
The Wrong Prodigal.
; "M ia  H u ll I”

M arce llu s  Cox drew  rein  and sent b is 
b ig  voice bounding tow ard the figu re  
w ith  scant, fly in g  sk ir ts  at the clothes
line. Lobelia  H ull w as h ard  of hear
ing, and in M arcellus Cox’s opinion it 
Was needful to boom.

‘ ■Mis’ H ull—hullo I”
"E h ?—w hy, M arcellus Cox, is that 

you ? I  heard  som ething righ t along, 
but I  thought it  w as the Cochin roos
ter, a-crow ing. He does crow dread
fu l hum an. How’s  the fo lks ? I  take 
it  yo u ’re going to m ill ?”

She read ju sted  her sun-bonnet w ith 
litt le  tw eaks and advanced to the side 
of the fence. Som ething m ysterious 
in the lean, w eathered face of M arcel
lus Cox whtetted her appetite for news. 
M arcellus w as a good nand fo r news. 
He leaned out now an dtapped the 
wheel slo w ly  w ith the butt of his whip.

" I  calcu late you ’ve heard, M is’ H ull?”  
he said  solem nly.

"N o. No, I  haven ’t heard a thing 
th is m orning but th at rooster, an ’ 
th at w a rn ’t  him. Is  anybody dead, 
M arcellus C ox?”

The m an's solemn face lengthened 
e till m ore.

"N o ; he a in ’ t dead, but he’s  run 
»w ay. I  a lw a y s  said  he’d do some
th in g.”

"R u n  aw ay I—who’s  run a w a y ?”  
"T h a t harum -scarum  litt le  Bub 

M eek. In  the night. Can’t  find him 
high nor low. N ary  a trace .”  

M arce llu s Cox doled out the facts 
je rk ily  and then drew  up his reins. His 
m ission w as accomplished.

" L it t le  Bub M eek ru n  aw ayl—w hy, 
h is poor m other 1 

"Y e s , I  calcu late it ’ ll nigh k ill her. 
Bhe and his pa s&t the greatest store 
on th a t  litt le  limib o’ m ischief—I never 
«■aw anyth ing like it .”

" Y e s , ’ m urm ured M rs. H ull, "Phoebe 
Meek is  real sensitive—it ’ll be an aw 
ful blow. It  won’t be so bad fo r Joh n . 
You can ’ t k ill a M eek. W hy, for the 
m ercy, little  Bub Meek—run—aw ay 1”  

A fte r  the w agon had ra ttled  on, Lo
belia H ull stood in  the wind, her pleas- 
m t, plain face .midly excited. I t  w as 
hard to go back to the Hneful of flap- 
ping clothes.

‘T i l  hang out the rest o’ the w hite 
Ihings—it won’t hurt the colored 
olothes to w ait t ill afternoon. I  must 
go acroet and te ll E lm ira  Bennett. Em - 
m ira 's  a connection on the M eek side 
she’ll  fee l dread fu lly . I  know. To 
think o’ th at litt le  laughing, acting  
boy’s up and runn ing a w a y l W ell, 
it ’s  ju s t  as w ell m y boys are  a ll g ir ls , 
but they w ouldn’t run aw ay if they 
hadn’ t been—I guess I  know that !”

I t  w as a short w alk, criss-cross, 
through a pasture. M rs. H ull pitched 
and puffed over the hummocks of dry, 
dead grase . The wind w as in her face 
and impeded her. She found E lm ira  
B en nett's clotües-line hung fu ll of 
whîte linen, in neat, graduated rows. 
Even thie colored clothes were dang
ling, lim p and ungain ly, from  their a l
lotted cross lime.. E lm ira  received the 
news w ith a shocked face.

"Y o u  don’ t te ll me he’s  run away? 
—not run aw ay?”  she cried, sh rilly ; 
"w hy, th at’s the only th ing in the 
whole creation I  didn’t think he’d 
l a !  He a lw ays seemed rea l content- 
td at home, litt le  Bub did.”

“ W ell, I  should think he m ight, the 
ivay h is pa and ma humored him—giv
ing him that valuable little  ca lf 
to m ake a pet out of ! W hy, M arcel
lus Cox offered Johin Meek f i fty  dol
lars, out ’n ’ out, fo r th at c a lf !  But, 
(and, no; B ub ’d got in tim ate w ith  it, 
md h e ’d got to have it  for a pet.”  

E lm ira  Bennett uttered a short, dry 
laugh. H er eyes sought out fa r  
reaches of sowed land that had known 
Ihe despoiling gam bols of th at valu- 
(ble litt le  ca lf.

" I  guess ’C ellus can a ffo rd  to be 
lhankful,”  she m urm ured. " I  guess 
>is pieces of oats an ’ b arley  had ought 
lo be, any w ay. T h at’s  a terrib le  lit
tle c a lf—I don’t wonder ’t  they named 
lim Beelzebub.”

