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AN ALTERED PURPOSE

CHAPTER IIIL
During the next few days Rodbury

- was from home a great deal To his

wifé's inguiries he repeated his state-
ment that he had some important af-
fairs to attend to; and in this he was
in a sense telding the truth. Among
other things be visited a shipping ol-
fice in the city; he saw his solicitor
more than once; he arranged with the
executors of his grandfather’s will, and
he was with his friend Ashwell every
day, sometimes twice in the day.

He was with him one night just before
the time he had agreed upon to join
Bparle, only one clear day being left.

“You do not Zook well, Cyrus,” said
his friend; ‘‘you are letting these mat-
ters excite you to a dangerous extent.”

“Perhaps I am,” returned Rodbury,
passing his hand over his brow. He
had indeed a fagged, haggard look,

which justifies his friend’s remark. “It

is very well to advise me not to allow
these things to worry me ; but just con-
sider for a moment what ‘these things”
are. No one but a scoundrel could do
them at all. I have had such a hard-
ening career, but I must own I am
really surprised at having enough vi-
tality in my conscience to disturb me."”

“] am sorry to hear you speak like
this,” replied Ashwell, who was palpa-
bly hurt by his friend's words. ‘“You
know you are releasing the girl from
a union which will soon be, if it is-not
already, hateful to her, while to you
it must be simply maddening. You
provide handsomely"— '

“Oh, yes, yes|—that is all right,” in-
terrupted the other; “and you must
not think I intended any reflection
upon you—far from it. I know that
your advice ‘has been what you felt was
the best; but then, yuu see, you have
not to carry ‘it out. I shall be out of
the way of her ravings and frenzy, I
know ; but I can picture them, and shalll
hear them as plainly as though she was
by my side. ‘I'hen the children too
—they are helpless innocent things, who
have done me no harm."

“They will certainly not be more help-
less by your action,” said Ashwell ; “you
provide for.their education and their
future. Do think, if only for a mom-~
ent, of what they would grow up to
be, with such a mother and such friendsl
However respectable according to their
own standard, to you they would be a
constant source of misery and morti-
fication" : : :

“That is enough, Herbert,” again in-
terrupted the visitor. *“I am going to
do it; that is settled. But I am not
well to-night; 1 shiver one moment,
and feel all on fire the next. I shall not
be better until the next two days are
past. Everything is ready, and to-
morrow night I start from Euston
Square. I will tell you how I have ar-
ranged." -

He went on to detail certain plans
connected, as the reader must long
since hews perceived, with the abandon-

ment of ms wife and children. He was
Eﬁutg abroad for at ‘east a year, per-

ps two years—it might even be for
ever; and a solicitor—not the Laun-
ceston family solicitor, we may be sure
—would explain to his wife that the
marriage being illegal, she was at lib-
erty to marry agawn; that Mr. Rob-
bury was gone, never to return, but

that she was [eft independent, as were |

the children. This handsome mode of
dealing with her would effectually allay
all anger at the desertion; and long
are Cyrus returned from his tour, her
wea.th would have gained. her an al-
liance in her own sphere, and all in-
quiry for him would have ceased.

Of course there were an infinity of
details springing out of such a scheme
as this; a mean dishonorable scheme, in
which, but for the facility with which
the best of us find arguments to justi-
fy our wrongdoing, it would have been
wonderful to see such a man as Ashwell
allowing himself to take an active part.

After a long interview, which was
far from tending to compose his nerves,
Rodbury went home, conscious that he
was indeed “out of sorts,”” as he phrased
it, and conscious too, once or twice, that
he had forgotten where he was, and
even where he was going. He rallied
from this immediately ; but these were
ugly symptoms, and each moment he
fa't that he required a greater effort
to throw them off. "1 shall be glad
when it is done,” he mufterad, as he
turned into his own seciuded street, I
sha’l not, I 'hope, then fcel quite =0
much of the hangdog and the sneak as
I do now. I can hard!y bear to see the
light in the window where I know Rose
is waiting for me, listening for my step;
and listening, too, for the slightus% noise
from the room where the children are
deeping. ‘They have naver done 'me
any harm, and poor Rose has striven

nowisa raspun.:-:-ihlé; #&She had been

taught no better; and that her char-
acter was such as Rodbury well knew |
it to be, proved the goodness of the |
heart, which could not be materially |
affected even by such a training as
bhers had been,

~ *“If you are not better in the morn-
ing, Frank,” she said, as she sat by
the head of the bed, and looked anx-
lously into his flushed face, “we must
send for Dr. Berge, the first thing."

