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g, to P those two tog
for him. - Looking on into \the
nny future, he forgot the present 5 his
had opened her “eyes, and had
watched him for some moments before he
saw that she was awake,
At last he looked down at her, and met
; m:shining into his with perfect’ com-
on.

“Carlino, you bring me news I”
she axchimeg; dréwing bis face down to
hers, and kissing the smooth, mddy-brown
cheel

k.

% The best news, mother—the best I” he
replied, returning the embrace. “ Oh,
mother ' - I'm the happiest man in Ttaly.”

« Francesca——" began the signora.

# Francesca is mine—is mine !” he broke
in.” * She is coming-=you will see her soon,

madre mia.
¢« And her father ?”
 Was kindness itself.
. in this evening to see you. No one could
have been more friendly. I saw him first,
and then—then he told me 1 might speak to
her—that I should find her in the garden.
Afterward, her first thought was for you.
Oh, mother, she will be to you the daughter
you have so much n: ol
The tears started to the mother’s eyes.
 I'nsomma ! Now- I bave grieved you,
and mad - you' thiwk of Er ita ; happi-
ne s made nie forget all e Forgive me,
4 little wwiher ; I did not mean to make you
think of thepast.” - —wr— 4
o8 ‘}ged the Bignoar Donati, *How
elp thinking of it, Carlino, when the
contrast is so sherp—you coming te me
thus with your joy, as_g-son should, and’|
Nita bringing me only shame and gricf and
disgrace—not even sending me one line of
love or regret all these years?”

“She will come back, little mother—she
will come back,” he' said; soothingly,
“ Bome day she wilf feel her need. of you.
Don't cry to-night, of-all nights in the year.
I shall take it as a bad omen.”

Years had raised no barrier between
these two; Calo was as frank and open with
his mother as when he had been a child ;
she had shared all his hopes and fears dur-
ing his long time of probation, and now she
shared his joy, and was soon coaxed back to
cheerfulness, as he told her more of what
had passed at Casa Bella. She was
uite herself again as she went into
inner . upon” his. srm; her grief
was forgotten, she laughed merrily at his

acgount of Barico’s philosophical counsels,
and felt a glow of pride and happiness as
she lobked scross the table at her son, who
had been all in all to her for so many years.
Jazlo was too happy to be hungry, but -he
ged his mother over a bottle of Orvieto,
they drank Francesca’s health, %nd

d glasses, and made merty.
tete-a-tete dinner at the Casa Bella

He will bring her

8 Mecter, but happy, too, in its way.
The old captain beamed silently from behind
the sirloin. Francesca looked radiant.
They talked fitfully of the weather, of the
orange crop, of the silk-worms, of the last
letter from England —of everythixg, in fact,
except the one subject that was nearest
their hearts ; but then old Dino was wdlting,
and it behooved them to keep up appear-
ances, ' Their_tongues were unloosed by the
appearance.of Sibyl and the dessert, and
the disappearance of the servant.

“ Bibyl,” said the captain, taking the
little-girl on his knee, *‘ what would you
think if we were to have a wedding here?”

* A wedding, father ?” 8ibyl clufrped her
hands with delight. *‘Oh, may I be the
bride? Father | may I be the bride !”

 No,” said the father, laughing, ** that
character is bespoken, ~ You will have to be
my little housekeeper. Francesca is to be
bride. There, you must drigk her health :
Loug life and happiness to the future Sig-
nora Donati.”

Bibyl obediently repeated the words, but
made & wry face over the claret.

“ What horrid stuff, dudd{.
me s biv of your onnr, uick.
with her mouth very full, ““ But Fran oan’t
be Signora Donati.”

*Oh, yes, she can when she marries
Carlo,” said the captain.

“ Marries Carlo " echoed Sibyl, in aston-
ishment. Dear me, will Carlo be married ?
What a bother! I suppose he Ll never play
Zawies andbe Jolly any more?” {

3V by not.?” said Francesca, laughing.

““Qh, he won't,” said Sibyl, looking wise
and &lderly, “ I know he won't. I asked
purse the other day what it meant to be
married, and she said it was when people
grew standy ‘and settled down,”

'l%o two elders laughed heartily.

“ But he will be your brother, you know,
Sibyl, gnd brothers always play,” said
Francesca.- ~

“®arlo my brother
# s[Nour brother-in-law.”

“Oh, yes, I know about that—that's
what he had puv on. his cards,” said Sibyl,
triumphantly ; * 8o he must have known{:e
was'going to be my brother before he came
llen"; Dino said "that long word was in-

law 2+
, before Captain Britton bad done
, Bibyl convulsed her companions
by ~'solemnly raising the glass t? her lips
snd éating in the gravest way
L » and many games*“to
“my juture brother-in,law.”
Francesca was cager W go in quickly to
see Signors Doati, but she had to wait tilt
Sibyl was tucked up in bed and her father
nished his after-dinner nap. Then she
. threw & whit - woolly shawl ahout her head
uqag:wl-kn. slipped ber arm into the
capl '.)[‘“d orossed over to the Ville'
Brifio. - he signora was. alone ; she came
e Tt Feamoin oved
v ting imagi rancesca love
hardag::le ,u:‘;xd returned her embriices with
all ible warmth ; but above the soft
sasurances of the signora’s, de-
‘the pews which Carlo bad brought
her, was oconscious of her~lover's
voioe singing out in the garden, The joyous
riog sbout the old Neapolitan mnﬁ. the un-
mistakable rapture ef the singer, filled her
with happiness. The sweet, familiar
always birought back to her mémory that
t evening &t the Villa Bruno,
“

