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to fiots will be suflleient, And the facts
were, that Mrs, M'Bride liked to be con-
soledl 3 that ghe was rich, and liked to
| spend her money herself; that monrning
wns extremely becoming to her: and
| finally, that she considered herself young
enongh to wait and choose, belng, is she
aflirmed, “between thirty and forty,”
By marrying ngain she would have de-
wrived herself of econsolation, and wonld
wmve been obliged to give up that bewiteli-
ing widow's cap. “And Pwill never do
that, never!™ Thus yowed Widow M'Bride
in her sorrow,
But Farmer Prindle was ignorant of
that vow, and in his ignorance he grew
wrathy as he thought of the pretty
widow, and as he passed her house that
night he silently called her by a peeculjar
name that wonld rhyme very well with
“evil” in poetry, but eannot be mention-
ed in prose.  Having thusz relieved his
mind, and made room for pleasanter
thonghts, he pald a tribute to his wife's
virtues, and remembered all she had done,
without the lenst reference to what she
had left undone.

Mismllancous Seleetions,
NLOWN e, .

“The happy man! Oh, I see what you | into melting eloguence. But fortune re-
mean ! I hope he will be happy, but not | fused o smile upon him. Mr, Plum per-
| as people say. . | severed ; he stated his case—part of Ilt—
& And why not? If 1 may ask, in glowlng language ; all in valn, Then
*Oh, yes, you may nsk 3 1618 0o secret, | Mr, Plum forgot his manners, and asked
Beeause, Mr, Prindle, I never intend to |+ why had he been led on to hope "
marry again. Never! Not if the Kmpe- | Poor sinful Jittle widow ! she hada hard
ror of China himeelf should ask me ! time of it,  But she stood firm, and ex-
We ull nurse an fdeal of 2ome sort. [t | plalned matters very clearly—also in part,
uppears that Mra, M’Bride’s ideal was the | She was just in the middle of her closing
Emperor of Chinag and considering how | argument when the door-bell ring with a
impossible it was for that gentleman ever | peal that startled her, A sudden convie-
to fall in love with her, she might have | tjon flashed into her mind that Mr, Prin-
been pardoned for confessing her weak- | dle had retarned, and was waiting at her
ness, . |nl|mr. Not for the world wonld she be
But Mr. Prindle was not in a forgiving | found by him alone with that angry, red-
mood, ** You wonld make a fine empress, | fiiced min ! )
wouldn't you "’ he said, scornfully. With the energy of deapalr she furned
Fortunately ten was ready. ‘Theguests | to Mr. Plum and ‘whispered, * Yon must
were called in, and Mr. Prindle was di- | go away—at onee.” She led him through
rected to sit next to Mrs, M'Bride.  Me | the sitting room Into the kitchen, opened
triedd to think that he disliked that ar- | the door, and lockad it after him, Then
rangement, and yet he felt that he liked it | she went to the front door.
| better than nny other. No Mr. Prindle was there; only a boy
Mrs. M'Bride was as gracious asan em- | with a vellow letter in his hand. *“Itign
press, and strictly agricultural in her con- | dispateh for you, ma’am.’’ he said.

about her that helped men to do tlmt[
work willingly, If not successfully.

With regard to young men, the falr
widow consldered hersell in the light of a
benevolent Inetitution.  In the evening
her house wis open (9 as many of them
a8 chose to come to it, and she welcomed
them chicerfully. It was one of her hos-
pitable ways that, precisely at nine
o'clock, tea wax brought in, secompanied
by golden walers, browi crullers, and
rod-chieeked apples, which were partaken
of in the most uneeremonions manner,
While they tasted the cnp that cheers,
stories, riddles, and witty anecdotes
abounded § and how well the widow lis-
tened ! how prettily she langhed |

Some of Mra, M'Bride's fomale friends
had remonstrated—ns  female friends will
—but she had smiled av their wisdom,
“Dear boys! they know 1 don't intend
to marry them, and they feel perfectly
safie, Itonly keeps them out of mischief ™
And that was why she called herself “the
providence of young men.™

Hitherto she had neglected Mr. Plum.

move him from his bed untll the-death
has been duly certitied with all the legal
formalities,  The Cardinal Chamberlain
is nshered, by Monszignor, the Master of
the Chamber, into the hutlroos of the de-
ceased, severnl members of the Palatine
Guard and the Apostolin Notary follow-
ing him. One of the private servants of
the P'ope uncovers the face ol the dead
Pontiff, and the Oardinal Chamberlain

A Fight in a Palace,

Turne took place on March 12, at the
Hollnirg, the grand palace of the Empe-
ror Francls Joseph of Austris, an event
Lwrim;.w unegualed in the recent annals of
Jurgpean royalty. What gave riseto it
wie the yizit which an old Transylvanian
peasant named Herker Visacky had palid
three days hefore to the Emperor, The
peasant and his sovereign were old ne- | having authenticated the death, receives
quaintances and a very l[u-ruli:n- link ex- | from the hands of the Muster of the
f=ted between the two. ~ Thelr conneetion | Chamber the Anello Piseatorios It [sthen
dated from the year in which the Empe- | the daty of the Apostolie Notary to
ror's second hrother, the fll-starred Areh- | wiite out and read aloud ghe 1‘.'[!11] ac=
duke Ferdinand Mazimilian, was on leknm\'lwlgmqnt of the recognition of the
eve of his depariore for 3exico. boddy, and the consignment of the Anello.

