lurid with discomfort,
tri-weekly mails; the
with solitude, ennui, and colored
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Al turned expectantly toward the door,
ing in their several occupations; even

not 5. o

Warner’s eyes were raised from his book,
although his i i

refuge, no ‘‘down town”
a sanctuary. She was obliged to stay at
home and endure it all.

After the indulgent American custom,
she'earnestly desired to please all of her
children. her own thoughts she existed
only for them, to minister to their hspgn
ness ; even her husband was, ly
to her, quite of secondary importance, his
muq‘:t present claim~ to consideration
lying in his paternity. And this preference
must, be indulged, the more particularly that
Warner—the elder of her two bosﬁl, her idol
and her grief—was slowly, well-nigh. im-
pumpﬁblg:)but none the less surely, drift-
ing away from her. A boyi imprudence,
a cold, over-exertion, the old story which is
80 familiar, so hopeless, so_endless in its
repetition and its pathos. ~When interests
were diverse, the healthy, bloomin, daugh-
ters could hope to make little headway
against the invalid son. They had all the

* suony hours of many long years before
them ; he perhaps only the hurrying
moments of one.

For Warner a change was imperative—so
imperative that even the rebellious girls
were fain to admit its necessity,  His con-
dition required a gentler, kindlier atmos-

here than that of New York. The poor
sheued lungs craved the elixir of pureair ;

ted for the invigoration of /breezes
rn:hly oxygenized by field and
forest, and labored h dly in

Was 1
and grudging. The attitude of the litd:
circle attested the influence which the
coming man wielded over every member of
it ; an infl which d i "‘,
to every one with whom Nesbit Thorne’s
association was intimate. He was Mrs.
Smith’s nephew, and much in the habit,
whenever he was in New York, of making
her house his home—having now none of his

He was a slender, dark man, with mag-
nificent dark eyes, which had a power of
expression so enthralling as to disarm, or
defy, criticism of the rest of his face.  Not
one man in fifty could tell whethor Nesbit
Thorne was handsome, or the reverse—and
for women—ah; well ! they knew best what
they thought. 7

Some years previous to the opening of
this story, Nesbit Thorne then a bril-
lisnt recent graduate of Harvard, &
leader in society, and a man of whom
great things were predicted, whose name
was in mapy mouths as that of a man likely
to achieve distinction in any path of life he
should select, made a hasty, ill-advised
marriage with a Miss Kthel ilosa, a New
York belle of surpassing beauty and
acumen. - A woman whose sole thought was
pleasure, whose highest conception of the
good of life was a constantly varied menu
of social excitement, and whose noblest
reading of the word duty was compassed in
having a well ordered house, sumptuous

the languid devitalized breath of a
city. General Smith was a man trained by

enter ts, and irreproachable toilets.
A wife to satisfy any man who was un-
Af e A

military discipline to be instant in decision
and prompt in action. ' As soon as the doc-
vors informed him that his son’s case
uired—not , wanderings—but & steady
residence jn a climate bracing, as well as
mild, where the comforts of home could
supplement the healing of nature, he set
himself at once to discover a place which
would fill ‘all the requirements. To the old
soldier, New England born and Michigan
bred, Virginia appeared a land of sun and
flowers, & country well-nigh tropical in
the softness of its climate, and the fervor of
its . heat. The doctors recommended
Florida, or South Caroliua, as in duty
bound, and to the suggestion of Virginia,
jelded only a-dubious consent ; it was very
ar north, they said, but still it might do.
To’the general, it seemed very far south,
and he was certain it would do.

In those old campaigning days, the fancy
had been born in him that some time in the
future he would like to return and make his
home here, where ‘‘amorous ocean wooed a
gracious land”—that when his fi htinid&yl
were over, and the retired list lengthened
by his nanfe, it would be a pleasant thing to
have his final bivouac among the gallant foes
who had won his admiration by their daunt-
less manner of giving and taking blows,

The idea that any portion of his family
would be displeased by the realization of his
fancy, or feel themselves aggrieved by his
arrangements, never entered into the veter-
an’s calculations; he returned from the
South with his purchase made, and his mind
filled with anticipations of the joy the un-
lading of his precious honey would occasion
in the domeéstic hive, and when hé was met
by the angry buzz of discontent instead of
tgc gentle hum of applause, his surprise was
great, and his indignation unbounded.

“What the devil are they grumbling
about?” he demanded of his wife. ‘‘Shir-
ley’s a fine plantation. The water is good,
the air superb ; there are excellent gardens
and first-rate oyster beds. The house is old-
fashioned, but it's comfortable, and a little
money will make it moreso. What's the
matter with them?”

¢ The girls are young, Percival,” explained
the mother, putting in a plea for the rebels.
“ They are used to society and admiration.
They don’t take interest in gardens and
oyster-beds yet ; they like variety and ex-
citement. The country is very dull.”

“ Not at all dull,” contradicted the gen-
eral. ‘‘You talk as if I were requiring you
all to Selkirk on a ten acre island, instead
of going to one of the pleasantest and most
populoust counties in the oldest State
in the Union. Mr. Byrd, the former
owner of * Shirley, told me that the neigh-
borhood was very thickly settled and
sociable. I counted five gentlemen’s houses
in sight myself. Southerners, as a rule, are
great visitors, and if the girls are lonely it
will be their own fault. They’ll have as
much boating and dancing and.tom-foolery
asis for them.”

¢ Are there any, young men ?” demanded

ized the i

ting and prepared to give
way to her in all things.

