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NO. 1.

The Two Mystorics,

We ktow not whiat it ta, d 1
iow et ‘1”1.. tis, dear, this sleep so
lhe foided Lands, the awfal calm,
_cheek 80 pals and ebill,
ibe Lids that will not lifs agalo, though we
may call and eall,
e white solitude of peage that
ve8 OVer Adl.

We know not what it means, dear, this de-
olate beart-paln,

Lhe <read to take our dally way and walk
in it .

» what sphere the loved who

g0

Nar why we'rn left to w
wiy we do not know,

*AVEe us

ndsr still, nor

this wa koow; our loved and lost, if
S i eoms this day,

1l msk us, What is Life?

us could say,

L A raystery as deep asdeath can ever
be
Yit, ob, how sweet it ia to as, thia life we
1 | S
1 mig thosa vanished ones,

thanzht,

Bo 1 mioved, though we
W juick, this wmys-
il i e w 1, the mystary
At
The cbild who enters life me#s not with
. e 0 nte
-3 Loss who eufer death must go as little
Llidsen
Nothiog is known, Lut [ be ve that God
¥ A
And an life Is 0 the living so death is to
vl
VRTINS
\ CHOIR-SINGER.

Fhers are two sldes o every guestion,
a8 the best of reason demonstrales; but
Marle Mrot, try as she might, could
tind only one side to Lhe question of her
sugagement to =vdney Worth; and

noately for the lover, was

bis part, being a man,
to take in ail the
s, and yet
rwatt Masie®s decision with

i a canse m
pay of a brown-

wwng  his hope of all
whiles he smoked his

[ 2 N 34 nesa

cigur und taKed

world as asual,

“Tuke n week, on'y a week, For calm
consideration,” he had beggad her, and

| to enhanece her calm-
tters of urgent ’Jh'-l‘luf.

s hurnssed and worried
a state almost of resent-

m her much of Lthe
livr al action. It
iglit against, and
r W neCcessary  Ormness,
i\f e had

thrown himse!l!

completely amd belplessly on her mercy,

ghie W l . I 11t Soubly hard to

wring i her ided relusal;

ut sh i Luave v it, all Lthe
sane,

Wh letter came st last, poor
Svdpev kil the duagger before e re-
(‘g-:\'-‘ 5 % sbh—that s, he Kissad ber
handwriting, and very likely a
few mon er dropped a4 tear or
two n Lhe spot. Bul the letter

| put away, as sach let-
el poor and broken
f ed and pat away all over
every day, and
s businass aaton-
at the heavy

are b
the world
2y went al
amd mi i
it of his disappointoent.
ha davs and years

H tils Jesk and made mooey,
ng in her church and gave
. losing lier youthful
rhiat, | gaining always
altractiveness. She and
Syduey metl octasic lly as friends, and
his eves stlil told the same old story
that was npow forbudden
expression, Asfor Miss Pirot, she met
the usuu! expertence that falls Lo the

to-day aud

In grace

ot of talented and gracious women.
She had hosts of male friends, quite an
array of sdwarers, and always one or
two anlent lovers who were much In
the satoe case as Sydoney himsell—for
it wo seem even Lo the most inter-

eatedd obwrver that Miss [Mirot’s being,
musicsl and harwonious as it was, haa
pever yet respouded to the muster-
It —the chord of lovel

cbord of &

But at when the Kkeynote ol
Maile's des was struck, and s
flood of melody came pouaring into her

life llke an overwhelming tide, neither
the alto on one side of her, nor the bass
on the other, nor even the Oorganist,
¥y CUrumm, who was her bosom
friend, guessed thal anything unusaal
bad happened,

Jillcame about in this very common-
place wuy. Old Brande, the regular
tenor, wias absent, for the Orst time In
seven veucs, for the Tuesday night re-
hearsal. Tie cbhoir bad assembled, and
stood about, walling and wondenog,
and conflerring on Mr. Drande’s posi-
tion apart from all other teuors on
record by the geoulne surprise at his
delinque=cy, when there came suddenly
up whe cholr staircase a tall and alim
g muan, very fair, with plenty of
Howing Isonde halr that hung in stu-
dent fashon on his broad white collar.
He spoke wiln & foreign accent, in a
musicai woloe, addressing Miss
t, who Lappensd to De nearest o

a8 Le approached the organ,

Brandt has sent me (o slug—
y much ill for this night, and
Bat ir it

] "

he fs toc
also for Sunday, be thinks,
4 pleaming, 1 sing his part for al

Misa Firot only bowed and smiled,
but did pot speak. There was good
reason for her silence. She had fallen
in love with this young man, of whose
existence she had been aware three
seconds! 1t 15 not Lo be wondered at
that, in the coufusion of her senses,
she bad, for the moment, misiald bher
yoioe,

“So very glad,” said Luey Crumm,
all gnimation, and reassured on the
score of the gquarteite; *‘but so very
sorry to bear Mr. Brunde wiil. Notb-
ing serious, I hope? We wers just
wondering bow we should mapage.
You read, I suppose? Mr, Alken, will
you please band—thacks. We in-
tended to relieurse the quartette, All
along here is Mr, Brande's part—the
tenor's; the bass comes in next below;
but, of course, you understand "

“Oh, yea—yes, ™

He was already humming through
the bare «f the music she had placed
in his haad, like one sure of ms ground,

piss Piroti™

Miss TIlirot started wvisably, then
walked over quickly to her place, with
a heightened coler. When had she
ever before needed a summons to duty?
No one appeared o notice her embar-
rassment. for ull eves were now fixed
on the open btook,and Miss Crumm’s
strong fingers were pressing the keys

- - L - -

“Of course I shall be giad when dear
old Brande is well enough to come
back agaln, but I shall awfully bate to
Jose W hat's-his-name?” Miss Crumm

the |

ore sub-
!mu::. when the

went on; |

was observing, lesning on Miss Pirot's ] opera after the second act, and havingT went away last Wednesday morning—

Aarm, as they cams down the choir-

steps one lovely Sunday morning, hav- |
ing sung themselves into heaven for a
while on Haydn's exquisite strains.
“Wayzel—Wetzel? how do you pro-|
nounce it? His first name is Gustave |
—isn’t It pretiv? and such a wolee! |
Dear me, I grudge to let him go! Don't
your"

n."u.'l

“Do you know, I think he has rather
& struggle to get along. Mausicians
usually have; but, then, being a single
man, he cught to be able to manaze.”

