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FOR THE THIRD T

CHAPTER I1X.

There was an instant's dead silence
during which the two gazed stendfast-
ly at each other. Dr. John's pale face
and fearless gray eyes met the woll-
ish glare in the black orbs of Victor
Latour uflinclhingly.

“Bol” cried the latter, hissing his
words, and turning suddenly upon Amy
—'"gp, madam, this is bhow you amuse
yoursell in my a'sence, js it? You send
word to your old lovers, and they face
the howling tempests and speyl the
long winter evenings by your side. A
thousand pities, is it not, that | shuuldl
come in at this early hour and spoil
your tete-a-tete? My dear Dr. Ster-,
ling, pray don't hurry on my account;
conduct yourself precisely as though
| were still at Major Mallory’s.” .

“[ intend to,” s=aid Dr. John coolly.
#] was taking my departure, when
you appeared so unceremoniously — 1/
shall take it mow. Good-night, Amy,
my mether will be relieved to hear you
are s0 well.”

He bowed to trembling Amy, and
staliked past Victor Latour, tm-..uringl
above him by a head. ‘An instant lac-
ar the house door closed heavily behind

. the nearest
' ed as she thouzht what a

him. Mr. and Mrs. Latour were,
alone. ]
An artist, wishing to paint a living®

emlodiment of terror might well take
Amy for his subject at that moment.
8he siood clinging to the back of &
ohair, her face utterless colorless, the
blue eyes dilated until they were al-
most black, the lips quivering, the
slender form trembling from pead to
foot. 'I'hose wiid eyes were fixed upon
the face of Victor Latour as if fascin-

atad: the white lips strove to spedk,

but nosound came,

He stood confront-.

ing her, dark as doom. Only for a sec-

ond! Then, with ona stride he was be-

side her, grasping her arm in a cruel,
grip. i

wppaitress!” he hissed;
tiraitress! And this is Lhow you keep

your oathf"

“1 have kept it, Victor—truly, f.ﬂii:‘ut--i
Oh! don't,

fully, so help me, Heaven!
don’'t! As truly as I live, |
betrayed youl” '

“Phen, what brings that meddling in-
terloper here to-night? How came he
to kpnow I  was absent irom home?
You, madam, sent! him word."”

“No, no, nol 1 knew nothing of his
coming—! never sent him word. e
was the last persoa I expected to seo
to-night.”

“Or wished to see; eh, Mrs, [.atourt”

Lhiaves not

with a sneer., “He was a lover of
yours, you know, 1In the days gone
IJF“

“jle never was!" Amy cried, with
spirit. “John Sterling was always

Lrother to me, always my
friend. Never anything

like a
cood,  Lind
more.”’

"“Indead! And pray

your gcod kind friend all the

what brought
way

“ perjured

' thought be could) get to his journey's

- midday on Christmas day.

“train which took' him half way

SET

con & very different errand. The talka-

staggered blindly and fell prostrate at
ber feet.

Meanwhile, Dy. Sterling, in pursa-
ance of his resolve, had started on his
journey to Framlingham. He was
not the man, wien he had once formed
% plan of action, to let the grassgrow
under his feet Lefore he put it into
execution. Cool, eclear-siginted, and
practical, he saw at once that it would
be useless to challenge a crafty vil-
lian lilze Latour, until he had more evi-
dence than a mere letter and photo-
craph, which might simply be a spite-
fu! hoax, and, by going straight to
Framlingham, the doubt.could be at
once solved. It was the day before
Christmas, and as he bhade his mother
good-by he smiled sorrowiully.

“Not a very cheerful task, mother,
for Christmas eve,” he said, “but if
our darline is to be saved, no timeis
to be lost.”

“Heaven go with you, and aid you
in your task. Now don’t go and be
too scrupulous in asking questions.
[ave not a stone unturned to learn
the truth.”

“Irust me, mother,” he said, as he
kissed ler at the gate; Ll am not
likely to be too nice wien there is(so
much at stake, hovwever delicate 1L may
fecl, where only my own wishes are|
concerned. If this Ellen Rossiter 18]
above ground I wvill find herand shall
prove her words, or I'll know the rea-
son why.” -

The old lady watched his stalwart
figure striding oft’ in the direction of
ailway station, and sigh-
wasted life
his would be were his misston unsuc-
cegsful.

