
A  R osebud Im m o rta l.
[T ho follow ing is from  a  book of poem s, “ A 

H au n te d  H e a rt,” b y  M inna Irv ing , of T a r ry  to w n , 
w hose q u a r re l wi h  S ten o g ra p h er P a lm er W ells 
h as  excifc«d tho  a t te n t io n  of th e  co u rts  an d  th e  
n e w s p a p e rs .]

W e stood in  th o  g arden  a t  m orning ,
A g arden  all golden and  g reen  ;

T h e  leaves in  th e  win J sang tog e th er,
H e r la u g h te r  m ade  m u sic  betw een 

She w as robed  in  th e  w h ite  of tho  lilies,
H er eyes, like th e  heavens, w ere blue,

A nd a ro u n d  h e r , in  sw eetness unfo lded ,
T h e  ro ses а -g l i t te r  w ith  dow.

I p ray ed  fo r a  bud , and  sho gave it,
W ith  a  sm ile au d  a  b lu sh  au d  a  sigh,

I  oaugh t an d  X k issed  h e r  w h ite  fingers,
T he re  tre m b le d  a  te a r  in  h e r  eye.

Tho g ardener, an c ien t an d  w rink led ,
C am e clipp ing  th e  boxw ood and  yew,

And she w ont, and  a  c loud d rif ted  over,
A nd th e  sp a rk le  died o u t of th e  dew.

XtjCy locks aro  a-g lim m er w ith  silver,
My life  is u n b rig h ten ed  by love,

F o r, s til l in  th e  robes of th e  lilies,
Sho sings w ith  th o  angels above.

In  a  book in  m y b a re  li itlo  a ttic ,
L a id  iu  w ith  a  leafle t of ruo,

Is  a  rosebud  th a t  nover unfolded  
F o r  lack  of th e  su n lig h t an d  dew.

T h a t is all : she is dead  like  tho  rosebud ,
And m y lovo fo r h e r  nev e r w as to ld ,

B u t m y d ream  of the  glory of h ea v en  
Is  of h o r  a t  th e  gatew ay of gold.

She s tan d s  w ith  h e r  fee t in  th e  blossom s, 
And w a ite th  to  w elcom e m e th rough ,

A nd give m e a  ro sebud  im m o rta l,
S ta rre d  over w ith  d iam onds of dew.

ESTELLE’S INFATUATION :
A  N O V E L .

“ You know, father, lh a t I do not caro 
fcr these parties,” said Caleb, awkwardly. 
** T hey are not in  m y line, and I  am never 
m y own m an in  th em .”

“ A nd th ee doesn’t m ake account of th y  
du ty to m e as brought thee up,” said M iles. 
“ W hat th y  father w ish esd oeen ’t weigh so 
m uch as th e  ta il-end  of a m ouse w ith  thee. 
T h y  father who has slaved for thee, and 
thought n ight and day of naught but thee  
and w hat would be for th y  good—th ou ’st 
naught better to  do th an flout and Hear 
when he w ants thee to hold up th y  head as 
thou should et w ith  th e  best.”

“ Y ou know, father, I  never m ean to flout 
or Hear you ,” said Caleb, earnestly  ; “ but 
I do not feel called on to go about am ong  
these people. T hey th in k  them selves of 
another mako of flesh and blood from  us, 
and th ey  don’t care a jot for our m o n e y -  
got, as it  were, by a fluke, and w ith  such  
owners as w e.”

“ Such owners as w e l and w hat the  
dickens dost m ean by th at, jackanapes?” 
shouted M iles.

“ W hy, just th is, father : we are not 
gentlem en, and we can’t  protend th a t we 
are,” said Caleb.

“ T oots, toots, lad 1 B rass’ll gild a m iner’s 
pick til l  it  is  as fine as m y lord’s sword,” 
said M iles, half in fun and half in  anger. 
T he gentry at Kingahouae a in ’t far different 
from  m en and w om en elsewhere, I  reckon ; 
and a fu ll purse goes as far, m y  lad, as 
th ose m ouldy old coata-of-arma, w ith  n oth 
ing behind th em  but lean chaps and fam ily  
pride. C o th y  w ays, Ï te ll thee, f f ie  u p 
sta irs, Caleb, like a good lad, and do as thy  
fa ther bids. D on th y  best coat and go to  
Фііѳ vicarage w ith  tbo rest. And if  th ou ’lt 
bring m e hom e a w ell-doing lik ely  daughter- 
in-law , liko th a t L ady E lizabeth  yonder, 
I ’d not care to call tho King m y uncle. And 
I ’d set thee up in  housekeeping so th a t the  
K ing shouldn’t bo put about to call thee  
nephew .”

Caleb s till hesita ted —silent, awkward, 
reluctant, abashed ; w hen h is  father su d 
denly flew into a rage such as oven ho was 
n o t accustom ed to  see; and w ith  curses, 
кіскз, blows, and oaths offered h im  his  
ch o icc—to  go, or to  leave th e house th at  
very m om ent d isinherited forever. H is  
son had therefore noth ing for it  but to  bend 
before tho storm , and y ield  to  h is  fa th er’ 
desire; and so it  was th at for th e first tim e  
in  h is  lifo ho form ed ono of th e K ingshouse  
gatherings, and m ado h is  entrance into the  
fa ir com pany of w hom  L ady E lizabeth  
Jnchbold was th e queen and E ste lle  Clan- 
ricarde th e  star of beauty.

C H A P T E R  III .
HIS ІРПІОЕША.

One of old M ilos S tagg’s favorite aphor
ism s w as th a t w hich proclaim s how  fine 
birds are m ade by fine feathers. Give 
C olin C lout a good coat, a flashy necktie, a 
gold chain as th ick  as a sh ip ’s rope, studs  
as big as sixpences, and all th e  rest to  cor
respond, and M iles could see no difference 
between h is  appearance and th a t of the  
sm artest young Jem m y Jessam y in  th e  
land. I f  Jem m y wero to  be dressed in  flan
nels, th e difference,indeed, would be to  th e  
good of C olin. Consequently, though Caleb, 
from  h is  experience of college life, know  
B lightly better th an h is  father, and from  
h is  m ore delicately organized brain, had at 
all tim es keener and quicker perceptions, he  
was forced to obey tho old m an’s im perative  
com m and tb a t he should m ake h im self as 
sm art as ninepence, and take tho shine out 
of th a t gang of genteel paupers he would 
m eet in  th e  vicarage gardens to day.

H is  close-fitting frock-coat was now to 
raw ness and d istractingly fau ltless ; h is  
black trousers wero etill in  th e ta ilor’s well- 
defined creases ; h is  g lossy hat shone like  
a blackened mirror ; and h is jew elry was 
resplendent. Over th e edge of h is  stiff 
w hite collar, guillotined w ith  an aniline  
orim son tie  fastened  by a large diam ond  
horse-shoe pin , h is  round, flat, unm eaning  
face rose like a pug-dog’s changed from  
black to red and w hite, and from  hairy  
can in ity  into a fa ir ly  good sketch of 
h u m anity . H is  faw n-colored gloves 
m atched th e color of h is  hair, and h is  
patent-leather boots crippled th e  flat feet 
w hich, for th e m ost part, expatiated in  
greased boots whero h is  cores were not 
tortured. Suoh as ho was, holding himBelf 
as stiffly  as if trussed beneath h is  clothes, 
ghy, sheepish , uncom fortable, self-con
scious, and not a w hit reassured by h is  
fa th er ’s boisterous com m endation, nor by  
Ііів m other’s vacant sm ile, tho young m an  
m ounted th e dog-cart, w hich th e  coachm an  
drove—th e sm art groom  sittin g  behind, his  
arm s folded and h is  tongue in  h is  cheek—  
and w ent off to  one of th ose inform al 
ten n is parties w hich  Mr. and Mrs. Stew art 
gave weekly for th e  pleasure of th e  young  
people and tho prom otion of social good 
feeling.