**Are you sure he s a single man®"
Miss Pirot asked, in an airy tone.

“*Oh, yea, At least, of course, I did
not ask him point blank, but 1 said to
him, jokingly, that if he inteuded to |
advance ln musle, it was lucky he had |
no wife to hold bim back; and he said, |
“Yea it was lucky.” Oh, he must be

| single; but then, he Ia very young. He

1s only 24.7

Muarie sighed, but said nothing. She
was 283 with a beart that had just
learned to thrab like the heart of 18,

The scale of fortune, we are toid, Is |
often turnad by a feather, and tnis pro-
position was very foreitly demonstrated
for Marie Pirot, one windy autumno
evening, not long afierwards, as the
little choir-group came inlo tne street
together. She was walking with Lucy |
Crumm, a8 usual, and behind them,

| arm in-arm, came the buss and tenor

| pight and

(M.sa Roberts, the alto, had said good-
gone off in the opposite
direction with her little brother); Miss

| Pirol was listening with ber ears to the
| voice beside her, and with her soul to

the woice behund her, when suddenly
away on the wings of the wind went
her long brown feather, wreénched from

fits fastenings on her juunty hat; away

|
\

f but the tenor durted Ly her
hearoie |

away, careering and whirling out of
sight like a living creature that had
found all at once the [reedom of its
wings, Marle uttered a little half-
laughing cry, and siarted on the chase,
like a
fash, and soon distanced ler, as the
feather distanced bim. Marie did not
slacken her pace, however, and as a
feather was at last |

| captured, they found themselvea face

-

aud walked about the |

| that

to face, laughing breathless, under a |
street-lamp, and more than = block
ahead of Mr, Alken and Miss Crumm.
What more natural than that the]"
shiould walk on together, slowly, or
Mr. Wetzel, seeing her out of
breath from his late exercise, should
offer her his arm? Toere seemed no

| valid reason why they should dissolve

this plessant companionship wheua the
other two caught up with them; and
from this time, instead of putting the
ladies in the street car at Twenty-
third street, Mr. Aiken walked with

| Miss Crumm to her home in Twenty-

hopes |

of all other |

|

Wetzal
with

walked]
Marie

ffth street, and Mr.
all the wav across town
irot.

- - - . -

It was a wretched night; the rain
fell in torrents, a chnlly wind was blow-
ing, the streets were wel and diamal,
and Marie Plrot was walking under an
nmbrella with Gustave Wetzel and
eclinging fond!y to his arm. The rain
was blicding her sowewhat, but her
tears wera blinding Ler still more—
furtive, bitter tears, such as wowen |
often weep, unknown Lo all the world,
The crowded street cars passed them
every minute or two, but Marie hLad
refused to ride, '1his was the last time
they would ever walk togetlor—the
last of many, many timea. & could
not affond to shorten these few sad
moments of parting and farewell. He
had come to the cholr thai evening |
ouly to tell them that he had been sud-
denly called back to Germany and must
sail in the morning; but he had stald
and sang over with Maurie some of the
old duets, and now they were walking
home together, slowly, through all the |
storm, by the way they bad learned to
know so well

At first few words were spoken be-

| tween them. Marie felt on'y the un-|

reasoning love, the delight of contact, |
the bliss of this dual solitude, encircled |
by rain and storm and darkness. To|
her it mattered little what they said or [
where they went, so that th 'y were to-
gether: and lo-morrow was pushed as
far from her horizon as if it were
twenty years away. Bat all the truth
came back on her like a shock when
Gustave's voioe sald:

*] must thank you, Miss Firot, for
the kindoess you have given to me
alwaysi—to me, a stranger; [ shall often
think of your loveiy volce when I am
far away.”

““We have indeed had pleasant
times,** she answered, bravely and |
cleariy, after a moment’s pause. *“But

why need you go if you have been— |
happy—here? Ah, you—vou have not |
many regrets. You are glad, I think?" |

“Indesd Iam glad,” and glad his
face looked —excited and eager. *‘IL s
a grand opportunity that now offers. |
You can understand, if one bas been
planming long, and wailing, that one
might be glad to see fulflilment near.”

“Yes ' gald Marie. That one word
only, and 1 her voice was Lhe husii-
ness that comes with tears

“Ah, well, I see my way now, clear,™
he continued, gayly and brightiy. All
uncuuscious of the mute tragedy that
went on beside him, e poured out the
story of his disappointmments in the

{ pust—of his plans and visions for the

future. Marie listened silently. It
seemed each mowment that the ide of

| ber emotion must buist all bonds and

| patare, its womanly diguity aod pride

carry with it the fine reserve Gf her

<he called up all be: strength at last,
a desperate eflorl,
m“i mi:xest leave you hers,’ she said,
stopping suddenly at a corner, B G &
have soms business to do—I will say |
good night and good-bye. 1 Lope you
may have a pleasant journey." |
“Bat surely uot! I cannotieava you
in this storm. Leét me escort you where
you wish to go—8o0 dark, apd such n1
nl‘n: have my own umbrella here."”
She ralsed it as she spoke. “Thank
you, very, very much, but l_‘prtl'er to
go alone. And you koow, smiling
strangely at bim, **I shall have to do
without vour escort altogetber nl’te'l"
this. You have been more kind—
She broke off suddenly, and bausied
herself with the fasteniug of Ler clo-f';
then held out her hand. *‘‘Grood-byel
said, abruptly.
msﬁwd—hye. Pl;lma' Pirot, If it must be
so—it you wish it.’ i
‘{‘)lh,yu. Parting, I think, should
never be prolonged. 1 hope you will
have a good voyage. 1 hope you will
be aslways bappy. Good-bye, Gus-

