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Jot me thank you for this beautiful evening;
snd on her behalf, too. Bbe is at the time
when the mind should be stored with pless-
ant memories, Perhaps I have been over-
communicative, and made vou the victim
of jdle fenrs; but there will be no more of
thst; to-morrow you shall find me in my
right mind."

He held ont his hend, The young msn
did not know what to say—there was so
mwuch to sayl He conld only make offer of
some {urther little hoapitalities, which Mr.
Berthune declioved. Then the stewnrd was
summoned to pat out the lamps and make
other preparations, so that the White Rose
sbould fold its petals ber, for theslum-
ber of the pipht. And presently a pro-
found peace reigned from stem to stern, and
the last plashing of the omrs outside had
died away. et V

But it was not to sleep incentjde-
woted the early hours of this nightand
morning. His mind was tossed this way
sod that by all kinds of moods and projects,
the former piteous and the latter wildly 1m-
practicable. He had npever before fully
realiged how curiously solitary was the lot
of these two wanderers, how strange was
their isolation, how uneceriain was their
future. And while the old man’s cou
and bold front provoked bis admiration, he
eonld not help looking at the other side of
the shield; what was to become of her, when
her only protector was taken from bher? He
knew that they were nooe too well off, those
two; and what would sbe do when left
slone? Bot if on the next day he
were to go to Mrs. Ellison and borrow £10,~
000 from her, which be would have mystari-
ously conveyed to old George Bethune? He
could repay the money, partly by thesacrifice
of his own small fortune, and I¥ by the
ussiguing over of the paternal allowance,
while be could go sway to Birmiogham, or
Sbefficld, or wherever the ce was and
earn his living by bpecoming Mr. Ogden's
private secretary, They peed pever know
from whom this bonnty came and it would
render them secure from all the sssanlts of
fortupe. Awsy up there in the Black
Country he wonld think of them; snd it
would lighten the wearisome toil of the desk
if he could imagine that Maisrie Bethune
had left the roar and sgualor of Londoa, and
was perhaps wandering through these very
Thames-side meadows, or flonting in some
white-garnitured boat, under the abade of
the willows. There would be rest for the
pilgrims st last, after their world-buffetings.
And #0 be lay and dreamed and pitied and
plansed, until in the window of the small
state-room there appeared the first blue-gray
of the dawn, about which time be finally fell

eep.

But the next morniog all was briskness
and motivity around them— flags fiying,
colored awnings being stretehed, pale swirls
of smoke rising from the stovepipes, the pie-
nickers in the meadows lighting their spirit-
lamps for the breakfast tea. The sun was
shining brightly, but there was s ecool
breeze to temper the beat; the surface of the
stream was #tirred Into silver; the willows
and rushes were shivering and swaviag;a
soent of pewmown hay was in the mir
Already there were plenty of cralt ufloat, on
business or on pleasure bent; early visits
being paid, or masses of flowers, ferns and

Ims being brought along for purchasers,

nisrie was the first to be up and out; then
old George Bethune could be heard gaily
singiog in his stateroom, a8 an accompani-
mght td his torlet:

Hey, Jonuie Cope, are ye wankin yet,
And are your drums a beatin yet,

If ye were wankin, I would wait

To woet Jonuie Cope in the morniag?

Finally when Vincent, with many apologies
for being lute, made his appearance outside,
be found the old msn comfortably seated in
sbe siern-sheets, under the piok and white
awning, reading & pewspaper he had pro-
cured gomewhere, while Maisrie was on the
upper deck ol the houseboat watering the
flowers with a can that she had got trom the
steward,

And indeed to this young man it appeared
& wruly wondesful thing that these three,
some little while thereafter, in the oool
twilight of the saloon, should be seated st
breakfast together; they seemed to form a
little family by themselves, isolated and
remots from the restof the world. They
forgot the erowded Thames outside and the
crowded meadows; here there was quiet and
s charming companionship; a band that
was plaving somowhere was so distant s to
be hardiy audible. Then the saloon itself
was so pretiv; for though the boat was
pamed the White Rose, there was a
deal o pale pink in its decorations; the
flutings and cornice were pink where they
were not gold, and pink were the muslin
curtains drawa aronod the small windows;
while the profasion of deep erimson roses ail
round the long room, and the masses of
grs snd pioeapples on the bresk ast
table made up a picture slmost typical of
summer, in the height of its luxuriance and
shaded cooluese

“This seems very nice,” smid the young
host, “‘even supposing there were no river
and no racing. Idou’isee why & caravan
like this shouldn't he put on wheels and
taken sway through the country. There is
su idea for you, Mr. Bathune, when yon set
out on your prilgrimage through Seotland;
woulda't & moveable of this kind be the
wery thing for Miss Bethune and you?—you

would set it afloat if you wanted to go down
& river, or put it on s lorry when you
wanted 1o take the road,”

“I"m afraid all this luxury wounld be out
of place in ‘Caledonia, stern and wild,"™
the old man ssid. *“No, no; these things
are for the gay South. When Maisrie and
I seck out the misty solitudes of the North,
and the graves of Renwick and Cargill, it
will be on foot; and if we bring eway with
us some little wrifle to remind us of Logun's
stresms and Ettrick’s shaws, it will bea
gimple thing—a biucbell or u bit of yellow
broom. I have been thinking that perhaps
this antumn we might begin—""

“Ob, no, grandfsther,” Muisrie inlcrrued
st owee. ““That is impossible, You know

u have the American volume to do first,

hltaritr it would be,” she wenton,
with an insidious snd persuasive gentleness
which the young man had sren her adopt
before in bhumoring her grandiather, *‘if
someone else were to bringout 8 book on the
same sublect be'ore you. You know no one
uonderstands it so thoroughly s you do,
grandfather; snd with vour extraordioary
Jemory you can szy exsotly what you re-
quire; #o th t you crnld send overgand get
the materiais you want without any
trouble.”

“Verr well, very well,” theold man saud,
curtly. “But we need not talk busivess at
such o time as this.”

