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In view of her mauy benevolent acts
and gerupulous devotion to her life work,
too much cannot be said in p of this
lady. The flood sufferers of Johnstown
1ave abundant reason to always hold her
in grateful remembrance, as she has been
‘instant in season and of
in releiving their distress and in minister-

out season

g to their wauts. Among the many
aoble, generous hearic ¢ men and women
that fled to our relie/ on wings of love
and sympathy, «! tands to-day con-
spicuous among th remost.  Her ad-

vent was with the first eastern train that

reached Johnstown, anl was greeted as
an asngel of mercy. \VVith her aund for
months afterwards, . <es, bags, barrels,

nks, and valises filled with clothing,
hoes and boots, bedding, and food came
by the hundreds and thousands, until the
temporary buildings she had speedily
erected were crow ced to repletion.
Then with an ardos horn of the nobest
impulses, and with that ke

w

1 oeneroy

no respite she went everywhere on  her
great mission of love, gladdening ihe
hicarts of hundreds of our destitute and
suffering, asking no questions about

nationalities, creeds, social standing or
color. The one great controlling, inspir-
ing bond of universal made
us all akin in her estimation.

hrotherhood

did wa orguiizavion sclect so
y and eleet so judiciously as did the
National Red Cross .\ it
chose her to preside over its benevolent
work. Such is her national reputation
that the generous donors of money and
goods, had no hesitancy in putting all in
her hands.  All, did we say—great is the
pity that she had not been selected as the

custodian of the mil'ions placed 1n other

ciation when

hands. Her fine exceutive ahilities, her
powers of discrimination, her zeal and
her faithfuly wonld have left no
grounds for comy 3 of turdiness or
favoritism in the « stribution of the
princely sums of mo. ey contributed for

he relief of the
the Coneman

Apprec
work
do not
estimate of her wa
to her the highesi

ring thousands of

) Val

her claracter, ability and

as Joinstow uow do, we

eople

wonder that Charles Sumner's

high. Inuscribing
exalted
womanhood, and in suying that she pos
sessed in a marked deg
of both statesmanship wod soldiership, he
gave utterance to # iuth that has been
verified in all our grent National disasters,
guch as as the forest fires of Michigan in
1881 ; the Mississippi floods of 1882 ; the
Obio floods of 1883 ; the Mississippi cy-
clone of 1883 ; the Ohio and Mississippi
floods of 1884 ; the Virginia epidemic of
1885 ; the Texas drouth of 1887; the
Charleston ecarthquake in 1887; the
Mount Vernon cyclone of 1888 ; the yel-
low fever in Florida in 1888, and last, but
not least, the Conemaugh flood of 1889,

To her timely and heroic work, more
than to that of any other human being,
are the pcople of the Conemaugh Valley
indedted for whatever may be their fav-
orable circumstances »nd condition of to-
day. And as she go-  into new flelds of
disasters, she will ¢»rry with her the

ibutes of

the highest grade

blessings of the hundreds of this
flood-swept disirict ** who were ready
to perish.” We close this brief
tribute to her supcrlative merits as
we began by savin  too much praise
cannot be awarded n.
) PR Y i
REPORTOK... . VAGARIES,

With all that r{+. 'r8 really accom-
plish—and it mu<1 be dmitted their suc-
cessful work ' 1in.s is marvellous—
there are some thines they fail to do,
among which is 1o« some of our public
men. If any of i+ eading statesmen
happen to be housed . day or two by a
common cold, oran a1 wk of rheumatism,
or a disordered stomach, the reporters,
es pecially the sophomores in the buisness,
write long notices of 1 1 andiden wnd wes
vere illness, and prell
nation. Only the “othe:

Hon. Samuel J. Randi:!

the grave and the other
it, with no possililis o ..
either from its perilous ~iun i
dangerously sick did the;

that his carly demise wi-

of a few hours. It
presence in the Honse of
could not be Lioped for.

But o less than

, the country ‘18 ‘mude

wWas st I

Repoes "

| the announcément fhat he hefs taken his

| fuiily to Washington, snd that he is now

actively engaged in préparation for the
arduous duties of the coming session of
Congress.

