AN UNEXPLAINED MYSTERY.

A TALE P CANADIAN BACKWOCOES LIFE=E

The morning succeeding that dreadful
Christmas night,dawned clear and beautiful.
It was one of those gloriously bright -wak-
enings in mid-winter, for which W estern
Canada should be famous The heavy snow
fall overnight had heaped the white crys-
tals many leet deep alike in the forest and
the clearings. Even the tree-branches were
weighted down with the bright particles,
indicating thatthe wind had blown itself out
before tho snow had ceased falling

Tho son, bursting into radiant fUme over
the eastern margin of forest, transforms the
whole landscape into a fairy like sceno of
splendour. In tho transparent, frosty air,
every icicle, touched by the fcun’s rays, sud-
denly turns into a sparkling diamond, every
snov crystal a lesser gem, every encrusted
tree-leaf a cluster of brilliants—until the
general effect of the whole ia dazzling in the
extreme.

As far as eye can reach an Aladdin’s gar-
den, more splendid and marvellous perhaps
than ever Oriental imagination dreamed,
lay spread out, like some magical transfor-
mation scene, over the evergreen forests cf
Canada.

Responsive to the change from a long
night cf cold and i.torm to a morrining
bright and beautiful, every living thing

warms with fresh life, and tho myriad soun a
which fall upon the attentive ear attest the
unusual joy in the newly-awakoried day.
Every froBt-nipped bird and beast sends
forth a blessing after its aiaDii'r,

Away cff In the forest depths one hears
the heavy booming of the luffled grouse;
from all the tree-tops come the twitterings
of the numberless cross bills and pine finchen;
and from the settler's outhouses rises, lus-
tily and cheerily, the clarion notes cf the
guardians of the poultry-yard.

Now, some han an being, oblivious 11 the
ghostly visitation of the nighr, starts tm-
machinery of the mill, and the Bharp noise
of the steel saw, as it begins to eat its way
through a solid pne log, puts to |Ilight all
leaser sounds. The mill hards are now
gathering for the d iy’s labour, and a e'stank-
ing in little knots discussing the myster-
ious crys said to have been heard by one
sharp-eared fellow above the roaring storm
ef the preoeding night. Before much opin-
ion hasbeen elicited, the doorofM-.Brooke’B
house opens and that gentleman, accompan-
ied by the stranger guest, emerges »nd
walks slowly across to where the men are
gathered.

Both men Icok serious »ni somewhat care-
worn, evidence, notyeteffaced, of the events
of the previous night. They had come to a
mutual understanding regarding the search
for Redlaw, which the detective was anxious
should begin without any delay. He had
greater expectations cf Ending him dead,
however, than alivo.

Mr. Brooke selected Hartand Peters from
among the men and sent them home for
their rifles, telling them they were wanted
for a bit of a tramp in the woods.

The remainder of the men, although won-
dering great’y what was in the wind, were
obliged to go to work as u ual. In a few
moments the two men selected returned
equipped for the expedition, and the party
of four started immediately, tho detective
taking the lead, and making direot for the
westerly side of the clearing, he having
moticed the night before that Redlaw’ foot-
steps were pointed in that direction. These
tracks were Btill faintly perceptible snd they
had only to follow them which ever way

they led.

“ Tnis is much better than | feared,” rc
marked the detective. “ | was almost sure
tbe track would be quite obliterated, and

thus our work made much more difficult.
We bave only to follow up these foot prints
and Redlaw is ours."”

“You are more confident than 1 am,” rn-
swered Mr. Brooke “ There aro several
possibilities in the caseto be corsidereo’ and
gome of them are pretty weighty. Forin-
stance, he may be dead of exposur.) ; or he
may have been torn tn pieces by wolves ;
or he may have r<ached the London Road,
in which case he is likely to be safe for the
present  Or his tracks may grow indietin
guishable presently, You see already how
the footprints of wild animals cross and re
cross the trail we are following ?”

The detecive acknowledged the justice of
this opinion, but said that the search must
be kept up until the man was taken, track
or no track.