Now there wss sttached tothe White
Fose o rowiog bost; and u very elegzant row-

ug boat it was, too, of varnisbed pine; and

by asd by Vincent pdeed to his two
guests thet they shonld get isto the stern.
sheets, and he would take u short pairof
eculle, and pull them up to the bfidr, to
show them the other house-boats, and dhe
people, and the fun of the fair generally.

“Hot wonldn’t vou take the oars,”
said Maisrie, looking down into the shapely
giz, “and let me huve one?”

“Ok, would you like that?" he said, with
eaper delight.  “Yes, by ull means, it you
eare to row, It ina light boat though it's
long; you won't find it hard pullicg. By
the way, I houted ahout everywhere to got &
gondels ior you, and I couldn’t.”

“But who told you 1 bad ever fried an

ehe

when be saw this rare and radisnt ereature
—<lad all in white she was, save for & buuech
of yellow king-cups in ber white sailor-hat

Japanese sunshades and tinted awnings, and
the brilliant groupas of langhing and chst-
ting visitora.

“Ob, My, Harrin, do look—ism't thata
pretty onel” Maisrie exclaimed, in an
uodertone,

He glaneed inthe direction indicated, and
there beheld a very haudsome house-boat,
all of rieh-hued mahogany, its chiel decora-
tion being flower boxes in blue tiles filled
with marguerites. At the same instant he
found thut & pair of eyes were fixed on him

that were familiar—and the next mo-
meut he knew that Mrs Ellison, from the
upper deck of that mahogany house-bost,
was regarding him and his companions with
an intease .‘l:ﬂmh‘ ;:;tm ‘t’h“th“
scrutiny, 80 i ve ince, that ere
be eoula’tl uess al the result of her investiga-
tion she made him a formal little bow
snd turped away to talk to her friends
Ot course, with ons hand on oar
he raised his hat with the other; but the
effect of this sudden recognition was to leave
him rather breathless und bewildered. Itis
true, be had half expected her to be there;
but all the same he was not quite prepared;
and—and he was wonderl:g what she was
thinking oow. However, the officials were
beginning to clear the course for the first
race; 80 the gig was run io behind one of the
tall white poles; and there the party
of three remnined until the rival crews had
gone swi tly by, when it was permitted them
o return to the White Rose

Aiter luncheon he said he would leave his
guests to themselves for a little while, as be
wished to pay & visit to & friend be had seen
on one of the other boats; then he
jumped into the gig, made bis way along 1o
the Villeggistura, got on went u
the steps, and fovnd himeelf among a orow.
of people. Mrs. Ellison, noticing him, dis-
creetly left the group she was with, and
came to him, taking him in & measure apart,

“Wait a moment, Vin,” she said, regard-
ing the young man. “Ii you wish it—if
you preler it—I have seen nothing."

“What do you meaa, suni?"’ he said,
with some inclination to anger. “Why
shonld I seek any concealment? I want you
to come along that I may introduce to yom
two friends of mine.”

Instinctively she seemed to draw back »
littie—almost as if she were afraid.

*0h, no; thanks, Vin. No, thanks, Please
leave me cul.”

“Why?" he demanded.

The pretty young widow was embarrassed
and trombled; for she knew the fiery nature
of young men; and did not want to provoke
say a_mrrel by an unguarded expression.

“Well—it is simply this, you know—they
are st re—I mean—I suppose that
peither your father nor anv of the family
have met them somehow like
strangers—unusual  looking—and—and I
shouldn't like to be the first. Leave me
out, there’s a good boy.”

“Why?" he demanded again.

Bo she m:t:::: {3 aouluuion.

“Well, loo in; I may be wrong,
but aren’t these new friends somehow con-
nected with your being so mueh away from
home of late—with your being in those
lodginzs? Was it there you made their se-
quaintance?"”

“If you want o know, I saw them first at
Lord Musseiburgh's,” said he with an
amaging audacity; for although the state-
meont was literally true, it was entirely mis.
leading.

And apparently it staggered the pleasant-
eyed young widow.

"Oz, at Lord Musselburgh’s?"” said she.
with a distinet (but esutious) cbange of
manner. “Ob, really, Lord Musselburgh's.
Bat why should you want to introduce me
to them, Vin?"

“‘Because,” gaid he, “they have never met
sny member of our fawmily; and, as you are
the most good-nxtured aud the prettiest, I
want to produce a favorauble impression at
the omtset.”

She lnughed, and was not displeased.

“There are some other qualities that seem
to characterize our family—impudence for
one,” she observed. ell, come along,
then, Vin; where are your friends?"”

“In a bouse-boat down there—the White

Bose."

“The White Rose? I noticed it yesterday
—very pretiy—whose is it?”

“Mine for the present; I rented is for the
week,”’ he replied.

“Who are the other members of your
party?"’

‘“None—only those two.”

But here she paused atthe top of the
steps; and said in an undertone—

“Really, Vin, this is too much! You, s
voung man entertainiog those two—and no
lady chaperon—""

Ige turned and looked at her with straizht

e,
q"Oh, it's quite rl.?lt,” she said, hastily.
“It's quite right, of course—but—but so
much en evid a0 prominent le
might talk—"

“I never try to hinder people from falk-
ing,” eaid he, with a certain scorn. *“And
iithey busy themeelves with my small affairs,
they are welcome to ring their discoveries
from the tops of the stesples. I did not ask
snybody's permission when I invited two
frieuldl :: mine, wbh.n bhad never been to
Henley to my guests during the
regatia ":r"ﬂ Xy it

“Of eourse not, of course nol,” she said,
gently: “but youn are doing it in such a

warked way—"'

“Come, come, aunl,” said be, “'it isn"t like
vou to nigele ut potbing. Youaremoia
prude; you have too much good nature—
and too much common sense. And I don’t
want you to d” on board the White Bose
with any kind of prejudice in vour wind.”

