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a year, indeed hardly a month,
par:c((ma buz a shark spoils a British ship of
one or more of her hands. Whlle the ves-
sel is in the harbour, or ridingin the offing,
a man tumbles overboard, or is capsized
from a boat, or attempts to swim ashore,
and is tora in picces by sharks withiu,
sight of help and sound of human voice.
Tﬁa Alice Davies, of Liverpool, has jut
returned to the Mersey, and in her ‘log
ip duly recorded a terrible catastrophe of
uﬁl kind. She was anchored off a smnall
river known as the Probolingo, on the
coast of Java, and one of her crew, a Welsh-
man, of the name of Owen, went with four
others to bathe. They were all good
swimmers, and Owen, who was the most
skilful, had ventured some little distance
from the vessel, when he was suddenly
heard to utter a piercin% shriek. A large
shark, rising suddcn?v rom the bottom,
had bitgen him immediately below the fifth
rib and. literally torn him to pieces. A
rope was thrown to him, but his injuries
were 80 terrible that he immedintely sauk.
His companions escaped uninjured, but of
Owen’s body no trace was recovered. The
shark which attacked him was, we are
told, judged to be some fifteen feet in
length. Such dimensions, although larze,
are vet not unusual in the Javanese Seas.

The shark is not so much the tiger as
the vulture of the sea. Like the vulture,
he hesitates to attack anything with life in
it; but, if hungry, becomes for a time
possessed with a courage not his own. We
shall never exterminate him, and his pre-
sence in tropical waters must always re.
main a constant source of danger. Mean.
time he has at least this merit, that wher-
ever he may ound he affords a certain
rough species of sport. There is no better
fun than fishing for a shark with a hook
the size of a pitchfork, and a huge piece of
pork by way of bait. Harpooning the
Ten is also an ting t, al-
tho seldom practised. Of late yea

: huated in novel and
W v % 1o form

o o practice then to shoot at him from
over the stern, with explosive bullets.  If
ou miss him, he still follows on. If he is
fv\ib, a great hole is rent in him. He rolls
slowly over on his back, displaying his
cruel, gaping jaws and vast expanse of
white under-su face, and his brother sharks,
coming up from around, quarrel and dispute
fraternally over the carcass. Best, how-
ever, of all modes of shark chase, because
most scientific, and scquently most
amusing, is that recentl dopted in her
Majesty's navy of combining torpedo drill
with shark fishery. - A miniature torpedo is
enclosed in a bait of junk or pork, and low-
ered with proper care. The Lattery is duly
and at the moment that the huge
s, and, as a pike-fisher would say,
“pouches”’ the tempting morsel, the cir-
cuit is completed. The effect is instantane-
ous. The head and jaws of the monster are
blown into fragments, and a bubbling circle
in the water marks the spot where, a few
seconds before, his dorsal fin was showing

above the waves,
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An Awful Warning to Servants.

A man out on South Hill had reason to
believe that his superintendent of cuisive
was in the habit of using kerosene to start
the morning fires. He placed his suspicions
in the form of a charge, which was indig-
nautly denied, and proof demsnded. He
wasn’t ready with his testimony, and the
case was dismissed for the tof evidence.
But his suspicions increased, and he ordered
a secret investigation and appointed himself
chairman of the committee with power to
send for persons and papers.  He laid his
plans with care, and the next morning he
followed his maid servant down stairs at a
careful and respectibe distance, and hid
himself near the kitchen door, where he
could not see nor be seen, while he could
hear very distinctly whatever was said or
done. 'The rustle of paper and the rattle of
dry light-wood was suceeeled by hasty steps
toward the closet in the liar w Then
he heard the gurgling of iquid, as though
it was gurgling out of a small tin spout. He
heard the can set down then the scratch of

a match,
““H'm,” he heard the maid-servant re-
matrk. Then another match snapped, and a

parely audible fizzle suceeeded. Grimly
amiled the silent man by the outer door.

“ H'm,” remarked the ‘maid-servant a
little petulantly. Another match snapped
and blazed up.~ Auother sound as of firzl-
ing. The smile on the face of the man deep-
ened into a grin.

“Well, I never did!" came from the
kitchen, and there was heard the sound of
more pouring on the light wood.  Auother
match and more silencs,

“Well, did you queried the
queen of the range, evidently anxlous to ob-
tain testimony corroborative of her own evi-
dence, as set forth in her previous stutement
that she never did. ‘The man setting him-
self outside the door throttled himself with
both hands and softly pounded the ground
with his heels, Something evidently excit-
ed him, and when the next mateh snapped
he caught himself by the legs and bit
fiercely into the corner of the door-frame
in a frenzied cffort to smother a hollow

or ¥

'he old scratch is in the oil, I do be-
" said a troubled voice in the kitchen,
Another match,
another, avother. And the man crawled
off behind the chester-box and hugged his
knees with many insane expressions and
silent demoustrations of interest, when he
heard the angry voice inside the kitchen
4,

lieve,
and more pouring ensued.

s
*“ Plague on such cil ! I'd like to pour it
all down Will Darling’s back !

Auvother maten and then a confused sound
of rattling and scraping, and a tearful wo-
man came to the door and hurled an armful
of soaked paper and light-wood into the
yard and kicked an oil can after it. The
smiling ‘man crept back upstairs unseen.
Breakfast was late that morning, and when
the queen of the kitchen was asked the
cause whereof, she said somebody had left
the shed-door open aud all the light-wood
was damp. And o that ever tilled an
oil-can with non-explosive cistern water
ever looked half so innocent as the man who
sat at the head of the table, choking over a
Graham mutlin,
..... -
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of Truth.

Gossiping and Lying are twin sisters.

HAPPINESS consists in a virtuous and
honest life, in being content with a compe-
tency of outward t?lings, and in using them
umlmrawly.

Wuey do we begin to love people ?'—
When they begin to let us look into their
hearts, and their hearts are found to be
worth looking into.

TaE wisest man may be wiser to-day than
he was yesterday, and to-morrow than he
was . Total freedom from change
would imply total freedom from error.

He that can please nobody is not so much
to be pitied que that nobody can please,
True : for he who can please nobody must
be with persons whom mnobody could
please, and the fault in that case rests not
with him.

THE highest excellence is seldom attained
in more than one vocation. The roads lead-
ing to distinction in separate pursuits di-
verge, and the nearer we approach the one
the further we recede from the other.

Tae :WorLp.—To understand the world
is wiser than to condemn it. To study the
world is better than to shun it. To uce the
world is nobler than to abuse it. To make
the world better, lovelier, and happier, is
the noblest work of man or woman,

Tae man who is only honest when hones-
ty is the best policy, is not really an honest
man. Honesty is not swerving policy, but
stable principle.  An honest man is honest
from his inmost soul, nor deigns to stoop to
aught that is mean, though great results
hang on the petty fraud.

THar firmness of adhesion to® precon-
ceived notion or purpose is in a good cause
called resolution—in a bad cause, obstinacy ;
it is called a curse or a blessing to the pos-
sessor, according to the degree or habit—ef
exercising the reascning faculty with which
he may be endowed.

—— el A

To disguise the bitterness of quinine, it is
recommended to take it dissolved in milk.

Tae Carp Trick.—*‘ You have played
the deuce with my heart,” said a gentleman
to a lady, who was his partner in a game of
whist,—** Well, replied the lady, with an
arch smile, “it was because you played the
knave.”