Nesbit Thorne, unfortunately, was none
of these things, and so his married life had
come to grief. The first few months were
lmoothegn and gilded by his passienate
enjoyment of her mere physical perfection,
his pleasure in the admiration she excited,
and in the envy of other men. Life’s river
glided umoothl{;e gayly in the sunshine ;
then ugly snags began to appear, aud reefs,
fretting the surface of the water, and hint-
ing of sterner dificulties below ; then a
long stretch of tossing, troubled water,
growing more and more turbulent as it pro-
ceeded, boiling and bubbling into angry
whirlpools and sullen eddies. The boat of
married happiness was hard among the
breakers, tossed from side to side, the sport
of every wind of passion ; contesting hands
were on the tiller ropes. The craft, yawed
and jerked in its course, a spectacle for men
to weep over, and devils to rejoice in ; ran
aground on quicksands, tore and tangled its
cordage, rent the planking, and at the end
of & cruise of as many months as it should
have lasted years, it lay a hopeless wreck
on the grim {nr of separation.

The affair was managed gracefully, and
with due deference to the amenities. There
was gossip, of course—there always is

ossip—and public opinion was many sided.
ﬁnmon circYed around which played the
whole gamut from infidelity to bank-
ruptcy ; these lived their brief span, and
then gave place to other rumors, equally
unfounded, and therefore equally cajoyable.
The only fact authenticated was the fact of
separation, and the most lasting conclusion
arrived at in regard to the matter was that
it had been managed very gracefully.

The divorce’ which seemed the
natural outcome of this state of
affairs, and to which severy one
looked, as a matter of course, was delayed
in this instance. People wondered a little,
and then remembered that the Thornes
were a Roman Catholic family, and con-
cluded that the young man had religious
scruples. With %‘Irs. Thorne the matter
was plain enough ; she had no reason, as
yet, sufficiently stmnf to make her desire
absolute release, and far greater command
over Thorne’s income by retaining her posi-
tion as his wife.

When his domestic affairs had reached a
crisis, Thorne had quietly disappeared for a
year, during which time people only knew
that he was enjoying his recovered free-
dom in distant and little frequented places.
There were rumors of him in Tartary, on
the Niger, in Siberia. At the expiration of
the year he returned to New York, and
resumed his old place in society as though
nothing untoward had occurred. He lived
at his club, and no man or woman ever saw
him set foot within the precincts of his
own house. Occasionally he was seen to
stop the nurse in the park, and cavess and
speak to his little son. His life was that
or:uingle man.  In the society they both
f ted, he often od his wife,

Mrs. Smith, who r y
of an infusion of the stronger element to
impart to social joys body and flavor.
¥ Yes, I guess so,” replied her husband,
indifferently, masculinity from over-associa-
tion having palled on him ; * there’s always
men about everywhere, except back in -
home villages in Maine—they're scarce
enough there, the Lord knows ! Isaw a
goodmnn about in the little village near
hirley— \'int;ergmen.l they call it. Onme
m

and always behaved to her with scrupulous

liteness, even with marked cotrtesy. ~If
mever missed his home, or experienced
regret for his matrimonial failure, he kept
the feeling hidden, and presented to the
world an unmoved front. 5

In default of nearer ties, he made him-
self at home in his aunt’s house, frequenting
it, as familiarly as he had done in the days
before his marriage. In his strong, almost
i te nature, there was one great

young fellow t y partic-
ularly ; he was sitting on a tobacco hogs-
head, down on the wharf, superintending
some negroes load a waggon, and I couldn’t
t it out of my head that I'd seen his face
afom. He was tall, and fair, and had lost
anarm. I must have met hin during the
war, I think, although I'l be if I
can place him.” .
Mrs. Smith looked int.erel'iled. o !;e:d
haps formerly knew him,” she remar
choeri‘:l‘; ; “ it’s & pity your memory is so
bad. \rﬁny didn’t you inquire his name of
someone, that might have helped you to
him 7’

“ My memory is excellent,” retorted the
genmi shortly ; for a man must resent
such an insinuation even from the wife of his
“ Pve always been remarkable for
an 1l and retentive memory,
as you know very well—but it isn’t super
human. At the lowest computation, I
Tve seen about.a million men’s faces
the course of my life, and it’s ridiculous
m me to have ’em all sorted out, and
i in my mind like a picture catalogue.
My memory is very fine.”

{lrl. Smith recanted . pleasantly. Her
husband’s memory was good, for hisage, she
was to admit, but it was not flawless.
About this y man, now, it seemed to
her that if she could remember him at all,
she conld remeniber all about him.  These
hitches in llection were provoking. It
would have been nice for the girls to find a
young man ready to their hands, bound to
courtesy by previous acquaintance with

weakness ; the love and admiration of
women was s necessity to him. He could
no more help trying to maké women love
‘him, than the kingfisher can help '.hrus'.i:ﬁ
down his beak when the bright speckl

sides of his prey flash through the water.

As he entered the room, after an absence
of weeks, with a smile and a pleasant word
of ting, the younger members of the
circle fell upon him clamorously,; full of
themselves and their individual rns.
Even Warner, in whose mind /urked a
jealousy of his cousin’s influence, forgot it
i:: the nonce, and was uu%erw as
the rest. Nesbit found himself lisicning toa
demand for advice, an appeal for lymrthy,
and a psan of co tulation, before he had
made his salutations, or gotten himself
into a chair.

“Hold on!” he cried, putting up his
hand in protest. *‘ Don’ talk at once.
I can't follow. What's the matter,
Norma?”

