IT CAME TO HER.

'Whistle, whistle, loving daughter, and
you shall have s cow.”
] pever whistled, mother, and neither can
I now-=
It puckers up my mouth so!"

*Whistle, whistle, loving daughter, and
you shall have a horse.”
] pever whistled, mother, and cannot now
of course—
It puckers up my mouth so g

siWhistle, whistle, loving daughter, and
you shall have a sheep.”’
¢ pever whistled, mother, and neither will
I yet—
It puckers up my mouth so!"

®Whistle, whistle, loving daughter, and
you shall have a man.”
] pever whistled, mother, but know very
well 1 can.”
And the whistling pretty soon began.

MY BIRTHDAYX.

We, Mother Raynor, Jack and I,were
sitting in our little sitting room, our
best room, but not parlor, for mother
would never call the little box of a
room by so dignified a title, and for the
hundredth time they were telling me
what they knew of my life,

“Yon see, Birdie,” said mother, as
I had always called her, *‘it was a stormy
night and Jack had been detained at
the store—he was cash-boy at Cotton &
Co.’s then—but just as he was running
up the steps about 7 o'clock, he met a
woman hurrying down them. She
brushed by without speaking, and he,
when he reached the door, aimost stum-
bled over a basket where you lay all
snugged up in warm flannels, Ah, bat
you were & nioce baby., my dear!”

*“Pity my mother hadn't thought sol”
I sarcastically observed.

“Uadoubtedly yon would have fared
better than in our humble home,"” said
Jack, grimly.

«Why. Jack, you doun’t think I meant |
i S i 1 S
| reply, but I, hushing my breath, heard

| Jack say again;
. y again;

that, do youm, dear?” I- hastily asked.
“It made me feel badly to think my
own flesh and blood would abandon

me and trust me with strangers, that’s |

alj.l‘

“That was seventeen years ago to-
morrow night,” meditated mother, un-
heeding our conversation,

“'Yes,” chimed in I, anxious to clear
the cloud trom Jack’s forehead, ‘‘aud
you have always called it my birthday,
and have always made the day so pleas-
ant for me, too. Let me see,” 1 rattled
n, ‘‘you thought I must have been
about a year old, and so I am eighteen
to-morrow! Have you made my birth-
day cake yet, mothei?”

“Yes, indeed, and that reminds me
1 must go and see to the frosting of it
too, to-might. No, you stay right here.
Watch her, Jack, for she’s not to see
the cake until to-morrow,”

I retreated before her lenghing com- |
{ Jack,

mand, and seeing how sour Jack still
looked I determined to do my very best

to make him behave like his own self |

again, Perching myself on the arm of
bis chair I leaned over, trying to eatch
his eye.

“Crosa, dear?” I asked, very sweetly,

*““No,” he replied, in a tone that said
*Yes, decadedly so; let me alone,” But
I was not to be rebuffed.

Slipping my arm around his neck I
drew his face around toward mine,

“You're sorry you didn’t send me to |
the Foundlings' Home, aren’t you? It’s |

enovugh to make any one cross to think
how he has been troubled for seventeen
years just because he was so soft-heart-
ed over a miserable little baby whose
own peopledidu’t care about keeping it,
Are you sorry. Jack?”

“‘Are you, Bird?”

He suddenly straightened up, a look
in his dark eyes I had never moticed
there before,

“What have 1 to be sorry for?" 1
asked, **Wasn't Ithrown mnto the hands
of the dearest, kindest mother and
brother a girl ever had?”

*Yes, dear—that 18, we've always
meant kindness; but still, I am not your
brother, Bird.”

“] know it, but I love you just as
well,” 1 began, but some way under the
steady look of Jack's beautiful eyes I
could not go on with my usaal protesta-
tions of affection, as I had always been
in the habit of doiwng, and I drew wmy
arm away from about his neck.

“Bat I don’t want yon to, Bird,”
he said, slowly, and then he weut on
eagerly:

“My darling, I want you to love me
just a8 well as I do you dear, I want
you for my very own, for my wile,
Bird,”

Clasping me olcse in his strong arms
he told me how happy I could make
him by saying that I loved him,

And so strougly did. he argue his case
that some way 1 was completely won
over to his way of thinking, and before
the great birthday cake was frosted
Jack and I were engaged.