Taree ruffians who attacked an old gen-
tleman # amed Middleton at Sheffielk, in
England, the other night, met with a warm
reception. He lifted his foot up and, to use
his own words+in court, ‘* gave him (his as-
sailant) one fair on th’ top o the nose, mark-
ing him so that he could tell him again.”
The prisoner thus  marked” appeared in
the dock with his nose broken and his eye
blackened. The three prisoners were sen-
tenced to six months’ imprisonment with
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ROBA DI ROMA.

BY W. W STORY,

JULIETTA appears above at a balcony.

Romizo ! Hist! Madouna, saints and all!

How the man sleeps, stretched out beneath yon wall,
Deaf as the wall itself | 1 shalt be missed

Before I make him hear. Rumeo, hist !

Ah, well! ‘thank Heaven, I've waked him up at

as
uick, Meo, catch this bott'e I've made fast

o this long cord ! *Tis Evg ish wine, as strong
As aqua vite.  Quick ! don't be so long !

1 fourd itin the pantry set away

For thegreat diun r tiac we give to day.

And vatch this package ; they are ca dicd pears
wor your sweet tooth, aud sugar cut in xqu ires,
And other bonhons.  Now, be off at on
There, round the corner,—not that way, you dunce,
Or they will see you !—and come back at ten.

Who knows what [ may find te give you then ?

A rivederci carv, ah ! va ben !

That dear old Meo mine,—what luck jt was

That through the pantry [shou'd chance to pass
Justwhen old Frangsaw had slipped out & minute,
‘And 1o one near tesee ! The saints weren it!

Ah, well, he’s gone ! I'll draw the water now.
All's silent yet ; but won't there be » row

When Frangsaw comes and finds, ingtead of ten,
There are nine botties nnl" Well, what then
He can’. sccuse me.  Let him, if he dares !

V1l settle him, fof all his mighty airs !

Perhaps nat luvlzh\mrhwo Yire 3
Dut Mmkmtq:- hisas as mine.

‘Why should he Jeave it there exposed to sight,
To tempt whoever saw it? ’Iwas not right!
Does mot the lord’s own citechism say

No one should lead usin temptation’s way ?
And they who do #o are in part to blame ;

As we forgive them, let thew de the same.

Besides next Sunday I'll confess the whole
To Pad € Giacomo,—the good old soul,

Old omnia seecula amen,—no doubt

He'li st ull right, and smooth the matter out

And then, aguin, 1 say enough's enough !

Why shoula these rich signori swill and stuff,
While we, who toil and slave our life away,
Must live upon their leavings ¥ Grazio!
Itisnot fair! Itis not fair, I say!

There ure five graud signori come to dine,
And want ien bottles, and they'll get but ni
Dreadful to thiuk of ! How will th

Aud how, then, on one bottle can
I'm sure we only take what they can spare §
No one could call that stealing !

Hark ! Who's there?
'8 not come back agai, 1 hope!
3 was the old goat tugging at his rupe.
All's rale, thank Hewven !

Madonna, what & row !

L'the hottle now

vl

That's Frangsaw

has missed
Screaming for me

swear

3 . miles away
1 am coming Dlack bottle t
How in the name of mercy shou

I've just come up to draw
Wine? 1 kuow

108 water that
Ten bottles w
How should 1 know, indve
Where it his gone to ?
Drawing up water. Te
'k bottles ?

len?
Oh, yes,

swear
There were twelve buttles,
it your ontlandish lingo?
I've other work 1o ¢
there's any one here thief, 'tis y

twenty ! What is ten
3 !

2

whs it T was talking to below ?
? Nobody! Isay there wasn't

y ther No!
yourself, and see. You heard me say
mebody? What was it, prav?
ick, be off at once? Oh, that ?

u heard ¥
dled to was the cat,

You idiot ! you flat

Why, what the cat !

-t —

A HIDDEN TREASURE.

BY CHRISTIAN REID.

I1. —CoNTINUED,

You may be sure I would not do it if I
did not do it of myown will,” she said.
“ But if you really want to hear from me 1
will write—only, ve you warning—I
shall have nothing to say.”

“Yon can hsve the best thing of all
to say—if you will. Say that you love me,
and [ shall not care if there is nothing clse
in the letter.”

* Shall you not ? That makes the matter
ecasy, then. I shall simply say : ‘Dear Eilis
I love you. Yours truly, Annot Lawlie.’
Will that do?"

“ That will do very well—but it will be
better if you add, ‘1 am ready to marry
you when I come back.’ "

' But I shall not think of adding that—
for it would not be true.”

“ But [ want it to be true, Annot, dear
Annot—and why should it not be?”

“Ah! we want a great deal that we
can't get,” said Annot, saucily. ‘‘Don’t
begin about that stupid matter ot marrying,
or | aball be glad you'ré going awgy. Do
you know that we are expecting father this
evening, with the gentleman who is to see
about the mine ? I came out here to look
for them—not for you !"

1 didn't suppose you came to look for

me. Bat, as long as you are here, you'll
wait while I go in the house and give Mrs.
Lawlie a message from my mother, won't
you?”
" “If my step-mother once gets hold of
you, there is no telling how long I may be
obliged to wait, so [ won't promise; but
give meyour rein, and perhaps you'll find
me here when you com back.”

L)

* He placed his rein in the hanl she extend-

ed.

I Mrs. Lawlie keeps me more than five
minutes she will have to do it by force,” he
said, ‘' Ll trust you without a promise—
for once.”

He was not gone longer than the five min-
utes of which he spoke. . Indeed, it was
hardly so long as that when Annot, though
she did not turn her head, heard his quick
tread behind her. Reaching her side, he
paused and looked at the fair face with ad-
miration, f and reproach mingled in
his gaze.

1 am not afraid to give a promise or to
keep it, either,” he said. ‘‘There's nothing
in my power that I wouldn’t promise to do
for you, Annot : yet you wouldn’t promise
to wait five minutes for me.”

““ But I waited five minutes without pro-
mising,” she answered, with a smile.
““There's nothinmonldn’t rather have as
a free gilt than se it was promised —
that is difference between us.”

“ A promse 18 a free gift, isn’t it ?” he
asked. “‘Surely, if you have given me your
heart, Annot, a promise to marry me would
not be a bondage.”

“ Yes, it would,” she said, hastily. I
should feel bound hand and foot if I pro-
mised—anything. I don’t know why it is,
but I have a dread of binding myself. 1 al-
ways have had.”

““ But you must bind yourself some time,”
said Kane, ** and why shouldn’t it be now—
now, when I am going away ? I have told
you again and again how much I love you,
and you have made me believe that you love
me, yet you will not promise to be my wife.
Why do you act so? Why are you not hon-
est? It seems strange that any woman
should like to keep a man in such sus-

ense.

Aunnot did not answer. She turned her
face away, and her gaze rested once
more on the moon, now poised like a silver
boat just over the mountain’s brow.

‘‘Have you seen the new moon? she
said, abruptly. “‘I was looking at it and
making a wish for good-luck ju-t%efnre you
came,

““Was it about me ?" he asked.
made a wish, it would be abou’ you.
yours about me?”

She uttered a laugh which was clear and
ringing, vet not sweet H

““No,” she said; ‘““my wish was not about
you. It was about something nearer my
heart than anything else.”

““ And what it nearer to your heart than
anything else !" he asked, in a tone of jeal-
ous pain,

She turned her head and looked at him.
The handsome, honest face, the frank, anxi-
ous eyes might, it seemed, have touched the
heart of which she spoke ; but Annot only
smiled again—the bright, coquettish smile
which had baffled his eainestness often
before.