L)
4 But Marie had wrenched ber hand
from his and was gooe, & dark, burry-
ing shape, down the lghted, ralo-
...}M

| if you wish it, we can be eazaged. You
Sydoey, and be |

e orth had come outof 108

buttoped his loog robber coat to the

chin, was scudding up Fourteenth

street in an element defying humor,

when thils word burst from his lips, in

a tope of amazement, Marie Pirot had

just passed hlm on the crossing at |
Fourth avenue; a sudden backward tilt |
of her umbrella had shown him har[
face plainly, pale and strange, with that

absorbed, unseeing look that mental l
suffering gives. Her swift step fal-

tered an iostant at the sound of his|
v-_:;ce, and at that instant be was by her |
side,

]l knew I could not be mistazen,” |
he sald, breathless'y; **but you of all|
people. and at this hour! What in the
world brings youinto this region?”

He is bolding her hand in his warm, |
friendly clasp, and looking down |
seatchingly at her half-averted face.

“Oh, 1 was walkinug away from the
furies,”™ she said, lrying to speak |
lightly; **but they bave come with me. |
I think [ really did not know where 1|
was golng. 1 only wanted to walk. |
Did you ever have that feeling. Syd-
ney, that you were (20 unhappy to be
quiet?*

“She asks me Il [ have ever had that
feeling. Al, Marie, Lthere are few
feelings, born of urhappiness, that 1
have not had, Yoo ought 1o koow
that, my dear.’”

*But —but tley pass away some
tima_ don't they?' she usked wistfully.
“Peopie can't go on suffering —some
change, some rellef, must come.”

“I don*t know, he answered, with a
long sigh. “‘Perhaps. I have not
found 1t yer,”

“Oh, Sydoey,” she sald, passionate-
Iy, with a wild burst of tears. *‘Sydney,
Sydoey!™ She laid her cheek on Lis
shoulder, sobbing like n eluid.

He had taken the umbrella from her |
hand, and held ita shelter between |
them and passers-by. Sydney’s know!l-
elge of suffering had made Lim very
tender toward the pain of others. He |
allowed his companion to wesp unques-
tioned, patting genlly from time to Lime
the little guiveriag fingers that clutched
his arm.

“How good

you ugel’” she stam-

mered, whispeningly, at length, **0Oh,
Sydney, how could you forgive me—

bow could youa ever look at me again,
if I have made yvou sulfer—Ilike this?
I never knew it could be so terrible! 1
did not dream of what you feit when |
we parted; you were so noble and so
good. Yoo never made me understand |
how cruel— (M, and you bove it all?

1 can pity you now?""

*“Yes, dear,’" he said, tenderly. *1
am giad to hiear you say that. 1 am |
glad yon have, at last, some pily to |
give me ™"

O, but you do not need any more |

Surely you caunol still care as you
us¢d to—""

Oh, hush!" Syduey Intertupted,
very gently, “*Hush, my dear! hu-:ln“

Mariel \'UI.I
my love
Or pass away
years, "’

“And do you love me
now—as you did theny'”

“Always—alwaysl"

“Buat if I should tell you that I had
thrown my hearl away, unasked, un
sought—oh, =0 hopelessiy, so vainly, |

understood
it could change
few wonths or |

have never
if vou think
in a

this minute,

and if I should say to you, *Will you |

take my promise to e your wifa —ah,
not soon, but some time, when [ am a
better and happier woman?' — if 1 |
should a<k you to accept the poor ser-
vice of my iife und let wme try to Jove
vou-——would that atone s little for the
pain and trouble of the pasi?'™

“(Oh, Marie, you Jdo not mean it?”
His grasp tightened on her Gogers.
“Do you think what you are saying?”

SYes, yea, sesl—if vou will take my
poor hali-broken heart—but not yetl™”
she checked herself, pitecusly. b |
could not love you yel—Dbye-and-hya it |
all may come rght., Aod, meanwhile,

must slay near me,
good to ma, Ob, help me?—help me
to live. You kvow how hard it Is— |
how mposasible it seems that joy or
hope can ever coms azaln!™

“You have given joy and hope to
me, I know,”” he sald, in & low, hapoy
volce. I am willing t2 wail for love
—as long as ever you like; darling, for |
it is sure to comel™

“But think—oh, Fate is sirange!—
think: if I had not met youl™ Marie

| leaned more closely on his arm.

“Fate knows what she I8 about,™ |
Sydney answered; smiling down al the
earpest, pale face. **You were obilged
to meet pe.  Uonder the circamstances
pothilng else could have happened ™

Fate did know what she was aboot,
as sbhe usually does, If munds Onite
cou'd but compuss ber intinite plaos
A few days later brought to Sydney
Worth the unexpected fullllment of a
hope that be Lad patiently placed a
long way off jn the future—the full
be-towal of Marie Purot’s love,

They were driving through the park
in & brilliant October sunset, and Syd-
pey had been talking brightly of wari- |
ous matters of iuterest, when he threw |
his head back with a short laugh, and
said, In a kind of triuvmphant tope:

“Well, 1 was pleased to-dav, Mane.
You remember that fellow I 1old you of
that had defaultel from our oflce with |
a lot of money last week?"

“No,” said Marie, vaguely. *Did
you teil me?"

