# :"'l" '

":Ir wt I-ul-::-“v:-l'r‘.

L ]
.‘i'_:-:_
'

.
G -

S
-r"'l—"l" B
'

Ly

A ."';'. aFagmiE o

- gtore than to fly it.

- and Philippa.

IN ONE 'Slon-mlq:m e frertin e by

Mrs. Blake dic not taint. She did not
even revile ber future daughter-in-law.
Percival’s manner told her that words to
this effect would be wasted, But she en-
treated ber son, by every claim she had up-
on him. to do nothing hurriedly. Of course
she objected to his desire ; bat she knew
ber ohjections would bave ro icfluence upon
a man so madly inJove., But she Erlyod for
delay—literally went upcn her knees and
besought him not to be married for twelve
months. A clever woman was Mra. Blzke.
Who knew what unforseen things might
havpen in a year?

Pg;:ivnl ;éelded to some extent. After all
before he married he must prepare another
home for his mother and sisters. He wished
torefurnish the rectory. He wished to be
married without nndue haste, He‘mahed to
see his people friendly with Phihp]_m, and
he wished Philapra to get rome idea of
what a clergvmran’s wife should be. So he
agread to wait six months—even,when worn
out by his mother’s tearful importunities,
extended this time of probation till the _end
of the present year. In exchaunge, ke stipu-

lated that Mrs. Blake should try and bring

herself to regard Philippa as a daughter,

He told Philippa what he had promised.
She said nothing, but something in her look
made him regret he had made the promise.
‘However, he vowed thst the first of Janu-
uary should be his wedding-day.

Mrs. Blake kept, at any rate, the letter
of her contract with her son. The inter-
courze between the rectery and the Hcellies
seemed so friendly, that it looked as if the
rector's mother was going to make the beat
of what she thought a bad job.  Yet her
timent was always with her. Al
though it was placed beyond doubt that
Mrs. Raussell had a considerable fortune,
Mrs. Blake kept her presentiment, and
prayed every night that Percival might es-
cape from this siren. To do her juatice, she
was not anxious that he should marry

. money, 80 Mra, Rossell's fortune did not af-

fect her views. Mrs. Blake played her part
very well, and Percival was delighted when
she suggested that Philippa should accom.
pany her daughters and herself to Eondon,
whither they always went early in Jane;
for Mrs. Blake, although but a country rec.
tor’s widow, was a woman of fashion and
S very possible that whilst i

I e that whils essing
thint{gﬁt ation on Philippa Hrn.pr,Bhka
thought: “She haslived in London. A wo-
man of her extraordinary appearance can-
not be forgotten, Some one must surély
know all about her.”

Although Percival begged her to go with
his mother, Philippa hesitated. -

v"Have you forgotten?” she whispered.

He frowned. :
']t is better to face what may be in

Ncthing can part us.”

*Very well, I will go.”

She kisred him and for the thouraundth
time told him how much she loved him.

A fortnight afterward Mrs Blake and
Philippa were seated side by side atf an
evening . 'The beautiful young widow
was the object of much attention. Suddenly
Mrs. Blake noticed that her comp2nion
stopped short in the middlel of a sentencs,
and begged a gentleman pear ber tolead
her from the room—the heat was over-
coming her. Then Mrs. Blake felt sure
that sometbing had cccurred, and looking
round in search of it, Ffaw a man leaning
against the oppositewall and eying Philippa
with amused wcnder,

She knew him well—a rising barrister,
with whose family sbe bad long been tpen
terms of intimacy. So when he turned his
eyes from the vapishing Philippa to her
vacant chair, Mrs Blake signed him to fill
it. ;

She cut greetings and inquiries very
short,

“You know that lady who just left my
side?” she said. '

T thought sn. Perhafps I was mistaken.
Tell me her neme.” :

She told him.

Tt must be the same,” he gaid.

““What do you krow of her !’ asked Mrs,
Blake. .

“The law has its secrets as well a8 the-
shurch,” said the barrister langhing,

~ “Don’t jest, Richard Grabam. 1 have
known you and ycur family for years, and I
ask you to tell me who ard what Mrs. Rns-
‘.ll i.‘ "

Grabham glanced at ber, and saw she was
in terrible earnest. He hesitated, then
Baid: .