I t  need hardly bo said w hat im pression  
th e  poor young m an m ade w hen ho came 
•on th e  law n, som ew hat after tim o because 
of th e  struggle at hom e ; h is  w onderful 
get-up contrasting so sharply w ith  th e loose  
flannels of th e  rest, th e  tigh tly  buckled  
belts, th o turned-up sleeves, th e w ell-worn  
crick et ohoes, and a ll tho other loose points  
o f  th e tim e and occasion. N ot tho dear 
good vicaresa herßelf could resist th at 
l it t le  sm ile  w hich  com es unbidden on the  
first flush cf a ridiculous surprise, 
while som e of th e worse bred and less  
kindly tittered  audibly. Lord E ustace, 
L ady E lizab eth ’s younger brother, gavo a 
s ligh t w histle , w hich  was th e rudest th ing  
о t  all. B u t th en  he was a lord, and en
tit led  to h is  own private code. Charlie  
O sborne, w ho, as poet, painter, m usician  
■and artist generally, assum ed to know more 
about th e  religion of beauty and th e m oral
i ty  of æ sthetics th an any ono else, looked at 
th e  new-oom er w ith th e  sam e expression on 
h is  face as if  a fa lse chord had been played, 
й h a ltin g  rhym e repealed , or a m an been 
detected  h id ing th e  ace up h is  sleeve.

A s for Caleb h im self, if  th a t old fam iliar  
w ish  about tho earth opening and sw allow 
ing h im  up alivo could havo been fulfilled  
for h is  benefit, how  gladly  w ould ho have  
sunk beneath th e sod, never to reappear ! 
H is  d istress was so apparent, h is  awkward- 
пеяз so p itifu l, h is  w hole bearing so abject 
and hu m iliated , tb a t th ree charitable souls 
йоок h im  in to  th e sacred precincts of their  
com passion, and forgot to  ridicule for the  
sake of p ity . One of th ese  three wae, of 
•course, Mrs. Stew art h erself—a wom an of 
th a t liberal, k indly, but not sentim ental 
aatu re  som etim es found in th e  arid w astes

of society, as m ight be found a fountain  
and a palm  tree in th e  desert ; th e second, 
E stelle , who thought how  dreadful it m ust 
be to bo liko th a t ; and th ird w as L ady  
E lizabeth  Inchbold, th e  fa ir-set m ark at 
w hich old M iles aim ed tho presum ptuous 
shaft of hie paternal desires.

B u t th en  th is  w as L ady E lizab eth ’s way. 
W hatever there was of hurt or sorrow, of 
low -lying, tram pled on, help less or m is
handled, L ady E lizabeth  w as w illing to  
l i f t  up and com fort. Could she have wiped  
aw ay all te a rs  from  all eyes at th e cost of 
her own eternal weeping, she would have  
done so ; could sho have healed all wounds 
by th e blood of h e r  own heart, she would  
havo healed them . N o  thought of self, no  
calculation of th e extent or cost of her sac
rifice  troubled th e p u re  stream  of her  
hum an p ity . T hat sho should besm irch  
herself by  touching tho besm irched never 
occurred to her as possible. A nd if it  had ? 
W ell, those w ho give them selveB  up to the  
care of th e  lepers doom them selves to  the  
disease th ey  live to soothe and dio to  
lessen.

E ste lle  C lanricarde’s great friend, Bhe 
and C harlie Osborne, w hom  E ste lle  loved  
stood a t th e  opposite sides of th at groat 
triangle of life and thought th e apex of 
w hich is  tru th . W hero ho, b itten  by the  
sen tim enta l cyn icism  of a certain school, 
despißea h is  kind, and held life  but a 
blotch and a blunder—m ore especially  
m odern life  and all th e changes wrought by 
steam  and science— she saw  good every
where, and lik e those who bore for under
ground w aters on a sandy tract, 
knew how  to find tho deeper beau
tie s  hidden beneath superficial ugliness. 
For her, unselfish , generous, glad to serve 
and eager to savo were m ore harm onies  
th an discords in  th is  great diapason of su f
fering and joy, of vice and virtue ; for him , 
self-indulgent to  pleasure and w eak to pain, 
unable to bear, of irritable fibre all through, 
were m ain ly  discords, w ith  here and there 
a harm ony in  a gorgeous sunset or finely  
worded objurgation of tb eh igh -p riest of h is  
own restricted sect, or in  E ste lle  Clanri- 
carde w hen ho could get her to h im self and 
forget h is  artificial pessim ism  in tho light 
of her dear eyes. Lady E lizab eth  bad  
sym path y w ith  hu m anity  because sho did  
not lose touch of th e  real in  tho ideal. She  
therefore loved m ankind, and pitied as 
m uch as she loved. Charlie Osborne 
refused sym path y  because of h is abhor 
rence for th a t w hich  was m ean and low  and  
ugly  in  m an . H er love w ent to people, h is  
to  th in gs ; hers to  facts, h is  to  thoughts, 
B etw een th em  lay th e  whole difference 
betw een tho tw o great schools of hum anism  
and realism —hu m anity  and art.

I t  was not, then , out of th e usual order 
ing  of th ings, but th e reverse, th a t when  
her grave, calm  eyes had taken th e  whole  
circum stances of th is  unhappy om ad’haun. 
so p ain fu lly  out of plaoe, L ady E lizab eth  
should go to  whore M rs. Stew art w as still 
ta lk ing to h im  in her brisk bee-like  
m anner, and join in th e conversation ав 
one who had th e  right of previous know 
ledge. She had th a t w ay. H er m anner  
w as th at of one w ho had already established  
a claim  of sym pathy, and counted the  
points of contact. She never stood on the  
defensive, as even well-bred people are wont 
to  do w ith  strangers, but assum ed from  the  
first th at touch of nature w hich m akes th e  
whole world kin.

“ B y  Jove ! th a t sister  of m ine is  stark, 
staring m ad. L ook at her talk ing to  th a t  
P o lic h in e lle !” said Lord E ustace, not 
below hia breath, to  E ste lle , to  whom he 
w as paying exaggerated court to  take a rise  
out of Charlie Osborne, for m ischief, not 
m alice.

“ On tho contrary, I  th in k  she is very  
sw eet to  be so kind to such an object. B u t  
th en  she a lw ays is  so k in d ,” returned  
E stelle , glad to  bo ablo to contradict her 
adhesive com panion, w hom  she could no' 
shake off, and w ished anyw here bu t whero 
he was.

She knew C harlie’s susceptible jealousy  
and faculty  for self-torm enting, and she  
had no wieh to vex  h im  for Lord E u stace ’s 
pleasure. She w as far too gentle and 
sw eet-natured to w ish to vex h im  for her 
ow n—just to  see th e power she had over 
h im —as is  tho way with certain of her sex,

“ Are you, too, ono of tho now so rt? "  
asked Lord E ustace contem ptuously. “ 
thank m y good stars I am out of it . A ll 
th is  p laying at dem ocracy seem s to m e not 
only  th e worst form  but th e vilest rot 
afloat. It is rank ath eism  to  pretend th at 
we have no d istin ction  of classes, and that 
gentlem en and boors are own brothers. And 
only  cads are a th eists .”

“ A ll th e sam e, I  th in k  L ady E lizabeth  
is  very Bweet to  go and ta lk  to  th a t dread
ful creature,” sa id  Eßtelle, w ith  her pretty  
doggedness.

A nd th en —her m other’s back being con 
ven iently  turned at th e m om ent -  she looked  
round to C harlie Osborne, and sent h im  a 
telegraphic m essage w ith  her eyes w hich  
allayed som o of th e  fever burning in  h is  
veins.

M eanw hile L ady  E lizab eth  took it  in  
hand to m ake poor Caleb’s present torture  
a lit tle  less unendurable. She found it hard  
work. There was not a so lecism  th a t he  
did not com m it, not a gaucherie th at he  
left untouched. H e called her M iss to  start 
w ith , and w hen M rs. Stew art gave her her 
tit le  form ally, he m ade “ L ady  E lizabeth  r 
flank every sentence,now  before,now behind  
and Bometimes fore and aft together.

