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Orcha Liossom, fields in growing
grali :

Clovar (15w weadow, violeis 1o the lane;
Reses vt ¢ garden, and where'er yon pass,
Boume pot dandelions glowing in the

-

ree-top, Joy Inevery shower,

8y d

%50 om, bees in every flower,
Field with promise, blissful all
Frag he forests, supshine every-
How low measure, or my halting
B : spirit of the blensad time?
Ceas to stammer, ceasy my pen to
Bils th better June's trauscendent
To the blooming meadow kie at noon away,

tering it may have been, was not very
agresable, *‘Suppese we try our luck
at fishiog,” she suggested, and with
the ald of two erooked pins and some
string, this frivolous pair amused themn-
selves for at least balf an hour, sue
ceadineg, at last, in landing one very
small minnow and a crawfish.

“*One of the Brawls fine points is
its abundance of fish,” said Lancelot,
sinking lazily down into the gruss be-
side Echo, to rest from his labors.
“What is your chlef employment in
Riverport, Miss Echo 7

“I don’t know exactly,” arching her
eyebrows. **We read novels, watch the
passing steamboats, occasionally go
boating, and dawdle vErY mach. That
is the sum of our daily lives. By-the-
by, our party must wonder what has
become of us, Sir Lancelot”—langhing

Wheretls water-lilies spread their petals

('i}'. "

liguld messures of the bindie’s tune,
Bod cutspoken all the soul o

Jne,

In the
You w.

THE LITTLE rLIET.

What a sleepy place it was, to be sure,
that little Riverport ; with its outlook
on the broad waters of a muddy river,
s steep Streets, its old-fashioned
houses, whose curiousiy eut, small win-
dow panes wink d in the April sunlight,
4nd ite elms and poplars which cast a
{‘!';r"k"'.m: shadow on the HHI'!P‘_. It
s pot far from the sea, amd occasional

wander fitfully through the by-ways of
{hie quaint town. High upon the hill
soced the ehureh, its stained-glass win-
;},.wu casting blupe and gold shadows on

1 nd bathing the lazv lizards

:;t‘ﬂl TE it to sun themselves, with
an u arl in the church- |
yard X rleamed white
smid # tangle of ankie-deep clover,
siarred about with daisies, -

y this peaceful spot, sentimental
wles often wandered ; and some few
alone, and fell into a
1z rather wistfully at the
and wondering how 1t
+ shut out from the light, Ope
adv, in particular, came often,
om alone—this was Echo Tudor,

:+ imagine a pair
provoking black eyes,
e angle of rippled sunlight,
y mouth, short white teeth, and
« voice like 2 bobolink’s in June. Echo
was o born coquette, and from her cra-
dle. upwand, she had fMirted her way

rouch 1ife: at the mature age of five,

disearding him for the small
the way. Do not let us be
v Ler, for her eruelly in
iwow much heartache she

£ CATTICES.
flirtexd, successfaully, with ali
le youths of Riverport, she
herselfl tired of every one of
them, and frowned severely upon all
speeches, until relief ar-
hape of a stranger, Lance-
e, a gentlemnu who came
t to cne of Echo's friends.
wkily for Echo’s peace of mind,
Fox, her friepd’s daughter, was
ged, and although very pretly, she
was voted rather wonderingly by her
acqualntances, “not a it of a8 Oirt.”
Lancelot waus tall and handsowe, with
struight features, closely-cropped faur
bair, the merriest blue eves m the
world, and a Sperfictly lovely™ mous-
tache, “Yes” muosed Echo, as she
T ng locks, **1t iz fortu-
rale s came, for I'm compietely
very one here.® Ob, Echol

Sculimenia

ihd shortly after
's arrival, they had a picnie in

It s chanced,

Lancelot

the woods near Riverport, and on the |
Echo paid especial at-|

day appointed
tention to | iet, tyving a Dblue rib-
ben around her round white neck, and
tipping  her hat bewitchingly on one
side. Then s.e bade her affectionate
mamma good-bye, and departed, ac-
companied by her sister Nellie, who,
Lks May, was engaged,

1 Lhey reached the pienie ground,
d
owne, Lucy Lyndon, Lill Lav-
enider (a fair stmanger from the upper
f the river). Victor Despard, and

part o«

a good many others, waiting for their
appearance. To describe them all
woild take some time ; but they might

thins :—Luecy, an amiable
Victor, a flery creole, des-

lassifled

perat ve with Echo; Lill,a can- |
did y ¥ who expressed her opin-

ion w the slightest regard for any

onR's : and Reginald, who de-

spisad Echo and adored Lill. Like-

Wise, qo was May's lover, Mark |
Tow 1, who seemed to consider the

centa il

whole earth a paradise,and the resi- |
. rein, angels, 1o such a state of
bliss was he ; and this innocent pair of

lovers wandered together under the
. Iy wondering if two peo-
yie hadd ever before been so happy. |

]
“Warm, fsnt it

] was Lancelot's |
miark, as be sat on a bank be- |

er,” was her egnally
t . asshe inwarndly hoped
e would drop that waorn out subject—
the weather. *It looks like a Sunday-
school, doesn’t it ¥ 1'm not very fond