They could not get away just then, bow-
ever, for the course was being eoleared for
the race; 30 they lingered there until the
saw, far away on the open river, two Ill:ll.l,l
objects like water issects, with slender

mick-moving legs, coming rapidly along,

dull murmur of the crowd en
roar ss the bosts drew pearer, Then the
nesdle-like oraft shot by, slmost neck and
neck; and loud were the shouts that aheered
this oue or that; while straining eves fol-
lowed them along the The sudden
wave of enthusinem almost immedistely
subsided; the surface of the river was agnin
being crowded by the bosts that hiad been
confined bebind the white poles; and now
Vincent got his fair companion &e-a into
the zig and, with some little difficalty and
delay, rowed her along to the White

He was very anxions as he conducted her
on board; but he affected a splendid care-

lessness.

“Mr. Bethune,” said he, “‘let me intro-
duce you to my sunt, Mra. Ellison—Miss
Bethune, M, Ellison—now come away in-
side, we'll get some tea or stzawberries
or m] thing—racing isn't everything ot
nw .y_l.

It isn’t nJﬂ:iEnall, as far ns T bave
seen,” said Mrs, Ellison, good-humoredly,
a5 v;hnﬁn&lov;d her nephew into the lu«iu.
“Well, this retiy—very a-
doed—ons of the Simpiest snd prottie—so
eoo!-lukins. 1 bear this is your first visit
to Henley," she coutinued, addressing the
old man, when they bud taken their sests:
Vincent mesvwhile, bustling about to get
wine and bisonits and fruit, for the steward
bad ashore.
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trils, the seositive mouth, would not { -

seemed & thousand pities that her grand-
father should be in this mood
Why did not Mrs. Ellison turn to the girl
direct? He felt sure there would be an in-
stant sympathy between those two, il onl
Maisrie mld’ appeal with her wond
true eyes. What on earth did anyone want
to know about the resplendent appearance
of the White Cuirassiers of the Prussian
Guard, as they rode into Prague a wack or
two alter the battle of Koniggrats, with their
dusty and swarthy faces and their copper-
bued bresstplates lit up by the westering

sun.

Baut, on the other hand, Mrs. Ellison’ was
not displeased by this ope-sided convarsa-
tion; quite the comtrary; she wanted to
know all about these sirange people with
whom her nephnew had taken up; and the
more the old man talked the better she re-
sented the intervention of a race which Mas-
ter Vin dragged them all away to see, and
as soon as it was o &y wWere now
eeated in the stern sheets of the boat—she
turned to Mr. Bethune with s question.

“T puderstand,” she ssid, in a casual sort
of way, “that you koow Lord M
burgh?”’

At this Malsrie looked up startled.

“Oh, ves,” said her grandfather, in his
serene and stately fashion. "“Oh, yes. A
most ising young man—a ng man
who will make his mark. Perhaps he is
riding too many hobbies; and yeb it might
pot be prudent to interfere and sdvise; a

oung msn in his poaition is apt to be hot-
a:aded F:‘ll * interposed Maisrle, **

"Mrs, Ellison rie, “‘we
are only llighl:ly acquainted with Lord
Musselburgh—very slightly indeed, The
fact is, he was kind enough to interest him-
self in & book that my grandfather hopes to
bring out shortiy.” .

“Ob, reallv," said the widow with
s most charming emile (’m aps she was
glad of this opportunity of talking to the
voung lady herself) “and may [ ask—par-
don my curiosity—what the subjeot is.

*It isa collection m‘ written by
Sotchmen living in A and Canada,”
apswered Maisrie, quite simply. "My
grandfather made the acquaintance of sev-
eral of them, and heard of others; and he
thought that s volume of e with a
1ew shorl biographical notices, n!lht be in-
teresting to the Scotch people over here
For it is about Scotland that they mostly
write, I think, and of their recollections—
perhaps that is ouly natoral™

“And when may we expect it?"” was the
next question,

Maisrie turned to her grandfather.

“Oh, well,” the oid man made answer,
with an air of magnificent unconcern, ““that
is difficult to say. The book is not of such
great importance; it may have to stand aside
for a time. For one thing, I should most
likely bave to return to the other side to
colleot materials; whereas, while we are here
in the old country, there are somany oppor-
tanities for research in other and more val-
uable direetions, that it would be a thousand
pities to neglectthem, Forexampvle, now,”
he continued, seeing that Mrs. Ellison lis
tened meekly, “I heve undertaken to wrile
for my friend Carmichael, of the Edinburgh
Chronicle s series of papers on & branch of
our own family that attained to great dis-
tinetion in the Western Isles during the
reign of the Scoltch Jameses—ine learned
Beatons, of Iuln.; and Mull"”

“Oh, indeed,” said Mrs. Ellison, affecting
much ln'utul. ot 2

“Yes," resumed old George Bethune
with much dignified ecomplacency, “it will
be a singular bistory if ever [ find time to
trace it out. The whole of that family seem
to have been regarded with s kind of super-
stitious reverence; all their sayings were
preserved; and even now, wheo a proverb is

woted in the Western Isles, they add ‘as
the sage of Mull said, or *as the sage of Islay
gnid.” For ullama, I may inform you Mrs,—
Mrs ——""

"Ellilon.;' she anid kindly.

“Mrs, Ellison—I your pardon—m
hearing is not what ?t.twn, Ullambh, in :h:
Guelictongue means st once a Doctor of
Medicine and a wise man—""

*They distinguish between the terms in
English," pat in Viocent.

“—and doctors most of them appear to
have been,” continned the old man, quits
oblivious of interruption; indeed he seemed
to be reading something out of his memory,
rather than addressing particularly any one
of his audience. “A certain Hector Beaton,
indeed, got a considerable grant in Islay for
having cured one of the Jamesss when all
the Edinburgh faculty bad failed; and I u:z-
self have scen in the island o} Ionn the
tombstone of the last of the Mull doctors of
the name, but he died so late as 1857, Hio
jacet Johannis Betonus Maclenorum familim

edicus; no doubt there must be some men-
tion of those Beatons in the archives of " the
various families of Maclean in Mull. Then
I daressy I could get a drawing of the
tombstone—though I ean remember the in-
seription well h: Ecce cadit jaoulo
ﬁumu.ﬂ. n?ﬁh iuhim‘ gui slios l.:l:e:;t
ipse ma e coat of arms, e
three maseles of the Beshuau——t'?o'

“0D¢ the Bethunes?—then you are of the
eame family?"’ said Mrs. Ellison, this time
with s little genuine gnriotll'{.