W hen M rs. Stew art Baid, “ I  don’t th ink  
you know m any people here, M r. Stagg ?” 
poor Caleb blushed like a peony and looked 
like a fool.

“ N o, M rs. S tew art, not to  speak to ,” he  
answered.

T hen, when sho presented h im  to L ady  
E lizabeth , he forgot h is  h at, and shook  
hands instead. W hen, p oin ting to tho gar
den seat near to where th ey  were stand' 
ing, L ady  E lizab eth  said, “ Shall we Bit 
dow n,” he planted h im self at once cn  the  
edge in  tho shade, and lot her sit in  tho sun  
w ith th e  ligh t in  her eyes. W hen he saw  
h is  m istak e he was too awkward to get up 
and rectify  it, though ho would have let  
her w alk over h is  body and use h is  fine 
new  clothes for a door-m at had she had the  
m ind. And w hen she, w ith  th a t w onder
fu l in sigh t w hich belonged to  her, divining  
the cause of h is  apparent discourtesy, and 
know ing th a t th e lit tle  sacrifice would be 
h is pleasure, said qu ietly , “ I  am  sure your 
eyes are stronger th an m ine, Mr. Stagg ; 
would you m ind changing places w ith m e?” 
he very nearly  tum bled head-forem ost 
in to  her Jap in  h is  eagerness to  obey her, 
and w iped th e place where he had been 
sittin g  w ith  h is  handkerchief for her 
benefit.

B u t by slow  degrees ho ceased to  tw irl 
his hat between h is  knees ; h is  heart left 
off beating in  those pain fu l gasps w hich  
arc m ore like sobs th an beats ; th ose  
invisib le needles ceased to prick him , 
as th ey  had been pricking Lim ever 
since he drove up to tho gates ; he got to  
feel th at he knew th is  L ady E lizabeth , th is  
daughter of th e  earl, qu ite w ell, though not 
in tim ate ly— as ono would know one’s 
guardian angel, say; som ething to revere, 
but not to  bo afraid- of ; while over all h is  
being sto le a divine sense of calm , as w ith  a 
lost wanderer w hen he sees th e welcom e  
ligh t of a hum an hom e.

Л-fter probing and ploughing th is  barren 
tract and th a t arid acre, L ady E lizab eth  at 
last fell on Caleb’s own particular subject 

flowers and birds and natural h istory  
generally. I t  needed patience and good 
engineering to  draw from  th e poor 
om ad’haun th e  fact th a t he knew anything  
at all ; but th e  “ delight,” as her father  
som etim es called her who had him  in hand, 
w as both patien t end a good conversational 
engineer ; and though her shy  and aw k
ward natura list never ventured on a posi
tive  assertion , but said w hat ho had to  say  
w ith  a m odest “ I th in k ” as th e grating  
behind w hich  h is knowledge took refuge, 
even to “ th in k in g ” th a t field-m ice eat 
honey-bees, and th at th e sundow entraps ■ 
flies— she got a great deal out of h im  th at 
w as pleasant and new, and th a t m ade her 
uphill grind a little  less arduous.

A lso it  som ew hat tightened th e  slack

cords nf h is  own self-esteem  to  find th at 
ho could interest her by  w hat he  
said. H ow  glad he w as th a t she cared  
for nature and th ings ? H e w as ind em 
nified now  for all th e  ridicule and 
coarse opposition h is  student’s tastes  
had had to faco and bear at hom e. 
T his divine creature, w ho rem inded him  
of som e Greek goddess, m et h im  on h is  
own ground and asked h im  for inform ation. 
I t  was an honor w hich seem ed to crown his  
head w ith  a fillet of gold when Bhe Baid 
th a t Bhe would like h im  to show  her in  h is  
m icroscope th in gs she had not y et Been, and  
teach her m ore th an she alreadj7 knew. It  
was th e noble touch of w om anly dependence 
w hich rouses in  a m an’s soul a ll th a t he 
has of heroism  and devotion. Younger 
than h im self, but how  im m easurably su 
perior, th is  beautifu l girl-w om an seem ed to  
draw h is  whole being into hers, as th e lake  
receives th e  r ill, as th e form less m ist over 
tho m orass is  absorbed into tho infinite  
heaven. H ad ho been a Greek sho would  
have represented to  h im  tho chaste splen
dor of th at goddess w ho kissed th e  sleeping  
boy on M ount L atm os ; had he been a R o
m an, she would have been tho renewal of 
N u m a’s sacred counsellor; as a Rom an  
Catholic, he would have seen in  her th e  
holy likeness of tho blessed V irgin ; as a 
Hindoo, Bhe would have been L achshm i, 
th e fem ale energy of V ishnu . She was in 
any case sem i-d iv ine; and he w as glad now  
th a t he had braved th e torm ent of th is  
ordeal, seeing w hat great g ift of grace and 
joy it  had brought h im . H is  face beamed  
like one who has m et an angel by  th e way, 
and som ething deeper th an its  ordinary flat 
and level sentim ents seem ed to have come 
into it. B u t th is  delightful Btate of th ings 
could not last very long. L ady E lizabeth  
was too valuable a m em ber of th e  sm all 
society on th e law n to be allowed to give  
herself to  one only— and suoh a one as 
Caleb Stagg m ore especially.

E ste lle  was th e  one who cam e to disturb  
an interview  w hich w as beginning to really  
in terest L ady E lizabeth , and to set the  
butterfly stirring w ith in  th e  chrysalis w ith  
Caleb. She was bored by Lord E ustace, 
and under th e str ict patrol of her m other’s 
w atchfu l eye she could not get so m uch as 
a whispered word w ith  Charlie— scarcely a 
fleeting look. H e at last, in  a fit of jealous 
rage and despair, had gone to th e ham m ock  
th at swung untenanted betw een th e  tw o  
evergreen oaks. E ste lle  thought th a t if 
she were sheltered and shielded by Lady  
E lizabeth  sho m ight perhaps snatch a 
perilous five m inutes of joy, soothe her 
lover’s easily  perturbed spirit and drink  
another draught of th at sweet poison w ith 
out w hich young lifo is but a desert and  
young hearts as dry as potsherds. A ccord
ingly, the graceful girl cam e strolling up to  
where th is  strangely m ated pair were s i t 
ing on th e garden seat backed by azaleas 
and rhododendrons, and in  a pretty  be 
Beeching way asked her friend to com e w itli 
hor for a littlo  w alk—and th a t w alk would  
be to th e  tw o evergreen oaks betw een w hich  
th e ham m ock was sw inging, w ith  Charlie 
Osborno eating h is heart. T he w inding of 
th e paths and th e fr iend ly  intervention  of 
flowering shrubs would hide them  from  
M rs. CJanricarde, and a ll would be w ell 
and w ith o u t danger.

A s L ady E lizabeth  had it  also at her 
heart aa a duty to help poor E stelle  when 
she could, and as she did not th ink  th a t a 
new  in terest should overset an old one, she 
looked at E stelle  kindly, and said, “ Y es, I 
w ill go w ith  you, dear,” as E stelle  knew  
she would.

T hen, turning to Caleb, she asked 
“ Shall I  introduce you to any one before 
I go ? ”

“ Thank you, L ady E lizabeth . I don’t 
th ink  I care to know any ono else, thank  
you, Lady E lizab eth ,” said Caleb, w ith  
blush th a t m ade h is  ears as red as fleshy  
flam es.

“ B u t you w ill be dull, knowing no one,” 
said th e  daughter of th e E arl of K ingshouee, 
w ith  as m uch kindly consideration and 
courtesy as if lier brother’s Polich inelle had 
been th e son of a king.

“ I  th ink  not, L ady E lizab eth ,” w as h is  
stam m ered reply.

She could not say “ "Will you com e w ith  
us ?” T hat would not have been fa ir to 
E ste lle ; but sho w ished she could have 
carried him  w ith  her, as she would havo 
rescued somo bird from  boys, som e m onkey  
from  a brutal showm an.

