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Mrs, Beanchamp’s Vengeance,

{coNTINUED.]

CHAPTER II.

THE S0RROWS OF WERTINER.

Mrs. Beauchamp weot up stairs to see
Arabells Rackit, who was quarreling with
Briggs about Mario, whom that orna-
ment of the Corn Exchange thought a
namby-pamby kind of fellow. Ile was
delighted at the entrance of his Emily;
nor was Arabella less g0, for she fcli
certain of having an ally on this question.
But the widow did not enter very warmly in-
to the dispute; and, indeed, seemed to be
somewhat preoccapied. If she had imagined
that Rackit won.d have rushed after her,
and gently forced her back into the atelier,
she was mistaken. If she now imagined
that he would speedily present himself, she
was mistaken. Mario and Grisi, Tamber-
lik and Verdi, Adam Bede and The Idylly of
the King, Epsom and the shape of bonnets,
and twenty other subjects were discussed
with more or less fervour, but no Rackitap-
peared. -

At last the widow rose to take leave,
Briggs expressed his intention of having a
look at the likeness. She loudly protested
there was no time to-day; but he as firmly
declared there was time, and plenty; and he
must “take a squint at it.” A sudden
thought seemed to strike her, and she con-
sented graciously to go down in the atelier.
In fact, she rather wished to see how the ar-
tist looked.

They fapped at the door, but receiving no
answer opened it and went in. Rackit was
standiug contemplating the portrait, with
both hands thrust amid his long dishevelled
locks. IHis face flushed and his eyes spar-
kled ns he saw her; and she alsolooked con-
fused.

*“You don’t seem to have made much pro-
gress,”’ said Briggs.
“You don’t understand portrait painting,
my dear fellow.”
“Probably not.
“Goth!”
“Goth, if you like, but I do.
an instant, and so cheap.”
“Very cheap,” said Rackit, grimly.

“Bat there is no talent required,” sug"
gested the widow, anxious to propitiate the
artist.

*So much’the better,” retorted Briggs.—
*What’s the use of talent?”

“¥ou cannot be expected to know that,”
said Rackit, with a sarcastic smile.

“Qh, yes, I can though. I'll tell you
what it is. Talent is the ape of Nature—
It does imperfectly what Nuture does per-
fectly.”

“Ic’s somothing more than that.”

“Yes, I know—it's o pretext for charging
high.”’

At which sally the ornament of the Corn
Exzchange laughed unctuously. But the
others were unresponsive, Ile was a little
pettled, and turning to the easel, said—
“Now look at this portrait. Devilish
clever, dare say.””

“You are very good,” said Rackit, bow-
ing sarcastically.

*It must be clever, hecause it costs so
mach. Very like Titian, and all that—Dbut
shall I be quite frank with you?”

“By all means.”

“Then I must say that it isn’t a bit like
Emily. It isidealized as you call it '
“You are complimentary,” said Mrs.
Beauchamp, with sume acidity.

“Itisn't o question of compliment, but of
fact. Now, when o portrait isn’t like, what
does it matter how well it may be painted?”’
“You understand nothing of Art.”

“No, but I do of likenesses; and this isn’t
o likeness.”

“[Tow can you say 8o?"”

“Becnuse I have eyes and seo.”

“Will you be kind enough to point out
any defects,” said Rackit, interposing.

“Well, the mouth is too delicate.”

“Too delicatel”

“Yes, and the nose is much too small.”

“You know nothing of pictures,” said the
widow, impatiently.

] know a nose when I see it. Then, too
he has given you a complexion of reses and
lillies, when every body knows you are as
brown as a berry.”

“Perhaps,” said the piqued widow, “other
eyes may see differently.”

“Then they dont see you as you are.”

“You are n great judge, I perceive.”

“I know a brown skin when I see one.”

“QOf course. On the Corn Exchange you
learn ecverything.”

“Now ycu're upreasonable, and out of
temper, aud all because I was frank and
open. I'm surc Rackit has far too much
sense to take what I have said ia ill part.”

«That,” retorted Mrs. Beuchamp, “is very
plainly saying thot Ihave no sense.’” .