The four men wore now some distance
within the grim borders of the inter-
minable swamp whioh slretched away

for a hundred miles to the borders of the
northern lakes, and without fm ther words
they set themselves to follow Rtdlaw's foot-
steps, which led at first in a straight course
through bush and thicket, over fallen trees,
across littlefrozen lakes, into the very heart
of the silent, dim, mysterious region, shut
out from the sunshine of the clearing by
tank upon rank of heaven-toweri g tree
trunks, whose dark, evergreen crowns in-
tercepted 1he sun’srays, allowing but a few
struggling beams to find their way down
to the earth.

Hour after hour passed and still the trail
led the way deeper and deeper into the
gloom Ky and by they came to a spot where
Redlaw had stumbled and fell, and where
he had probably rested for a spell. A fter
p ssing this point tho foot prints no longer
led in a straight course, but grew uncertain
and finally actually doubled back for ashort
distance, The party began to hope that
they would not havo to proceed much far
ther. The foot-prints gave evidence that
Redlaw was nearly exhausted

Ewry one kept a sharp look-out for the
object of their pursuit with their hands near
the locks of their rifles. They pxpected to
have to cope with a desperate man, perhaps
armed, who would not allow himself to be
easily taken, and who would doubtless hold
his own life, as wellas theirs, very cheaply.
The detective had done his best to nerve
them to their work by his personal assurance
that Redlaw was undoubtedly the murderer
of Sampson.

Their abhorencs of that deed was all the
stimulus required to spur them forward with
tho greatest eagernees to bring the criminal
to justioe. Yetthey all felt that the task
was a very dangerous one,

Thev tn ved on e’owly but surely along
the difficultpath, in Indian file, whioh was
now headed by the younger mao, Diok
Hart Thepaity hai now entered a sti'l
gloomier part of the forest,aregion ofdense,

scrubby firs, growing atthe bottom of adcep
valley, or rather basin,which inthe summer
season would be simply a cold, boggy
marsh. The trees in thiB place, from the
nntuie of the Boil, were twisted aud con-
torted into every hideous, weird and fan-
tastic shape imaginable. I’«ters grew
frightened at the threatening aspect ot this
ghoulish place, and all the party, more or
less, felt the uncanny and diabolical influ-
ence.

Diok Hart, who had gradually drawn a
few paces in advance of the rest of the
party, suddenly cax.e to a halt with a sup-
pressed exclamation, He held up his hand,
and then motioned that all should listen.
T'icn they heard the oonfused sounds of
some kind of a conflict taking place some
distance off on the opposite fiide of a dense
thicket of luxuriant croeperB. They could
distinguish quite #learly the howls and
ve'ps of some wild animals, horribly inter-
polated with human cries and the dull thud
of blows.

The party, now hurrying forward, pressed
through the thicket and beheld a sight that
notone of them will ever forget while he
lives 1

Standing upon a gigantic
trunk was the tan figure of Redlaw, brand-
ishing wildly a heavy club. Surround-
ing him on every side werea number of
Wolves Who were tearing and snapping anrl
a most vicious ani lo d-
curdling fashion. Redlaw’s clothing was
turn to tatters and from his naked limbs the
bleeding flesh w'fihmgtng in long strips.

Every instant a wolf, more daring than his
fellows, would leap at the forlorn wretch,
snapping his hungry jaws, only to receive a
stinging b ow from Hedlaw’s bludgeon, fell-
ing it to the earth with a yelp of pain. The
man seemed perfectly indifferent to the suf-
fering he waa himself undergoing. In fact
he seemed to regard the whole scene in the
ligho of a huge joke But his appearance
was frightful in tne extreme.

His eyes were glaring snd bloodshot, froth
oozed fiom the lip*, and he had by chance
drawn a bloody hand across his cheek, leav-
ing a ghastly streak. But more horrible
Chan all this, were the occasional bursts of
maniacal laughter, interlarded wl'h the
words of some old forgotten song, which
rang through the forest with an awful
mockery of mirth. The wild figure would
every moment or two strike a hideouB cari-
oature of a jaunty attitude, and skip along
the tree trunk, dealing his blows right and
left amongst the wolves and chanting some
such gibberish as the following, addressed
to firBt one wolf and then another :

fallen tree-

snarling in

‘Pray, sir, don’'t you be impudent,
Else | shall show you the difference soon’.—

(Take that, you devil ! And that ! And
this 1)

Then would follow a series of blows from
the bludgeon which knocked over twoo
three wolves, but they returned to the at
tack in a moment.