! ﬁ::; nothing but pinge, he
{ you,” said the’ \y 38
: drew neaver, every word “dis-
tiuctly in that olear atmosphere :
dolee Napoli,
suol beato
o Dol e,
-y o ‘
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and treated his nephew in the most gener-
ous and paternal way, and Catlo came forth
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uite dry ; it is star-
light,” he said ; will you not come out ?”
“ "Bhe smiled and nodded, let him wrap the
white shawl about her, and crossed the
room to the window. Carlo lingered »
moment to slip a cluster of red roses into
his mother’s hand. 7
« We go into the gardens for a few min-
utes, madre mia,” he explained.
She smiled approvingly, perceiving that
he meant to claim all iberty which an
Euglish betrothal permits and then !.nmd

i -
well for his future life. Happy in- his love,
ith . of ® fab Lok a

 practically amounted to cer-

it seemed a8 if life could offér him noth
more. His face was radiant as he gree!
Earico Ritter.

“ Well met!” he exclaimed, wayls!
&rioo, 'hol': in = fit of abstraction; wounld

ve passed him by.

*Oh, it is you ¥ axclaimed-Burico, Jook:
jng him crit*cclly in ‘the_ face. ¢ Well,
what news?’ \

‘¢ You will be requested to dance at my

dding before lomg,” said Carlo, gayly. ||

again to the cap with & g in
her pretty broken English, which shé was
well aware would keep him happy.for some
time to come. g

“ And this Lord Blamton, at whose house
it ocourred, is he your friend 7

The lovers, supremely indifferent to both
lords and laureates, stfolled out into . the
starlit garden. All was still and peaceful ;
through the olives they could catch glimp-
ses of the yellow hg{u in_Pozzuoli, and
every now and then a lurid’ crimson flame
band & column of vapor lit-aphy she flerce

Jars, revealed inthe distance ithe conical
form of Vesuvius and its peaceful neighbor,
Somma ; there was a delicious fragrance in
the air ; thyme and myrtle and mignonette
filled the dewy gardem with their sweet-

tent seemed to brood. A stranger m'i’ght
have fancied something disturbing and in-
congruous in the burning mountain ; but to
Ci rft:, Vesuvius was an old friend, not a
terror. In his childhood he had fancied it
a sort of synibol.of the Deibly, vaguely con-
necting it with that other pillar if cloud by
day and pillar of fire by nith of which old
Father COristoforo bad told him. Not a
care, not the least shadow of anxiety, broke
the hliss—the unolouded happigess of that
evening.

Remembering Enrico’s advice to keep his
happinees to himself, Carlo took & holiday,
and stayed at home till the end of the woe{,
when, partly prompted by a ienti
wish to break the news to Piale, and-to
keep his usual appointment with the old
maestro on Seturdsy morning, partly be-
cause he wished to search for & betrothal
ring to his mind, he ordered hs horse and
rede into Napler. ol

Pisle lived over ‘s shop in the Strada
Mont’ Oliveto. His apartments were fur-
nished in a Spartan manner, without the
least, attempt at comfort or picturesqueness.
A marble floor, unrelieved by carpet or
mat, walls painted in pale green, but bare
of & single picture, a grand pisno in the
middle of the room, a table strewn with
music-paper, books and , and & few
straight-backed chairs stiffly set around it,

mpleted the furmture ' of this mu-
sical . anchorite. When Carlo en-
tered the room that morning he
found the old man poring over the score of
some opers, his shaggy gray hair tossed
back from his broad forehead, and the
shabbiness of his many-colored dressing-
gown fully revealed by the sunshine whic
streamed in through the half-open jalousies.
He looked up as Carlo entered, giving him
» sharp, searching glance, as though to dis-
cover how the world went with him that
morping. Convinced by the radiant happi-
ness of his pupil’s fice that at present the
sky was cloudless, he granted sout a rather
surly ** Buon giorno,” and closed his book
with an air of reluctance! .

‘I want your congratulations, maestro,”
said Curlo, gcoming quickly forward.
** Nothing but the most filial obedience and
respect to yourself brought me away from
my paradise this morping. You must mingle
with praise vour good wishes for our health
and happiness.” o

‘ Hein !” exclaimed the old man, pre-
tending not to ecatch his meaning. You
are an avvocato, I understand ; youn,
Ritter told me as much as that. Corpo di
Bacco ! don’t come to me for congratula-
vions. You've mistaken your profession.
You are wasting—yes, wasting, the noblest
gift of God.”

 But, maestro, reflect ; how is it ible
for me to use my voice a8 you would have
me? Would you wish me to leave my
mother ? And then, moreover, there are
other copsiderations—I am about to be
marridd.” .

¢ Married 1”
with a groan.