“I've sccepted Jaok s as a birthday
gift,” I whispersd to mother as I ran

out,

A radiant look of surprised joy fairly
jllumined her dear old face as she
comprehended the meaning of my re-
mark.

*1t has been the wish of my life,” she
whispered, kissing me softly, *“Be
ready for other birthday gilts to-mor
row,” she called after me.”

“Oh, happy birthday,” I whispered
when to morrow dawned; sud I, awak-
ing, remembered my promise to Jack,
“YWhat better gift could I have asked
than the gift of dear Jack’s love?”

Beveral little tokens were at my break-
fast plate, some very expeusive, too, for
since Jack's pretures had beguu to sell
#0o well and orders poured in faster than
he could execute them he had begun to
be quite extravagans,

¢ had gratitied an oft-expressed
wish of mine by having a cameo ear-
ring, found in the basket in which they
first found me, set in a ring for me for
one of my birthday presents, It was
an exquisite, clearly-cat cameo, and it
bad a decidedly unique setting; so I
bhad always indunlged in the hope that
some day, perhaps, L might learn tarough
it who mo purents were,
= It had evideutly dropped into the
B-m by mistake, for there was
nothing else about me to wentify me.
There was none of the proverbial straw-
berry marks or moles 8o often found on
Jost children in stories, so I had only the

cameo to connet me with the unknown
past,

8o I slipped it on my finger, and
when Jack told me to keep it for an
engagement ring until he conld procure
another, it became doubly dear to me,

By-and-bye, as soon as breakfast was
fimished, muoh to my surprise and dis-
appointment, my lover went up to his
studio and remained invisible tor two
hours,

“He might have spent my birthday
with me, anyway,” I pounted, as I plod-
ded upstairs, feeling *‘blue” enough I
knocked at the door of his studio, *‘Not
just now, dear, I'm busy,” came in
Jack’s voice from beyond the door.
Angry and indignant, for he had allowed
me to spend-my mornings there for two
monihs past, | silently went to my own
room,

And I was angrier still when not ten
minutes later his door opened to admit
Miles Griffith, a fellow fiom the Artists’
elub.,

And then T was ready to ery with vex-
ation, They had always petted and
spoiled me, mother and Jack. and let
me have my own way, so that I conld
not bear even this little neglect grace-
fully.

And besides we were just engaged,
and Jack, it seemed to me, wasn't act-
ing just as he ought to under the cir-
cumstanoes

At last I was determined to be mean
enough to listen, and hear, if I counld,
what they were talking aboul so earnest-
ly in the studio.

Me, I found out at once, for Jack had
just spoken my name as [ guiltily put
my ear to the keyhole. (A disgraceful
thing to do, I admit, but as [ mean this

| to be a faithfnl account of my birthday,
{ and as J really did hsten at the keyhole
| T record it),

“] have made a great mistake,” said
Jack, sighing heavily.

I conld not distinguish Mr, Griffiths’

“It has always
wish., I did it more to please her, I
gsuppose, Bhe loves Bird dearly, and— :

rug. I could not have stirred thean

had they opened the door and saw me |

there,

*‘He has found out this early that he |

| se0 35.‘\’!1},

has made a mistake, has he?” I thought |

bitterly, when my brain st pped whirl-
ling so I could think., *“It was only to
to become his wife!
horrid old Griffith first!
humiliating.”

ceived me,
“If it suits my mother—"

‘*I hat's not the thing,” interrupted
Griffith. ““Yon never would be suited,
She lacks expression and

“Yes, T know-—nstoralness—I know
the faults—for I'm better scquainted
with Birdie than you are, Griflith.”

“To be sure,” assented Griffith.
““Mouth too large; eyes very vacant,
1've noticed. 1 advise you to give it
ap.”

“I'll take your advice' said Jack,
emphatically, and then I rushed to my
room

So through *‘Griffith’s advice,”

which

| Jack seemed 80 ready to take, my brief

little romance was to be shattered.
Well, I would never stay and let him
sea my heart break, too; for I felt sure
I never ouvuld live through this trouble,
so dear had Jack in the role of lover
pecomse to me in a few short hours,
And 8o some way-—and now it seems

like & vague dream to me—I found my- |

self a few hours later wandering aim-
lessly down a strange street, not know-
ing or caring where my steps tended.
Some workmen obstructed the side-
walk and 1 was obliged to cross the
street.

