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N1~ IbHitonn Adytiuiurci® Oone to I11*
Laet Acoonnl.

The rocent, 4Qa>~h of 0O notorious adve n-
turer named Denison has bidngbt to hght
the fact that the young man vras actually
related to tbe aristocratic family whose
patronymic lie alwa.3s bore,bat also revives
a whole host of stories which reflect
nothing but discredit upon the scion of
nobility. ' Ib'appears that he was a son of
Lord Lc<iii(iexborough. His father waa a
member o] tlie. Cunningham family, but
changed his name to Denison on receivirg
a legacy. When Lord Londesborougli died
young Denison’s mother married Lord
Fitzgerald, between whem aud his step-
children much ill-feeling existed.* At 18
years of age the young man was required
by his stepfather to enter the army, but
this he refused to do, and ran away to
Belgium. Here he was reduced to such
Btraits that he was compelled tor-dispose
of all his personal property, and so, as
a %lasfc’ resort, he shipped on a
vessel to Philadelphia as a cabin
boy. He landed there penniless, and
aocepted employment at picking straw-
berries, making from 10 to 25 cent« a day.
This means of livelihood could not last
long of course, and he was compelled to
write to hie stepfather for assistance, and
was granted an annuity of £100 until he
became of age. Then followed the methods
of existence wl ich gave him such an un-
enviable notoriity in Canada and the
States, where ho visited most of the prin-
cipal cities, and reaped a rich harvest
everywhere until at length in each case he
was discovered as a dead beat. In 1881 he
returned to England and obtained some of
the private fortune that belonged to him.
W hile on this vimii he received a document
from a Welsh lady recommending him to
all patriotio Welshmen, which afterward
proved of great value to him. Shortly
after his return to this contiuent his means
again became exhausted, and in “ roughing
it 7 in the Western States he contracted a
pulmonary disease that eventually took
him off. Arriving at Denver he secured a
situation as an express driver, but after-
ward worked on a sheep ranch. About a
year ago, being taken suddenly ill, he went
to board with a Welshman named Jones,
who eared for him until his death.

ANOTHKKt CRAZY MATCH.

The W hich Two

Eugaged ia*

Contest Smokers

A “ smoking match ” for $25 a side oame
off in Chicago on Sunday. A smoking
match is not a match which has just been
lighted and extinguished, but a match
between a Scotchman named Anderton

and Cunif, an Irishman, to smoke pipes
twelve hours, the one scoring the greatest
number of “refills ” of the pipe to bo
declared the winner. Cunif. began vigor-
ously, and by 6 o’clock in the evening
was ahead of the Scotchman ;
but after supper he was rins

ing out his mouth with water. His tongue
became sore ; he had to stop frequently,
and at the end of twelve hours had finished
only his twenty-sixth pipe, while Anderson
had finibhed his thirtieth. Cunif’s tongue
and tbe roof of his mouth were badly
blistered and he looked as if he were sorry
that be ever attempted the feat. Anderson
took it very coolly, drank no water, had no
blisters and said he could smoke another
twelve hours. He offers to smoke 011 the
same terms against any other man who lius
no more brains than himeelf and wants to
piove it.

The Old Man Youug Again.

It was a beautiful picture, and quite
pathetic in the kindly good nature «which
it portrayed so eloquently. The old gentle-
man stood midway of the icy hill, lost in
contemplation of tbe merry coasters as
they flitted past him. He was an old man
no mere ; 1e was a boy again and these
-mw h~ well-remembered mates. The
spirit of resurrected boyhood possessed him
utterly. How clear and distinct was the
new born past1l The old days, the old
scenes, theold sounds—*“ L u-1la I’ The
cry was unheeded, and in a flash the old
gentleman’s feet flew into the air,and the
Old gentleman lay at length ou the boy-
cushioned sled and was born in triumph
to the foot of the hill, somewhat
frightened and considerably bruised. It
was good to see him attempting to hide the
limp that hiB unexpected ride had given
him, and good to hear his hearty laugh
when he had recovered his scanty breath.
And his own face aid the face of the
youngster who had tripped him were comi-
cal iu their respective inappropriateness.
ffis was full of fun, the youngster’s of fear
and trembling. But the old gentleman’s
happy faoe soon reassured the boy, and he
Was up and away, and the episode was soon
forgotten by him, but not by the old gen-
tleman. His boyhood had been brought
baok to him, and a very precious memory
it was to him. Fe will cling to it tena-
ciously, and thank every twinge that his
latter day coast shall bring to him during
his short tarry on earth, feeling in every
throb of pain a heart-throb of the rosy-
cheeked boy he once was to many, many
years ago 1

Always Take Receipts™

An exchange says : At this time of the
year all persons are making more or leBH
payment of monies. lu many cases ihe
amounts are small, and they consider it
derogatory to their dignity or honesty to
take a receipt. This is a wrong principle
and only recently we have observed several
disputes over settlements which might
have been avoided if all transactions,
however small, bad been conducted on a
proper business basis. The more intimate
you are with another the more reason is
there to have every transaction thoroughly
understood. Nothing preserves friend-
ship better than correct settlements. It
iB very little trouble for auy one receiving
money to geta receipt for it. So far as
we are concerned we shall only be too glad
to elucidate our theory by writing as many
receipts ae possible in return for the nomi-
nal amount of our subscription price. We
hope to have our capacity severely tested
during the next few weeks.

Crows Have a JLive Menl.

The weather is extremely cold in lowa.
The Newton, la., Journal says : “ One of
the remarkable incidents of the present
speii of severe cold weather is the fact that
crows are actually feeding off the bodies of
live hogs in the stock yards iu this city,
and several large fat hogs there have at
this time iar*« iTo’cs t-n inch or more deep
about the shoulders that have been bored
into them by the bills of the crows. The
belief in that the crows are so nearly
starved to death that they have adopted
thiB plan. Boys have been hired to shoot
the crows whioh congregate iu large num-
bers to keep them from utterly destroying
the hogB.”

