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Louis de Valmont unclasped his
short riding cloak at the throat, and
put his hand into the breast of his
pourpoint. “There is but one such
Jewel in existence,” he said, “and you
must have seen it, for you were pre-
sent at the marr of the Queen of
Scote with the Dagphin.”

Brother Cyprian gave a silent
8ign of assent. “The bridegroom and
the bride each wore a satin®shou.der
knot, with a jewel in the middle. Each
Jewe! was a balas-ruby, blcod rei and
heart-shaped, whereon.lay a pearl to
signify a tear. The cunning work-
manship is well-nigh as priceless as
the gems, no more than these two
having ever been' made. The Queen
Dauphiness prized the ruby
heart, they said, more than
any jewel In her possession, more
highly than even the famous black
pearls, like grapas of Muscadel, which
have been sold to the English Queen
for a third of their price, whereat
Madame Catherine is incensed, deem-
ing, when pportunity to rob her
daughter-in-law arose, that she shouli
have had the preference. But there
was a fate over th> jewel ; indeel they
84y none ever possessed a ruby of size,
but there is a violent death at the
end of their days. The Queen Dau-
phiness lost it, she never could tell
when or how, nor was more ever
known than that she wore it at the
Jousting in_ which King Henry re-
ceived his death wound. Much search
was made for it in vain, and peopla
said it had fullilled its evil reputatio:n
and was accursed. It was never heard
of more, and when King Francis' ill-
ness commenced, he had a fear of the
fellow jowel, and woull have it taken
from the collar in which it was set,
and laid by. Then th: Queen, who
was always daring, and even though
she did not \uite disbelieve them,
nmocked at such superstitious fables,
begged the ruby heart at his hands,
and he, being near his end then, and
not caring to contest anything wiih
her, gave her the gem. Wien she
deigned to cause it to be signified to
me that sh» relied o1 me for help in
her evil fortune, the Queen sent me
that token: it couli not be mistaken
or counterfeited, it could come from
none lut her. There 8 no other like
it in .12 world.”

While Louis spoke, the hidden hand
had loosened from his neck a short
chain of strong, finely-wrought stcel
links, to which was suspended a small
purse of th> same fabric, containing
an object about tho size of a walnut,
rollel up tightly in a piece of
fine leather. As he ceased speaking;
he placed the chain in his brother’s
hani. Brother Cyprian took it in si-
lence, and would have opened the
purse, Louls looking ‘at him with a
half smile.

“I cannot find the spring,” he said.

“N¢, the trick is cunaing, and you
@uust learn it, for if the token comes
to you it will comq as it is. The third
link to the right slides, so—and the
purse falls flatly open.” Then Louis
unrolled * the leather covering, and
Brother Cyprian saw the famous gem.
It was a quaint and beautiful objeet,
and the monk looked at ft intently,
but in utter silence. It (was a fair
balas-ruby, clear and smooth, and red
like rich, erimson blood from a severed
artery ; heart-shaped, and laid on it,
with a well-feigned ca relessness, was
one roftly white pearl.

“You will know that token, brother,
when it reaches you.”

“I shall know it,” =aid the monk.

An hour later, Louis de Valmont
had left Kilferran, and was winding
his way over the stony and difficult
track which led to the shore, accom-
Panied by his wild-looking guide.

Solemnly rose the volces of the
monks of Kilferran, as they chanted
their evening office, when the sun had
gone down behind the rugged hills,
and the ocean waters were tossing
grey and.murky under the dull sky.
None could have discerned in Bro-
ther Cyprian’s facq, or in any tone of
hls volce, that the day just departed
had differed from any other day of his
even, uneventful life. Composed and
devotional, his keea brown face looked
out from under his cowl, solemnly
meloiious his  voica rose with the
voices of his brethren. When the oshers
left thoe chapel, he 1lngered  still,
knecling in his stall, and after somo
time had elapsed, and the stiliness and
solitude around were complete, he
arose and approached a small recess
on the left of the altar, where the «iim
light of an antique lamp glimmered.