“ *Sir, let me tell you, you're mighty ridiculous

O, to be suro, here's the cat in the pan.’

(Here now, this is foryour mother-in-law 1
Take it home.)

" Let me come at him now t
Kite, dear, do let me pat him now I

(Hey you brutes 1 Take thatnow ! And
that too | oh, oh 1)”

And then followed a shriek of wild laugh-
ter which was as much like real mirth as a
fit of palsy is like a minuet,

“ Poor devil,” whispered the detective
to Mr. Brooke, “ his mind’s gone—he’s
mad."

The conflict so unequally carried on could
have bntonoending but for the interposition
of the detective and his party. They had
stood dumh-founded for a few seconds gaz-
ing at the unwonted battle, too surprised to
Interfere But even while they were stand-
ing watching, an immense wo'f leaped up
,nd caught Redlaw by the hand and jerked
him from his perch andwould hive torn him
to pieces in an instant, had not Dick Hart
recovered himself sufficiently to shoot it
dead with a well-directed snot from his
rifl-i.

The report was Immediately succeeded by
two others in rapid succession, and threo
wolves lay dead upon the trampled and
bloody ground. The remainder, unwilling-
ly enough, slunk away among the lushes.
When the party reached the place where
Redlaw lay they found him senseless from
lobs of blood.

They could hardly recogntzmin the mangl-
ed and bloody mass of flesh and rags, the
resoluta and dangerous Red.aw of tne day
before. The change afew hours had wrought
was almost incredible.

Mr. Brooke cut a couple of light poles
and some twigs and with them constructed
a rude stretcher upon which they placed
the inanimate figure, and not knowing what
moment the last breath would be drawn,
the party set out on their return journey,
two men carrying the stretcher alternately.

They had many mileB to cover ere the

settlement could be reached, and progress
over the rough, log-strewn path was
necessarily slow and tedious. Redlaw, as

the hours wore away, remained in the same
condition and gave slight signs of life.
These were an occasional low groan elicited
by some of the unavoidable jolts. The men,
somewhatawed by the woefulcondition of tho
fugitive, maintained silencc amongst them -
selves, and threaded their way through the
interminable forest aisles with all possible
speed.

W hen within a mile or so of the clearings
the detective noticed that the maimed man

was gradually reviving. He began to
utter unintelligible words and to toss rent-
lessly to and fro on the stretcher. Inu
detective walked along by the side of the

body and occasion illy puthis head down to
catch, if possible, the import of some of the
mutterings. By and by the sentences be-
came less sorappy and more connected. By
carefully listening the detective made out
something like the following :

*'0, my head! my head !—a horrible
dream —I thought I had killed old Sampson
—'Tilda helped me—In the night we went
awav—O0 how we loved each other, 'Tilda
and | —I wanted no money - But she did
—Told me it was buried in tho mill —All
for her—for her—Ah me 1 She never cirod
for the old miser—true always—to me."

Then ensued silence fora time ButRad-
law broke out in a change-) mood and a
louder tone :

“Ha lthere's that awful shape again—it
haunts me—I’'m lost—doomed—0 Havens !

look lits right here 1Oh ! oh !oh—Seared
with red hotirons I"

This time the delirious outburst ended in
a prolonged shriek of agony inexpressibly
pitiful, because it was so muffled by weak-

ness,

And now the party rapidly approached
the verge of the clearing. Strange to say,
the closer they approached it the worse be-
came Redlaw’s mental condition. W hether
the fact was owinv to increased delirium
caused by hiB woundB becoming inflamed, or
whether it was owing to some inward per-
ception that he was approaching the scene
of his recent crime, his bearers could not
say. But it was a fact, let the cause be os
cribed to what it may, that the culmination
ef Redlaw’s troubles was reached just as tho
houses of the settlement came into viewj at
the threshold of the swamp.

Suddenly flinging his torn arms apart, he
feebly strove to Bpring off the stretcher, the
while glaring wildly at something that
seemed to terrify him. He was so weak,
however, that the detective and Mr. Brooke
had no difficulty in holding the aufierir
in his place. in a moment a terrible
shudder passed over his frame, hlsjhead fell
back, tho lips gasping, “ 0, it’scome '—
Help 1Help !