“ I ’ll just keep to m yself, now th a t you  
are going, L ady E lizab eth ,” said Caleb, 
after a pause, between tho S cy lla  of not 
lik ing to m ake an independent observation, 
and tho Charybdia of not w ish ing th is  
beautiful wom an to  trouble herself on h is  
account.

“ I am воггу to take L ady E lizabeth  
aw ay,” said E stelle, very kindly.

H ad it been any ono but Charlie 
Osborne she would have kept th e poor fe l
low  in  h is  present safety  and have thrown  
over a ll tho rest.

“ Oh, don’t vex yourself, m iss ,” Caleb 
answered, w ith  another torrent of blushes. 
“ I  couldn’t expect th a t ladies like L ady  
E lizabeth  and yours3lf, m iss, would stay  
w ith  such as m e,” ho added, w ith  th e  deep 
h u m ility  of h is  kind.

“ I am  во sorry ; but, oh, com e, dear !” 
w hispered E stelle, tho selfishness of love 
sweeping aw ay her ph ilanthropy ; and 
L ady E lizabeth  turned aw ay w ith  a sm ile 
to  poor Caleb th a t le ft on h is bewildered  
soul th e im pression of m oonlight on the  
w ater, of soft m oss, c f cool green forest 
glades, of a rare w ild  flower found on tho 
edge of a sheltered pool, of all th a t there is  
of soothing and entrancing in  nature. And  
w hile  th e  tw o friends strolled aw ay to  
carry com fort and bring joy to poor 
irritated Charlie Osborne, Caleb slunk into  
th e  shrubbery th a t sloped вііагріу dow n
ward to th e river.

I f  he could have left th e vicarage at th is  
m om ent he would, but he w as bound. H e  
had not arrived punctually , and th at had 
been a grievous th ing to h im . T he card of 
invitation  had said “ 4 to 7 ,” and he had  
not been there til l  half-past 4. H e had  
ordered th e trap to  return punctually  on 
th e stroke of 7, and it  never occurred to  
him  th a t he could leave before it cam e. H e  
had, then , tw o long m ortal hours to fill up, 
and how waa ho to fill th em  ? T he best 
th ing he knew was to keep out of sight of 
every one; eo he slunk in to  th e shrubbery, 
and for th e  first tim e in  these la te  en 
th u siastic  years of study he forgot to  look 
for creatures.

A ll nature seem ed transform ed, and ho 
knew nothing of w hat he saw, or, rather, 
ho saw nothing as it  waB about h im . H e  
felt as if in  som e strange placo fu ll of m ild 
glory and an all-pervading but indefinite  
ligh t. Tears, of w hich he was not con
scious, slow ly  gathered in  h is  wide-opened 
eyes and fe ll on Ьіз red silk  tie . H e waB 
trem bling w ith  th a t kind of rapturous 
trem or w hich  overpowers us in  the  
presence of som e sublim e beauty of 
nature. Tho poor om ad'haun I the  
poor Polich inelle  ! W ho would have 
credited h im  with those birth^panga 
of a new soul—he, in h is  glossy  hat aud 
tailor’s trium phs of coat and trousers, his 
fawn-colored gloves and flashing horseshoe 
diam ond pin ! T he satyr w hich  enclosed 
tho god, th e tem ple, th e  g ift of m an to 
m aid, of mGther to child , w as th e architypa  
of poor Caleb's soul, im prisoned in  such a 
body and overlaid by such conditions as 
nature and fortune had m ade for h im  ! 

C H A P T E R  IV .
THE GOLD THAT GLITTE1ÎS.

T he m atrim onial m arket at K ingshouse 
w as really too heart-breaking ! So M rs. 
Clanricarde thought, in  th e incessant way  
of ono who haa a perennial grievance, 
though Bhe had enough self-control not to  
th in k  aloud. H ere in  E ßteile was th e  
w inning num ber, and no prize to  take ! It  
was as though a thorough-bred trained for 
the Oaks had only  costerm ongers’ donkeys 
to  contend against, and a bunch of turnip  
tops w hen th e  post w as passed. I t  was 
indeed heart-breaking; w ith  thoee fam ily  
funds alw aye decreasing, and good guineas 
going after bad like so m any “ m outons de 
P anurge.” Lord E ustace w as as purely a

detrim ental as Charlie Osborne h im self, 
and from  th e sam e ?cause. Ho 
w anted m oney w ith  h is  w ife to  
float him  off tho financial sh a l
lows where at present he and all h is  house 
were stranded. Ho could not afford to  
marry for m ere love and beauty ; no m an  
can nowadays who has not a good fortune 
firm ly stcured. C ertainly no one in Kings- 
house could, unless he were prepared to  
bring up a fam ily on stirabout, and to dress 
them  in blue house-flannel and workhouse 
sheeting.

Caleb Stagg was tho only m oneyed m an  
available ; and even M rs. C lanricarde 
shrank from  a creature who wore ta ilors’ 
trium phs at an inform al tenn is party, and 
flaunted a flaring red tie  w ith  a flashing  
diam ond pin. S till, he w as rich beyond  
th ose dream s of avarice we all have heard  
of ; and on tho principle of th e liv in g dog 
and tho dead lion, a golden calf is  better  
than a leaden phœ nix , and those w ho w ant 
butter on their bread m ust not be very nice 
as to th e shape of th e knife w herew ith it  is  
spread. B esides, no plastic substance is  
utterly hopeless to  reform , and if Caleb  
Stagg had a m ind at all, and h is proper 
com plem ent of. lim bs and sensas, surely an 
astute m other-in-law  could pull h im  into  
shape ! E ven all princes are not person
able m en, and other poets th an Pope havo 
been outside th e pale of m an ly  beauty.

Stirred, then , by all these reasons, m ore 
or less deliberately recognized, Mrs. C lan
ricarde w ent to Mrs. Stew art, and in  her 
pretty French w ay, w hich beat all the E n g 
lish  m anner out of tho field, asked w hat had  
become of Mr. Stagg. Poor young m an !— 
it m u3t be very tr iste  for h im , here am ong  
so m any strangers I and should th ey  find 
him  and console him ?

“ H e is  som ewhere about,” said M rs. 
Stew art, looking vaguely round. T ru th  to 
say she had forgotten h im . Liko m any  
kind-hearted, brisk and energetic women, 
she was apt to be sporadic in  her interests  
and a little  unordered in  her ways.

“ L et us go and find h im ,” said Mrs. 
Clanricarde, looking behind a rose-bush, as 
if he m ight be hid ing in  its  shadow.

B u t th ey  sought in  vain . D eep down in  
th e shrubbery, off th e path and on th e  
border of th e river, th e poor om ad’haun sat 
cradling h is  new-born soul, and tho th ings 
of tim e and space were to h im  as naught. 
Mrs. Stew art w ent th e length  of even a 
shrill little  call, to w hich was no response, 
and the search was perforce abandoned, 
M eanwhile E ste lle  and Charlie Osborne 
made th e m ost of their chance, and Mrs. 
Clanricarde lost on all sides at once.

T he hours of pleasure passed and th a t of 
departure cam e on. T hat autom atic  
m em ory of tim e, w hich seem s to  belong to 
th e body rather th an  th e m ind, made Caleb 
know th a t he m ust rouse h im self from  his  
m ental ecstasy and ph ysical stupor 
and go through th e  ordeal of 
saying good-day to Mr. and M rs. Stew art. 
A s he cam e on to the law n th e  whole party  
was assem bled together. N o  one had yet 
gone. I t  seem ed to Caleb as if  all E ngland  
was there. H is round eyes took in  no one 
precisely, no one personally. H e only  saw  
a very sea of bonnets and cricket caps, of 
colored frocks and w hite flannels, of 
w om en’s faces and m en’s m ustaches. Th: 
ho caught sight of tw o large lustrous gray 
eyes, and all th e rost vanished like a phan 
tasm agoria. Only th ose glorious eyes ro 
m ained, as h is  hom e, h is  loadstar, h is  
anchorage, in  th is  bewildering sea of u n 
fam iliar hum anity.