“The subject is getting hot—Ilet’s drop it.
Our appoiotment with Broadwood was at
two o’clock-—it only wants tcn minutes
now.” ' i

“YWhen shall T have another eitting] ”
asked Rackit, ia a soft tone, to Mre. Beaa-
champ. '’ . ’

“To-morrow,” she” replied. *“And then
we can continue . . . from the point at
which you left off” = ]

“By-by, Rackit,”” said the unconscious
Briggs as ho walked oat, leaviog the artist
to escort the widow-to the door.

I prefer photography.”

It’s done in

In escorting her he pressed her hand ten-
derly., Was it fancy, or was it fact, that the
gentlest of pressures was returned by her?
Faoey, or fact, Rackit was thrilled by it;
and when o few minutes attewards I hap-
pencd to look in, I found him in a state of
areat excitement. It requireld very little to
raake him oren his heart to me; I saw he
was longing to take me into confidence, and
to confess the truth, I was not at all unwil-
ling to be his confessor.

“It’s clear she loves me,”” he cunclud:d.

“It certainly looks like it.”

“My dear fellow, whether she pressed my
haad or not, the mere fuct that she beard my
decluration without anger, and is to give me
more sittings, is equivalant to a declaration.
Was ever u man so bappy? Look at her—
the pertrait duesu’t du her justice. Such
eyes; sparkling with wit and melting wiih
teaderness. Sach lips: pouting with ea-
price and smiling with gaiety. All this
creature is.

“How you run on!"” said I, tryingto culm
him.

“Run on, you stone, you log, you unim-
passioned what-you-may-call it! Wouldn't
yourun on if such a glimpse of paradise
were offered to you?”

“But you seem to forget that the gates
are guorded. Touching DBrigzs now—-1""

“Briggs be—— Yes, you're right, There’s

Briggs. She can’t be miue, she’s pledged
to him. Ilideous nightmare!”

“It seems to me that you egre in not the
pleasantest situation. To be the lover of a
woman engaged to aunother fuol no, I
don't mean shat—bat it’s Zie Sorrows of
Werther over again, and a very absurd story
that was."”

“] ghan’t end it as Werther did, by blow-
ing my brains out. That process is tvo ri-
diculous; and the result so dirtyl”

“But how will you end it then?”

“I shan't end it at all.”

(‘Eh?”

“I shall enjoy the romanco of love, with-
out mitigating it by the prose of marriage.
[ have longed for some romance in life.—
Here it is.”

“Can't see it."”’

“I can. Look here; to love the affianced
of another, is to feel your heart stirred with-
out danger. She never ean be yours—there’s
the poignact misery, which hecomes acharm.
Life is radiated with a passionate romance
-—you have your passion, your sorrow-—and
no increase to the weekly billa!  With such
& passion (and with such security), I shall
become n grent artist. [ will paint the sad-
ness of the world!” Ile dashed back his
long hair as he said this, and sezmed to call
upon the universe for its applause.

“The great dread I have always felt,” he
resumed, *‘is lest I should fullin love with
some marriageable womsan, marry her, and
feel the romance dwindle day by day to
prose. Now this fear is removed. Like
another Werther I soughe everywhere for a
Charlotte.”

“She's found, please sir,”” gaid Bob, his
color-grinder and factotum, who entered at
this moment.

“Who's found?”

“The Charlotte you wanted.”

“IIaven’t you been bothering about a vir-
gin for your Virgins of the Sun? Well, I've
found the very model you require, and her
name happens to be Charlotte. A real
beauty and no mistake, Such a simple chit!
None of your academy models; no, no. My
choice, sir. Eyes as long as snuff-boxes; a
nose like a hawk’s beak; and a mouth—oh!
such & mouth! Basides, she has an air of
modesty that “ud take anybody in.”

“Phen you know this paragon, Bob?”
anid I, .

“Jntimately—1 have stood tea aud,
shrimps,” replied that kuowing young:
scamp.

“Bub is a devil among the women,” ob-
served his master.

“If you won’t consider me taking a liberty
sir, [ should like to have your advice on &
point.””

*“\What is it?”

#\Vell, sir, it happens to be just something
about marriage; what may be your honest
opinion about it, sir?’’

“Um! . . . Why . . .You see it
all depends . . . There are times——
Are you thinking of marriage?”