But the interruption bad the effect of
rousing him from his historical reverie.

“I would rather say,”” he observed, with
some stiffness, “‘that they were originally of
our family. The Norman de Bethune
wonld y be changed imto the Scotch
Beaton.”

“Then there was Mary Beaton, of the
Queen’s Marien,” Mrs, Ellison "

Bat at this the old man frowned; he did
not wish any fictitious charseters brought
into thess authentic snpals,

“An idle tale—a po r rhyme,” said
he. “There is no real foundation for the
story of Mary Hamilton that ever I conld
wet hold olri“Of counqe there mey havo been
a Mnary ton ot Queen Mary's court—
what more likely?—and Mary Beaton would
come trlppin:l‘{ to the popular h:g: in
conjunction with Mary Seton; but is
all. Itis with real people, and illra'hm
people, I shall have to deal when I getto
the Advoeates Library in Edinburgh."”

““Oh, certainiy—of course—I quits
understand,” she said, humbly. And then
she rose. “Well, I must be getting back to
my friends, Vin, or they think I have
slipped over the side and been drowned.™

“But won't you stay to diuner, sunt?”
said he. “I wish you wouldl"

“Oh, ne, thanks, I really comldn’t,” she
aoswered, with a sudden earncstness that
became more iotelligible to him arterward.
“I couldn’t run away from my hosts like
that; whut wonld they think of me?”

“i‘ney would never notice your absence,”
said he, :

“Well, thatin n pu:zmr'

- .qnim:l.r:: with Lard x.:'iIJ
burgh is so ver Mrs, Ellison,™
she, “that it ',;uld bat;dly be worth while

making either ‘doubt whether

| o homa

are his ves?

“Idon’t think he has any, if it comes to
th;lt‘ .ad:.upthh granddaughter,” her nephew
re

.:;‘W!'Iu! does he do then? How does he
u #e

He was beginning to resent this cross-ex-
smination; but i& he said eivilly enough—

“I am not in the habit of making inquir
ies about the income of every one I meet;
but I understand they have some small sum
of money between them—not much; and

then he has published books, and he writes
for the Edinburgh Weekly Chronicle. Is that
enongh?"™

*“Where does he live?"

“Jn Maytair.”

“I don’t believe a word of it," she said,
and she even ventured to laugh in a halt-
embarrassed way., “‘I believe he dwells in a
cave—bhe is a troglodyte—he comes out at
dusk—and wanders about with a lanters and
Ih pickax. Gbﬁullr. ;hi“ I]Z looked at hl;
shaggy eyebrows, and his piercing eyes, an
his venerable beard, I lhnu*ht he must be
some Druid come baek to life again—or per-
haps ope of those mythieal island doctors
surviving from the fourtesnth centory—""

““At ull events, aunt,”” Vineent said, with
an ominous distinctoess of tone, “his age
and what he has come through might rro-
cure for him a little reapect, It isn't like
’F; to jeer and jibe simply because s man is
Q _ll

“My dear boy, I am not jibln% and jeer-
ingl" she protested. ‘I tell you I am pusz-
z There's something about that old man
I can’t make ont.,”

“How oconld you expect to understand
anybody—in hall an hour's talk at Henley
Regattal” he said, indigoantly., “I gave

ou the opportunity of getting to know
znt.h, if you had come slong this evening,
and spent some time with them. I am not
aware that either of them wants to coneceal
aoything. They are not sshamed of their
poverty, Perhaps the old man talks too
much; you, at least, pratend to find what he
ssid interesting. And ns for the girl, no
doubt she was silent; she isn't vsed to be
stared at and examined by oritical and un-

sympathetic eyes.”
The young widow elevated her brows;
here was something un dl

“Vin Harris,” she said, solemnly, “are
you quarreling with me because—becanse I
am not glamoured? Is it as bad as that?
1fso, them I am extremely glad I did not
acoept your invitation ler this evening, I
am compromised far enough already—""

“What do you mean by compromised?”
he demanded.

But just at this moment she had to eall
to him to look out, for they had almost ar-
rived at the Villeggiatura., He glanced
over his shoulder, pulled a stroke with his
right oar, shipped the other, and then, hav-
ing gripped the stern of the house boat, he
affixed the painter of the gig, and, letting
ber back into the siream, returned to the
thwart be had occupled.

“T wish to ask inu, aunt, said be, ina
sufficiently stiff and formsl tone, “how yon
consider you have been compromised
throngh meeting “i friends of mine."

*Dn,” gaid she, half inclined to laugh,

t o little bit afraid to, *‘don’t sk me. It

n't as serious as that—I mean, I didn't
think wvoa wonld take it meriously. No
doubt it's all right, Vin, your choosing your
own friends, and I have nothing to say
against them; only I would rather you leit
me out, if you don't mind. You see, I
don"t know your intentiona—""

“Supposing I have none?™ he demanded

1.

““Well, no one ean say whatmay happen,”
the young widow persisted; “and I rhonid
not like to be appealed to—Now, now, Vin,
don't be so passionatel—have I said a
single word sgainst your new friends? Not
one. I fully confess that I'm & selfish and
comfort-loving woman, and I don’t wish to
be drawn into any family strife. There
may be no family strife? Very well; so
much the better. But my having no farther
scquaintance with Mr. Bethune and Miss
Bethune—my haviog no knowledge of them
whatever, for 1t practioally comea to that—
cannot lu{lun them; and leaves me free from
responsibility, Now, don't quarrel with
me, Vio; for I will not allow it; I have been
talking common sense to you—but I sap-

that is what no man of 25 understands.”