The €*rcat f'old out W est.

Bays the Brandon Sun: The extra-
ordinary average of thirty-two and a half
degrees below zero was the result of the
meteorologicalobservations taken at Prairie
College. Rapid City, during the week end
ing Wednesday, the 24th ult. The highest
reading for the week was 17 and the lowebt
406. A record suoh as this approaches
perilously near to the appalling. We are
glad to be able to qualify, to some exteut,
the terrors it is calculated to excite by tir
information that the cold was notonly
exceptionally severe but of exceptionally
long duration. Nothing like it nasb
known for years.

—“How did we come to possess our
present dress ?” is one of the questions by
the editor of Nature. Can’t say.
Presume the tailor didn’t know you.
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Siifc AniODg ihe Trappbl i*loukut iu
Kentucky.
(Louisville Cor. Now York Times)

Few people, even in Kentucky, know tbat
only a short journey from this city there
flourishes a monastery of Trappist Monks.
It is situated in a little hamlet in the
southern part of Nelson county, Ky., o1
the Louir.ville'&Nashville Railroad, about
40 miles louth of here. Externally the
monastery resembles any other; but whet
the doors are once passed the visitor feel-
as if he had stepped back into the middle

ages. The visitor is courteously received
aud given a cot in acell. At midnight
he is awakened by the bell which

calls the monks to the midnight mass The
monks continue at their devotions about
six and a half hours, and then they march
in silent procession to the chapter room.
Here they meet every morning, and here
puuishment is meted for all offences
against the rules. The abbot’s chair is an
elevated throne, and iu walking to his seat
the abbot passed over his own grave. The
culpritwho awaits judgmentalso stands on
this terrible spot. For punishment, some
aro deprived of their meals for a day;
others are ordered to prostrate themselves
on the floor while the monks walk over
them. When a decision is given the delin-
quent never murmurs, but immediately
sets about its fulfilment.

By an ancient rule of the order all Trap-
pist monasteries are built in the form of a
quadrangle, inclosing a court. All around
this court extends the, cloister, used by the
monks as a promenade. Here the inmates
never speak, not even to visitors, nor do
they in the refectory, dormitory or churches.
In the graveyard back of the church is the
tomb of Mrs. Nanoy Miles, and by her side
the remains of Mrs. Mary Bradford, only
sister of Jefferson Davis. Each monk’s
graVe is marked by a black cross, on which
in white letters, is painted his monastery
name. At the foot of each grave is
a stcol, which the monks used in pray-
ing for the .souls of the departed. The
dead are not inclosed in a coffin, but are
simply wrapped in th-;ir gowns and buried.
When a death occurs, a fresh grave is im-
mediately opened for tbe next one who
passes away. In the dormitory each monk
has a cell with walls of heavy fire-brick,
containing an iron cot. The monk always
sleeps with his clothes on. The regular
time for rising ia never later than 2 o’clock,
but on feast days it is two hours sooner.
In these cells, every Friday night, the
monks scourge themselves with a knotted
whip of many lashes in remembrance 6f
tbe scourging of the Saviour. Except by !
a physoian's preeoiiptiou a monk never
tastes meat of any kind, fish, eggs, batter j
or lard. Their diet is exclusively vege-
table. No stimulants, not even tea or
coffee or tobacco, are used iu any form. In
the dining room each monk is provided
with a tin plate and a wooden fork and
spoon. From September 14th to Ash Wed-
nesday only one meal a day is allowed.
From Easter Sunday until September 14th
they eat two meals daily—one at* 11 and
the other at 6 o’clock. For seven years
those who wish to enter are on trial and
all the hardships are pi'c upon them.
They can go away auy day during this
period if tljey desire, but when the time of
probation is over they take a final vow and
are irrevocably sundered from the world.
There are about sixty monks in this mon-
astery. Only two Americans belong to the
Order, one from Selma, Ala., and the other
from Philadelphia. A remarkable rule of
tne Order is that whioh precludes all
females from entering the abbey, save only
the wife of the ruler of the nation. The
Gethsemane Abbey owns 1,800 acres of
land, half of which is in a state of high
cultivation.

Ktiiliards for (>iirle.

Two girls of this city having heard that
Elizabeth Cady Stanton advised billiards
for girls, concluded to profit by the advice
cf so wise a counsellor, and the other day
when the men folks were all down town
the girls in question adjourned to the bil-
liard room to have a game.

“ W hat shall we play ?” asked the elder.

“ Why, billiards, cf course.”

“1 know, you silly thing; but there’s
different kinds of billiards. | mean, what
kind shall we play ? There’s discount, and
hundred or nothing, and pin ball and fifteen
pool.”

“Ohl |
nicest ?”

Hundred to nothing’s easy ; maybe we
had better begin on that.”

“All right.”

“ Well, why don’t >ou get your pole and
shoot? It’s your first shot.”

“No, it ain’t either ; we have to choose
for shot.”

“ That’s so, well, here : ock-a—bock-a—
bou-a- crock a—ock-a—bock—tuse ; there,
its y<ur first shot 1”

“Why, you mean thing 1 Tain’t no such
thing.”

“Don’t you call mo a chtater, or I'll tell
ma you take pickles to bed with you.”

“Well, I don’t cure; ockabocka ain’t
fair ; you kuow >ou always said it wasn’t
in ketcher.”

Weli, do it yourself, then.”