“] kelieve the girl loves him in her
inmost beart,” she, mused; “but she is |
s0 vain and frivolous that she does not
know her own mind. At least she
has had a terrible lesson, and married
life with Mr. Victor Latour ought Lo!
have awalkened her from her silly, ro-|
mantic dreams.” |

She turned and went into the house,
as hLer son's ligpure was lost in the.

|
|

| ently, how be had fallensin a fit last

mam . maa e p——

thickening gloom of the winter'sday,,
to await his return on the morrow with

feverish anxiety.

Dr. John bhimself walked briskly |
along the snow-clad road, and, to tell
he truth, his mind was, first of all,’

exercised as te the manner in whieh!

he was to get across the country to
Framlingham.
a poodly distance from any large
town, and he har first to get to a
centre whence he could get on to lLan-
cashire, However, it had got to he
donas, and he calculated that he
catech the train al the little wayside
station. If fortune befriended him, he

end before daylight had quite fied from
the sky: and then, by pushing his in-|
quiries the same night, get home by,

He was very lucky in catehing =
alongr
is route at express speed, and he gol
out at tlbe Framlingham station, as

George Wildair had on  that wild
Muarelh night, when he went to that
fautal rendezvous with Isabel Vance,

Biackwood Grange w as’
'po=ure. It is ten to one if she ever

could |

—— - -

but with very different feslings, and

tive little stationy master, whom we
have mel Defore,
stranger, touched Lis hat respectiully
to him.

“Can you lLel of service to me?’ re-
sponded Dr. Sterling, to his eivil guaes-
tion. ““Well, yes; perhaps you can; Do

youw know any thing of a DMiss or Mrs. .
Ellen Rossiter who lives Lere?
~very much Lo see her on a

seeing he was &

1

Twish
matter

“which may bLet one of life or death.” |
The man shook his head. !

irom St. Jude's this stormy night? Tell

me the truth, mistress, or it will be

worss for you! He had some pur-
pose in coming. What was that
nurposed

“Iet go my arm, Victor. You hurt
me."’

“1 will hurt you still more if you
do not answer me at once, and
truthfully. What  brought
Sterling  to Blackwood Grange, 1o-
nightd"

“No earthly harm, Victor—1 am sure

- slaving her life out for it as she did.!

John |

" he haud given, a
tions to his subordinates, he led the

' rather a

of it. He came to see me, and
a— specimen of your  hand-writ-
ing."

“My hand writing!"  He dropped

her arm, and stood staring at  her
aghast. My handwritingl WWhat
could Dr. Sterling want with that?’

“ile did yot say. Some question of
identlity, 1 think, Le mentioned; but
there could bhave been no particulan
purpose.”

“(onldn't there?
about it. Did you
whimi"'

“(ertainly, Victor, I never dream-
ed that you would object. There was
a copy of verses in a Look on the
table. I gave him that.”

“And he kept: it, I'll Le sworn?”

“He kept it, 1 think—yes Lf [
aad thonght you would olject, Vic-
tor. in. :2d 1 never would have shown
it

“You're a fool, Amy, and John Ster-
linr is a meddlesome knave. But let
him take care; I have risked too much
ta lose lightly now. If I find Lim
pryving into my private affairs, by Hea-
ven! I'll treat. him as 1 treated—

He stopped short. His face was liv-
fd, his eyes blaring. In that moment
he looked like a madman.

“DNon't stand there, gaping like an
jdiot!” he cried, turning withsudden
rage upon the affrighted Amy; “don’t
you see I'm wet to the skin? ling
tha bell and summon your servants;
{et them feteh, me my clothes Do yeou
wvant me to get my death? But of
sorirse voi do, you little awhibe-faced
tiviocrite; that is the <dearest desire
ol }'(]ur h-l:"’-:ll‘t; H]]ti then :r'ﬂu. Hli[."_.’ht
margy the big, bulking doctor ‘“John!
Anderson, my jo John'—'your broth-
fer!' your ‘good, kind friend!" Bat I'll
baffle you both yet."

Surely Victor Latour was mad. His
olce rosea to a shrill ery—his eyes
lamed like living coals He strode to-
ward her—éhen stopped.