It is also to be noted that a few of the

same kind of reporters have been latel
sent to Johnstown, and are sending o

dispatches to city papers filled with ap-
palling news of wide-spread and destruct-
ive contagious diseases. One would sup-
pose from their accounts that epidemics
more fatal than yellow fever ever was in
t 17 "a? ravaging Johnstown and
sMn l{)g illages at the rate of scores
per day. Whereas the fact is that the
general health of our community will
compare favorably with that of almost
any section of &estern Pennsylvania.

———— P
CamryiNG coneealed deadly weapons
has become a custom in this country so

general in its practice that it is not un-
usnal for men to regard the possession of
stich an article on his person as necessary as
it is to have a pocket-knife or'a toothpick.
Oue ean scarcely mingle with a crowd of
a dozen men on a thoroughfare or a pub-
lic resort without coming in contact with
one or more men secretly armed—for

of Elder township. l
0. GH, of Portage town |

what? It is a question tull of vital interest
to peaceable people, and a challenge to
the authorities. When a man leaves
his home, says an exchange, with a revol-

ver in his pocket merely to pass the time |

in the town where he lives or participate
in the pleasures of an entertainment in a

! public hall, he has a meaning in his ac

tion which premeditates death to some
one, for he who speeds a bullet at

| another unquestionably intends to kill him,
| Such a view of carrying deadly weapons
| cannot be escaped, when it is considered
| in the light of public ‘order and obe-

| dience to the laws of the land.

ghai by opeiation,

Peaceable
people do not neced to carry concealed
deadly weapons on their person. If any
emergency occurs justifying a man to

carry a revolver or rifle, he can do it |

openly and in the face of all men, and
whatever is the result of his doing so, he
will have a fair chance of recciving a
justification from the courts empowered
to revise his act. It is the carrier of the
concealed deadly weapon who always
stands within the shadow of the law, for
the violation of which he is in constant
risk.

.
Tagr Director of the Mint says that the
exportation of §70,000,000 in gold this
summer represents the money spent by
Americans in visiting ;the Paris Exposi-
tion. He cites, in proof, the fact that tke
‘Baftk of France has gained $63,000,000
during the same period. The other $7,-
000,000 sy be supposed to have been
spent maindy in buying goods in London
to be smumelsd through the New York
Custom Ilouse by patriots who are very
sure ‘that Awmerican industry should be
protected by enormous duties.
-
TrE Tenth Biennial Meeting of the In
ternational Couference of Women’s Chris-
tian Associations will be held in Balti
more, October 22d, to 25th, inclusive,
opening on Tuesday afternoon,

- e - -——
CHAL. L. DICK INTERVIEWED,

The Relief Fund 13
suflering aud
poses Kept the Work From Being Done.

Chal. L. Dick, Esq., was interviewed
Fuesday by a Pittsburgh Leader report-
er, and we take the following report of
the interview from that paper :

Chal L. Dick, of Johnstown, was in the
city to-day, and was interrogated upon
ue condition of the distressed city. He
says that the ,withdrawal of the State
Inbor from the ict is a mistake of
somebody, probubly Governor Beaver or
some  of his officials. ** When the
State did  withdraw 1ts forces from the
vork some weeks ago,” said he, ‘it was
positively known that a large number of
bodies of the victims of the flood still lay
buried aumid the debris in the rivers
aronnd the devastated district, and upon
a prayerful supplication of & mujority of
the citizens the work was resumed, and
in a short space of time that the State
laborers did work afterward bodies of the
victims were found in great numbers in
the limited space that was worked over.
No great work was done during the last
labors of the State, yet among the little
debris that was disarranged during this
time over twenty bodies were found,
showing that the now quiet Conemaugh
and Ston{creek ripple and sing the
requiem of ‘many buried hundreds in un«
known graves. The relief is being with-
held too long,” continued Mr. Dick.
‘“The peor maa who owns a little lot of
ground elther is waiting and longing for
the distribution, or has already gone
ahead, and perhaps—if the fund does not
come up to his expectation—put himself
into so deep a gulf of debt that rothing
but luck or Providence can pull him out
of it. There will be suffering, there will
be sickness from the exposure that the
little protection the Oklahomas and
Hoover Hughes houses afforded the poor
people that accepted the magnificent
offer of such begearly, niggardly, grasp-
ing and outrageous care nl'furdcd them by
those who held the fund and who should
have thought. of shivering children
and their mothers set out to the mercy of
the winds and frosts of the Alleghenies
in such frafl barks as were almost forced
upon them by a calculating gang of work-
ers for their own individual interests.
Typhoid fever is rampant now-—decom-
posing animal and vegetable matter make
the air in the valley putrid with germs of
disease, and yet some of the gentlemen
at the head of affairs say there is no cause
for complaint. There is more fever with-
in the flooded district than has ever been
known 1n its history, although the pop-
ulation has been reducod considerably
by the lood, «f the Stvi2 had left Me-
Waluht ars o ' “e him, hcre