‘“ My wish was this,” she said, ‘“‘that the
mine may turn out all that father thinks it.
If it does, oh, if it does, do you know what
will happen, Ellis?”

A dark cloud came again over her compan-
ion’s face.

““You bave never been like yourself since

“If I
Was

hard labour.

that”—a pause—‘‘mine was discovered,” he

"but shrank too late.

S —————————— <

said. **Idon’t know what would happen if

it turned out all your father thinks it,

but I do know that it will never turn

out anything, except a place to sink money
)

in,

“ We shall see about that,” said the girl,
with a nod of defiance. ** The gentleman
who is coming will tell us all about it,
and it was thinking how much hangs on his
coming that made me wish for good-luck as
soon as I saw the new moon.”

““Then I wish for gool-luck, too,” said
the young man, and, puttinghis arm about
her, he drew her closer to him. * 1 wish
for the good-luck that yon may learn that
there are better things in the world than
money,"” he eaid, with a passionate vibra-
tion in his voice ; * that you may find it
isn’t often a man loves a woman as I love
you, and that you may have done with fool-
ing, and give me a faithful promise t.obemy
wife, That is my wish.” he said, with em-
phasis, as the moon sank out of uigl;tbelnnd
the dark mountain-crest.  ‘‘ Isn’t it better
than yours, Annot?” :

“ J—don't know,” said Annot, She did
not shrink from his embrace, but there was
s iveness in ha'mm:‘:r of nwnngll:
which almost d to i
Teich et et R T
ing with curious coolness for one so yommg—
that he was bound fast by his devotion to
herself, and that she liked bim well enough
to marry him if Fate offered her no better
chance.” He was the best match in all the
country-side—the richest, the handsomeést,
most popular man-—but her ambition leaped
beyond that limited world, and longed for
a wider field. If this wider field was not
to be attained, she would not reject thenext
best gift of Fortune. The odds were great-
ly in Kanes favour, but there was one
chance—one slender chance—against him,
and while that chance remained, Annot was
firmly determined to bind herself by no
pledge. He might Lelieve anything that
pleased him—she would listen to his wooing
and accept his caresses—but give a definite
promise she would not, With this intention
fixed in her mind, she lifted her eyes again
and looked up in his face.

““The moon has gone down, carrying both
our wishes with her,” she said, gayly. “We
must wait now, and see what comes of them.
We shall know, perhaps, by the time you
:ome back.”

* I haven’t much trast in the moon,” said
Kane. . “ She is too much like a woman
never the same thing twice.”

“It's a dull thing that never changes,”
said Annot—and, though the dusk was deep-
ening, he saw the dimples which her smile
always b t coming and going above her
mouth. yuld you change women if
you could ?" she went on, Then her voice
sank, and grew yet softer.  ** Would you
change me it you could ?” she asked.
ane caught his breath quickly.

“God kuows it would be better for me
if I could say ‘ Yes! " he answered, with a
vehemence she was not expecting. ' But I
can't—you kuow I can’t! 1 would not
chan you in little or great, if I could.
1 love you just as you are. Aunnot, do you
love me ?"

1t was no time for fencing, and Annot felt
asmuch. All the passion of the man's vature
was roused, and found utterance in this di-
rect question. Like many another woman,
she shrank from the fire she had wakened—
The arm around her
tightened its grasp, until she found herself
strained against the broad chest.

¢ How can you ask such a question?” she
asked, half *_thrilled, balt frightensd.
““Would [ be here with you like—like this,
if I didn’t love you? Oh, you should not !
—you should not 1"—he was kissing her re-
peatedly—‘“1 hear the sound of wheels.
Father is coming. Let me go 1"

The instant his arms unclosed, she sprang
away from him, and dartel away with the
speed of a deer to the house,

II1.

The wheels Annot had heard were those
of a buggy, which was approaching the
house in a direction opposite to that from
which K ane had come. The latter, know-
ing whom it contained, and being in no
mood to meet Mr. Lawlie and the stranger
accompanying him, mounted his horse and
rode away at a brisk pace as the vehicle ap-
peared in sight,

Two masculine figures were seated in 1t,
one of which was considerably larger and
stouter than the other. Beyond this
fact, the twilight rendered the personal ap-
pearance of both very much a  matter of
conjecture,

“ Here. we are, Mr. Thyrle,” said:the
larger man, as they drew up before the gate,
“I'm afraid you've found the day’s travel
very hard.”

““ A little hard, but quite interesting,”
this

answered the other. “ls your
hom: A pleasant place as far as I can
judg

“It's not such a nice place as I would
like it to be,” answered Mr Lawlie, descend-
ing to the ground, ‘‘ but I hope we can
make you comfortable in a plain way.—
Hurry up, Tom, for Dolly klu travelled
well to-day, and deserves the best you can
give her.”

The last words were addressed to a boy,
who came from a stable which they had
L assed.

** My second son, Mr. Thyrle,” the speak-
er went on. Then he op:med the gate.
“ We'll walk in,” he said. ~ *“ The boys can
attend to the baggage.”

They walked in, and followed a narrow
path toward the house, through the open
door of which the leaping blaze of a wood-
fire showed with bright effect. As they ad-
vanced, Thyrle wondered what manner of
place this would prove which seemed buried
to far in the recesses of the silent hills. All
day he had been journeying toward it, amid
scenes of constantly-increasing grandeur. As
afternoon waned into evening, the road pen-
etrated farther and farther into the heart of
the great mountains, Forest-clad heights
inclosed the way, while deep abysses, where
flashing streams plunged and roared, lay far
below. The end was this—a peaceful cove,
dark sentinel-peaks, unseen water murmur-
ing over stones, a fire shining through an
open door, 3

Into the apartment thus revealed, Mr.
Lawlie introduced his guest.

“ Sit down,” he said. “I'll find somebody
to show you your room.” s

As he went out, Thyrle looked round a
little curiously. Already he had been struck
by several incongruities in the man who had
become his host, and he was not mistaken in
the expectation of finding these incongrui-
ties reflected in his abode. Evidently the
record of two existences met in this unpa-
pered and unpainted room. A few engrav.
ings on the walls, a book-case full of well-
bound books, and three or four articles of
old-fashioned furniture, attested past refine-
ment, probably past prosperity, while, with
these exceptions, everything spoke of the
laborious simplicity attendant upon the life
of an ordinary mountain-farmer. -

By the time he had finished his survey and
drawn his eonclusion, Mr. Lawlie returned,

ied iddle-aged woman of
whom he int.

mgu]lrr Py
his wife.

“I'm glad you've come at last,” she said
to Thyrle, as if he had been expecmd a lon
time, and had deliberately failed to faltill
that expectation. I hope you'll put Mr.
Lawlie's mind at rest about the mine that’s
set him crazy. He's been no good at all
since he found out there’s gold in the moun-
taip, and if it hadn’t been that the boys
kept their heads a little steadier, 1 don't
know what we would have done, .I don’t
believe in mines myself—except for selling.
I've never known any good come of 'em an
other way. As I've told him all along, if
he can sell it—"

* Mr. Thyrle would like to go tohis room,
Susan,” suggested Mr. Lawle, stemming
the tide of words.

*¢It’s all ready for him,” said Mrs. Law-
lg:. *“The room on the piazza, next the

ve.”