A week or two previons to that event, [ This done, all retire, and the Penitentin-
Herker Visnoky, covered with dust and | vies of St. Peter's slones remnin in the
bearing every trace of extreme fatlzue, | room of the deceased, to offer up prayers
demanded to &ee His Majesty without de- | for his soul, On leaving the apartments
lay. During the interview the old msm’nf the Pope, the Cardinnl immediately
told him that he had traveled all the way | signs an order that the great bell of the
from Transylvania on foot to Viennn be- |

Capitol shall announte to the lmhllr:. the
cntige he had had a strange vision in re- | sad event.  On the %l beginning to toll

HY THOMAS DUSN ENGLISN.
Take $are und tove me
doetor tou

- ;
'lv:.?'.p’ ny use to try and pateh what ttie's
il e

ey, bove, aml let the

“There=that'll do. Tt's all no use—1 see It in
your -

pais 3 £ye.
Yol needn’t puese your mouth thit wiy—Van
Valen's got to tie; )
And I there renlly be o ehnnee to save 8 fols
Woll low’s life—
olly welll thi Dlast wis quite enough, snid we'
exense the knife. : Eh, Sadived

Just |:‘ll’-il' :u.\ collny gently, Hove, =it lnrs me
) (]
Pt something wndernenth iy Hotdedon't rajsy
me quite =0 high;
Aml let me have some witer—Ah-h! 1 el vau
that’s the stufr N
It boats old rye

I ought to know=I've surcly

[ ¢ wore my fanlis, to say the

== thing that's right, ) A

That Jim Van Valen never shirked his liguor or
o fght,

The eireult-rider? Whnt's the use? I havily

. . gard to the Emperor’s brother, the Areh- | all the echurches must follow, and funeral
o, TRIK one prayer, Yot Glast 1t it Booosisated that & =I{I|l‘ n"-'-' '““]‘:“' sy r"'l".“ “il“m]" '“\“'“I'-U ;‘""'-““ﬂ"“' ""I“' “'“1’"““"'“1 ulf]rtlrpll’.“e—}ul' I ﬁ‘ Ilirlde ]t?"" it. Who was it | duke Ferdinand Maximilian, He said he | services commence fmmediately every-
Owever long, hus power cnongl 4 P AG- et * uy ronfessed that dar- e position of cashier in the Apple- | brown russets especially—and her apple- | from ¢ ad anything happened to any- | hy ' Y i - | W w—N. Y. .
Bolint 10 aeunre; Ly whole 86- | g Mrs, Prindle's lifetime what she had | town Im::k.nmi it was sald that “he d I.I;II.I - : 4 ¥- | had seen, in this vision, the latter in n for- | where.—N. ¥. Heral

trees were not doing well 3 she was think-
ing of having some of them grafted, Did
My, Prindle know how it was to be done ¢

Mr, Prindle kindly told her all he kuew
about grafting, and still more kindly of-
fered to come and look at the trecs,

body? And with trembling fingers she
apened the envelop,

It was only a business communication,
after all:

YO hve o good offer for my farm. Shall I sel)
or keept [Slgned] i'l—'.'lr.l: I'RixpLE.” |

Anid ut the day of Judgment, when the world its
work is through,

Aud lllll tll"l'ulnn-ru Foumd about neacotint for what

== they do,

The Lovd sbove, who Knows all things, will be as
Just to mo

And lll‘I'N-iluJ—u! Wl events, with Him 1"} 1ot
1t D

left undone had been uppermost in her
lord’s mind, and not in his mind only. but
ulso in his heart and in lis speech.  Hard
work, sour looks, unkind words, had been
lier earthly portion, and she had carried
Into practice her husband's theory that

eign eountry, standing up before a file of
soldiers, who were shooting at him. Her-
ker Visneky added that he had repeatediy
hail other visions of important events,
which had afterward turned out to be lit-
erally true. Francis Joseph, like mozt of

think much of country folks."” T'o bash-
ful young men Mrs. M'Bride was ns ten-
der as a mothers but pride was not to her
taste, and =he had been rather eool to Mr,
Plum, However, at the beginning of her
campaign he seemed to be exactly the

The Miniatare Musical Box.

Waiex Mr. Bangs, the elder, returned
from Kurope he

rought with him from

Somuehow my mind govs bvekward, boys, to many

*this world i= a vale of tears.”

Mr, Prindleé was not & bad man, and his

encmy’s cmp.

man she needed to ecarry wir into the

When it was time to go home, Mr, |

Prindle, to hiz profound nstonishment,
heard himsellf offering to escort Mre, |

Bridget knovked at the kitehen door

the Hapsburgs, is saperstitiong, and the
just then, and Meg, M'Bride let her in, : ; :

She was retreating to the parlor, when

words of the eld Uransylvanian  peasant |

Geneva a miniature musical box, longand
very narrowg and altogether of hardly
rreater  dimensions, say, than a large

male o deep impression on him, He l
thanked Herker Visacky, made him a 1ib- |
eral present, and asked him to visit lim |
again if he had anything further to som- |
municate, «

Whether Francia Joseph communicated

wile was ** the best of women,' ag he was
in the habit of saying.,  Why, then, had |
they not been happy together ¥ Becange |
Mr. Prindle had made a great mistake :
not being himself the best of men, the
best of women had been too muach for

- YOurs ngo,
To thy valley of the Overprock, and the farime-
- honse long nand low,

When I wisndered on the Palisides 1o gather Pinx-
ter hloom,

And, mixed with lilaes, mother placed them in
our sitting-room,

1 se them in the fivesplace, in that pitaher white
and high—

M'Bride.  The ludy wus g0 used to being |
escorted that she was not nstonizhed in
the least, but having to* hold up her
drese ghe declined My, Prindle’s arm,
Ilillt] trotted independently by his side,
chatting merrily as she went.

Mr, Plum was in everything the oppo- !
gite of Farmer Prindle. He wasa ]hy

man,” with eity manners and langunge ;
he wis handsome, ton, with Llack eyes,
Black hair, and the blackest moustache in
Appletown, It was not the style of beau-

pocket knife. The instrument played ont
cheerful little tunes for tha benetit of the
Bangs family, and they enjoyed it very
mucﬁ. Young Willinm Bangs enjoyed it
to sueh an extent thut one day just after
the machine had been wounc

she gaw her dizpatch lying on the tloor; |
shie picked it up, and sitting down by her
little table, she read it again, 'Thiz timei:
began with * Dear James.””  © What !
snitl Mrs, M'Bride; and opening her eyes

Iim.

What queer things come agrass the mind, when

one's nhout to ale!

Why, 1 can see the arobard, boya, upon the side-

Jng hillg

The plaee | fished for killles in the eronked ol

Inm Killg

The deep hole whe
nnid lay

|nll}i | 1k,
l-‘ullglgr Hm with n noose of wive, and snnked

v him on the bank;
Th pluces |

the mink:

The mill-pomd by the roadside whero I drave the

rows to drink.