1,"" hie obzerved briefly, and sub-|
o stled feebly in order to
him, and finally ended by
ng, wore in despair than mirth.
you langhing, ke asked, *‘be-
canse my last remark was so witty, and |
a1l ue time, so profound 7 |
; 7 she answered. “DBut it
¥ 4t Mr, Browne's raptarous |
untenance, of which 1 just now
canght a glimpse. He is in hiselement |
5ow, with Lill Lavender for a com- |
nion.  She is an innocent who never
almanacs, and therefore he can |
nkes with impunity.”
ellow ! he evidently bas an
; ative listener,” langhed Lance-
of, tipping his hat over his eyes to
shade them from the sun, **Miss Echo !
—1 muy call you so, may I not ?—sup-
::‘_ﬁ- :'i-'fi"}:uh me the preity places in
Wie wood M
o Certainly,” assented Echo, and the
W0 strolled off, feeling as if they had
known each other for ages,
“What & queer, pretty little name
B bave.” he sald, as they walked
“And how did you get it ¢
Piease don’t think 1t 15 because I
ive ‘the last word.” My name
pas P—but

was part]

APy

wene

B Bel

e euecea—lovely, n'est-ce
hauk goodness, they shortened it to

Echo. Fancy being called Beekie all

"e's 1ife |7 By this time they had

;’-_"“‘1_-‘_"1 the siiver ribbon of & stream,
‘nilisd by the name of the Brawl.

W 4o knelt down on the bank and dab-
&1 ber pretty white hands in the wa-

%1, aud gazing upward from

e shady brim of her hat, to see

~ Companion liked the

picture, she

red that he was looking at her

4 an intensity however flat-
|
L ) ._#__‘_j"‘q.__

breezes roamed up the river, 1.1|'

May Fox, Lancelot, Regin- |

& little as she rose, and looking over her
shoulder au the lazy figure on the clover

¢ | —**Hadn't we better go ?"

“Stand just in that attitude for five
minutes, please,™ said the knight,
springing up with sudden animation ;
“1 want to put you in a sketch—jnst so;
the attitude is perfection ;" and he pro-
| duced his sketch book, going to work

with great energy. At last he finished
it, and she was free to change her tire-
some position, as he gave his picture &
few last touches, wiiting *Echo,” in a
corner where it would not be noticed.
1 wonder if he bas it yet—the arch,

| innocent face with its half wistful, half
| mocking expression, and the bright
iead crowned with a fdower-wreathed

“We must go now,” exclaimed she,
breaking the irksome silence,

“0Oh ! not yet,” pleaded Sir Lancelot,
“It is so pleasant here.”

“I’'m Ured of staying alone,” pro-
tested the wilful girl ; whereupon the
knight said, with a reproachful look:

| v Alone | I must have been very stupid.”
But Miss Tudor had her own way, as
was generally the case, regandiess of any
one else's pleasure,

When they returned they found the
party grouped in various attitudes un-
der the trees, **Where have you been?"
wias the question with which they were
greeted.

“Skipmng pebbles in the Brawl,” an-
swered Lancelot promuotly.

“Intellectual amusement,” sneered
the zardonic Reginald,

“Well, but we were studying the
habits of insects, such as mosquitos and
gnuts, Mr. Browne,” remonsirated
Echo, trying to look solemn. Reginald
subsided, and the graceless couple

| seated themselves under a broad beech,
Present'y they heard Reginald’s voice

sa¥, “And so you are a poetess, Miss |

Lavender ¥

*Yus,” replied the poetess confident-
ially, 1 have written poems on ‘The
Death of Columbus’and ‘The Rose and
Lily"—and—and— Washington I*

“She must have exhausted those
themes, " commentad Echo,
“What o varied genius !V was the
knight’s equally unkind reply.
As the day wore on, Echo neglected
| Lancelot, flirting shamefully with Vie-
tor, who was in the seventh heaven of
dehght—a procesding at which Lance-
lot grew justly indignant, and tried to
revenge himself, and pique Echo, by
flirting with Lucy, casting the mos:
tender glances, sighing, ete., all the
tirue secretly hoping Echo was wateh-
ing him; but finding that ste coolly
ignored Lis attempts, be ended by grow-
ing extremely sulky., Meanwhile, Echo,
who was as capricious and as bard to
cateh as her pamesake, was amusing
herself wvery pleasantly; she smiled
sweatly, and even went to the length of
giving Victor a fower tied with a knot
of blue rivhon, which he immediately
kissed and put into his pocket.
“Oh, you silly Victor I"” siglied she,
rather softly.
| “I am mo sillier than any other fel-
low would be under the circumstances,™
said Vietor—Echo raised her eyes, and
for a moment looked into his face, then
dropping ber long lashes, she bent her
bright head, and affected to arrange her
flowers,

**What sn awful flirt that girl is I™
thought Lancelst gloomily,

No man cares how much of & flirt a
girl is, so loug as she turns her atten-
tions to hims=elf ; but ro sooner does
she toss him a smile, and ery, “Au re-
voir, monstenr [" then what says his
lordship ?—**'What a shameful flirt she
15 7

When the time came for their return
home, Lancelot and Vietor each begged
to be allowed to carry Miss Tudm’s
basket of flowers,

“Which shall I choose ?** she asked,
looking from one to the other, in pretty
perplexity ; “You, Victor I" giving hilm
the basket with her brightest smile, re-
gariless of Sir Lancelot’s tragic glance.
The four lovers fell behind the rest, lin-

gering to whisper and loiter as
only lovers know how. _As the party
neared Echo's home, Victor was

obliged to tear himseif away, a8 Mark
Townsend **wished to speak to him for
a moment ;” so Lancelot was left to
carry the flowers, Nellie and her lover
strolled along furtber on, and the two
were alone at the gale,

*'GGood night,” she half whispered—
Sir Lancelot [** letting her hand rest
in his for a moment.