“Well, sir,”” replied Bob, “as you say,
tkat dopends . . . There are times when
it don’t eeem a bad spec.”

““Then marry.”’

*'Aud yet, sir, only think! to fix one’s self
in o fix forever; forever'sn long time, you
know. Charlotte’s very well, bat suppose it
shouldn’t turn out well?”

«Bob is right,”” said Rackit, turning to me
ns Bob quitted the room. ‘Forever is a
deuced awkward word, you know. That's
why I prefer my position with Mra, Bean-
champ—there's no ‘forever’ in it.”’

CHAPTER IIL

TEE GRAPES WITHIN REACH.

A troubled yet delicions night did the
painter pass, revolving all the felicities and
romance of his position. He was so full of
hope, that when the bootmaker called after
breakfast for his “little account,” Rackit
hoped he shoald be able to settle it on Sat-
arday—nand pot only said this, bot somehow
believed it; and his conviction communi-
cated itself to the creditor, in spite of that
mar’s long acqunintance with the promises
of his debtor. Faith movey mountains, and
sometirces even creditors. I have often

marvelled at the facility with which mep,

noturiously without means, contrive t> get
trusted by men whom they have constantly
left unpaid, while others really possessing
some outlying means, and koown to have
paid the:r way hunorably fur years, cannot
get the smullest extension of time. The
man who never pays is more cerbain to be
trusted than the man who pags irregularly.
I suppuse there 1s a sublime confidence in
the former which impoises on bis creditors;
whereas in the latter there is o secret mis-
wiving, u painful sense that the hope may
nit be realized, an uncomf rtable feeling at
being asked ‘or money which he hasn’t got;
and this perpleged, confused sneaking stute
of mind, communicates itself to the creditor.

The bustmaker departed, and the widow
arrived. Greut was the joy of Rackit to see
her arrive alone. lIle helped her to take off
her shuwl, and observed with plensure that
she was agitated, and did not reply to his
little questions and remarks. ller agita-
tion grew greater, and communicated itself
to him. A certain “all-overishness,” which
was at once pleasant and painful, made him
fidget aimlessly about the atelier, pretend-
ing to be arranging the easel and the seat
for her, but really disturbing one moment
the arrangement of the last.

At last Mrs. Beauchamp broke silence.

I have had a very unpleasant time since
yesterday.”

**Indeed?” inquired thesympathetic paint-
er.

“Very. On quitting you, Mr. Brigzs and
I came to n serioun misunderstanding i

“I hope not.”

“Nuy, why should I mince phrases?—it
was a serious quarrel.”

“Dear me! And what about?”

“I was annoyed—I may say irritated—nat
the criticisms he permitted himself to pass
on the work of & man of genius.”

“Pray do not mind them. I care little for
what he say, so that you are not dissatisfied.”
“But I could not help fecling for you.”

«It was very kind.”

“And then his replies to me had o tone—
oh! a tone that no man who respects n wo-
man would permit himself, especinlly to the
woman of his choice. Tam not particularly
sensitive, but indeed he was rude—rude,
almost insulting.” ’

“Triple brute!”

“T knew you would feel as I do.”

“That man must be a brute who would
insult a defenceless woman, who has no
weapon but her tears, no armor but hys-
teries.”’

“*Eapecially when she must submit to his
ill usage—must hear the coarsest accentand
rudest lunguage, because she is to be his
wife.”

“I have no patience with the fellow.”

“Oh! had I known the man to whom 1
was about to link myself—and yet I ought
to have known what tyrants you can be. 1
was a widow.”

“Then the lamented Beauchamp twas
— .
“A brate! Most men are.”

“Nay, that I will never allow.”

I thought Mr. Brigzs, whom I had known
from childhood, was different. But a woman
never knows the real character of n mau till
she’s married. Ile couldn’t have loved me.”

IIere the widow was on the point of weep-
ing, and this roused all the chivalry of
Rackit’s nature, as he confidentially iaform-
ed me.

“I{e neverloved me,” repeated the widow,

“Never!” energetically excluimed the
painter.

“En?”?

I repeat it: Never! T should not have
ventured on the indelicacy of such a remark
u.der other circumstances; but from the
first that has been my conclasion. Ileisan
cgotist, I know him. I eatw atonco that,
hawever be might admire you (aa who does
not?), he could not understand, he was in-
capable of appreciating you.”’