And there wus Litle Kitty, boys, her hiouse wis

elose to ours,

The gidoens alinost Jobned, but she wus prottier

thinu the owers,

We went to school in winter-time upon the Tin-

ook vand,

Avd when 1 put ber books with mine [t goemod

o ense the lond g

Hut wken we both grew up, somoeliow I owiizn't

fuite g0 nesr—

She martled Peter Brinkerhof—and thot is why

1*m hiere,

There was my good old father, boya, with stern l

und rugged brow—

T used o think him bned on me<T know him bet-
1eF oW §

And, then, my dear old mother, with that plens-
ant =mile of hors—

sh ol tenderness the thonght within

e in your arms; and, moth-
er, stroke Lirow—

Your hund i= eool—what old econceit! they're
nelther Hying now,

They 've gone, the old Van Valens; b
noome el bat me,
And I on golng too—anud g0 T gend  no word, yon

by Bt i

S

The ok 1 used to play with, amd the givls T nsed
To know,

Grown up to men and wWolnen, haye (orgol mig
long sgo!

P'vonot heen to Bergen County now for many and
muny o day,

Anil no one there would eare to hearswhat Tinight
hove (o Bay.

1 ond U getthing woenkey, Dbys, my oyes are
growing dim?

There's =omething dancing In the niry my hewl
Iegings 1o swin,

Witer '=That's good ! that stive meup! thut gives
e Ml nguin!

You talk abour your desd men—why', 1'm Just as

ol s e

There!'s something heavy on my hrenst—you taks
e thing awny-—

Kilt

Demarest—may | go ont—
‘s Jor Alay

WIDOW M’BRIDE,

e plokerel Iny—the rasoal

i the menidow where T went to trap

Her meeckness had made him hard,
her obediepes had made him Impatient,
and her teirs hiad made him angry.

it be with another?® he asked himself,
solemnly,

for me!™ l'x-rh:'lps he was right.

him by her smiles.

Mrs, Crane, wishing to make
cakes for supper, went to Mrs. M'Bride’s
to borrow some buttermilk, **if so beshe
had uny to spare,**

It 5o wus that Mrs, M'Bride could gpare
some,and weleome.  Then Mes, Crune sat
ilown to have o talk, a thing which most

women ean always “spare’ " —and welcome

| ton.

Having mentioned thig, that, and the
other, they finally alighted upon  Mr.
Prindle’s devoted head.

*How would you like him for a lins-
band ¥ asked Mps. Crane,

** Me ¥ that old man!" langhed Widow
M Bride.

e ain't so old, either; he aln't turned
ity yet: and he has got a nice place, and
no children, nor uulhﬂu: to bother.”

“That's truer but gomehow I don't
funey im: he iz 8 hard man, Awml then
there™s =0 much work to be done on g
furm.*"

1 puess there’z pno more work any-

| Where than a woman has a mind to (o,
| You would know how to manage him, | is her money he s after.”

antdl get along with him. All men are

“ And if it was =o with her, what would

“ No, no! no Widow M'Bride
But |
why he so fervently objected to the widow

remaings an open gquestion 3 for he met hor
but seldom, and on these eccasions she
did not pay theleast attention to hin, nor
had she at any time annoyed or molested

1t =0 happened that, the very next day,
griddle-

ty that Mrz, M'Bride admired; but then,
| 43 she sald to herself, *‘that horrid ol
thing will think heisan Apollo.”

Mrs, M'Bride was right there, The
“horrid old thing,"” Peter Prindle by
name, did think that Mr. Plum was “a
bandsome puppy—all hair and no brains,'”
Mr, Irindle wns rather bald, and prided
hims=elf on his brains: and immediately
after that meeting on Elm street he began
to—despize Mr, Plum,

that Mr. Plum was **too good for this
worlil,' certainly too good for her: yet
he had vowed that he loved her. But
they were poor, and they must wait.
| While he waited Mr, Plum led a very en-
| durable life, and onee a week he wrote to
| hig love, telling her how lonely he was
without her.  Mrs. M'Bride knew noth-
ing of the little girl, but had she known,
it wonld have made no difference in her
plans, for she considered Mr, Plum much
too young to fill in love with her.
This Hittle war of the “welght in gold"®

| began in May. and during the following
smmer Mr. Plum's devotion to Widow
| M'Bride was the genersl topic of conver-

gation, “Did you ever ! said the women,
forgetting what they had seen before.
“She's hooked him ! sodd the men, with
i knowing wink.

As for Mr. Prindle, he spent nearly all
his evenings at Mrs, Crane's, smoking his
pipe by the slde of Mr. Crane, and (recly

lexpressing his disapprobation of  Mrs,

M Bride’s behavior, *Itis a shame! and

she that's old enough to be his mother! It

He had =ald this so often that

hutid enongh. for that matter; yet It is | Crane got tired of it at Inst; and as she

| Kind of nice to have one in the house,'

“ Bur, my dear Mrs, Crane, I don’t want
a man in my house, I hate men!”

* Mageie M*Bride!
like mand 1M

And vou a-tlirting |

bha'd made up  huer 1le quarrel witho the
widow, she determined to stand np for her
friend,

*And why should it be tor hier money?”
ghe asked,  **She ls good enongh for any

In a lnrge town fur away there lived a |
sweet little girl who honestly believed |

Mrs, |

“What a cheerful little thing she is!" |

thonght My, Prindle, “and so pretty too!

She aln't 80 old, either—not near g0 old as |
Then he stoppod, and ealled him- |

my—"'

self “a fool,” and Mrs, Crane an old—
something elze.

The next day he came to lobk at Mrs,
M'Bride's apple-trees, and was politely
recoived, but pot asked into the howse, the
widow having met him at the gate.  Dut
the trees must have been very interesting
trecs, for he came soveral times 1o look at
them. At the end of amonth his perse-
verence was rewarded by a general invi-
tation to “come in any time.”  And re-
membering that Mrs. M'Bride was one of
his neighbors, Mr. Prindle ealled upon
her once in a while. Gradually she
seemed to be the only neighbor he had,
for he came almost every evening, and
never grumbled while he was there © =0 it
must have improved his temper.