But no mortal help was ofany ava 1to the
man known to the detective as Redlaw, as,
with the suppressed cry, his spirit laid down
its earthly burden forevermore.

The following day the dead body was con-
signed to its last resting place in a small
churchyard on the London Road. The sim-
ple settlers, deeply as they abhorred his
crime, neverdreamed of denying hia remains
this lasi privilege. But no Btone or other
monumentdesignatcB wh-re they lie buried.

W hen the events just described became
general y known in Millhollow, tho mill
loomed up a terror to everybody. No one
could be inducod to enter its precincts even
in the daytime. No one wanted to see the
ghost of the murdered miller, and the cer-
tainty of its near proximity (no one doubt-
ed the fact when the story was told with
circumstanti ality) made all the people in the
settlement uneasy,

One family af.er another moved away to
other places, which were rapidly springing
into existence all through the country.

Mr Brooke and his family were the laBt
to leave, and after his departure Millhollow
was completely deserted save by the bats
and its reputed ghoBtly tenants, from that
time to the present,

Y ears passid away and its owner, Samp-
Bon's widow, gave no sign of her existence.
No one ever found a satisfactory clew as to
where she had gone, orasto her relations
with the dead Redlaw.

So Millhollow was suffered to crumblo
silently into dust, its evil repute forever
olingiug to its dismantled and storm-woru
abodes.

No explanation is here attempted of the
apparition that the three men saw in the
mill. Many minds can admit nothing but
what can be explained and demonstrated
To such, as | can do neither, my story must
appear perfectly idle. | have contented
myself to relate the faots aB they are said
by some of the parties concerned to have
oocurred, and | shall leave the task of ac-
counting for them to tho-e who are more
learned than myself in the lore of the
“ Night bide of Nature,”

R. W. Douglas,

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

Paraffin-oil will soften boots and shoes
that have been hardened by water, and will
render them pliable.

Half a pint of boiling water poured upon
a quarter of an ounce of quasoia-chips and
sweetened with sugar or treacle will destroy
flies, and is perfectly harmless to human be-
ings or animals.

All case-hardening is superficial, as its
name implies. The best method of case-
hardening is packing tho article to be treated
in a tight box of iron, with ground bone,
prussiate of potash, and charcoal, r-nd heat-
ing for several hours to a red heat; then
plunge into water.

A soft silver soldor may be prepared by
melting one part of lead ; when the latter
is fluid, add t vo parts of tin, using a small
piece of resin as a flux In Boldering fine
work, wet the parts to be joined with chlor-
ide or zinc solution. B rax can be used aa
a flux. The pointed flame of the blow pipe
is best, and should be directed on the parts
to be soldered.

Immediately on being stung by a Wasp,
place the hollow barrel of a key round the
sting and press until it begins to hurt. On
removii g the key, the sting will be found
lying outside the puncture it has made, and
inside the ring formed by the pressure of
the key barrel. All pain ceases at once, no
swelling takes place, and in a few minutes
it is difficult to find ag xin where one has
been stung.

W hen brass castings are of too compli-
cated a form to be ground, filed, or machined
they may be finished by the aotion of acid,
either alone or followod by a varnish. After
cleaning the easting by heating it and plung-
ing it into acidulated water, Itis immersed
in a bath composed of two parts ot nitric
acid and one part of water, or one part of
sal ammoniac, one of sulphuric acid, one of
nitric acid, and one of water. The casting
is then plunged into pure water, then into
hot soap-lye, and dried in hot sawdust.

There is perhaps no test of the purity of
water so crucial orsearching as its use in the
operation of brewing For successful brew-
ing it is indispensable to have a water al-
most wholly free from organic mrtter, as
the latter in any but the most .ninute quan-
tity induces a prematu-e and unhealthy fer-
mentation of the brewer's wort. The brew-
er, in fact, requires a water free from bac
terial life, so that in the process of mashing
the diastatlc action of the malt may take
place unmolested by the chemical changes
whicli are incidental to the life of bacteria.