*] pever knew before thal my name
was so pretty,” he replied sentiment-
ally; “Call me Sir Lancelot ahways,
will you not ¥

sCertainly, if vou like it,” she laugh-
ed. “Good-night, again

“Good-night,” he responded, and as
she stood on the door step, she turned,
and seeing him still standing there,
flung him a flower ; then without wait-
ing for his thanks, she ran into the
house, encountering Mrs. Tudor at the
head of the stairs. x

“\Who was that with you, Echo 7"
she askel, -

“Oaly Mr. Verschoyle, mamma,’
Echo replied, dropping her eves.

“But where is Nellie?”” inquired
0L T She and Dick walked on a lit-
tle way.”

Lancelot often saw Echo after this.
Nellie, who was soon to be married and
to live in a pretty little house on the
bill, asked her sister one day if she
would not walk with her, as she was
going to see about some of the arrange-
ments in her future home. Echo as-
sented, but being ready sooner than
Nellie, grew impatient. and cal.lql out
from the foot of the stairs, “*Nell, 1
can’t wait any longer.
and you can join me.”
wait for me in the

of purple bloom, shed its petals on
mﬂ-gm'n l!lﬁll-

g:handnlhedln;bnttho
that met her eyes, made her

! stare in amazement ; it was Lancelot, |

, evidently asleep, his hat off, his closely-

cropped head pillowed on his arm, and
his clearly-cut profile in rellef against
the gray stone. As she paused, un-
certain whether to come in or to turn
bhack, Lancelot lifted his head with a
jerk, and exclaimed, *By Jove! Miss
Tudor,”

“8Sir Lancelot sleeping.” laughed
Echo, mockingly—*""Ilis knightship in
i new aspect.”

‘I assure you, I wasn't asleep ; I just
strolled in, and it was so quiet ana sun-
shiny that I flung myself down on the
grass, aud cogitated, until I heard the
gate opening,” asserted Sir Lancelot.
Tuen they were both silent. A wild
passion-flower trembled in the sunny
glare ; a shy little brown lizard darted
along the fence, and rustled into the
| leaves to hide itself. The wind shook

lightly the purple blossoms overhead.
| It was all so still, so bright—Ecno was
| vaguely touched and stirred without
| knowing why. Such golden moments
| come into our lives sometimes, and
often slip by unnoted. Ah! if Lance-
| lot had only spoken then, what trouble
they would both have been spared,

“Echo,” ne began in an agitated
| tone, and sudden’'y broke off.

“Oh ! there is Nell ; zood afternoon
o'Ir. Verschoyle,” she cried, and was

gone in a moment, leaving him standing
disconsolately among the graves,

That very evening as Ecno sat alone

in the parlor, by the open window which
fuced the street, she saw several men
coming toward the house. The room
|I“'.I.! dim, and where she sat in the
' shudow of the curtain, she could not
. be seen 3 but she could hear distinctiy
| what was said outside. As they
| they were evidently rallying one of their
party on his devotion to some one.
With surprise Echo heard her own
| name mentioned, and then a voice—
Lancelot's volee—exclaimed impatient-
ly : “Nousense ! she is only & nice little
girl, very pretiy, and pleasant enough
ta flirt with, when no one betler i3 pres-
lent,” Their voices and footsteps died
away in the distauce, leaving the street
lquiet and deserted. But Echo—my
| poor Echo—there she stood, straight
and shmm, with burning cheeks and
| heaving breast, one han grusping the
window-sill flercely.
| *Tue wretchI” she muttered, be-
| tween her teeth, *“To speak of me in
such a way after lovking and acting so.
Stop |
and not gratify him by letting him
| think I care epough about him to be
angry.”

Next day, Lancelot came to take Echo
out rowing on the river, and outwardly
she wias the same as when they had
parted in the churchyani ; therefore it
may be seen that Mademoiselle was an
| accomplished actress. It was rather a

grey day, exeept when & ray of after-
noon sunlight shot now and then
through the clouds, and as they stood
on the bunks, Echo expressed u fear
| that it would rain,

|  When they were launched aod row-

| ing np the river, the girl found that springin

| her position directly opposite Lancelot
wis decidedly embarrassing, owing to
hts unpleasant habit of staring. She
was very pale, and was dressed all in
white, her long, bright, rippled hair
floating loos=ly back from her face.
“*How dreary—how desolate everything
looks tius afterncon,” said she, with a
sligut shiver. Grudually their conver-
sution flowed along, until they began
[ to talk of the ancient days of jousts
and tournaments,
times they were,” exclaimed Lancelot,
and npon Echo's saving that she did not
think them so very cruel, he asked,
| *Could you be *sans merci’ to your own
true kmight, as some of the damsels
were PV

“Let any one prove himself false,
where [ thought him true, and then 1
could be ‘sans merei,’ ' she cried, a sud-
den gleam in her dark eyes, *‘Besides,”
|she added softly, “Like the Lady of
| Shallot, I have ‘no loyal knight and

trua.””

| “Do you remember who would have
been her knight, had it been possible¥™’
he asked significantly.

] remember only one,” she answered
coldly, **for whose sake a curse came
upon her,”

Lancelot spoke presently. “May 1
have your bouquet of forget-me-nots
to remind me of to-day ¥  Darling—
may I not ¥?

She flung back her golden locks. and
suid, with a solemn smile in her large
eyes, holding out the bouquet as she
spoke, “Take them, and keep them in
remembrance of the little girl who was
nice enough to flirt with, when no one
better was present.”

Lancelot gave a sudden start, and
dropping the oars, caught her hands in
his. *‘Good Heavens, Echo | what do
you mean "

“Only that I am not the fool you im-
agine me to be. Let my hands go, and
row me to the landing,” she cried, and
Lancelot mechanically obeved.