One err y—orr-err-y—ick-or-y—ann—
fill-i son—fall-i-Bon —nick-olas—John. Que-
vy—qua-vy—English — navey —stink-um—
stank-Um—buck ! There, now, | told you
so ; you have to shcot.”

Well, I’ll shoot, but taiu’t fair.
are you laughing at, you little fool?””

Te he he-he. You ain’t got no chalk
on your Btick ; you know a heap about bil-
liards, you do 17

You think you’re smart, now, don’t you ?
Well, you aint. You daseu’t put chalk on

don’t kuow ; whioh is the

W hat

only when you make a run,there 1 | guess
I’ve seen pa a hundred times.”
Oh, you big story teller. 1 saw pa put

chalk on his stick a thousand times in one
game, and he never made more’n two in his
life. George says pa’s a chumpin billiards.”

You horrid, nalty thing 1 What did ma
tell you about being slangy ? If | don’t tell
on you |I’'m a goat.”

W hatch you doin’yourself 1 Botter mind
your own self. Goody 1 goody ! Now see
what you’ve done,” as the other made a
lunge at the ball with atipless cue and tore
a forty-inch slit in tho cloth.

“Well, you made me do it;” then she
puiled the ocher’s hair, they both cried, and
thetournam; nt was over.— Cincinnati Satur-
day Night.

Since the British occupation of Cyprus
very little systematic attempt has been
made to excavate the arebaological treas
ures of the soil ; but wherever the ground
is probed it \ i*Hs fruit, and the result of a
rccent digging on a small son!" :t Salamis
lias just arrived at the Brliis.; Aluaeam, iu
the shape cf a consist niei.t of curious
small hablf round figures iu terra cotta, for
the most part draped fcrnalo divinities
holding various attnbutes, an-:l somewhat
rudely modelled ao:*f-rdin”™ t.oarchaic types,
though tbe ex&cution i>elf does not
apparently date from a very early period.

RICHMOND HILL, THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 22, 1838 a.

FUTURE FOOD OF THE IRISH.

Rtcommending the Substitution ol Oats
lor Potatoes in Ireland.
A Mr. Robert D. Lyons, writing to the
London (Eug.) Mail from Dublin, under
the date of January LWb* Bays: The
question of future food supply of the Irish
people has, so far aa | am aware, not yet
been dealt with. It ia one, however, of
the greatest possible importance, and which
has been forcibly called up before my mind
in recent* travels throughout Ireland by
the failure of the potato, which has been
estimated at over £4,000,000. Scientific
researches at the Cork Model Farm show
that every variety of the potato has been
affected by the wetness of the season
we have paesed through, while the failure
of the “Champion,” the “ Regent” and
other varieties is mainly chargeable with
the distress, both present and prospec-
tive. Now, shall tbis already depressed
population be left to its own devices to
follow a blind routine and plant the seed
of a tuber which has left them in such a
sore plight ? | think it must be admitted
that we cannot hope for an abundant orop
in the coming year from the seed now in
the people’s hands, if indeed, in the worst
districts any appreciable quantity at all
shall be found available by St. Patrick’s
Day (March 17th), tho usual time for
potato planting in Ireland. I confess
that, after the most profound con-
sideration which 1| can give to the sub-
ject, I am forced to conclude that the Irish
people would be well advised to adopt
another staple article oE food, and prepare
forthwith for its extensive substitution for
the potato. | certainly Bhould not.recom-
mend more than half the breadth of the
land usually devoted to the potato to be
planted with it in the coming season. The
oat is the next crop in importance and
financial value in Ireland. It thrives well
as a general rule. The people are familiar
with it as a crop, though little so as a food.
I believe it would be a wise, a judioious
and a feasible expedientin the present con-
juncture to recommend the people of Ire-
land to double the oat crop of last year
with a view to its use as food. A kindred
race—the Gaels of Albin (Scotland)—thrive
well upon it. No doubt a considerable
change in the domestic habits and utensils
of the Irish would be needed, but I believe
the time is opportune for Buch a change.
There is a large, if not general, feeling of
distrust in the potato. I wish to
offer as few and as simple suggestions as
possible, but it is obvious that with a very
little intelligence and enterprise, one or two
of tho commoner forms of vegetable, such
as cabbage or parsnip, might be hero and
thero added, the potato, perhaps, supplying
one e\ each day. | believe it to bo quite
possible in the two months which remain

for a few practiced and scientific
men to put their heads together
and consider a mature proposal for a

radical change in the dietary of the coun-
try, with what great ultimate social and
economic results | leave to the judgment of
the publio. White a tolerably safe and
reliable food supply could, I believe, be thus
assured, | am further of opinion that with
one-tenth part of the pains so successfully
bestowed on fish culture in America (which
stands at the head of the list with a value
of close upon $10,000,000 per annum),
France, Germany, Italy, etc,, an ample
supply of the cheaper forms of fish, with
which the Irish seas literally superabouud,
could be ma.de acommon article of diet for
the people of-lreland.

From practical inquiries among those
well calculated to judge of the wants and
wishes of the Irish people and influential
to guide them, | believe this great and
salutary change in the dietary of Ireland
could be readily put in operation in more
than one county in the coming year. It
will be admitted to be a subject worthy of
the moat immediate and the most profound
consideration.

A mistaken IV larriage.

Some time ago a gentleman well known
among commercial travellers stopped at a
boarding-house noted for old-ti®ae silver-
ware and deep dishes. The house was
operated by a widow, with whom Juckles,
the traveller, fell very much in love, that
is commercially in love, for Juckles has a
wide open eye for business. “What a fine
house this would be,” he mused. *“ The
widow is yery handsome aud hasn’t any
particular education, but hanged if itdon’t
stand a man in hand to make the best shift
he cun. I'll marry this woman and have a
home.”