]

The maestro turned away
“ Ah, then I wash my
hands of you ! You arelust to art—lost to
the noblest of the professions | Farewell to
my hopes | All my efforts with you are
thrown away !| You might have been the
Elide of my old age and the delight of

urope. Instead, you choose the career of
a lawyer and the caresses of a won.?.’

“ You speak scornfully, maestro,” replied
the culprit, laughing. ** I shell add two ad-
jectives to your bald remark—*the usefnl
career’ and ‘s perfect woman.' Why,
signor, you who knew Miss Britton lhou{l
be ready to make excuse for me. What
else could you expect? Is the Muse of
Harmouny to take precedence of such an
one?” -

“ Hear him 1” cried. Piale, in despair,
“ great heaven | and it is this ungratefal
o;u that t:ol:ldh-:’ el‘a!dowod with the voice
of » seraph a the dramatic power ¢ &
Salvini ! 2 :
“ My apologies to Salvini,” said Carlo,
laughing merrily, ‘“‘but that beloved
maestro, is bathos—a fine example.”

His laughter was so infectious that Piale
was obligrd to join in it; then, with a
shrug of his shoulders, he shuffled across to.

0,

% You are incorrigible ! I wash my hands
of you ! But since you are in #o jocular s
mood at the prospect of settling down to so
monotonous & life—-"

* Maestro !” broke in Carlo, with indig-
nation.

“Do I speak unadvisedly?” said Piale
with sarcasm ; * n Oh, I
well enough what it %
under your vine your fig tree,
sud you will count the olive-branches
round your table ——”

* Bignor Pisle”
¢ And you will say as
hu({ ! and y&n
°

ness ; everywhere the peace of'a great con- {

Wil Lo e sl |

“Bo P Enrico whistled. /)

T took your advice, you see, antico mio,
and stayed at home, that you might not be
afflicted with the trouble of congratulating
me.” :

¢ Yes, yes,” said Eorico, with » sarcastic
smile, ‘“ That is your kind way of putting
it—egoist that you are ! You stayed to en-
joy yourself, and now you want to make
me believe that you were considering my
comfort and not your own. Anegoist! A
double-dyed egoiat. 1"~

They were p.llin%l hoarding in’ the Strada
8. Trinita ; Carlo had glanced at one of the
placards, and now he clutched his friend’s
‘arm.

¢ Enrico!” he gas|
name—I thought I saw it.
can’t.”

Huge black letters on a pink ground
danced in wild confusion before his_eyes ;
but surely it was that hateful name of
Merlino which had suddenly darkened his
sky, which has’struck a- blow at his heart
and left him stunned and bewildered.

“ Dear old fellow, you must come gu,”
said Burico. * I didn’t know those cursed
placards would be out yet ; but it is true,
alas ! only too true.”

Carlo walked on mechanically, feeling ab
though he had the nightmare. Hig thou; hts
flew wildly from Francesca to. Apits, from
his mother to Captain Britton, from his
ungle to Merlino.  He had no definite ideas,
only a giddy consciousness that the- world,
80 griggt but a minute before, was now over-
shadowed, and that a nameless™fear filled
his heart.,

“ Where ” he faltered, after-a brief
silence.

“ The Mercadante,’ said Enrico, following
his train of thought, and understanding the
Iaconic question as a friend should,

¢ Let us come there,” said Carlo.

Rarico silently complied. After a time
his friend looked up with another question,

¢ You knew of this before, then ”

Eurico signed an assent,

“ The day I last saw you,” he added,
after a pause.

“ What | That thing you tore out of the
Piccolo ? Why did you try to keep it from
me?”

T wanted you to have a cloudless be-
trothal,” said Enrico, rather reluctantly.

¢ Ah, amico mio ! exclaimed the other,
gratefully.

¢ You shield me thus, and then call
yourself an egoist !

¢ Of course,” said Eorico, who hated to
bé'caught in a friendly action. *‘ It was
pure ogoism, Naturally I wish you to be
| happy, for it distarbs me and makes me un-
comfortable to see you as you are now.
[’ure,ly for my own sake I deferred the evil

ped ; * my sister’s
Liook.for me ; I

day.”

éarlo could not help smiling, even then,
at the energy with which his friend tried to
establish his own selfishness for the sake of
triumphing in his pet theory,

* I must find owt whether they are yet in
Naples,” he said, growing’ grave once more,
and trying hard to collect his thoughts.
¢ Oh, Enrico ! how shall I ‘break the news
to my mother? Bhe is unfit to bear the
least, shock.”

“ T would keep it from her, then—at any
rate, till you know what line your sister
intends to take,” said Earico. *‘ But see,
we are close to the Mercadante. Shall’I
make inquiries for you ?”