His eye turned to his favorite, involun-
tarily, and an almost, imperceptible bright-
ening, a lifting of.the clouds on that young
lady’s horizon beE‘n to take place. She
answered his look, and (assisted by the
irrepressible Percival) unf lded to him the
family plans.  Thorne, with good-humored

husi threw himself into the sch
pronounced it delightfal, and proceeded to
indulge in all manner of cheerful prognos-
tications.  Percival was enchanted,’ and,

ishing himself close beside the arm of

more,

tion of paying them a visi

bunting nugm, lhhniﬁwnd

wreathe her full crimson lips, and snubbed

mﬁt&h Blanche -unmercifally i
ing to be lachrymose.
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strength

in them lay the chief

their outlook was as honest and fearless' as
that of & ohild—true eyes they were, fit
windows fer a brave, true soul.

The branch of the Mason family still resi-
dent at the old homestead of Lanarth had
dwindled to four living representatives—
Mrs. Mason, who had not changed her
name in espousing her cousin Temple Ma-
son, of Lanarth, and her son Berkeley, and
dﬂlﬁl)l::rl Grace and Pocahontas. There
had been another son, Temple, the younger,
whose story formed one of those sad mem-
ories which are the grim after-taste of war.
All three of the Masons had worn gray uni
forms ; the father had been killed in a
charge at Malvern Hill, the elder son had
lost his good right arm, and the younger had
died in prison.

Of the two daughters, Grace had early
fulfilled her destiny in true Virginian
fashion, by marrying a distant connection,
of her family, a Mr. Ro; all Garnett, who
had heen a playmate of her brothers, and
whose plantation layin an adjoining county.
With praiseworthy conservatism, Mrs.
Garnett was duplicating the uneventful
placidity of her parents’ early years, con-
tent to rule her household ' wisely, to love
and minister to her husband, and to devote
her euergies to the rearing of her children
according to time-honored precedent.
Pocahontas, the youngest of the family,
was still unmarried, nay, more—still unen-

ed.

xa%‘hey had called her * Pocahontas” in
obedience to the unwritten law of southern
families, which decrees that an ancestor’s
sin of distinction shall be visited on genera-
tions of d dants, in the perpetuation of
a name no matter what its hideousness. It
seems & iarity of distinguished p

to possess names singularly devoid of
beauty ; therefore, among the burdens en-
tailed by pride upon ¥oswﬂty. this is a
vievous one. Some families, with the
orest taint in their blood, at an early date
took refuge in the softer, prettier  Ma-
toaca” ; but not so the Masouns. It was their

pride that they never shirked an obligatien,>

or evaded a responsibility ; they did not evade
this one. Having accepted ““Pocahontas”
as the name by which their ancestress was
best known, they never swerved from it ;
undaunted by its length and harshness and
unmoved by the discovery of historians that
Pocahontas is no name at all, but simply a
pet nobrif‘uec applicable to-all Indian girls
alike, and whose signification is scarcely one
of dignity. Historians might discover,
disagree, wrangle and explain, but
Pocahontas followed Pocahontas in the
Mason family with the undeviating certainty
of a fixed law.

Grace trampled on the j;mtzst : ““Not
name her Pocahontas? Why, of course I
shall ! If the name were twice as long and
three times as ugly my baby should bear it.
1 wonder you should object when you know
that every Pocahontas in the family has
invariably turned out an exceptionally fine
woman. All have been noble, truthful,
honorable ; quick to see the right and un-
swerving in pursuit of it. I shall call my
baby by that name, and no other. »

Pocahontas opened her eyes. ‘Why,
Grace,” she said, *you talk as if the name
were a talisman ; as if virtues were trans-
mitted with it. Isn’t that silly ?”

“ Not at all,” responded Grace promptly ;
“qunless we cease to be ourselves after
death, we must still take interest in the
things of this world, in our families and de-
scenﬁinu. We may not be able actually to
trausmit our virtues to them, but surely by
guardian influence we can help them imitate
ancestral good qualities, Guardian angels
of our own bl are a t deal nearer
than outside angels, and I believe the dear
Lord appoints them whenever he can ; and
if 80, why shouldn’t the good women who
are in heaven take interest in my baby who
willbeartheir name? It is their name still,
and it must hurt them to see ‘it soiled ; of
course they must take interest. Were I an
angel, the child on earth who bore my name
should be my special charge.”

“Then, according to your showing;
Grace, six good women, now holy angels,
have baby and me in constant keeping for
love of our ugly name. The idea is fanciful,
and I don’t consider it orthodox ; but it's
pretty, and I like it. Miss Pocahontas. the
ninth, you and I must talk with circum-
spection, not to grieve the good ladies u
above who are kind enough to take sucE
interest in us.”

“Yes, my dear, 1 used often to think of
it—long be{ore Jim thought of it himself, I
believe, ‘Berkeley. He spoke to Princess
this summer and she refused him. She did
not tell me about it ; but from little things
1 coull guess pretty accurately. It's a great
disappointment to me, for I scarcely
remember when the hope that they might
love each other first dawned on my mind.
Mary Mason and I were warm friends, as
well as cousins, and it seemed natural that
our children should marry.”

Berkeley knew that his mother had wished
him to marry Belle or Susie, and that this
was not the first time that she had been
disappointed in her desire for another Byrd-
Mason match. Had Temple lived, Nina
Byrd would have been his wife ; the two
had been sweethearts from babyhood.

Mrs, Mason sighed regretfally. ‘I wish
sne could have loved him in the way
we-wish. Marriage isa terrible risk for
a girl like her. She is too Itnim
forward, too uncompromisingly Jibg
tolerant of everyday littleness, to have a
ve cful life. She has grown up so
digrmc from other girls ; so full of i eals
and romance ; she belongs, in thought and
motives, to the last century rather than to
this, if what I hear be true.  She is large-
hearted and has a t capacity for affec-
tion, but she is illed and l{a could be
hard upon occasion. _ If she should fall into
weak or wicked hands she would both en-
dure and inflict untold suffering. And
there is within her, too, endless
meer of generosity and self-sacrifice.

oor child ! with Jim I could have trusted
her ; but she couldn’t love him, so there’s
nothi%to be done.”