One thing amnsed and puzzled the
widow—so she sald—and that was that
brown russets rained anonymously into
her house,  “And they are 50 nice!
wonder who sends them ! Whoever sent
them would have been rewarded by secing
the widow's white teeth bite into them.
S Don't eat too many of them, boys,” she
wouldsay: * the red apples are just ns
good. These are mine, you know,"

The merry month of May had returned. |

Looking out of her window one afternoon,
Mrz. M'Bride beheld Farmer Prindie coms
ing townrd her house, dressed in his very
best black suft,  And she looked, she
blushed, and her eyes gparkled.

The blush and the sparkle had both dis-
appeared, however, when she greeted Mr,
Prindle and invited him to sit down,

+ No, thank vou, standing will do as
well., | will coriie to iin potul nL opee:
Mrs. M'Bride, will vou have me !™

“ Dear me! No, indeed: I won't have
anybody.”

“ Don’t say no without thinking, 1 am

1 never flirt,” said the widow, with | man; and a= lomg as you don't want her | dreadfully in earnest about it—ns yon

awlul dignity. ** You know 1 don’t; and

1in my weeds yet! And as for Mr. Prin-

dle—1 wouldn't have him for his weight | the furmer.

in gold.” -

yourself, why dan’t you let her alone ™
“Of course I don't want her,” growled

“Oh, vou needn’t be afraid;  she

*Themn’s the very words he said about | wonldn’t have you iff you wanted her,
vour no later than last night,” said Mrs. { Whe I told her what vou saiid abong it—=""

Crane, throwing prudence to the winds,
SEWidow M Bride ! said he, * 1 wouldn't
have her for her weight ingold,” Them's
his very words, ns true as 1 live.”

Then Farmer Prindle got up, and stand-
ing in the middle of the room, he forgot
his mother's teachings, and—uttered pro-
fine lnguage ! after which he went away

would know if vou knew all.”

v Then, Mr. Prindle, 1 am very 2orry,
but—I won’t have you.'

“ Why not? Because of what I said 2

* Oh no, 1 dide’c mind that in the least,
But there are reasons—""

S What reasons f Tell me,”

* In the first place, you don't love me."*

“ Don't 27

wider, ehe perceived ghe wus holding a
letter written by some woman to whom
“James™ was very dear,

* Poor little thing ! ghe sald, not mean-
ing dear James. **Ab, these mon !

Early the next morning Widow M'Bride
took a walk. She went to the postoilice
and dropped a letter in the box. Then
ghe went to the telegraph office and sent
the firet message of the day.

The letter was addressed to Mr. James
Plum, and contained only the sweet little
missive,

The message was addressed to Mr. Peter
Prindle, and contained only one word:
] Iim_-|1.“ .

And Mr, Prindle kepl, from that day
forward, for better and for worse.—Hur-
per's Bazar

-~
MISCELLANEOUS PARAGRAPHS.
Banes in the wnml_—‘l Jolls,

[ Bostox lisis just introdueed the erystal

| oabs,

I GrEAT roles are the favorite food of star |
| actors,

| WuaTEVER 4
shall he rip.

Tue fuvorite cape of Massachusetta—
| Cape C, O, D,

AN X lent iz an excellent argument
ngainst lonning.,

Sarvas Valley, Cal,, raised 15,000 sacks
of mustard seed last year,
| A mven needed Civil Serviee Reforni—
| Putting elvil men in office.

Rocuester ice denlers refuse to deliver
fee on Sundays this season.

Ax Albig, Towa, firm recently shipped
15,000 dazen ares to an Eastern market.
| Wnar penanee a man will Angergo ior n
| pretty woman who cares nothing for
| him!

Jons Srvant Miny opposes the private
| ownership of land; and favors increased
taxation of real evtate.

Bercuenr says that a babe is a mother’s
anchor. Wouldn®t it be more correct to
eall it her spanker boom ¥

Ruope Ispaxp furmers will plant mini-
ature torpedoes in their corn-hills as a
guhstitute for scare-crows,

Tae latest half-yearly German ecata-
logrue registers 5,485 books ns published

man seweth, that alzo

ant until the Sthooff March last,

the vision of the old Transylvanian pens-
ant to his enthusiastic brother or not is
unknown ; but certain it is that he re-
ceived a second visit from Herker Visacky
in the spring of 1866, immedintely previ-
ous to the bresking out of the war be-
tween Prossia and Austris,  The peas-
ant predicted to him in the most impres-
sive langunge and with many startling de-
tatls the dizastrous jsene of the jmpend-
ing eampaign. The Emperor listened re-
speetfully to the old man, but did not
nead his warning., It may be Imagined
that he looked upon lerker Visacky as a
seer when his predietions a fewswvecks af-
terward were verified, and still more g0
when his unfortunate brother, Muximil-
inn, in the following yeur, fell dead under
the bullets of Juarez's soldiers at Quere-
taro,

After that gecond visit Franeis Joseph did
not hear any thing further from the peas-
(O this
oceasion the old peasant suid that he had
geen in another vislon a Prince o the Tm-
perial IMouse, us Regent of the Empire,
opening the Austrin: Parllument; that
the Prince had been hailed as liberator of
the country, and had pledged himsell to
rule it thenCeforth in a truly liberal spirit.
This Prinec, he added, was married to a
low-born womun, and for some time past
had been in Vienna without the Empe-
ror'®s knowledge, Francis Joseph was
gtartled. e sent for the Chief of the Se-
crot Police of Vienna and asked him to
find out whether or not the Archduke
Henry, who it is well known is married to

an actress of' very humble descent, and
who in consequence is not allowed to live
at the imperinl court, was seerctly in the

city. About noon on the 11th of March,

?I i B twosdgve se m-'l. ”f‘-' Fmperor was
nformed that the Archduke nnd been 1or

several weeks incognito ata private house
in Wieden suburb.