“Cume to think of it, I dido't,” |
said Sydnev, smiling. *“*That's so, I
wus afraid 1t might annoy you. Well, |
it'sall right now. They've got him—

i at least, not him, for he gave them the

alip at Lhe last moment; but the money’s |
sate. He took away 37,000 ana we've |

| recovered all but $300; that he spent.

[ tell you we've been lucky, and so‘
has he. It's a curious thing,”” pursued

| Sydney, thouyghtfully; “but—I'm aw- |

fully giad the scamp escaped.”

“Glad?” repeated Marie, solemnly.
*Oh, why¥ He will be sure to victimlze
olher poor people.””

“Other rich people,” sald Sydney,
correctingly. **Of course hs will, for
it tarns out that be Is a reguisr coufl
dence man; but you have no idea bhow
much I liked him. We all did, He
came 1o us sbout six months ago, and
said be had just arrived 1n the couulry,
and was quite friendless. Well, the
firm took him on trust actually. He
had gotten himself up like a German
student—loug bair and broken English,
and hebad the loveliest temor voicel
Old Bond wss fairly infatuated with
this paragon. It was Wetzel here and
Wetzel there—""

" Whati"” Marie grasped Sydney’s
arm with both her hands,

“My dear girfll”” He reigned In the
horse, and looking dowan at bher white
face 1n amazement. ““What is the
matler?”

siWetzel was his name?—and be
went swayP—when?—when?” she de-

harriediy.,
+wetzel was the name hg

| your darned coal,

| third floor.”

His
real pame1s Wallace, I bell He

the day after I met you in the rain."’

“That—was—the—man,” she saiq, |Glimpses ot Loaflng Life

in a low, breathiess volece. She un-
clasped her hands from Sydney’s arm,
and vressed them over her face.

“The man? What msan?"” Sydney

stared quite wildly as he asked the |

question.

*“Oh, the hero of my romance!’ sald
Marie—slowly and bitteriy—*‘the sino-
ger I fell in love with. You did not
want to know of my secrel; you must
know it now! That was the man!"

*WhoP—young Wetzel? Why, where
on earth, how on earth, did you come |
to be acqualnted with him?”

““He sang with me for nearly three
months in the choir?" |
“Oh, I seel And you f=ii in love

with his volee—no wonderi'"

“I dido’t!” she said, miserably;
*“there might have been some excusa
for that. [ had vever heard his volce
when—I fell in love—ah, not with Lim!
with a dream, 8 fancy! Coald I bave
borne to look on his face, even, much

| less love bim, if I had known what |

know now?"

*“*Well, then, the comfort is that you
did npot love him, after all," said Syd-
ney, cheeringly. “‘He only thought
you did. |

“*No, no, no!"” she returned, vehe-
mently. *‘Ile neverthouzhti—he never |
dreamed—Oh, 1 could lie down here
and die this minute—""

“Oh, not herel® said Sydney, depre-
catingly. **Noone could dis comfort-
ably in a buggy. “You'd walt until I
ook you home, I know.*"

Hut Marie did not smile,

“1Tow contemptible I am!’ she said
slowly, with bLitter emphasis, “How I
bave fallen forever iu my own estesm!
To turn away {rom 2 noble, generous
nature like yours—a love that any
woman might be bouored in accepting.
Ssdney, I deserve your hate and
scornl”

“1'm being pratsed, iL seema* said
Svdney, calmly. *Quite right; all the |
same, | can’t hear my wife abused,
And look here, Marle, 1'm glad vou did
maxe such an awfully foolish milstake,
becausa if you hadu’t you never woald
have come to me.""

**Ch, do you really think so, Syd-
nev.” she said, blushung beautifully. |
“Then I am glad, t0o.” |

The Romance of Wedded Life.

**James, dear, will you bring me up
& hod of coal from the gellary™ sald a
busy wife,

“That’s just the way with you™

suid Jumes, with a black frown, as he | only to empty it unfouched.

put down his book and rose up from
the lounge,

**Just the way with me?*"

“Yes," he suapped.
vou see me enjoying myself, you have
some clhore or anoilizr for me to do.
Ddn’t you see I was absorbed 1o my
reading?n

“Weil, dear, I will do 1t myseif.””

“Yes, aud tell everybody, your
mother espacially, that you have to
carry your own coal up from the cellar.
No, I'il do it. Let me
place. ”?

Hevealed
in New York Strews

In a etreet in Boston, through which
I pass daily some old bulldings were
recently torn down., A plank cause-
way was built over the sidewalk while

| the cellar was belng excavated. Foul

' look back.,

weather or falr this bridge would be

| packed with id'ers until one had often
| to take the other side of the way In de

spair of torecing a passage. There was
nothing to ba s#en at best but a lot of
Irishmen and Italians digging dirt and
weary cart-borses baullng It awav, In
wet weather the work was suspeaded.
But in the wettest weather, when the

raln was pouring in pailfuls, the bridge |

would still bave its unresting force col-
lected, in a triple rank of wide-eyed

stupldity, lmmersed in the absorblug |

employment of locking at some muddy
puddies down in a pit, One streaming
morning, when the icy raln was freez-
ing as it fell, I asked & man whoss
overcoat had been turned into a sheet
of mall by the congealing downpour,
what be was looking at so enrunest'y,
He replied, in a hoarse and awlul tone
of volce, nodding at the pit the while
*“They're diggin® a sullar,”
“Well,” said I, *what if they are?”
*It's too wet for "em Lo work,™ he
responded irrelevantly, but solemnly.
It was not too wet for him to remaln

'on guard over the deserted digging,

though, and 1 Jeft him, one of many
who were gradually stiffening ioto icy
petrifaction for the pleasure of dolug

| nothing, or not beinsg called upon to

think while they were doing it,

I have a friend of the clubs—as mad
a wag as ever lived wheu the humor of
his before-dinner absintlie 1s upon him.
We were crossing a pullic square, one
balmy evening last Spring; 6 o'clock
bal jus. been screeched at us by every
factory whistle within hearing, aud the
sidewalks were aswarm.