He hauled up the gig to the stern of the
houseboat, as an intimation that she could
step on board when she chose,

“There,” snid she, as she gave him her
hand in partiog, “I see I have offended you;
but what I have said has been for your sake
Nl e e e, Mispsiatd, sad

ell, he was vex sappoin Y
litile inclined to be angry. Bat il that
darkness fled from his :rim—lu forgot all
abont Mra. Ellison's friendly monitions—
be had no care for any speculations as to the
future—when be was again in the
‘White Rose, sitting by Maisrie Bethune, he
and she together looking abroad on the gay
crowd, and the boats, and the trembliog
willows, and the slow-moving skies now

wing warmer with the afternoon san.

en, when the last of the races was over,
eame dinner; and as twilight stole over the
river and the meadows, the illuminations
began, the rows ot colored lanterns showing
ope aiter the other, like so many fire-flies in
the dusk. Of course the; were sitting ount-
side nu;—-u this placid summer night—in
fairyland.

[ To ds Continued Next Sunday.]

Methods of the Atlantle Senlers That Cers
tninly Appreach Cruelty.
New York Tribune. ]

The chorus of fear set up by the “white-
coats” or Atlauntic seals at the first signs of
the approach of a foe, is often the first indi-
cation huaoters have of the presence of their
game, Boon, however, the black spots on
tho ice appear in the distunce, and the ship
is thrown at onoe into the wildest confusion.
Craftily, like & catcharmiog a bird, she
moves throngh the icefield, creeping along
until it is plain that the men can safely
reach their prey. Then she lays to, and at
onece u swarm o! hunters, 200 or 300 ot them
spring upon the ice, and, with gaff and
knife, they rush at the “white-coats.”

The shouts of the men, ghe low but never
ceasing grinding of the ice, like distan:
thunder rumbling io the sky, the inturiated
roars of the mother seal, and the terrifi

itiinl eries of their enl;t. for all the worl

ike the sobbing of & child in distress, pro-
duce a confusion of sounds that is dreadful
to hear.

It is thé young seal, the cub, that was
born only from thres to six weeks belore,
that the hunters are a’ter. The skiu is then
in its finest condition. The coat is white
and almost fur-like, and the heavy lining of
fat directly under the skin by which the
carcass is protected against the cold, con-
tains its greatest of oil,

kill him. That delivered, the hunter whi
u:.l hi‘: knife ‘;‘rll in another uw-:‘:ld ::e u.ki.:
ao t are aAway a e
little creature’s mn isyllft g
bleeding sud quivering on the ice,

The Summer Rosort Bill,

Guest at summer hotel (politely)—Mr.
Landlord, will you oblige me by putting &
rope and pulley on this bili?

Laocdlord (amazed)—Rope and palley,

For me to sit here and

Erin
At them here,
But the sham aristo.
crat
His blus blood and all
that
Are 50 queer.

‘Washington socie-
ty is trembling over
e 118 DOsEibilities that

may be lorking un-

der the thin veil of
p 7~ M the Upper Crust. A
month ago one of our
dudes, who parted
his name in the wid-
dle and who called
himself B. Shepherd
White, was the pet-
ted of Senators’ daughters and the boon
companion of Generals’ sons. A few days
later be fled to Kentucky as & B-cent de-
faulter and was eaptared in the very pres-
ence of two of our most brilliant society
girls. 'We imagined hisblood had the tinge
of the sky and we are horrified to find it
charged that his father was a Boston white-
washer and that his most distinguished an-
cestors ate their meat on the banks of the
Congo. He now rests in the Washington
jail and the fair ones who have corresponded
with him are lying awake at might wonder-
ing whether their love letters will come for-
ward in evidence, Aan effort will undoubt-
edly be made to prevent his case coming to
trial, but such hopes are vain, and he will
probably wear & louder suit within a few
weelks than than he has yet had in his ward-
robe. In other words he will go to the peni-
tentiary.

MISS PORTER'S HOTEL WAITER.

On the heels of this seandal comes the
marriage of Admiral Porter’s grandaiece to
one of the waiters of a Washington hotel
and the story of how the loving ecouple me
at the seashore and how the knizht of beel-
steak and white apron by tidbits of soft-
shelled erabs and soft cuts of tenderloin
wooed and won the fairest guest at his table,
is being rolled about over the tongues of
statesmen and their wives, They discuss it,
however, with fearful hearis, and ask them-
selves as they look al their own daughters,
What next?

Washingion society is so constituted that
it is impossible to guard it like Ward MeAl-
lister’s Four Hundred of New York, or like
the bon ton society of llli' other city or vil-
lage. Every season people ohn‘ﬁ. Ever
Coogress s new batch of maidens an
a new set of han -on ap-
pear on the scene, and every four
years & new sadministration turns the social
world topsy turvy and the old order gives
place to new. TUnder such conditions any-

one can go into society, The introduction
of a Benalor or a ntative or &
litician is the openiog wedge, and this in

ese democratic days is free to all. There
have been noted ladies in Washington
sociely who had more blue blood than
money, and who for a consideration have
taken up ladies whose venous fluid was less
aristocratically colored and have pushed
them ioto the best of Washington society.
1 know other people in Washington society
who rank here higher than they do at their
own homes.

ROMANCES OF WASHINGTON.

Bome romances of Washington society
have all the sitoations of a three-volume
novel. George Bancroft’s dsughtera vear
or 50 ago trotted off on an elopement with
one of the deseendants of Charles Carroll, of
Carrollton. There was, however, nothing
bad in this elopement, aod the old historian
was tickled to death over the mateh. Not
long ago a Senator’s son was drowned in the
Potomae when out boaticg with a lady
friend, and the probability is that he died
by sacoident. The daughter of oneof the
most noted men in the country died here
within the past five years. A bottle labeled
chloral was found in her room, and the evil
minded whispered that a love affair with a
foreign diplomat was ths cause of her over-
dose. Another seandal relates to one of our
own diplomats. His domestie troubles were
caused,fnot by & botel waiter, but by the
dudelike elerk of & summer boarding bouse.

From private letters irom Denver I learn
that Senator Tabor is nuklng.m_noney right
along and that he will soon be in a position
to spend another fortune om politics, His
opera house brings him in over $50,000 &
fur and he is making money band over fist
n buying and selling mines. The beautiful
woman whom he brought to Washington as
his second wife is now the mother of a pretty
child, and the two live in Denver not lar
off from the rich Mrs. Tabor No. 1. Wash-
inglon society was badly taken in by Tabor.