N othing of all th is  waa show n. Tho face 
of a m an is  not as a sheet of g lass through  
w hich can be read h is thoughts and feelings, 
A ll th at the assem bled com pany saw  was a 
round, flat, red-faced young m an in an 
absurd get-up, staring at L ady E lizabeth  
Inchbold w ith  all h is  m igh t, and standing  
stock-still, aa if struck to stone.

L ady E lizabeth  herself broke th e spell 
by saying, w ith  marked kindness, to  thia 
m ute star-gazer, w hom  she knew th e rest 
were ,  m utely  ridiculing, “ H ave you seen  
th at beautiful avenue of laburnum s, Mr. 
b'tagg? You were in  th e shrubbery, I 
th ink? D id  you see th em  ?”

Caleb blushed, as he naturally  would  
when thus brought back to th e th ings of 
th e present.

“ No, Lady E lizab eth ,” he said.
Poor fellow  ! A s littlo  as J im  B ludso  

did ho know how  to  lie. E ven  those w hite  
lies of society, w hich save appearance and 
m ask confession, were as far from  h is  
understanding as were tho recognized 
shibbolethe and authorized form ulas.

“ I t  was a p ity  to  have m issed th em ,” 
said Mrs. Clanricarde, adopting L ady E liza  
b eth’s tone, and looking w ith  artificial 
benign ity on the om ad’haun, th ick ly  plated  
w ith gold as he w as— so th ick ly  aa to be 
alm ost possible!

Caleb turned h is  round faco and rounder 
eyes on th e speaker w ith  pitiable bewilder
m ent. I t  was all like somo distressful 
dream. W hy should these people stand  
there looking at h im  ? T heir eyes, m u lti
plied to hundreds, stuck like lances into his 
heart. Go felt as if he had un w ittingly  
com m itted som e offence, and th is  w as hia 
arraignm ent. I t  was a n igh tm are; but he  
retained just ao m uch of consciousness as 
to let h im  understand th a t Мгз. Clanricarde 
had spoken ; and not knowing too clearly  
w hat she h ad  Baid, nor w hat ho ought to  
reply, h is native courtesy cam e to h is  a id , 
and he answered, “ T hank you, M rs. C lan
ricarde,” a a th e only th in g  th a t presented  
itself.

Though he had not been form ally in tro 
duced to any one but Lady E lizabeth  Inch- 
bold, he know quite w ell each ind ividual of 
th e assem bly, w hen he could detach h is  
w its from  th eir  wool gathering and force 
them  into concrete observation. T he S u n 
day club of church ів the great photograph  
of a neighborhood, where people learn to  
know ono another w ithout speech or con
tact.

“ L et mo take you,” said M rs. C lan
ricarde, s till benign and hum ane.

‘‘ I ’m  loth  to trouble you, Mre. C lan 
ricarde,” answered Caleb.

“ I t  would be a pleasure,” said E ste lle ’s 
m other, w ith her airy F rench politeness ; 
and Caleb, feeling as ono in  a m ill-raco  
dragged into the deep waters by a force ho 
could not resist, was led like a calf by a 
w isp of straw to where th e  laburnum s hung  
like golden fountains against th e sky.

A s she w ent, Mra. Clanricarde com 
manded E stelle  to accom pany her- by the  
look her daughter knew so well.

B u t E stelle  rem ained im passive, and 
Charlie Osborne got the good of her con 
tum acy.

Though at the tim e of their walk, w hich  
M rs. Clanricarde did not hurry, th e w eight 
of conversation rested on her alone, she got 
answers of a kind from  Caleb ; but th ey  
were em phatically  of a kind, and at th e end 
she was no nearer anything like acquain
tance or sym pathy th an  she had been at 
th e beginning. H er action had in  it  no real 
kindliness. I t  wraB essentia lly  egotistic  and 
w ell calculated ; and the poor om ad’haun  
fe lt th e difference he could not have defined. 
,But he was gratefal all the sam e. She  
w ent through her self-appointed task  w ith  
gallant consistency, and got so far on the  
w ay she w anted to go аз to ftx a day for 
Caleb to call at “ L es S a u les”— w hieh local 
orthography spelled, and local intonation  
pronounced “ L isso ls .” A s he had at last 
entered society through th e vicarage gato, j 
there was no im propriety in opening her 
own. And she could try  her hand at h is  
reform ation. I f  he proved hopeless, she  
had but to abandon him  ; if  he wero prac
ticab le—E stelle  had before now  taken a 
ailver-coated pill. T h is of gold would also 
have to bo taken.

W hen th ey  returned to tb e law n * the  
great bulk of the com pany had gone. L ady  
E lizabeth  was no longer there, and E stelle  
and Charlie Osborno had also disappeared. 
T hey had walked to th e  gate, where tho 
carriage would overtake th em —X^stelle, re
signed to brave th e m aternal tom pect that 
she knew would follow  on her act of dis- j 
obedience and tem erity , if  only she could ) 
com fort and make happy her handsom e  
lover m eanw hile.

T hen Caleb, shaking hands w ith  M r, and

M rs. Stew art and w ith  M rs. Clanrioarde, 
so heartily  th a t th e ladies nearly  shrieked  
as th eir  fingers were cut by their rings, 
Baid, in  h is strange old world w ay, vivified  
from  m um m ydum  only by hia excessive  
em barrassm ent, “ A nd thank you, Mrs. 
Stew art, for m y entertainm en t ” — and the  
sam e to Mrs. C lanricarde, varying only the  
nam e. B u t hia heart waa heavy, and the  
world seemed em pty, and he fe lt th a t he  
had been worse th an a boor and less polite  
th an a coal heaver in  th a t he had not been 
able to say th e sam e to L ady E lizab eth , to  
whom  he owed so m uch m ore than to any  
ono else.

(To bo C ontinued).

A  S I E G E  O F  B U R G L A R S .

T e r r i f i c  C o m m o t i o n  a n d  C o m b a t  o n  C h i c a 
g o ’s F i n e s t  A v e n u e .

T he m ost fashionable part of M ichigan  
avenue boulevard w as w ild ly  excited at 7 
o’clock last night E . C. L ew is, an insur
ance broker, who lives in  a handsom e house  
at No. 1,450, had ju st sat down to  dinner 
w hen a servant girl rushed in  from  th e  
kitchen, yelled “ B urglars 1” and crawled  
under th e  tab le.

Mr. L ew is plunged in to  th e  back yard. 
A low -sized m an, dressed in  dark clothes, 
confronted h im . T he low -sizsd  m an pre
tended to b e  drunk, and said he “ w ouldn’t 
go hom e til l  m orning.” M r. L ew is looked 
around and eaw a ladder w hich had been  
raised to an upper w indow. M r. L ew is  
ran in to  th e  house and returned w ith  a big 
gun. A s he entered th e yard he heard a 
m ocking laugh and saw  th e  low -sized m an  
loping up th e  alley.

“ I ’ll fool th e other one,” m uttered Mr. 
L ew is, and he took down th e ladder and 
stored it  in  th e woodshed. T hen he w ent 
in to  th e house to  lock th e  door. T he ser
vant girl thought th e burglar had com e to  
scalp her and she hurled herself into the  
street, scream ing.

George H ankins, th e ex-gam bler, livea 
next door in  a sta te ly  m ansion . Mr. H an  
kins has num erous servants. E ach  of theee 
servants turned in  a call for the police, 
E very other neighbor who had a police call 
used it . E very  other neighbor who didn’t 
have a police call m ade a noise. Mr. H an 
k ins’ coachm an clim bed over th e fence, and  
George Jones, a druggist’s clerk, who had  
sneaked around to th e  back door to get the  
first lick  at th e  burglar, sm ote th e coach
m an w ith  a baseball bat and chased h im  
down th e  alley. A  boulevard policem an  
th inking George and th e coachm an were 
th e burglars, started after th em . T hey  
were m et by a patrol wagon fu ll of blue- 
coats, w ho fell upon George.