“ Why couldn’t she ?” demanded Berkely,
argumentatively. ‘ She’ll never do any
better ; Jim’s & handsome fellow, as men go,
brave, honorable and sweet-tempered.
What more does she want ? It looks to. me
like sheer perversity.”

* Tt isn’t'perversity, Berkely,” she said ;
“ I haedly realize, myself, why the thing
should have d 8o i ible. I supp
having always ed Jim as a kindly old
zihymnw, and big, brotherly friend, the

ca of associating Hn:dhm t with him

IW

separated the affair mi
ent termination ; but
a break in their inf

I
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efaction to

“‘qualities and
::wondefnli 4 ldmb Jesse Barker,
«madesknown to  Printer,
*“‘everyone suffer- Humboldt,
" 'nhm s
"Jhn‘othmmdal Kansas. @
G. G. GREEN, Sole Man'fr, Woodbury,N.J.

After Erkehy
fipu and strolled out to
: i eaving Jim and Pocahontas alone toge
to take breakfeast with them. He has to § on the The leaned back in her
make a farewell tour, or old friends’ feell i
It's rather =
;:frt.h thongh ot i ‘;‘3@‘{; c«;m
e thought of e s
slighted. I a barbecue and a
stump speech and bow, but the idea didn’t
seem to & to Jim, Poor old fellow !

“ Couldn’t he contrive to hold Shirley,
Berke?” questioned Mrs. Mason, as she
passed his cup. ““ He had retained posses-
sion so long, there must have been some
way to hold it altogether.”

Be“kNlo 3 t.h? thing‘::l impossible,” replied
rkeley ; ‘ the tation was morf
to” the hub bg{om Jim was tﬁgrf
The B have been extravagant for
nerations, and a crash was inevitable.
1d Mr. Byrd could barely meet the
interest, even before the, loss of Cousin
Mary’s money. During the last years of
his life some of it was.added to the princi-
ﬁd' which made it harder work for Jim. | come what might ; and cause any man that:
ut for Jim’s management, and the fact | came between, most bloodily to rue
that the creditors all stood like a row of |it. Between the brothers there arose quar-
blocks in which the fall of one would inevi- | rels, and ill feeling, which aflicted the
tably touch off the whole line, things would | lady, who was a good woman, and averse
have gone to smash long ago. Kach man \ogreaking the peace of families. That
was afraid to move in the matter, lest by so | brothers—twin-brothers—should be scowl-
doing he should invite his own creditors to | ing venomously at each other because of
come down on him.  Until lately they | her, appeared” a grievous thing, and she
haven’t bothered Jim much outside of wring- | set herself to mend it. By marrying the
ing all the interest out of him they coufd man she loved, she ¢ould end the afiair at
once, but his brother would never forgive
him, and before love had maddened tﬁ:am
the men had been friends as well as

tion any more, and Jim sat on the steps at
her feet, letting his eyes follow wis
the slope of the lawn, and the flow of the
. Presently, without turning his head,
he asked her to walk with him down to the
old willows by the riverside, for a farewell
look on the scene so dear to him, and Po-
h rose i tly and slipped her
hand within his proffered arm.
Down by the river, where the lawn bent
goftly to the wooing of the water, stood two
ient willows of unusual size; they were
rled with age, but vigorous and long
imbed. The sto ran that once a
Pocahontas Mason, the hdy of the manor
here, had lovers twain—twin_brothers 'who
being also Masons were her distant cousins.
One she loved, and one she did not, but both
loved her, and being passionate men both
swore that thew would have her,

PP

get. While his sisters were single, he was
obliged to keep a home together for them,
you know. ina’s marriage last spring
removed that responsibility, and I reckenm | brothers. She gau%?d their characters
it’s & relief to Jim to relinquish the strug- | thoughtfully, and hit upon a plan—
le.” which, at the expense of some self-sacrifice,
« What a pity old Mr. Byrd persuaded | would arrange the matter peacefully.”
Mary to sell out her bonds, and invest the Bidding both lovers attend her one
money in tobacco during the war !” ob- | day, she brought them to this spot, and
served Mrs. Mason, regretfully. **It would | cutting two willow wands of exactly the
have been something for the children if she | same length and thickness she stuck them
had kept the bonds. It was bad that those | deep into the moist soil, and announced her
great warely full of tob belongi decisi They  would wait three years,
to the Byrds and Masons were burned | she said, and at the end of that_time the
in Rich d at the ev i Charlie | man whose tree had grown the strongest,
should come and claim higanswer. She

Mason persuaded Mr. Byrd into that specu-
lation, and although Charlie is my own | would attend to both willows herself, giving
to each the same care, and treating them

cousin and Mary’s brother, I must admit
with equal fairness. Then she made the

that he did wrong. Your father always
dimpproved of the sale of those bonds.” men shake hands in amity once more, and

“The speculation wasa good one, and | swear # abide by her decision. y
would have paid splendidly had events The story further tells that both willows
srranged themselves differently ; even at | flourished finely, but that in the last year
the worst no one could foresee “tfie burning | the true love’s tree outstripped its mate, as
was right and proper. As the lady had

of Richmond. Cousin Mary’s mone
couldn’t have freed Shirley, but if | anticipated, when the term of probation
things had gone well with the ven- |expired only ene of the twins appeared to
ture that tobacco would have done |claim an answer to his suit. And in the
so, and left a handsome surplus oket of the constant man, when he kissed
Charlie Mason isa man of fine judgment, | his own true love, lay a letter, from across
and that he failed that time was through | the seas, full of brotherly affection and
no fault of his. It was the fortunes of war.” | congratulation.