Upon the rudely-colored wall of this
recess hung several reliquaries, some
of precious, others of base motals, ani
of various forms: for Kilferran was a
noied shrine for the resort of suppli-
ants in temporal and spiritual distress,
and many was the X voto placed
there in testimony to the granting of
petitions  from dwellers uear, and
pilgrims from afar.

Brothar Cyprian took down from
the wall one of th> least conspicuous
of those objrets. which had the ordin-
ary form of a heart, and was of no
richer material than wrought iron,
and holling it so as to catch the
deeble light of the lamp, he openei
It, and looked fixedly upon its inter-
for. It containel a fair bajas-ruby
clear and smooth, and red lik» crimson
blood from a severed artery, heart-
shaped, and, laid on it with =a well-
feigned cf relessness, was one softly -
white pearl.

He replaced the reliquary,
movel quictly away,
" First me, and now
You, Marie!”

and
] murmuring,
him. God forgive

(MAPTER IIIL
was red on the morning
when  Louis de  Val-
sail  from the soutfiern
harbor, after a grave leave-taking
with his brother. From out the
eloister of the old abbey, Broiher
Cyprian lookad on the face of the
heavens, musing on the strange event
which had befallen him, and vielding
to his presentiment that evil was
to come of his brother's enterprise,
And as he gazel, tha face of the heav.

The. sky
of the day
ment set

Aens darkened, and the roseate elouds

to be driven
vith a fierce, sweeping

\ & terrible storm  spirit
In pyrsuit of them. *Even in
remgte times the phase

presaged il to the mariner from
the redness of the morning  was a
proverb among the people who dwelt
by the dangerous coast, and were
learned in the symptoms.of weather.
Raid  the
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Some BPNES, from the top-
most "ol the abbey, a sall
Was VisiiS,” on the extreme verge of
the.Horizon, and Brother Cyprian look-
ed at it with resigned sadness.

“Farewell, my brother ! he mur-
mured. . “I shall never see you more,
until we meet in the land which Is
very far off, and where sorrow and
ite memory alike have no existence.
The land that is very far off, and
yet, no man knows how near;
the land that may be close
to all of us, cioser than the
shore whither that tossing barque,
with her freight of love and loyalty,
of hope and daring, is bound.”

The influence of his calm and mcn-
otonous life was sirong upon Brother
Cyprian, but yet thore was a yearn-
ing look in his eyes as he gazed over
the sca to the tiny sail, which, even
as he gazod, disappeared—a yearning
look, which would have told a keen
observer that struggle was not yet
quite over in his breast.

That night a terriiic storm arose,
and burst in wildest fury over Kil-
ferran Abbey, making brcachss ‘in the
venerabl> walls and uprooting several
of the trees which adorned the pre-
cinet of the monastery. All the night
through the wind howled and raved,
and cown the coast the people said
the furious, ceascless thundering of the
waves was heard for miles inland.
Perhaps, in those old days, when
everyth'ng beyoud one’s actual sight
was vague, wh:n parting always im-
pled utter uncertainty, and no public
vervice for th> transmission of in-
telligance affe-ting privat> in: ividuals
oily, existel, suspense was not so
heart-sickening, no% such a gnawing
at the roots of life as it is now.
Brother Cyprian did not expect to
hear tidings of his brother, save by
chance ; until tho Queen's ioken shoul.i
reach h'm, he did no: look for any
sure krowlodge of his fate; the tre-
mendous storm, which raged with un-
abated violence for three days and
nights, was in ke:-ving with his feel-
ings, but he maac no sign. There was
the schooling of tha cloister, and
there was, before that, the schoolipg
of unknown, unshared sorrows, and
unGer thcir ‘oint restraint Brother
Cyprian kept his roul in paticnce. Soon
after th> subsidence of the tempest
rumors arose of sh'pwrecks oif the
southern coast, of many disasters to
l'fe and proparty, and dismal tales
of the ecrimes of th> wreckers were
told. But no tilings came to Kilfer-
ran of the loss of th» ship in which
Louis de Valmont had sailed. No spar
had drifted in, no drowned sailor or
shattered, wave-tossed shred of r~hip's
gear, to tell of a vain battle with
the awlul storm army ; of swiit, sure
cdefeat. Days Lecame weeks; the
sSummer waned, but no intelligence of
Louis de Valmont reached Brother
Cyprian. Th> Qu-en’s token came not.
Buch scraps of straggling intelligence
as found their way to Kilferran had
no reference to the escape, the re-
lease, or any amendment in the con-
ditioa of th: captive Quren. Was Louis
dead, or living? Had h> made the
attempt and failed—made it so fool-
hardily, been so powerless and incoun-
siderate among Mary’s friends and
against her cnemies that he was

