wake, as the world re-
gards such demonstrations. An Eaxpress
ive chanced around to the place

in which it stood, and his p did not
find it too out-of-the-way to prevent their
thronging of & morning in goodly numbers to
his consulting room. Good old Mrs. Batters
a relic of Doctor Featherstone's regime, had
remained with the other fixtures, playing the
partof ministering spirit to the young man
and making him as comfortable as it was
possible for a hachelor to be. George used to
declare, laughing, that that was saying a good
deal. .

Popular and prosperous ashe was, it was
evident that, outside of one or iwo houses,
Dootor March did not care much about socie-
ty ; and many sighs were caused by the care-
less good humor with which he divided his
attentions among the many pretty girls in
Barlaston who were go willing to please him
if they had only known how, and who secret-
ly pitied him so much for living all by bim-
gelf in that great lonely house.

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

One or two of these ladies, more daring
than the rest, or having & lsrger number of
danghters on p ion, had ded the
young man discreetly on the subjeot of mar.
riage, and had given him to understand that
in his profession it was most desirable that
heshould settle down early and begia to be
looked upon as a family man, Bat the Doc-
tor only laughed, declaring that he was as
happy # the days were long, and that a man
could bdno more if he had twenty wives.
And he frould add that he claimed to be con-
siderod/a regular old fogey already by right of
his ugly face.

It was evideni that he was incorrigible.
Haviog an immense and eager interest in his
profession, and a large oapacity for hard
work, the world to his nine and twenty
yeard seemed a bright place enough.

His household was well ordered, faithfal
old Batters being the fine flower of managers;
md.ﬂmmo:g dreamed of a change in
the tranquil routine of his existence, it was
far off prospect which

indefinite

for, and the varions cares and interests which
had grown about him since he Fad taken root

in the town.

Among these were the visiis at the North
End, of which he had spoken to Mrs. Throg-
morton. They were to be paidin the poorest

uarter of the town, dnd would bring the
‘ll)om: no fees atall. The poor woman never-
theless whose scalded ehi dying in a
stifling garrot, and the bed en girl, bher
neighbor, found the tenderest okill, the
gravest sympathy, most freely lavished in
their service ; and the delight of these poor
women and of other humble patients in
the Doctor's return was certainly worth the
additional bour they kept him away from
home.
[To PE CONTINUED.]

—Salem, Mass., is ene of tbe oldest towns
in the country, and this, we suppose, is why
the inhabitants 80 forgetful and absent
minded. It wes a Balem mn.anwho, having &
letter to post, forgol mi.n'“ a day or two, then
gave it to another man who in furn carried it
to Boston and back two or three days, who
handed it over to a third man with & request
that he, to save time, would post itin Boston.
The third man forgetting it until he cams
back to Salem, saw the 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. Btill more recently a Salem man forgot
his youngest child, left him in the Boston de-
mmd went home without him. And this

weck o Salem motherwho has a daughter
€0 closely resembling her that the one is fre-
quently taken for the other, walked up to her
ow! ion i mirror of &

« Where 7" asked Mr. Throgmorton, look-
vaguely up and down the il suh-

street ; while Doctor March, unconsei-

.':ﬁhhhlndonlot him, was helping

in her tied back lhirt'l into the carriage.

3 you come

n in she large
goods store, and, putting forth her hand said,
“ Why, , when did
thaahtmvm to stay at your uncly’s a
woek.”

about 9 o'clock p. m., found the house bril-
liantly lighted . and quite & number
of perrons present. A harper seated in front
of the entrance door, was playing a familiar
waltz, and three or foar couples were dancing
to the music. Under the gallery shed, and
just behind the harper, lay tho dead infant,
a pretty little girl. She was dressed in black,
and had been placed upon a box that was
covered with & white cloth, trimmed with
red about the borders. The hands of the
infant were nicely folded, and within them
was placed a bouquet of arlificial flowers of
erimson hue. Resting loosely about the head
of the deceaged was a corones of white artifi-
cial flowers, and a similar wreath encircled
the lifelees frame, while roses, pinks and
several kinds of wild flowers were strewn
promiscuously ahout the remains. The little
departed one was actually nestled in i bed of
natural and artificial flowers and wreaths of
vines. Quite a number of ladies and gentle-
mer who passed that way were invited within
by the father, and admired the pretty little
infant, but looked with strange thoughts upon
the scene in the adjacent room, where rejoic-
ing took the place of those common expres-
sions and demonsirations of grief that are
manifested where the loved ones of the family
circle are taken eway to be here no more
forever. This was the firet scene of the
kind the reporter ever witnesscd in this cily.

CHAMPIO: LIARS.
A Few Startling Yarns Told in a Texas
Urocery.

Hank's grocery is eituated on the edge of a
prairie in Bouthern Texas and on Bunday
quite a crowa used to meet there and snap
news and lies and have horse races and get
boiling drunk and indulge in other harmless
amosement. Old Lem Williams used to beon
hand every Sunday and was considered the
boss liar of the 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 :
"Haw‘-mplur our way, Lem ?”
“ Well,” he replied, * corn’s sorter 'gin to

tasseling, but the stand is powerful poor.”

