A Song of Time.
How worn a theme is that of time?
Jhen why do I begin to rhyme
Upon it now?

Beoauso to-night the air is filled
With voices that will not be stilled—

They will not ceaso.

And always sing the same refrin
Of time that will never come nguin,
Of time that flics.

OC all that time sweeps in his flight

The voices sing to me to-nigl
Time cures all care.

That's when I would fuin believe,

My heart therewith I do deceive
With faith in time

Oh voicea sing
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A Successful Plot.
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the dearest old lady in the world, and
Dora is a darling.”

“Couldn’t I stay wit} 17" pleaded
the young wife, clin to his arm
“T rather be murdered by the natives,

or die of cholera

than go back to America

pelf."”
“Nonsense !

wn on the plains
all by my-
nonsense ! nonsense !"
cheerily cried out Mr. Durell

And 8o the matter had been settled,
And Octavia was thus far on her voy-

age home, when, crossing the chequered |
pavemeny without, a slight, graceful |

figure glided by, with floating lace
pon=" and deeply-fringed,

P

rose-colored

“It's Janle Weldon!" cried Octavia,
springing up and rushing out to inter-
cept the movements of the beautiful
stranger,

“Wh cried Miss Weldon, in infinite
surprise, “it is Octavia Oleott! And
here, on the hights of Gibraltar! Of
all places, who would have dreamed of

meeting you here ?”

“I am going to America,” said Oc-
tavin.

“So am 1, said Miss Weldon,

“But iy name isn't Olcott any long-
er,” added the young
and blushing. “I am Mrs. Sigismund
Durell.”

“Then,” said Miss Weldon, %ith her
eyes growing larger and more brilliant

wife, laughing

than ever, “you are the aaughter-in-
law of Mrs. Alkmond Durell, the very

lady I am going to Durell court to
visit. Do tell me about her! 1Is she
nice? Is she lively? 1s she--"
Octavia burst out langhing.
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are going to bhe so happy
together——you and I, and grandimam-
mi-—until—until my stepmother
comes!”

Octavia looked wistfully at )
“Dear Eudora!™

“I love you

she said, impulsively

at

already.  Promise

me tl
you love me

The warm-hearted little girl covered

her checks, brow and lips with
kisses,
“Dear Miss Weldon,” sald  she,
“I promise you a thousand times
er!”

And Mrs. Durell led the guest smil
ingly to her room.

“My darling," said she, “I want you
to be very happy here. For you are
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place in our

filling a

has long been  vacant
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like
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“My dear Janie, you are my

old lady.

And
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shed when she was at last left alone,

i But I will make them love me!”
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! tion is thoroughly mine, I will not
let them withdraw it from me, merely
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Wi little Endora clung closely to

I ( whether you are my
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And then cne¢ Pl exciwa htue
T gathered ar I the fire, and
explanat followed all around.

Octavia had to recount for her the lit-
tie plot, so often nearly betrayed by the

fullness of her own heart, Sigismund

had to relate the combination of cir
« tances by which he had obtained
v year's leave of wence from his
Fastern consulate, and managed to

and
little household was nowhere to

them by surprise; a more

: found.

“I was beginning to wonder why
Mrs. Durell, did not
ud the old lady, with a smile,
“And T was dreading it, terribly,”
said all the time the
mischievous darling was in our very

junior, come,”

Eudora, *“and
midst,"”

And tnat very evening Octavia sat
do
a success her plot had proved.

wn and wrote to Janie Weldon what

———

The first auction in England was held
in 1700 by Elisha Yale, governor of
Madras, who thus disposed of the goods
| which he brought home,

Durell never sfispected the |
rain of bitter tears which poor Octavia |

LADIES’ DEPARTMENT.