Wi s wi for political

P ! . lung since have

ng YWithheld too Long—

olitical P2ar-

niekness—

comes into the
: the mujority
< Spanish. The
i the
+ Spanish.

con
This

-

o there are ever

cvesraph wires in

[H 0 1 les ol

A LAST YEAR'S LEAF,

Amid the springtime bloom it lies,
A leaf sere, brown and dead;

Beneath it lie the flagrant flowers,
‘The birds sing overhead,

The gonial sun shines warmly down,
Boft zephyrs stir the trees,

And o'er the flowers lying near
Wander the busy bees.

Amid the green and the springing life
The loaf lies cold and dead—
A relio of another spring,
A spring forever fled.
T'is thus the heart, when joy is o'er,
And love doeserts at last,
Lies like the leaf, a relic sad
Of days once sweet, but past.
~=Boston Transerips.

MARRIED AT SIGHT.

HE ship had been
upon the Medi-

for about a year,
when the com-
mander ordered
the ship to head
for Marsellles.

I was then a
young midship-
man, and enjoyed
the leave on shore
in a foreign port
with boyish de-
light, There were
six in our mess,
and we managed

. to get shore ieave
so as to be together, when it was possi-
| ble to do so. This was the case one fine
| Sunday in the month of December, as
mild and summer-like in the south of
France as New a England May day.

The singular experience of one of our
number 1 have often told since about the
mess-table or camp fire, but have never
put it into print,

We were strolling on the square known
as Le Cours, St. Louis, a sort of perma-
nent flower market, where the women
sit enthroned in tent-like stalls of wood,
encireled by their bright, beautiful and
fragrant wares, while the manner of ar-
ranging the etalls, so that the vender
sits raised some six feet in the air, gavea
novel effect to the scene.

While we were idling away the hour in
Le Cours, St. Louis, with these roguish
and pretty flower venders, we were all
thrown into a state of amazement and
curiosity by the appearance of a young
«irl of about 17, who rushed among us
with a startling speed, and who, hardly
pausing to regain her breath, sald, in ex-
cellent English :

“You are Americans, and, I trust, gen-
tlemen. Is there one among you who
will marry me?"”

“We will all marry you,” was the in-
stant response, accompanied by hearty
laughter,

“Ah, you are in sport, but ‘I am in
earnest. Who will marry me?"”

There seemed to be no joke after all.
The girl was positively in earnest and
lonked at one and all of us as coolly, yet
earnestly, as possible.

“Here, Harry,” sald one who was
rather a leader among us, and address-
ing Harry, “you want a wife,” and he
gave our comrade a slight push toward
the girl. .

For some singular reason Harry took
the matter much more in earnest than
tho rest of us, and regarded the new-
comer with a most searching jbut re-

spectful glane Approaching her be
| said :
“I do not know exactly what you

mean, but I can understand by your ex-
pression of face that you are quite in
earnest. Will you tuke my arm and let
us walk to one side?”

“Yes ; but I have no time to lose,” and,
taking his arm, they walked away to-
gether.

We looked upon the affair as some wel!l-
prepared joke, but were a little annoyed
at the non-appearance of Harry at ou
rendezvous on the quay. . Our leave ex-
pired at suuset, and we dared not wai
for him, as Cay n D—— was a thor-
ough disciplinarian, and we didn’t care
to provoke him and thus endanger our
next Sunday's leave.