His white face turned dark red—He
put kia nand composedly to his head,

Much you know
gratify his

habvitual to her of late was wild alarm

“Vou are too late, sir,” he said; “the
poor thing died yesterday morning. She
1

never guite gob over the shock of los-
ing Miss HDavdenbrook’s money,

. tionless.
after,

But if yeu'll step down with me, my’

missus can fell vou all about her, for

ghe has lived with us for the Iast year:
or o since she had to do needle worls |

for o livinge"
Dr. Sterling thanked him, and, after
few necessary  direc-

wuy to a neat little cottage close Lo
the station. The wile, a pleasant,
comely, woman, but who spoke with
broad, north country ac-
cent, was only too ready to imparf all
he information she had to give, which
though not much, was quite enough

ta satisfly Dr. Sterling of the genuine-
ness of the letter, and of the truth:

af lts contents. Ile left the worlhy
countle the richer by n

for their trouble and kindness, and

_  “Only an hour!" But then, dear,
five-nound note:

]

wilhh o promise on
him aceess to the dead woman's puipers,
if necessary. She had meither Lith nor
kin, nnd all belonered to them

betook himself to the Crown
where the landlord, who was a

IIP ‘ ':'.l"'n, i

Hotel, . Only a little hour, dear,

par-|

their part to give!

ticular friend of the lawyer who had |

drawn Miss Hardenbrook's will,
who was perfectly well acquainied with |
all the circumstances connecterd with|
Isabel Vance's unbappy courtship, con-
firmed all that the stationmaster’s wife
had sai:dl. That nizht Dr Sterling
slept sounder than he had for many
a week, and, when he presented him-
self at home on the following day, his
mother saw by his face that he had
suc-ccded. -

“1 bave solved the mystery, T be-
lieve, mother, and to-night shall put
the scoundrel fairly to the test™

But the end was to come sooner than
he anticipated. The two were seated
at their solitary dinner on Christmas
day, when a carriage from Blackwood
came over the frozen snow, and stop-
ped at their door. A moment later
and the little maid servant wusher-
el in the mistress of Blackwood
Grange.

“Amy, what has happened?”

Both started uy with the same ques-
tion, for Amy was deadly pale, and the
frishtened exypression that had grown

now. .
“Oh., John! Oh, Mrs Sterling! Vie-
tor is ill—dying I am afrail”
And then tender-hearted little Amy
sank ina chair pnd burst into bhysteri-
cal weeping, and tald them. inroher-

and |
I

night; how they had got him to bed;
how they had brought him to after
infinite trouble; and, how bhis first act
hud been to turn every one of them
out of tle, room and double-lo:k the
door; Low they had listened in fear
and trembling all night, outside his
chamber door, and heard him raving
in wild delirium, and walking to and
fro, talking insanely to bhimself; how
he irad raved and wwalked, all this long
day, until he bkad fallen on the bed

from sheer exhaustion, and lay
liere like a dead gnan. How, fright-
enad almost to death, she Awmy, had

fled hither for succor from Dr.
John.

“"And, oh, pleusa come!” Amy cried,
piteously, clasping her hands, “and
force the doon and see what you can
do for him. 1 know that you arenol
a friend of his, John, and that hy dis-
likes you; but, oh! he is dying, and
you must try and forget the past for
my sake."

“My poor little Amy,” John said,
with infinite love and compassion, “l
would do fur more than that for your
salte. I will go st once, and my moth-
er shall come too; you will need her
sorvices as nurse; 1 think 1 under-
stand why Victor Latour locked the
chamber door. Aother, put on your
bonnet and come; 1 am certain you
will be neaded.”

¥

Half an hour later, and the trio
were back aty the Ilonely old house,
its western  windows all  ablaze

with the yellow wintry sunlight. The
hous<ekeeper met them in the hall.
“Ille hasn't opened his door yet, ma'-

am,” she said. ""He lies thz2re like
dead. I wverily believe he has gone
mad.”

John called upon the footman, and,

obtaining the necessary tools, forced
the door. “Stay h-re an instant,
Amy,” he eaid. “I will call you and
my mother directly.”

He entered and closed the door. Vie-
tor Latour lay upon the bed. still wear-
ing the =ame clothes he had worn at
Major Mallory’s dinner party. The
dark face was burning red, and the
false mustache was gone and the face
was the very face of Isabel Vance.

Iy, Sterling opened the door a mo-
ment later and called his mother in.

“Tt is as we suspected,” he said,
gravely; “Victor Latour is Isabel
YVance. You will remove her masque-
rade and replare it with suitable gar-
ments. The unfortunale woman is on
the verge of a raging bhrain fever,
brought on partly by mental excite-
ment, and partly by wetting and ex-

rives from that bed!”

“Teotter 0. s=aid his mother, stern-
ly. “And Amy? But Amy knows!”