Next evening ho requested a business
interview with the woman, and while the
were seated in the parlor, Juckles, who can
be very tender, eaid :

“Mrs Hotsol, during my very short stay
iu this house | have become very much
attached to you.”

“Lor, Mr. Juckles.”

“Yes, my dear Mrs. Ho'sol, | am a pecu-
liar man and my love is inexplicable,” and
he looked at the furniture. “ 1 havo never
been in love before.”

“ Lor, Mr. Juckles.”

“Now, you are a woman of soul, and |
love you with a devotion that knows no
imitation, that cannot be drowned.”

“ Lor,” exclaimed Mrs. Hotsol throwing
herself into his arms, “1 never thought
that a rich streak of luck would strike me.”

They were married the following night,
and the next day Mrs. Juckles said : “ I
didn’t know what | was. a-goin’ to do, but
Providence has provided : you see 1 was
hired to run this house while the owner
was away.” Juckles turned away and
weeped. He had married a *“ serVaut
woman ” whose husband had died in peni
tentiary.

The membership in London olubs aggre-
gates nearly 100,000. Their property is
worth something over $25 000,000. There
are clubs exclutively for clergymen, and
others whose members devote their meet-
ings only to high gambling. A correspon-
dent of the Boston Herald says that draw
poker is the favorite game. He saw Frank
Lord, from New York, lose $10,000 at
Brooks’in one night; but subsequently he
regained $5,000 at target practice with a
pistol. His adversary at cards was Lord
Rodney, a captain in the Life Guards.

An exchange pays: “On the Pacific
slope there are about 1,500,000 inhabitants.
To accommodate these there are now, or
shortly will bo, the Union Pacific, Texas
Pacific, Canadian Pacifio, AicbiHon, Topeka
& Sauta -Fé,- Denver & Rio Grande,
Northern Pacific, St. Louis & San Fran-
cisco. Southern Pacific via New Orleans,
Pacific Mail via Panama. It might be in-
ferred from the above that the buyers of
Union Paoific at about par are not likely
to derive much benefit from their inves!
ment.”

Edwin Booth saw “ Much Ado About
Nothing” iu London. His verdict is as
foriows 1t issuperbly B aged’andvtry
finely acted. Mr. Irving’s ideal &_d treat-
ment of the heio aro excellent, and Misb
Ellen Terry’s Beatrice is perfect.” The
scenery and 4 f-ets” are the finest he ever
1 A

droning Old.

Softly, O softly, the years have swept by thee,
Touching tliee lightly, with tenderest care ;
Sorrow ahnd death they have often brought nigh
thee,
Yetthey have left thee but beauty to wear.
Growing old gracefully,
Gracefully fair.

Far from the storms that are lashing the ecean,
Nearer each day to the pleasant Home-light;
Farfrom the wavesthat are big with commotion,
Under full sail, and the harbor in sight:
Growing old cheerfully,
Cheerful and brignt.

Pastall the winds thatwere adverse and chilling,
Pastall the islands that lured thee to rest,
Past all the currente» that lured thee, unwilling,
Far from thy course to the laud of the Blest:
Growing old peacefully,
Peaceful and blest.

Never ifeeling of envy nor sorrow
W hen the3bright faces of children aro seen ;
Never a year from the young would’stthou bor-
row—
Thou dost remember what liest between :
Growing old willi Jgly,
Thankful, serene.
Bich iu experience that angels might covet,
Bich in a faith thathas grown with thy years,
Bich in a love thatgrew from and above it,
Soothing thy sorrows and hushing thy fears :
Growing old wealthily,
Loving and dear.

Hearts atthe sound of thy coming are lightened,
Beady and willing thy hand to relieve ;
Many a face at thy kind word has brightened—
“Itismore blessed to give than receive
Growing old happily,
Ceasing to grieve.

Eyes that grow dim to the earth and its glory
Have a sweet recompense youth cannot

know ;
Ears that grow dull to the world and its story
Drink in the songs that from Paradise flow :
Growing old graciously,
Purer than snow.

LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP.

J3y Mrs. Alexander.

The heiress looked up in his face with an
air of the sincerest surprise. Then an
amused expression stole round her mouth
as she noted his look of vexation.

“Oh1lif you mean | am vexed because
you did uot want to marry me, you are
quite mistaken. When | thought you did,
1 hated you. But it is suoh a pity you did
not contrive to tell me candidly at first
that you were not going to Becond your
grandfather’s plans, and that | was all safe
—we would have beeu such friends ; for
then | would never have proposed to Marie
to pass for me, and no mischief wouid have
been done.”

This very candid speech was annihilat-
ing to poor Sir Frederic. He wassilent for
a few minutes.

“Your words,” he said at length, and very
gloomily, “prove the truth of my assertion.
I am most unfortunate.”

They were now at the entrance of Meu-
rice’s, aud Miss Delvigne, struck /by the
tone of his last wordffe, kep# silence, while
they ascended to Mrs. Coleman’s salyn.

“Wait a few minutes—1 will brilg you
the letter immediately,” ehe said, and left
the rcom. -

Thobe few minutes Sir Fredericemrl~ed
in walking upand down,and lorming areso-
lution.

“ Hereitis,” said the heiress, re-entering.
“Just look at it, Sir Frederic; is it not a
curious hand ?”

“It is,” he returned, speaking slowly.
“But | think it is a man’s.”

“Do you really?—I1 had determined it
was the aunt’s.”