*I met her professionally,
counsgel in a—an action.”

Mra Blake noticed the pause,

“A criminal action?"” she aeked sharply.

* Well—yes. it was.”

**Was she acquitted 1"’

“No ; but T believe she was innocent. I
believe it firmly. The jury were fco's.”

And this woman about to marry the Rec
tor of Chelst:n! No wonder Mrs. Blake's
agitation was great emough- to puzzle the
barrister.

“Speak low,” she gaid. ‘“What had she
done ?” :

¢‘Her husband—a fearful rogune—was
tried for forging and swindling. The rascal
tried to save himself at ber expense. She
was tried with him. The man was sent tfo
penal servitude for five years.”

¢Yes, yes—but the woman ?”

‘It was a burning shame,” said Graham

I was her

““On my soul, I believe she was innocent. |

The judge thought so too.”

*Go on quickly,” said Mrs. Blake.

‘“‘Her sentence was three months.” raid
Graham reluctantly and sullenly. He
hated himself for having tattled about this

_ beautiful wom=>n’'s sntecedents, -

- ““Then,” said Mis Blake, with emphatic
pauses, ‘‘she has—actually been—in pri-
son !” :

] suppose s0. But why do you want to
know? 1 wish I had siid nothing.”

*T have a right to know all about her,”
said Mrs. Blake icily. ‘‘For the sake of
sealing your lips, I may tell you that Per-
cival intended marrying her. What an es-
eape! In prison! What an escape I”

8he sailed awav in search of her daughters
Her head was in a whirl,
The Rector of Chelston abont to make a
creature who had worked on the treadmill
and picked oakum his wife! - Her presenti-
ment had ccme true with a vengeance. She

-gerviee, - He

walked from room to room in search of her
charges, and mechanically murmured:
““What an escape ! What an esoapel”

Mrs. Rursell was willing enough to
- home, Mrs, Blake’s lip unﬂoﬁ asshe thongﬁ _
why. She said nothing, but before to

bed telegraphed to son, bidding hi

oome &t onoe,

Philippa and ber out of the Way.
m-npnp:hhﬂ meet ‘him alone. His first in-
qbiry was for Phbilipps. He seemed greatly
relieved by hearing she was well, :

Then Mrs. Blike made her communica-
tion. She was kind enough to suppress
show of triumph ; but she told bim every-
thing, and wondered atthe silence with
which he heard it. Gl i e

“Oh, Percival, my son,” she cried, *‘what
an escapel” _ :

He looked fearfully stern. s

“I hOfed,yun would be spared this,” he
said. *I hoped it might remain nnknown to
all #=ve Philippa and myself.” = *

‘Percival! What ara yonsaying?” -

¢ T knew it before she promised tc be my

wite, She told me herself, Poor girl, she was
ruelly wronged. Her life bas been a hard

one, Till her wretched husband died in
prison it was misery.” : :

*-She deceived yon—aesjoled you! Percival
You cannot mean to—"

This will make po ckance in my plans.
I shall be married on the first of January.”

Mra. Biake really did succumb at the an-
nouncement. She fell, a dead heap, into &
chair. =5 3

¢¢Graham 1 shall see at once,” continued
her son, “’and entreat bis silence. But even
if the matter becomes public property 1t may
be liveddown.” '

Mrs. Blake was goaded past endurance.
She rese in fierce wrath. :

“Basotted boy!” she cried, “You—in your

| position—Rector of Chelston—to marry a

conviet, a felon! Percival, I am ashamed of

yoa—ashamed! I will go to the bishop—to

Lord Keynsham. Tt shall never bel”
In his present mcod the names of the bish-

op and Lord Keynsham were to Percival no

more than sounding brass. :

“] am sorry. very sorry, mother,” he said;
“but I love Philippa too well to give her
up; and surely, if one person above a:_nu_thar
shogld exercise Christian obarity, it1s a
clergyman.”
~ “Christian cbarity!” said Mrs. Blake
with biting scorn. *‘Call it by its true nan
—bhlind, unholy passion!”