I remember of stepping down and
advancing a few steps, of hearing hoarse
shouts of warning, feeling a sudden
shock, and then all was blank,

When I returned to eonsciousness I
was in a strange room, everything was
strange to me,

“Where am I?”
I could see no one,
pened?”

“You are with friends,” said a low
voice near me, and turning my eyes,
they fell on a sweet-faced lady not yet
o!d, aithougl her hair was neariy white,
sitting near me,

“How came I bhere?” I demanded, in
a weak, startled voice,

After a brief cousultation with the
woman, evidently the numse, the lady
decided to explain the situation,

*“You are weak, but I trust to your
good sense to rewmamn ealm while 1 teil
you why you are here, About a month
ago you were crossing the street and
my husband and 1 accidentally ran
against and severely injured you. {‘here
was nothing about you to identify you,
80 we brought you home,”

“‘And this is & month ago; has no one
beeu here?” Did you advertise?”

“No,” replied the lady, ‘It was re-
ported in the police news, I believe, as
my husband had to pay a large fine for his
carelessness, but I never thought of
advertising for your friends, Isupposed
they would go to the station and then
be directed here, if you had any in the
aity.”

“I have nome,” I said bitterly, *I1
was only a foundiing, living upon char-
ity all my hie ”

I was reckless, I did not think how
nunecessary it was to speak of my own
history to a stranger,

A whole month I had lain there and
no one had called,

And my pale, thin hands showed how
near to death's door I had been, As I
Iny looking at my wasted fingers 1 no-
ticed my nog was gone,

*‘Hastily 1 inquired whereit was, My
gew-found acquaintance blushed auad
then said:

“Will you allow my husbund to talk
with you a few moments? He has your
cameo,”

In & fow moments a tall, handsome
gentlemyn sccompanied her into the

“y " he began, after apolo

oars ago, & "
gizing for being the cause of my iliness,

1 asked, althoungh
' What has hap-

been my mother’s | frightened at her own exploit and not
3‘1“”11}{ to try to replace the baby -]
| never ©
With a dry sob 1 fell forward on she |

{ came ﬁil’;bii{l‘t
et oe s mother that he had saked me | o &
please his mother that e L SSKed e | o6 worn. and haggard that . noment
. o id haggar iat for & momen

And to think he | ' s o
should reveal his disappointment to that |
Oh, it was to0 | .
| marks

: | and in trying to be frigidly cool 1 only
I resolved to release him at once, bat | o b e :
again I listened, having a dim hope, I}

suppose, that perhaps my ears had de | to be auything but my own imp etu

i i " 3 !
| self “why did you teach me 10 love you
began | . -

| ri\‘iﬂ"_’“

and congra'nlating me upon my recov-
ery, “I had a pair of cameos carved in
this oity. They were uniike anything
ever seen hore, I had themset iu a pair
of evarrngs for my wife, One night
onr house was robbed by a trusted ser-
vant; the cameos were taken along with
other valuables,

“Was anything else taken?’ I asked,
sitting upright, forgetting for a moment
my weak state,

The gentleman strove to control his
emotion, but his wife was silently weep-
ing near the window,

*‘yes, our only child,” he replied,
brokenly, “Now will yon tell me how
you came by this eameo, for it is the
same? I to-day took it to the person
who earved it for me so long ago, and he
recogm=ad it at once, althoungh 1t had
been reset,”

“Was 1t seventeon vears ago
ly.

“Yes,
questioned hoarseiy.

“] know that I am your child then.”
After I had told the storv so often re-
peated to me by mother Raynor they

were perfectly satisfied that I belonged |

to them, and their joy beggars descrip-
tion,

Their story was that my father had
given his wife a necklace of diamons,
and seeing how pleased her baby was
with it she had shaken the stones be-
fore his eyes, and at last, in a spint
fun, clasped it about the child's neck.