She held out her haod to him with a frank
cordinlity and en impalsiveness which was
irregistable.

Pou understand me,” she said,

“And to understand is tu adore yon,” he
replied, kissing the haod he held in bis.

“Don’t plague me at suck o moment with
idle gallantry. Do be serious—pray do.”

~Serions? I mever was more s0.”’

“Pray don’t.””

“Hear mo calmly. I swear it is genuine
passion which now speaks in tone, look, and
gestare.”’

“No, no, no, Don’t say it.”

“But I have said it.”’

“You caonot love me.””

*But I do.”

“You muost not.”

“I must and will.
moment of our meeting

“You fancy so.”

“Fancy!”’

“You have an artist’s imagination.”

“And the heart of a man.”

“Hush! I cannot listen to such words.”

“You bid me be silent, and I obey. I
will not tell you how in secret I have hung
upon looke, and treasured up your slightest
words. I will oot allude to the blissful vis-
ions I have had of a blissful existence pass-
ed forever at your side. I will be silent.—
I know the burrier which ecircumstaaces
have cruelly erected between us. But I
must be allowed to dream of the paradise
from which I am shet out.”

“Fortunately for you.”

“Don’s say 0. Had fate willed it other-
wise, and had you been free—.”

* #Then yon ‘would in all probability have

From the very first

"

never given me a thought.”

“This is unjust,”

It is the simple truth, and you know it.”

“You have no belief in me.

*Men are so deceitful,”

“Notall.”

“AlL”

“You are resolved against me. But oh!
waould that I could prove the truth—if you
were but free."”

“But I am not.”

“I know it. But if you were——"'

“What would you do then?” :

“Throw mysell at your feet.” And he
suited the action to the word, adding, as she
rose hastily, ““I would ray, here is my heart
—accept it; here is my life, share it.”’
Rackit had been harried on to this pas-
sivnate climax, in his eager desire to make
an impression; but it was like a dash of
cold water in his heated fuce when the
widow suddealy held out her hand to bhim,
and with o tone of trembling tenderness
said—

“And dare I trust you? If itis my en-
gagement which alone forms the barrier, be
happy Tam free”

I1e was tpeechless for a fuw seconds, and
then stammered—

“What? That is—you?—1"m hewildered.”

**As you spoke, the sincerity of yoar con-
viction stirred my heart. I felt you were in
earnest, You are so, are you not?”

Quite!’ he answered, though with aba-
ted fervour.

*I felt that you were worthy of all confi-
dence, and the resolution was formed which
at once sets me at liberty.”

How it was that Rackit felt anything but
enrapturod by this announcement, I do not
know; but this I know, that he felt very
much as we (cel on awakening from ndream
which we know to have been a dream, and
yet cannot quite help believing as a reality.
fIere was a woman whom he greatly ad-
mired—whom he bad been Joving, as he
vowed, for several days, with an insurgent
raga against the saperior luck ot Briggs,
who could cali her his own; and yet no
svoner Gid he learn that Briggs was no lon-
zer in that enviablo position—no longer bar-
ring him from the chance of being her hus-
hand—than he began to feel vtterly miser-
able. Perhaps it was his general dislike to
marriage; and he was not merely talking at
random when he vowed that traue happiness
congisted in loving a woman whom you
coulda’t call your own.

On herasking him if l:e was bappy, he ve-
hemently protested that his felicity was su-
preme; but she would have bhad less than
woman’s sagacity had she not detected the
complete change in his manuer, and sus-
pected that by felicity he really meant q1ite
another feeling,

When I looked in upon him shortly nfter,
impelled by knowing curiosity to hear the
continuation of his story, I found him ex-
tremely quieted, aud almost solemn in his
manner. It required only sympathetic ex-
pressivns on my part to induce him to tell
wme all that had passed.

“Well,” I said, *I congratulate you.—
Your happiness is now about to begin. I
never was in that condition mysell, but I
have always imagined that a man, when he
has received permission to get the ring and
the license for the woman he loves, must be
supremely happy.”