“ Miss Delvigne,” began Sir Frederic,
f | Bhall take your advice aud speak with
candor to prevent future mistakes or mis-
chief. Inspite cf your evident indiffer-
ence, | love you—most truly, most fondly
—your unselfiehness, your earnest thought-
ful friendship, the strength and tenderness
you have shown throughout this unhappy
matter might well fascinate any man—
aud it makes me mad to think what a trea-
sure | have lost the chance of securing ; for
after all it was buta chance. Do not let this
avowal iufluence your making use of me as
your veriest tool in the search for poor Mrs
Neville. I will never again offend you in the
same way. But remember | love you.”
He took and warmly kissed ber hand.

Before she hud recovered the astonish-
ment his words had caused her, he had left
the room. The young heireiBlaughed, stop-
ped suddenly, looked in the glass and smiled,
aud then all at once, in an unacoountable
and unreasonable manner burst into a
hearty fit of crying.

CHAPTER XXVII.

Neville was sleeping when Sir Frederic
returned to his room, after half-an-hour’s
solitary, but not altogether unsatisfactory
reflection. Come what would Miss Del-
vigne could not say he had left her in
iguorance of his sentiments. But perhaps
»he mitiht shun him now ; well, he would
not think about it any more, but commit
himself to the winds and waves of oircum-
stance.

The kindly consideration which was one
of tho youug Baronet’s characteristics,
would not permit him to rouse his friend
from the tranquil repose he appeared to be
enjoying. So he drew a chair aud sat
playing with the letter he held, thinking in
a desultory manner.

At last Neville turned uneasily and
ground his teeth, muttering “ Marie—
Marie.”

“ Well, open your eyes, old fellow ; here
—here’s something perhaps that will give
you tidings of her.”

Neville raised himself on his elbow, and
gazed bewildered at his friend, while he
Delvigue—omitting his own exposition of
rapidly recounted his meeting with Miss
feeling—and then he banded the letter to
Neville, who by this time, fully roused, had
sat upon the sofa. He tore it open, and
devoured the contents with eager eyes.

It is from an Alphonse something.” he
exclaimed ; “look, Compton.” And sir Fred-
eric read over hi« shoulder :

“NO0 39. Rue d’Auvergne, P assy.

“ MYy Beautiful and Good Covsin.—The
dear aunt charges me to keep thee informed
of her health, and to demand thy news.
For she disquiets herself that she has not
received letters from thee for a long time.
The dear aunt hae consented to share the
humble abode of her nephew and dutiful
relative, since tbe death of Monsieur, the
proprietor of her residence in the Rue St.
Lazare, since three months past; it is,
therefore, possible that some of thy little
bille‘'s may not have reached our dear rela-
tive. | therefore pray thee write without
delay, because sho is a little out of humor
against thee, and ‘1ike all charming ladies,
has her caprices, more or less embittered.
Nevertheless, knowing the simplicity of thy
tranquil life, we are atrestconcerning thee.
We do the impossible to render our dear
aunt as happy ae we can.

“ She has a new directeur, a man very
distinguished, and my wif* is a little Byw
pathetic society for her When dear, and
good cousiu, thou eanst arrange a congc for
a few weeks, my wife and myself shall be

M Teefj

and the benediction of the dear aunt,
“ 1 am, with friendship sincere and res-
pectful,
“ My dear cousin’s devouted kinsman,
Alphonse Dupuis.”
At tho conclusion of this characteristic

epistle Neville looked up with ’a bialnk
expres ion. “Not much information
there” he said.

“1 don’t Know ; you have got the address
we want at auy rate. Bi*bitisevidentthey

know nothing more tbau we do. What’«
tho dale ? Six da)aback. No ; there will
not be much to learn there. Still I must

Bee this man ; let us go to Passy directly.”

A fiacre was called, and they staited.
The trajet was long, and of omrse tire-
some ; but at least it was not aggravated by
the feveiich expectation which had at once
irritated and supported Neville on former
ocoasiony ; a dull kind of apathetic despair
was stealing over hia heart, like the cold
induced-biumber of the snow-alayed tra-
veller, ttho tiukffe, tbus lulled, to death. In
hia weak state destiny seemed too strong
for him

But the long drive was to no avail when,
after some inquiries, the friends discovered
the Rue d’Auvergne—which by the way,
was considerably less important than its
name, they found the dear aunt too
unwell to see any one ; biopsieur gone to
his bureau, and all the Tést of the world
gone out.

With some difficulty they obtained tbe
addr« SB of Monsieur’s bureau—in a passage
off the Rue de Richelieu - aud thither they
patiently wended their way, and were at
last successful in findingMonsieur Alphonse,
who conducted the foreign correspondence
of a large biik warehoube, and had a dark
den in the entresol all to himself.

Ho * as a short, broad man, with close-
out black hair, and a close shaven blue
beard, showing clearly round cheek and
chin, small mustache, aud the necessary
chin tuft, being all of his hirsute honors
left unshorn. He bad a semi-military
look, and eager, glancing jet-black eyes.
He was considerably puzzled by the visit,
and Neville’s intiicate Btory, told in the
best French at his and the Baronet’s
command, was still more inexplicable.
Finally the little man grew very wroth.

It appears to me,” he said between his
teeth, addressing Sir Frederic, whose
French was the most comprehensible of
the two, “ that your friend is a scoundrel.
Where, then, is my cousin ? PoQr child -
B0 good—Bo wise. What a country—what
a society 1 Mon Dieu! That a girlsojn u-
dent should have been contaminated 1
Where, then is my cousin ?”

Quietly,” returned Sir Frederic, more
amused than augn ; “ that is precisely the
question We cj me to ask you ;” “ and,” put
iu Neville, “ as her husbaud, | have surely
some title to your commisseration. |
would give ali I possess to find her.”

Her husband 1” repeated the bewildered
Alphonse, ppmewhat mollified, at the
magic wort® “Why did she leave you
tbeu? Ah! there U some depp villainy
h*re.” i i

B
despair, “ we’ve “made a mess of it. We
shouldn’t have stirred without Miss Del-
vigne ; let ub go for her ; she will explain it
better than we can.”