T'his added to the Emperor's agitation,
and he sent at once for the Archduke
Henry, his cousin,  What ocenrred next
iz not securately known, but atter a briet
and angry conversation between the two |
Hapsburgs the servants in the ante-room
were startled by a noise like that of two
persons engaged in asenftle, mingled with
loudl enrsee.  The door was suddenly torn
open, the Emperor appeared with his face
Hushed erimson with anger, and dragged
out the Archduke Henry, whose nose was

up ready
for action, he got up sucking the end of it,
and ina moment of lel\'l'l‘tl."rl('v it slipped,
and he swallowed the whole concern. T'he
only immediate conseguence of the acel-
dent was that a harmonious stomach-ache
wits immediately organized upon the in-
terior of Willilam Bangs, and he experi-
enced a restlessness which he well knew
would defy the soothing tendencies of
lmpllwrminn,aull make a mockery ol pare-
roric,

And William Bangs kept his sceret in
hiz own soul, and In his stomach, also,
determined to hide his migery from his
father, and to spare the rod to the spoiled
child—zpoiled at any rate as far as his di-
gestive apparatus was coneerned,

But that evening at the zupper table
young Bangs had eaten but one mouthful
of bread, when steains of wild, mysterious
music were suddenly watted from under
the table. The entire family immediately
groped aroupd upon the floor, trying to
discover whence the sounds came, al-
though Willlam Bangssat there iilled with
agony and remorse, pd bread and tunes,
and desperately nszerted his belief that the
musie came fromeMary Ann, who might
perhap2 be playing upon the harp or dul-
cimer in the cellur,

He well knew that Mary Ann was un-
familiar with the harp, and that the dul-
cimer was as much insolvable to her as it
would have been to a fishine-worin ; and
he was aware that Mary Ann would bave
scorned, under any circumstances, to
evoke musie while sitting on the refrig-
erator or reposing in the eoal-bin,  Dut
he was frantic with anxiety to hide his
guilt. Thus it is that one crime leads to
another.

But he econld not despise the truth for-

A St mamze prlghit bl this fomilge
was il prayers, William Bangs all at once
got the hiceups, and the music-box started
off without warning with A Life o the
Ocean Wave, and a Home ou the Rolling
Deep,” with variations,  Whereng on the
paternal Bangs arose from his knees and
Fr:u]u-ll Willinm kindly but firmily by the
wir, and shook him np, and inguired
what he meant by snch conduct, And Wil-
linm threw out a kind of a gencral idea to
the effect that he was practicing something
for a Sunday-school celebration which old
Bangs estimated was a slngulurly thin ex-
planation.

ae gy seee

. € ! Ve . * You didn’t say so." there the latter half of 1872, bleeding profusely. There coull be no Then they tried to get up. that musle
Fanmer Prixpre was a widower., He ool land! Did 1 ever?” exclaimed | H

livisl 'l alone in theold farm house th
Ll been his futher's mwd his grand-father’s
before him, and how he lived there no-
body knew. Farmer Prindle was not
hospitable; since his wife had died—five
VEArs come next Nuwm}_wr-—nm i i
sonl or body had heen allowed to enter
the house of mourning., Buv it he was
not hospitable, he wis very sociables not
beeause he eared much for the society of
his follow-creatures, but hecause he wanted
to grnmble s and, as every one knows,
good grombling rt-rllll}'t-:ﬂ compuny.

Every plensant v\'vnm]? Farmer Prindle
visited some of his neighibors, and favored
them with his views of life, These views
were gloomy in nature and stern in ex-
pression. He could take up any bright
subject and blacken it with one look,
Sunshipe was a delusion and o snurej
flowers were an emblem of man’s frallty
and @ baby was a poor unfortunate little
sinner, who didn't know what was before
him.

True as were these remarks, they were
not encouraging, and his neizhbors got a
little tired of his philosophy. )

+ You had better get marrled again; it
will chicer you up u little,” suggested a
kindl, motherly woman, :

Furmer Prindle shook his head dizeon-
solately. ** No, I'll never do that. 1 have
had one good wife, and that's enough for
me.  Marriage ain’t such a cheerful state,
either, when you look at it seriously. And
if it wa-n't cheerful with the best of
women, ks my Lizzie was, what would it
be with one a8 wasn't so good? Auswer
me that, Mrs, l_-’nmﬁ."

[t wus u diffioull gquestion to answer
logically. But Mrs, Crane was ignorant
ol logi¢. It i= Kind of lonesome for &
man to be all alope in 4 rambling old
house,” she eald, pityingly. **And the
Bible says 0, too, you know," ghe added,
trying to fortify her |1u'u=1t'iou.

%-‘urmer Prindle smiled grimly. *Maybe
go. Butitis better to be lonesome l?um
westered, and there ain't a woman round
jere a8 i3 worthy to tie on my Lizzie's
shoes, anyhow.”

o don't know,” said Mrs. Crane,
“here's Widow M'Bride; she is a nice,
gmart little body, and—"'

“Widow M'Bride! she! I wouldn't have
her for her weight in gold?’ thundered
Farmer Prindle.

o] gin't so sure as she would have you,
¢ither; there's plenty after her quite us
good a8 you be,”

“wWidow M'Bride ' repeated the farmer,
“Po think of her -;:tatﬂﬁuring herself to my
Lizzie! That beats I ever heard inmy

fe,”

X The truth was that it didn't **best any
thing, for Widow M'Bride had never
dresmed of comparing herself to his Liz-
zie. Had she done 8o, the comparison
would have been entirely to her own ad-
vantage, Mrs, Prindle was tall, thin, sad,
and meek almost to Insanity, Mrs.
M’ Bride was ghort, plump, and jolly, al-
most to levity, and had, besides, & very
pretty will of her own. BShe had been &
widow ten years, and during this priod
she had allowed seyeral devoted suitors to
console her and to lead her almost to the
brink of matrimony. But having reach-
ed that point, she had always retreated,
remembering, just in time, that “ her
heart was barfed in the grave of John
M’ Bride.”

The literal truth of this assertjon need
not be discussed here; a striat adherence

the widow. * No, I never did hear the
like of that, Not want me! Did you
ever! Well, I don't want him—wouldn’t
toneh him with & pair of tongs! o we
are even, you see,"

Mrz, Craee departed, not entirely in
peace., I wish [ hadn't sald it,"” she
thought, Dut ghe had =ald it, and it must
remain said forever.