i merely set aside. killed, perhaps, and

that no mention o7 him came into the
public gossip? Brother Cynrian pon-
dered much uron thse th'ngs gravelv
—not with acute pain, indeed, for the
accidents of time had sunk, in  his
mind, to nearly th:ir just insignifi-
cance—but no solut'vn of thm came.
Brother Cyprian looked a good ' deal
oller; h's habitual gravity deepened ;
and could those among whom he dwelt
have heard the words of prayer most
frequently upon his lips, they would
have known them for the solemn
pleadings of th» “De Profundis.”

Sometimes Broth'r Cyprian and th»
Prior talked of the brief visit of Louis
de Valmont, and of the trust confided
to their kceping. . The Prior did
not share Brother Cyprian’s pre-
eentiment, fast bacoming conviction,
that Louis d¢ Valmont had perished,
eivher by shipwreck, or in the at-
tempt (o execute his project. News
irdeed came slowly, and was often
neither full nor rclinble when it did
com?, but the ship was a large ves-
s2l, and there were certain relations
between her ciptain and crew, and
the const people, and if she had been
wrecked, the intelligence would have
come to them romchow. The Prior,
admiring  the patience of 3rot her
Cyprian, had Giligent inquiry made
among the coast people, and found
that there was o fear among them
that the ship was lost. No, the de-
sign was hald in abeyance for some
good reason: the time was not ripe,
ard Louls hol 1 aloof from ali communi-
cation with his brother, in order not
to compromise his accomplices or en-
danger their success. Te had told
his brother he should hear of him (so
argued the Prior) only in a. certain
event—when he should need the gold
and jewels, and then, he would bring,
or send him the Queen’s token.

Soon there arose matters of quite
another nature te disturb tha Prior
of Kiferran and his community. The
dark and evil days which had be-
fallen so0 many, but had spared them
50 long, came upon them now. 'The
Lord-Deputy had heard of Kilferran
at last, and despite the remoteness,
the obscurity of the place, had de-
trmined to “root out” the monks. |
Such  proceedings as had previously
been taken against other moaastic
houses, so couspicuously well-situated
that they could rot be overlooked,
Were now put in execution against Kil-
ferran Abbey: and the monks were
in daily dread and danger of biing ex-
pelled from the sheltering  walls of
their remote dwelling-place.  Some
timid souls amonz the community of
the Friars Preachers regarded the
trials wnich threatened thenr with al-
oSt womanly terror, but not of their
number were the Prior and Brother
Cyprian. In the frequent conferences
respecting what must be dongf, if the
Lord-Deputy should come to harry and
drive them out, the subjoct - of the
treasure intrusted to Brother Cyp-
riam, by him whose fate was all un-
known to them, was often discussed.

“It must be hidden,” was the con-
clusion arrived at by the Prior: *“‘it

must be removed from the cellar un-
derpeath the buttery where your

hands and -,.luo‘mmd it, and conecal-
ed with what we have, and what
precaution we can take. A statement
of the nature, the destinatiow and the
hiding-place of the treasure must be
drawn up by you, my son, and kept
constantly in the: of one or
other of us, so thati the holder, in the
hour of supreme danger, or that of
“ ; have it in his power to
the knowledge to an-

his turn can, if called

fulfll your brother's in-

father, and I think
ill never come.”