WERE TWO CEREMONIES,

Benator Tabor came to Washiogton as a
milliopnire from Colorado. No one knew
whether he was married or not, and he was
geverally looked upon 8s a bacheloror &
widower, Shortly after he took up his

uarters at Willdrd’s Hotel, he gave out

at he was about to be married. Heshowed
the correspondent some wonderiul night-
shirts embroidered with old lace, containing
double-breasted pockets, and it is my re-
membrance that some of these cost $200
apiece, The day was fixed lor the wedding,
A dinner was gotten up whieh wounld have
been fit for Lucullis, and & noted priest per-
formed a ceremony. The most notad of our
Statesmen were present, and President Ar-
thur bowed in  his most courtly way when
he gﬁv;v a r:u to the l:u-id(;r..‘i

A ashington sounded the Ises of
Mrs. Tabor's beanty, and the pnp‘;:.hpt on
soundiog them until they learned the story
of the marriage. Tabor had fallen in love
with Mrs. Doe while he was yet the hus-
band of Mrs, Tabor No. 1. He had gotten
s divorce in a na cl:utlnnolo way and
had been married, in a musty little law
office at St Louis, to her several months
beiore this second great ceremony took
plice at Wuhin%hn. All Washington
thought it was the first marriage.

A RARE BEAUTY.

I don't think sany more besutiful woman
than the second ﬁ.o. Tabor has ever ap-
peared st Washington, I ean see her now
us she sat in the Benate gallery one duv
watching her bluek-buired busband trot ‘rom
one Senator to another with an autogruph
slbum a5 big us & Bible in his band, getting
their signatures, She was dressed in
o hl:o:muht;('djmo;?in her ears
atl were a une. ey were ;mﬁ
solitaires, aod they sparkled under the soft
light of the Beoate Chawmber. These dia-
monds, however, were no brighter than her
big, bluck eyes, and thers was not & Bensator
in the chamber below who did not mow and
then steal glances ot her. She has a warm,
rich, dark complexion. Her forehead is low,
her leatures and her form thatof the
Venus de
bie Hoar stealing di
know that his

it vai s Aed Nig pois wien 7
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siderable charity for him to-day, and that if
he Jost his fortune he might pt’a stake from
her to found another. I am aure that had
he stuck to her and brought her on to Wash-
ington she would not have him.

This ranawsy mateh of Admiral Porter’s
grandniece is to a certain extent the resalt
of heredity, The Porters have always been
bold i their love-making, and Commodore
David Porter, who was, T think, the father
of Admiral Porter, bulldozed his sweet-
heart’s family into sllowing him to marry
bis wife. Porter was a Commander at the
time, snd Miss Evelina Aoderson, the
danghter of William Anderson, arich mem-
ber of Congress of Pennsylvania, was visit-
ing at the navy .rni Evelinoa was only 15
years old, and she was playing with a doll
when Commander Porter met her,

BULLDOZED THE FAMILY,

gcfell luodb over m:: love with her
and straightwa Bhe referred
the mtler‘to h’er P}:lher. though she was
perfectly willing hersel!, The family, how-
aver, did not think much of young A
and Miss Anderson’s brother, who was
thought to be a brave young man, was
deputed to receive bim and give him his
refusal. When Porter called he wasre-
ceived by thlir‘n‘ man in the parlor and
was asked business. Porter replied
that he had not come to see him, that he
wanted to see his father, whereupon the
young brother jumped up and said: “Well,
sir, you've come on s fool’s errand. My
father can’t see you, and you eannot marry
my sister or be eonnected with this family.”

Commander Porter jumped from his chair,
His ?“ flashed fire, and he stepped up
to young Anderson and said: “Sir, you
are meddling in a matter that does not con-
cern you. 1 came here about marrving your
sister. I didn’t come to marry you, and if
you don’t leave the room 1'll throw you out
of the window.” The young man was de-
cidedly frightened, and he went out and
told father that Porter would eut nur
bodies throat if he didn’t get the girl in
marr The result was that Father An-
derson came in and got usinted with
Porter, He liked him, snd npon their
wedding he gave the voung couple & very
hkndsoma residence. Admiral Porter is
suthority for the sbove story.

Miss GRUNDTY, JR

How the Anilmnls Are Tralned te Uncever
the Sacculent Plants.

Truffles, that are s popular dish in the
Old World, and are often served at high-eut
spreads in this country, are, like mush-
rooms, a species of earth fungl., They are
eryplogamic plants, and, subterranean in
their habits, their position beneath the soil
varying from 2 or 3 inches to 3 feet in depth.

Trained Pigs Rooting Up Truffles.

They bave no root, stem or leal, and are of
diffierent shades of color, from light brown
to black. They are more or less globular in
form, and vary in size from that of a filbert
to that of a large duck’s egg. Their surface
is knotty or warty and covered with a skin,
which forms a sort of net work of serpentine
veins,

In some parts of France—Poitou and Per-
igord, for instance—pigs are trained for
truffle-bunting; and there need be no great
wonder at the employment of pigs in this
business, for these nearly omnivorous ani-
mals are amongst the most keen-seented of

nadrupeds. The animals are muvzzled so
they cannot eat the tempting morsels, and
thus they have their labor for their paina

WHY GEORGIE DIDN'T COME.

Papa Wajes Was Afrald Some American
Belle Would Captivare Him,
New York World. ]

It s positively asserted by an English-
man of eminent official consideration in this
country that the failure of Prince George of
Wales to visit Newport was the result of &
direot prohibition from his father. It may
be remembered that some years ago a story
got into print according to which it was pro-
posed to marry one of the young Prineces to
an American heiress. The report was ab-
surd upon iis face, but it traveled and kept
persistently alive.

Probably no one in Ameriea believed it,
but in England it arounsed a perfect howl of
indignation. The ides that wives for the
Princes conld not be found at home set the
lighter-witted Britons, who will swallow
any fable to the discredit of Ameriea, fairly
crasy, ially as it came directly upon
the marriages of a number of titled or so-
cially minent Englishmen with Ameri-
cans of money, to the desolation o' u good
many En girls without that desirable
commodity. Bo violent did the expression
of popular opinion on the subject become
that the court found it setually expedient
to autborize what amounted to an official
denial of it in order to secure its own peace
of mind.