Ile looked at me with a lugubrious air
that was almost comic, and guid—

*Yes, I suppose I amn happy now.”
“Suppose?’’

“Well, to be quite candid, I don’t think I
should ever have discovered that I was hap-
py if you had not told me so. Perhapsa
bridegroom’s happiness is of a serious kind.
Certain itis that 1 am awfully serious. It's
a devilish ticklish thing, let me tell you, to
feel yourself about to take such a plunge in
an unknown gulf.”

“But you love her, don’t you?”’
““Passionately.”

“Then how is it that the idea—""

“My dear fellow, loveis all very well;
but not no man can be expectod to be gay
when marriage comes tumbling on hia head
like n chimneg-pot. You wouldn't like it
yourself.”’

“Then give her up.”

“That’s easily eaid.”

“Do you want to be her husband, or do
you not?”" .

“#Yes-~and no. Look bere, I tell you
what itis. There isa story of a soldier
standing outsidoe a shop-window Jooking ata
picture of a military_esecution, where the
faithful dogis fawning upon the kneeling
wretch, who is awaiting hie cxecution, ‘I
would sell myself to the devil for that pic-
tare,’ said the energetic soldier, in his en-
thasiasm. A horrible old woman heard the
words, rashed into the shop, bought the pic-
ture, thrastit into his astonished hande,
and said with witch-like savagoness: ‘There’s
the picture, and your soul is mine”’ It
scems to me that I am very much like tbat
soldier.”

“I can’t understand you. The other day
you were in raptures about Mrs. Bean-
champ.”

“So I am still. No woman could be more
charming, and if I waoted a wife—~bnt you
I.seo dow’t, and that’s the fact.”

“Well, you had batter tell herso before
it’s too late.”

*It's too late nlready. DBesides, I don’t
like the iden of giviog her up. She’san ex-
quisite creature, and that’s the truth.—
Don’t you think marrisge & very absurd
institution?”

*No, I can’t say I do,’” said I.

‘#Then why are you a batchelor?”

“Why? Probably Lecuuso
ried.”

‘“Now, ke scrious.
advice,”

“My advico is, if you love her, marry;
if you don’t, don’t.”

The announcement cf Smythe Briggs in-
.terupted our conversation. Rackit had ouly
time to whisper—

“Now I'm io for a scene! But if Briggs
has come hera to dispute my claim, he shall
find I'm nota nosc-of-wax. I may want
your aid.”

Briggs entered, and after the usual futile
attempts to stave off the raal object of his
visit, he turned away from the portrait of
Mrs. Beauchamp, and said to me—

“I sny, Juhnson, it's a deuccd hard thing
we should always be dupes of women,
though, isn’t it?”

“Very,” I replied.”

“They makeo us all as blind ag moles—ex-
treme asscs.”

“Speak for yourscll, Briggss,’” suid J,
laughing.

“Well, I do spenk fur myself. That
woman there,” pointing to her portrait,
*“doesn’t she look the soal of truth? She
isn't the woman she secmy.”

“Indeed?”

“She seems mild, gentle, smiling, tender,
doesn’t she?  Well, then, shois* * *jf
my marritge were not irrevoeably fixed, and
if it were not for these disgusting “duma ey’

I'm not mar-

Help me with your

*You don’t mean to say——2"" said Rack-
it, eagerly.

“Yes, [ do, though. Bless you, the ecat
is a gentle, quiet, graceful, purring animal,
but we all know the claws she sheathes in
velvet.,”

“You astonish and alarm mo—I mean for

you,” said Rackit,

“I am nstonished andalarmeid for myself,”
ho rerorted.  *“You haven't to marry her.—
I have.”

“You know,” continued Briggs, 1'm not
very particalar. Women aren’t angels,
We call them so, bhuat of coarse that’s all
gammon.  And if Mrs. Bexuchamp had
only shown a little skittishness, 1 shouldn’:
much have winded. Nay, had shé alicays
shown her real temper, 1 could have made
upmy mind to it, a3 she makes up her's to
my not having o Roman mnose. We arc
noue of us perfect.

“Especially some of us,” I said.

“As you say some of us. She's of the
some. I’ll tell you what it is makes me sv
uncamfortable. For so many years—ever
since I can remember—she has only sh.wn
her velvet paws, now, you'll own that pever
once to give a hint of the claws, looks sue-
picicivusly hypocritical, don,t it?”