_ tion or other
treasure, ™

c
the plan of the abbey, a
quaint drawing which had been made
nearly a century before, and they de-
cided on the spot in which the trea-
sure should be hidden. One night, in
d, early spring, when all was
in the abbey, and only the
amp, burning forever in
the sanctuary, intruded on the reign
of night, the Prior came to Brother
Cyprian’s cell and told him he was
ready. Then the two softly descend-
ed to the cellar beneath the buttery,
where the mail which Lou's De Val-
mont had confided to their care
was depoiited. When the Prior had
opened the heavy door and they
stood within the rmall vauited
chamber, Brother Cyprian struck a
light from fiint and steel, and light-
ed a small lamp, and then they look-
ed around them for a black streak
uron the wall, which indicated the
Spot where the mail lay hidden wun-
der_sturdy logs of firewood.

“It is here,” said Brother Cyprian,
stooning to remove the logs, and dis-
closing to view the stained and torn
surface of a leathern valite, which
was, however, strongly lined with
iron, “I know not the precise nature
nor the exact value of the contents,
tut Louis was rich, and he told me
all his wealth was here, except,
doubtiess, an inconsiderable sum
for his maintenance and charges on
his fatal mixion. I cannot give any
detail, therefore, of the items of this
treasmre. Perhaps there is a list of
them inside the mail.”

The Prior held the lamp, and Bro-
ther Cyprian carried the leathern
valise with much difficulty—for: it
was, though small, very . heavy—
through the passages and up the
winding fiight of stone steps which
led to the ouen cloister adoining the
great doorway. At the top there was
a mas.ive door of black oak, sheeted
with iron and studded with heavy
nais. This dcor was unbarred, and it
opened no'selessly. he Prior and
Brother Cyprian passed through it,
and found themseives in the cloister,
where some ttragging-rays of moor-
light pierced the darkness, tut gave
only additionally weird effect to the
gloom.
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Brother Cyprian was the scribe of
the commauiity. Little writing was
necessary those days to the man-
agement ofall human affairs out-
sule dip'omacy in comparifon with
the precent demand for the litera
scripta ; tut certain matters had to
be transacted in writing, and Bro-
ther Cyprian’s services were in to-
erably constant demand. He had
never pasied so much of h!s time in
the small room with bare white
walls, and heavy oaken table, whith-
er the lay brother had come to an.
nounce to him the memorable visit
of Louis De Va!mont, as immediately
after the transfer of the treasure to
a secure hiding-place. For many
hours of many days, except in choir
and refectory, the community saw
nothing of Brother Cyprian, Lut he
was understcol to be engaged in
business for the Prior, and none
inquired farther. Meintime he wrote
in the laborions, cumbrous, slow cali-
graphy of the time an aciurate re-
cord of all that had occurred in re-
lation to tis Wrothoer, nnd to the trust
of the treasure, and he recorded ujpon
the document his belief that Louis
de Valmont was dead. In this convic-
tion he addeld to the statement that
he, being the only survivor of Louis,
and his natural heir, bequeathed
the gold and jewe's contained in the
indicated hiding-place to the dwell-
ers in Kiiferran Abbey for their use
and absoute disposal. The bequest
was to take effect when it shou'd be
necessary to make the fact of its
existence k:own, owing to the death
of Louis de Valmont being acscertain-
ed, his own death having taken place,
and the treasure remaining un-
claimed by the Queen of Scots,
or any emissary of hers,
by the production of a token), agreed
upon by himeelf and his brother, and
to be impartad by him in the event of
his death to a third p rson,who should
be chdrged, under similar conditions,
with the transmission of the secret to
one individual, preferably the Prior of
the community,

This tack completed, Brother Cyp-
rian committed the writings to the
custody of the Prior, who piaced them
in safety, and all traces of the mo~
mehtous occurrence which had  dis-
turbed his life awhile pass:d away.