“No,” sa‘d Dr. Jocbn, *“that is the |
stranmest part of the story; I don’t be-
lieve she doss. Whatever the secret
wai she swore to keep it was not the
secret of this trickster’'s sex. You will
break the decoption that has been prac-
ticed upon her as gently as you can.
I will go now, and return with the
necescary medicines in  an hour or
two."”

e qunitted the room. Amy stood
wa'ling on {the landing outside. THe |
tonk both her hands in his, and Innk—ll

|
!

—

ed down lovingly into her troulided
fae.

“My own Amy!"” he =aid. "My pale
little girl! A1l will be well with you
spon now. There is a sho'k in store
for you—bhear it like the little heroine
vou are. My Amy! to think that pa-
ver walls should have held us apart so
lone! tin iny my mother has sometking
o tell you."

She looked after him wonderingly:
then she openced the chamber door and
went slowly in.

Mrs. Sterling led her to ths Ledside;
the licht wa= dim, but gradually ene
ohject after another became discerni-
hie till her eves rested on the fave
of her hushand—smoeoth. pale, and mo-
Slowly the truth dawned
unon her, and, with a strange gasp of
surnrise and astonishment intermin-
aled, she sanlk into Mrs, Sierling's
arms, burying her face in her bosom.

(To be Continued.)
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ON FLEETING WING:S.

“Only a day!” Ah yes, dear,
Only ashort, short day,
*I'will quickly pass, my little lass,
Then use it while. you may.
On twelve swift wings the
swings
Theyv'll bear it swift away.
Only a passing day, dear,
Only a passing day.

larden

An hour is ample time
To rheer some heart, to
smart;
To sing a simnle rhyme
Of Inva and home to those who roam,
So sweet s memory's power.

easa some |

Only a little hour.

“Only aminute!” Yes, dear,
I'he minutes flee away

On swiltest wing; but speeding sing:
“Oh use us while ye may,"”

"Tis only one at a time, dear
To weave in the web of life

Then ply the shuttle of love, dear,
But never the shuttle of strife.

GLOVES.

Wash and thoroughly dry your hanoe
lefore placing your gloves on them;
do not buve them wvery tight about
the palms and wrists; let them be of
porous material and in all respects
comiortable. In taking them off turn
them inside out for airing. There are
persons who think that gloves should
e worn at night in order to preserve
the softness of the hands. If jyou
wish your hands to look faded, wear
gloves at night. hut if you wish them
to preserve their natural characteris-
tics use gloves when you arz not in
repose. While walking about in sun,
wind, or rain, gloves will do you a
very good service; aL night, however |
—and here tie hours of sleep are refer- r
red to—they are ill-suited to anyone.

Very Modest—She—""Mr. Deacon talks
like a book.” He—" Yes, like an auto-
hiography.”

' one-hall

OUSEHOLD.
MACARONI IN VARIETY.

The wise housewife who lives along
ways from market lays ina gooedly sup
ply of macaroni for winter use. It
keeps well, especially if it is of a good
brand. In buying macaroni it iswell
to remembter that the yellowish ar-
ticle is much better than the bleached,
gray-white. Macaroni can be cooked
in so many delicious ways, and 1s re-
lished almost by everybody, especial-
ly during winter, when vegetablesare
scarce. Although it cannot take the
place of vegetables, still it is a nour-
ishing food and is a pleasant addition
Lo any meal depending ol course up-
on how it is prepared. A pound of

macaroni dees not seem much nor
cheap, Lut if it will be remwumbtered
that when cooked it swells toalwost
four times itsbulk itis not expensive
after all. In cooking macaroni it
should be put into boiling water, and
a small tablespoonful of sialt added to
each quart of water. It re uires aiout
an hour to slowly boil that which
comes in large pipes. lhe ilne mac-
aroni, or that cut up in fancy shapes,
is not the best for ordinary use. When
cooking the macaroni it should always
be well covered with water. \When it
yvields to pressure between the fin-
gers it is done. It should then be
placed in a colander to drain and af-
terwards covered with cold water until
ready to prepare in some of its Vari-
ous gFuises.