So thought Widow M'Bride, as she
watched Mrs., Crane's retreating form.
* You horrid ereature.  You won't come
here sgaie in a hurry.  And as for that
old man—I declare !
smile shone in her black eyes, and spread
all over her face, till she imlglu'ﬂ alowd,

| ** Yes, I will do It—see if 1 don’t!” she

sald, shaking her plump little fist in the
direction of Farmer Prindle’s * place,”

T'he next day, about noon, Mrs, M’Bride
went to the bank with a fifty-dollar bill in
her pocket.  ** Will vou have the Kind-
ness to change thiz bill for met” she ask-
od Mr, Plum, in the most business-like
manner,

* With the greatest pleasure,’ answer-
ed Mr. Plum, * How will you have {t#"

 In fives and tens, if you please,” And
as she suid so, the widow looked up at
Lim with a smile that was not at all busi-
ness-dike In itself, nor in its effocr,  Mr,
Plum grew slightly rosy about the cheeks,
and decidedly sweet about the eyes,

1t is a pleasant day,” he remarked,
Then looking at the clock, and seeing that
it wanted five minutes to twelve, he swd-
denly remembered that his landlady wish-
e him to be punctual, I believe I am
golng your way,” he added, taking up his

hat hurriedly, *and if you will allow
me—""
“ Certninly,” said Mrs. MeBride, She

knew as well as he did that Elm street
and Pine street were as far apart as two
strects can well be; nevertheless Mr,
Plum's remurk was perfectly true—he was
going her way, y
As good luek would have it, whom
should they meet at the corner of Elm
street but that odious Mr, Prindle! At
that moment Mrs. M'Bride was so deeply
interested in Mr. Plum’s conversation that
ghe did not see Mr. Prindle.  This made
the farmer angry, for he had prepared his
shortest nod and his sourest look for her

special delectation, and he felt that he was
duefeated,

Mrs. M'Bride felt that she was
vietorious so far, for she had prepared the
meeting,

Arrived at her own gate, the widow
said, gratefully, *I will not ask youto
come in now, but I am always at home

in the even'ng, and glad to see my
friends,””

Mr. Plum looked delighted, sald he
would be very lmppg". and actually took
off hig hat when he bowed himsell away
—an et of politeness seldom {wrfnrmud
in Appletown, the creed of the Apple-
townians in this matter being that **a man
15 a8 qomi a8 o woman any day, and what
wias the use of bowing and scraping, any
way?  Why, it would wear outa hat in
no time " ~ And when truth, reason and
economy combine to make things easy and
comfortable, who would dare to com-
plain ¥

Let no one take & wrong view of Widow
M'Bride. As ghe had told Mrs Crane, she
never flirted—nol consclously, Never in
her life had she thrown s kroadside glance
at & man, or smiled at him too encou nlr;
lnglr. *Courting is man's work," she
o

used tosay, And there was something

Then suddenly a |

without =aving good-night, and did not re-
turn for several wecks,

“And he was us mad as magd can be!™
2aid Mra, Crane to the widow, when shs
related that Httle incldent to her.

“Men areso foolizh,™ 2aid Mrs, M'Bride,

| complacently,

Accidents will happen, and an acecident
happened to My, Prindle: he was invited
Lo o tea-party.

“1 won't go,” he #ald to himself, *Yes,
I will, too., Why shouldn’tI¥ 1 ain’t
afraddd of her, If she does know. I meunt
what | sald, every word of 1g!"

S0 Mr. Prindle adorned himself and
went. He looked very well in his black
coat and clean shirt, but he did not know
it, In-the matter of good looks men are
either too vain or too modest, and Mr,
Prindle wus a too modest man,

Widow M'Bride was there in herpret-
tiest “weeds,” looking like n full-blown
rose im & bed of autumn fdowers, for this
was 0 middle-aged tea-party, and she was
the youngest woman in the room. She
had made herself agreeable to the ladies,
48 she always did; but when the gentle-
men came in she felt relieved, and soon
pro“msml a wulk in the garden,

The proposition was aceepted, and, by
some futetul chance, Mr. Prindle found
himself walking by the widow’'s side, At
first he felt rather sheepish,
he had meant what he had sgid, “every
word of it,”” he conld not help wishing he
nid not said it, Was she angry ? he won-
dered,

Angry? Nosummer sky could be more
goftly serene than the widow's fair brow,
e¢rowned by the little white cloud she
called her “widow’s eap.”” I suppose
you have a great many iflowers in your
garden,” she said, mildly.

“No; Idon't care much for flowers,"
sald Mr. Prindle,

“Don't you? Ilove them; I couldn't
live in the country if it wasnot for flowers
and trees and birds.”

“Farm-work wouldn't suit your taste,
I guess,”

“Notat all; I should hate it so! It
would make my hands so hard and
brown.” And she gazed at two white
hanids, on which dimples had taken the
place of “knuckles,"

Mr. Prindle looked at the hands too.
*It wonld be a pity to spoll them by use-
{.1111 work, wouldn't it ¥"* he sald, not amia-

¥.

*I think it would, A lady must have
white hands, you know,”

*““And yet,” said Mr. Prindle, speaking
almost angrily, **I knew a woman, the
best of women, who was as good as any
lady in the land, if she did milk the cows
and make her own butter and cheese, She
didn’t think of her hands !

“She must have been 4 gaint," said the
widow, softly, *I hope she got her re-
ward in this werld, I am not like her,”

*No, I shouldn’t think youwas! Farm
life wouldn't suit you, would it?" said
Mr. Prindle, revengefully.

“No indeed ! f I had my choice I
would live in New York, or Parls, or Lon-
don,”” sald Mrs, M'Bride, trying to re-
meuit(liner which was the largest city in the
world.

“ Well, I think yeu have had your
cholee, a8 far as a clty man goes, Allow
me to congratulate you, Mrs, M'Bride.”