Yes I the Frenchman was saying
moantima, “some villain has got her ear,
and has taken advantags of some cruelty on
your part. A woman leave her husband
without a companion! Bah!” The last
force of contemptuous incredulity was
thrown into his “bah 1’ “But a girl so
well brought up. True ehe was a Protes-
tant—slightly an espritfort.”

“ Silence I” cried Neville furiously.

Remember you speak of my wife.”

The hearty feeling iu biB voice and man-
ner touched the good-natured little French-

man.
“ Monsieur is not without heart,” he
muttered.

“Come,” interposed Sir Frederio,

“ there’« no use getting angry ; and we only
half understand each other. There is a
lady of rank,” he went on, with uncon-
scious tact, “ at present iu Paris, the dear
friend of Madame Neville, your comin, who
speaks French like an angel. If Monsieur
could spare time to accompany us to
Meurice’s she will fully explain all things.”
At the mention of a lady, the French-
man S'lbeided a good deal; aud after
speaking to a subordinate, and lockiug up
Buudry drawers and dei-k4, he declared
himseif ready, to accompany Messieurs.

Though but a few hours had elapsed
since Sir Frederic had spoken so openly as
to his sentiments, he was so much inter-
ested in the matter iu hand that he met
Miss D«lvigue with little or no embarass-
ment ; a grave and distant respect marked
his manner.

It was announced, on inquring from her
maid, that “ Miss Delvigne was indisposed
with a bad headache, and lying down.”

“ Give her my card,” said Neville, hastily
traoing a liue in pencil upon it.

“ Delvigne 1 mais eomment ?”
Dupuis.

“ Wait awhile ; the lady will tell you
all about it.”

Neville’s card and message brought the
heiress very quickly to their presence, and
she blushing vividly as she met Sir Fred-
eric’s eye soon comprehended the tableau.

After some quiet explanation, the san
guiue Frenchman began to perceive tbe
true position of affairp, and to glean, as he
imagined, that his little cousiu had made a
greatparti.

He immediately began to hope that her
disappearance was but temporary—that
she could not long live apart from a hus-
band so worthy and so distinguished—that
ail things would terminate happily, and
the belle enfant reign triumphant in the
most brilliant circles of London. Perhaps
even now a letter full of intelligence and
good tidings, was awiting him, the faithful
friend, at his domicile. “Mon Dieu lii he
would fly at onoe to see. He had the honor
tosalute Mademoiselle. He would keep him
self en rapport with Monsieur, his much-
esteemed cousin, etc., etc.

There was atime when Neville wouid
have shrunk not a little from the kindred
thus claimed by the good little Alphonse ;
now it mattered not.

Undertaking to put the police on the alert
to discover any possible trace of the lost
girl which might bo found in France, and
which, as a native, he could better do, he
bid them an elaborate adieu.

“You know there is not the least use in
it all,” said Mieb Delvigue to Neville; “she
never crossed the Channel. She is in Lon-
don, | feel an unaccouutable conviotion.”

“How is it, then, that we have failed?I
returned Neville dejectedly.

“ I cannot tell ; but what more is to be
done? Oh 1 to sit idle is terrible when
she ”

Miss Delvigne

cried M.

stopped abruptly, the

delighted to receive thee for alittle diver- tears pouring down her pale cheek, and Sir

sion after tbe solemnities of that sad but
respectable country, where so much money
iB made, and Bo little enjoyed.

“With many embraces from my wife,

Frederic made a movement toward her,
which he hastily checked.

“1 feel unhinged, and am not like
myself,” Bhe \vas beginning apologetically,

i i —
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when Mrs. Coleman and her daughter
entered, and the conversation became
general, ending in an invitation from that
respectable matron to dine and spend the
evening, which Neville at first refused, and

then at the instigation of bis friend,
accegted. * * * * * *
When the little party reassembled at

seven o’clock, Sir Fredeiick was a good
deal disturbed at the kiud of affectionate
sisterly attention lavished by Miss Delvigne
on Neville.

She silently drew forward the most com-
fortable fauteuil for his accommodation,
and closed the window lest he should suffer
from the draught, and Beemed to make him
a sort of screen between herself and Comp-
ton.

The good-natured youug Baronet felt
almost sulky. “ By Jove that French girl

will drown herself, or hang herself,
aud then Neville will marry the heir-
ess but the next moment he laughed
at his own fancies, aud devoted him-
self to tlie amusement of Miss Evelina
Coleman with that remarkable success

which not unufcually attends the efforts of
well to do baronets.

The dinner finished, the members of the
little party were sufficiently well pleased
with each other not to separate after the
meal was over. But Neville, unfit for exer-
tion, availed himself of his reputation as
an invalid t6 say good night, considerably
before Sir Frederio thought of stirring.

He had not, however, been many minutes
gone, before, to the surprise of every one,
he returned again, holding a letter open in
his hand.

“ This is an eventful day,
here’s a letter from Mr. Fo tcr—found it
in my room when | went up—1le says my
b 0 her has been thrown out of a hanscrn
and is very seriously injured ; that after
lying insensible for several hours, he asked
twice for me ; and your grandfather con-
cludes by lecommending my immediate
return.”

“ And you ?” asked Sir Frederick, eagerly.

“Wi ill go at once : that is, by the earliest
train.”

“Will it not knock you up terribly ?”
eaid’Miss Delvigne.

‘No; | feel qu’te strong again | besides
wishing to see my brother, as he wishes it,
your strong impression respecting Marie
makes me anxious to be back once more in
London.”