She left him, little knowiog how deeply
her parting shaft had struck. -

He taw Graham ; then returned and told
Philippa everything. She listened with
composure,

‘I expected it,” she said, ‘‘the past can
never be obliterated.” Then she added, * I
do not even offer to free you. You are mine
—mine for ever.” .

The lock which accompanied her words
added another link to thechain which al-
ready bouond him. .

It was impossible she should remain long-
er with Mrs. Blake. That afternoon, ac-
companied by the rector, she went back to
Chelston. Percival, who considered that he

| was absolved from his promise to his mother

suggested an early diy for the marriage.

““No, ro,” said Philippa. ‘*Why change
our plans ? I have no fear of losing your
love. No one shall say I bave hurried you
into marriage.” :

Mrs. Blake's hopes revived when, in reply
to a long, reprcachful letter. her son inform-
ed her that the previous arrangement would
be adhered to. There was still six months’
grace, s0 Mra, Blake did not curtail her
visit to town, She even went to the sea-

side for a few we-ks as usual. Whilst *‘that |

creature’” was within stoue's throw, the
Rectory wa3 -not an attractive residence.

At last she returned home, and it soon be-
came an open secret that there was friction
between the ladies of the Rectory and the
lady of the Hollies, but signs soon multi-
plied which told the Chelston folk that the
rector meant to have his own way.

In the late autumn a house was taken in
the neighborhood, and it was perfectly well
known this was to be Mras. Blake’s house
after the marriage. @~ Whispers went roond
that Mrs. Rusrell had ordered and extensive
trosseau from London. Baut all doubt was
digposed of when the banns vere called in
Chelston Churzh. Then Mrs. Blake’s heart
really sunk. She had k->pt, ard would keep-
her own counsel, The world need not see the

| Rectory soiled linen = Bat after this public

announcement, which she cslled an insult to
God and man, she bad another stormy
scene with her ‘‘besotted boy.” He was
more determined than ever to go his own
way, 80 *he washed her hands of him ait)-
gether. Perhaps she was not to tlame,

Although he saw Phillippa frequently, the
days pavsed slowly with the rector. and he
longed for the moment which for better or

worse, would make Philippa bhis wife, In-

bis secret heart he blamed himself for the
boundless sway this woman exercised over
him—even the strength of her love startled
kim., When they were married all would
doubtless be well. In time his mother and
sisters might come round. Surely, with his
st:ong mind, ke could make the womsn who
adored him a perfect pr:on’s wife. In spite
of everything they would be bappy; yet, as
he told himself so, he knew that had the
blackest misery been show#n-to be his lot, he
must still bave married Philippa. .

The les’ day of the old year dawned, a1d
Percival Blake rejoiced to think that to
morrow would -end his uncertainties and
troubles. He was now alone in the Rectory.
Mra. Blake, having sternly refused to at-
tend the ceremony, or to permit her daugh-
ters to be present, tad by her scn’s adviea
if ng;t command, left the neighborhood for a
"ii"hl L .

Altkough he had been very busy all the
day he had seen Philippa once or twice, and
bad promised to call again after the evening
: preached his sermon, intro-
ducing a few fitting words about to -mor-
row’s event; then having lingered in the ves-
try gwing some jast instructions to his sub-
ordinates, he started to walk across to the
Hollies. :

In going from the church to the Hollies,
about two huudred were saved by
turaing out of the main road and passing
through the meadows which ran by Chelston
stream. Although this route took ome to

‘the back of the house, he usually chose it,

Philippa having given him a key which
opened the garden gate. He went jilpialul way
ROW,

It was a clear starlight night, The ground
was turned into iron by nnharpfrmtgr As
the rector walked briskly along the river
path, he thought of all that occurred
since this time last year, when he bore Phil-

| ippa into the vestry. Not now did he wish 4
this year taken out of his life. Bat he pray-

ed that before the next year was over man
things which now distresssd him might h{

lov];lthtmlthe
turned from river and struck

['from'him. She

i g S
truggling torms.  As he ran.

t:;d them he saw that the combatints were

a man anda woman,' but bm;_ﬂm:;t

within arm’s length before he realized the

all ‘ truth—that the woman, who appeared to

be defsnding herself frcm some roffian’s
murderouns sttack, was Pnilippa. .