Half an hour later Thyrle met the family
at the supper-table, where a number of
young Lawlies were p:nsod to his con-
sideration, Supper had been in progress sev-
eral minutes v‘::l:!cn Mr. Lawlie said:

“ Where is Annot? I have not yet seen

er.
«“8he'll be in after a while, I suppose,”
Mrs. Lawlie answered.

“If she wasn't at

hada't been

the gate when you came, she

—

e brought the mail, and » m me
from his mother, but rushed off in such &
hurry that 1'd hardly time to send an an-
swer, I followed him to the door to

the gate, and I knew then there was no use
in trying to talk to him.”

Aéen%nl laugh followed this, and, before
it subsided, a slight noise made T

lance up, and he perceived a Il‘l. i
in the o:en door just in front of him, She
evidently understrod the cause of the mirth,

for her face was set in a look of unmistakis
ble anger.

L ¢ \gu not thinking of Ellis Kane when I
went to the gate,” she said—her ringin,
voice taking every one else by sur rise—**
went there tolook for father, and Ellis came
—1I could not h Ip his ouminﬁ-" i

] don’t expect you would have tried to
help it if you could,” said Mrs. Lawlie.
« Come in to supper. Here's your father
and the gentleman you've been so auxious
about.”

« Come in. Annot—mno harm was

A %
‘Thyrle rose and bowed. Unconsciously he
felt—even in this first minute of their meet-
ing—that Annot, like the old furniture, was
part of her former existence, and out of place
in his present life.

Annot, on her part, saw a man whose ap-
pearance fascinated her at once. She did not 4
think him very handsome, but the refine-
ment which characterized him had for her a
charm greater than any degree of personal
beauty. Her swift glance took in and scrn-
tinized every detail of his appearavce.

“ He is a gentleman !” she said to herself
in astonishment ; for it had never occurred
to her that the man ‘!interested in ores”
would prove anything like this. ~ After she
sat down to the table, her eyes wandered to
him again and again—full of a curiosity she
could not express, and which presently at-
tracted the attention of its object,

“ A pretty creaturs,” he thought,
“ with evident signs of gentle blood.
Is it a pity for her that her father's life
has sunk to such obscure conditions. Who
can tell ?”

While thinking this, he was amused by
Mrs. Lawlie’s manifest determination that
the subject of Elis Kane should not drop.
In the first lull of the mineralogical conver-
sation which her husband had been sustain-
ing, she addressed him :

*Havé you heard the news about the
Kanes, Mr. Lawlie! There's nothing like
some people’s luck ! Theres Ellis, with the
best land in t he settlement, and I don't
kpow how much money, and here’s his mo-
ther's brother died out 1n Georgia, and left
her ever so much more,”

 Indeed !” said Mr. Lawlie, with inter-
est. "YWell. I'm glad to hear it. I never
grudge ‘ny neighbours their luck; and there's
not a better voung manin the country than
Eilis Kane.”

“ It's no wonder you think so," replied
Mrs, Lawlie. *“ He'll make the best kind
of a son-in-law, that I always said. But if
Aunot don't take care”—and here she nod-
ded warningly at the girl, whose brow was
like a thunder-cloud—* she may lose him at
last. Therc’s many a slip ‘twixt cup and
lip, and, while she's playing with Ellis,
there's any number of other girls ready to
take him at a word,”

“They are perfectly welcome to take
him, ®said Aunot, haughtily. ** If anybody
supposes that I care—"

“Never mind, never mind!” interrupted
Mr. Lawlie, who had no taste for a domestic
breeze. ‘‘ Things will come right, I dare
say-—yoang peuela must be young.—Now
about that ore, Mr, Thyrle—"

Mr. Thyrle was not so much interested in
the ore but that he feit able to be amused
by the interlude just passed. It seemed to
him like a glimpse of an old story—the ob-
noxions snitor, the reluctant maiden, the

srcenary - parent: group of ch ters
whom rhyme and prose have made familiar
to

us,

« How human nature repeats itself in all
grades of life ! he thought. “There is no
variety whatever in its combinations.  The
play called existence would be more inter-
esting if it contained more novelty.”

Having a taste for the study of character,
he was not sorry that an opportunity to ad-
dress Aunot occurred after supper. The fire
in the great chimuney of the sitting-room
was leaping and sparkhng, and with its
brilliant light making of small account the
lamp which was supposed to illuminate the
apartment. The family was gathered around
the hearth in a large balf-circle; and
Thyrle had been talking to Mr. Lawlie, un-
til the latter was called away. Then the
young man rose and walked ¢ a shelf which
was covered with specimens of ores, and
near which Annot was sitting—the ruddy
fire-light falling over her bent head with its
crown of sunny hair, her rose-tinted cheek,
and graceful tigure, over her small sunburn-
ed hands, and the heavy gray 'stocking
which she was knitting, while the light
flashed back from her steel needles. It was
a pretty picture, and struck Thyr'e as a bit
of genre painting might have done, Feeling
his gaze, she glanced up, -and, meeting her
eyes, he spoke :

“] was just wondering if you are
Scotch, Miss Lawlie! Your name is dis-
tinctively so.”

“] believe my father is of Scotch de-
scent,” she answered, ‘‘and he gave me his
mother’s name; but I do not consider myself
Scotch, because my mother was of pure
English blood.”

He hesitated.a moment, then said :

“You do not speak of your father’s pre-
sent wife?"”

“No"—and be saw her lip curl-—‘‘ my mo-
ther died when I was a child—soon after my
father came here to live. She could not en-
dure this rough, hard life. It killed her—
which was not strange, I am sure.”

The bitterness of her tone, the swift, dis-
dainful glance of her eye over her surround.
ings, spoke volumes to Thyrle, and waked
his interest and sympathy at once. In fact,
these qualities of his nature were generally
1eady tobe waked, and might be accounted
the weakest points in that armour with
which every man_instinctively girds himself
to fight the world. The gentleness of his
voice was very marked as he said :

“] can fancy that such a life as this
might prove very hard to one of delicate
rearing; yet it has not killed you."”

Sh:%ln-hod, aud sent a double glance at
his face before she answered. :

“My rearing has not been delicate—
think you must see that. I was very young
when father came here, and I have been
brought up among rough people, and accus-
tomed to rough ways. I have never grown
reconciled to the li¥e—l never shall, I sup-
pose—but things are as they must be, and
they are never likely to change—unle.s the
mine turns out right.”

“* Ara you, too, counting on the mine?”
said he. “*That is a pity.”

She looked up at him again—anxiety
in her eyes, the breath half hushed on her

lips.
“Why do you say that?” she asked.
“ What do you know about the mine—as
et?” .
““T do not know a great deal about it,” he
replied ; “ but 1 have seen the disappoint-
ment of 80 many hopes based on things of
the kind, that { never expect very brilliant
froition' for them. Moderate exp i

him hear e, but I saw Annot standing nl
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Oh, how the boarders yell
When they hear the dinmer bell;
Oh how the onions smell
Thrre every day.
~0ld Paragrapher.
Right from the bBarding house
ost every night,
Some boarder 8 his trunk
Skips out of sight.

Oh, how the landlord howls:
® Every time a boarder growls;
Oh, how he swears and yowls,

When they run off.