Woman's Beauty
Even ugly women admit that beauty
I8 their sex's most powerful weapon;
they like to see it exert a force, and
when it is great, and, so to speak, b
yond eriticism, admire it with genuine

heartiness —heartiness as real as that
which men show in their admiration
for strength manifested in any con
Spicuous way. It i3 usual to say wo

men deery beanty, but that is a

blun-

der, caused by stretching instances into |

law. Of

men grudge beauty

a all sources of success,
the least, They
may deny it {8 beauty, but it they ad

mit it they are s
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Fashion Notes,
All 1a A
I to baa la
Iir \ | have not gone t
\ ’
Butt ire 8 1 f Ir large
for wraps
Ihe pa eafl pattern crops oM in
all tl
[y i ( tumes ATe® A8
much in v ¢ as ever
Postilion backs and points in front
are the rule 1
| Overdresses are made eccentric and
frregular in t draping
The evanescent fashion of silk un

derclothing has disappeared.

For evening dress the arins are com-
pletely covered by the gloves.

Slippers  with straps, or trapped
shoes, are for elegant house wear,

Underwear must be white, but stock-
fngs are de rigueur colored or black.

Embroidered robes of cashmere and
veiling are seen among late novelties,
intro-

.
duced in the new smallchecked sum-

Two contrasting colors are

mer silks,
The gray tint introduced into the

new colors is very becoming to the

complexion,

After all, there is no color more be-
coming to a woman no longer young
than silver gray. |
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‘}'ulka at Home"

Cashmere jackets complete costumes
of ribbed Ottoman sllk and velvet.
All the new blue and terra cotta

shades appear in the new checked and

plain gummer silks,

Shoulder bows of ribbon very
fashionable set against the standing
collar on the left side,

are

Portieres hung on bamboo trees with

a portion of the roots showing at one
end is the latest novelty,

Heavy colored  Spanish

4
black Ottor

pure
comes for trimming new
man and gros grain silks,

tosettes of wool

and a

braid
band of wl Hercules
English round hats of

braid.
Masks irroun | by gay moss, re
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Song Writers,
1 er wWas a w
} 1
well-h yn through 1}
Ame ans as Dicke
1 tories to the Englis
known to very, very few
Of his song, “Old Dog
copies were sold in the first eighteen
months after its publication. His
“Old Folks at Home"” was the best
thing he wrote and 400,000

were sold publishers that first |
issued the , and Foster received
§15,000 as his share of this sale I tell
you it's always the publisher that
makes all the money. We grind out

be

pressure for some necessary of life,

the songs, may under a strong

never knowing and often not caring

would “catch on' or not-

a little money for it and
may be like some of Dank's songs, it

whether it
They give up

proves poj ular and Hw_\‘ make a greag
deal of money out of it, Foster wrote

a great many negro melodies that
proved famous, and commencing with
“Camptown Races” he went steadily on
until he wrote some very fine pathetic
I know it to be a fact that

paid Foster $400 for the
privilege of having his (Christy's)
name printed on one edition of “Old
That caused the

error to get afloat that Christy wrote

songs.
Christy

this song.

The Mining Prospector,

The genus prospector, a man of
medium hight, a er lightly but
firmly-knit frame, here be-

tween twenty-five y-live, @
fine face, gentle but firm, bronzed with
¢ .l.l,wnn"uz.‘:.:‘:.';‘"' e ut A -
ed with the unmi “
impressed on the feature £1 "
| day after day, stand face to face th
Ir}:m;n r and death, a face that a girl in
| distress will turn to wit L hesitation
| that a rowdy will t f with fea
E.’n'.'! hatred.,  His first ement be-
| trays the fr er ) A rapid pier
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At last a pie
wl luty it was
is 1 tet's chair
corroborate his ane tes The boy
did his work for a time but at Je ,_‘l;
his employer vent 1 on a tale
amazing that the } t 8¢ ant start
led the cor any “Nay
master, take ha innot
swear to that 1 very
usual field for l'v\;
imitate the s eness of an
inscription in a Hampshire chureh,
where the survivor merely adds, after
the name of the deceased, “To those who
knew him a narration of his virtues
would be needless ; to those who know
him not it would be tedions™—a fact

too often lost sight of by the writers
of monumental inscriptions

Facts themselves may be presented
in a light which exaggerates them to
the listener. Boswell once praised thc
profuse hospitality of a gentleman
who entértained less than a
thousand in the course of a year.
That is to say, about three persons
dined with him dally.” Both “ways of
putting it" were true, but they convey-
el widely different meanings.— Lon-
don Globe,
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