¢ T wish you would,” said Carlo, with a
look of relief. *‘ Ask when the company
& rives in Naples, and where they are to be
found.” v

Enrico walked forward, Carlo tollowing
more slowly; on t two open-air cafes,
with groups of idlers beneath a shady
trellis-work of vine and enonymus ; on past
a stall pylwthod with lemons and

ery, wi thirsty Neapolitans were
inking mineral water ; on till the arsenal
was in sight, and the red tower of the
lighthouse, while in the foreground was the
Teatro Mercadante, Little had he thought
that/the sight of its pink walls with their
white facings would ever hhve caused him
such strange emotion. Huge placards were
posted here in all directions. He rend them
over and over in a sort of dream, taking in
little but that one name in larger type,
oiselle Merlino.” At length

Enrico came forth, having-made his in-

quiries,

“ They do hot seem to know the exact

of their arrival,” he said, in answer

to (arlo’s mute question. ‘‘ The man was
jus going to his siesta, and was not best
pleased at being hindered. However, he
wrote down the address for me. You
find them there whenever they do arrive.
It may. be to-morrow or any dsy next
week. They are coming from America,
but by what route the fellow didn’t know.
However, yon see by the placards there are
no performances for another ten days.”
d(,':rlotook the paper and read the ad-
ress.

¢ ] ghall be here again to-morrow,” he
said. * I will call and eee if they have
arrived, and till then I shall say nothing to
my mother.”

“ That would be wite,”
“ Then she will be spared the worry and
uncertainty, You look tired, amico mio.
Come hm with me and have your siesta in

* No,” aid Catlo ;T want to go home.
I want to t4ll Francesca.” o
ﬂglblcklnthilhmt; you'll

llYm

& sunstrol
But he only shook his head, and, with an
istakable air of wishing to be alone,

i

2

g

said good-bye to his friend, and went to
orduhilbo’ne.

found dejection was expressed in his walk.
The serpent had all too soon - invaded his

CHAPTER V.
A THREA' G BKY,

d ¢ ]
But his tmtghter was suddenly. checked.

. * Thi
will | lately. mﬁ:

branch. 4
“ Lend me uzour knife, Carlino,’ she
said : * I've lost mine, as usual. - There I”
as she cut open the cool, ripe fruit ; ““isn’t
that a beauty t  How much, I wonder, for
this half. Ah,
how like me ! I've forgotten the sugar.”
Then, running to the door, ““ 8ibyl ! Sibyl 1"
The little sister came flying down the pas-

sage, . -

* Run and fetch me some sugar, will you,
Sibyl, dear? Oh, bother? Now, what

ve I done with the store-room key?

k, darling, I think it must ‘be on my

dressing table, or, perhaps, in the pocket of
my blue gown ; or, if not, in my work
basket,.” g

Sibyl ran away to -hunt for the missing
key, and Francesca searched among the
contents of the table to see if by chance it
had been left there. .

Ah, Carlo mio !” she said, with a pretty
penitence, I fear I am not as the ladies say
who  advertise in the ne

pers,
¢ thoroughly domesticated.’ I shall have to

« domesticated ” meant, and they had much
merriment over a dictionary, which declared
that it was to be ““tame” and mot “ for-

eign.” .

g;byl 4t last returned with the sugar
basin, claiming ope lump as '.i”' and ac-
ceptiig another to run away.  Then Fra;
cesca began to stir the contents of tl
tumbler -with an ivory paper-knife, since
spoons were not handy; snd- in much
laughter and love-like wnini‘(hrlo forgot
all about the clowd-shadow that had ariser.

The ring fitted to. perfection, and Fran-
cesca’s delight was pretty to see; she was
not above a womanly weakness fer jewelry,
and frankly ows that she always had
longed for just one diamond.

“ And what about the old maestro?” she
exclaimed; at last. * You never told me
how he bore the news.”

“ Well, dear old Piale was, or pretended
to be, a good deal depressed. 1t seems that
he really had_set his héart on my going on
the stage, and had not at all realized iow
impossible that would be.”

“ Yet you do not feel as my father does
about {e&trs-going ?” < said Francesca.
“And Clare! Don’t
arguments we used to
about it 7" °

¢ Yes, she was dead against it ; but then
she was brought up in & i’ur{un family,and
the old prejugiou lingered with.har. For’
me, I have no feeling whatever of that sort,
but nevertheless the life of an operatic
singer is quite_the last I should willingly
choose. Piale talks scoffingly of thé hum-
drum life of an advocate ; but for my part I
shall be very well content to stay at home,
with the hope of some day following in my
father's steps and doing a little for the
country. ink of the wretchedness of a
wandering life ! It’s all very well to talk
about delighting . Europe—practically one
would be little better than an exile—and
into the bargain, Pisle owns that art re-
quires the sacrifice of domestic life.”

¢ I knew he -would not ap rove of me,”
said Francesca, laughing. * eVa must have
him to our wedding, Carlo, and he shall
make a speech. What fun he will be 1”

Just for & minute, as they talked of
theatrical life, Carlo’s - thoughts had re-
verted to Nita, but Francesca's reference to
the wedding soon dispersed thé cloud, He
had ‘most markedly the Italian faculty “of
living wholly in the present, and enjoying
it much as a child enjoys life. They lin-
gered long in the rose-room. Later on,
when the heat of the afternoon was d,
they walked through the garden and down
the vine-clad slopes to the beach, where old
Florestano sat smoking his pipe with his
back against a boat. ~He sprang up, on
meing them, as quickly as his rheumatism
woul if L

“ Going for a row, sigtior 7 he said, when
he had finished his lengnh{ congratulations,
and had made Francesca blush deliciously.