But she did not understand the fasten- |
ing, and as her husband was away from |

home and she could not get the short

chain over the child’s head,
obligod to let the wnurse put the infant

to sleep with the glittering ornament |

about its neck, Bat temptation proved
too great for purse's rapacity, so
had taken baby quietly out to a
neighboring jeweler and had the neck
lsce unfastoned.

the
she

‘The theory we, my new found parents

and I, formed was, that becoming

that that
-lest she be discovered, she con-
cluded to abandon it entirely.

an realize baby was

lu_\:w:f

*“Now, where do these people live who
have cared so kindly for you? 1 must
said my mother,

Ruluctantly I gave the address, Jack
to me after my mother
her « rr::;‘!, is!;d he Iti;}“u‘i ®O ui«.i'
I was lost in pity for him

Then [ remembered the indelicate re-
had made to Miles Gnfli

t’u‘ th,
succeeded in crying weakly,

*On, Jack! Jack!” I sobbed, ur

only to tire of me soon?”

“Tirel How? What do you mean,
he asked, taking my bhand anx.
jously as if he feared 1 was not guite
ratiopal, And then as I grew calmer I
had to confess how I had descended to
the contemptible business of eavesdrop-
ping and what I had heard.

“It was my birthday, Jack. Don't
you remember you had Unifith up in
the Aund you told him you had
made a groat mistake in engaging your
self to we, and—and he advised yo
give it up, and you said you woul
low his advice,”

studio,

For three minutes Jack stared at me,
aud then he, with difficulty repressing
an inclination to laugh, said:

“My darling, bow could you believe

it ? Now listen. As you know, my forte |
is landscapes, Well, I thought I'd make |

one more trial at portraits, so while
lately I have been entertaining you and
mother }»'v;.!rf_\' in the studio 1 was
slyly taking ‘sittings.” You know your
birtuday, or the day we celebrate as
yours, and mother's fall on the same
day; 8o, as she had often expressed a
wisn o have your portrait painted, and
thinking that you would like her’s, ]
painted your counterfeits as best I
could, aud then before [ showed them
I sent for Griflith, the fairest eritie in
the club, He told me candidly that as
a portrait pamnter I was a dead failure,
aud sdyised me never to aliow the pno-
lic to see my attempts, The criticisms
you heard were of your p.cture,
you. Are you satistied?”
“Perfectly,” 1 answered, feeling as if
now I could get well and strong at onoe,

80

I mghed,

“To-day is your birthday, my dear,”
interrupted my new mother brightly,
eutering the room with Mother Raynor,

you will and you may bave it."”
“I'll take Jack,” 1 said, gayly.

so 1

year from my eighteenth birthday,

And

Talk With a Barglar,

““The funniest experience 1 ever had
was when 1 went into a bedroom one
night where there was one man asleep,
I was at the burean drawers, and, look-
into the glass, I saw him sit bolt up-
right and look at me, I turned pretty
quick, you may believe, but he never
stirred nor spoke, 1 dudn't move after
turning round, but looked at him and
he st me. 1 very soon saw that he was
not awake, 1 gathered up the swag
and walked round the bed to the door,
but his eyes were on me all the while,
I got out of the room safely, and ' he
never spoke nor ailterward made any
disturbance. [ didn’t stay much longer
in that house,”

“How is it about the women?”’

“They are curnious, BSome of them
will bary themselves under the bed-
clothes, while others will spring at yon
like s she tiger, A good many will
gladly let you take anything you waut
if you will only keep away from them,
The tainting kind are the best; they
are soon laid out, The ‘serecchers’
make the rumpus; they are no ways
rensonable, There is only one thing
to do-—-get out of it the easiest way
possible,”

B0k MAN — “Who's your doctor,
Smith?”
Bwith—""OL! when I'm sick, I al-
send for Brown, He comes, pre-
bes, I don't take it, and 1'm oured,
That's all, I've done my duty.”

ioff from the

that |
your child was stolen?'’ I asked, eager- |

| with fibres and admitted counsiderable
What do you know of it?” he

| bodies

| tubacco

of |

! !-t'l‘.JU«l

she was |

{ brought off were

| at

i BOING

Not |

» ! ' | Another harmiess fellow

“‘Bat my poor birthday was all spoiled,” | 1} renutation of » man of cultare.
| always told us to put in some books
| that had been used A
| told me that he was bound to have a
[ library as big as his neighbor’'s and

i |
aud if the other was spoile ,
s spotled ask what | L. S

did, *for better or for worse,” a | queer ideas

| haviog all

Flotnres of Patagonins.