—Hawlkeye.
Boarp Wacks.—Directors’ fees,

ne from it long, for Eilis Kano was Shere, shall hope for the beit,” he sid,

 kindl; ps the mine may realize
 all lyour expectations. g
1 have great hope of it.”

e conversation ended here, for Mr.
wlie re-entered at the moment ; but the
te earnestness which Annot had
ayed impressed iteelf deeply upon lt.h.e

i i t
t on gom to bed that night was :
g r e, I trust the mine may
prove all that Lawlie thinks it.”

[T0 BE CONTINUED. ]

g e

Personal.

Count RAUTZAN, who is to marry Count-
ess Marie Bismarck, is the descendant of an
ancient family in Holstein, is a member of
the German diplomatic corps, and has al-
ways been much liked by Prince Bismarck,

0 appointed him one of the secretaries of

late Congress.

5 ".l‘ﬂl Countess Marie Bismarck, the fa-

From what I know,

Lyist, it is to be will ba -o:.'fot-

in her second than she was in her

first nnme; to enter the bonds of ma-

trimony. 'wo years ago she was engaged

to a son of Count Eule.lsnrg, but, before

the marriage could take place, her intended

w(.l. struck down by fever in the very prime
of life.

Tag Czar takes in early morning a cup of
coffee and a biscuit, and then a walk. He
oan’t drink tea, because his nerves are shat-
tered by his persistent attention to the gov-
ernment of his country, At 12 he takes
luncheon—a simple one, as he is not able to
eat fich food, Then he walks or ndes,
and then goes to his study. He dines at five
or half past, and after several hours of werk
retires at midnigh i ludi
his labours with one round of whist.

Gusta¥ WALLIS, one of the most eminent
botanical discoverers of the time, died re-
cently at Cuenca, Ecuador. In #8€0 he was
commissioned by some very eminent Belgian
horticulturists to gather new varieties of
plants in South America, and for eight
years he traversed vast districts in that
country, making afterward an excursion, at
the instance of a London firm, to the Philip-
pine Islands, Hedied in a hospital, worn
out and poor, in the cause of science,
having given to BEuropean horticnlture
not less than one thousand transatlantic
plants.

Tur Ewmperor of China antedates all the
potentates of the Old World in being able
to confer the oldest decoration of history.
This is the Yellow Tunic, which is made
of yellow silk, and has on the back a dra-
gon—the arms of the Chinese Empire—em-
proidered in gold and black silk. It is the
most distinguished order in China, and is
conferred only on extraordinary occasions.
Only two Europeans have ever received it—
the Eoglishman Colonel Gordon, who ren-
dered great service to the Chinese govern-
ment during the Taeping rebellion, and the
French engineer Giguel, who built a mili-
tary arsenal in Northern Chioa.

eant,” said Mr. Lawlie.—% My oldest yourite daughter of Prince Bismarck, who
m M. Thyrlo." he added, aa Aunst {&MN Count Rautzan, a young di
ad 3 - % hoped

Tue descendants of Jacob Follmer, who
emigrated from Wurtemberg 150 years ago,
and settled in Berks County, Pennsylvania,
recently had a grand reunion at the farm of
Williang, Follmer, near Milton, and 500
men, women, and children were present.
They came from divers parts of Penunsylva-
ma, and from other States, and 500 more
are reported to be scattered throughout the
; Yooy

WNea.rlyi Baried Alive.

Some Narrow Escapes from an Eternal
Prison.

Bringing the Dead to Life—Saved at the
Last Moment—A Laueh from &
Coffin.

The lectures which have recently been de-
livered on ** living burials ” by a physician
of some eminence, go to prove that such
things happen in countries where rapid in-
terment succeeds death, much more fre-
anently than the generality of people would

eem

possible.

We who hold our dead so sacred, and who
err if anything on the side of keeping them
too long unburied, must naturally feel a
kind of horror creep over us when, from

i a we are brought to witness

with what haste and want of reverence

the last.said ceremonies are gove through in
& r i

some t y
interment after decease an absolute necessity.

I to relate three marvellous
fnl:::grv.;:g burial which happened ma?i‘ er-
ent members of the same family at different
periods. The scene was in Italy ; the facts
were related by the daughter ol’ two of the
parties concerned.

BRINGING THE DEAD TO LIFE.

““You will scarcely wonder,” she said, ‘‘at
my horror of being buried alive, when I tell
you that a peculiar fate seems to pursue our
family, or at least did pursue it in the last

eneration. My father was an only son, and
rom having been bora several years ‘after
his parents’ marriage, was an object of es-
pecial devotion. His mother was unable to
nurse him herself, and a countrywoman
was procured from a village at some distance
from the chateau where his parents resided,
who was not only well calculated to replace
the mother as a nurse, but wasofsoaffection-
ate a disposition that she seemed to throw
her wholln: sotil into her heart for the well-
being of the child, and lavished as much
affection on him as did the 1eal mother.
When the age came for weaning him, it was
found impossible to accomplish it, while the
nurse remained with him ; and so after many
terrible scenes, and the most heart-breaking
sorrow on her part, she had to go. The boy
throve very well until he was about three
years old, when he was attacked by some
childish malady, andto all appearances,
died, g

“ It is unnecessary to dwell on the dis-
tracted grief of the parents. The mother
could scarcely be induced to leave the body,
and even though all life was extinct, grudg-
ed every moment as it flew towards the time
when even what was left of her darlfng
would have to be removed for ever. (The
time that was allowed by the government
for bodies to remain unburied was three
days.) The father had given strict orders
that the child’s nurse should not be inform-
ed of the death of her foster-son until after
the funeral, as he felt convinced she would
at once come to see him, and he dreaded the
effect the sight of her grief might ha
his already broken-hearted wife. However,
the order was ill-kept, and on the morning
of the funeral, after all his guests had, arriv-
ed and were grouped round the cofiin taking
their last faruwe&l of the lovely boy, in
rushed the nurse, her hair down, her dress
all torn and travel-stained, her boots nearly
worn off her feet. On hearing the news, she
had started off withont waiting for extra

lothi: without word or look te any one,

country, The German i P
from the Government a vast tract of land ly-
ing in the valley extending from Milton to
Limestoneville, then an unbroken wilder-
ness, but now one of the richest and most

sections. of the State.. A record of

and had run the whole night in order to be
in time to see her boy. As she entered the

room she rushed past servants and guests,
and on reaching coffin seized the child,
and hefore anyone was aware of her inten-

N kioship with the original
Jacob, either by blood or marriage, was ta-
ken on the occasion, and mea:ures have
been adopted to bring the other 500 into the
family fold. The Egullmen are represented
as a very proliic race, some of them having
had as many as 8, 10, and 12 children, and
this fertility has been transferred, it is said,
to the remotest branches. The extraordi-
nary*statement is made that, so far as
known, not one of the members of the im-
mense family has ever been arraigned for
any crime ; has ever beeome a druukard ; or
heen disloyal to his or her marriage vows.
They have so many virtues that they ought
to be most desirable citizens, Money-mak-
ing appears to be one of their talents, scores
of them being rich, and not one of them de-
pendent. The breed deserves to be per-
petuated. It evidently thinks so itself.