On board we went, therefore, leaving
Harry on sliore. When we reported tho
question was, of course, asked where
Midshipman B—— was, to which query
we could return no proper answer, aswe
really did not know. He knew perfectly
well that we must all be at the boat land-
ing just before sunset. It was plain
enough to us all that there was troubls
brewing for our messmate.

Harry did not make his appearance
until the next day at noon, when he
pulled to the ship in a shore boat, and,
coming on board, reported at once to the
cuptain, who stood upon the quarter-
deck, and asked the privilege of a pri-
vate interview.

The circumstances connected with the
absence of Harry were very peculiar,
and as he was one of the most correct
fellows on board, his request was

ranted by the captain, who retired to

is cabin, followed by the delinquent.

After remaining with the commander
for nearly an hour, he came out and
joined us,

“*What is the upshot of it, Harry?" we
asked.

“Well, lads, I'm married—that's all.”

“Married?” asked the mess, in one
voice.

“Tied for life!” was the answer,

“Hard and fast?"

“Irrevocably.”

““To that little craft you scudded away
with ?"

+Exactly. Asgood and pure a girl as
ever lived,” said Harry, earnestly.

“W-h-e-w?" whl:{)erod one and all.

“How did Old Neptune let you off?"
we all eagerly inquired—that being the
name the captain went by on board.

“He i8 hard on me,” said Harry, seri-
ously. *‘Whatdo youthink he demands,
lads?”

**Can't say, what is it?"

“If 1 don't resign he will send me
home in disgrace. That's his ultima-
tum."

“W-h-e-w !" again from ail hands.

“Let's get up a petition for Harry,”
suggested one.

*‘It's of no use, lads, I know he means
what he says, He has given me a while
to think it over."

It was all up with Harry.

Captain D—— was a severe, but an ex.
cellent officer, and he had only given the
delinquent the alternative of resigning
or belng sent home In disgrace. The
fact that he had got married, in the man-
ner he described, In place of palliating
matters, only aggravated the captaln
beyond measure. He declared it was a
disgrace to the rervice, and a breach of
v ot to he o oked,
old us hs Bt - a desul or
ne e interrapted by many questiog
e, but whieh we wili |

placed her in n convent to be odueriod,
where she remained until his death,
which occurred suddenly, six months
previous to the period of our sketch.

After his death Julle became the
ward of her uncle, by the tenor of her
father’s will, and the period of her edu-
cational course having just cloged at the
convent. Hubert Meurice, the uncle,
brought her home to his family eircle.
Madame Meurice, it appears, was a
scheming, calculating woman, and,
knowing that Julie would be an helress,
she tried every way to promote her in-
timacy with ner own son, who was an
uncouth and ignorant youth of 18 years
without one attractive point in his char-
acter.

Hubert Meurlce, the uncle of Julie,
was a sea captain, whose calling carried
him much away from his home. During
his absence his wife treated Julie with

terranean station |

1 # e opia fora for the couvemien
Gooae sadee y

In're 1: en was the érphan ehild o
» secehaat, wiy had bLeen of kigh s'ni

Ing dnving Lis lit: ani who left a hno |
some fortune to endo~ his daughi<r o |
\

hor weadi'ny Zay, o, if g HETrded be
fore, she was 1@ receive i propert) .
coming to the age of 20 yeawrs. U [
mother hed died in her infarcy, wmd v .|
father, when sho was 10 years of age,

the utmost tyranny, even keeping her
locked up in her room for days together,
telling her that when she would consent
to marry her son, Hubert, she would re-
lease her, and do all she could to make
her happy. But to this Julie could not
consent. Imprisonment even was pref-
erable to accepting her awkward and re-
pulsive cousin.

One day she overheard a conversation
between her aunt and her hopeful son,
wherein the mystery of her treatment
was solved.

The boy asked his mother what was
!h(‘). use of bothering and importuning
o Uiie 80.

“If she doesn't want to marry me,
mother, drop the matter. I like Julie,
and she would make me a nice little
wlﬂ:_ but I don't want her against her
will,”

“You are a fool,” said the mother, | .
| was a luxury not to be despised.

**You know nothing abouv the matter.
Her father's will endows her with a for-
tune at her marriage, even if it be at 17,
just her present At 20 she receives
the fortune at any rate. Now, don't'you
f you marry her we ave all fixed for

“Does Julie
he asked.