And th e burglar ? H e buttoned up hia 
coat, walked down th e front stairs, m et 
one of M r. H ank ins’ servant girls at the  
door, chucked her under th e  chin, and w ent 
hom e .— Chicago Cor. N ew  York World.

A  S T R A N G E  D I S C O V E R Y

A t  t h e  D i s i n t e r m e n t  o f  t h e  B o d y  o f  M r, 
S a m u e l  B o w lb y .

A nother rem arkable саве of th e growth  
of hair after burial cam e to ligh t yesterday  
at th e d isinterm ent of th e body of Mr. 
Sam uel B ow lby, who died in  Soutliw old in 
M ay, 1887, and was buried in  th e  Talbot 
ville  cem otery. W hen Mr. B ow lby died 
h is beard w as about four inches long, and  
th e hair upon h is  head w as th e usual 
length worn during life. W hen th e coffin 
was taken up yesterday by h is  son-in-law. 
Mr. J . L earn, for reburial in  M apleton  
cem etery it was discovered th a t th e  beard 
had grown to th e length  of eighteen inches. 
—S t.  Thomas Times.

B i b l e  S c e n e s  S t i l l  E n a c t e d .

In  w riting from  F aya l, one of th e Azores 
Islands, a correspondent of tho BostonTran- 
s c r i p t  says : : On th e country roads and near 
th e w ind-m ills you w ill see circular th rash 
ing floors m ade of hardened pum ice stone. 
W hen cows and oxen are driven over the  
grain, crossing and recrossing it , these are 
a d istin ct and frequent feature in th e land
scape, and rem inda one of B ib le scenes 
W hat ia th a t strange noise I  hear from  afar ? 
I  say  to m y native com panion. W hy, its  
an ox cart com ing along th e  lane w ith  a 
load of grain. I  w atch and w ait, and w ith in  
half an hour it  passes, w ith  its  tw o or three 
yoke of oxen dragging th is  uncouth cart w ith  
its  h igh  encircling w icker front and aides. 
I ts  great solid wooden wheels creak and 
groan. One is im pelled to be m erciful and 
beseech th e owner to  oil th e wheels. B u t no, 
I m uet not, and am  told th a t th is  noise is а 
part of th e  equipage, and no farm er із sa tis 
fied unless h is w heels have th e proper 
am ount of squeak. A  lav/ w as onco m ade by 
th e Portuguese G overnm ent th at no creak
ing cart should be allowed to enter a city, 
but th e people rebelled and th e Jaw was 
repealed.

T w o  O d d  O l d  O n e s .

Мозев Bradahaw, of Claiborne county, 
Tenn , celebrated h is  100th birthday ann i
versary thia week by riding fifty  m iles on 
horseback. H e m ade th e  journey on а 
wager.

Mrs. Sophie M crklein, who died at N ew  
York a few  days ago, leaving $10,000 to her 
children, had a queer bank— th e bed on 
w hich she slept. After her death $4,000 
in  cash w as found between the tw o m a t
tresses.

Obliging; i
C ollector—I have called six  tim es, sir, for 

th e am ount of th is  t i l l  already.
C itizen—W ha-at, s ix  tim es ? Is  it  pos

sible you have been put to all th at an n oy
ance? N ow , I ’ll te ll you w hat I ’ll do : 
when I  feel like paying th e am ount I will 
call on you m yself. I t ’s outrageous to  
give a m an th e trouble I have unconsciously  
given you.

W h y  S h e  K e f u s e d  H i m .

“ I  know ,” m um bled the weazened octo
genarian m illionaire, gazing fondly into  
the azure eyes of tho charm ing wom an  
by h is  side, “ I  know th at I  am  som ewhat 
advanced in  life, bub віШ an old m an can 
love, and besides th e disparity in our years 
із not so apparent th a t— ”

“ Sir ! ” sho cried, flushing ind ignantly  
— and they were not m arried.

H o  P u t  i t  S t r o n g .

“ T hey te ll m e you are married again, 
P a t ; is th a t so ?”

“  I t  is, so r ? ”
“H ow  are you satisfied w ith tho change ?” 
“ M oighty w ell, sor ! E f the ferst Mrs 

M cG laclierty waa aloive th e day, m e ow nly  
regrit wud be tlia t oi hadn’t m arried m e  
second woife ferst.”— Yonkers Gazette.

W o r s e  t h a n  t h e  S m a l l  B o y  B e h i n d  t h e  S o fa  

“ So you and H erbert are going to be 
m arried ? ” said one young lady to another, 

“ Yea, during th e ho lid ays.”
“ You didn’t threaten h im  w ith  a breach  

of prom ise su it, did you ? ”
“ N o. I m erely  Bhowed h im  th e  p h o n o 

g rap h  th a t  I a lw ays  keep  concealed  u n d e r 
th e  so fa .”

A  C h |.ld .’» At>o2. gy..
A little  4-year-old told liis  father he waa 

a fool. On being reprim anded by hia m other  
and required to  say  he was воггу, ho tod» 
died up to th e insulted parent and ex 
clamed : “ Papa, I ’m  sorry yon’a a foo l.”

“ W hen a w om an has plenty of clothes  
to  ta lk  about, ” aays a cynic, “ she ia not 
in  m isch ief.” W hat a m isfortune th at 
E v e  had not m ore clothes to ta lk  about»-— 
Bingham ton Republican.

T hey  aro putting in  a lick  here and a 
lick  there w ith tho big L ick  telescope, now  
doing business in  California. T he la test 
act reported w as a long, steady look at j 
Satu rn ’s South Polo, w hich  eoema to show  
a sh iny tin y  ice cap. T h is report ia subject ’ 
to  reviaion. T he shadow  of the rings upon 
th e ball and of th e ball upon th e ringa come 
Btrongly into ken through th e great glass.

A famous B oston  w it says th at th e  proa 
pects appear to  be th a t protectionists w ill 
not m uch longer allow  tho tide to com e in  
unless a tariff can be collected off it.

A botanical exploring party from  G er
m any recently discovered on one of th e  
P hilipp ine Islan ds a num ber of plants  
whoso flowers were alm ost a yard in  d ia 
m eter, th e petals, five in num ber, being  
oval and of a cream y w hite  shade.

L ady S haftesbury, a  niece of th e M arquis 
of D onegal, ia another fa ir sprig of th e  
B ritish  nob ility  to  go in to  trade. Sho haa 
established a вііор in  B ournem outh  for th e  
aale of farm  and dairy produce, m uch of 
w hich com es from  her own property.

A  M inneapolis m in ister, R ev. C. S* 
N ickerson, indorses th e P residentia l I n 
auguration ball, saying th a t it  ia natural 
innocent and beautiful. H e denounces aome 
round dances, but high-necked, 11 o ’clock, 
square-cornered, long-m eter dancing he 
approves of thoroughly.

I t haa been dem onstrated th a t in  piping  
natural gas in  pipes of one size about eight 
pounds per m ile of th e pressure is lost, but 
by using th e  telescope system , sm aller pipes 
at th e well and gradually increasing th e size 
toward th e point of consum ption, th e loss 
of pressure ia reduced to three pounds per 
m ile.

L ieut. S tanley, who3e m arriage w ith  a 
daughter of th e D uke of M anchester on the  
5th in st,, w as th e  m ost fashionable event in  
L ondon in  recent years, w ill arrive in  C an
ada w ith  h is  bride about th e beginning of 
February, and for a few  weeks follow ing  
accom pany h is  father, th e  G overnor-G en
eral, on various v isits  to  noted places.

Т пе P rin cess of W ales haa set th e  faBhion 
for a now boot w hich  із intended for rough  
country w alking and ia im pervioua to  any  
am ount of dam p. Ic ia very  high , bu tton
ing nearly up to th e knee, of b lack  leather, 
w ith  an inner lin ing of atout w ater proof 
tw eed betw een th e  leather and tho kid lin 
ing. T he solo is about half an inch  th ick

Canon H aweis s till retains hia sta ll in 
C hicheater Cathedral and occasionally  
preachee w ith  groat vigor, though he ia 81 
уеагв old. H e ia a son of tho D r. H aw eis  
w ho was chaplain to th e fam ous C ountess of 
H un tington , and is  th e fa ther of th e Rev.
H . R . H aw eis, th e funny lit tle  m an who  
visited  th is  country reoently and is preacher, 
lecturer, m usical and art critic, author and 
newspaper m an all in  one.