As they parted at the gate, he hggm
passionately, **Echo, if you wiil listen
to me—"

Put he was Interrupted by Echo's
voice, saying quietly, *‘Good-bye Mr.
Verschoyle ; you need not try to ex-
cuse yourself.”

s Al | [ perceive—* La belle dame sans
merci® 18 being enacted for m{_ benefit,
Pardon me, if 1 say that a little wo-
manly gentlenesa would not be unbe-
coming.” and he turned away. Asle
spoke, the setting sun burst t.l_rmugh a
cloud, bathing them tn its dying radi-
ance,

Next day Lancelot was gone,

Soon Nellie was married, and went
away to live on the hill among the
roses. Life was very hard to Echo at

look interested, when she was longing
to steal away and be alone, One night
she could not sleep, so she rose, and go-
ing to the window, looked out on the
purple night, and at the starry sky.
Heaven seemed so Immeasurably calm,
so far away—ah ! should she ever reach
it ? She felt very romantic and miser-
able, and very much like ‘“‘Mariana in
the Moated Grange.”

The low of the cattle sounded from
the dark fields below, and just then the
bell of & far-off steamboat tolled sol-
emnly t.hrouzhm the I:;t]um?' gng awa{

o curren
with the splash Fithot o

I'll be just the same as ever, |

“What crual old |

this time—to be forced to smile and |

and the people plodded along through
the mud. hopping over the puddles, and
lookmng like gigantic bats, with their
umbrelias und waterproofs.  *The old-
est inhabitant stood In his doorway.
eyeing the swelling waters, and ex-
pre=sed his opinion that the river was
risine, although such an idea was
langhed to scorn.

True to s predictions, the river (id
rise, over its banks, ard kept rising
steadily, until those that resided on
the shores were obliged to vacate their
lower apartments. The philosophie
citizens of Riverport, living for the
t'me in the upper stories of their houses
felt sure thut the water would soon go
down, and were inclined to treat the
matter as a gigantic joke., They vis-
ited each other in gkiffs when the sun
shone, made allusions to Venice and
the gondolas, until they observed that
the river was not falling and then they
beguan to look anxwus. “The oldest
inhabitant™ announced, I fear with
some satisfaction (it is needless to say
he lived "on the hill), that, it was a
“regular old-fashioned overtlow.”

There came a nlght, at last, when
noue of the Tudor family—their house
was upon the river bank—could sleep
on account of their anxiety. They be-
gan to think it would have been much
the wiser course to have moved wup the
hill, instead of exposing themselves to
their present sk,  Echo was alone in
her room, pacing restlessly up and
down, occasionally glaneing out at the
sombre scene below, which was now and
then lighted up by a vivid flash, Pres-
ently she flung up the sash, to see how
far the water had risen ; to her horror
see discovered that it was up around
her window.

Outside sounded the hiss of the fall-
ing rain, and the sullen wush of the
tide, which fairly made the house rock
in its ebb and dow. “How the river
bas risen ! she exclaimed. *“1 am
afraid the house will be swept away,
and we shall all be drowned ! Just
then o jagged arrow of lightning tore
| the sky asunder ; 1t was followed by a
| horrible erash, Blinded, dazzled, tern-
| fied, Echo sank on her knees beside the
| window, and was unconscious to every
thing farther.

But when the watchers on the hill
saw the water was rising, they sent
boats to the "houses on the riverside,
Making ils way through the waves, a
skifl came to Echo’s window, and its
sole occupant stepped into the room ;
what would she have said if she could
have seen the one who came to rescue
her 2 It was Laocelot, who, although
Echo did not know it, had been in
Riverport for the jast few davs,

{  The lamp burned so dimly that he
| eonld hardly distinguish anything in
the room, but as be groped his way
through the darknpess, a glimmer of
white caught his eve, *Echo " he
eried, 1 have come to take vou away,™
| She neither spoke nor moved. Was she
asleep—or dead ? There was no time to
lose, so hurriedly taking ber in his nrms,
he placed her in the bhoat, and then
in himself, rowed for land
‘ with all his might,

Through all his trouble and anxiety,
throvgh all the fear tugging at his
heart that the house upon the hill to
which he was taking Echo wonld be a
narrow, narrow one, in which he wonld
have no part ; still, he was strangely
| reminded, as he jooked at the white-

robed figure with its flowing halr, of
the Ladvy of Shallot, as she floated,
| * dead-pale, between the houses high.™

He pulled hard against the tide, mak-
ing the skiff skim over the water, and
| reached the hill at last. Later in the

night a noise was heard like the sound
:ul' a thousand thunders, followed by
| the mighty rush of the waters, as they
| poured out Into the river,
| " The grand leves had broken. and the
water was rushing away from the River-
port side, to flood the opposite conniry.

For many days Echo battled with the
| fierce fever which seemed to burn her
life away ; but she did not die, for she
was young, and youth does not let life
slip from its grasp so easilv, By the
time she was able to go out into the
open alr, Riverport had resmwed its fa-
miliar aspect ; but Echo did not know,
even then, who it was that had reseued
her, until her sister Nellie casually men»
tioned it. Echo sank back on her couch
with fushing cheeks, longing, yet not
daring to ask whether he was still in
the village. One evening she wus in
Nellie's garden gathering flowers, un-
conacious that Sir Lancelot’s blue eyes
were watching her, The scene looked
like a flimsy little bit of genre—Maiden
plucking roses—bluesky—golden clouds
—jasmine and honeysuckle—lilies for a
backgroupd—tawny head in relief
against white flowers—and so on, ma4-
ing quite a pretty little picture.

“Zir Lancelot I" she cried, turning
suddenly, and seeing him.

Perhaps encouraged by the sound of
the old name, he came to the gate, and
suid softly, **Belle dama sans merci, will
you let me in, and give me one of your
roses 7"

And perbaps—just perhaps—she let
bim in, and gave himra flower.