“I shall be all right in the morning,"”
said. Rodbury; but his words were
hardly distinct; “only I feel so chilly
nm‘g-ll‘

She knew he could not be suffering
from great cold, yet laid more clothes
on him, and then in a few minutes he
complained of the heat, and reproached
her with = smothering him under so
many blankets/ :

All his utterances wandered away in-
to broken incomprehensible speech; and
thus it contionued all night, Hose never
slackening in her attention, or murmur-
ing at the irritable, often unkind re-
marks he made, It was a long night, yet
morming came at lasi; but no care on
the part of Rose, no change from night
to day, could benefit Rodbury, and Dr,
Berge ‘had to be sent for. '

By this time the invalid had ceased
to speak, or, at anyrate, to speak dis-
tinctly, although he almost constantly
uttered unintelligiblé phrases, His
'danger of some kind of fever coming
on; there had been a deal of it in the
neighborhood, and she had been very
frightened on account of the children,

The doctor said she was right. Her
husband was down with a fever, but
not of the kind which, as he knew, bet-
ter than most persons, had been so rife
in the vicinity, Her husband was ‘suf-
fering from smallpox. So, for the pre-
sent, Frank Rodbury’'s scheme ended in
the disease which seems to inspire more
terror than any other of the malignant
scourges which afflict humanity.

. The house was speedily cleared of all
Inmates save the sick man, his devot-
ed wife, and a trained nurse; for the
Rodburys were for that neighhborhood
wealthy people, and could affard all
which might lighten or soothe such an
Lllnaag. ﬂ:lguﬁlﬁ m%hillnea]? wﬁl nm*l-l-
er yel passed lightly through, althoug
ln the end Rodbury recovered, and
was as well as before—he used in after-
years to say he was better—and al-
though it happened with him, as it does
now and then with such patients, that
he was scarcely. marked by the terrible
“pitting’ of the disease. 7

Dr. Berge congratulated him, and
told him that he owed his escape chief-
ly. to his wife, “who,” said the portly,
genial old doctor, “is the best nurse I
ever saw. - Mrs. Garminger, whom I
recommended, you know, is a first-rate
nurse, as professional nurses:go; but it
1s no disrespect to her to say that Mrs.
Rodbury is worth half-a-dozen of her or
any other paid attendant.”

Rodbury agreed in this opinion. He
knew, and had marked all through,
without prompting, what his wife had
done; and now he was out of danger
and could think collectedly, he did so
think of Rose, and was not satisfied
with his solution of the old problem,
let him study it as he might.

With regained strength he felt, and
despised himself for so feeling, his pre-
vious horror of his position; and with
the morbid sensitiveness of an invalid
noted, even watched for, the faults and
shortcomings in the woman who had
risked her own life to save his, and
whose pale thin features so brighten-
ed up when she saw him smile, and who

‘| was so happy when he showed symp-

‘toms of reviving strength. ;

He had long- since written to Ash-
well, at an agreed adress, and direct-
<l to a feigned name—such an arrange-
ment would be sure to suggest itself
to IFrank Rodbury. This was, in a
sense, to Ashwell's relief, for he fully
thought that his friend had . gone
abroad without seeing him again, or,
which was as strange, without taking
full possession of his inheritance. He,
Rodbury, had said ‘that he would call
on his friend as soon as it was safe
for him to go out, and consult him as
to what should now be done.