1’1l lay vou the dinners,” said my
farceur, “that 1 ecan create a riot here
inside of five minutes.””

He stopped at the public drinking
fountain, and took up the tin-sup that
was chained to it., The passers.by
started a little to ses so elegunt & gen-
tleman stop to drink at 4 common
fount of cheap refreshment. Several
halted, after going on a few paces, to
He filled the eup deliber
ately. The walt ng several hud become
a score, He rmalsed the cup slowly
toward his il;s. The score grew to
fifty, Sudden'y he dashed the water

; into the basin and filled the cup agsin,

By this

| time we were encircled by so many peo- | 12¢tion o my taking the paddie in

ple that they could not be counted, and

| I could hear such observations and in- |
“ A8 goon ae | quiries all around us as:

“He'll driok It this Ume, M
“Bet you the drinks L«
“Must be dirty.”
“*What is it'®’

“Maybe the cup leaks ™
**He must be sowe crank.””
**W hat ails him, anyhow?"?
“Maybe common water 1sn't

don®t.™

B¢ wod

mmark my | €oouzh for him.™

Tuere were also addressed to him,

So he marked the place 1 the book | through this runnoing re of comment,

| at which be had cedased reading and

when he went down (o the cellar,
gramblimg all the way, she picked up
the volume and fouud it was a love
story and that the passage he had
been absorbed In was as follows: **My
darling, when you are my wife I will
shield und protect you frow every cure,
the winds of bheaven eshall not wisit
your face too roughly, thoss pretly
haods shall never be soiled by menlal
tasks, your wish shall be my law, your
bappiness. —*

Just then he reappeared, and dump-
ing the bod on the floor, said: **There’s
Give me my book,”
Is Jufe worth living?

—e

The Story of William Tell.

The oul story of Willlam Tell, his
son and the apple has a sequel in Bos- |
toy that thaesatens to end tragically,
The actors are Sumuer Hollander, aged
13 yeaus, of Somerville, the son of a
promiuent business man of that city,
and s cousmn of 11 years, also pamed
Hollander. Tue elder boy hal a pistol
of small calitre and some cartridges.
He extracted, or thought e did, the
builets fiom some of the carilridges,
Recently the boys undeitook to repro-
duce the anclent Swiss drama, Sum-
ner took the partof Willinm Tell and
the vounger boy thatof the son, with
the apple. The pistol they thought
wouid much better answer Lhe purposs
than & bow and arrow, Wuaen tue
smaller lad had taken position he was
fortunstely stricken with sudden mis-
givings. He turned his Lead to one
side, with the exclama'lon, “'Sappuse
thers should be something in 11,"" just
as his cousin fired. The muvement
saved the fittle fellow instunt deatl, for
a bullet struck him on the right side of
the neck. The wound was serlous,
and the boy’s condition has become
steadily worse, until now his life is
despalred of.

On the Seventh Flour.

A well known Parisian portrait
painter lived once, b fore his [.ne
came, in a common lodging house at an
altitude of seven storics,  Fearing he
could not induce the public to gome so
high, he put up a placard on tve base-
ment of the house: “‘Portralts taken
here. Ouly ten franes, Studio on
' On reaching the third
floor a placand, “*Ten fmnc portraits;
thie studio has been remored to the fifth
floor,” would greet the eye. Alter
much panting and puffing the picture
secker was greeted with “Teu franc
portaits; the studio hus, owing to re-
building of the premises, been tempor-
arily removed to the seventh floor.”
The customer did not mind suffering
more after be bad reachied that period
of ascent, and the artist got lus patron,

gtk nd,

Substitute for the Chestnut Bell.

A Thiladelphia reporter by aceident
had a glimpse of *‘the latest” substi.
tute for the chestnut bell. Standiag
near him, at the corner of Eighth and
Chestnut streets, was a group of men,
one of whom was engaged iu splnoing
a yarp, ana a shout of laughter, fol-
lowed immediately by a gquery of
““Where d'ye get it?” attracted his at-
tentlon just in time for him to seea
portion of an lanoceul, respectable
looking necktie worn by one of them
slip back into its proper position and
thus cover & card upon wlich 1s in-
scribad: * Yeu t2]l il nice’ or auyother

them being sold with the tie.

boarse, speak as litile as
e il e b oo
may
DI = S o e

produced.

many more or less fiisndly and disin-
terested suegestions and instructions,
like—

“Wrench the cup out,” from a
motherly fat woman. poking her ume-
brella st hun,

“Have a stick in it,*" by a man with
a shuiny black hat and a stiny red
noye

*‘Tell the waiter to open auother bot- |

tle. ™

This =ally, which proceaded from &
young wsn Ia cross-barred
willi a very largs und massive cane,
which be carried like a vardstick, was
Latled with such appleuse that a park

| policeman foand himsell culled upou to
interfere, whereupon wy friend hurled

the cup lato Lthe fasln with an expres-
sion of the face ind cative of great dis-
gust and loathlug, aud sboved his way
out of the crowd as quickly as be
could. We couyld hear the roar of yoi-
ces and the sharp rapping of the police-
man’s cilub wien Le turned into the
restaurant, a block and more away;
and 1 learned by the papers the next
day that the shiny red nose aud the
shiny bluek Lat slept in a statiop-house
cell oo a geaeral cuarge of disorderly
conduct and the utterance of muirdeous
Lhredtls against some persenl Or persons
noknown,

Fecundity of Fishes.