It is to avoid snother such explosion, says
this authority, that an ioterdict was placed
by the Prince of Wales upon his son’s ac-

tance of the wild hurrub of hospitalities
with which the loyal Americans o Newport
proposed to receive him. It was not leared
that some American girl world capture the
Prince and elupe with bim, but it wus so-
ticipated that mere fact of his neceptiog
these American atteations would give the
anti-American party in England an excuse
for a tew snd annoying outbreak sgainst
the court, and arouse the opposition party in

dust of ages. What of that? Nothing; only
the dustof ages—much of it—is the dust of
dead people. In dry weather we sprinkle
the groand to keep down the dust of remota
sncestors. In wet westher we wade through
mud compounded of forgotien generations,
We are curiously thoughtless of all that
‘We fence in our cemetaries and protect the
Eraves there with reverens care. The man
who carelessly steps on & sodded mound
feels that he has desecrated the home of the
dead, Yet he will tramp for miles along
roads and across fields with never a thought
of the mortality beneath him.
Plenty of people are alraid to live near
or even to pass through, s grave yard be-
cause of possible ghosts, If ghosta rise
from graves, think of the disembodied In-
dians and Mound Builders likely to exhale
from every cellar in Americal We morai-
ize over the skull of poor Yoriek, becanss it
happens to have kept its shape. But when
the dead Cwmsar has turned to clay we plas-
ter up & crack with bhim, never botherin
our brains aboutthe wonderiul man he n
to be. Well, that is as it shonld be. Itis
natural, inevitable and very desirable. For
there would be small cheer in life for any of
us if we had to keep thinking of the dead
ple who count up the largest total of the
Uman census. are 5o mauny of them
that we never could think of anything else
if we thought muck of shem. - And in com-
fortably forgetting them we may justify
ourselves, if we choose, with this reflection.
A thousand years from now our posterity
will be dealing with us precisely as weare

dealing to-dsy with those old ancestors of

ours,
® = @0

Beyond Traditlen’s Grasp.

That fact, if we would consider it, wounld
help us to a point of view from which we
might see many curious things. As weare
to-day so was svery man, woman and echild
a thousand or & million years ago. Af
least, aliowing forgthe eras of barvarism
sandwiched in between civilizutions, s
goodly proportion of forgotten humanity has
been such as u:o m h?"lrl{ individual nl:lf
every generation s life tragedy
comedy and romance, as we have. Every
one of them held himsel!/ as important as
any of us. E one of them aspired and
[rreved. and loved and hated, and hoped
and despaired, and rejoiced nnd suffered
just as we do. When one of them pros-
pered he thought the world was advancing
and [m-ia? much better. When oneof
them failed in his purposes he thought the
world was going to the dogs,

And the world has kept calmly on with
its spinning, and has forgotten all about
them, Multitudes of them were very wise
and very great. Other multitndes were de-
structively ecrasy and phenomenally bad.
All of them figure now simply as indistinet
fuctors in the world’s great average. As in-
dividuals they left not a trace in the dust
that overlays the earth, History is a very
modern r; tradition is only a lictle
clder. Stretching away beyond the farthest
and faintest mile-stone tradition set up be-
fore history began its measurements, ia A
vast desert of human life and human inter-
est of which we have no geography at all.
His names & few near-by mountains for

tory
‘us. Tradition hints at a few a little farther

off Beyond them are log and mmrly.
Had the world of men no greatness, then, in
that forgotten past? Men as im as
Cmsar lived and ruled, we may be sure.
But we know nothing of them. Even tra-
dition bad forgotten them befors our tradi-

tions began. R

History Doesn™t Tell All.

In the later times that history deals with,
history puts us off with scraps. There was
plenty of greatnesss only a little less than
the greatest. But the men who were less
than Antony, and the women who were less
than Cleopatra might ass well have been
pigmies for all their power to impress us,
We simply know nothing about them.
Even those whose names the world still
continnes to conjure with, have left but a
shrunken record. Moses was & man of
some acoount. So was Plato. 8o was Paunl.
Take the recorded history of all three; add
the written words they contributed o the
permanent wisdom of the race, and the sum
total will be something less than the official
record of ooe short session of Congress; con-
siderable less than the litersture of one
political campaign! Probably not more
than one or two men in the present Congress
might conscieationsly declared the peers
of Moses or Plato or Paul; but look at the
relative amount of space to-day's politician
fills in to-day’s field of vision|

So the wholesome reflection is suggested
to ns that we are all in & manner subject 1o
the point of view. Close st hand we are all
fellows of a goodly sizs, The greatestamong
us will grow small ss they fall into per-
spective; and by the time there is perspective
enough to justily a picture of our time those
less than the greatest will have quite disap-
peared behiod the vanishing point And
the picture will not be erowded.

It is worth while to stop and think on
that fact just lor s moment Thers is
wholesome correetion in the thought that
our descendants, many geoerations in the
future, will not care a fig whetber we were
elected or deleated; whether we moved in
the frst circles or the tenth; whether we got
everything we wanted oronly a very little

of it; whether such i as
we ever existed at nﬁm‘:’r not.
There is turther wholesome ecorrec-

tion in the thought that, it we can look
back upon ourselves trom the standpoint
of those ssme descendan ¢ shall care
very little more than they. gray-haired
man, in thioking of his child | smiles
in half eontemptuons pity atthe foolish little
fellow be used to be. He wonders how those
griefs and joys, those pains and eestacies,
those triumphs and deleats of inlancy could
ever bave been so lmforl'.lnt to him, They
were only trifless In a still later stage of
bis immortality, it he can remember these

years as he now rewembers those, he will
smile again st much of the childishness
which now possesses him.
- & =
Lookisg Backward.

All this is rather bumbling, no doubi,
but there is no use in irying to push it to

will be there jusi the same. Perhaps the
more sensible thing to do would be to ac-
cept the % of the future and make

Equare Enough on His Side.