‘Parcival Blake wasa man' of immense
muscular power. At Oxford he had been fa-
| mous as an athlete. Withouta word he set
his teeth and sprung on Philippa’s assillant,
He dared not strike him—hia crushing hlow
might fall on the wrong person—but 1n a
second the wretck fourd his arms wrenched
from his vietim and half:dislocated, w_l;ﬂut
he writhed he'plessly in the enraged clergy-
man’s grip. : e

That ineradicabie old Adsm, Trevenge,
larks inevery heart, lay or clerical. Wketh-
er it is aroused or not is bnt-a question of
the stimnlating motive, Sarely a man in
the rector's eituation may be pardonmed for
icflicting  summary panishment. - He did

‘not stop to argue the moral points of the

case. His blocd boiled in a most unchrist.
jianlike manner. Without more ado, [he put
forth all his great strength and hurled the
ruffian from him with prodigious force. The
1an fell with a dull heavy thud on the iron
bound path : moreover, he lay there still
and silent ; and Percival, whose rage was
expended in that effort of strength, felt his
heart grow sick from the fear that he had
taken human life,

Yet Philippa was his first care, She atood
by his side motionless. Ha face in the
moonlight, Jooked livid. Her eyes were di-
lated and fuoll of horror. She paid no heed
to his anxious enquiries, but she her
hands round his strong right arm—she even

its power. ;
“‘Percival,” she lrhnper?:l, ‘¢ you are
strepg —you have killed him.

“*Gad forbid!™ said Percival narynnn]y,
and stepping to the fallen man, His feors
were 800n at rest. The fellow breathed
beavily and as he leaned over him the recfor
detected in that breath a strong smell of ar-
dent spirits. He was glad to find the man
a stranger to Chelston—glad he had not
been compelled to chastise one of his own
flock. Evidently the rogue was a half-drunk-
en tramp; 80, ereatly relieved, the rector
went back to Pnilippa. S

‘*He is dead—you have killed him ?" she
said. - .

¢‘No—senseless, and. I half-
drunk. Now go home. I will run up to the
vi'lage and fetch the constable.”

Philippa shivered. | i

*‘Go back and kill him?’ she faid In a
strange voice, .

The rector looked at her in amazement.
Her larze eyes gleamed like those of a wild
animal. | £ - -

“‘My darling,” he said. ‘*you are upeet.
If he has robbed you or injured you he will
pay bitterly for it. Go home, dear Philippa,
I will soon be with youn.”

Agaio he felt her-shudder. Then all at
orice her calmness and presence of mind
‘seemed to return.

‘“ I was upset,” sae said. ' Iden’t know
what I said. Percival, we cannot leave the
pcor wratch lying there,”

The rector was thinking the rame thing.

“Besides,” she continued, ‘* I am only
frightened, not hurt. If you send for the po-
lice we shall have to give evidence.”

She spoke wisely. To-morrw they were
to stari for sunnier lands., Was it worth
while delaying their departure for the sake
of givin? this drunken wretch a taste of the
triadmill?”

‘ﬁ; will hezr his acrount of himself,” said

Pearcival sternly. ‘“Wake up!™ he continued
shaking the tr mp's shoulder, A'l the wak-
ing up he seemed. capable of was limited
to an uneazy grunt. -

‘Carry him up t» the houre—it is not
fer ” suggested Philipps. ‘ Leave him in
one of the outhouses until he recovers,”

The rector co1ld discover no better plan,
He threw his fallen foe, who praved to be a
slight attenuated creature, over his shonlder
and bore him to tte Hol!i-s~ By Phillipa’s
‘directions he placed him on the floor of the
tol-house, There was no lack to the do-r,
" but as the man gave no evidence of an im-
mediate return to consciousnes s that matter-
ed little, - _

‘“We must try and revive him,"” said Per-
cival. rather nervouely, - ;

“¢*Come indoors, I will get something.”