The wild scenery is somewhat won-
derful, and when the sun shines on the
snow covered mountains it is indeed =»
pretty sight, In some of the ravines
you sos large drifts of snow that have
been earried there by the wind, and
into which I should thiok it would not
be at all pleasant to to fall, The air
here, of coarse, is very cold, but it is a
dry, healthy breeze and vyery bracing.
Aty one o'clock, mid«iay, we reached
our anchoring place for the night, as
we could not make the next harbor by
daylight, and in the darkness it wouid
be impossible to enter, About two
o'clock we received a visit from some
of tue Patagonian Indians, Theycame
shore in queer-looking
made out of three pieces of
one at the bottom and one at
side, These were sewn together

CANOGS
poard
each

water, With the exception of some
skins they had tied loosely around their
they were entirely devoid of
clothing, and before they had been

| alongside many minutes they had not

even the skins to cover themselves with,
hey had sold them all for biscuits
and boxes of matches, After

| remaining on board about an honr they

returned to the shore, all but one being
entirely naked. The
who did not return to the shore ina
nade state owed it to the ract that the
steward had found on board an
old bottle-green diess that had been
passengers on the
irope, With this the
attired, it being tied

lert by some lem e
way out from E
Ladian was duly
Liater on we had a wasit from
time acoom

selzIugs,
wore of them, this
lv_S' i In»xu.w-.

sOLIe
Thne skins
ot

had over his shoulder

panied
Lar
wiiat

those the o
QOue Indian
had

was L

oue tme

sealskin, but en o

1Or use,

It is strange how these creatures man
age to ‘exist
climate, where it {reczos
yoar round., They use o
than that afforded them by nature, a
their huts
tied together, with a few
thrown

are nothing but a few st
' skl

lenves
then
full of water, The weapo
bows, arrows and spears. They eat the
the they the
chase, snd sometimes fish;
but their prn
mussels, of whiocl 6re  ar
sround there, Ahey
the shape of corn, wheat, or oe
aay kind, ss none grow
nehrer Lan L R) INILes
olimate is
slira s,

8 used are

flesh of animals kill
ipal & sie of 1ood 18

a1 0Ons

AWa The
too cold for any but hardy
They are iu appearance some
like the Indians ¢
in Guatemala but are a smaller
aud shorter race and very much more
de h’wuvrﬂh‘ 1 should
to be the very lowest specimens of ha-
manity existing and only one link short
to connect them with the

Y.
1
’

thing ne mees in the

Rilos

imagine them

the chain
moukey tribe,
ly a bet humored fellow than his
companions, sat upon the rail and sung
a sOug.
monkey

i

ellor

and this

jntervats would yell out:
ama,”’ corying
alter the monkey siyle,

Goos

*
“Ama, sma,
out quickly and much
As night drew

oun they all weut off to the shore and |
we saw them no more,

- i
Baying Boeoks.

1 have been sent for several timos
this year,” said the salesman, “lo
moenstre the shelves of libraries in new
houses, o find out the number of books
required to fit them up. Books are an
jmportant item in house furnishing.
Thae comfortable old-time sittivg-room
has made way for the formal library.

Iy do, house-owners are bound to bave
them whether thy possess literary tastes
or not, DBesides, they add tone and
ecolor to the room, A customer reocent
ly said to me, frankly enough: ‘I doa™
pretend to read anything exocept the
papecs; but there’s a home feeilng 1o
Laving books around; they look well,
too, and sort of encourage the children,
He told me 1 be ‘sure and *‘chuck” in
a few big ones to put on the tables.’
who wanted

Jittle, He once

the Iatter ordered a new
stand-up show case he was going to do
the same, Some of these folks have