With BoTe hasty apologieB to Mrs. Cole-
man for quitting her Bo unceremoniously—
the young men left together, Neville to
make preparations and write to Monsieur
Dupuip, and his “ fides Achates” to assist
him.

Compton—

CHAPTER XXVIII

The evening but one after the conversa-
tion described a few chapters back, Marie
bad found the Bushel household in a fer-
ment of joy. Mr. Watron had given Mr.
Bushel a clerkship in a branch office which
Foster & Co. had established for shipping

rWiih rooms, my dear 1’ cried Mrs.
Bushel at the top of her voice—* four
rooms, a light closet, two attics, and a
kitchen 1 ample accommodation, rent free.
The salary is not high—£150 to begin with

nor will Mr. Bushel be the manager at
first” (with emphasis) ; “but I have no
doubt ere long he will be promoted when
tbe present manager gets a step. Miss
Thibaut, my love 1 I feel persuaded you
have brought us luck, if it be notirreligious
to say so. The little help we were able to
afford you impressed that great and good
Mr. Watson favorably, and so inclined him
to befriend us I My sweet Agnes will revive
when she breathes the briny air of the
ocean wave, and altogether it is too delight-
ful.”

“1 am truly glad to hear such good
tidings,” exclaimed Mane. “But they are
not tood for me—I shall lose my only
friends1 When do you leave ?”

“ Well,” said Mrs. Bushel, “ thatis just
the question. Go, my deare”—to the chil-
dren—* Go down to the kitchen and make
us a nice bit of toast. It is quite chill and
wintry this evening.”

“Law, mar,” cried Augusta Jane. “You
only want to get rid of us that you may
talk secrets wiih Miss Thibaut.”

“ Never you mind, but get along,”
returned her mother. “That’s iust it,”
repeated Mrs. Bushel as the last skirt

whisked round the door. “ The only draw-
back to all thn good luck is the difficulty of
moving. Of courbe we have given notice
to quit, but to move th« furniture and buy
a few clothes, and pay a trifle or two here
(we really owe very little), will take every
penny of fifty pounds, and that is not to be
picked up iu the gutter I”

“No, indeed,” said Marie.
you intend to do ?”

;Oh! Mr. Bushel has gone to a very
respectable loan office in Blackfriars Road,
as helped us once before, aud no doubt will
again ; the percentage is high, and I know
Bushel will have to insure hia life 1 Still,
at such a crisis it won’t do to stick at trifles;
| am determined to startiu a fortnight by
hook or by crook, and as soon as | can get
Mr. Bushel a few clothes to his back he shall
beoff before us. Tell me, my dear, what had
| better get for Augusta Jane and Agnes?
Something to look smart aud wear well,
you Frenchwomen have such taste,” etc,
etc., etfe. A long and profoundly interesting
discussion ensued, after which Marie
walked quickly back, as night was closing
in, thiuking with hearty regret that her
kind though humble friecd was so soon to
be removed out of her reaoh. Was she
always to be desolate aud friendless?

(To be centinued.)

“What do

Gollectiug Daningee.

“lam a quiet, unostentatious man, and
never harm anybody,” said the intruder,
moistening the palms of his hands and
taking a firmer grasp of the ax-helve, “ but
if you don’t come down with $17 to soothe
my lacerated feelings there will be trouble
here in AuBtin.” “Was the boy bitten Bo
very badly by my dog?” asked the terrified
owner of the animal, who is one of the most
timid men in Austin. “ He was bitten
just $17 worth,” replied the intruder,
swinging the weapon around his head.
“Here is your money/’'replied the owner
of the dog. The intruder putthe money in
his pocket and was about to leave, when
the proprietor of the dog remarked: “1

hope your  bou was not  bitten
badly.” “ Why, he aint my sBon. | haven’t
gotany son.” “ Whoso son is he, then, and

how did you come to demand the money of
me ?’ “ He is the son of a friend of mine
who owed me $17, aud he didn’t have any
money. The only available assets he had
were those dog bites on his Ron’s body, and
he turned them over to me for collection,
and | have collected them.” “ Well, 1
declare I “ And, stranger,” continued
the man with the axe handle, “if you or
your family ever get bitten by a dog, and
you wa -t the damages collected promptly
from the owner of the dog, let me know,
and | will do it for 25 per cent, net and
furnish my own axe handle.”—Texas Sift-
ings.

JHUBDEB AT A DANCE.

A Yonu* man Shot in a »enfile-Ills
Antagonist fatally Wounded.

A Halifax despatch says: A shocking
affray has oocurred ata dance, or frolic, held
at a place called Marshalltown, five miles
from Digby. The row started in the house
between James Worthylake and Denis
Hutchinson, who came into the houee dur-
ing the evening. There was bad feeling
between them. Hutchinson’s niece haa
had an illegitimate child, of whioh Worthy-
lake was reputed to be the father, and on
account of this he had been compelled

by legal procees to pay $340. Worthy-
lake had some words outside of hie
houee with a man named Brooks. He then

came in and taking bis hat went ou*
again saying, “ They will go for me, will
they?” Hutchinson followed and endea-
vored to strike him. Worthylake, who
wae a much BTaiier man than Hutchinson,
drew a revolver and said, “ Keep off or |
will Bhoot.” Hutchinson followed, where-
upon Worthylake discharged the revolver,
the ball entering the body near the centre
of the breast, going through the second rib.
They then clenohed and fell, Worthylake
beingunderneath. He was heard to exclaim,
“Dennis, you are killing me.” Hutchinson
replied, “ You have shot wuas.” Imme-
diately afterwards the pistol was dis-
charged again, the ball entering the left
side of Worthylake’s headland being buried
in his brain. He immediately expired.
The coroner’s jury returned a verdiot in
effect that the deceased Jas. Worthylake
came to his death from a bullet shot in the
head, being fired from a revolver while he
was ou the ground engaged in a Bcuffle
with Dennis Hutchinson. Hutchinson ia
i «t expected to recover. The doctors are
unable to find the bullet. Worthylake was
only 22 years of age, and was a Bailor.
HutchinBon is a farmer, about 80 years of
age ; he is married, and has two or three
ohildren.