A man atthe telephone, the other day
shouted : Hello, there ; why in thunder
don’t you speak louder ?”  An angelic voice
replied. “W hat did you siy ?° “Oh!” ex-
claimed he, recognizing the voic-i of the

daisy at the central office,
thought | waa talking with my wife

Col Fizzletip was under the painful ne-
cessity of administering a severe castigation
to his son Johnny. After he had completed

“exMN'ue me ;|

his labor he said sternly to the suffering
victim: “Now tell me why | puniBlud
you?'1l “That’s it,” sobbed Johnnv, “you
nearly pound the life out of me. and now

you don’t even knov why you did it.”

FOLLOWING HIS FAL*E WIFE.

K. T. Johnston's Death After bis Wife' Sul-
cideand the Murder ot her Betrayer.

Tne death of E. T. Johnston of Indiana-
polis reviveB the story of h/s strange and
pairful history, a history whioh exemplffies
the adjge th.it truth is sometimes stranger
that fiction. He is the man whom Senator
Voorheessuccetsfully defended at Greenville,
Tenn., a few months ago on a chargo ot

murder, the details of the case, Mr. Voor-
hees says, being the strangest he had
ever known. Johnston was a prominent

lawyer and politician, with a wife who waB
a member of one of the best families of that
city. His heilth falling, ho procured au
appointmentas Pension Agent lu Tennessee,
taking with him his wife and son. During
his stay there his wife fell a vieim to a
seducer, a man named Henry, who had left
his family In New York and settled in Ten-
nessee as agent forsomemine owners. John-
son believed to the day of his death that it
was through some mesmeric power that this
man obtained the influence which he did
over his victim. A fter the occurrence, aad
before Johnston became aware of the full
state of the faots, the wife returned to In-
dianapolis and during her stay there, while
the husband was still at his poBt of duty in
the South, she confessed her crime ina series
of letters. Stunned by the terrible revela-
tion and wavering as to his proper course,
Johnston went there from Tennessee, and
after consulting with one friend, their pas-
tor, held an interview with her. In this
interview hetold her that while he could not
so far forget her wrong as to then take her
again to his arms as his wife, he was yet so
much devoted to her and hers that no word
of Intimation of the terrible truth should
ever escape his lips ; that he would con-
tinue to support and oare for her in every
particular, makirig her oven a larger allow-
ance for maintenance than beforp, and doing

all that he could to render her® comfort-
able. W hether he could ever do more than
this, by accepting her again in the nearest

and dearest relations of life, he could not
then tell.

He then left her, promising to return on
the following morning snd complete in legal
form the agreement which he had outlined.
The next morning cams, hut with it the an-
nouncement that she waa dead—dead by
her own hand. She bad dressed herself in
purest white, plaoed his pioture npon the
mantel so that her last look should fall upon
It, laid herself upon a bed, arranged her
olothirg with the utmost car”, and shot her-
self through the heart. JohDBton's firBt
thought, on hoaring of her suicide, was aB
to the beBt manner in which he could pre-
vent the facts from becoming known He
decided immediately to protect her memory
at all cost, and announoed as the cause of
her suicide, insanity. The theory was gen-
erally accepted, for no suspicion of the ter-
rible truth had yet come to the minds of any
citizens or friends of the family. The in-
dications were favorable to the success of
his plana, but some of nie political enemies
Induced nis wife’s father to believe that she
had been murdered by her husband. This
startling suspicion spread through the com-
munity, creating Intense feeling and excite-
ment, yetin the midst of it all the husband
persistently remained silent, refusing to give
any explanation of the few suspicious cir-
cumstances which had come to the surface,

preferring to even live and die under the
suspicion of wife murder, rather than tell
the facts of her shame. The father, how-

ever, perEliftod in hiu grmmHInun nnnpiolon,
and bringing the case into court, cfmpelled
him topro-uce the correspondence which
had passed between them, and thns the ter-
rible story became known.

Johnston, though promptly acquitted, left
the city abroken hearted mao, and, return-
ing to Tennessee, took up a£;ain the burden
ot life in his duties as pension agent. W bile
there, ho found himself harrap.sod by the
constant attacks of the man who had ruined
his home and happines”, who, not content
with this, was now deliberately maligning
the character of the dead wife, as erting aa
a climax to all hi* course that the original
orime was committed only at the instmce
and urgent solicitation cf the woman nov
dead. This last assertion was more khan
Johnston, in his excited condition, could
bear and arming himself with a ahot gun,
he started iu search of the seducer and tra-
ducer, and finding him, blew his brains out.
The people of the town where the tragedy
ocourred welcomed J ihnston with shouts of
approval, and placing him upon the shoul-
ders of excited mencarriedjhir, ii a triumph-
al manner to the Court House, offering
ten fold the sums required tor his bond, and
threatening to tear down the jail should he
be for amoment imprisoned. When the
trial was had he was triumphantly acquitted
the jury acarcsly leaving the box before a
verdict in his favor was rendered.