. Never before had Rodbury known
' such a conflict in his mind as to what
' he should do and what he ought to do.
' What he should and what he ought to
- do was, it was true, chiefly considered
| as regarded his own welfare and com-
fort; but yet some minor amount of
thought for others mingled with this
'and greatly aided to trouble him, All

through his life he had been accus-
| tomed to consult only the gratification

of his own desires, and to act as seemed |

' most agreeable to himself, so that even
' S0 much wavering as this was a sign of
- Improvement,

But he was heir to a large, fortuney
' there was a fine home in 6ne of the
'most  beautiful of English- counties
Cawaiting him, or scenes of gaiety and
brillianey in foreign lands might be his,
should he. prefer to seek -them; and de-
' spite his  better but feebler self, the
- loathing of his present home—and hor-|
' Tor at the idea of taking from it such

| & woman as RHose to show as his wife |

—rolled back upon him like a tide, and
¢ he determined to carry out his old re-
solve, ] :

| “It will be better for her as well as
' myself,"” was the réady sophistry which
 rose in his mind., “She will be a good
' deal happier in her own sphere, wherae
- she shall never want: and the ¢hildren—
well, she would not like to lose them.,'
' 80 by the time he was fairly convales-

to the best of her power to make me; cept, his plans were in much the same

. ad! I am a mode! hus-
ban and fathar £

Then, he started to find himse f wand- |
ering into a whally different train of |

thought, and although his feet had
mﬁ:hnnifa.‘.i{.._ as it were, carried
him to iIs own gate, he had

for the last minute been in fancy walk-
ing over the well-remembered downs
and hollows

had been passed. *““Ancther

| They

position as before his illness,

He had been out several times. On
the first occasion Rose went with him
for a ride., 'This was in a carriage
' hired from the nearest livery stable,
traversed the West End of lLon-
- don—Hyde Park, Buckingham Palace,

| Regent Street, ﬁifﬂrji Street, and the
ilike being incinded in the tour—thus
among which his youth  ®fording a treat of the highest kind

wieek of |

to Rose, who, although a Londoner

this’woul kill me,'he muttered as he| Porn and bred, had mot secn this fash-

opened the du-ur'; I almost wish 1 had[ land

not come homea
 As he had divined, Rose was awaiting
his return, and had prepared some
delicacy—it passed for a delicacy with

r [riends—for his supper, - When she
ound he would not touch the liitle
repast, and complained of his head, her
wifely anxiety took alarm; she noted
pow flushed nnd strange he looked, |
and insisted upon his lying down at

ionable, this aristocratic, this' fairy-
~distriect in  short, half-a-doz-
en times in ber life. g

She was delighted with the excursion,
and so pleased to know that her hus-
band was able to. ba out again = and|
could sit by her side, looking as hand-
some as ever—his beauty. must be tak-
en on Rosa’s estimate—that her poor
eyes, weakened, it might be, by the fa-
tigues of nursing, or perhaps by some

once, then busied herselfl in ngplj'ing
cooling lotion to his brow, and made

bhim a ocup of tea, midnight though it;-‘éﬂmn-! drive, and was indeed

WS, i

She was a good nurse, and a loving
tender wife, despite her faults and vul-
garitias, for which, indeed, she was in

hidden cause; filled ever and anon with

| tears. XYet she would mot go for a

more
languid and weak than even her re-
cent fatigues would account for, or than
sunited her brisk, energetic. tempera-

| ment. |

Rodbury saw this, but decided it
would pass off: women wera = always
nervous, or defiant,-or excited. These,
or one of these, accounted for-all her
symptoms to one so easily disposed to
be satisfied.

Again the eve of his intended de-
parture arrived; again he had an inter-
view with Ashwell, when he boastful-
lv contrasted his renovated health with
the wretched state in which he was