‘No, of course not.”

*“It's a lUttle sharp on her,” said the
boy

mother.

“Just 80,” mused the hopeful.

“I am re=olved that she shall marry
you, and that is why I keep her locked

| to understand each other, and she

| constantly on the wateh for Johns and | little

know about the money?" |

“I'm looking out for you,” said the |

up, 80 that she may not see some one she |

would like better.

“Lots of mouey, eh?
let's go in and win. When shall it be?

“1t must be at once,”

“'The soouer the better.”

“Your father is expected home next
weoek. I want you to be married before
he returns. He approves of it, butisa
little too delicate about pressing matters
s0 quickly. I know that no time is like
the present time, so I have been making
arrangements to bring this about imme-
diately. I have got a Protestant clergy-
man who will perform the ceremony first
and then you can be married at any time
alterward in the Catholic church, to
make it valid on her side, for her father
was a Catholie,”

This was enough for Juile. She undo:-
stood the situation fully now, and saw
that her aunt would hesitase at nothing.
The poor child feared her beyond de-
seription, and had yielded to her in
everything, save this one purpose of her
marriage with Hubert.

Julie was a very gentle girl; one upon |

Whi )
punity.
ghts, much less of standing up foi
. But she was thoroughly frigh
cued now, and resolved to escape at au
cost from the tyranny which bound her
No fate could be worse, she thought,

than to be compelled to marry that
coarse, vulgar and repulsive crea-
ture.

Yes, ehe would run away at once. The
poor child—for she was little more—buad
not asked herself where she should go.
e had noother relations that she knew
of inthe world, and the isolated life sk«
had always led had caused her to form no
intimaeles, or even to make friends with
those of her own age. Indeed, with this
prospective fortune, yet she was viriu-
ully alone and unprotected and without
a relation whom ghe did not look upon
as her enemy.

The next day after Julle had heard
this information was Sunday, the gayest
of the week in Marseilles, and, for-

inately, Julie succeeded in making he:
wscape from her aunt's house. Still un-
decided where to go, and in lver desper
lion fearing that at any moment sl
might be seized and carried back, sh«
nad wandered into the flower market,
where she came upon us, already de-
seribed.

As she explained to Harry afterward,
she was intent only upon escape, and be-
lievea this to be her last chance. . When
she eaw a half dozen young Americans,
who seemed perfectly respectable, the
idea that positive safety lay only in mar-
riage dawned upon her, and she actually
ran toward us, as we have related, the

moment the thought developed it-
sell.

Harrty became more and more im-
pressed with Julie's story as they walked

along, while he was delighted by her in-
nocent beauty and manifest refinementy
1t was ail like a dream, almost toe ro-
mantic for truth. Our ‘‘{fate” sometimes
comes to us in this singular fashion, he
thought. “'There is a tide in the affairs
of men whieh, taken at the flood leads on
to fortune.” Suddenly he turned to her
and said:

“Dare you trust me with your happi-
ness?"”

sShe looked at him thoughtfully with
her soft, pleading eyes. Her brain wus
very busy; she remembered what
awaited her at home, what had driven
her thence, and then, in reply to his
sober question, she put both of her
hande into his with child-like trust.

They wandered on. Julle had always
plenty of money in her purse, and they
strolled into a little chapel on their way,
where they found a goun clergyman,
who could not resist their request to
marry them, bgcked b{. ten golden na-
poleons, and 80, though reluctantly and
advising proper delay, he performed the
marriage ceremony, alded by the sexton
and his wife, who each recelved a na-
poleon.

As an inducement, Harry had also told
the clergyman that he was just golog
to sea, and that he must be married be-
fore he salled, that not even ome hour
was to be lost,

«Perhaps I am saying the girl'e
honor,” sald the young clergyman, as he
finally consented.

Julie came out of the chapel the wife
v Mary B who went with her to th,
towl d uvie, From here he cent &
pres-ing n to the Awmerican con-u.,
who vame to himn early the next mo

Ly tihe earpest persuasion ol
. the consul agroed to yris
young wife to his ownhoune, kil nal-
trs ehould be settled ax | rewuued
their futuie coursef In the eunsui's
house Julie found a pleasant and sale
reteeat for the time being.