Sir Mosgs MONTEFIORE 18 made the sub-
ject of a pleasant sketch in the London
World, from which we quote the following
paragraph, in which a graceful allusion 18
made to-the late Lady Montetiore : *“ Few
men’ have borne the weight of years so well
as the Jewish baronet. Gifred by nature

ih a tall and massive frame, he has pre.
served health and vigour far beyond the al-
Jotted term of human life. His forehead
and white hair would vividly recall the ap-

arance of Talleyrand were not the fathom-
ess eyes and the marble brow replaced by a
hearty and genial expression. The huge
white neckcloth and high-collared coat, the
vast “gills’ and the ample jabot, are of a
period now passed into history, but these
remarkable vestments well become their
owner. There is, indeed, in Sir Moses
Montefiore a trace of that most agreeable
form of dandyism, the dandyism of neatness
and quiet elegance, which gives an old-world
chic, as it were, to its professor, From his
snowy jabot to thesilver buckles of his shoes
the master of East Cliff Lodge is a miracle
of neatness. His speech is not unlike his
apparel—genial and hearty, with a serious-
ness tempered by good humour. Hiskindly
outward aspect reveals the inner man. So
large-hearted is his charity that it is said no
man ever sought charity at East CLff and
was denied. enial, indeed, is only made
with extreme reluctance, The late Lady
Montefiore was averse to denial at all, and
Sir Moses often tells a story illustrative of

er g benevolence.  Amon
those who had frequently received sums ol
money from him was a co-religionist of the
most undeserving and hopeless kind. Again
ond again had Sir Moses sent him cheques,
and again and in had the irrepressible
beggar applied for assistance, 8ir Moses,
having discovered that his meney was !pﬂl(lt
o yleary his wi

or of mind to prevent her,
she had vanished with him in her arms. _ it
was found she had carried him off to the

grenier or garret, and had locked and barri-
caded the door. She paid no attention to
threats and i and all t

I
at forcing the door were eqaally fruit-
less. The guests waited patiently, hop-
ing that she would before long return to
her senses and bying back the child’s body
for burial. .

«“ At the end of an hour or more they
heard the heavy furniture rolled away and
the door opened.  The nurse appeared, but
with no dead child in her arms—the little
thing's arms were clasped lovingly round
her neck as she pressed him to her bosom.
The mournful assemblage was turned into
one of joyful congratulation. The woman
would never speak of the means she used to
restore the boy to life ; indeed, althongh she
became from that hour a resident in the fa-
mily and a trusted and valued friend, she
stoadily forebore ever returning to the in-
eident in which she played' so important a

rt. She lived to see the rescued child mar-
ried and with a family of his own around
him.

SAVED AT THE LAST MOMENT,

«The heroine of the second anecdote was
a first cousin to the above - rescued child
a young lady of thirteen or dourteen years
old. After somewhat protracted illness she,
to all appearance died. The mother literal-
ly refused to believe it, although the doctors
and the other inmates of the house saw no
reason to doubt the fact. The funeral was
arranged, the grave made, and the specified
three days had come to an end, The mother
had never left her daughter’s body; she had
tried eyery available means to restore her,
but to no purpose. As the hour approached
for the ceremony to take place, she became
more and more distracted, and more desper-
ate in her efforts to convince herself that she
still lingered.  As a last resource she went
for some strong elixir, and taking out of her

ocket a fruit-knife with two blades—one
mnde of gold the other of silver- -proceeded
by continual working to force the gold
h{ada between the teeth ; when inserted,
she poured a drop of elixir on the blade,
then another and another, and tried to
make it enter the mouth ; but it seemed on-
ly to trickle back again and down the chin.
Still she persevered, becoming more desper-
ate as the moments flew on to the hour, now
se near, when her child was to be taken
from her. At the very last, when she was
beginning to dread the very worst, she
thonght she detected a slight spasm in the
throat ; and on closer examination she be-
came aware that the liquid was no longer

in dri and g g, wife | returning as it did at first. She continued
that he should give the ne'er-d 1 no {'the application, every feeling more
more help; whereupon Lady Montefiord] excited and more joyfully hopeful. Present-

her own cheque-book, and wrote a
ue, remarking, ‘My dear, I think we
had better send him something ; I am sure
nobody else will if we do not.” The memory
of this admirable hdﬁ,"m Judith Cohen, is
fondly cherished at East Cliff Lodge, where
every scrap of linen is nrarked with the He-
brew equivalent for ‘She has returned
above.’ Her custom of feeding the wild
birds and ging them to f t the
dense shrubberies round the house is also
maintained with great exactitude—in fact,
it may be said that all the wishes she ex-
pressed while living are faithfully observed
now that she is dead.”

Civility and Ceremony.
Nothiog is more honourable and gleann'.
i s dionl

ly the action of swallowing became more
and more decided ; she felt a fecbleflutter at
the heart, and before long the eyes gradual-
ly opened, and closed l?ln; but the breath-
ing {:ume quietly regular, and the mother
was satisfied that now no one would dispute
the fact ; so she called her household round
her, and proved to them the joyful faet that
her child was restored to her, and that no
funeral procession would leave the house
that day. - Befere long the child fully re-
oovere!. The fruit knife with its two blades
is to this day the most precious heirloom in
“the family possessions.
A LAUGH FROM A COFFIN.

«The recovered one lived to form a deep
attachment to her cousin (the rescued boy
of the first story), possibly from the fact of
the strange similarity in their early history ;

are best—if only because no terrible disap-
pointment can follow.”

“It is cruel of you to talk like this !" she

said, in a quivering voice. ‘‘How can you
know ?—how can you tell? I have looked
for your coming with so much hope ; and
noW—"
“Now,” he said, as she paused, “I am
only givin‘ghyou a friendly warning. I see,
however, that it comes too late. ~ You have
set your heart upon the treasure which the
mountains may yield.”

“Itis my only hope—my only hope !’ she
said, passionately. ** If you could know—
butl can’t tell you—how much hangs on it!
You may think me foolish, but I feel that I
was intended for a differens life from this,
and the mine is my oaly hope of reiching it.
If that comes to nothing, Ipe must live and
die here.”

She claspel her hands from which the
knitting had fallen, and looked at him as if
the power to produce gold from the moun-
tain had been at his will. He was a man
of quick feeling as well as quick percep-
tions, and he understood all that she im-

than civility, and more r
and burdensc than_cer Civility

an

teaches us to behave with proportionate re-
spect to everyone, according as their rank
requires and their merit demands. In
other vordl.z civility is the science of men
of the worl A person ef good address,
who conducts herself with due ci

but his v;'lm already engaged by
the young lady whose story we are now
oingyw gellte, the facts gwhlch resem-
gle somewhat those already ul’xl‘l‘d 'I;lhu

n, rson was no longer a child when
«’i‘e’:thg nzmed to claim her, but had reached

m an and dan-

tion, conciliates the love and esteem of so-
ciety, because everyone finds herself at ease
iu her company ; but a ceremonious woman
is the plague of her acquaintance. Such a
one req too much i to be a
pleasant associate ; is too seldom satistied
with what is paid her, and every t

the age of eighteen or x}ix}etegn. She had
been sufferi

erous fever, and when the crisis arrived,
instead of rallying, she, to all appearance,
died. It was the custom of the district in
which she lived to dress marriageable girls
as brides after death, and to bury them in
their bridal costume. The young lady
i stion was therefore laid outasa bride,

feels her pride hurt by the want of some
frivolous etiquette. You cannot be too for-
mal to her, nor can she dispense with her
formalities to others.