“One of the customers insisted on
his books bound after the
same pattern and onumbered, Some
time afterward a friend told him that
people were asking if he kept a circulat-
ing hibrary, so he had morocco labels
stock on over the figures, But this
only made the matter worse, for his
guests were particular to ask him whas
the labels were for, At last, in sheer
desperation, he sent the volumes to an
anction room and we received his offer
the next day for #o many feet of books,
each one differentiy bound, He wounld
not have even a two-volume eaition of
anything, A wealthy man once sent
in great haste for a dealer, saying that
he wanted his Lbrary closed out im-
mediately snd & new one bought, He
was 8 speculater in produce, but some
one had sold him & law library., He
liked the uniform appearance of the
volumes and had made the purchase
without reading the titles, His new
books were to be illustrated, all of them,
When I first went into the business I
was surprised to see al a customer's
house an extrayagantly-bound copy of
Suakespere’s works im the Uerman
language. I knew the man did not
understand German and the ociroum-
stanoce puzzled me, I found out
afterward that a book-seller had loaded
him with » very uwmlable article by
telling him that every gentleman ought
to have a oopy «f Baakespere's works in
the original,

“No; house furnishers do not often
buy the books for a library, but they

m”ln:i l.oit"u;ht, m" b.nd I;.nﬂ'.

| he has given me back over 20,
: : | quzad,
on and around him by the sailors with |
| that surt of

| return it.”
they |

been a very valuable |
oid and dirty |

| mnaking

in this severely incletent
nearly all the |

y more clothing |

ian b

over the Wp ol |
i, and their canoces are always haif |
{ cinnge

| must go 1o him and explain,”

have nothing m |
reals of |
i

anywhere i

|
i Yonu

Oupe of them, apparent- |

They sit, or rather squat, as & |
fellow at short |

s , . ! Fon
As a library without books would hard- | ; ".

contrasted eolors, or for heavy, antique
morocco or Russia bindings suited to
the charaster of the room. As a rule,
the owner of the house thinks himself
competent to buy his own books,
though he secks aid from us in making
his choice, I once picked out a hand-
some aesortment for a customer about
{o furnish his house. He had no ac-
ruaintance with books, but he looked
over the titles and made some rather
interesting expurgations, He told me
to put all the standard "thoritics in any
way, and he would sttend to the rest,
He threw out ‘In the Meshes'-—which
he supposed to be a book on fishing—-
because he was no angler,
Lite of Johnson’ was rejected becausé
he didn’t want political campsign works,
and wouldn't have the biographies of
Presmdents, they all lied so,
men do not bother's us much, for they
are easily satisfied; but what do yon
think of & gentieman who refuses 1o
pay bis bill because you have ‘left out
the dictionpary—the most important
work of all—f{rom a complete edition
of Danial Webster's works?”

. - ——

Feoes 835,

The other morning s citizen who had
been cantioned to send up some butter
as he went Jown town or eat dry bread

| for dinner, stepped into a grocery and
exceptiooal one |

bought and pad for three pounds.
The cash tendered was in the shape of
a bill, and the citizen did not count his
chapge until he had traveled several
squares, Then he made a discovery.
“Why, 1 gave him a dollar bill and
iz BOL0~
“I could keep this money and
ne the wiser, but I'm not

he would be n« ot
l “ué¢ -‘!\ ‘-'5“4 A

a c m:);rrldj".

He was as good as his promise, Ie-

| turning to the store with the money in |

tis band ne sald:

“Luacky for you that I am ar
mau, You gave me Y too
chang: iy

i |

“Well, I guess you did, and
i, 1 want only what

The grocer sulkily thanked him and
he oit zen went his way, bnt in an
ur or 80 he made snotuer discoy-
He one dollar bild and
l“;'"l‘i the ten,

“It was a ten I gave him
was right.”

9
guess not,
here it

belongs to me.”

t
found the

and the
he gasped, i)
He started for
around for a while
CHane,
““You are a vile swindler, sir!” prompt-
Y Tepiis 1 the grooer,
“On, pno; 'm not; I'm
vietis % 100 honest couscience,’
“You get outl
of Sour j?h«f in

the grocery, hung

and then stated the

simply the
of ’
cot
AL

1 duan’t like the
the first pilace,
had
sir, you

#OLL
travel, or
MO IOR :!