i when he paid his previous farewell vis-

it, as it was intended to be. Ashwell
was less enthusiastic; he had _ been
touched by what he heard of TRoee’s
conduet, and had once or twice vent-
ured upon a suggestion, or an  ap-
%‘rﬂuch to one, by which he hinted at
ndbury’s taking his wife abroad with
him, where nobody would know her, or
be likely to find fault with her; but
this was not well received, and so was
not pressed. .
Gﬂl‘t}ﬁ home from this final inter-
view—home for the last time! after
that njght he would be free from all
these sordid surroundings—he was star-
tled by coming suddenly upon Mr. Spar-
le, his partner, who was sauntering
slowly -up and down a neighbouring
street, and evidently waiting for him.
He was dressed respectably after  his
fashion; but this was a fashion which
almost proclaimed his trade, and e
was smoking a short clay pipe.
“1 thought vou were a hundred :;111&.-'-
off, Jack," =ail Rodbury, overcoming a
stronge impulse to shudder in disgust;
“l did not dream of seeing you here.”
“No, I daresay you did not,” Te-
plied Sparle; “but somehow, I did not
feel easy about Rose, and—and there
were two or three other things weigh-
ing a good deal on my mind, so I have

run up, you see.—No; I am not goin
in yet, nor you neither,” he continued,
as Rodbury was about to turn into the
street in which he lived; “I want a
little talk first.r

“Talk away then!" exclaimed  his
companion, assuming a lightness and
indifference he was really far from
feeling, B

“l came up to sew how Rose was get-
ting on,” resumed Sparle, “I was up
two or three times while you were
ill, as I suppose you know. But 1
heard from a party who lived aboul
here some thinpgs didn't like; and,
in fact, he =says he bhelieves you are
going to make a bolt of it.”

This speech was enough to stagger
most men. To find his secret intention
so accurately divined, and by a strang-
er of whose very existence he  had
been ignorantl It required his ut-
most nerve to repeat his careless laugh,
and to inquire: “What next? .Am 1
gowng to fake the stock with me, or do
1 mean to make you a present of it#”

“T had thought of that,” said Sparle,
after a pause; “and T am glad to hear
you speak so easy about it., We have
never been exactly chums, you know;
but I did not believe you were the
man for such conduct., But here is
out candid and say who you are, and
what your friends are? You never
told us why you named your boy Cy-
rus; you never eveinl told us what his
right name was. I found out, how-
ever, that he was registered Launceston
as well.,""—

“You did, did you?” interrupted Rod-
bury. : ‘

“Yes, I. tell you straight I did,"” re-
turned his companion; “and more than
that, 1 found there was a place of
that name down below Plymouth; and
I sent a man as had been in the po-
lice all the way down there-to  1,n-
quire after any Cyruses and Rodburys
what he might find. It cost me ten
pounds, if it cost me a penny, and all
to no good." . ;

“That was a pity indeed,” said Rod-
bury as the speaker pawae.c,l. He was
far- quicker than" Sparle, and had run
swifily over the probable consequences
of this activity on the part of -his
brother-in-law, |
. "Now, don't sneer at a fellow's anx-
iety,” resumed Sparle. “I" have no re-
lations in the world but my sisters, and
I would do anything for them; yes and
for your (Jtwo children Irank, You
may not think it, but I am very fond
of them' as well, and I want them as
well as Rose to be put straight, espe-
cially now.”

For-a little while Rodbury said no-
thing; his companion had unconscious-
ly supplied him with additional reasons
for carrying out his plans without de-
lay. Sparle’s quest had luckily fail-
ed, in one 1nstance; but some unfortu-
nate accident  might betray him—Rod-
bury.  The knowledge of his son’s sec-
ond:name, given when he never dreamt
of the inheritance which had since be-
come his, and the bestowal of which
he now hitterly regretted, showed how
dangerous such inquiries might  be-
come, ] - =* sl

“Well, we will go in now,”” he began
at last, il you have quite finished all
you have to say."” :

“All right; [ upderstand you,” re-
torted Sparle. I have pretty nigh fin-
ished, so we will go in.’ You have nol
been home all day, I believe?”’

““No, I have not, You are correct in
that belief, as in . so many other things,'
replied Rodbury. ‘“Have you anything
to say about that?” P

“Well,!”” Sparle began slowly, after a
brief pause, “nol a great deal, only you
heard me say ‘especially now,” when
I vﬁunted things put straight, did you
not§™ ? 3

“l did; and wondered why it was ‘es-:
pecially now,” . as you seem- to have
been meddling in my affairs for a good
while t," was the gracious answer
of Rodbury. .y 3 en .