I¥ you wish to do good, do good ; if you
wish to assist people, assist people. The
ﬂ way to learn to do a thiug is to do it,

that implies before you learn to do right
you will do '.I:F 3 you will make blunders,
you will have failures, but persevere, and in
the end you will learn your lesson atd many

:: l‘ white dress, orange-flower wreath, and
veil. The day before the funeral, the most
intimate friend of the deceased, who had
been on a visit at a distance, came home,
and insisted with floods of tears that she
should be allowed to see her. The mother
most decidedly refused, explaining that her
datighter had the victim of an infec-
tious fever, and that she could not allow the
daughter of a friend to run the risk of
catching it. The'young lad persisted, and
would not leave the house ; but the mother,

plied.

othier lessons by the way.

youn,

to her sup)
She immediately entered, and having reve

head, and two

p'aced on a bed at its foot.
“ The

warning, the dead girl sat up, and said in
sharp tone of voice: 5.;.‘
horrified to the last degree, her friend spran,

dles were p

for help. e sup|
keen sense of the ri

terical fit of lat
poor friend kicks

hter ; and the more he

rushed up as quickly as possible. Th

fusal, However, in the evening the
friend being on the watch, saw
the paid watcher leave the room to go down
r, leaving the door unlocked.

ently kissed. her friend's pale face, knelt
down by the side of the bed to pray. There
were candles at each side of the bed at it

r girl was deep in her prayers,
when suddenly, without any movement of

Saistu lad”
(What are you doing there ?) Startled and

from her knees, and in trying to rush out of
the room, umt the table on which the can-
ed, and became wedged in be-

tween it and the bed, her head downmost |
Inextricably entangled, she shrieked loudly
dead girl had a
iculous, and being wea-
kened from i Iness, she went off into a hys-

and screamed, the more

he ke the di 3
fiatieths B b ot

QuErv.—When they make an oyaur-'bod,
do they use a seaweed mattress?

Mex are women are ducks, and
birds of a feather flock together.
r-| WHAT is the best thing to hold when you
get out of temper ?—Your tongue.

 Way INpeep 1—Why do people call for a
piece of string, and did anybody ever hear of
a whole one?

THE grave iz sed to be the end ov ambish-
un, and i hav often seen it airing itself on its
# | tombstun.

LAzyNEsS haz often been mistaken for ad-
versity, and haz conquered more persons
than adversity ever haz.

Wy is a man who spoils his children like
another who builds castles in the air? Be-
cause he indulges in-fancy too much.

Romaxce iy e Kitcuen,—Cook (from
the area) : “‘Oh !’Liza, gi’ me my winigrette
—I've 'ad a—offer—from the dustman /”

PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY.—A man who is
troubled to keep the wolf from the door
should not live where there are many doors.

Provessor MAx MULLER has just given
@ | $1500 to be invested to provide an exhibition

r

mother was the first to enter the room, and
being a_quick-witted woman, at once com-
s;amed the situation; she flew to her

ughter and angrily ordering hsr to be
quiet and not la at her friend’s misfor-
tune, she preun:\f her to her m, and
hastily tearing off wreath and veil, dropped
them onthe floor @nd kicked them under
the bed ; then calling assistance, she carried
the girl into another room and put her to
bed. The

for a scholarship at the
in Oxford.

“ My landlady,” remarked a man, ‘“ makes
her tea so strong that it breaks the cups.”
said another, ‘‘ makes hers so
weak that it can’t run out of the pot.”
Joxnas, seeing a door nearly off its hinges,

; en for some
time, observed that when it had fallen and

“And mine,

in which condition

it had be

igh School for Girls

sent for, ordered her to be taken home with
out delay, and they started as soon as possi
ble.
events of her return to life.  She afterwar,
Jirat atory,
from her unvlmsunt position, was quite de
lirious : she had a nervous fever, of whicl

return to life had given her.”
¢ You are at liberty to make what use you

you may add that all three who were so near

the last.
g - 2
Struggling With a Maniac.

Drowned or Shot.

Saturday last a finely-dressed and well-ap
pearing man landed at Fair Point, Chatau

in the Palace Hotel.

prayer near the altar,

acrutiniziu%
tion, mani:
most emphatic manner.

with his dog and gun.

to beiuf shot ?
perfectly natural.

cessary for him to die right there and ther,
with maniacal frenzy.

the now terrified Irwin,
The struggle was a desperate one.

maniac’s clutch.

up to the dock.

life to the consecration of the Sunday-schoo!

whereas he had given him his choice of
death, and when about to yield preference

scene and interfered,

- e -

India’s Army.

Ali and his Russian backers

a formidable power.
in Hindostan is 41,000,000 —about the po

doctor, who had been at once

She perfectly recoved ; but strangely
enough, could never call to mind the startling

married the gentleman who was the hero of the L,
Her poor friend, when extricated Tue fashion journals announce that there

she nearly died, and she never entirely re-
covered from the shock her friend's sudden

On writing to the lady who related those
anecdotes for liberty to publish, she says :

like of our family story, on condition you do
not mention names of family or places ; but

y buried alive, lived to be very old—my
father to 84, my mother and aunt to 76, re-
minilu.i their health, rareintelligence, and to
a wonderful extent, their personal beauty, to

Told to Take a Choice Between Belng

A story thrilling enough in its details to
be woven into fiction has just come to us
fresh from Fair Point, Chatsuqua Lake, On

qua Lake, and engaged board for a fortnight
There was nothing
unnatural in his appearance, nor did it seem
at all remarkable when he attended church
on Sunday morning, and bowed in fervent
People nutiug his
conspicuous position looked with admiring
wonder upon the man who, regardless of the

vision of the whole congrega-
ested his religious zeal in the
On Monday morn-
ing the stranger strolled out near the lake
and there met George Irwin, a somewhat
noted duck hunter, who had just come in
The finely-dressed | Mgs, B.
stranger bly greeted Mr. Irwin, and
ukotf to be a&mud to examine his gun,
Mr. Irwin unsuspectedly handed over the
weapon, when the stranger carefully exa-
mined it, then cockéd it, and holding it to-
ward Mr. Irwin, asked him how he would
rather die-~would he prefer being drowned
Even then the man seemed

Mr, Irwin, regarding the
question as a joke, replied that if it was ne-

he preferred taking a turn in the water, It
was then that the stranger's eyes glared
He grappled with — -

The
maniac was a powerful man, and with an
iron grip dragged the sportsman to the wa-
ter's edge, when the struggle for life and
death became even more desperate, Finally
they both fell into the water, and while
tloundering there some men who stood at a
short distance ran to the rescue, and were
scarcely able to release the victim from the
His clothes were nearly
all torn from his body, and he was terribly
bruised by the brief but fearful encounter.
Just about that time a small steamer came
It required four strong
men to put the wild maniac on board, He
was taken to Mayville and lodged in jail
He persistently refused to the last to give
his name, declaring as a reason for his %on-
duct that it was necessary to sacrificz some

ground at tbat place; that he had been
chosen as the instrument of death. He
seemed to talk sanely about the matter, and
regarded Mr. lrwin as an unappreciative
man, because, as he said, it was clearly in
his power to shoot Mr. Irwin on the spot,

four worldly friends appeared upon the

The Mohammedans of India, whom Shere
ropose to stir
up to revolt against the Englieh, are indeed
The number of them

pulation of the German empire—and they
embrace not only the wealthiest and most
highly civilized, but also the bravest and
most warlike of the native population. It

killed some one, it would probably be hung.

HArRrY.—*‘1 wish I were you, aunt.”
“| Aunt. *“ Why !’ Harry. *‘ Because I
should have such a jolly chap for a nephew.
Wouldn't I give hima lot o' things next
birthday.”

has been a”‘* l)ugmrzme in Ladies’ Dresses.”
) | Judging from the pictures in the Ladies’
Books, 1t is surprising that the dress has re-
mained so long. It was only fastened by a
thread anyhow.