The best known dish made from this
article is “macaroni and cheesa,' lie-
fore boiling the macaroni for thisdish
break itup into small piecesand boil
until tender. Drain and set aside un-
til wanted. Put a good sized lump of
butter in the bottom of a pudding dish
(one of porcelain or graniteware) and
allow it to melt. PPlace a layer of mac-
aroni an inch thick in the dish. Sprin-
kle with dry grated cheese and a dash
of =salt and pepper and a few bits of
butter. Then put in another layer of
the macaroni, cheess, ete., until all the
macaroni is used. IPut no cheese on
top, but use butter instead. Add afew
spounfuls of milk and hake until a
golden brown cn top. Roll a napkin
around the dish and plae it upon the
table.

sspecially good is macaroni nu gra-
tin. Cream tozether a tablespooniul
ea-h of butter and {lour in a saucepan
then add a pint of cream. Cook un-
til the cream thickens, then season
with pepper and salt. Add the beaten
volk of an egg and remove at once from
the fire. Place a lump of butter in a
baking dish, then a layer of cooked
macaroni. Pour over it some ol the
sauce; then add more macaroni and
csauce until full. Melt five tablespoon-
fuls of grated cheese with one of but-
ter. Cover the top of the macaront
with come crisp bread crumbs and
pour the melted cheese over all. Brown
in a quick oven.

A nice breakfast or lunch dish is
clewed macaroni. Cook until tender
and drain. Cream together a table-

' spoonful of butter with one of flour
' and add a little milk, salt and a dashl |

ol pepper. Add the macarcni cut up
fine. and allow it to boil up until thielk.
Carve hot. Macaroni with oysters is
liked by many. Poil half a pound of
the ma-aroni until tender. Yrainand
divide it equally. Place hall of it in
a well buttered pudding dizh. Add to
this one pint of oysters and their “i
QLI

quor. Cover with bits of butter
cpason with salt and pepprer. Addthe
remainder of the macaroni. Beat two

eggs thoroughly and add a pint of
milkk. Pour over the macaront and
cover the top with cracker ecrumbs.
Place in the oven and bake until
brown.

RECIIPES.

Rich Plum Cake.—Ior a large size
{ake one and one-half pounds e¢ah of
currants, and the same of flour, beat
three-quarter pound of butter to &
cream: whisk fifteen eggs in a jpan,
then set it over the fire, adding cne
pound of powdered sugar, still whisk-
ing all the time. When —arm, take
the pan off, but go on whisking tiil
the mixture is cold, after which mix
in the hutter then the currant: '\ ork
into this cne-half pound of candivd or-
ange. vitron and lemnn pecl cut iine;
cunce of bitter almonds,
hanched and beaten to a paste with
a pinch of sifted sugar; two ounces of
sweot almonds Dlanched and  sliced
lengthwise; one-half ounce o pound-
ed mare and cinnamon, one-quari r
pint of Curacoa brandy or other li-
quor. Work well together for half an
hour, bake from two to three hours
take it out, let the even cool, and put
the rake in for a few moments to dry;
Ire and ornament.

Ore Fge Cake.—~The one cup of su-
gar and a half cup of butter in a cake
bowl: beat this to a cream with a
wooden spoon; next add one freshegg
and stir it in well; then pour in a
cupful of milk; sift two cupfuls of flour
in another dish mix through
it thre= teaspoonfuls of baking jov-
der and then stir the flour through
the millkz, butter and sugar. Grate in
a very little nutmeg. or, if preferred,
flavor the mixture with a teaspoonful
of lemon or venilla extract, or any
flavoring one may choose. Line a cake
pan with thin brown or w hite paper,
well buttered on both sides. Put tl!t_a
cake dough in the pan and bake 1t
in a moderate oven; it will be done
when you can thrust a broom spiint
‘n the cake and it comes out without
any of the dough sticking to it. ot
the cake stand in the pan a few min-
utes after you take it from the oven;
then carefully turn it out on a folded
napkin and let it remain on the cloth
till rool.

A BIRTHDAY.

What pleasant recollections a birth-
day brings to many & man or woinin

grown old and gray and w 43 pro-
bably for years never had tima. S&ive
it but a passing thought. In their

childhood's home what a happy thing
a birthday was!' For wesks belore
there had been secret plannings
and whisperings between other mem-
bers of the family, and when at last the
avantful day arrived, what surprises
awaited the fortunate one! Even the
tiniast one in the houschold had its
\ittle giit for the brother or sister, and
many were the kind wishes and every-
cne was merry for the while.

The little gifts made by loving handa
or bought with pennies saved, and for
which many a sacriflice was made, Ue-
came doubly dear to the recipient, for
she knew what they had cost her dear
ones.