“What I meant was just this,” con-
tinued the other: “you have not been
home since breakfast, so 'do not know
everything. If I was anxious about
Rose- before, I am more anxious now,
for while you were out, she got worse.
1. went for- Dr. .Berge, and he says she
is, very tll. In fact, Frank Rodbury,
your wife is took with the worst kind
of smallpox, and I don't think .even
you will sneer at that.,” =~ '

“"Rose -attacked by smallpox!"” écho-
ed "Rodbury, who was almost stunned
for the moment at hearing this, while
a host of images instantly flashed
throngh his mind. A

“Yes, sir,"” replied Sparle, gravely;
“vour wife is took with the smallpox,
and. Dr, _ Berge says it .will go hard

L] l 21

with her® :
To be continued. L
TORTOISE TENACITY OF LIFE....
The vital spark in -tertoises is very.
strgng. There is & record of a torfoise
which lived six months after its bra
had been removed. Another, whic

had suffered decapitation, showed life in
the savered head three days afterwards.

THE PECULIAR NILE.
For over 1,200 miles the Nile does not |

receive a single tributary stream.

{ nor ‘Tosti, the compeser of

PERSONAL POINTERS.

e
Notes of Interest Abont Some of the Great
Folks of the World.

The Hon. T. F. Bayard has accepted
:.n Anvitation to visit the English paot-
eries.

Mark Twain is in London, preparing
his book descriptive of his rcent tour
around the warld,

D. L. M_mly.f the evangelist, is to be-
gin a series of revival meetin in
Boston on January 1. o

Cardinal Hohenlohe is the one hun-
dred and fifteenth cardinal to die since
Leo XIII. became pope.

President Cleveland will be 60 years
old two weeks after the expiration of
his present term of office.

_ Mrs. Herrman Davis, of New York,
1s the only woman who has ridden
her wheel over the great St. Ber-
nard Pass.

The young king of Spain may be
seen any fine morning taking his

sea bath at >an Sebastian, where the
Spanish court is now in residence.

Dr. Nansen will lecture in London,
Edinburgh, Glasgow, Dundee, Aber-
deen, Newcastle, Liverpool, Manchester,
Birmingham, Belfast, Dublin and Swan-
sea. -

Count von Waldersee, who rumor
persists in declaring is to succeed Prince

Hohenlohe as the Imperial Chancel-
tn;[ of Germany, has an American
wife.

With reference to Rudyard Kipling
W. D. Howells says: "His ?.s the lustiest
volce now lifted in  the world —the
clearest, the bravest, with the fewest
[alse notes in it."

Rear Admiral Penrose-Fitzgerald, of
the British navy, is now engaged on
a biography of the late Vice-Admiral
olr George Tryon, whose life was a
very eventful one.

The agent of the Duke of Portland
has distributed among forty-two char-
itles the sum of nearly $10,000, paid
by visitors to Welback Abbey during
the past tourist season.

Sir Henry Irving, in
fgmldﬂ.tmn stone of the new Passmore
Bdwards Dulwich public library, re-
cently spoke briefly of the incalecula-
ble value of free libraries as a medium
of good.

A bronze monument has been erect-
ed in Paris to the memory of Jean Le-
claire, the man who fifty-four years
ago Introduced among the workmen
of his factory a system of profit-shar-
ing.

The Connecticut Humane Society has
awarded a medal to Eugene Walker,
of Hartford, a lad 17 years old, who,
at the risk of his own life; saved a man
from drowning last September,

An Italian named Corzetto has in-
vented an apparatus which enabled
him to remain under water eighteen
hours. Owing to an accident to ihe
apparatus, hewever, he came near be-
in gasphyxiated.

By the death of Lord Congleton the
House of Lords has lost its oldest
paron. The late peer was 87. He was
not, however, the oldest peer of the
realm, that distinetion being held by
the Farl of Mansfield, who is 90.

The empress of Russia intends to
kKeep as a souvenir of her visit to
'rance all the bouquets and crowns of
flowers offered to her by the French
people, and has given orders to have
them prepared for preservation.