Vague rumors of the dlscovery of
conspiracies for the overthrow of
Elizabeth, for the placing of Mary
Stuart upou the English throne, and
even for the rescue of the Queen of
Scots without. any defined ulterior
purpose, had come to Kilferran; but
no tongue syllabli De Valmont's
bame, and no incidont in the various
sloiles which wore in clreilation scem-
ed to the Prior or to Brother Cyprian
‘to have any reference to Louis, cither
undder his own or under an assumed
name. Neither had tidings been re-
ceived of the ship, and the inquiries
made by the Prior now roceived de-
sponding answers. PBrother Cyprian
entertnined no further hope, and not
long after he fell sick. He did manful
battle with illness for long, with the
declining strength, the waning energy,
the dullnese and supineness of mind
aml body which were daily making
havoe with him; he filled his place in
choir, in pulpit, in the sanctuary, in
refectory. His eloquence was not the
less burning that he had the strength
to use it but seldom ; he gained hearts
within and without the community
which he had not previously touched.
So convinced was Brother Cyprian,
over whom the strange enlighten-
ing influence of approaching death
rapidly assumed nower, that his
brother no longer lived, that he re-
quested the Prior to permit the cel-
ebration of a solrgen requiem for
him, which was granted.

With the sword of persecution
hanoing over their heads, the monks
of Kilferran assembled for the funec-
tion of the requiem. Their homely
chapel was Lung, their uncostly
altar was draped’in black, and never
had the wstrains of the ‘De Pro.
fundis’ risen with . a more piercing
and mournful wuil to heaven from
out those venerable walls. The voice
of Brother Cyprian was heard among
the singers, with a melody and an

'

agony of

ler Ginke” 1

this epoch o the
orFgilive, and were counted ;
e’ when our contemporaries™ ar
in the middie ter, f
Té were unusual~a ysterious
symptoms about~ this mortal s'ck-
ness of Brother Cyprian, long trances’
of seeming umconsciousness in whick']

no sound of any human ivolce could |

80 reach him as to arouse recogni-
tion, and when yet his e wore a
smile as though evoked b§ some voice

Or presence unseen by the watchers |

by his bed, patient, unskilful men,

With only goodwill to bring to their ;

task. Muttered sounds of pleading, of
dread, of remonstrance, for the most
part inarticulate, but awlully ex-
pressive, broke the stiliness of night,
and chilled the hearts of the hear-
ers. They had little experience of
minds diseased, and Brother Cy

prian was not to be suspected of a
burdened comsclence, a  troubled |
soul. And yet in these ramblings of
the mind, freeing itself from the fra-
gile, fading body, there was dis-
turbance, agitation; wild vagaries
of memory distracted the dying man;
names which belonged to another
country. to a phase of history out
of which the world had passed,
came frequently from his lips, "There
was much coming and going to and
from Kilferran Abbey' now, ' and
troubled consultations besween the
Prior and the monks and the stran-
gers  who brought them confirmation
and warning of their evil days near
at hand. But amid all this, undis-
turbed by the preasing trouble and
danger, occupied by quite other
thoughts, dragged back, by the mys-
terious power which rules the spirits
of the dying, to which he had so
long: ago renounced, Brother Cy-
prian lay on his deathbed.

Late one night, when the whole
community had long retired to their
cells, save only the watchers, one
of them came to Prior and told him
that the monk desired to see him.
The Prior instantly complied with
the summons, and entering the cell
found Cyprian awake, quite gensi-
ble and calm, but with a look in his
dark, worn, feeble face which can
never be mistaken by any one who
has seen it once—the look which
tells that fmmortality is very near.
The monk's thin transparent hands
were stretched out before him and
clasped, and his eyes were closed ;
but they opened as the Prior ap-
proached, and all the trouble, rest-
lessness, the vague anguish which
had been in them of late, was gone.

“You sent for me, my son,” sai@
the Prior, advancing to the side of
‘the rude pallet on which the dying
man lay. €

“Yes, father; I want t{o speak
with you alone. My time is very
short now. Let the community pray
for me, and do you hear my last con
fession.”

For some weeks no such clear find
coherent words had eome from Bro-
ther Cyprian's lips.

“And now,” said the dying man,
when his confession was ended, and
silence had prevalled for a l‘iynle
while, “I will tell you how it” 1is
that my last night on earth is pass-
ing on to the morning.”

“Tell mg, my son,” said the Prior,
whose habitual composure was se-
verely taxed, for he loved the duti-
ful and zealous monk with -wore
than the perfunctory affection sup-
posed to be inherent in a “super-
for,” and who' had just listened to
a strange and melancholy history.
“You are not sufferiug, and I am
not leech enough to read the sub-
tle signs of approaching dissolution.
I must summon our brother infirm-
arlan.”