“ Mg, Smrtn,” said a little fellow the
other evening to his sister's bean, *‘ I wish
you would not praise Ann Maria's eyes any
more. You've made her so proud now that
she won't speak to Cousin Laura, nor help
- | mother the least bit."”

““Stop your noise, children!” suddenly
called out a little nine-year-old to those of
his playmates who, forced to remain in the
house because of the rain, were making a
racket. ““ Why, people going along the
street will think this house is hollow,

“(RANDFATHER'S CLOCK,” 18 the nearest
approach to pe ual motion that has been
made in the inventive age.—London Free
Press,  Our brother of the Forest City is
wrong. Doesn't he know that the clock
stopped short, never to go again when the
old man died ? Where's your perpetual mo-
tion anyhow ?

. JANET—** Mamma
- | the day was I bort —“At two
o'clock in the morning. g ‘And what
time was I born?” Mamma—* Not until
eight o'clock.” Janet—‘‘Ah, my birthday
is longer than yours, Jack!” Jack
“What's the use of being born before it's
time to get up "

car, at what time in

Well Timed.

Parsos. “ Sorry ‘to see you sleep so
much in church, Mrs, Barkins.”

Mgs. B. “‘Bleep, sir! Me, sir.”

ParsoN. *‘I'm sure you can not tell me
what my last sermon was about.”

“ About, sir? Yes, sir : about
half an hour too long.”

Wicked Old Man.

Pastor. ““ You know, William, what a
deal you have to be thankful for: you are
blessed with health and strength, p{enty of
?ood things to eat, warm clotbes, and a com-
ortable house to live in.”

BLiTHESOME PEAsANT. “ Werry true, sir];
but do you know sometimes 1 can't ‘el
thinking as "ow I ’as it all took out ag’in in
corns I

Sl

Informal People.

Preserve us from unceremorious people—
those men and women who * never stand en
cecemony” —who are always perfectly at
home ip other people’s houges ! Society has
many pests, but few as i*nb]e as they.
“Free and cm{" visitors are most thorough-
ly disagreeable. They will inflict them-
sclves on you at any time, and expect to be
always cordially welcomed because they are
so free and easy, and so loth to put anybody
to trouble. They will come before break-
fast, or just as you are sitting down to din-
ner, and draw up their chairs quite like one
of the family. Early in the morning they
“delight to run in,” and they will come
right up to your chamber to eave you the
trouble ot coming down, and there they will
1 sit and watch you make your toilet, and
comment on how gray your hair is getting,
and wonder if you are not a great deal stout-
er, and redder in the face than you used to
be. They will hunt over your writing desk
for note-paper ; bathe their faces with your
cologne-water, and scent their handker-
i chiefs with the contents of your best per-

fumery bottle. They are always ready for
> | luncheon—** You know I'm too much at
home in your house to go hungry, my
dear,”—and any stray camfectionery lying
about melts before them as dew before the
‘sun. They make no scruple of borrowing
your latest magazines and novels ; even your
wardrobe does not escape their encroach-
ments ; and all this insolence is cloaked by
some such empty remarks as: ‘“I never
stand on ceremony, but make myself at
home everywhere, 8o don't put yourself out
- | to entertainme !” Again we say, preserve
us from unceremonious people !

. e

Effects of Autumn,

is barely two centuries since Aurungzebe,
front™his throne in Delhi, surveyed an em-
pire richer and more magnificent than that
of any other conqueror since Cmsar, The
essions of the Great Mogul, embracing
ngal, the Deccan, and the northwest pro-
vinces, have since changed hands more than
once, but the splendid palaces, the stately
temples, and the graceful mosques of Agra,
Delhi, and Lucknow still attest the grand-
eur of Moslem rule in India. It is to
the power and position once held by the
Mogul dynasty that the Afghan Ameer evi-
dently aspires. He relies largely upon the
recollections of the Se mutiny and the
terrible reprisals which f:l{owad to aid him,
forgetful of the fact that the policy of the
English since the mutiny has bound the na-

ed the frost of

* A chilly looking mosquito, with a gener-
ally discouraged air hanging about him,
came slowly in and inquired feebly where
he could find the man who had char,
scientific society’s specimens. Then he wip-
the end of his bill, remark-
ing that his season would be about over now,
and he thought he would like to be stuffed ;
and went wearily down the stairway cough-
ing hollowly, and whipping his front legs
for warmth as he went up Wilton avenue
in search of the curator.

A cLERGYMA wh) had basn fishing, and
came home without any spoils of the finny

of the

now gathering before the Khyber Pass are,

the Prince of Wales durin,
Gwalior and the Begum of Bhopal,

among the firss to offer ti

for the most part, exhibited a similar spirit.

beyond the Indus,
.o

Lost Things,

that are found again, and a great many

there are thou,
are never found.

Eve

the world,, if it were his, to recover.

it. The llest things are of

fortune, a little home.

much as it pained her, was firm in her re-

everything he had for their recovery?

tive princes to their conquerors. The most
courageous portions of the Queen’s Indian
forces are Mohammedans, and the armies

in the main, followers of the Arabian Pro-
phet. The warmest friends and admirers of
his recent visit
were Moslem rulers like the Maharajah of
During
the Anglo-Russian imbroilio they were

eir armies and
their treasure for Queen Victoria's service,
and amid the Afghan troubles -they have,

Shere Ali is reckoning without his host if he
imagines that his 7,000,000 Afghans are
more potent than the 40,000,000 of Moslems

There are a great many .things lost

othera that are never found. There are
reputations lost which cannot be gained ;
there ‘are hopes lost which come not back
in ; there are friendships and joys lost ;
ts and talents lost which
_man has, at some
time, lost somsthing which he would glvlet superintendent was talking about idols,
may have been but a single pearl from the
thread of friendship, but it was precious
to him, and life is sad and dlrk'with:xt

e
dearest to the heart of man, as, for in-
stance, a little wife, a little heir, a little
What wonder then
that when they are lost he would give

‘tribe, told his wife he had seen but one
fish, and that was pike, which looked at his
bait and seemed weighing the chances be-
tween catching it nna being caught himself,
, | The wife responded, ““And of course he was
able to weigh the matter correctly, because
he had so many scales.” ‘‘That fin-ishes
me !” exclaimed the clergyman, as he drop-
ped into a chair.

Tre Russian testimonial presentel to the
Ameer of Cabul was something very grand.
The Czar's own particular souvenir was a
sabre beautifully set with brilliants, while
sundry war material and several unique arti-
cles of Circassian art for the seraglio were
among the other things sent.

Harry: “I wish I were you, aunt?
Aunt : ““ Why ""—Harry: *‘Because I
should have such a jolly chap for a nephew.
Wouldn't I give him lots o’ things next
birthday !”

A MATRIMONIAL office has just been open-
ed in Vienna. y lady wishing a hus-
band has only to inscribe her name on a
register, to state the kind of man she
thinks would be most suitable for her hap-
piness, and she is soon given a large
choice.

At a recent Sundsy-school concert the

when, to ascertain whether the children
were understanding what he was saying, he
asked : * Children, what is an idol ?” * Be-
ing lazy,” was the loud and quick response
of one of the membera of the juvenile class,

Tue Chinese have a law that any military
officer making his house a place of gambling
shall be cashiered, and forever debarred
from holding public office,