In other words he proposed to take her
money and her, giving in return the title
which he had inherited. This wasa per.
fectly iair offer from his point of view. Ha
would give the only thing of any worth he

He would receive the money he
needed, and as the transaetion could not be
completed without the girl, why he was
willing to take the girl also. far the
story lacks flavor of originality. There is
hardlr 2 city in the land thatecannct proe
duce the mate to it. Here is the varistiont
The girl did not aceept the offer made by
this peddler of worthless goods. Bhe de
liberately, and with some emphasis, rejectad
this opportunity for a ““brilliant marriage.”

Bhe might have stunped the senses of
sober people by a fashionable wedding.
Bhe might have enjoyed the rapture of see-
iog a chureh crowded in her honor by vul-
gar people who would fight for places, snd
who would stand up on the backs of pews
to bebold the spectacle of her marriage,
Bhe might have enjoyed the further raptura
of knowing that she was, by purchase and
so ce, the r of & petty minor
title. Buat she would none of it. Bhe did
not even spend any effort in finding ous
whether the title was genuine. She simply
did not want the man, and therefore he
might have offered her half a dozen titles,
each one & dozen times more impressive
than the one he did offer her, and she would
not have sccepted them with him as 30 ine
cumbranee, A rather signifieant departure,
that, from the routine we have become sadly

acoustommed to,
- ® @

The Accepted Saiter.

The friends of this whimsical young
woman had not yat done protesting againss
ber decision, or spplauding it, according to
their bent, before she gave them fresh cause
to exelaim. She had refused to make &
*'brilliant marriage,” but she had no notion
of not making any marrisge atall. Tha
breath of the worldly-wise—or unwise—was
quite taken away from them by the an
nouneement that the girl was to be married
niter all. She had refused a foreigner who
offered her u title, and yet she had accepted
a native of her own city who had oot even
the highest socinl position. True, the for-
tunate young fellow was ss manly a man
and as goodly a man as one might wish to
see. His morals were good, he had keen
intelligence, his reputation was without &
blemish and his spiritual and physical per-
fections were muny. So far as he himself
was concerned he was worthy to be the hus-
band, even of this youug woman, and thag
was saying a great deal,

Buta marrisge with him would be a

rather dissppointing misallinnes for the
girl who might bave been & Hirh Mighti-
ness in Bulgaria. You see, he and otbers,
could just remember seeing his grandiather
in the process of gaining an honest liveli-
hood by driving & team; whereas it isa well-
koown faot that only those people ars quite
well born who eannot remember such things
about their grandlathers. So this young
man lacked high birth. Indeed he bad
nothing to offer his lady love but himself,
his honest affection and s very moderate
amount of this world"s goods.
And yet she mccepied him. What on
earth could she be thinking of? Perhaps
she was thinking of the real value of things
Perhaps she was thinkiog of how this trans-
actlon wouid seem to her 1,000 years hence;
or even 10 years hence; or sven six months
hence! James C, PUrDY.

BIRTH OF THE MINT JULEP.

A Traveler Initlnted a Farmer Whe Forthe
with Drank Himself to Death.
Et. Louls Hepubile.]}
Mint juleps are the most refreshing bey«
erage known to modest drinkers this very
warm weather. There is much demand for
the essence of the sweet-smelling leaf, butof
all those who smack their lips after tasting
the delicious mixtore there are few that
know the origin of the very pleasing drink.
Some years ago when passing by a farm in
the State of Kentucky, s traveler stopped
at the farmer's house on the road side and
getting off his horse asked the smiling old
lord of the big estate if he could have s
glass of water.
“Why, yes,"” was the reply, “and maybe
you would not object to a little of the good
old stuft in it.”
“Nota bit, my friend," answered the trav-
eler, and away the old man went to supply
the wantas of the weary rider. While on his
mission of charity the traveler's nasal organ
came in contact with the sweet odor that
emanated from alarge bed of mint in the
sdjoining kitchen garden, snd on being
iven & glass of clear spring waler with &
gmper of “genuine old grog' thrown In,
he nsked his benefactor if he wouid nos
kindly give him 2 bunch of the mint. Has
got it and dipped it into his glass several
times until nicely flavored and then drank.
The old gentleman was surprised and
asked what in the name of heaven he had
done that for, to which the thankful trav-
eler replied by asking if he would permis
him to mix one for him., The farmer con-
sented, and after drinking smacked his lips
and said, “Grand.” The traveler continued
his way after thanking his host for the hos-
pitality shown him, baviog mixed the firsh
mint julep heard of.
Four years later he passed the same wa
again and stopped st the same old farmer’s
house for & glass of water. Instead of his
old iriend he was met at the door by an old
lady wearing a nicely-bordered cap. ‘‘May
1 have s glass of water, ma'am!"” asked ths
traveler. “*Certainly,’” was the kind reply.
“But where is your husband,” asked the
strapger as he drank = glass of plain water,
*“Well, you see, sir, about four yesrs ago s
stranger this way and tasught wy poor
husband how to drink his whisky with grass
in it. He never drank his whisky after that
withont grass ia it, and when the grass gave
out he died.”"

KEEPS WELL T0 THE FORR.

Mrs. James G. Bialne,Jr., One of the Relgne
ing Ladies of Saratoga.
New York World.]

Altbough Mrs, James G. Blaine, Jr., has
only been in Suratogs a matter of two or
three weeks she is already one of the most
familiar and attractive features of life at
the springs.  After dinoer in the afernoon
she is to be seen on the piazza overlooking
Broadway, watchiog the moving panorama
of the avenne with eager and interssted
eyes. Burely itisa delightful change to
this charming woman after an entire winter
spent within the four walls of asick room,
whoss monotony was only varied by the con-

suitation of ph 8 and the operations
felt eal o to perform.
, Mra Blaine tells me that she expects thal

operation will be necessary, and
this will be necomplished some time in Dee
cember, after the return of Dr. Bull It is
to be hoped that this operation will restore
her rhenmatio limb to its normal condition,
Srength flin the mestine Saratoes simpls

n weantime Saratoga simply
bas doue wonders for her. She has gsined
wﬁlﬂh 12 sinee her arrival,
sud ber has on a roundness and &

g