This little story was a favorite with

Mrs. Mason sighed and dropped the
Pocahontas, and she was fond of relating

subject. She was unconvinced, and con-
tinued to feel ' regret that Mr. Byrd had | how her great-great-grandmother by a little
wit and generous self-sacrifice, averted a

been allowed to work his speculative will
with his wife’s little patrimony. It would feud between brothers, and kept family
have been a serviceable nest-egg for the | peace unbroken.

children, and a help to Jim in his long (To be continued.)
struggle.

Pocahontas helped herself to hot waffles,
and sugared them with a liberal hand.

“ Dear old Jim,” she said, calmly, ‘I
wish he had come in ; you should have in-
sisted, Berkeley. It’s cruel for him to hav
to give up the old home to strangers,
and start life in a new place. I can’t
bear to think of it. Jim’s such a good fel-
low, and Mexico seems a long way off.
When is he coming to say good-by to us,
Berke 7’

“This evening. He is coming to tea ; so
mind you have something special.”

After a pause, Mrs. ason resumed the
subject with the inquiry whether he had
heard anything relative to the purchaser of
ShirleK. But Berkeley only knew that the
place had been bought by a northern man, a
retired army officer, and that his name was
Smith.

When his sister was out of hearing,
Berkeley reopened the topic of Jim Byrﬁ.
He was standing at the mantle filling his
pipe, which he balanced dexterously against
one of the ornaments, and his back was
toward his mother as he spoke.

¢ Mother,” he questioned, *‘did it ever
occur to you that Jim might grow fond of
Pocahontas—might want %wr for a wife,
in fact? I fancy something of the sort
has happened, and that . he came
to grief. Iﬁe has been depressed and un-
happy for months ; and neither business nor
trouble about the tld place can account for
his shunning us in the way he has been
doing lately."*I' don’t believe he’s been
inside this house twice in the last three
months.”

After a joyous exchange of greeting with
her brother-in-law, of whom she was un-
usually fond, and a sweet, gracious welcome
to her old glay-fellow, Pocahontas with-
drew to tell her mother of their arrival, and
to assure herself that everything was per-
fectly arranged for' Jim's last meal among
them.

Through some strange deficiency' in her-
self, she was unable to give him what he
most desired, but what she could give him
she lavished royally. She wore her pret-
tiest dress in his honor, and adorned it with
his favorite flowers, forgetful in her eager-
ness to pleasé him, that this might make
things harder for him. She ordered all the | Grant was. He looks a little like the Gen-
dishes she knew he liked for tea, and spent | eral did, and wearsa full beard, which isquite
a couple of hours in the hot kitchen that | gray.
scorching morning preparing a cake that Vice-President Morton is 65 years old.
he always praised. With eager haste | He dresses carefully, and has a com)
she took from its glass-doored cabinet | gturdy form and stands as erect as a soldier.
the rare old Mason china, and rifled the | My. Morton is an early riser, and takes his
garden of roses to fill the quaint century old | hreakfast at 8.30.

punch-bowl for the centre of the table. All Rud A A
: - s yard Kipling arrived in New York
things possible should be done to make Jim on the City o? Paris Wednesday, He is

The Spring Bride at the Market.

In a close-fitting tailor-made dress and a
light-colored cape of Persian lamb, she
appeared before the stall keepers at a noted

arlem ~market.  She carried a Russian
leather. note-book with a gold pencil, and
the most artistic little willow basket
imaginable.

“0Oh, the dear little piggies,” she ex-
claimed, walking up to where a number of
pigs were incarcerated. ‘‘How much are
they a pair ?” o=

' Forty shillings, mum,” said the butcher}

“Isn't that prettly dear?” she asked
timidly. I guess I'll take some oysters,
ins ,” she said, walking over to where
the men were busy opening the emblems of
silence. ‘I want some oysters sent up,
escalloped oysters,” she said, ‘ with plenty
of raisins in’!hem,"

“ Oh ! those lovely pure pumpkins,” she
said, walking over to a ammf where a lot of
Wollongong cheese was displayed.

“Pll take four of these. I know it’s
plebeéan, but Reginald does like pumpkin

ies.”

¢ Areall hams yellow like these ?” she
asked, pointing to a counter full.

¢ No, miss, that’s only the cover,” said
the man in charge.

“ Those lovely
match my china.
dozen ?”

« Seventeen and six a hundred,” said the
huckster.

¢ Send me up two hundred weight,” she
said.

ink onions will just
ow do you sell them a

People We Hear Of.

Senator Edmunds says that Secretary
Blaine has Bright’s disease.

Yesterday in New York Miss Elaine
Goodale, the well-known authoress, was
married to Dr. Charles A. Eastman, an
Indian of the Sioux tribe.

In the opinion of the New York World
John D. Rockefeller, now on the sick list
at Cleveland, O., is worth as much as
$125,000,000.

Mr. Andrew Carnegie is now 55 years old.
He is a little man—not so tall as General

¢
CARE OF THE EYES.

A Few Simple Rules That May Stave Off
“Spees.”

A skilled optician furnishes the following
bits of information as to the care of the
eyes:

yKee a shade on your lanip or gas burner.
Avoid all sadden” changes between light
and darkness. .
Never begin to read, write or sew for
several minutes after coming from darkness
into light.

Never read by twilight, moonlight or any
light so scant that it requires an effort to
discriminate.