Distilling Attar of Rowos.

“Genuine attar of roses,” 1emarked
a New York chemist, “which 15 made
in India and Australia, costs §100 an
| ounce at the places of distillation, It
takes 50,000 rose blooms to yield an
ounce of attar, Tley are the common
roses, and grow in great profuslon in
California, where the distillation of at-
tar could be made a very profitable in-
| dustry. I have seen hedge-rows near
Samona, in that State, so dense with
these roses that the odor from them on
a warm, sultry day caused a feeling of
peculiar faintness and oppression In the

-by. This is the effect of the at-
tar that is distilled by the beat and
moist air, and is held suspended, as 1t
were, in the atmosphere,

“There is money In that cause of
faintuess and indolence, but jn this
country not only the sweetness, but the
great value of the flowers, is wasted on
the desert air, In Northern India the
roses are regularly cuitivated. They
are plantad in rows in fields, and require
no lar care, When they begin
to bloom they are picked before mid-

the rare attar of rose. It is skimmed
off with & fine feather into
vials, Th process continues until

m‘. mﬂ..

Joe Jefferson’s penmanship would be
almost undecipherable if the name were
not recognized by the J's and fs. Those
letters seemed strung along in an ink
Wave,

Charles Wyndbam has a breezy sig-
nature that wanders up the page in an
erratic sort of way, but can be quite
easily interpreted,

Bi:ﬁr F:amncem writes % mmom with-
out allowing to leave paper
until all is over. p(IT is therefore hard
to l’ead.E

Rose Eytinge's signature s In a wood-
type size of letter, with a dash of di-
plomacy and & shriek of emotion in
every character,

John McCullough is not a good pen-
man, the letters are not more than half
formed. and look rude enough to have
been written with a shovel; still they
are plaln,

Margaret Mather's signature ia very
sick-looking, The writing is that of &
novice and the poorest in the whole
collection,

There is a great deal of dialect in
Fanny Janauscheck’s signature, Itis
about three-fourths German and the
rest & mixture of Fulton street and the
United States,

Edwin Booth's signature
starts in wildly by jumbling the first
three letters hopelessly together, but
comes out clearly and distinctly in the
last name, and winds up with a great
flourish across the paper,

Thomas W. Keene's signature is in
strange contrast with the style of his
acting. Not a flourish mars it, and
nobody would take it to be the hand-
wrilting of a voracious scene-eater.

J. H. Stoddart, the comedian of the
Union Square company, is a litlle ner-
vous in handling his pen, but signs his
name in a neat, round hand, not unlike
Oscar Wilde's style of penmanship,

James O'Nell, one of America’s rep-
resentative actors, would not represent
his country very well in a writing con
test. His style is large and unshapﬁl&,
and the signature is made without lift-
ing the pen.

J. K. Emmet writes his name in a
large, angular hand, the initial letters
being tangled up as cleverly as any
bank signature that was eyer seemn.

Stuart Robson makes a separate start
at each letter in his name, and is quite
dudesque in his signature.

W, H, Crane writes a plain. round
back-hand, and Amstes with a flourish
under the signature.

Alice Harrison signs herself in a
mauly way for the whole family, which
includes herself and her two clever
brothers. **Thres of & kind’ 18 what
she calls the group.

Maggie Mitekell’s signature is plamn
ani unassumi s glhie 18 herself.

Modjeskn writes a pretty band, but
foreign. “Helene Modjeskn’ is the
way she puts it,

Jeffreys Lewis writes a big, bold
band, and evidently means it, too.

Lookx at the River,

Mark Twain, in his “*Life on the
Mississippi,” describes the daring deed
of a pilot, upon whose mind the shape
of the river was so photographed that
he ran an intricate and dangerous cross-
ing at night, We condense the narra-
tive;

There were several visiting pilots on
board, goivg down to *‘look at the
river.” All agreed that it would be
folly to attempt Hat Island crossing at
night.

An hour before sunset Mr, Bixby
toek the wheel. At last somebody sald,
with & doowful sigh, “Well, yonder's
Hat Island—and we can’t make it."

The sun dipped behind the bhorizon,
the boat went on, Inquiring looks
passed. We bore steadily down the
bend. More looks were exchanged. In-
sensibly the pilots drew behind Mr, Bix-
by, as the sky darkened.

Mr. Bixby pulled the cord, and two
deep, mellow notes from the big bell
flosted off on the night, Then a pause
of one more note was struck. The
watchman's voice followed from a hur-
ricane deck:

: “Labboard lead, there! Stabboard
eadl™

The cries of the leadsman began to
rise in the distance:

“M-a-r-k three! . . . M-a-r-k three!
« « « Quarter-less-three! . . . Half
twiin! . . . Quarter twain! . .
M-a r-k vwain! . . . Quarter-lessi"

Mr. Bixby pulled the bell-ropes, and
was auswered by faint jinglings far
below in theengine room, and our speed
sluckened,

Every pilot in the lot was on the
waich now. Nobody was calm and
easy but Mr, Bixby. He would put his
wheel down and stand on a spoke, and as
the steamer swung in her (to me) invis-
ible marks—for we seemed to be in the
midst of 4 wide and gloomy sea—he
wotild meet and fasten her there.

Out of the murmur of half-audible
talk, one caught a coherent sentence
now and then—such as:

“Therel she's over the first reef all
right!”

*Her stern’s coming down just exact-
Iy night!”

waste of water, one should know these
facts:

She mus plck her intrieate way
through snags and bhind reefs, and then
shave the head of the Island so closely
as to brush the overhanging foliage with
her stern.

