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the stage manager been cross ? don't the audience appreciate ?
Tell me what the matter is. Has auything gone wrong
tbehind'?”

No, no, uo," was the quick, inpatient answer. «Iwantto
tell you why you bave found me thus, but if I do you will
despise me. Yet I muse tell you, ormy heart will burst.
-Out there in the parquetsits the only man I ever loved, and
by lus side my child—such a lovely gitl. Oh, God, why did
I ever leave her "

Again the tears ware falling thick and fast
Yriefspace she sard :

#You shall know my story. I was married when very
young to a prosperous business man who gave me a lovely
home. We were very happy, but I was wild and giddy,and
disregarded his wishes in every way, until at last lifc became
4 burden to my husbaud, and bhe neglected me and the baby.
£ lost my last friend, and one day, mad with regret, I left my
home and joined a theatrical company. Iuever saw my hus-
band to speak to but once afterward, and then he forbade me
to ever speak to him again or to make myself known to our
child.  Imbued with the excitement of my new life I laughed
at him then, but 1 have bitterly, bitterly repented this foolish
action since. I recognized my daughter by photographs
that [ have secretly secured, and to-night her father has
brought her to the theatre, as I verily believe, to thrust the
iron iuto my soul. You see the character 1 am playing
bears some resemblance to my past life. 1Tere are jewels
and costly dresses, I am flattered and admired, perhaps, but I
would give up all that for the cosey little home and the oppor-
tunity to hear those sweetest of all sweet words, ¢ wife” and
«mother” 7The bell—oh, how can I go on again!®

‘The curtain was 1, and I went out unto the auditorium
‘There was o difficulty in locating the busband and daughter.
The latter was weeping over the woes of the mimic character
on tue stage,and the father sat unmoved witha well-marked
sucer on his face. The story is nothing, and T have told it
wretchedly, but it is true, says a writer in Detroit Clha#.
The theatreis not so fur away, and I saw the young lady
who provoked Lilian's tears enjoying the sugar sleighing on
the avenne just the other day.

Aller a

Queer Occupations.

Many of the ¢ odds-and-endists,” like the nutcounters. are
aninisters of some slight amusement tor the public.  One of
those wonders used to stand in by-streets in London and draw
sweel music from the cofice-pot.  This quaint instrument
was pierced with holes, the musician blew into the spout, and
skilfully governed the « ventages” with Ins fingers.

Another, of wild aspect and gobbling speech, relied upon
amuch simpler music. e carried a crazy German concer-
tina, which hedid not play,and probably could not. What he
did was to pull it steadily inand out, and produce a horrid
#hee-haw,” until he was paid to go away  This blackmuail,
for it was little else, he received with the stolid complacency
of & deserving man. No bagpipes ever harassed a street
more cilectually

An entirely different entertainment was and possibly is
still supplied by a stout man of dignificd presence. He
would walk solemnly into a restaurant or bar, and would stop
suddenly before auny knot of three or tour people hie might
shappen to sec. When they turned their eyes apon him,
as they aaturally would do, he proceeded, with great gravity,
i0 unbotton his waistcoat. The result of this was the
disclosuie of an enormous beard, some two feet in length,
the lower part of which was kept inside the waistcoat when
not required for professional purposes. e would then, after
receiving any comments in perfect silence,button up his waist-
cuat, and hold out his hat. His whole demeanor secmed to
say s This truly magnificent beard speaks foritself; no words
of mine can add to its beauty, and if you haven’t sensc
erough to appreciate it, and to drop a cepper in the owner'’s
bat, words would be wasted on you.”

Send fivoe subscribers to the Fany Circer al Soe,
cach, and we wiil retarn you your choice of Robinson Cruso
(eloth) worth S 1 0u, Byvon, Scott, Moore, Lowell, Longfel-
low, Wordsworth, Colerid g, Burns, Humorous Poems, and
Miscellaneons Poems, red lLine edition, all haudsomely bound
in cloth, gilt, worth S1.00 each. Address Tiawson & Jones,
Publishers, Londou East.

Afterward.

Farewell | "Twas uttered lightly,
No outward sign of pain,

The deop eyes still shone brightly,
As hand clasped hand again.

Favewell! The lips were smiling,
‘I'he tones had no regret,

The fair face still begnilivg,
Unsaddened was. And yet—

When all around were sleeping
One restless heart alone -

Was tearful vigil kecping,
Its coldness to atone.

When bravely, on the morrow,
The light laugh hushed the sigh,
None guessed the night of sorrow
Caused by that last good-by.

The Whole world Kin.

To a soldier far from home, there is no more touching
sight than that of a baby in its mother’s arms. While on
their way to (fettysburg, our troops were marching at night
through the village, over whose gateways hung lighted lan-
terns, while young girls sh:d tears, as they watched the bro-
thers of other women march on to possible death. A scene of
the march i3 thus deseribed by an author in Bullet and Shell :

Stopping for 2 moment at the gate of a dwelling, T noticed a
young mother leaning over it with a chubby child in herarms.
Above the woman’s head swung a couple of stable lanterns,
their light falling upon her face. The cbild was crowing
with delight at the strange pageant, as it watched the armed
host pass by.

«1 beg your pardon, ma'am,” said Jim Manners, one of my
men, as he dropped the butt of his musket on the ground, and
peered wistfully into the face of mother and child.

The mother, & sympathetic tear rolling down her check,
silently keld out thechild.

Jim pressed his unshaven face to its innocent, smiling
lips fora moment, and waiked on, saying:

« God bless you, ma'am, for that.”

Poor Jim Manners! He never saw his boy again in life.
A bullet laid him low the next day, as we made our first
charge.—Yout’s Companion.

The New Book Trade.

Complaints are numerous in  England in regard to the
hook-trade, for there the old-fashioned book-scller is said to
Le fast passing out of existence.  Qne hundred years ago the
English book-seller was supposed to vead all the works he
ofered ; and conld work off his wares on his recommendation
of them. T'he book-seller of the early period is still supposed
to exist, and nmy be found in France and Germany. In
England the old style of book-seller laments that books in
@ shop to-day are quite zecondary things, and that in order
to dispose of them they must be worked oft with sticks, um-
brellag, china, tea, and stockings.” In the United Kingdom
beoks no longer havea fixed price.  You pay for your books
the additional penny or shilling according to the locality
where you find it, Ifa beok is marked a shilling and you
buy it at the milway-stall you pay full price, but anywhere
clse & penuy, and as much as three-pence off is guite usnal.
In the United States the regular book-seller departed many
along yeurago. At the gencral fancy stores you can buy
excellent books at prices which are apparently less than the
publishers® wholesale rates.  Thesc monster establishments
are cash buyers aud get the biggest discounts. They sell
cither at cost or at a very trifling loss. A purchaser buys
a yard of lace, a cake of soap, a pair of stockings, and the last
romance. ‘The prices put on the dry goods or the soap make
a margin of profit, and the loss on the book is more thant!
made up. That grave, dignified old gentleman in black,
who looked at the purchaser over his gold spectacles and
offered you with beconing gravity & volume in the days of
your youth, is dead and gone. Ho has been replaced by the
shop-girl. #This is the corset department ma’am; kin I
show you anything? Nothing in our linc?” inquires the
young person in bangs. ® You want ¢ Gushes from the Soul *
See here you cashegirl, show the lady the literatoor counter.’