“Surely you must be exaggerating,”
Rackit

“Not a bit.
tion,”’

“I can porfectly.”

“No, you ean’t; not until you know all.—
Seppose you had chusen a wife whom you
believed to be tender, amiable, without a
bit of deceit, and then suddenly you find the
ice cracking beneath your feet, while you are
gkuting far away from the banks, and no
Humane Society at hand.”

*Yes yes,” said Rackit, nervously.—
“Well?”

*You suddenly discover that your angel
has a temper—a feminine tewper—a temnper
A 1, and no mistake! All geuntleness then
was hypoerisy, and you are leltto gues<
what remnins behind.”

H..d Briggs come expresaly to heap coals
of fire on the head of theunfortunate painter,
he could not more maliciously have chusen
his words. I acked him what was the
source of this chaage in his opinion of the

said

Place yourself in my posi-

| widow,

*I can't tell,” he eaid. ‘It wag only be-
cause I yesterdny made a few innocent re-
remarks on her purteait, and when we gut
into the Lroogham she was in such a tan-
tarem! In fact we had a regular lrow’,—
the first, and a surpriser] Observe, 1dun't
loy moch stress on that. Perhaps I was
wrong. Be it so;—but she showed heraell
to be so unjust, unreasonable, fantastic, and
irritable, that Isaw, ag in a flush, my whole
married life before me—a horrible vista o!
brats and Lickerings.”’

“Lovers, quarrels!” said T, apalogetically.

“Lovers’ fiddleiticks,” herepl.ed. *'Rack-
it, old fellow, you have an irritable temper;
take warning in time and don’t marry.”
~ “I won't,”” szid that unbappy man,
gloomily.

“At any rato do not marry one of those

gentle creatures—they are lambs till they

get you in their olutches, and then they’re

tigresses, Be warned by me.” .
«D’ye think,” said Briggs to me, I'could

monage to pat off the match a few months?

Suppose I were to break my leg, now, would
there be n chance of her marrying some one
elge.” ' i
*No,” eaid Rackit, *it would oniy rouse
her sympathy for you.” - -

Ilere Bobcdme fo to say that o messenger
was below, waoting to eee Mr.. Briggs.
That gentloman went down stnirs; leaving
me alone with Rackit, who luoked questiona
at me. i

“This is awkward,” I eaid.

“I thought,” said Rackit, “Briggs had
come to dispute my claim, and 1 had armed
mysclf to resist bim fiercely. lastead of
that, I find bim willing to break his leg un
the chance of gotting rid of her.”

Brigge retarned, croshiog & note in bis

band, and showing the greatest agitation.

We asked him i aoything was the matter,
any bad news.

“No,” ke said, ‘“‘nothing.
ing unexpeoted.”

“You seem put out.'”

“Yet I ought to be jolly—bhighly so.
What [ wished {er has arrived; snd when
one’s wishes are realized, ono is supposed to
be happy.” ’ -

“That's & vulzar error,” said Rackit,
* Only the most superficial philosophy eould
propound such a view as that happiness con-
sists in the reulizativn of our wishes, Men
are nsses, and don’t know what to wish
for!”

“I bolinve your right.”

“I'm sure I'm right. DBrown wishes for
the command of a ship, geta it and . hes his
hieal blown off on tha frst Lroadside.—
Smith wishes Mary Jane to name the day;
she names it, and he ‘never smiles again.
It’s always so. True happiness, I maintain,
consists in disaprointment.’”’ .

“What a cynic you are! Iiyou bad re-
¢rved guch a letter as this—but Lean’t
speak of it—it throttles me. Racekit, I'm
mi~erable.”

8o am I.”

*Not so miserablo sz mu."’

“Worse.”

“Impossible: you don't hn:w what it is ta
lnve the woman who wou't jilt me’”

“You don’t knew what it isto love such
an angelas Emily—an angel, if there ever
was one ou carth.”

“You said just now sho waa a tigress,'

“8s she ie! None but o tigress could have
written such a letter.”

iJo caught up his Lat, and mada fortha
door.

At least noth-

Rackit lovked mogstrously uncomfortable, |

'goin on 18."” .