* That seems to be the general com-
plaint,” remarked Bill.

 Yeg, this here country ain't good for
raisin’ corn,” said Lem, as he took a fresh
ohew; ** but if you want to see corn what
is corn, you just orter go to Fort Bend.
When I was farming on the Brazos, in that
country, my corn grew 8o tall and
thick that I had to hang lamps on the
mule’s cara to see how to plow a fourrow.
It was corn and no wmistake, and in tho fall
the stalks were go high that I had to knock
the ears down with a sassafras pole. - Darn
my skin, the ears were go big that it tuk a
strong man to carry more'n three of 'em at &
time.”
“ Speakin’ about - strong men,” remarked
Bill Barker, ‘* sorter causes me to®remember
an old steamboat eaptain who used to run on
the Yazoo River in '568. One dayhe stopped
at a landing for some wood, and the niggers
were kinder slow about bringing it aboard.
0Old Jenkins the captain, roused up and cussed
everythin’ in reach. Says he, walkin’ up to
the woodpile whar the niggars were at work :
¢ Pile on your timber, yer onery skunks, and
let me show you how to carry woed,’ and he
stretched out his. arms. Well, sir, the nig-
gers piled on the wood, and ket pilin” until
Jenkins had a cord and a half of firewood on
bis shoulders, and he turned and carried it on
the boat jest “as easy as if it was a bokay.
Heo was wbat I'd call a purty tolerable stout
man."”
“ That reminds me of a manI used to
know in Budford county, Alabamy,” eaid &
stranger named Tipper, who bad been in the
ceighborbood but a short time, All eyes
were turned toward the speaker and they be-
gan to size lim up. I guess eld Pete Jen-
nings,” continued the stranger, ‘ was about
the heftiest man in these United States, i 1
ain't mistaken.”
“You see, one day he was hauling some

begun to creak like if they needed greasin’
He looked under the wagon for his tar buketw

" and found it warn's thar, and what do
ho hid?" s

'spose
1 don't know,” growled Bill Bazk \
Lem Williams in & e o

ohorus.
“Well, I'll juss tell you what he did. Ho

0
had reached Memphis, arrived by boat at that
city, or rather at what was then known as ':,D PETUR N XU King, S ik wont. ol

steppin’ out in the woods he picked up a

pine knut, held it over the axle and squeezed
the tar outen it.
grip what beat a vise, yon bet,”

0ld Pete Jennings had a

* Btranger,” said Lem Williams, as he rose
up, ** Idon't like to disputea man’s word,
bat that's a blaziog lie, and I ain’t gwine to
believe it,” and ho and  Bill Barker, out lied
and disgnsted, monated their horses and left
Tlp_;-sr with a serene #mile on his fae as he
whittled the edge of a eracker box.

———e
THE FARMER'S HIRED MAN.

** I'm kinder lookin’ around the markes fer
o hired man,” he exclaimed as he s
ohpadol th.:d-und% and nibbled at an onion. “I

nder n one,but yet I kin
be able to find one."’ e bopel an
* How's that ?"
** Wall, ‘;{Jeﬂ !»inl"tano prot in ahired man
no more. No, sir,he's no good an: A
* What's the reason " g y Joager
* Oh, a dozen reasons. Firet 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 conld do to coax 'em to got to bed
at 10 o’clock at night. I'm afraid that weshan’t
naver gee no more hired men wuth keekin'
around fortheir board.”

“ That's sad.”

« It's sad, and more, too. Now, as I said,
I want a hired man, 1'm willing to pay $11
or $12 a month for & smart one. Some
farmers want & man to work all day and all
night, but that ain't me. I have never asked
one to git out of bed before 8 o'clock— never.
I allus give my man three-quarters of an
hour st nson, unless the hogs git out or cattle
break in or a shower comee up. After a man
has worked right along for nine hours his

;;Ihmnnduﬂeuthd 'an hour to brace up in.
'hey don't quite work on some farms 8
o'cloek, but I'm no such slave driver. At

half past 7 I tell my man to knock off. All
he has to do after that is o foed the stock,
cut a little wood, mow some s for the
horees, milk four cows, fill up the water
trough, start & smudge in the gmoke house
and pull a fow.weeds in the garden. I never
had a hired man who didn’s grow fat on my
work, and they allus left me feeling that they
hadn't half earned their wages.”

He stopped long enough to wipe a tear from
his eye and then went on:

“ And now look at the hired man of to-day.
He wears white shirts and collars. He won't
eat with a knife. He wants napkins when he
eate, and if we don't hang up a clean towel
once 8 week he wipes on his handkercher.
Call him at 3 and hegets upat 6. He wantsa
whole hour at noon, and after supper he trots
off to a singing school or sits down to a news.
paper. Fifteen years ago if my hired man was
sick for half a day I could dock him. If he
died I cot™ take. out & month’'s wages for
the tronble. He was glad to git store orders
for his pay, and he would wash in the rain
barrel and wipe on the ~olothes line.
There's bin a change, sir—an awful change,
and if a reaction don’t set in pretty soon you
will witness the downfall of agriculture in
this country.”