. He fcllowed her through the French case-
ment of the drawing room. He was begin-
nirg to wonder what had taKen her abread
that night, and intended to lecturs her on
her rashness; but as scon as they entered the
rocm she left him, to fetch the remedies, he
Wnullldﬂ'd. = "

returned. The Trector grew uneayy and
filgety. He did not like to think of that
ssneeleas tramp outside, He blamed himself
for the vengeful force he had putinto his
arms. A horrible thing, indeed, if he. a
clergyman, had ca & man’s death!
Where was Philippa? He would wait for
her no longer. At that moment the door

opened, and his bride entered.
Was she mad?  ‘Why at this particular
moment did she come to him like this?

Brief as her absence had been.she had foind
time o' make what can only be called a
grand tcilet. She wore the richest of the
many rich dresses which had just been sent
from London. There were diamonds in her
ears; diamonds on her white nncovered neck.
Her beautiful long round arms were bare, or
but partially. veiled by thin, delicate lace,
anti a blood rad flower bnrned in her black
bair. A qg:hanéhﬂ}in quaa: with charms to
COmpAare wi A's has yet graced

throne! So, with pl;p:r madde,;:ing bua.ut;
brightened by all thas art can do, she enter-
ed the room, and after laying on thetable
what seemed to be a small bundle of some
kind, with a firm quick step she came to-

ward her lover,

A cry of utnml";h:tdnﬂ.hof df:light. sprung
him, s0tt white fingers
on his lips, drew him to a low nhﬁg:lgmd'
motioned him to be seated, ; :

He opeyed.  She knelt beside him, her
face ona level with hisown, A

it

seemed to caress it, to be trying to estimate| est

More than ten minutes passed before she

Aoy - Lol T Y A e rar ¥ f ||.' e ',.L';].I'
geemed t0, hear th:il mother’s wor.ls,
& 7 !I!I!li'.‘pxl-ln-ﬂll w EAYEL . Lo
ﬂl;i’:muh Perpivall? marmured the wo-
man, *“You love me?” ; His answer was not

B o worth loviog,” she whirpered.

“Such love is' worth & sagrifice. ; Peroival,

it is worth more. It is worth a.crimal”.
! Em: then he ?Md her embrace.

«-Percival, listen. Love, k'ss me and list.
en. - That man outside—he1s my felon hus-
band.” . - Nt on

“harp ferce ory broke from him. His
‘Fﬂfj! Ii;: ;ttnranrud ashen, Yetstill he beld her
m‘]}’i'lhmay fold me he was dcnﬂ-;yatba_ lives.
No mattar.  Shall our love be wrecked by
hrfmld sweat broke out all over the mao.
Yer he turned not fro n her kiss,

«Dsarest,” she went on in her flate-like
voice. *‘‘How shsll it be. Shall we fly like
cowards to auother land? I ‘am rich, you
kﬁﬂ T." :

He sbivered from head to foot. Some
strange instinct made him furn his eyes to

the little bundle she had placed on the table..

w followed his gaze.
Th‘?Nnu,E.:mldd, with g: low, wild laugh.
“No need to fly. Percival, I would have
done it alone, but I knew we should love
the be-tter if we sinned together. Come.

Still holding his hand, she rose. Percival
Blake staggered to his feet. He awayed to
and fro like a drunken msn,and graspe: the
table for support. The woman smiled 1n his

face.

~ ¢J am worth it,” she whi ad, as she un-

wound a Jarge handkerchief~and disclosed a

toppered bottle, . .
: ‘Pﬁwﬂl be painless,” she murmured. ‘It

will ‘be like going to sleep, Come, dear-

She placed the bandkerchief and the bot-
tle in one of his nerveless hanis; the cther
she took in her own. She Jed him, as one

1sads a blind man, to the casement. Sae |

opened it and the keen fresh wintry air cut
into the perfumed atmosphere of the room
like a knife. :

On the threshold she paused and clnngrhtc
him in an almost frenzied embraoce.. he
man quivered beneath it. Then, hand in
hand, they walked down the garden path.
They went swiftly, although the man moved
as.one in a trance.

She led bim to the dcor of the outhouse.
It was open. She looked into his set drawn

face. Her burning fingers tightened round |

his icy-cold hand.