¢ Yes,” said Carlo, flinging his coat into
the stern; * but we sh'n’t want you,
Florestano ; we ghall never want you any
more” ; and, with a laugh, he shoved the
boat down to the water’s edge.

¢ Ah, signorina,” said the old fisherman,
chuckling; ** he is ond to be proud of, that
i hy, 1do declare, he niight be a
fisherman, ~ Look at him now.”

And with daliqhmd pride the old man
watched the skill with which the strong,
active figure in straw hat and shirt-sleeves
set to work. Carlo looked ropnd with a
bright, glebwing face. *‘‘ Come, Francesca,
let us off, Goodbye, Floreetanq.”. Ah,
wait & minute, thongh | Have a cigar ?”

He handed his case to the old fishernian,
who helped himself with a smiling face ;
then he shoved the boat into the water,
Iprm%in. and, taking the oars, rowed off

ward Ischia. .

ou remember what
ve with dear Clare

(To be oontinued.)

Not the Office He Wanted.

New York Press : *** What's the matter,
with Glamm these dsys that he looks so
sour ?”
have gone wrong with him
has been trying to geét up a
benefit club for some time and it organ-
izéd the other night, and they o i';m
president.”

“ Well, wasn’t that what he wanted 1"

“ No, he wanted to be treasurer.”

A Request Prom-the Dock: -

Comic ; Murderer (to judge)—Is this my
lawyer ? ;

is Honor— Yes.

“ I he going to defend me?” |

“ Yun 4 ? X
* If he should die counld I have another ?”
“* Yul'
¢ Can I see him alone for a few minutes ¥,

Never permit the system to run down, as
then it is almost impossible to withstand
the ravages of disease. Dr. Williame’
Pink Pills stand at the head of all medicines

correct-

/ —A London money-lender recently sued
dllmn«mwbhhho{ndu‘

L

mend my evil ways now.”
Carlo pr?ﬁs‘ﬁ&iox'ﬁi to understand ~what]

tary habits, who are not suffi-
clently hy"ﬁmmh,md also those of delicate
organization p ing' more ene! than
vigor_mﬁggbfnmﬁqm
every tase, however- thess pal
should be promptly %
stance by warmer clothing, in the other by
carefully guarding sgeinst too violent and
lnolonqod exercise,—Dr. F. H. in in
« Hygiene for Childhood.”
A Man With-a Heart. =
“ Yes,” anid the ‘station dgent to-the
her, who was waiting to take the train
or Atlants, ** talking about kind-hearted
men, there’s none of ’em kin beat Lawyer
Jenkins.”
* (ood man, is he 7
“ You're right, he is. I kin tell you a
little story which'll show you what & heart
he's got inbim.” N \
% ]'d like to hear it,” said the preacher,
looking at his watch.
2 Wsell,” said the station agent, whittliv|
a corncob, ** yoti see it wus this way ; Bi
Jones wug & mighty poor man; an' the rail-
road took su’ cut off his leg.”
“ Well 1”
¢ Well, he got Lawyer Jenkins to sue the
road an’ the road compromised with him
fur §2 0.” .
“ Well 1"
“ Well, sir, what do you think Lawyer
Jenkins did ?” p
“ Have no idea.’
«* Well, his charges in the case was ‘§250;
_;;xtu ir;ne,:‘ tml{f :.h“i(:(), blamed ‘if he
chrt-let_himoff with t 50, takin’
020% Tor himull."gjtluu!a%(,‘mr

only the
ow te Help s Minister to Preach,

Itis ishing how duil religi audi-
ences, a8 a rule, look, writés Dr. Talmage
in his department in the January *‘ Ladies’
Home Journal.” In lecturing halls you see
people with eyes wide open, nudgin&mh
other, an dding to the i d
In.prayer meetings the same people look
ﬂulY; they cultivate the dull _look ; they
have an ides that to be devotional they
must look sleepy. A brother gets up to talk,
and a father in puts his head n
on a cane, and & muther in ¥sreel her
on the back of the seat in frg@ of her, and
another looks up to the ceil¥and seerns to
be counting the cracks in “it. # Now, when

our minister gets up to preach look at him.

here is inspirstion .in the  human eye.
Many a time I have, through pressure of
other work, gone into the pulpit with little
to n‘y, but in the upturned faces of the
people I have seen twenty sermons, and the
only bother was to know which I should
preach, »

Artificial Paving Stone.

In England a new srtificial paving stone
has been introduced. It may be made in
svtu da)s, although preferably & few
months should elapse between the time of
mixing and of laying, The adamant stone,
o called, is mnfe of gwo parts of finely
orushed Aberdeen granite, sud one part of
Portland cement, the two being mixed with
water. The materials, when mixed, are’
Elu:ed in & mold and subjected to great

ydraulic pressure. The stone produced is
said to be of a derise non-porous nature, free
from air cavities, and therefore J)root against
the action of frost. It is stated to be suita-
ble for all kinds of paving and building pur-
poses, and to be able to resist double the

vessure of some other stones. ~ Its dura-
ﬂility, of course, is still to be proved.

Avelding Disgrace.
Downes (7 a. m )—Great
Cmsafl! A sneak-thief has been in our room
and taken all our clothes, What'll wedo?

Rown de Bout—Not all. He has missed
our dress snits. We can put them on.