I t has been discovered th a t th e  grave of 
W illiam  P enn  is  in  a sadly  neglected con
d ition . Thero is not even a m ound above 
it, and only  a flim sy slab of stone stuck  in  
th e ground, at th e hoad or foot—no one 
can te ll w hich. T he F riends do not approve 
of tho erection of elaborate and costly  
m onum ents, but there surely could be no 
objection to som e m ore definite and perm a
nent m arking of such an interesting spot.

N early a ll th e sweeps in Paria are Ita lians  
T he funeral of their chief, M. Scazziga, has  
ju st taken place at S t. A ugustin  Church with  
sum ptuous so lem nity . H e cam e to Paris  
00 years ago on foot, “ sw ee p in g ” hia way 
to  the m etropolis. Ho died a m illionaire  
by knocking down Boot, and curing в ток у  
chim neys. H is charities were proverbial. 
T w o facts in h is  career : H o would never 
allow  any of hia om ployeea to  work on 
Sunday, and any stove ch im ney or fire 
place th a t was sick, in  a poor m an’s hom e, 
he doctored it gratis. T he Pope decorated 
h im  w ith  th e order of S t. Gregory, w hich  
ranked h im  “ C ousin,” w ith  th e Em peror  
of A ustria and th e  Queen of Spain.

T h e  London M orning Pest has published  
a story describing th e  finding at H olyrocd  
Palace a short tim e ago, of “ th e  rem ains  
of a baby wrapped in  cloth of gold and 
m arked ‘ J .,’ ” and proceeded to  suggest 
th at th e baby v/as none other th an th e real 
Jam es V f. of Scotland and I . of E ngland. 
Tho story, it  m ay be pointed out, lias got 
rather m ixed on its  w ay south. T he fact 
is, no such discovery was ever m ade at 
H olyrood. About tw o years or more ago 
Major Gore B ooth discovered th e body of a 
child  concealed in  th e  stonework of the  
castlo not far from  tho entrance to Queen 
M ary’s room. T here is no clue to the  
identity  of th e child , and none has since  
been forthcom ing. E very  viaitor to  th e  
castle geta th e story from  th e guides, and 
no m ystery  ia m ade about th e m atter.

T h e advantage w hich a good cigar haa 
over a cigarette із th a t th e  sm oke of the 
cigar ia lik ely  to kill m icrobes, w hilo th a t 
of tho cigarette only retards th eir  develop
m ent. T he London T e l e g r a p h  says ed itori
ally  : “A n em inent ph ysician  of P isa  has re
cen tly  been engaged, wo observe, in  som e e x 
périm enta undertaken w ith  a v iew  to tost 
tho action of tobacco smoko upon m icro
organism s. T h e m icrobes wero subjected  
to  th s smoko for about half an hour, during  
w hich tim o three and a half to four and a 
half gram m es of tobacco were consum ed. 
A m ong th e  various kinda of tobacco used 
were th e large 'Virginia cigars, large and 
sm all cavour cigars and th e best cigarette  
tobacco. T he result showed th a t tobacco 
sm oke lias tho effect of w holly preventing  
th e developm ent of som e m icro-organism s 
and of retarding th at of others. The  
V irginia cigar seem ed to have tho m ost 
powerful result, w h ile  cigarette sm oke had 
only  a retarding influence, and did not 
en tirelycheck  the growth of any form .” If, 
therefore, you  w ant to bo h ea lth y —m ost 
diaeases being th e product of m icrobes, аз 
D r. F lin t stated  in  th e  F orum —w hy, smoke 
cigars and swear off from  cigarettes.

T hose who com plain of th e am ount of 
fiction taken out c f public libraries should  
rem em ber how  frequently the m ost im por
tan t questions have boon forced hom o upon 
tho public m ind in  th e  form  of fiction—th is  
arresting attention , and other inquiry and 
action com ing afterw ard. N o one will ever 
bo able to com pute just how  m uch was 
contributed by “ U n d o  T oni’s C ab in ” to 
th e  fa ll of slavery. T he lato M rs. Helen 
Jackson (H . H .) worked hard in  libraries 
for a whole w inter over ber com pilation  
“ A  Contury of D ishonor,” and when it 
was fa ir ly  published, and a copy sent to 
every m em ber of Congress, sho fe lt th a t all 
she could do to right the wrongs of the  
Indian had  been done. Y et it  failed  to 
produce th e im pression on th e  public mind 
w hich sho had desired; and she then  wrote, 

a w hite heat, and w ith  a rapidity and 
fac ility  w hich ßho compared to inspiration, 
tho novel of “ R nm ona;” and thia tim e the  
work was accom plished. H er u tm ost dream  
of success for tho book was of a circulation  
of 1 0 , 0 0 0  or 1 5 , 0 0 0 ;  but it  Ьаз now got up 
to  Vo,0 0 0 ,  and ia s till steadily selling. 
Schools, societies, villages and even draw ing
room cars have been nam ed after its hero
ine, and it has unquestionably done more 
th an  any other single influence to reach 
th e public m ind. Tho recent religious 
novels have brought anew tho problem s of 
theology beforo all. And th e very latest 
illu stration  of tjiis worji of fiction, as a 3orfc 
of m oral breaking-up plough for thought 
and knowledge, is to  be seen in  th e clubs 
w hich arc said to be form ing to study the 
problem s presented by Mr. E dw . B ella m y ’s 
novel, “ Looking B ackw ard.” T he object 
of tbia ingenious story із  to  portray the 
condition of lifo in  th e year 2000, supposing  
th a t tho existing  tendencies of legislation  
are carried farther end farther, and govern
m ent bccom es m ore “ paternal” in  its  
character.

OUREBNT TOPICS.
T he Gaulois attacks M me. C arnot because 

she suffered M me. D ieu lafoy  to  appear at 
hor last ball dressed in m an ’s clothes. T he  
Gaulois speaks of a police regulation w hich  
forbids ladies to  wear such garm ents, and 
of a P refect of P olice w ho ordered it  to  be 
put in  force at th e Opera Com ique against 
M me. D ieulafoy. T he m oral w hich th is  
attack  points to  is th a t th ings are tolerated  
at th e E lysee  w hich th e police would not 
allow  at th e theatre. I t  has been decided  
by a com m ittee of th e Cham ber of D epu- 1 
ties th a t there is noth in g  to prevent ladies 
who find m en’s attire  convenient from  
wearing it . M me. D ieu lafoy  is  a very  
exceptional person, and her life  not only  
above th e  breath of scandal, but in  th e  
h igh est degree honorable. T he Louvre  
owes to her its  P ersian  collection. A t the  
opening of th e P ersian  M useum  there she  
received M m e. Carnot in  tho su it w hich  
she found so convenient w hen sho was 
excavating th e earth m ounds at Shushan. 
She em ancipated herself from  petticoats  
for th e first tim e in 1870 to follow  th e  army  
of tho Loire, in  w hich her husband was ser
ving as a volunteer. A t Shushan, when  
she w ent there to excavate, sho arranged for 
herself an easy kind of m an ’s su it, and on 
her return to P aris  she found it  im p osab le  
to revert to, as it  seem ed to her, the t e a  
convenient garm ents of her sex .— London  
D a ily  News.

Petticoat Emancipation in Paris.

“ T he ro  aro  m om en ts  w hen Eilence pro longed
a n d  unb ro k en  

M ore expressivo m ay  be th a n  a ll w ords ever
spoken.”