“¢Your haud trembles, sweet love,” she
said, and therewith to>k the handkerchief
and the bottle from him. . _

She passed in, and whilst he stood as one
spell bound, leaning for support against the
doorpost, she began feeling about for the re-
cumbent figore of her husband.

In a minute she was at her lover’s side
again. She shook his arm fiercely.

-~ %Gone! He basgone!” she cried.
him! He cannot be far off!”

“Seek

Her words. her touch, umma& " to break |

the spell. With a low cry Percival Blake
fell upon his knees, and iiftingup his bands,
thanked God, whose mercy had willed that
he sheuld not be a murderer in very deed as
well as in thought. Then the bumbled
man bowed his head, and sob after sob broke
forth. | :

The woman stood like a statue. A dreary
look of hopeless-despair settled on her pallid
face, Not a muscle moved—not even when
Percival Blake rose to his feet and confront-
ed her with eves full of horror snd aversion.

“Temptress! Fiend!” he whispered. *I
have anather prayer to make—tha% we may
never meet sgain.” :

He turned away and went swiftly down
the path to the gate by which he had exfter-
ed. It wasbutafews away. Bofore
he passed through it he cast one look back,
Phillippa strod as he had left her, tall and
erect; her white face, neck and arms gl am-
ing in the wintry monnlight. Then, even
then. the old fascinaticn struggled for sa-
prsmicy—a'l but mastered bim. He took a
backward +tsp. Ha1eshe made bu$ one sign
he must have rushed to her side, But shs
moved reithsr hand nor fco%. By a supreme
effort he wrenched himself away, passed
through the gate, closed it behind him, and
rushed out into the night—anywhere! any-
where! G

For two or three hours he wandered about
aimlessly; then, scarcely knowing how,
found himself in Chelston churchyard. He
carried a key which opene1 the little door
of the church.
ﬁroped bis way to the altar steps, He threw

imeelf on the cold stones and lay there in
contrition and abasement until five o'clock
in the morning. Then, a humbled man, he
crept to the rectory and from sheer exhaus-
tion slept. . R

Terrified tearful faces met him when he
arose, As gently aa they conld, people told’
him that an hour ago Mrs. Russell’s old ser-

vant had found her mistress in her own

room, lying on her own bed, dreesed as one
going to & ball. but guite cold and dead. Im
& borrified whisper they added it was feared
she had committed suicide.

__This is the story of that year in a man’s
life whbich must be swept away from his
memory before he can call himself happy.

THE END,
¥

The Czar of Russia’s Winter Palace.
The Winter Palace is described as
largest palace in the worll being ﬂnaﬁthﬁlfs
larger that of the Emperor of Austria’s,
and unsurpassed in poirt ot splendor. Itis
the residence of the Czar and his Court
during winter, and stands on the left bank
of the Neva. Tae pilaceis four stories
high, or abous 80 feet; the frontageis 455
feet in length, in breadth 350 feet. The
principal entrance or ‘‘parron des Ambass-
adeurs,” is from the Neva. and leads by. a
magnificent fl ght of marble steps o the
state apartments of the paluce. A gateway
in the centre of” the building, facing Alex-
snder’s Colomn, opens into a large court.
The most magnificent spartments are the
Throne Room of Paiter I, where the diplo-
matic corpe g¢nerally present their congrat-
ulations on New Year's Day; the White
Hall, the Hall of St. George, a paralfelo-
gram of 140 feet by 60 feet; the gallery of

‘the Field-Marshals and the Alexander gal.

lery, a suite of splendid halls, filled with

o MMHE“ vases, and pictnres,
"‘,‘,301”1’"!*1 family is ia residence.
' w-onl are lnignd in the baild-

k.
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THE CIECUS AGENT AND THE EDIrop
A Genial Circus Agent who Strack

l Town of Boncombe cailed at the B, 3

fice for the Parpose of Ins<rtiny 5 *
umn Ad. of nix Gr: atest Show E:Eb;rit o
the anllu wing %) alogue Took P.ace: -
‘‘Has your Paper a Prett reul
tion?” : g Gm Ot
'th’ ,’EF." .
‘‘About 1,000, I suppose?”
th'-g:;;hgnmdl . gﬂhy. S1, the Bugle s
e rgan in this Congresi .
triot.” - e
“Say, 1,500"” '
“Sir)” '
*“ Oh. well I’ll pay you on th
of 2,000 circulation, but it’s ] 43[} tog
many.” '
I :'g;r:l Do you mesn to Insult med”
*Will you awear to 3,000 Circulatipp
“Of course I will,” - s
__The Editor was taked out and sworn, 3
the Ad. which the Agent hop>d to get i
$15 cost him ‘345 —with ,G:impliment;q
Tickets for the Editor’s Family of. Sixteen,

MOBAL.