This wa ithe beginnii g of the end. J: hn-
ston, who had struggled for months against
the dread destroyer, praying only to live
tbat his act might be sanctioned by the law,
sank rapidly from that time, week by week,
month by month, welcoming the death
which ahould place him boside her whom he
loved to the last.

“Have you any occupation? Do you do
any work ?” the magistrate asked the pris-
oner, who was charged with vagrancy.
“Yea, your honor, I am anacto r*“Ah,
well, then, you don’t work, yon play.” Ah,
yes, your honor ; you only see me on the
stage. You should see me when I'm trying
to collect my salary.” The magistrate en-
tered “day laborer” against the prisoner’s
name, and gave him au honorable discharge.

“Ob dear I” exolaimed Mrs, F., after
vainly endeavoring to pour hot water out
of the empty teakettle, “how did | forget to
fill it, | wonder 11°'m getting to be a perfect
simpleton. | wish | did have a little com-
mon sense.” “But, my dear,” interrupted
Foge, “suppo e you had. Do you think
you’d know what to do with it?" “Do
with it ?” echoed Mra. F., “many things. 1
might wantto be married again, you know,
and it might save me from making a fool of
myself a seoond time. ”

A young man who had been away from
hia native place for many vyea’s, during j
which time be had grown from a boy to aj
man, went bock to mak a visit not long .
siuco, and was nurp ised at hi-i triends all j
aying, “1 wouldnt have known you," But ;
one mao knew him, and didn't express any !
astonishment. They mng man said. “You |
are th-1 first ono | have found who knew i
me.” “Know you, ’said the old friend, “1I |
would know you if 1 fouud >ou in my soup " j
Tho yiuog man thought a moment, and re
marked. “That'Bthe kind of cookroach I ;
am, eh ?" j

MERRY RIPPLES.

Pink and blonde babies continue to be
fashionable.
Never suppress an orator. A cackling

goose aaved Rome.

Woman was made after man, and she has
been aft*r him ever since.

People we must pat up with—hotelkeep-
ers and pawnbrokers.

“A miss is aa good as a mile,” and a deal
better. You can’t miss a mile.

Some men are like eggs. You can’t tell
whether they are good or bad until they
are broke.

An Imprrs'tve witness at the polios court
—“ Judge, you know me. I m an honest,
full-blocided Irishman, and I’'m the husband
of twelve children.”

“ W hat’sa croquette, father?”
at our boarding house, Johniy,
under a new name.”

It is said that cows only live fifteen years,
but you can never get people who r side at
boarding-houses to believe it.

A soft answer turneth away wrath, buta
tough anser m”~keth the boarding-house to
rage like the measles in a oountiy school?®
house.

M aster Geoigie (allowed for
time to see his two little sisters, with a
vivid reoolleotion of the fate of the Kkittens)
— W hich will ma keep ? | say that one.

“ Say, sis, what are you ail dressed up
for?" “ I'mgoingto be bapt zjd to-day.”
“ Are you going to take ether ?"

Each inhabitant of mitey Eog'and oonj
surnes ten pounds of cheese per annum.
This is the average for landsmen. We are
notinformed how much is eaten by skippers

Young mother (displaying the baby)—
“Ln’t she adear little thing, Mr. Pod-
smp?’ Podsnap (father of a large family)
—*“ Yes, they’re very ex tensive. |I've
got six of ’em.”

“ Well,
it's hash

the first

“ Have you ever been sea sick J” aaked a
young man of his big bist girl. “ No, but
| came mighty near it once.” “ How was

that ?7 “ | Bawtsvo men kissing eaoh other.
Ugh 1
Teacher—*“ Now, Susie, ycu may read

the next verse.” Suaie—*“ Cast thy bread
upon the waters." Teacher—* Sasie, why
should we cast our bread upon the waters ?K
SuBie—* To feed the fish, ma’am.”