 Then you won't hire another ?”

“ Wall, I can’t just say. Work is power-
fully preesing, but I am going slow. Before I
hire him I want to know whether he's a man
who'll pass  his plate for more meat and $a-
tors, and whether we've got to use starch in
doing up his ehirts. The last man I had
took me to task for not holding family prayers
twice a day, and after I had done se for three
months I found it was only a game of his to
beat me out of half an hour a day. He
thought he had a pretty soft thing, and he
looked mighty lonesome when Icut Old Hun.
dred down to two lines and got through with
the Loxd's Prayer in forty seconds.”

B e ——
WHAT THE_ BASHFUL OLERK
WANTED.

Old Pincicm sat 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 & cow by turne, entered
and began :

Mr. Pinchem, I—I sl

+ Have you got those goods off for Kalama-
zoo ?" interrupted the old man.

** Yea, sir, they gone off, Mr. Pinchem, I
have long bk

“ And about that order for starch ?”

* That has been sttended to, sir. Mr.
Pinol,xem. I have long wanted to speak to
you.'

“ Ah! speak to me. Why, I thought you
spoke to me filty times a day.”

“ Yes, sir, I know, but this is a private
matter.”

“ Private ? Oh! Ah! Wait ill I see
how much we made on that last 10,000
poands of ecap. Six times four are twenty-
four ; five times two are ten, and twc to earry
are twelve ; three times seven are twenty-one
and one—ah, well, go ahead ; I'll finish this
afterwards.”

“ Mr. Pinchem, I have been with yon fen
long years."”

* Ten, eh ? Long years, eh ? Any longer
than any other years ? Go ahead.”

“ And I have always tried to do my daty.”

* Have, eh ? Goon.”

¢ And I now make bold—"'

“ Hold ou! What is there bold about it
But never mind—1I'll hear you out.”

« Mr. Pinchem, I want to ask—ask—Iwant
to ask—"

“ Well, why don't you ask then? I don't
seo why you don’t aek, if you want to.”

"' Mr. Pinchem, I want to ask you for—for
—for—'

“ You want to ask me for the hand of my
daughter. Ah! Why didn’t you epeak right
out? She's yourg, my boy | Take her and
be happy. You might have had her two years
ago if you had mentioned it, Go 'long, now—
I'm busy.”

 Mr. Pinchem.”

“ What, you here yet?
L)) g

« I wanted to aek you for—for—"

* Didn’t I give her to you, you raseal !”

“ Yes, but what I wanted to ask you for
was, not the hand of your daughter, but fora
raise of ealary.”

“ Oh, that was it, eh ? Well, sir, that isan
entirely different matter, and it requires jfime
for eerious thought and earnest consultation.
Return to your work, and some time next fall
I'll seo about giving you a raiee of a dollar a

Well, what is

week. Bix times four are twenty-four and
two t carry; and three times— . "—Al.
Quad .

B
THEODORE PAREKER ON MARRIAGE.

Young people marry their opposites in
temperaments and general character, and such
marriages are gonerally good ones. They de
it instinctively. The young man does not
say, ** My black eyes require to be wed with
blue, and my over vehemence requires to be a
little modified with somewha$ of dulness and
reeerve.” When these opposites come to-
gether to  be wed they do not know i, but
each thinks the other just like himeelf, Old
people never marry their opposites ;
marry their similars, and from caleulation,
Each of these two arrangements is very
proper. In their long journey these opposites
will fall out by the way a great many times,
and charm the other back again, m!by-md-
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 acd larger for being associated with so
much humanity unlike himself, and she will
be & nobler woman for having manhood beside
her, that seeks to correct her deficiencies and
supply her with what she lacks, if the diver-
gity be not too great, and if there be real
generogity and love in their bearts to begin
with. The old bridegroom, having a much
shorter journey to take, must associate
himself with one Jike himself. A perfect
and complete marriage 18, perhaps, as rare as
perfect personal beauty. Men and women
are married fractionally, now a small frae-
tion, then a large fraction. Very few are
married totally, and then only, I think, after
gome forty or filty years of gradual approach
and experiment, Such a large snd sweect
fruit is & complete ‘marriage, that it needs a
very long summer {o ripen in and then along
winter to mellow and season. But a real,
Lappy marriage of love and judgment be-
tween a noble man and woman is one of the
things €0 very handsome that, if the sun
were a8 the Greek poets fabled, a god, he
might stop the world in order to feast his
eyes with euch a spectacle.

I = —
—There was & young fellow named |,
Ho grabbed and lit out with a jacket;
gsrv;em. to the station
And kicked up a terrible racket.

But the Bobby enyqad in detection
‘Was slow to prove ]'s connection:
8o, during the racket,
With a — out went ],
And was no more seen in that §.

«The rago for insect decoration has
tended to garden bl The potato

home? 1| fence posts in an ox wagon, when the wheels | yines are already decorated with a very
@eique gold and black striped bug, while
cabbage plants affect en emerald worm,
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