Never read or sew directly in front of the
light, window or door.

t is best to let the light fall from above,
obliquely over the left shoulder. i

Never sleep so that on first awakening
the eyes lhalfopen on the light of a win-
dow.

The moment you are _instinctively
prompted to rub your eyes, that moment
stop using them.

FAILING VISION.

The symptoms of failing vision are set
forth in this way :

1. Spots or sparks of light floating before
the eyes.

2. Quivering of the lids or sensation of
sand in the eye. !

3. Perceptible fatigue or the requirement
of strong light in reading.

4. The holding of objects at arm’s length
or close to the eye.

5. Squinting one eye or seeing objects
double.

6. Dizziness or darting pains in the eye-
balls, or over the temple.

7. Perceiving a colored circle around the
lamp.

8. Sensitiveness of the eyeballs or contrac-
tion of the visual field.

9. Blurring of the vision or being unable
to see objects distinctly at a distance.

10. Watering or redness of the eyes or
lids, running together of the letters when
reading, or seeing the vertical better than
the horizontal lines,

SOME FUNNY DEMANDS.

Titles of Books Misquoted by Would-Be
Puarchasers.

There's a broadly humorous side to the
book trade, says London 7'it-Bits. The fun
i;f‘nﬂr‘“ furnished by the ridiculous mis-

o8 make in the names of books.
A lady sent her maid one day for Annie

Said,” but the damsel asked for ‘ He
Combeth Not His Head.”

The little boy of a prominent divine went
to a shop to procure for his father a rslig’-
jous book called ‘“The Hour WhichCometh,”
bu}:, ’}’nc inquired for ‘““The Hen Which Crow-
eth.

At the time that Thomas Hardy’s clever
novel,-*“ A Pair of Blue Eyes,” was at the
heighth of its L)opulnrity, a young assistant
in a bookseller’s, who was as new to the
business as he was slow of comprehenison,
when a lady came in and said to him, ves
eagerly and inquiringly, ‘“Have you 'Z
Pair of Blue Eyes ? ” blushingly stammered
out, ‘“No, miss ; my eyes are {swk,"

One day an errand boy brought up from
the cellar a trap containing a large rat, just
as a well-known society belle, wishing to
look at one of Anthony Trollope’s most
popular novels, said to the new assistant :

5 “'},wnnt to see * What Will He Do With
t?

“Very well, miss,” was the reply ; ““if
you will walk to the back part of the shop
and look out of the window you will see
him drown it.”

The Koords.

Their women go about with uncovered
faces ; many of them are distinctly hand-
some, with derk raven locks dragged over
their cheeks, bright-red complexions, and
large, almost Jewish, noses ; but unfortu-
nnt,elf' they love to tattoo these otherwise
comely faces, and to wear silver solitaires
in their noses. Their heads are hung with
all sorts of ornaments, cowry beads and
savage jewelry, and their headgear generally
is  weighty and uncomfortable-looking.
Over their {uose, baggy trousers they throw
a red dress, and in the photographic groups
we obtained we find our friends at home are
generally at a loss to determine the sex
unless some babe in arms or other evidence
of maternity settle the question.

The men have for thefr distinguishing
feature the turban made of checkered silk,
red, yellow and blue, with gold and silver
thread ; this is bound ruuan red cap, and
is infinitely more becoming than the sheep
skin bonnet of the Persian peasantry.
mounted Koordish chief, with his light blue
jacket, long flowing shirt cuffs, and magni-
ficent things in the way of daggers, keenly
excited my wife’s desire to |ﬁmmgmphf
but before ~the camera could be set up he
had fled, and we never saw his like again.
Everything among the Koords points to a
higher state of art than among the other
tribes , stone is largely introduced into the
construction of the houses, red ornamenta-
tions made with henna adorn the doors and
windows, and the construction of the
¢ compounds ” is curious. You enter by a
low wicket gate, which is covered with cakes
of dung, into a courtyard; a covered shed
contains the tripod for mast, the black-
smith’s bellows with double funnel orna-
mented at the top with carving, and stand-
ing on feet made to represent birds with
long beaks. Out of this shed you pass into
the family rooms full of great store cup-
boards for grain, elegantly-shaped water

ts made of a clay found cfryse to the vil-
naz in (}igging up which the women are

feel himself, that night, the honored guest, AR £ A
3 : | travelling incognito, as his health does not
the person of most importance in their it h?m rey daitors: - 106 1t yester-

world. It was an heirloom—the Mason fte: %o da § ks in th
china—quaint and curious, and most highly cogn.try r:;)&nme:%e: LB b

prized. There was a superstition—how
originated none knew—that a breakage of a
iece, whether by design or accident, for-

e misfortune to the house of Mason,
Very carefully it was always kept,
being only used on rare i

ial honor was intended.- During the
civil war it had lain securely hidden in a | but they give one the shivers sometimes,
hmvg box under the brick pavement of one | especially at a late hour, when honest folks
of the cellar rooms, thereby ping dire | are supposed to be in bed.. Giants of despair
vicissitudes. Many pieces had been broken, | then stretch out long arms at the corners of
said to have been followed in every case by | silent streets, and st profiles are
calamities harder to endure than the loss of | thrown against the unconscious houses and

Electric Shadews.

If you ever observe it, the electric light is
responsible for many grotesqueries nightl
when inted on resp le walls and matter-of-

Shadows are only shadows,

fact sidewalks.

ployed ; any of queiat-shaped
copper utensils for boiling milk and cooking
stand around, and amid a haze of smoke you
rcieve women sitting on their haunches
usily engaged in watching the pot boiling
for the evening )meal.—The Gentleman’s
Magazine., #

Poverty in Buenos Ayres.