“What? Dress-suite in the morning.
We'll be eternally disgraced.”

“Can't be heiped. We must put them
on and go out to breakfast. Perhaps our
friends will think we’ve been out all night.”

“By Jove! Good idea! We'll pretend
to be drunk.”

The curious information is given that
the crown of England, which is valued at
£100,000, has been in pawn fonr times, once
for £2,000.

A man without an ideal sinks ; the man
with one rises, but in.so rising passes
thrbugh agonies, This lifeis his purgatory.
Only the man without an_ideal is happy—
bratally happy.”-—S. Baring-Gould.

More than 24,000,000 francs have been
expended on the construction of the Church
of the Sacred Heart in Paris, and it .is

imated that an expendit of . 5,000
francs more will be required to complete it

Eugene D'Albert, the pianist, hlving{ ob-
tained a divorce, is about to marry Mme.
Teresa Carreno, the American pianist, who
has also succeeded ifi securing a degree of
divorge in a suit brought against her recond
husband,

The public schools in Dandee havs -de-
cided to make the Highland fling and the
strathspey of Tullochgorum and other
forms of dancing & part of the currieulum.

—Alexsndria possesses the largest arti-
ficial harbor in the world.

“German

S AR
Syrup
g, wien n Aprib 0,
mm&gcﬁmmmtedmi
country.

“Jam a farmer, one of
those who, have to rise early

work late. Atthe b&;ngntﬁ%?i

Wiater I was' ot a
of Vicksburg, Miss.,where I got w
drenched in a shower of rain,
w;txll‘t hogxeryand was soon after seized
with a dry, hacking co: ‘This
. grew worse "(%{. m 1 had
toseek relief. Iconsulted Dr. Dixon
who has since 'died, and he told me
to geta bottle of Boschee's Gerinan
Syrup, Meantime my cough ﬂnw
worse and worse and then the Grippe
came along and I caught that also
y. My condition then
me to do ething, I
Syrup. 1
ing them, and before taking
much of the second bottle, I was
entirely clear of the Cough thathad
hung to me solong, the Grippe, and
aitits bad effects. Ifelttip-topand
have felt that way ever since.”

/i how manage e

¢ +¢ T make it & business to remeémber,’

would say. I know that if I can re-

member & man, and call him by name when'

comes into the wtore, and ask

h hh({i' 1!«hin lb. ln’ . going ¥ on
where he lives, I will be véry likely to

him as a customer.’ And this is the ex:?:

case. He made friends of buyers. . He took

they could not be found.
d that the amack on which

the same i in their h a8 he
took in the store, and would go to no end ‘of
trouble. to suit them and fulfill to the letter
everything he'promised. Well, affairs went
on in this. way ‘till he had been with us
eleven years, when we concluded to make
him a partner. We knew that he had no
extravagant habits, that he neither used
tobacco, nor beer, nor went to the theatre.
He continued to board at home, and even
when his salary was at its lowest be paid
his mother $2 & week for his board. He
was always neatly dressed, and we thought
it very Ooé)robube that he had laid
up $2,000, as his #alary for the
| last two years years had n  §1,200.
So when we made him the offer to become a
partner in business, and suggested that it
would be more satisfactory if he could put
some money in the firm, he K;d,
< If $10,000 will be any object I putin
that much. I have séved out of my salary
$9,400, and my sister will let me have $600.’
I can tell you I was never more surprised in
my life than when that féllow said that he
could put in $10,600, and most of it his own
money. He never spent a dollar, nor 25
cents, mor 5 cents, for ‘any unnecessary
thing, and kept his money.in the bank,
where it gathered a small interest. 1am a
great believer in ‘the Bible, 'you know, and
always keep two placards in big letters up
in the store. One is this text: * He that is
faithful in that which is small, is faithful in
that which is much.’ On the other:
“ He tﬁnb{n diligent in business shall stand
before kings, and mnot before  mean
men.’ And Frank Jones’ success was the
literal fulfillment of there two texts. He
had been faithful in the smaller thin% as
in the greater ones, and“ diligent in busi-
ness, - 'That kind of a boy always succeeds.”
nontigued Mr. Alden. lmllf boy of wen,
who bad Yistened to the stor; wlt{ fonger
eyes as well as ears, seid, * Buot we don’t
have any kings in this country for dillgonb
boys to stand before.” *‘ Yes we do,”
Ianghed Mr. Alden, “ we have more kings
here than in any other country in the

left Gloucester returned in due time wil

the loss was duly made.” Then he

that bis wife ~“mourned his loss for
three years, and, becoming satisfied
that her husband was lost at mea,
she, ‘2; u:;r u;‘ke of her o::lgm
accepted an offer of marri and re-
moved to Belleville, Kulfl.'e

The money saved from his long voy:
gave ‘‘Jim” Hall the oppprtunity he
wanted. The first train he could get, after
his inguiries had elicited all the information
neouurg. bore - him  to. the West.
located his wife as Mrs. Winsor, living very
happily with her new husband. The reat of
the story may be given in Mr. Hall's own
language :

““Then came fhe crisis of my life,
Would I call at the peaceful home and
announce myself, or wait and try to out-
live the man who married my wife and
cared for my children during the hours
of need ? got & job ten milegzont of the
city, and my only pleasure was'to keep &
watchful eye over my family and.stand
ready, if need -be, to lend a helping hand.
Nov. 15th he died. I attended the funeral,
and after waiting a few days I sent a note
stating that 1. was near, ms would call the
following evening.”