An exchange says: “ A young lady
writes to inquire how long a gentleman
should be acquainted with her before she

allows bun to kisB her. Long enough for
the father and big brother to have gone to
bed.”

* Has George yet hinted that he is fond

of you ?"asked the girl’s mother. “ No,”
Bhe replied, thoughtfully, “ and I doubt if
he ever will. He complained last night
that hia corns pained him, and it was not

ten o’clock.”

M imma (>vith much show ofindignation):
“ 1 have callel you three times. | am
very much annoyed.” Cn rlie (who is fond
of Bible stories): “ Well Ithe Lord called
Samuel thtee times aad he didn’t get mad
about it, did he ?”

“ VesuviuB is again in astate of eruption,”
read a boy to his grandmother, who waa in-
terested in Canadian matters. “ Well, |
declare to goodness,” she answered, “ that’s
what comes, of being so foolish and not get-
ting vaccinated.”

Tailo ried or unmarried ?”_ Cus-
to.nn— a. ' xauol uuiiifut./—
“ One pocket concealed in lining of vest.”
Customer—* Eh? W hat's that?” Tailor
(explaining) — To hide your change, you
know, at Dight. I'm married myself.”

I is always safe for a society girl to
asked to play on the guitar in oompany.
By the time she has shown her lundsorne
arm to good advantage in tuning it, iha
E string will break, and then she can excuse
herself without profanity and ask some one
to pi y on the piano.

r—*“ Mar
Mairiw

“ What is it, my friend,” cri-d Judge
Pittman, the temperance lecturer, gazing
ferociously around him, “ what is that

oi‘iaes nen to d<sert the fireslie, breakup
homes, and bring endless misery to all the
humanr. ce ?” “ Skatiug rinks,”” responded
a small boy in the corner.

A young mothbr, traveling with her in-
fant child, writes the following letter to her
liusbasd at home : “ We are doiig first-
rata and enjnjIng ours Ivos very mucl.
We arc m fine health. The boy can crawl
about on all fours. Hoping th:.t the same
can be said of you, | remain, etc., Fanny,”

“Don’t be a fool, my dear,” remonstrated
a husband to his wife, who was letting her

jaw swing loose in the breeze. “I1 won't,
Mr. Jenkii s, | won’t *sheanswered ; “ peo-
ple woukin t know us apartif | did.” He

went right down town

“Well, we are penniless, or mighty near
it,” he said, as he leached home and threw
the evening paper to bis wife. “Wh—
whatis it?” “ The Mechanics Bank has
buBted, and we had $4 000 on deposit there.”
“But, Riohard,” she said, after glancing at
the article, “the president says he hopes to.
pay all depositors in full.” “And didn’t 1
Bay the same to my creditors when | failed
in tho grooery business, and did a single one

of them receive five cents on the dollar?’
he howled.

Judge (tonegro woman who had been sum-
moned as a witness)—“Is this man your
husband ?” Woman—“He’s my step-hus-
banV’ Judge—“Wua*-? Woman—*“I| says
dat de gennerman |If my step-husban’.”

Judge—“How do you make that ?” Woman
—“Wall, Bah, yersee dat jea’ 'bout de time
my fust husban’wuz buried, dls gennerman
come er sl:eppin’er long an’ | married him,””

He was in a sober mood, a state to which
he had of late been a stranger, and th eold
love yearnings toward nis patient and long
Buffering wile were slowly returning. “My
dear," he said, as though half ashamed of
making the confession, “1 don’t like pul-
ling yer around by the hair of yer head
this mornin’. | don’t know wot’s a cornin’
over me.” His favorite child’s face was
fairly radiant, and as the happy light shone

>in her eyes, the little 5-year old said : “Oh,

ma, ain’t pa getting good ?’
Solicitor, anil elderly B nedict consulting
him as to certain matters in connection

with hia (E. B ’s) approaching marriage
with young bride—E B.; “ Now, then,
regard ing the marriage settlement; how

muoh shonld you say | ought to settle upon
the 1laOy T Solicitor (blandly) Well,
you know, as you really want my opinion,
| should say, sett;e upon her as muoh money
as you havo to dispose of ; y >u see, jher
s'o>nd husband may not, perhaps, have a
dollar.”