Fishes produce so many eggs that if
vast numbers of the latter aud of the
lishes themseives were not countinually
destroyed, these antiuals would finally
fill up all the waters, For example,
man sonually takes 60 000 000 er Tu,-
00U, 000 codiish from Lhe sea around the
shores of Newfouudlund, But
that quantity seems small when we
consider that each cod yields about
45,000,000 eggs each season, and that

‘8,000,000 have been found iu the rce of

8 singie cod. Were the 60,000, X0 cod
taken on the coast of Newl undland
left to Lreed, the 30,000,000 females
prodacing 5,000,000 eges every year, 1t
would give & yearly addition of 150,-
000 00 000,000 young codfish. Otber
fish, though not equaling the cod, are
wonderfully productive, A lhening
weighing six or seven ounces is prowvi-
ded with about 30000 eggs. After
making all reasouable allowances for
the destruction of eggs and the youog,
it has bLeen calcuiated that in three
years a single pair of herrings would
produce 134,000,000, Buffon calcula-
ted that If a palr of Lerrings could be
leit to breed and mulliply undisturbed,
for a period of twen!y-yvears, they would
¥ield au amount of fsh equal in buik to
the globe on whicl: we live.

The Verry Essence of the World,

“*Men will pralse thee when thou
doest well to thysell." Politics, relig-
jon and sccial life, us they generally
exist, are all anlmmated with this same
principal; everybody expects, as 13 ex-
pected, to do the best for bimsellf.
Children are educated to look after
thelr own interests; men go into busi-
pess to secure a fortune for themselves;
people build & church or a mssion to
gecare the interests of the denomina-
tion to which they belong; nations go
to war iu order o exalt themselves, or
to attain territory, or cowmsmereial ad-
vaptages for themselves, Again, men
enter Into an argument to prove them-
selves in the right; they play a game to
show therr skill; they furnish a house to
secure thayr comfort; they pray to God
to ease (acir consclence; and, from frst
to last, self i3 the objectofall, In a
little country town, the squire cannot
dine with the merchant, nor the mer-
chbant with the shopkeeper. nor the
shopkeeper with the dressmaker nor
the dressmaker with tbe servant, nor

~Touseds, |

even |

1
] A RACE FOR LIFE [.\a-\v.-r Too I'Al;:‘_,‘:“ﬁ:".u-’“u O1d Maid's | NEWS IN BRIEF.
| | e =
Chased by Indians Through the Miss Simpkins had fallen in love —There are not mwore thun 150,000
| Rapids. with ber lodger, there was no use Jde- |Quakers In Amernca
| —_— nying it. She was no longer young, | —Uhe Czar of Russia 13 bullding &
|  When I went into the Indian ‘Terri. | Put there were times when she i, |castle near Kasha in F L
tory, in 1818, I lived with an old sc- d’far.old soul, that a min in tke house —Mr. Coates. the owner the cut-
quaintance by the name of Green, who | "0 d be & great protection, ter Marjor & lus Loaght Thistle.
had settied on Mauson’s River. Green .M‘r. Jenkins was a ret l.r‘d. .f-n.?_n.rr | —A stronz ¢ being made fn
| bad & wife and one of the most Inter- | Defebant just turved Ofty. A flue- |y n40n aguinst extravagance in fun-
esting little six-year-old girls 1 ever i:‘:ﬁqﬁ:ﬂﬁ:d{fh&:ﬁ"; ";‘,";“r“‘:"“ erals.

~ > Baoa e T b 3 I il BL ¥ ould never - - _— B =
?K.‘tt.l:r;:‘t[;:;r;_t treated me just like one have tmagined but that it really ‘l,-.-- -!m;} :;md-n 15 L,,.,i_‘. rted :".‘t‘:‘

At that time the Indians were all | 'OPEed t‘l’ "“' l"'"g‘;; He, tao, felt & |,/ vie factory, '
around us, snd oue day we received | BTOW NE love for n'.i'?\'llllpk.l'ji. i McCullough's w who

| the alarming news that a gang was on 0'}" SRy DS chme SFEGHT 10 the-pint. | re Lied at | &ft an
the rampage, and having massacred L lias struck me, he axid, “thats estate valued at 5

| several fumilies up the river, were com- | by o 0 of your p ey i | —The Republic of St and elects
ing down in & cance to serve us in the | o Jou ever In love? & Pre ) ; o
same manner. No, never,” she .mf-?\--rz-i!_-, then, > _

We made up our minds that the only suddeunly cn'rn'-c ing herself, *“I'hat is, LhRievia

| way to escape was by water,and fifteen L E'_"aa“'.‘l 1“_’”‘ T o b
| minutes after receiving the alurm the = DL‘;I‘,I ey ‘lh.:;, said Jeremiah, |
| four of us, in a light canoe, were speed ”"" ' sgs:er.x] dexterous and =i :
| ing down the stream. We had scarcely | [€71048 twists, had managed to Qraw | R
shoved off when a wild whoop struck if:s c.n.ts_r ‘nh:)!!gﬂuhf thal of Miss &s.u.;.; !
‘uur ears, and turning we saw the Ip- | <iBS—"'dou’t say that, rh thers not e
disn canos in sight. Theyv bad dis- | O%¢ Pperson you could fnd & warm |
|covered us and determined that we | P/2C8 in your heart for?
| should not elude them. *Ye—es—no, no, I wean!’ she re- \ Y Was
| 1 never saw Green use the oar with ph?:'l,' in c"“r?smn‘ YOS | Tayl 2
| such skill. He had seen enough of Io- But lm l'a‘(—. In less e -
diansto nnderstand that It was now a | o0t she was in the embrace of her v ' 1 1he
case of life and death, and with bis ude.n!: lover. e Miandan clief to his na I ans re-
| wife and only child depending upon his At first she resisued. SR [lurned. The journey was performed
exertions, It need not be suid that *rio-«lllnw dare you, Mr. Jeukins?"' ghe |m 101 days
every particle of strength and skil]l that | © y ] . —The *‘Great Sha' is the name of
lie posse: WM were peeded and put into But in “mmf" instant she had r“‘"‘n,'! the Intest gold il W ,"", -
oty her arms ta place them around Jerry's pany in Loodon. The : S '1"l i
Every moment or two the Indians neck. - i S be in South Afr =
1_ uttered one of thelr frightful yells—s> & B?t"'{'l_" res:_s..t«ns r"l""__fn‘i_‘(wl of I
| frightful, indehd, that the little girl | PI3cing her armos around his neck her ytan 3
began erying through terror. :m‘fe_ﬁ grazed his ears and touched the T -