More than 300 families have returned to
England from Buenos Ayves, having been
forced to leave on-account of stoppage of
work there and lack of money.  They report
a distressing condition of aflairs in the Ar-
gentine Republic, owing to the recent finan-
cial disturbances. The foreign population,
large numbers of whom emigrated there in

bedi lowing promises of highly paid

precious porcelain, but much of it still re- | weird ¢ g make
mained.» In design it was unique, in execu- | the' pavement rise and fall in a style that
tion wonderful, and its history was roman- | must puzzle a person who knows he is sober.
tic. In the olden vime & rich and fanciful | Alone, without the presence of humanity,
Mason had visited the colonies with one of | these electric shadows lend the sleeping city

iti irginia | » mystic animation that even ional
moonshine fails to dispel. The
bswish of the lights, too, add to the uncanny
effect, and their fluctuations would in time
drive the sane mad if thought was taken of
them. Luckily, man can accustom himself
to almost anything.—Bosten Herald.

Company of London. He was an artist

of no mean repute, and ‘during

his stay in the new world had made sketches

of the strange beautiful scenery, and studies

from the wild picturesque life which capti-
is imagination.

utter, the

“ Excuse me, sir, but haven’t we met
1v Familiar ?

to
labor, are mis to be in some cases actually
dying of starvation, as they are practically
shut out from all work, and have no money
to get away with.

Local Item.

Elsewhere in this issue we republish an
article from the Hamilton TiuMEs relating to
the wonderful cure of a gentleman in that
city, who had been pronounced by phy-
sicians incurable, and who had been paid
the $1,000 total disability ted mem
of the Royal Templars. e well-known

ding of the TiMEs is a tee as to

before? Your face is gely .
 Yes, madam, our host introduced us to
each other just before dinner.,” *‘ Ah, I
was positive I had seen you somewhere. 1
never forget a ”
The smallest screws in the world are used
in the manufacture of - watches. The screw
in the fourth jewel wheel, that looks to the
pa hunter followed the chase | naked ey,mu bit of dust, is so small that
silent, forest ; another showed a ' a lady’s

dreaming beside a waterfall ; them.

1t was verv beautiful, for each

8 small but exquisite portra;
and scenery in the new world. e
were varied, and depicted in soft,
colors, and with a finish that made

the entire reliability of - the stat te con-

Thomas’ novel of ‘“He Cometh Not, She‘

:
4

ﬁ{
Fal

s
i

',
.
5

7

EREre;
d§§12§
rég

fact i
e is not of profound import-
ance, but “-tory throws a mﬂm’m’ bit of side
lifhttgou the life of the successful author
of to-day.” -

A TALE OF FOUR TRAVELERS.

Now They Quarrelled and Why They
> Made up.

Four travellers, an Arab, a Turk, a Greek
%‘d a Persian, meti at “:nh g:udot a t;lize

€] aﬁed to pool their and purc]
foocE t the Arab. insisted that b
must be the dish procnmd, while the
sian begged that it be aughar. The Turk
said that azum was the best of all foods, and
the Greek as strongly contended for sym-
phalion® .

They came quite to a quarrel ; but just
then an mhwnr driven by 'lhu-dod v;ith‘
gray Each one u outing joy.
4 Imngub," cried the Persian. “A“:shnrf”
cried the Arab. ‘““No!” screamed the
Turk, “it is azum.” ¢ That is my sym-
phalion,” added the Greek. Then they all
ate gral together, and loved each other
with whole hearts and comfortable bellies.

Our quarrels are mostly matters of words ;
or over affairs that we know nothing about.
—&8t. Louis Globe-Democrat.

In the Morning.

“Four years ago,” writes Col. David
Wylie, Brockville, Ont., May, 1888, “1I
had a severe attack of rheumatism, and
could not stand on my feet. The pain was
excruciating. I was blistered and purged
in true orthodox style, but all to no pur-
pose. I was advised to try St. Jacob’s E)il,
which I did. I had my ankles well rubbed
and then wrap with flannel saturated
with the remedy. In the morning I could
walk without pain.,” Many get up and
walk in the same way.-

The Boy With a Bottle.

A boy about 10 years old was going u
Second avenue yesterday with a quart bottle
in his hand labelled “Black Ink” in big
letters, says the New York World, and he
was handling it so carelessly that a fat and
fussy man, coming down tﬁe avenue, stop-
ped him to say :

“That’s just exactly like a boy! Why on
earth don’t you ‘carry that bottle as you
ought to

“Lam !”

¢ No, you ain’t ! You are just aching to
have it drop on the sidewalk and spatter al
over some one !”

U | %uess I know how to carry a bottle I’
growled the boy as he swung it around.

¢ No, you don’t, nor no other boy ! Wh t
are you doing now ? If you let that bottle
drop and spatter me with ink I'll cane you !’

““ Who’s lettin’ any bottle drop ?”

““ You are !” ;

] ain’t, neither ! I guess I can play
catch with a bottle without killin’® any-
})O(l !"

““ Look out !”
| ““There hain’t nuthin’ to be alarmed
about. Anybody can toss up a bottle and
catch—— !’ .

“Iknewit! I knew it !” shouted the
fussy man as the bottle came down with a
smash, and he jumped half-way across the
street.  ‘‘ Boy, Kou ought to be licked ’till
you couldn’t get home 1" I told you—-1”

But 8 or 10 peo&e were laughing at him.
It \;’as an empty bottle which the boy had
let fall.

He Kmew His Bible.