“Not yet, not yet, for a little
while. This, father, is how I know
the truth. It was pot quite mid-
night when I awoke from a refresh-
ing sleep and found my - brother
Louis standing beside me.”

(To be Contlnued.)

Queer Things to Kat.

Oztopus is large'y
Isle of Jersey.

Picric acid, a component of lyd-
dite, is used to adulterate beer.

Hedgehog, baked in a clay oven,
is_ a dish any epicure might envy.

The Icelander eats dried fish-and-
butter just as we eat bread-and-
butter.

A Chinese drink is made of lamb's
flesh, bruised with rice, and fer-
mented.

Sherry owes its peculiar taste to
sulphate of lime, ‘two and a half
pounds of which are added to each
1,800 pounds of grapes.

A penny will buy twenty times as
much nourishment in the shape of
oatmeal as in the form of beef.

Meat has been preserved in a froz-
en state for thirty years, and found
perfectly eatable at the end of that
time.

The sterlet, caught in Siberian pi.
vers, competes with the pompano,
from the Gulf of Mexico, as the most
delicious fish in the world.

A company has been formed to
supply the English market with
reindeer venison., Telemarken, in
Norway, is its headquarters. It has
a head of 2,400 deer.

Vermouth is made of white wine,
flavored with red Peruvian bark,
rhubarb, orange-pcel, irig root, ver-
pnica, centaury, cinnamon, elder-
flowers, germander and sugar. Truly
a wonderful compound!

In Mauritius they make tea of the
leaves of an orchid. In Peru they
drink mate, a tea made from @
native species of holly. The *Abys-
sinians make a tea froni the |
of catha edulis, whic,
stimulating qualities.—Answeps.
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No Women’s Prisons.

Austria is the ome country in the
world which never puts a woman in
prison. Instead of giving the Jemale
criminal so many months in Jil she
is sent, no matter how terrible is
her record, to oge or uther of the
convents devoted for the purpose
and there kept during the time fop
which she is sentenced. The convent
i¥ not a mere prison in cisguige, for
Ets courtyard stands open ai day

of [ life. }

long, the only bar to egres; be ng a
nun, who acts as portress. {usl as in
other comvents. 3

)
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condaining 865
sanctuary.

3805 were fashio
of gold, were d 28}
the 365 days of !

of the year,

the steps, di

of the sto: es, &l
ber of the weeks

Furthermore, a vej
that the various
ed so as to rey
whieh are supposg
days of each
story was paint
Saturn’s color
ed orange, in
third was
Mars; the fd
hue, the sun bé
fashion ; the 1ig
low in honor of ¥
blue, this being §
the seventh was
the moon,

To Americans t
old Greek manusf
interest, for tHe &
model of the Tower®
iIn this country some time ago
was exhibited at the National

seum, in Washington. The model was.
the work of Mr. Joseph Palmer, who.
shaped it in accordance with the-

theory of Sir Henry Rawlinson, the
famous Orientalist. Sir Henry, af-
ter long investigation, concluded that
the tower was composed of seven
stages, each of which was an exact
gquare, and that on the seventh was
placed the ark, or tabernacle,

The dimensions of the building he
gives as follows: First story, 272

as they e
Y. Herald, #

feet each way and 26 feet in.height ;

THE BORROWERS |

By Edwin L. Sabin, in
* What to Eat.”

The first van-load of goods had just
been deposited on the premises of our
new home, and my wife and I were
vainly wondering how many days
it would take us to create a para-
dise out of our chaos, whery from
somewhere appeared in our midst a
slip of a girl, scrawny, dirty and
spiritless, who announc:d, in a thin
voice, without any preliminarles:

“Ma wants to borrow your mop.”

* Of course the mop was one of the
few thiugs distinguishable in the mass
of houschold matzrial, so the child
shou!dered it and departed, omitting
to say “thark yon.” Beforz cntrust-
irg her with it
information that
“next door.”

When we mneeded that mop
brought it back ourselves. But
really wasn't the same mop.