A conscience-stricken man in Oregon
on his deathbed recently handed over
Lo Louis Davenport the sum of 827,000,
which represented the accumulaions of
%S.I'Jﬂﬂ worth of gold dust stolen from

avenport thirty. years ago. .

When the czar, on- his recent visif
to Paris, presented DM. Brisson withi
the St. Andreas Order the latter cut
Jff his much-cherished long beard be-
ause 1t concealed the order (which ia
worn around the neck) from view.
Frederick Nansen will receive a spe-
sial gold medal from the Royal Geo-
graphical Scciety when he goes to
Lbondon, as he has already received the
soclely’s highest award, the gold meadal,
for his explorations in Greenland,

Chang Chin Tung. the viceroy of
Hupeh, China, who has hitherto ob-
structed the work on the Hankow rail-
road, 1s one of the picneers of the new
manufacturing industry in China. He
'wns and operates an immense cotion
mill in Wuchang. : |

In commemoration of the book of
Melanehthon, Luther’s co-worker, 400
years ago, a memorial building is tp be
erected in the ‘pative town of the 're-
cormer, DBretten, in Baden. The corner-
stonels to be laid on the very day of
his mativity, February 16, next. .-

Sir Arthur. Sullivan can now com-
mand £3,600 down for one scng, while
from “The Lost Chord’ alone it is said
vhat he has, realized over .$50,000. Sig-
“"Irorever
and Forever,” whose firsl manusecriplts
were “'declined with thanks,” can now
command ; 81,250 far a song.

laying  the
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. _WINTER WRINKLES,

Brown—"I wonder why Paynter was
s0 angry: when I asked hum what school
of art he belonged to?”’ Smith—'"What
school? That implies that he has some-
thing to learn/” =

{. “It is ,said that we shall all pass

away as a tale that is told.”” "'That
sounds all right; but tales that are
Lold don't pass away—they are  for-
ever being told over again.”

“Have you no pride at all?"”’ asked
the Earmest Worker, “Nup,” said the
Cumberer of the Ground. *! am waitin'
till it ‘gits cheaper. Pride,” you know
must have a fall.” ' ,

Attorney—"0On what ground, madam,
do you wish to
from your husband?”® Fair client—'"On
the ground, sir, that he hasn't any

ruu?d. He made’ me belisve le had a

rmi"’ ey -

Freddie—"0h, if I. was only certain
that she leves mef" George—"Why don’'t
you ask her{” _Freddie—'"That would
e {;he_ uncertainty and make me mis-
erable in another way.™

“Waddington, I notice.yot1. don't
talk much when you. dine out.” ‘‘No;
it takes all the brains I can muster
to work things s0-1 won't come out
with an oyster fork for my after-din-

‘| ner ‘eofféde.””

“What chumps these old-time fellows
must have been. They used to write
and talk by the hour about the value
of acollegiate education.” *“"Wellf"
“And they never heard of foothall.”
The time of year is now at hand

apply for 4 divoree |

YOUEG FOLKS.~

It was on a bright beautiful spring
morning in 1507, that Pietro Fasca, a
dark-haired, bhandsome young boy
started on his daily rounds through the
narrow streets of Venice, to-deliver the
fresh rolls, hot from his father's oven,
which he carried. The air was {rag-
rant with the perfume of flowers, and
joyous with the glad song of birds, and
» a5 Pistro tripped merrily along over
the paved footpaths between the hous-
es, he joined'in the concert overhead,
little thinking that a dark cloud wag
s0 soon to shut him out forever from
the all that now made life so'
bright and cheery. As he turned in-
to a narrow alley to cross to the
home of one of his customers, he
spied something shining on the way be-
fore him, and stooping to pick it up.
found himself in possession of a Emall
jewelled scabbard, He placed the glit-
tering toy in his pocket and hurried
on singing his bread song: “Fiar di Far-
ina." .