At one place she must pass almost
within arm’s length of & sunken and In-
visible wreck that would have pierced
ner had she struck It. and destroyed a
quarter of a mullion dollars’ worth of
steamboat and cargo, and maybe a hun-
dred and fifty human lives,

“But he's a lightning pilot!”” sald one
of our guests, and & criminally reckless
one to take such a risk,

A Torkish Horse Seller.

The owner was called for, and a
strapping fellow about 10 years of age
approached. He was attired in the
‘I'urkish costume, consisting of a short
Jacket, blue vest embroiderad and cov-
ered with bell buttons, baggy breeches,
yellow sash, goatskin red

captain,
“how much do you ask for the horse?™

Mdking a salaam the Kund answered:

“Master, 1f thy servant hath found
favor in thine eyes, thou shalt have the
horse for 200 sequins.”

“(), Father of the faithful, hear the
thief!"" shouted the old fellow with the
swivel neck, Two hundred sequins for
the brute, when I will sell my beauti-
ful beast for 100.”

“You ask too much, my son," saud
the captain.

“Thou seest, O Frangistani, that my
horse is swift as an arrow from the
bow, and that he springeth like a jackal,
See his loins; they are in strength as
the lion.”

I see all these things O child of the
Faithful, but yet thou askest too
much.”

“Well, please Gcd, thou wilt buy
him for 150 sequins.*’

*““Now, may dogs defile thy grave,
thou robber!™ shouted the fellow who
:itorted the blue gabardine and yellow

ippers.  “Wouldst thou cheat the
stranger within our gutes, when for
eighty sequins he can buy my beast,
the pride of Bassora, instead of mount-
ing thy old camel, which is fit for noth-
ing but lepers to ride?"

*1 will count down into thine hand
twenty sequins with the sultana of
Frangistan thereon for thy horse," said
the captain.

“Whnat hath thy servant done tothee,
O master, that tuou should thus revile
him? Say eighty, and we shall rejoice,™

“*No; I will give thee twenty.”

“}\’:n’}; sequins, and be is thine,”

‘.A'IL

““He is of the children of Araby; but
still thou mayest bave him for forty."

“Twenty, or we shall depart in
peace,™

'-l‘? Allah’s name, say thirty.”

u"n‘n

**Well, thou shalt have him for twen-
ty; but be kind to Selim, for beisa
good horse, and loves not beating.”

Every Other Dand.

Two residents of Springfield had &
difficulty over a game of cards the other
day and tha result was the arrest of one
for assault and battery. When the
case was called yesterday the complain-
ant teok the stand to explain bow it
happened.

*You see, Judge, he began, ‘‘we
were three points up,™

“What's a point!*’ blandly inquired
the court,

“Why, we were plaving five-point
enchre. We each had three, A poiut
counts one, your Honor.”

llAhI!l

““He dealt, and it was my lead.”

“Deal—lead. Please explam?”

“Why, be shuffled the cardsand dealt
the hand, and it was my first play.”

“Well, go on. Perhaps I can under-
stand.”

“]1 Jed the ace of diamonds and he
trumped it with a club. That is, he
refused suit.”

“Do you mean be refused to be sued P

“No, sir. I'd like to explain this
thing to you, because it was about the
suit we bhad the fuss. ™

“[ see—goon. Yousaid you puta
diamond down on the table. Did he
grab it#"

“‘He trumped it with a club.”

“All Did you see him carrying this
club around before you sat down to
play?”

““Your honor, I'd like to take a pack
of cards and explain to you.

“No use—no use, ['ve heard some
of the Alderman speak about the right
and left bowers, and I’ve heard of jacks
and kings and aces, but it would be lost
time to try to show me. You don't
seem to have any case.”

“But that’s becauss you do not un-
derstand me. When I charged him
with refusing suit he struck me in the
moutl."

“Did, eh! Well, there isn't any case
to speak of. The prisoner s dischar-
ged, m':d you'd better whack up on the

“Now she’s in the marks; over she | gosts.

[9!
- ;;Uh. it was done beautifull beauti-
u "

Now the engines were stopped, and
we drifted with the current. Presently
I discovered a blacker gloom than that
which surrounded us, It was the head
of the Island.

We were closiag right down upon it
We entered iuﬂgmqer shadow, Mr,
Bixby stood by his wheel, silent, intent,
and all the pilots stood shoulder to
shoulder at his back.

*She’ll not make it!"* somebody whis-
pered.

The water grew shoaler and shoaler,
by the leadsman’s cries, till it was down
to—

“Eight-and-ashalf] . . . E-l-g-h-t feet!
Seven-and;”

Mr. Bixby said warningly through
his speaking-tube to the engineer:

*“Aye, aye, sirl”

“Seven-and-a-halfl . . ., Seven fest!
. s o Six-and"—
Ay A

x set a Tinging
shouted through the tube: ’

* Nowg, let ber have it—every ounce
you've gotl”

Then to lns partner, “Put her hard
down! Snatch her! suatch herl”

The boat rasped and ground ber way
through the sand, hung upon the apex
of disaster a tremendous instant,
and then over she went! And such a

shout as went up at Mr, Bixby's back
never lposened the roof of apilot-house
Mr, Bixby was a hero that

beforel

* And to think!” groaned the cotun- pl

sel for the plaintif ns he reached the
sidewalk, *‘that only the evening before
this same innocent old J, P. beat me
out of seven glasses of beer at that very
game of euchre, and I'll take my sol-
emn affidavy that he stocked the cards
on me at least every other hand.

She Weon't Go.