Tae reéal circulation was 750 copies, but

b3 Sore you are Right and then
and Swear to it. : B

THE TOWEL AND THE STOVE.

A Printing Office Towel suddenly Bails
Over one. day and ca'led oat to the Stove:
" “Lands alive! but when were you Blackeq
Last?’
“And when were you Washed Iay
let me Humbly inquire?” sneered the

| Stove.

“The Editor uses you for a Spittoon!”
““And the Apprentice us<s you f:r a Mopl;
**You are Cracked in a Dozen places!”
‘Aund I can Count Twenty Holesin yoa!”
At this moment the Sueriff came in §
Levy on the Entire Outfit, and the Stand.
ing Galley heaved a Deep Sigh ani Ob-
served: s
- , - MORAL,
~ *“Recrimination Never Helps a Bid Mat.
ter.” ‘ -

OH, DEAR!

When you hear squalls about the house
its scold weather you caa expect.

The *‘nire” education ‘of woman, says s
close observer, consifts in t2aching her
how to labor for the wages of independence,

Although some new fall bonnets ar
trimmed with game, no one will be permit-

He enterad the building and |

ted to ‘‘shoot the hat,” says the New Yok
Joornal | _
What a woman makes up her mind fo do

crewel work she always gets worsted, The
key to this will be eold for a quarter.

Ouida says : *‘A girl's love must neverbe

I begged but conquered.” Paradoxical ait

may seem, the girl canrat be conquered un:
less she concurs. _

It is about time the papers let up on pab
lishing that threadbare item about not st
ing stewed mushrooms with a silver spoon.
In the first place, this a close season fir
mushrooms, and, secondly, the stockbiroker
haven’t left us any tilver spoons,

Lord Norbury, wnen once cuarging & jiry
in a breach of 'ijmmim case, noticed it

| the letters of the faithless defeadant had

been s0 long in the plaiutiff's pocket ot ¥
often shown to her sympathiziug

that they were grea'ly frayed at f;ll!!f"f‘ilﬂI
and almast ‘n tatters. *Gantlemen,” sl
Lord Norbury, carefully holding up 0%,
the epistles to the gaze of the jury, be-
easy to see thal these are love letters,
caase they are 80 excsedingly tender.

—

- —

.llasﬁ Glaciers.

It was nearly sunset when we begal #':
near the Muir glacier, and the day m
near ended when the c!iff was reached,.

| we had anchored near the frowning :

pice. The shades of evening had ¢3 ]
about the iclands passed duringthe daj'ri e
half hid from sight the lower ranges ao

trackless forests; but the Fa.irw.ﬂathﬂl‘ Lors
were visible still and glowed with 8 8 I d
light in the isolited height like bao

phosphoroas hung abave the trees. Arourd

ents, grinding

us floated icy fragm ag:ios

each other. or floating, solitary, and
tic down the watery way. | hesuti
grand past all conception, wild and D6t
tul, and silencing all with a.dm:rafhﬂ-l e
other wonder of nature equals thi® St i
of untold age, as it moves .mlenﬂYT; the
resistibily down fromits blrthplm;od]_m t
sea, crying as it .omes the very em A1l e
of strergth, the destroyer of all life. ~ined
glaciers of Switzerland might bs :iﬂihil of
aud together they would not equ the V8
G'aier Bay. Set it crawling ﬂ"ff;t would
leys guarded by Mont Blanc, and 1 ht
crush the country han?nth its welgh
leave a wilderness behind. s
aska, long and broad and wild, 1 sy~
fissure—a single stream among the mx.

[San Francisco Chronicle. :
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