“Were are yoa gniugl

“I don't know., Pethaps ts drewn my-
self—probably to the Corn Exchiange. Gaod
bye.”

tle vanished, leaving Rackit thoroughly
miserable. I have never thought Harvey's
seditations  amuonz Tombs a lively work,
but it is guiety it-elf compared with the re-
flections which fell from tho onze gayand
flighty Rackit. Never greatiy cutranced by
watrimony, the prospect of marringe; witha
widow who had ber “infirmities of temsper,’”
was far from cheering. The grapes which
hung so tempting when out of reach, seom-
ed unpleasantly unripenowthat ho had clam-
bered within reachof them.

ArTEMUS WarD oy [1s Travezs,.—Since
[ last rit you I’ve met with immense succoss
u showin my show in varis places, partigly
ut Detroit. I put up at M:. Russel’s tav-
ern, u very good tavern too, bot I ama sorry
to inforin you that the clerks tried to com
ihe Gaurge Game on we. I brandisbhed my
new sixteen dullar huntin-cased watch round
considerable, & ns I was dresstin my store
clothes & had & lot of sweet-szented wagon-
grease ou my hair, I am free to confess that
{ thought I lookt putty guy. It never goco
struck me that [ lovkt green. Dat op steper
a clerk & axes me hadn’t I better put my
wateh in the Safe  “8ir,”* rez I that watch
cost gixteen dullirs! Yea Sir, every-dollar
of it You cean’t caw it over me, my boy!
Not atull, Sir. [ know'd what the clerk
wanted. He wanted that wateh Limself~—
fle wunted to muke beliove as”tho e lockt
it upin the safe, thea he wuuld sat the
house a firo und pretend u3 tho the watch
was destrayed with the other property! But
he capzht a Tumarter when he got hold of
me. From Detroit [ go West'ard hoe.—
On the cars was a he-lovkin female, with a
green-cotton umbrellor in one baud and A
handful of Reform tracks’in the other. . She
sed cvery woman sbould base a ‘Spear.—
Them as didn’t demand thieir Spears, didu’t
know what was good for them. “Whatis
my Spear?” she axed, addressin tho peple
in the cars, “Js it to stay at home & darn
stocking & bo the ser-lure of a domineerin
man? Oris it'my Spear to vots & &ﬁi:hk T
show myself the ckal of man? 1s there'n
sister in theso keers that has_her proper
Spear?”  Sayin which the eccantric female
whirld her umbrelier round soyoi'n.l't.imu.
& finally jabbed mein the \veal}i:‘vgi_th;it._
«I have no oljecshun to your goin into
the spear bizniss,” sez I, “*but yon'll please
remember I ain't a pickeril. .Dan't, Spepr

ime agio if you please.” Shasot down.. .

At Ann Arbor, bein soized with a sudden
faintoess, I called for & drop of zu:hini;to
drink. As I was stirrin tho beverage,up, a
pale-fuced man in gold spectacles luid his
hand upon my shoulder, & sed, !*Lookaot
upon the wine when it is red!”
Sez I,
Rye.” ‘ . .
*It stingeth like an Adder and. bilets liea
Sarpent!” eed the man. L
“I guesswot,” sed I, “when you pat doger
init. That’s the way I alless take mine.”
*'Her you sons . grown up, £is?” the msa
azed. . . o Lo L l

_*Wal),” I replide, as I put myseif outside
my beverage, ‘mg 2on Artemus junior is

CNA ey
“Thie ain't wice. This is Qld

. **Ain’t you al'niifi-jf you set ilii;i {x{mph
be4d him, he’ll cum to a bad end?”! .
“Is’s cum to n waxed cnd already. * He's
learnin the shoemakin bizness,” I repiied.
«I guess wo can both on us git aloog witk-
out your assistance, Sir,”’ I observed a® be
was sbout to open his mouth agio. .
*This is g cold world!” sed tha man.
“ThaJs so. But you'll git into 3 warmer
one by and Ly if you don’t mind your gwn
bizoiss bouer.” I was aliztle ziled as, the
foller bocauss ] uever take snythin galy
when I reaily need it. I afterwards Jearned
he was a tempersace Jecturer. sad if bs can