Uarey D., by means of proper ine

fluence, once more entered Lthe navy, the |

second Umo as lientenant, and now
wears a captain’s epaulets,—N. Y. News.

Well, mother, |

| “thorn inthe flesh” it was to this

l{m. Lad neo “l.,l‘ ‘m asserting | dresming poetic te mperament, that coulu

WHAT.

Oh, what is the love of the hate of men?
‘What is their praise or their blame?
Their blame is a breath, butan echo of death,
And a star that glows bright and is gone from the
sight—
Ahl such is the vanishing guerdon of fame,

Oh, what is thoe grief or the joy of life?
What is ite pleasure or pain?

The joys we pursue pass away like the dew;

And though bitter the grief, time brings relief
To th e heart that s wounded again and again.

Oh. what {s the loss or the gain of time?
And what is success's fair crown?
The gain that we prize—lo! itfades and it flics; I
And the loss we deplore as quickly is o'er
There islittle to choose "twixt life’s smiles and |
life's frowns.

Oh, men they may love and men they may hate,
It matters little to me.
For life is a breath, and hastens death
To gather in all, from the hut and wall,
To the home that is narrowe=the house that is
free.
Boston Transeript.

THE MATCHMAKER.

ORE than any other,
the especial gift
upon which Mrs.
Ferguson prided
f herself, was her tal-
/ ent for mathmak-
ing. Her large,
spacious house was
full of cozy corners
and tiny nooks, cur-
tained, carpeted and
daintily furnished,
where a tote-a-tete
She
had a positive genius for effacing her-
self and all other superfluous people
when John and Jane were to be brought |
was

Janes to benefit,

It cannot be denied that Willstown,
like the proverbial republics, often
proved ungrateful, the wrong Johns be-
ing frequently paired with the Janes of
their special abhorrence, and it had heen
more than once whispered by disa
pointed wooers, that they *wished M ’
I"erguson would mind herown business.”

But nothing would ever convince that |
benevolent old lady that if marriages |
were started in Heaven, she was not a
special agent upon earth to forward
them.

It may therefore be imagined what a
schem-
ing lady, to have under her own roof,
daily at her table, a nephew who, at the
mature age of 28, was, In spite of
her ceaseless endeavors (I had almost
written persecution), still a bachelor.

“Poor Charles?” his aunt would sizh,
“he is so shy, so reserved! Ho witl
never have the courage to woo his wi
and it 1s my positive duty to help hi

But the more persistently she drov
him into her coziest nooks and corners |
with the prettiest girls in Willstown, the
more he avoided her parties, be they l
luncheons, teas, or evening gatherings. i

|
|
|

It was not entirely the fault of the
prétty girls either, for Charles Barkey
was a man to whom women naturally in-
cline, gentle, dreamy, poetic and ex-
ceptionally handsome. Had he lived in
the present rage for the wmsthetic, he
might have been accused of affectations, |
of posing for admiration; but 'iv wo s
SR e ey Y " O

lift itsell’ out of the commonplace sur
roundings of his life, and dwell in an
ideal world apart.

Wealthy, and not vory strong physi-
cally, Charles Barker devoted his life to
his books, his pen and his pencil, never |
attaining to the highest excellence i
poetry, musie or painting, yot posse
tilent above the average amateurs. And
nto his dream life there crept a realit,
that filled his heart and brain with new
visions and hopes, He fell in love
Linther, he softly, tenderly floated along
upon the music of asweet voice,the ligiit
of a falr, womanly beauty, till, scarceiy
conscious of his own infatuation, he gave |
to Bertha English the whole love of «
heart as yet untouched by a woman's
charms.

That she was an heiress, wooed by
others, the gentle belle of more than one
social elrele, did not trouble him for a
moment. He scarcely asked if she loved
him, content to worship her. Thor-
oughly unpractical, full of visionary,
ideal dreams, he did not try to plan a fu-
ture, seeking his love in her home when
was sure she was alone, joining he
woodland rambles, filling his portfolio
sketches of her face, and writ
poems to her out of the fullness of
heart.