Deapite the utmost exertions of |“VTIE of the loimitable wig. -

| Green, the savages gained steadily upon The next moment her lover had

| us, & fact which was as apparent to dashied madly from the room overcoma ]
them as to wus, and which their re- by tue fact that Lis lady love stouid = gt

| peated yells were intended to signalize. | U8V ~ discovered lhis unfortunate !“- - i

| When we embarked in our canoe I | 3carcity of hair.  Miss  Simpking | '

| don't think elther of us thought of the |Tiuted. " . L. ntippa
rapids below. We started in such Poor Jenkins had sought consolation ut e
haste that we had little time to think | With his friend Hamry Dakins, at May- | Spesne

| of anything except us to how we could | Prook Villa, fifty miles away, over- | vt

| get away as speedily as possible, But | CUme with shame, ilf- wis really in | - tiia
when the roar begun to rise in our ears | 10Ve with the litile u_:d maid and le e Ecls. we

| my friend looked inguiringly at me. 1 | DOW believed she would pever forgive vudy ex

| nodded my Lead, him. - 1

“The best thing that could be for Miss Simpkins, dear soul, soon re-
us. " covered, and thoughl couly of findl -

1 offered to take the paddle several | DT lover aud making it all up ag
times, but he was not willing, The | LEe SSrvial aunounece to her in 3 ihaiit 4
changing of places would involve a |3Werto an inquiry, thiat Mr. Jenkios | i She

| moment or two of delay, and there was | ad disappeared from the house, bag W
| no time for that. However, as we ap- | 204 baggage,
| proscued the rapids, I conld see that Le When Miss Simpkins heanl this news ; "
| was a little uneasy, aud he made noob. | 5€ went up 1o ber room and wept. 1ty
Y¢a, the old maid who had not cried in b T
hsnd. years found solace lu tears. =he had e

Our hopes now centered upon the ins ! been allowed to sip from the cup of g e 1
ability of our enejnies to guide their | PApplness, when it was rudely dushed | ey
| craft thirough tuese rapids, There was | [fom her lips, _ (o
| no question but that the Indiuns could | But the grief ontwardly quickly van- | et
| manage their canoe with a skill equal, | Shed; of the grief inwardly we deai not i VORY
| if not superior, to that with which we | With i = nE dinlis
controlied ours; but in golng through | Her mind was now beut " i S
this dangerous jlace there wera pe covertog ber lost lover;and she ‘ =~ e
w »h mght en ¥ “!‘::] wieck the most | Plan which seewed most : .\-_ ? = “_‘L
skilful of thelr number, us many of | Succeed. It was this: She = s S
tham were hidden. | Jenkina was a poli salan
‘ Jefore 1 attempted to shoot these | tire habit of readiu
rapids 1 Lad spent ssvernl hours in sar- | Simpkins distinetly b b
veying them frow the shore, 4 proceed- { bolicing the advertisement: o
| g Whi *h, 1 mio well tistied, proved | frout columus, n which sonse . = " ...,
my salvation in the oit ufterward | eorresponded, and others, who had [fHH 1 U
1 performed, | fost or rundway friends, desired or en 4
| I steered straight for the rapids. As |lced thew to come howme upon seeing | M NI RS
we neared them the roar became deuf- | the advertissmont, e : . .
ening, the ruist filled Lhe air and the 2is4 Simpkin's plan was to adver- | ‘,', ' FOY » !
sight of the j sing, lasting waters rl,l.'ﬂ.: for bis [(Mr. Jeakin's) return in [ 5704
was 80 appull t Mrs. Green cov- | the manner stated, Withoul hesita- | =5 g
ered Ler face to shut out the dreadful |HOR or losing nuy time Miss Muartha | 2750 ;
sight, and the futher was compelled to | Went direct to the office of the T
grasp Lis shrieking little girl, wio was ;a.-u_I handed in bher adv ertisement. | e . ]
falily wild 5T the sigit. I'he second moruing after it appearad | b . : el

Tbe canoe dapced and spuu around |8 prink. = e = -
llke an ega-shell, and the Llinding mist How anxiously she waited for some | : .'.
80 covered us and the forming waters |Klod of answerl She expected every o e
s0 surrounded us that more than once | WOment 1o see a leiegram saying be =t iy :

I feared it was all over with us} but [ | wWas on his way Lo rejoin ber, Bul n Mo

guided the cavoe with all the coolness E“l" day passed wearily, A i : 3 <

| could summon and, thanks to Provi- | was Leard of Mr. Jenkis oty T =
dence, we stortly reached the compar- | Fhius & fortnight a L r I

atively caliner water below [ Simpkins  had now al (R Epes

“Dare they fotlow us®" inguired forever the 1dea of her sesing ; i A y i 3l A

| Green. agatn, and her friends remarked that |Vay | u ' . A% n

**Yes; it's too late to retrext. ™ (she scemed quite an altered person | o : v g s

| The ludian canoe was ut this time Since ber lodger lelL | A: l =% = o
| close on Lo the rapids, and wnxiously | As for Mr, ey, JIATES A B
walching their movements | saw the  Bood-patured efl Lie —A Y= . e
| occupauts stop using the paddles, while | >==med always un H | W wilhon
one of their number tock his position | Lappy. 8 ' - &F
10 the stero. | **Whalever 15 the matter with you, |2 8 i SR

“That looks as though %+ understood | Jerry?” Hurry would ask. -‘Cun you , IR : - 1
it, I remarked, as I ceased paadling, | BOt confide in me, your oldest friendl” ju H - e
and we ull gazed back st them. | But Mr, Jenkins would only shake [audex !