“ Congratulate me! Upon what Mr,
FPrindle ¥’

* People gay Mr, Plum is to be the hap-

py man,”

Although |

“No,nor 1 won't say it, becanse you |

know in,’”

*That is not the wui‘. Mr, Prindle,*

I iz my way and Iean’t change it.
Will you think about it i

** Noj it would be of no use,
glve up my weeds."

“ Weede? What weeds 7

ST mean my widow's cap.
it tﬂ!'i die,"’

“ Not if you are my wife, I can tell

oun."

“But I don’'t want to be your wife.
Good-by, Mr. Prindle.”

“ Good-hy., But l don’t give it up; 1
will ask yon again,” said Mr. Prindle,
And he may not have been far from the
truth when he had ealled himself a fool,

Precisely a week from that day Mr.,
Prindle came again. ** You muy wear
the cap if yon like,"" ke said, meekly.

“Thank you. But you are wasting
your time. Please don't think any more
about ir,”

Another week passed, ** Will he come #
wondered the widow.

He eame, **Now, Maggle, thiz iz the
lnst time, “I'hree times and out.' yon
know. What shall it be—yes or nos"”

“No, most decidedly " gald the obdur-
ate widow,

SNot If ] say | love you, as I didn’t think
I could love ?*

**Not If you say anything, I won'tdo it.
There!"

“Then I must leave the place. I couldn’t
live here after this,"

"Arid what weuld the farm do without

‘!!
3 “T will sell it, I don’t mind that,"

“I'ake my advice, Mr, Prindle, and don't
do anything foolish. Go away for a little
while, if you like, then come back and be
friends,"

But Mr. Prindle wouldn't take the
widew's ndviee, and he would do some-
thing foolish, So he went away, and for

I cannot

I will wear

f whole month no one knew what had be-

comse of him.

Mrs. M'Bride spent that time in several
frames of mind., She was glad, and she
was sorry ; it was a great pity, and

was very silly, She n-nlr missed Mr,

Prindle, and she felt sorry for him. “But

then 1 couldn’t do it—the idea !

About this time another idea dawned

upon the widow’s mind, and that ldea was
—Mr. Plum. She had been 30 acoustomed

to deal with young men on philanthrople
pr‘inci‘nles that she was slow to admit the

lty of “sguch a dreadful thing.'' Yet
4 man’s eyes mean anything when tlu:‘y
look unutterable things, then Mr, Plum's

aulb

cﬁen meunt precisely *‘such a dreadful
thing."

Mrs, M'Bride felt that an evil day was
comlnF, andw she was powerless to
ward it off, Iness did not cool Mr,
Plum, and she certainly could not “speak
first,”” Then came the bitter thought, It

15 my money he wants !"" whereas she well

knew that Mr, Prindle’s love had nothing

to de with her money.

Yes, it was her money Mr, Plum want-

ed ; but he was perfectl
her with it, He

subject.

willing to take

to keep off the wolf from the door, On

the other side was Mrs. M'Bride and—

well, why not?

It was 1o have this question answered

et it

reflected much on the
On one side was love and a eal-
ary of gix hundred dollars—u small fence

Tue Library of Congress hus twice
doubled within twelve years, and now
numberz 250,000 volumes,

‘ Kestreoky produced in the year 1872,

95,207,261 pounds of tobaceo, $0,230,378
pounds ghort of the product for 1571,

A rasemvarisag widow of eighty-tive in

Indisna Intely eaptared in matrimony a
| thoughtless youth of only seventy-two,

Tae hooksellers throughout the eoun-
try talk of having a convention to tuke
actlon ng regards the publishers’ *entting
under.” J

doubt but that the Emperor and his Arch-
duke cousin had been tfighting. Before
the servants were able to recover from
their nmazement the Archduke had mude
his exit from the ante-room and the Km-
[wrm‘ had returned to his cabinet, where
1w remained for several hours afterward,
Next day the servants who had hitherto
done duty in the imperial ante-room were |
gent to one of the Kmperor's castles in
Dalmatia, no doubt to prevent them from
divulging the scandalons affair. But it
has leaked out nevertheless, and the peo-
ple of Vienna say that ever since Libenyi
n 1856 wounded the Emperor with a knife
in the neek, Franecis Joseph has been sub-
jeet to sudden and uncontrolluble ebulli-
tions of terrible anger, and that on such
oceasions he will at once come from words
to blows.—HBoston Glabe,
—— .
Head Lettuce.

A cornrespoxpeNT of the Massachusetés
Ploughman gives the following account of
his treatment of lettuce plants, to mike
them head :

I arrived in the country the 15th of
June, und the first complaints were ; “We
shall huve no head lettues; as uwsual it
will all run to geed.””  The plants looked
fine and healthy, but alveady indicatod the
running up symptoms, 1 thinned it eut,
then carefully slipped a cotton twine pn-
der the lowest leaves of each plant, and
gently raised them o few inches from the
ground, and tied them loosely; then I
placed n shingle upon each plant, and a
small stone to keep it firm,  Every eve-
ning [ removed the coverings, walered
each head and replaced the protective
covers in the morning, as I tound the
sun's rays had a tendency to cause the
lettuee to run up to seed, and removing
the covering at night allowed it a suflic-
ieney of fresh pir, so that peither mould
nor dm:u{ made thelr uln waranee. 1 was
rewarded by large solid Lcuds of superior
quality, and the hearts were white and
crisp,  Not a single plant fiiled of head-
ing und none decayed or bore seed.

Groraia husn't yet got all the cotton
mills it wants; but a planter writes that
he has seen un unusual number of cotton-
millers,

Ax necepted suitor in California, lately
gold hiz interest and good-will in his
affianeed to a rival for the price of a new
walsteoat,

Parapise, Pa., voted aguinst loeal op-
tion, inspite of the efforts of the women,
Kve isn't as influential in Paradise as she
was in Eden.

Tae river on which England’s erack
university i- situated has been just the
thing for chaps this pnst winter, It was
Cam lor lee, you know,

Mg. Morrmver CorLins hasin prepara.
tion a treatise on “*Rhythmic Algebra,” in
which a scientific notation is applied to
the sclence of rhythm.

“Waardoes the sun bring up in spring?"*
asked a New Britain Sunday-school teach-
er, “Mul,” made answer n precocious
Gradgrind of an urchin.