And therein he erred, for Mrs. Fer-
guson, ‘‘clearing up his rubbish” one
morning—a task she never trusted to a
servant —upset his portfolie, and
plunged Into the verf heart of his secret.
She was delighted! Bertha English
would have been her own choice from all
the world of women. She had been so
afraid that Jennie Ralston would succeed
in her brazen-faced endeavors to capti-
vate Charles that she had fairly trembled
for him. It was true that he seemed to
be serenely unconsclous of that pretty,
saucy damsel's endeavors to win him,
but there were times when Mrs. Fergu-
son feared his own absent ways might
draw him into some avowal that his sen-
sitive honos would compel him to re-
peat,

Having made her discovery, Mrs, Fer-
guson next attaeked the victim. How
he shrank and quivered when his cher-
ished secret was dragged out and spread
bafore him I could never describe; how
every nerve shuddered and recolled as
Mvrs. Ferguson urged upon him the ne-
cessity of immediate action, can never
be told. It was like tearing open the
petals of a moss-rose bud, and then biu-
ding 1t to bloom to full beauty as 1t it
had been suffered to softly unfold itself
in the sunlight.

**You must propose soon, or you will
lose her,” Mrs. Ferguson had declared.
“Why, she has a dozen adorers. Do you
suppose they will all shilly-shally as you
do?”

She worrled and badgered him until he
actually wrote his proposal, which she
undertook to deliver. It was as unibke
the courting of which he had dreamed as
moon-rays to gaslight, but he did axk to
have his love returned, and beggea Ber-
tha to be his wite. Only inswsad of
*Bertha,” being once staited with a pen
in his hand, he wrote ‘‘darimg” and
“dearest,” and ‘‘my own sweet love.”

Onoce p dof tis d t Mrs,
Ferguson Lecame poetic, resolving that it

tould not be delivered 1n a common
haen envel e, ut, as o sulterd sud ot

cesas that o Lo nephew, in ot Lasket
Hpwers hinied in roses and smothe:
i,
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zm-m as she was, courted, flattered
d petted, she had a pure girlish
heart, full of romance and tenderness,
and she had given it in its first sweetness
to Charles Barker. Loving him, she,
100, had visions of & day when he would
whisper his heart's secret into her ear,
and in soft, tendeéFaccents woo her to be
his own. *
o looked carelessly atthe flowers ;
then, attracted by their beauty, admired
and petted them.
*Mary." she said, “put on your hat,

| and tuke this to old Mrs. Worth, with

my mI had intended to cut her

today, but this is prettier

low
ol
than*Teonld arrange.”

Maty obeyed, and Bertha took up the
thread of her musings.

‘‘Deary me!” old Mrs. Worth said,
“Miss Bertha is very kind. Thank her
for me, Mary.”

Then: ghe, too, fell to admiring the
flowers, until she suddenly remembered
that ft was her son's birthday. What
could she give him that would delight
him more than these pretty floral treas-
ures? She put her card, and a line,

** With mother's love and birthday
greeting,” on the top of the fragrant

heap, and sent the basket to Mr. John
Worth's bachelor apartments. It was
late in the afternoon when that gentle-
man found his present, without the card,
which had slipped off. The landlady,
however, informed him that they were
left by **his ma's girl;” so he wrote a
note of thanks, and sent the basket, now
losing its first freshness, to the lady of
his love, intending to call in the even-

| ing to inform her who was the
donor.
The basket, duly delivered to Miss

Jennie Ralston, was for the first time
thoroughly examined.

Tea was over, and Bertha English was
in her pretty d ing-room, alone, sing-
ing sweet me es by twilight, hoping &
that Charles Barker might call,
when there was a rush, a flutt and she
was caught in an embrace that dealt
destruction to all her pretty ruflles and
laces.,

“I am so happy I must tell some one,”
Jennie Ralston panted, pulling Bertha
to a sofa and cuddling close to her, like
a baby. *‘Justthink, dear, he loves mel
-he loves me! And has asked me to be

his wife

asked Bertha lightly. ¢Re-
member you have so many lovers, ‘he’
doesn't help me one bit.”

“Charles Barker,” Jennio whispered,
with a sidelong glance to sce if the shou
told.