Look at th a t wan and w asted w om an, 
onco th e p icture of health , now  so pallid . 
She cannot begin to te ll hor sufferings, but 
as from  day to day ehe goes through tho  
houso, attending to  her m an y cares, her 
attenuated form , her w h ite  face, her  
stooping shouldera, her pinched featurea, 
all te ll th a t she із a silent m artyr to  disease. 
H er once cheery voice is  seldom  heard, but 
her ailenco te lls  her suffering m ore than  
words could do. О 1 ye  silen t, sorrowing, 
suffering sisters, th ere ia a cure for your  
troubles ; D r. P ierce’s F avorite P rescrip 
tion is a sovereign rem edy for th e derange
m ents and m aladieB peculiar to your вех. 
As a powerful, invigorating tonic, it  im parts  
strength  to th e whole system , and to  th e  
wom b and its  appendages in  particular. 
For overworked, “ w orn-out,” “ run-dow n,” 
debilitated teachers, m illiners, d ress
m akers, seam stresses, “ shop-girls,” h ou se
keepers, nursing m others and feeble  
w om en generally, “ F avorite P rescription ” 
ia th e greatest earth ly  boon, being u n 
equaled aa an appetizing cordial and 
restorative tonic.

C u r i o s i t i e s  o f  t h e  P h o n o g r a p h .

Subacribera to w hom  are rented m achinea  
can have left at their door every m orning  
tho w axy tableta known aa phonogram s, 
w hich can bo wrapped about a cylinder  
and uaed in  th e phonograph. On these  
tableta w ill bo im pressed from  tho clear 
voice of a good talker a condensation of ih e  
best news of th e day, w hich  th e  subscribers 
can havo talked back at th em  aa they ьіЬ 
at their breabfaat tablea.

“  T h a t ,  D i a b o l i c a l  A p p a r a t u s ,

th e  stom ach ,” is  th o  energetic phrase w hicl 
C arlyle applied to  h is  own troublesom e  
organ of digestion . T he great essay ist war 
a d  ̂speptic from  h is  youth, but had he 
used D r. P ierce’s P leasant Purgative  
P elle ts  he m ight have shaken off the in 
cubus of ind igestion, “ like a dewdrop frerr 
a lion ’s m ane,” and there would have been 
m ore “ sw eetness and ligh t ” in  hit 
writings and h is  hom e. A ll druggists ; 2c 
cen ts a vial.

“  O ld  G r i m e s . ”
“ Old G rim es,” th a t fam iliar “ litth  

fe lic ity  in  versea,” w hich  caught the popu 
lar fancy аз far back as 1823, w as a sudd er 
inspiration  of th e late Judge A lbert О 
Greene, of Providence, R . I ., w ho found tht 
first verse in  a collection of old English 
ballada, and, enjoying its  hum or, bu ilt uj 
th e  rem ainder of th e  poem  in  th e sam  
conceit.

W a n t e d ,  1 0 ,0 0 0  D i s a b l e d  М е и ,

m u st be in  poor h ea lth  and unable to do 
good d ay’s work. A  disordered liver o: 
any disease caused by  scrofula or ba 
blood w ill bo considered a qualificatior. 
but prefer onco w ill be given to those hav  
ing obstin ate affections of the th roat am  
lunga or incip iont consum ption. A pply t( 
th e  nearest drug store and ask for a b o ttl  
of D r. P ierce’s Golden M edical D iscovery

A  D a s t a r d l y  D e e d .

Fred F oster  wa3 arrested on Eaturda  
evening for perpetrating a brutal outrage i 
a saloon at Sandusky, Ohio. Jam es Farrel 
an inoffensive fellow , waa ly in g on a tab! 
in tho saloon in  a drunken Btupor, an 
F oster conceived th e idea of playing  
joke on h im , and for th a t purpose purchase 
a p in t of w hiskey, w hich he poured ,^ye 
Farrell’s clothing, and th en  set th e liqu. 
on fire. T he drunken m an was in stan tly  ei 
veloped in  flam es, and ran shouting froi 
tho room. Som e m en soon caught h im  an 
extingu ished th e  flam es, but not un til I 
way terribly burned.

Sarah B ernh ard t’s foreign tour has bet 
a brillian t success in all respects, but si 
w ill not derive any perm anent benefit fro 
it, as her expenses are enorm ous. SL 
actually  makea her fron an allowance  
$1,200 a week, and her debta am ount * 
§140,000. Sarah and her com pany alwaj 
lodge in  tho sam e hotel w hen she ia “ . 
tour,” and sho is  a M onte C risto lil 
hoe.tcsB when thinga are going w ell and si 
ia in  good hum or. Sho ia s till very e 
travagant, and w astes largo sum s in  buyit 
trash of every description, and she carri 
her purchases about w ith  her. H er oil 
at tho A ustrian , R oum anian and Turki 
custom  houses am ounted in  tho aggrega 
to  $18,000.

W e w a n t  a  g o o d  m an  in  y o u r  lo c a lity  to  p ic k  t

C A L F  S K IN S
fo r из. C ash F u rn ish ed  on sa tisfac to ry  gu*KÜ?ânt; 
Addross, C. S. Page, H yde P ark , Vermont;, U. I 

Tho S h o e  & L e a t h e r  R e p o r t e r ,  N. Y., an d  S l i 
de L e a t h e r  R e v i e w , Chicago, th e  leading  trac 
pap e rs  of tho  U.S. in  th e  H ide line, h ave  sen t th e  
rep resen ta tiv es  to  investiga te  M r. P age’s b u  
ne^s, and  a f te r  a  thorough ex am ination  an d  соз 
par.ison tho  R e p o r t e r  gives h im  th isendoreem eU ' 

“ W e  b e lie v e  t h a t  i n  e x t e n t  o f  l i g h t - w e i g h t  ra- 
m a t e r i a l  c o l le c te d  a n d  c a r r i e d ,  M r .  R a g e  h o lt  
th e  l e a d  o f  a n y  c o m p e t i to r  a n d  t h a t  h i s  p r e s e t  
s to c k  i s  th e  l a r g e s t  h e l d  b y  a n y  h o u s e  i n  th  
c o u n t r y .”

And th e  R e v ie w  says :
“ A f t e r  a  m o s t  th o r o u g h  i n v e s t i g a t i o n  o f  M 

P a g e 's  b u s in e s s  a s  e o m x m r e d  w i t h  o th e r s  i n  sari 
l in e ,  w e  h a v e  b e c o m e  f u l l y  s a t i s f i e d  t h a t  i n  i  - 
s p e c ia l t y ,  l i g h t - w e i g h t  s toc lc , h e  i s  u n q u e s t io n a b l  
t h e  la r g e s t  d e a le r  i n  t h i s  c o u n t r y ,  w h i l e  i n  s u p e r  
o r i t y  o f  q u a l i t y  h e  i s  c o n fe s s e d ly  a t  t h e  h e a d .” 

Qui'UtY: li' Mr. Pago’s businoss is tho  large« 
in  its  line in  tho  Unitec} Btatps, is i t  n o t t-.Ъѳ I,-.* 
possib le proof of h is  ab ility  tô  p ay  hi ghost prioer 
if  ho did n o t do во, w ould ho n a tu ra lly  get mo- 
bk ins th a n  any  of h is  com petito rs in  th e  t am elii;

ft U  4  8У ,

SALESMEN

T h eie  waa recently  discovered in  Central 
Д frica a village c f houaes b u ilta lo n g a  street 
and having gabled roofs. T he inhabitants  
aro cf superior intelligence, keep good order 
in  th e village and sleep in b sd s raieed abovs 
tho ground.

W e wiah a  few m en 
sell ou r goods by еслпр 

t to th e  wnoleealo arid x  
ta il tra d e . Largebt inan  

fac tu rc rs  in  ou r line. E nc lose  2-cent at-ащ 
W a g e s  $3  p e r  d a y .  X’e im a n e iit position . ' 3> 
posta ls  answ ered. M oney advanced  f o r  watfe 
ad v e itising , etc. C e n t e n n i a l  M a n u l 'a e t u r l n  
C o .,  C i n c i n n a t i ,  O h i o .
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B A K I N G
P O W D E R

THE COOK’S BEST FROT