So light-hearted and free was he,
that he did not notice a prostrate form
by the door until he almost stumbled
over it. Thinking some belated mer-
ry-maker, with a brain confused by
drink, had mistaken the doorstep for
a pillow, he stooped, and shaking the
figure, lightly, said: “Come, come, sir;
you need to go to bed to sleep off youn
wine., The pavement is no place to
rest,” Then, as the light came more
brightly, he perceived by the rich gar-
ments of the sleeper that he was of
the nobility. “Courage, signor,” he ex-
claimed, “give me your hand, and I
will help you up.t

As there was no response to  his
words he set his basket down to ex-
amine more closely the condition of the
poor drunkard., While he bent over
the prostrate form, he was horrified
to discover that the man was  dead,
murdered, for the handle of a jewell-
ed dagger which had pierced his heart,
was plainly visible, and underneath a

pool of blood told the story of treach-
ery in a way that could not be cov-
ered up or denied. What should he dof¥
How could he leave the dead man alonel
And yet he did not wish to disappolnt
his customers by keeping them walt-
ing for their breakfast rolls, :
While he hesitated, the police arriv-
ed, and the boy, thinking there wus
no longer need for his presence, pick-
ed up his basket and hurried away.
Poor, innocent Pietrol The flight cost
him his life. Before he had gone many
yards, the officers saw the retreating
fizure and pursued him. In vain he
protested his innocence, The stains of
blood on his hands and clothes, hia
hasty flight, and more than all, the.
scabbard in his pocket which exactly
fitted the dagger in the nobleman’'s
heart, witnessed against him, Hig
tears and prayers were of no avail
and just as the run arose, bathing sea
and land in its yellow light, Fietro
took his farewell look of beautiful,
treacherous Venice, In one of the noi-
some dungeons under the Bridge of
Sighs he was shut away from all
brightness and happiness of earth.
The trial was long and bitterly con-
tested, for even in the sixteenth cen-
tury there were those who contended
for justice, ‘and declared that circum-
slangial evidence alone was not suffi-
cient to condemn him, The prisoner’s
character was good, and no  motive
could be aﬁcri.baﬁ for the crime, but the
victim 'was a nobleman, and his dealh
must be avenged, even if the innpcent
perchance should suffer, During Lha
trial the boy became very ill, the re-
sult of his long confinement in: Lhe
damp dungeon, but even the sympathy
excited by his weakness was not strong
enough to save him from the gallows,
| and his old father lived to witness his
 only son’s executlon, s
| Some years after Pietro had died up-
I on the lg’riﬂ.zﬁl;ta. the real criminal con-
| fessed that he had allowed an innocent
| boy to bear his infamy and give his |
| life up . in his stead. The Senate de-
siring to atone in a measure for the.
wrong thus inflicted, donated a per-
petual  light in St. Mark’s.in memory
of the baker’s boy who had suffered
unjustly through their hasty — judg-
ment, 3 75
I'he records show that in every crim-
inal case that came up before the tri-
bunal from that time until the end of
the republic the Senate decrced that in
memory of Pietro’s innocence the cau-
tion should be given. “Remember the
poor baker boy of Venice.” Il is of-
ten safer, always braver, to stand our

{ ground even when in danger.

'CURIOSITIES OF INSECTS,

The common hercules Ueetle can lift
112 times its own weight.

The microscope is said to show 4,000
muscles in an angleworm, '

Zopherus Mexicanus, a species  of
beetle, can cut its way out of a tin
can.
| According to Reaumur, a hungry
| wasp -will ‘kill a thousand flies in a
day.

'Fhe dragon the “snake feeder” has
28 000 facets in both of its compound
| eyes, :

' !5ume grasshoppers have no e.qrﬂ,'
Others have them situated on the sideé
of the leg. :

ARTIFICIAT, BRAVERY.
A French doctor is .said to bhave dis-

covered a means of injecting. courage
| into men by means of a syringe. The
material he uses is a mixture of sea
water and phepic acid,

'i" ]
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“TO REMOVE A CINDER.

A railroad engineer is an authority
for the advice to rub the well eye per-
sistent!y until the offending cinder 18
out of the other. Unless the f{lying
speck is hot or sharpedged, and has
sunk into the ball, this L eatment, he
says, wild certainly bLe eflicacious,