But, sweet &8s she was,
proud, too. Only
read in her voice.
rles Barker! I did not know he
vas one of your adorers.”

“Oh, yes, for quite a long time. He
proposed today, and I accepted hlm
s I show you his letter?"”
+Oh, no, no! How can you show that
o anybody?”

“Oh, I am not one of the sensitive
kind, I do love him, and I mean to
make & man of himw! Shake him out of
his dréamy ways, 1 mean, and put some
ule into him.”

*I hope you will be very happv,”
Bertha said, and endured her evening uf
wartyrdom as best as she could.

I'hree years latér, Mrs, Ferguson call-
upon Bert Paglich ono morning,
surprised her sobbing over a photograph

Ct Baitor, buried ene woek be-

She did not try to hide the pieture
he old ludy came up to kiss her, but
it her head down upon the broad breast,
zud sobbed siill more bitterly.

Wny. Bertha! Bertha!” the old lady
d, **you are not grieving for poor
Charlie?”

*I may love him again now that he is
idead,” the young girl said, sadly.

“*Love him?’

“I can t 1l you!
I loved him long
je nie.”

*But why, then, did you refu

“1? I_never refused hin
1sked me to marry h m.”

“He did! I saw him write the le ter,
and I left iv myselr at your door in a bas-

f lowers. It was in June, when the
'8 were at th ir height, and 1 put the
etter in a bed of roses. It wasnota
week la er that he told me he was n-
gaged to Jennie. I was never so amaze|
to wmy life, but he was so very odd aboud
it, so stern and cold, aud treated me
s mehow asif I was to blame, hat 1 aud
not dare say much to him. I thought he
wned me for hurrying his proposal to
vou, and that your reection stung him
into proposing to Jeonie. She really
wiidled him, driving him about, into so-
iety, to thecity for the winter, breakin
up il his old nalits, and really overtaxing
his strength. I warued her that his
wother died of consumption, and that ho
couid not bear somuch excitement, but
he would not heed me either. He did
not seem to care.”

*You say he proposed by letter?” said
Bertha, in a strange, still voice.

“Yen.”

“Directed to me?”

*‘No, dear; just folded into a cocked
hat, and put amongst the flowers, quite
out of sight,”

“‘Then Jennie thought it was intended
for her. I sent the basket to old Mrs.
Worth, thinking you would not. mind,
and she told me she sent it to her son.
We all know how infastuated he was with
Junnie, and although I do not know it, I
can easily suppose he gave her the bas
keot. She showed me the letter which
egan, ‘My Darling,’ I remember well,
aud  was slgned, ‘Devotedly youra,
Charles Barker.! Twice I refused to
read it, but her trlumph was not com-
plete until Idid."”

“Oh, my dear, I see it all, Poor
Charlie! He could not tell a woman she
had made such a mortifying mistake.
On, Bertha! why did I inferfere? If I
had only tot him manage his love affair
in his own way, he might be alive and
happy now. Oh, my dear, can you ever
forgive me?”

She was weeplng bitterly, and Bertha
sould ouly caress her, too mueh overcome
10 speak. r 1%

But the sharp lesson was faishfully
learneqa, and Mrs. Ferguson interfvres no
more in the love affairs of Willstown.
Her lust attempt at mateh-makiog eured
ber toiever of suy desire to coutinne the
ocvupation.—New York Ledger.
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The Shah’s Chair,

The throne of the Shah is a plece of
slabaster, in the form of a couch, sup-
purted by four lions. Lord Castletown
tells us that It is known as the Great or
Preacock throne of Delhi, ana was taken
Lo the Mogul, rogether cith toe Koh-
=noor dinmor d, by Nadie s a o, s 1799,
110 L0 beaove the tra Litiony aiill
in Perenn, Hobwew, and Etitopie
v, the jeacook Throne of Delni
n pout sabstiiate 1or the wondes
1o in which the mawsey of

he iy ol B

v congoetig Achuemenian was per-
o torepoae,  Thin was also of for-
w teXaction, b, istead of a Mozul
wio Lt ooingl owner was King
~cbsann 0f Judea. This then, conipoied
for auugully  With the swne in the

Eagii-h coronation, which is sald to be
that on wlilech Jacob stept at Bethel,
—lachange,