A WOUA.V* 81D DUATH.

Death while
Condition.

Sinoe Saturday last Mrs. Gordon, who
lived at 137 Claremont Btreet, Torcnto, has
been misled by the neighbors, says the
Mail. Yesterday her dead body was found
lying in the bedroom by a Mrs. Foster, who
called to see her. Constable McRae was
notified, and visited the house. He found
the deceased lying on the floor beside her
bed frozen stiff. A glass which stood near
contained a few drops of whiskey, and told
only too well how the unfortunate woman
met her death. Coroner Johnston was
notified, but after hearing what the neigh-
bors had t® Bay, did not ooneider
an inquest necessary, and accordingly
granted a permit for her burial. For
twenty years Bhe has lived in tna same
place, and until the last five kept a little
store, from which she made a good living.
Of late, however, Bhe has been drinking so
heavily that her son, although he continued
to support her, had to leave the house.
Two years ago she had her feet frozen dur-
ing one of her drunken sprees, and had
part of them amputated at the general
hospital. Bhe owned the house in whioh
she lived, but nearly all the furniture has
disappeared, having been Bold for whiskey,
or as some say stolen during her drunken
bouts. The deceased was 67 years of age,
and leaves a sou in Toronto, another in the
States and a daughter in British Columbia.

Frozen to in a Drunken

WOULDN'T HAVE A DAUGHTER.

'Lhe Eccentricities ol a Potentate.

King Theebaw has been celebrating the
birth of a daughter. During the first year
of their wedded life his favorite spouse
presented him with a daughter, and His
Majesty, disgusted with the gift, forsook

als. Tbe L>aeen, nowever, coaxed him
back, and as a pledge of reconciliation the
fond husband caused the rivals to be
strangled. In due time the Queen bore
unto Theebaw—another daughter. This
was too much. The King wentupon a
tremendous and protracted spree,
wagering a wilderness of pea-green
TonkeyB againet a jungle of scarlet
anacondas upon his ability to d,rink thirty
gallons of gin —which is the Burmese
equivalent of o*r “rum in thirty con-
secutive days, during which period his loyal
subjects waited with patient perturbation
for further developments. At the end of
this time the King came to what are
regarded in Burmah as his senses, and im-
mediately killed his mother-in-law. He
followed up this proof of returning reason,
however, by opening all the prisons in the
country and turning their occupants loose.
Hia aot has complicated a situation which
for one brief moment seemed compara-
tively clear, and Burmah is now in doubt
whether the letting loose of tbe convicts or
the strangling ot her grandmother is to be
regarded as the especiai compliment the
King meant to pay to his child.

A IViIniden In the W ashington W hirl.

Few, indeed, are the people who oan keep
up the round of Washington gayety with-
out sadly showing their weariness. An
exoeption to this rule is a youug daughter
of an army officer stationed in that city.
All winter she has been busy with recep-
tions aud dinners, kettle drums and Ger-
mans, e.ud on Wednesday as she oame into
Mrs. Chandler’s parlors she looked as
fresh aud rosy aB if it were her first day.
My curiosity was thoroughly aroused,
and presently 1 had an opportunity
to inquire of her how it was
that she was able to endure that
to which stronger women yielded. “ Oh,”
she replied, laughing, “mamma is almost
a crank on that subject. She is bound I
shall not look passe at the end of this my
second winter. Every night when | get
home, no matter how tired I am, a warm
water bath is given me, after which I drink
a bowl of bouillon, and am put to bed in
the gueBt chamber, which is more quiet
than my own. In the morning | am not
called, but arise when | awake, whioh ia
not often before lunch time. 1t grows very
monotonous, | assure you, but if I go | have
to submit. | tell mamma she treats me aa
if  was a Maud S. or a prize-fighter.”—
Cleveland Herald.

JTJr. Gladstone as a Highiauder

In arecentepeechMr. Aehmead-Bartlett,
M. P., doubtless thought himself very
clever when he expressed the supposition
as an extravagance that Mr. Gladstone
might at some future time claim to be a
Highlander. Mr. Gladstone’sConservative
brother, Sir Thomas Gladstone, ot Fasque,
has Baved him that trouble, for if Mr.
Ashmead-Bartlett takes the trouble of
referring to Burke’s Royal Descents,
“ Pedigree LXX., Sir Thomas Gladstone,
Bart.,” he will find that Mr. Gladstone
can trace a lineage (beside which even that
of Ashmead-Bartlett grows pale) through
Highland Robertsons, Munros, Mackays
and “ gay Gordons,” to the Royal houses
of both England and Sootland.

Illow Rich ftleif Began Lite.

Many of the wealthiest men in New
York began poor. Jay Gould was a cow-
boy, James R. Keene came from Eng-
land with $20 in his pocket, Rufus Hatoh
began by dealing in “ garden sass,” D.
Appleton kept a grocery store, James
Watson Webb was a country clerk, Henry
Villard was a reporter, Leonard W. Jerome
was a printer, H B. Claflin was a Vermont
Bohool teacher, Charles O’Conor was born
of the poorest of Irish parents and Peter
Cooper was a hatter’s apprentice.—Pitts*
burg Post.

—The following wise saying by Solon is,
we regret to Bay, not generally recorded in
k's works : “ Young man, never out your
nails before buttoningon a collar.”