The sequel of this strange story is the
reunion of the family around the family
dinner table on New Year’s Day. ‘‘ May
they live long and prospes,” will. be the
wish of many who will read this remarkable
chapter from real life.

Across the Continent.

Wm. Renwick, M.D., M.R.C'8,E., Vic
toria, B.C., writes : ' I have used Miller'’s
Emulsion of Cod Liver Oil in eases of indi-
gent patients with the most gratifying

u It does not upset the stomach, is
ensily EisImnvod KO0 poesesses “ullGoudiBa’
power in i
where the
Cod Liver Oil is

haildi b il

i

v form of admi ring
not admissable. For the
ave ion to pres-

worldi’ We have money lil:fl, t
kings, and railroad kings, and land kings,
and business kings, and publishing kings,
and some of them wield enormous power.
This is » great_ country for kings.”— Wide-
Awake,

The English goldiers in the Soudan were
supplied with 8t. Jacob’s Oil.

—— ————————— ™ &
How to Win a Musband.

Here is some suulight, for the girl that
wants to be married, if there is such a girl
in these days, when political economy has

hadowed h hold and conit
Faections are more than kisses ;- *“If I weie-
a girl on the lookout for a husband I-should
play the game by adroitly flattering my
templated , victim, listening with rapt

attention whén he spoke, and general {
seeking to create the impression that
thought him in-wisdem and. charm not in
ferior to the angéls. - At the same thime I
should endeavor to bring home to him the
fact that in me he would find a person with
» heavenly temper, brimming over with
domestic affection. I should take care to
be becomingly dressed, but my get-up would
look as if it cost nothing. 2 In my movements
1 should cultivate grace. My l’ikeu and £l~
likes would be chose of my Victim. In the
present day » man ravely déliberately con-
emplates marriage. - The fly has to be very
adroitly thrown to eatch him. Men are just
as vain as women, and it is by keeping this
fact well /in mind that a girl gets & hus-
band. ”— Ladies* Home Journal.

1t 1s Satd :

That someé men keep eyerything except
their distance.

That the most wonderful flight on record
was when the chimney flue.

That gome men should be called Lily—
they toil not; neither do they spin.

That some men are born great, and grow
snialler everz day of their lives,

That we should always forgive our enemies-
—especially thobe we can’t whip.

Than an hour-glass is made smallest in tne
middle to show the waist of time.

That time softens all thingsj; but a
;i:um sandwich is not- included in the

t. o

That the man who wants the earth need
notrexpect to get it unless he advertises.

That the world is but a fleeting 8how, and
to most gfmgthe good seats have all been
take 2

Th&t happiness begins when wishes end ;
and he who hankers after more enjoys noth-

ing. -

%hnt if there is one thing that quicker
than another will drive a man to drink it is
thirat.

Thata man is always ready to listen to
words of wisdsm when he is speaking
them himself. —Chin.

Paradoxical but to the Polat,

New York Press: * You don’t seem to
be as friendly with young Wilde as for-
merly, MandeJ” 3

“ No ;-1 am trying to caat him out of my
thoughts, he is unworthy.” s

(3 ou find it hard to forget him ¥

«'Well, the more L-think of him the less I
think of him.”

Preceded It.
¢ Now, gentlemen,” asked the professor
literature, *‘ what -preceded the ‘Mid-
summer Night's Dream ko
“A few early harvest apples,” suggested
the class wag.

" The bdea!
, Chicago Press: Mr. Wayback—I want
fo buy a brash.
Drag Store Clerk Tooth-brush ?
Mr. W.—Naw, What would I want »
mbmh for ? - They ain’t no hair on my

Proof Positive.
_ Paj owdid you find that out, you
. '
I
A Needed Effort.
Clara—Well, the Lord knows, Charles,
mmm of the Pennsylvania
, has travelled nearly 3,000,000 miles,
~In rtion to populatien, exactlys
in

> ., Ca; Hines
Co., WJ" ' ytlﬂ!, o

+f on through the

ture, wh
cribe any tion of Cod-Liver Oil, I
will give Mm:rp':rﬁmnhion the preference,
being perfectly with its therap
efficacy. In bigqbonlu, 50c. and_ $1 at
drug stores. r

isfied tio

Changed His Name,

There is & man a compositor on one of the
old dailies here who very suddenly bhad his
pame changed. This was neai twenty
years ago. He went into the office for
work, The foreman gave him a case at
lionce, and he set t; for a week., When

the foreman was ready to make up’ his pay,
roll he asked this man his name. ﬁc
printer.is a Pole and is or was blessed ‘with
one of the most jaw-breaking ones of its
olass. 'In reply to the foreman's question
he said ; ** My name is Kantzenwokowski.”
“ Nof by a jugful,” said the foreman,
realizing what it would be to put that
name on paper every week ; ‘‘your. name is
Brown,” - And as a matter of fact that
printer has been Brown ever since. He
still works in the samie office, but Brown he
became and Brown he always will be. It
is doubtful if he himself can even remembeér
his real Polander name.—Ohicago . News.
’ .