On Saturday night a tall, dark-complex-
ioned man in & light-colored suit, was hold-
ing forth among the sinners, of whom he was
least, at the corner of Queen street and
Spadina avenue. He drew their attention
to the beautiful parable of the camel ‘“in the
Bible.” The disciples knew that this camel
had lost one tooth use of the blades of
grass it left when grazing; that it was blind
on the right because it nibbled the grass on
the left side; that it was lame because one
foot touched the ground tenderly. He then
went on to show thal a wrong inference was
drawn by the disciples. - This is a sample of
many of the street preachers who bring re-
ligion into disrepute. All Canadian 8
will remember that this story occurs in J:e
old third readers.—Toronto Empire.

" A Soclety Which Will Not Fail.

Father Durin, a Roman Catholic priest,
of Wisconsin, has established a ‘‘ Deliver-
ance: Society,” which, according to the
prospectus, is organized on the mutual
assurance plan, and the object of which is
to save souls. The admission fee is 25
cents and ~ the annual contribution is 10
cents, and there is no reserve fund. = All
contributions are to be immediately em-
;;luyml in the celebration of masses for the
deliverance of the souls of the assured who
are in purgatory. The priest proposes to
establish branches throughout the country.

Pretty Girls of Winnipeg.

During the short time we were in Win-
nipeg we were struck with the beauty of the
Canadian young ladies in this little city of
the prairies. The ‘Rosalie, the prairie
flower” of our youth, must surely have come
from somewhere about the central part of
the Northern American continent. Where-
as in New York it took us eight days to find
five handsome women, in our four hours at
Winni we saw many pretty, well-
dressed girls, and four perfect beauties.—
Blackwood’s Magazine.

Accepted the Designation.

A young lieutenant in a line regiment 2

recently met with a sad rebuff at Ports-
mouth.” The lieutenant was parading in
full uniform one day and approached a
sentry, who chnllengeg him m& ‘“Halt !
Who goes there?” The lientenant, with

ot illxlue" i 3 t of l’l(iil face,
expressed his feelings with an indignant
“Ass!” The untrys:repl apt and quick,
came : ‘‘ Advance, ass, an( give the coun-
tersign.”

It is estimated that at least 1,000,000
Eoundn of rubber are annually used for
icycle tyres.

Ole Bull’s son is soon to make his debut
in this country. He has all of his father’s
talent for musie.

millionaires. Foreseeing the results of this
tendency, he expressed, only a few days
before his death, the following tion :

I see in the near future a crisis arising
which unnerves me and causes me to tremble
for the safety of my country. As a result
of the war corporations have been enth d
and an area of corruption in high
will follow, and the money power of the
country will “endeavor to prolong its mlﬁn
by working upon the prejudices of the

until all the wealth is ted. in
o few hands and the republic is destroyed.
I feel at this time more anxiety for the
safety of my country than ever before, even
in the midst of war. God grant that my
fears are groundless.

In these latter days we have the utter-
ance of Jerry Simpson, one of themew *‘ off”
departure school of politicians, to the effect
that slavery never made a millionaire,
while “ the system which w out of the
war made a thousand millionaires in the
single city of New York.”

r. Lincoln was a plain, hard, matter of
fact man. Every plan he formulated proved
of greater or less practical intrinsic value.
He was not given to vagaries. He fre-
guent.ly, in confidence, expressed to friends,

is .omnitions that the eneémy of popular
government was the concentration ofP:realth
in the hands of a few, and the substitution
of the influence of the moneyed class for
that of the people’s voice at the polls.
Does not the present situation more or less
verify Lincoln’s prediction and warning.—
Rochester Herald,

A Few Houschold Don’ts.

e )

Don’t put furnishings with desigus in
& small room—it will%:ako ﬁ‘,u-l look.
the smaller. Keep in the rule of propor-
tion. It’s like a little woman with a skinn
face wearing a big football of a hat, which
only accentuates her sharp- features the
more.

Don’t be vague in your furnishings, and
gzzs this and that and the other thing

use each by itself is pretty, but take
the object of & room first into your con-
sideration, and live up to it, then take one
color as a guide and select all others in har-
mony with it.

Don’t let mstheticism overwhelm common
sense to that degree (hat your windows are
so profusely ‘‘ got up ” as to make ventila-
tion or the washing of them a difficult job.

Upholsterer.

Princess Alexander’s Busy Life.

The Princess of Wales is one of the
busiest women in the world, says the Chi-
cago Post, compared to whom the wife of &
day laborer has leisure. When her daugh-
ters were in the school-room, punctually at-
9 o’clock every morning she went into the
school-room with the teachers and masters
to examine the work of the previous day,
and now that they are in society she per-
sonally supervises their gowns, des
and working on them herself, as she is &
skilled dressmaker. Besides her own ardu-
ous public duties and those she has to per-
form for the Queen, she undertakes a large
correspondence with her brothers, sisters
and parents. So numerous are her calls of
duty, and Fleuure which frequently takes
the form of duty, that when in London this
royal lAd{v’&owho is never expected to button
 her own boots or curl her royal hair, cannot
'get her work done to retire earlier than 2
o’clock in the morning.

Curio dealer—Here's a skeleton of Georqe
Washington’s pet cat. Collector—I don’t
want one so large. What's this small one ?
Curio dealer—That’s a skeleton of the same
cat when it was a kitten.

. C. N. L, 27, 91,
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Piso's Remedy for Catarrh is the
Best, Easiest to Use and Cheapest.

CATARRH
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your readers that I haye a positive
mhnbo-‘:-m
-y-.‘ to any of your '2."'.
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tairied in the article. ~

“1f that volatile essence which is senti-
ment in youth be not crystalized into prin-
ciple at maturity, the chances are that
its vapor will have passed beyond the
horizon and the sunset.

ble would hold 100,000 of *

—8t. Louis has just added 100 men to its
police force,.
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