“Bat I'm an
thiere s a
bayer,

“Yon promenade! I'm the
little games, snd you can't make s cent,
B« ¥ callin a ]rf'i)('«‘luhh‘"

The citzen walked ont and kicked
lamp posts and rubbed against baby
carriages, and refused to recognize his
best friends. He had npot only paid
over $2 a pound for butter, but he had
beaten himself all around, He ruoshed
o a lawyer what he could do
and the lawyer rep ied:

“Bide your tume and pass a conuter-
feit twenty off on him

honest man! I tell you
mistake here,” protested sl

on ai

1O see b

foe §5.”

BN N———.

Sscapes from Edinburgh Castle.

Edinburgh would oen
been with ‘Memphis and Babylon and
either Thebes.’ in those times,
when s Scotch prince hated & man, he
very commonly acted on the maxim, **If
want a thing well dope, do it your-
aud dirked his foe with his own

This was the custom of the Duke
of Albany, brother of James I11L, who
slew John of Scougal, and in other
ways 80 conducted himeelfl that, in 1842,
he was consigned to prison in the Castle.
Thence Albany deemed that he was not
ikely to come forth alive, especially as lns
brother Mar had mysteriousty vanshed
80 mysteriously, ndeed, thalt even now
the manner of Mar's fale is unknown.
Albany’s friends sent a small ship W
wail in the harbor of Leith, and & ham-
per of wine easily found admismon 10
Aibany’s rooms in the Usstle. The ham-

ires sinoe have

oid

hand.

when Albany bad made his keepers drunk
with the liquor, had ditked them,

by aid of the ropes. But the favorite
way of escaping bad a biand and child-
like simpheity. The captive’s wife paid
him & wisit, the pair exchanged clothes,
and the prisoner walked out in the lady’s
petticoats! This old trick was played in
the Usstle as often as the ‘confidence
trick’ in the ecapitals of modern civiliza-
tion, Apparently it pever mussed fire,
and we muy conclude thal in every case
the turnkeys were bribed. The only pns-
oner of note who ever failed was the first
Marquis of Argyll, in 160l. The Mar.
chioness came to see him in & sedan char;
be assumed her dress and coit, and stepped
into the sedan, But presently he lost
heart and stepped out again, though what
he was afraid of 1t is difficult to guess. He
oculd only die once, his execution Wwas
certain, and he might as well be shot pri-
vately, in the attempt to ran away, as be
decapitated publicly in the town where
the great Montrose, his enemy, Was done
to deah.  When the Marquis’s son, in his
turn, was confined in the Castie, bhis
ready brain conceived the novel idea of
escaping, not in the dress of a iady, but
that of the lackey of bhis daughter.an.law,
He let the lady's train drop in the mud,
whereon, with the wit and coolness of &
daughter of the Lindsays, she swilched
the dripping silk 1n his fece, crying,
Thou carcless loon.' Then the soidiers
Inughed, and Argyll, for that time, got
clean away.”
[PRI—— SR g
In answer %0 tlus remark that she
had ventured away from honie on & bad
%;y‘. !cbo said: *'It does look iik:h rain,
brought gossiper with me,
andlctd«oda':a’nwmutma at the
station with the phantom, By the way,
have mm silver-mountain har-
ness 1 t last week?

{but only of the second or third
| highest grade 18 obtmned with difdcuity
| even 1n Viecoa.

‘Boswell's |

| wine 18 not koown,
| vineyards which embrace & couniry
These |
i and the roots are

| drawo.
| sweetness; and so, where long ago flowed
| the hot stream of lava, now grow Lhe ten-
| der vioes,

;“”w attained its great celebrity.
| for the first tume. the grapes being gath-

|
here, OO

“If ‘sione’ could sink town and tower, !

and |
thrown their mail-ciad bodies to gnil on | jye and very profitably so, for the
the fire, he eseaped to the ship st Leith | ,p0 .

Hungary's Rare Wines.