He had been very kind and solicitous
for several daysand at breakfast yester-
day morning he suddenly remacked:

““My dear, you don’t w how bad
it makes me feel to see you look so thin
and care-worn.™

“Yes,” she softly replied.

“You must have lost at least Hve
pounds in the last month.”

**1 presume so.”

“And that haggnrd expression shows
overwork and need of rest.”

.o'l’u.’!

“Dear me! but T could never forgive
myself if you should go intoa decline.”

“+See here, " she replied, as she
laid down bher fork and looked him

A Dead Shot.

A lot of Summer tourists were on the
beach at Los Angeles, San Franeisco,
the other day watching some faney rifla
shooting by & party of professional
otter hunters who had come over from
the Channel Islapds for a Sunday lark.
These really wonderfnl marksmen,
most of them native Californians, were
killing gulls on the water, breaking
bottles and hitting dollars thrown in
the air with great eclat, when a dudish
looking young man from 'Frisco yawn-
ed in & broad manner and remarked In
a very andible voice to a compauion
that he didn’t see anvthing very won-
derful in that sort of shooting.

This produced a series of sarcastical-
Iy polite retorts on the part of the
original lords of the soil.

“Perhaps the gentleman could show
them something better?”

“Well, I don’t know,” replied the
young man, languidly taking one of
the hnnters' Winchesters, *'I might
if somebody would hold a cork or
something on his head for me.”

The riflemen showed their teeth with
amusement.

“*Doubtless,." said one of then, wink-
ing at his companions, *‘doubtless the
gentleman’s friend will oblige him.”

“Why, to be sure,” drawled the
dude, looking around, But his fellow
dude sauntered off and was standing
some three hundred yards further along
Ltiaa heach meditatively smoking a long
nine,

“Ah! there’s Cholly,” said the lan-
guid party, cocking the gun. “Let
me see, You observe that he bas a cig-
ar m his mouth. Very well, I'll pat
a hole through it,"* and taking a care-
less sight he fired. At the report the
smoker gave a sudden start, took out
and examined his Havana, and then
shook his fist angrily,

The entire crowd ran toward him.
Sure enough, there was a bole nght
through the center of the cigar, almost
cutting it m half.

“That's the fourth cigar you've
spoiled for me,” said the smoking dude
in a vexed tone, *I wish you'd stop
that sort of thing."

“That’s the most wonderful shot I
ever saw, " said an old genJeman to the
shooter the next moruing. “Such a
terrible risk, too."

“Nothing wonderful ubout it," said
the Calitornia Tell, confidentially.
“All you have to do, is to have your
confedetate eut & hole in the cigar with
a penknife beforehand. It's a boss
schemel™

The lsland of Salun.

A letter from Sulu says, in Mainbun
Chinese Seas, the residence of the Sul-
tans, there lives not a single European.
A small number of Chinese once settied
there, but they were driven away soon-
er or later by the natives, The whole
{ town, which is very romautically situa-
Ited, consists of huts bwit on piles.
Even the Suitan’s Palace does mot
deserve & grander name. In the inte-
rior of the island, which is in its primi-
tive stute, there i3 not u civilized being,
with the exeeption of & planter and his
family. This planter, I3 a German,
pamed Schuk, who bas created a real
paradise in the midst of the wilderness,
He was once a captain of a ship, and
furnished the natives with German nee-
dle-guns and ammunition during the
invasion of the Spaniards, He tock
first a schooner and then a steamer,
which, with their cargoes, wera confis-
cated by the Spaniards, Schuck, strange
to say. was not taken, and the then Sal-

ad hinfswith 8 conmderable plece of
land, which he carefully cultivated.

most friendly terms with the royal
family, educates the children, and is
idolized by the patives, After residing
for some years in Sulu, he sent 10 Ger-
many for his family, which at present
consists of three daughters and & son,
all under the age of twenty. This fam-
ily paid us a visit on board the Leipsic,
where they were most kindly received
by the caplain and officers. At present
there 1s a difficalty about the Suitan of
Suln. Mahammed, mentioned above,
died a few years ago, and shortly after
his son and successor also died, so that
ouly the old Sultana, with two sons in
thelr minority, is left behind, But
there is a grown-up son of the Sultan
by one of his slaves, whom part of the
subjects wish to have as Sultan until
the real heir comes of age, which is at
sixteen, while the greater part of the
people, and most of the chiefs, have
already acknowledged the legitimate
successor in splie of his minority. The
dispute is to be settled by a civil war,
which would be very welcome to the
Spauiards,

Dopiicats Wedding Presents,

A young man drove up to one of
Toronto’s livery stables, signaled to
the proprietor, and gallantly handed &
young lady out of the carriage. The
pair were about te walk away, when
the proprietor called out:

“Abem! Ope moment, young man,

“Well?"" said the young man, com-
ing back, reluctantly.

“One dollar and fifty cents, if you
M?l )
“Ah—yes, Lock here s minule,
Mr.—"*

They stepped into the stable togethre.

“Youn saw that girl?" queried the
young man nervonsiy,

“Yﬁ."

Ilw..im enm "

*Indeed!"

“Yes; got engaged while we were
out ruling,"”

“Well, I don’t see how that relieves
you from paying for my team,’ smd
the liveryman, dnbiousiy.

*Oh, no, no—it don't, But it sug-

2 way to my mind.*

“What's that "

“Hold on a couple of weeks and I'll
pay you induplicate wedding presents.”

An Ancleot Trapper.