A birthday had, too, asort of holiday
air about it. In the first piaca, Lhe
breakfast table was always made fes-
tive with flowers and the company
china. The gifts were placed there, if
possible, and everyone had a smile of
welcome for the one for whom this
was done, and who was kept within
her room, her door being gunrded by
a eentinel—a small brother or sister,
Then came the examination of the gifts,
the thanks, the launghter and the break-
fast. This was always somewhat bet-
ter than usual or else everyone enjoyed
it more. How eagerly the little folks
would run erranids and how anxious
thﬂ:,’ were to help her throughout the
entire day! It seems a pity Lhat
birthdays may not always he reniems-
bered in such n happy fashion.

In every home, and especiaily where
there are children, it is an enjoyabla
day for them. Because the gifts must
necessiarily Le insignificant, or because
1L may take an hour or two of time 15
noe reason why the birthday of each
member in the family should not be set
apart o be remembered ever alter
with joy. It 1s a sweet custom, but
this busy rushing life scems to siamp
out ynany of these old-time holidays,
for which everyone would be much
better off dn keeping fresh in the mems
OTY.

The children are proud to remember
mother's and father's birthdays. The
motley array of odd presents they
someltimes bring are hoarded by fond

—ma e ——

parents, and as time slips by the old
' memories  still cling around these
precious things, the years roll back and
the children are once more there.

The boys and girls should have
birthdays, no matter how simple (e
home or celebrations may be. b is
something which is their own, yel with
no happiness in it without the good
wishes of all who are dear to them.

PROGRESSIVE PENNY HUNT.

From four to five tal'tes make o pood-
ly number, six at a table, However,
one can have as many tables as they
| choose. There should be three pentle-
mon and three ladies at each table, A
renny for ca'h talile. Hands all un-
der the tailde; one gentleman as eaptain
starts with the penny in his hand and
pazses it along; when he says “hands
upon table,” every hand is placed on
the table with closed fists. Everyone

|

'lnmht [eign consciousness as though he
i or she hald tha penny. The captain
Pgazes at cach and finally decides upon
| the one he thinks has it. e calls upon
! this one “open your hand;” he orsha
cpsks “which hand?' and hemust siata
e.ther the right or the left:; if the
penny 15 not discovered in thi: hand
;n;e:-.ﬂi.f,ur.ﬂtl. then he or she “goes up”
| to the second lable, and the one at tho
i.'.-'-ﬂl.'ﬂnl;i table wiw 18 caught takes her
or his place. And so th: game pocs
on; those who are foriunate to rcach
the fifth table resive first prizes;and
a looby prize or prizes to any one who
does not get beyond the first table
or those who cone down and cannot
get bak or highor.

TO MAKE FLOOR RUQGS.’

Old ingrain carpet, even when had-
ly worn inakes lovely rugs if the work
is properly done. The peces of carpet
should be thiroughly cleaned and then
cul ecrossw i se of the breadth instrips
one and one-quarter inches wide. | he
strips are then raveled on each edye by
drowing oul the threads lenglihwise,
until enly four or [ive are left in ths
center. As fa<t ay finished they are
sewn like carpet rags, and wound in

lov=e Lalls pot more than a pound in
we'ght, for th2 convenivnee of  the
veaver,  About two pounds are  pe-
quired for weaving each yacd of rug
twenty-seven inches wide, the amount
u“ed depending somewbat on the
we.ght of the carpet in ils original
state.  When completed the rugs are
exa-tly alike on both sides, and as
thick and =oft to step on 28 a led of
IMoes, Any kind of color ol carpet
van e used and even a variely of col-
ors, 1aking the center “hit and miss"™
and having a lorder of contrasting
color near each end. I would pnot ad-
vice any one to manke one of coltton
warp carpetl, as they are not nearly
a;: handsome or as satisfactory in any
Way.

U S—
THE SMART MAN.

Haven't but 50 cents saul the =mart
One.

Haven't taut 50 cants, said the “mart
Man, so I will lend you a hall and owe
you a half..

And that, eaid the Simple Onpe, aflter
he had taxgen the 50 vents, to the hest
of my eomprehension malkes us square,
You owe me a ha!l and I owe you a
half, whirh same [ have just borrowed
Sumehow | am a half dollar ahead, bul
why should such afeecble intellect as
mine guestion the gifts of th: gods!

HEATRD WHILE MAMMA WAS OUT.

Iloes the baby look like you or your
wifel

Well, it depends somewhat on how
e feels: when he's good natured he re-
voarnihiles me but at other t'mes | »an
see a great dea! of Lis wmotber 'n bim,