A letter from Boston descnbing the
famous foreign wine shown st the ex-
hibition, says The wines hLere shcwn
consist largely of warieties ot the re-
nowned Tokay, This commands a mgher
price than any other wine in the world.
I'hey show the vintages of last year and
that of 8 hundred years ago, This last
sclls at the rate of twenty-five doliars &
bottle, And thls, it must be remem-
bered, is not of the first quality, that
being bought up for the wmperial celiars,
The

To what 18 due the pecullarity of this
wondertully floe, sweet and aromatic
It is the product of
of
miles 1n extent,
said to strike into &
stratum of wvolcamic origin, Perbaps it 18
thence the flery sweetness of the juice 18
Out of the strong comes forth

twenly-five or thirty

1650 that this
Then,

It was not Ll the year

ered 1n a half-dried state, the juice was
found to have attained its perfect flavor,
When the grapes are first gathered ihey
are placed in a cask, the bottom of which
The which exudes
mass without further pressure
the Tokay essence. This is so
little of it i1s made o go &
being muogled with com
hirst pressure
ut the juice that makes
Thus 1n
ins such a value that it

of it almost like drink-

18 perforated. juice
from the
constitutes
precious that a
oon
the i Lhe
the

of wine,

y this specialty of Tokay

fine red
net that Hungary produces,

lighter and cheaper qual-

ples of the other

A

At Bachkarach
At Hockheim
At Wurzhu m Lthe
Grow the three best kinds of wine,”

e

on the Hhine,
s the Main,

Mein,

kinds are shown

constitute & dis-

et
wines

themselv

And those three
The

rinet order

Rhine

"r)’

here.
They are

neAriy sl

yent
termentation perfecl,
nd prevents any afler effervescence.
and cheer
There s #hywn some
sherg and Johanmis.
it is related
these respec-
& guest whom lhey
lght to honor, they prepare a lillie sur-
prise. Down in grest vaulted oeil
where the barrels are stored LY Lhe
reds, they have a lighted sperm Car
esch harrel.
the sltars of Bacchus,
sherg wines, such &8 are shown
from the suction heid wnnu-
ally st those vineyards. At that tume
wines three and years old are sold.
The oid wines are notl sold at auction, but
have & tixed price that is astonishing; and
there are still others which cannot be
bought under any circumstances Wwhat-
ever, and are only drank *‘three drops &t &
ume.” The vines in the Bleinberg mine-
yard grow and bear well for thirty years,
at the end of which time they are cut
down, and the ground allowed 1o rest for
three years, after which they are newly

sl . i
’thU}ti.

[Haris
vhine

eniiven

these,
tors of

re vineyards have

the

{lluminstion

£
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Fresh Hats.

It is the delight of importers of finery
to get hold of some thing entirely novel,
keep it out of sight until a fashionable
season has actoally and then
snddenly and extensively display i#,
thus gaining a few weeks of monopoly
before his domestic rivals can put
duplicates into the market. There are
several dealers in hats who originate
styles of their own, usually in felt ma-
terials, and are able, throngh an ao-
quired reputation for fashionable leader
ship, to force them into popularity in
nearly every instanoce, Having per-
fected the desigus for the winter, they
close the doors of their factories as
tightly as the portals of a Masonio
lodge, and manufacture a full stock as
securely as possible. Rivals send spies
to discover the fresh shapes, and some-

begun,

| times successfully, but as a rule it is
| possible to keep the jealously guarded
per contained ropes as well as wine, and |

goods safe from compeition until they
are shown to the public for sale, Thus
they are preserved unique sud distinot-

prices are five to ten times the rates

| for ordinary articles of thesame quality,
| The belle with plenty of money with

which to gratify her whimsical fancy
will gladly pay ten dollars for a plain
felt hat, though intriosically it may
not be worth two, provided she is sure
she will not meet itsa counterpart on
every block of her walks abroad.

But about the cork bonnets, The
sheets are so thin that they can be usel
like cloth, and the surface, which is
left to its natural eolor, has somewhat
the appearance of leather, The bonnet
and mufl are trimmed in & correspond-
ing style with far, and the effect is odd.

P —

“Havs you been to the bench show?”

“Yes; was there last night,”

“See any nice dogs?”

“No; there were no dogs there,”

“Bat you saxd you bad been to the
bench show?”

“Yes; but I saw no dogs.”

* Well, where were you, anyhow 7"

“At & historical lecture,”

“Wao is that poor old fellow totter-
ing slong, munclung a crust? He looks
as if he had not had a square meal for a
month,”

“That is the owner of a well-known
line of haoks,”

“And who is that fat, jolly gentle-
man with the beavy gold ohain and
bulging pocket-book along side of