Up a tributary of the Pend d'Orellle
river, on which is situated Thompson’s
Falls, is a Frenchman named
Duchrane. He 13 103 years of age, and
first saw a railroad car last fall, whena
RS Lt e i
w w m
the world, This man has a half-blood

Col. Ashles's expadition in 1802, and
trapped for the eompany all that season.
After that he trapped and sold furs to

tan, Mahommed Imalio Alam, present- |

since that time Shuck has been on the |

NEWS IN BRIEF.
—Maryland forblds poel selling under
penalties,
~Great Britain has 130,000 acres in
apple orchards
—Pans has lately been havinga mad-
dog epidemie.
—Women now serve on juries im
‘Washiogton Territory.
—A colored woman 18 studying med-
icine in Puaris,
—This vear’s eotton crop in the South
is figured at 5,700,000 bales.
—There are 130 women enrolled as
students in the University of Michi-
gan,
—The total number of recognized
species of Australian Gahes now reaches
1201,
—The school teachers of Vermont
are prohibited by law from using tobac-
¢o in any form.
—Prairie dogs, it i3 estimated, de-
stroy annually ten millon dollars’ werth
of grass in Texas,
—The value of the fish canght by
Canadian fishermen during 1843 is
placed at §17,000,000,
—A poorbiouse at Mars Hill, Me,,
has just lost by death an inmate who
was 105 years old.
—Females in Great Britainare in ex-
cess of the males to the number of seven
hundred thousand,
—Citizens of Victoria (B. C.) assem-
| bled in mass meeting recently, and de-
nounced gumbling.

|  —The total number of separate farms
in the United Stutes is 4,000,000, valued
at $10 000,000,000,

| ~—The great mass of the people of
Mexico are Indians. The ruling class-
es are wainly Spanish.

—One million boxes of matcles are
produced daily by vne machive in use
at a factory in Sweden.

—In both Germany and Austria paper
is now being extensively used for the
manufacture of bottles,

~—War is being carried on [n several
cities in thiscountry against the “swing-
ing sign nuisanee’ just now.,

| —Worchester iz stocking her city
reservoir with 20,000 Laud-locked sal-
mon from the State hatchery.

—Ten cents a word I8 now the highest
rate paid for telegraphing {rom one
peiut to auother in this country.

—A pew gevser pasin has been dis-
covered in the Yellowstone Valley, ten
miles south of the petrided forest,

—Fifty thousand dollars a year is ex-
pended by the Bank of England in feed-
| ing its clerks during business hours,

—The entrance ta St. John's harbor
has been nearly closed, it is reported,
by from nine to ten miles of iceberga,

—Petroleam, as a fuel on the locomo-

| tives of Russian railways, is said to be
50 per eent cheaper than coal or wood,

—The United States raise nearly half
of the number of hogs produced in the
world, lown takes the lead with 5,170,
445,

—Tha Paris police arrested about 200
vagabonds in ope haul recently in the
Tuileries Garden and the Louvre
Square.

— Women it appearsarve al a premium
in Washington Territory, $100 being
offered by Cosmopolis for the first wo-
man settier.

—Within the past tweniy-one years
the number of female doctors im the
| United States has increased, nearly
TU00 per cent.

~—The pomber of electors now on the
register in Great Britain is 2 810,144 in
England and Wales, 230,15 in Ireland,
| and 331,264 1n Scotland,

—The total number of separate farms
in the UTnited States is 4 (00 000, and
| their aggregate value is estunated at
nineteen biillon doddars,

—Denver, Col., has a 900 foot arte-
sian well that is saud to vieid water al-
most exactly the same (by analysis) a8
the famous Spa water in Germany.

—It cost §66,228 per mile to build the
Pacitle railromds, The New Mexico
Central has been built at a cost of $24.-
{ 000 per mile. The latter was fully as
difficult to contract and as expensive.

—A telegraphic message at the rate
of from twelve to fourteen words a
minute was recent'y sent over 7000
miles of wire from Loundon to Caleutia.

—New York imports on an average
about 30,(4.0 bushels of bananas a weel,
None come from Florida, which barely
raizes enough for its own consumption.

—Tha Aborigines of the Chatham
Islands dispose of the remains of a de-
ceised fisherman by lashing him fast in
a boat, with a baited line in band, and
sending it adrift to sea.

—The liability of the American peo-
ple for the public debt is §23.40 per cap~
ital; at the end of the war it was $78.
25: the 1nterest Jiability 8 ninety-five
cents, as against §4 20 in 1865,

—A company of Englishmen and
Scotchmen have bought 25 000 acres of
minersl land near Chattanooga, Tenan,,
and will put up two blast furnaces,
with a capacity of 250 tons a day.

—It is said that in the Mesilla Valley
in New Mexico apple trees bear the
second year after plauting, peaches the
second year from the seed and grapes
the third year.

—A sawflsh was captured near Jack-
sonville, Florida, a few days ago,
measuring 14 feet in length, with asaw
three feet three inches long and about
seven inches wide.

'_Aadmla ge megﬁdhot disp\P*rﬁnz of
the de, et ¥y Lhe

who, matemf:: burying the remains a
deceased persons, aliow them to be de-
veoured by vultures,

—The Duke of Marlborough has
offered to let the National Gallery have
twelve of the Blenheim pictures for
$2,000,090. The Raphael and the Ru-
Lens “family picture' are incinded.

—London has seventy-six guilds en-
dowed by wealthy benefactor for the
benefit of different trades, and their
trust property alone yields an income of
ons millon dollars annually,

—Sugar, which is the chief stapla of
Louisiana, employs in that it is
estimated, ninety million dollars of
capital, and is the almost exclusive sup-
pert of four hundred thousand people.

National Library of Paris includes 92.-
000 volumes, either bound in boards or
portfolios, as well as 144,000 medals
all periods, both French and Fureign.

~Word eomes from Los Angeles, Cal.,
of a terrible destruction of fruit by lin-
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