So it proved. The savage soon de- | D head. g 1
monstrated that bg had been tbhrough In his aoxiety he had entirely for- fo e 2 .
th s chaunel before. He followed pre- | gouten his favorite uewspaper. Oue el Ulia 5 g
cisély the course | had taken, and | day, however, he bethought hilm of | L B
which was the only one offered the |#and at once dispatched a servaot to —The M
least chanoce of salaty, | buy one, N iy i i

*There is only oue who can bring | ILJ/silessly he turned the pages over |.eld Ams Wi
them iill’uilgh.“ 1 added, “aud Le woat Lil presently he found himseli glanc- W Lis
be there long!™ | ing at the front columns, i Wi

| 1 held my rifle untll sure of wy aAix | Suddenly Le gave a convuisive start, | ! : i
and then fired. The Indian who held “*Head that paragraph alood,” Le | te !

Il'.!ll: guuding oar uttered a shriek that | exelulmed, *‘then 1 sbiall e assured | r o1 A r

sounded far above the roar of the |that I am not madl” | ALy ¢ i

| rapnds, and springing several fest 1n | Wonderngly Harry took up the paper | ) v } Ly
the mir, disappeared in the fonming | 8nd rewd: | i Wias
abyss of waters. . I DEAR J——mn: Return at once to ’ " " declar

The canoe, left without 8 controlilng | your aflicted Murtha. No cffence - ! ma
power, “‘3-‘; seen to spin around as if | tuken. AL S, wile
in tie maelstrom, and thea, striking a | ... |: —A it t L IOt
fragment of pru_n.:cl.:ug rock. was .-li.ﬂ.- | ‘!'ﬂ,f:"" 8ald Mr. Jenkins, aftera | he 1 L ' y.
tered to fragments, the Iudians strug- | P05 " ¥yod 3"“": Jearn: wy secret. s that n s

| gling frantically for life, 20 A pestly. ootiage, Mlssted zrecable to & cha the

I reloaded my gun as guickly as pos- | E“-: r._-_.A.-' .“.{;v “-lrlfy. ..1 dakins, a_,w.,__‘ i fendd
sible, and Green and I managed tosend | [00€=t, Renial couple—Mr. and Mrs s i " o s
& bullet through a ¢ouple of the shaven AREI, .I,‘”"‘? ort lowsd. and. ye- s i’ " 4 off
crowns, which were tossed hither and | 2 otall ty ik .“h') know Vi aud ace won 4 i
thither like corks. The others needed | 3 U4PPY as the day is long. does T
no such treatment. They were so . — RhTest [
muangled by the furious waters that | A Sensible Castom. = : . .

| when they floated out of their grasp AR |y oo S — —A g
oot a particle of life remained. | Oo8olihe snsibis cusioms that the | of birt !
|  We made our wisy down the creek to | Atglomaniac is 1o be credited w !
the nearest nelghbor’s, where we re- lau"duc;ng ::-1 that of turning up t , "
mained several days, when we returned | Doitoms of the trousers in storiny aud :
| to our home and found that it has not | Buddy “"’“T‘"‘Er' which lanow becoming
been disturbed in the least during our | CODSPicuocusly general, whereus for- a
abesence | merly only a few Independent pedes. An
[ - | trinns slightly roiled up the rear side, \
- and Lhereby spoiled the ==t of the
Easter Egg Farties. | spring. The English style of rolling up
——— the trousers all round, above the Lor-

Have you ever attended an Easter | Jder seam does pot in the least affect Lhe
egg party? No? Then jou are usac- spring set and keeps the edges clean,
guainted with one of the most delight it =
ful of soclicl eunjoyments peculiar to this —The people of Tokio, Japan, have Wi
season. For a party of young people, | tuxen to eating horseflesh, and there i= et w er
the hostess has prepared a large basket- | 5.ite a demand for it. i i 1 ed y bides
ful of beautifully dyed and decorated s Sant ik A
ecgs, from which one present draws. | FIRST CANDID Miss OF 10—What | 1o of Appenzeil. Itis 5.2
The couples are assorted for the even- | do you think of Jimmy Roberis? 1| 0q evel Thers o

uvpened, when much interest and smuse-

ment is manifested over the molloss

and tiny souvenirs found within.
Mauny artistic souvenirs can be pre-

flowers and grasses upon plain gilt-

traced, and where the flowers are faded,
they may be restored to thelr original

Such cards are considered much mwore
:?hnljnﬂ. now than eitber the pain-
or printed onea

— e

'-?.-L:",'

ing through the correspondence of the |
eggs. Not until midnight are the shells |

pared by sn arrangemeut of pressed |

‘
i
i
i

think be's just splendid.
Second Candid Milss—I
tried to kiss me last night.
**And didn't be do it¥”
* Noj; be let me get away from him.’

don’t; he

“EDpwWARD, what do I bear, that you
disobeyed your grmodmother, who told

edge cards. Fanciful designs may bLe | you just now not to jump down these

mw:n
**Grandma didn’t te'l me not to, papa;

color by the touch of the paint brush. ghe only came to the deor aud said, *f

wouldn't jump down these steps, boys,’
and 1 shouldon’t thin: she would—ar
old lady lke her.” |

Europ
fest, on 1t
Zhurg A'ps and 1
e Ju Midl, 9.3
these two elevations snow
years, must linger all summer. The
Santis house i3 built of thick walls of
solid limestone, blased out on the
spot, And contans two stories, It will
resist pot only cold, bat such gales as
the lowlands pever know—Useing in lts
solidity (o bappy contrast the wooden
signul station buliding on Mount
Washington. It oost, all equipped,
§F12.000,
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