With the arrival of the second van,
arrived again the girl, who said that
her moth:r de:ived to bé accommodadi-
ed with a littls salt, This Is not
the fexact language, but - the -import
is similar. However, - we . couldn’t
find the salt, bacause we should {re-

her moth:r lived

we
it

auire som: for supper, and therefore, !

acrordlug %o all the laws of moving,
it was at tiie very bottom of the
heap, bhidden in a c¢oal bucket:

Thr: third and last van stimulated
our neighbor to send
Rut the matches were with the salt.

Tiis fizish>d the civilities, or hos-
tiiities, of thie first day,
tave  that, just at supper time,
tho feminine Mercury

hall a loaf of very soggy bread. The

next day ¢hg lorrowed a whole loaf,

much better.®But I am anticipating.
Th= following day, while we were

eating breakfast, a knock sounded on .

the kitchen door, and there was the
girl—more scrawny, more dirty and

more spiritless than ever, who askad:'

“ Pa wants to know if you'l! lend him
a little tobacco—jos a pipe-full.”

So “pa” was joining forces
“ma.” I do not smokdq.

That morning we loaned “next door”
SIX eges, a pan of flour, th: axe, a
loal of brend end th> pump handle.
Th: eggs were called for in instal-
ments, to wit ;-

Three eggs ai eight o'clock, one egs
at unine o'clock and two eggs at
eleven o'clock.

with

‘That noon I was forced {o regain !

th> pump handle, but lotned it again
immediately. Thenceforth, for several
days, whonever we wanted the Rap-

handle and the axe we were accorded ;

tha privilege of using themi for a Lrief

instant, and at once they went. back,

“next door.”
In the afternoon we got rid of the
butcher knife only. But we were awa v
from one-thirty until late at night,
and th~ house was well locked, So wag
ths barn and the wood shed. *
During breakfast of th» morning
suing the little girl paid us a call
inquire whether we had an y

g
e Y

we had elicited the !

for matches. :

bor: !
to us, with the complimznts of “ma,” )

were. / di

Before the end did éome the follow--
Ing commands, petitions or announce-
ments were listened to, and, if I were
not about, to atiffow’ my susceptible
: help-meet, they were granted : -
| “Ma wants to borrow, iels-e dozen
napkins.” (Granted.) *

" Ma sent me to know if she might
£et a couple of towelw” (Granted.)

“Fa wants (o us” jour saw a min-
ute,’ (Refured .

*“Ma alu’t got any @élean sheets
ald can you i1s.ke  iend her one?”
(Refused with horror).

We were geblitg so destitute that
{pne day we made a raid, and . col-
Plectad all we could of what we had
j loaned,  “Noxt coor” was rather in-
! dignant, but what could we do? The

: mop was much the worse: for wear,
‘and the washing machine had n

| becn cleaned ; the pump handle could
! rot I found : th: axe and the butcher
!knife wcre nicked : the lawn mower
| had a cricked blade ; twe soup plates
{ wer2 missi.g; the napkins were nos
! our nap¥ins, and the towzls had been
utilized to scoure a steve,

| “Next door” did not stay “mad”
loag, however, for when Mrs. J. was
cleaning off the dinner table next
cday, “ma” rush>d in in grea% haste,
and sali:

“Say, have you any meat left over?
We've got a lot of folks come unex-
pected, and T aint a bite hardly to
. feed ’em.” ; .

She spied the platter, with some
tonderloin remaining on is, destined
for a savory si»w ia th near future.
This, without more ado, she appropri-
ated, and—horrible  dicvu '—in pass-
ing: out sho spoared with her ‘fork a
well garnisiid bone lying discarded

te—cither my wife's or mine.

f was too much for even the
i forbearance of my better half, She
decided that borrowlng was a bad

habit, and should net be cngour-

agrd. Wae are now fighting it with
all our feeble power, * Ris,” the
only name we have heard for th
slab-sid>d girl, stood lioking &
the fenee  yesterday as my
was wavering the plants and
sadly, that she was sorry wa d
Ict “ma” have the things she @&
i for, as the nzighbors were now
iug we were t00 poor to have th
That mads me iron, and 7 resolved
sto tle d at any cost.

i