Nevel El ctioneering.

Washington Post :\ This is how John C.
Kyle, the new member from the Becond
M ta district, d nis election :
He made the rounds in & buggy, with a big,
stout negro to drive him. e went right
to the fields of the white voters, aud, driv-
ing up to where the sovereign was plowing,
he would introduce hi and then he
would make the negro take hol ! of the plow
and turn many a furrow while he and the
farmer took & smoke under a shade tree and

colors flying at half-mast, and'the tof | water.

all |

poisonous .
such. as mosquitos, etc., apply
** o clean brass fixtures rub them
out lemons, and wash them off in hot
water.
Oil cloths should be rubbed off with
flannel cloth di in sweet milk once
week. 'Rub AT
Take egg stains from silver b b
with & wet rag which has been ilm i
common table salt. %

In doing u{- fine lace do not use any
starch, but in the last rinsing water dis-
.Qotl" a little fine white pugar.—Home

ween.

Not as Me Looks,
Rochester Herald: Mrs, .Gobbe—It is
very strange that your friend Dobbs never
married. %
Mr, Gobbs—Oh, you don’t know Dobbs,
He isu’t half such & fool as he looks.

A mechanical letter-stamper worked by
electricity is being tested at the post-office
in Washington.

The _ten lines \of railroad cemtering in
London send out ‘2,210 suburban trains &
day, carrying 400,000,000 passengers &
year. >

Nothing i to be compared for value with
Foodn_:m; riches, honor, power, pleasure
eA:nmg,hlhh: whole world and all l.h“ are
not wortl ying in com; wi
good.—Charles Kingslsy. g .
The smallest parish ‘in England*is Wi -
eot, Oxon. It containg seven persons.

. ' Who ‘5‘1,"" n;-nhl fae-
ulties dull or or

powers ﬂnw‘r‘n" should h‘ﬁn&m

will :-cluwro s lost energies, both
Al

I fhould take them.
LEVERY WOMNAN Sy by
entail sickness #hen uo?cted.

Yoy'g‘! E" 'lr;ould take these Prrrs.
oy will oure lhca
sults of you! 1 bits, and strengthen

] system.
“YOUNE WOMEN 3 s
6 them regularey

For sale by all druggists, or»y~\] ba sent upon..
no:l'pj ol. prylu (506, per bo:{ hy“nu-.._.a-l(

THE DR. WILLIAMS MED, OO
Rrociville. Oné.

WEAK MEN! 2.2 kit §°
not me a a broken law ot nature. Ani
ment invented by a German doctor, the

aker, worn at night, will stop_ emi at
once, Write me 1:,»«; ‘sre in need of help, 1t

has. CURED ME after suffering man
Address P, H, LA~B, Box 44, Om&mgm.

talked over the situati It worked like a
charm, and though Mr. Mor, tried to hold
armers’ Alliance he was
“ pot in it "’ at all when it came to *‘ show
down,” Kyle and his swarthy travellin,
plow hand had captured the horny hand
voters.

——

How many English speakin, lo who
read of the attempted suicide gl mphmom
French author, Guy de Maupassant, know
how he_pronounces his last name. The
English “‘Guy,” pronounced to rhyme with
““high,” is familiar engugh as a slang term
and as a proper nime. ‘But the ¥rench
eems by the ug best anthorities to be cor-
reotly called *‘Gwee,” 2

ONE ENJOYS

Both the method and results when
Syrupof Figs is taken; it is pleasant
and refreshing to the taste, and acts
ently yet promptly on thekidneys,
iver and Bowels, cleanses the sys-
tem effectually, dispels colds, head-
aches and fevers and cures habitual
constipation. Syrup of Figs is the
only remedy ‘of its kind ever pro-
duced, pleasing to the taste and ac-
ceptable to the stomach, ipt in
its action and truly benem n its
effects, pre| onl[: from the most
healthy and agreeable substances, its
manyexcellentqualities commend it
w‘a{l and have made it the most
ular remedy known,
l;in, for sale in 760

eading d

Ly f Fi
bou’{é.f“’b”{ af
Any reliable dru

twho%
have it on hand will g:&ln it
0 wishes

promptly for any one wi
to try it. Manufactured only by the

“CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP €O, -
BAN FRANOISOO, GAL.

Comic : Melinda—Pa, that young man,
Mr, Clurbn,, is awful fond of kissing.

—1 bad it from " his own. lips, ps.

New York Herald : Charles—I'm trying
as hard sa I can, dsrling, to get ahead,
you need one badly enough.

William W, Wilhelm, the trlvolhnr
without sceident; during his long service
Rl TNy
three ‘K.."” a8 much spirits are drunk
Bcotland aé in England. r

1OVISVILLE, XY, NEW YORK, ¥. ¥
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GONSUMPTION.

THE GREAT PULMONARY REMEDY
“ Wistar's Pulmonic Syru olmd
b

be_pre' ly use

able medicive. jon and

arise from coughs and 8 neglec!
'

T o e

PENNYROYAL WAFERS.
% Al for Jadics
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