Trar Chivese sunshade will be brought
into reguisition again next summer; also
the delicate affair of hlack lnce over white |
gatin and white coral handle. |

For a stout walkirg bhoot, those in '
broadeloth, with thick goles and low heels,
bid fair to become popular for mountdin
excursions and seaside rambles,

Wrrre neckties for full dress are now
worn very wide ; our fauthers wore just
such neckties, and we shall soon be back
to the * stock’ of our grandfathers.

Taey sald they wanted men with = i
“hback-bone” in Jetersville, Va., a“d;'ﬂw Chamberlain of the Roman Church.

they've got ** cerebro-spinal meninge-
ters,” and yet they're not satisfied,
PensonaL advertisements are like pis-
tols—very I:mtty gluythlngﬁ, and very
tempting withal ; but, like pistols, I.huf'
will burn the fingers and are apt to kill.

Fanrmers in Ohio say the potato bugs
are already 80 plenty In the ground that
it will be impossible to raise a tuber un-
less a hired man is stationed at each hill
with a shot-gun.

Tur **National Straw Works" at West-
borough, Mass., seems to be going Into
drainage pretty extensively, from the re-
port thut there are 300 lpereons employed
in the factory and *2,000 sewers out-
gide."

Tue African diamonds are showing
thelr many shining qualities. Last year
it is estimated that not less than $10,000,-
000 worth were sent from the Cape, and it
is prophesied thut the best have pot yet
been found, 5

Sgverar of the dozen widows of the
late Rajeh of Jodhpur were arxious to
have the rite of safti performed upon

-

His Eminence, Philippe de Angelis, the
first on the list of the Order of Cardinal
Priests in the SBacred College, was born at
Ascoll, on the 16th of Aprli. in the year
1792, He I8, consequently, ui’ghty-one
Eeam of age this yresent duf" Venerable

imself in years his officlal function® as
Chamberlain of the Holy Roman Church,
towards the Pontiff, Pius the Ninth, are
rendered especinlly solemn by the great

e of the distinguished patient, The
Cardinal’s present call from a teminomr}'
retirement to the Vatican gives indies-
tion that the authorities of the Pontitl-
cate congider the Pope's life still in dan-
ger. The Cardinal Chamberlain has ime-
portant duties to perform immediately
after a Pope dies. Indeed, If Pio Nono
were at all o nervous man, the advent of
the Cardinal Chamberlain, coupled with
the fact that hours and hours are spent in
discussing whether, In the event of his
death, he should be buried sceording to
old eustom, and his suceessor be appoint-
ed according to the laws of the Church,
would suflce to kill him, The ceremo-
uies which must be observed at the death

that he came one evening, The widow | them, but the new HRajah restrained the | of a Pope, are numerous and interesting,
was alone, and Mr. Plum taking the tide | ludies from this burning evidence of at-| As goon 45 he has expired, g
of his aﬂd'rslttlw flood, rushed at once | tashment to the dead. . : 3 Rl gochy

covered, and nobody can touch him or re-

box, and every time they would selze
voung William by the legs and shake him
over the sofa eushion, or would throw
some fresh variety of emetic down his
throat, the harmonlum within give afresh
spurt and joyously ground out, **Listen to
the Mocking Bird,” or *lhoul't Never
Jease to Love”

S0 they abandoned the attempt, and
were compelled to permit the musicsl box
to remuin within the sepulehial recesses
of the epigastrium of Willinm Bangs, To
say that the unfortunate vietim of the dis-
aster was made miserable by his condition,
would be to express in the feeblest manuer
the state of his mind. The more music
there wis in his stomach, the wilder and
more completely chaotie became the dis-
cord of his soul,

Just as likely as not it would ocour that,
while he lay asleep in bed, in the middle of
the night the melody works within would
begin to revolve, and would play “Home
Sweet Home,” for two or three hours, un-
less the peg happened to slip, when the
eylinder would glip back again to *‘Life on
the Ocean Wave and a Home on the Roll-
ing Deep,” sand would rattle out that tune
with variations and fragments of the scales
until Willinm Bangs’s brother would
kick him out of bed in wild despair, and
sit on him in vain efforts to subdue the
serennde, which, however, invariably pro-
ceeded with fresh vigor when sunjected
to nnusunl pressure,  «

And when Willlam Bangs went to
church it frequently oceurred that, in the
very midst of the most solemn portion of
the sermon, he would feel a gentle dis-
turbance under the lowest button of his
jucket ; and presently, when everything
was hushed, the nndigested engine would
give a preliminary buzz, and then reel off
“Listen to the Mocking Bird,"” and
“Thoul't Never Cease to Love,” and
scales and exercises, until the elergyman
would stop and Flu.rl.' at William over his
spectacles and whisper to one of the dea-
cons, T'hen the sexton would suddenly
walk up the aisle, eluteh the unhappy Mr.
Bangs by the collar, and scud down the
aizle again to the accompaniment of ** A
Lite on the Ocean Wave and & Home on
the Rolling Deep,” and then Incarce-
rate William in the up;lmr portion of the
steeple until after church,

But the end came at last, and the mis-
erable offspring of the senior Bangs found
peace.  One day while he was sitting in
the school endeavoring to learn his mul-
tiplication table to the tune of ‘‘Homse,
Sweet Home,” his gastrie juice tri-
umphed, BSoemething or other in the
music box gave way all at onoce, the
gprings were unrolled with alarming
foree, and Willlnm Bangs, as he felt the
fragments of the instrument hurled right
and left among his vitals, tumbled over on
the floor und expired.

At the post mortem examination they
found several pieces of * Home, Sweet
Home" in his liver, while one of his lungs
was geverely torn by a ent of “A
Life on the Wive.” Small particles
of “Listen to the Mocking Bird"' were re-
moved from his heart and breast-bone,and
thiree brass pegs of “Thoul’'t Never Cease
te Love' were found firmly driven into
his fifth rib.

They had no music at the funeral. They
sifted the machinery out of him, quietly
in the cemetery. ienever the 'B:mgsm
t them as
thain them to the

-

buy musieal béxes novaltluay
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