“ They didn’t ? Of a ll heathen
lam es 1”  e jacu lated  M rs. H ull.

"Y e s , i t ’s kind of heathen, but they 
iall him Bub fo r short. The whole 
family’s terrib le  fond of the litt le  crea
ture, an ’ Bub—dear me, to th ink that 
itt le  Bub M eek’s  rub. aw ay!”

The two women parted presently, and 
vent their separate w ays to spread the 
lews.

"Y o u  better run down to the 
lo lm es’s, E lm ira —I’m going home by 
the road and te ll D esire Sw ett,”  Lo- 
jelia H ull said  b risk ly . "D esire ’d 
m ght to know—she’s his Sunday school 
teacher. She’s  labored dreadful hard 
with th at boy, and she’s fond of him, 
too. I  do’ know but ’tw ill bring on one 
►f her spells. W ell, it ’s a calam ity. 
It’l l  be a ll over town by night. ’Cellus 
Cox heard  it down to the F o rk s store, 
ind he’ll stop along and te ll it  on the 
Hill road. E veryb od y'll be dreadful 
юггу fo r litt le  Phoebe Meek. They 
von’t be rea l surprised, because they- 
ve a lw a y s  known Bub M eek’d cut up 
K»me shine. I  guess there a in ’ t a soul 
jut knows toe’s the m ischievousest, 
karum -scarum est boy in the town

sh ip .”
\ " Y e s ,  I  gu ess so,”  assented E lm ira , 
w ith a sigh. The slender tie of re
lationship—on the M eek side—drew her 
peVitiy to litt le  w ild  Bub. She did 
non like to think she should not see 
Йп4 again . And the ca lf—w ell, for 
Bull’s sake she w ould even subm it to 
the ^ little  w ild  ca lf.

"H e  w as a handsome little  fellow .”  
ihe vmurmured am biguously. " I t ’s a 
terrible dispensation.”

The story  w ent its  w ay, gaining 
rtreugth at- every  repetition. To- 
rarcj. the end of the day m ysterious 
bints of th eft were in it, d arkly. Bub

had taken a do llar—two d ollars—three 
dollars—a l l  his fa th e r ’s money. People 
lifted  B low , astonished hands, but their 
faces sa id : " I  told you so.”  H adn’t 
a ll E a st  V iew  prophesied th at harum - 
scarum  little  Bub M eek w ould come to 
g r ie f?  W hen he m uffled the church 
bell—and dressed M is’ Peck’s pullets in 
little  red  flannel p antalettes—and put 
the m in ister’s new linen duster on his 
fa th e r ’s  scarecrow —w hat had E a st 
V iew  said  then ? And the tim es upon 
tim es he had put buttons in the con
tribution plate—w hat then ? And
when his litt le  pet calf, Beelzebub, had 
pattered up the church aisle a fte r him 
—w hat had E a st  .V iew said then ? Bub 
had said  it  w as an  accident—the litt le  
ca lf had follow ed him of his own ac
cord, but B ub ’s  m erry brown eyes had 
danced, and a ll his little  brown freck
les, w ith  delight.

"W an ted  to  bear the sermon, didn’ t 
you, Bub ?”  some one had heard him 
say.

Tow ard evening litt le  Phoebe Meek 
hurried  down the lane to meet Joh n . 
H er sw eet, round face w as drawn 
down in dubious lines.

"O h, Jo h n , didn’ t you find h im ?”  she 
cried, Bending her anxious voice ahead 
of her, in  her haste. Joh n  Meek shook 
h is head.

"Oh, Jo h n !”
" I  can ’t help it, Phoebe. I ’ve spent 

a ll day lookin’ . I  guess I  fee l as bad’s 
you do.”

"D ear litt le  Bub I”  m ourned Phoebe. 
"H ow  could he run  aw ay when w e’ve 
been so good to him?”

" I t ’s  the w ay o’ the world,t] Jo h n  
Meek said  g ra v e ly . "T h ere  a in ’ t a 
g reat sigh t o’ gratitud e ly in ’ round 
loose. I f  the litt le  fe ller w arn ’t con
tented w ith our panderin’ an ’ hum or
in ’, let him try  w h at other fo lks ’ll  do 
for him . I  guess it ’ l l  be a good experi
ence fo r him. Now, I w ant m y sup
per, Phoebe—I ’m, tuckered out.”

" I t  seem s queer—I a lw ays gave him 
his supper f ir s t ,”  m urm rued Phoebe 
sadly, "a n d  there ’tis  w aitin g  fo r him 
now. He did used to eat it  w ith such 
a relish  ! Jo h n  !”

"W e ll, w hat s a y ? ”
"T h e  other little  Bub won’ t eat a 

crumb to-night. I ’ve coaxed and coax
ed, but seems as if his heart w as brok
en. H e’s out there in the barn now, 
m ourning.”

"P o o r little  fe l l e r ! ”  Jo h n  Meek said 
tenderly. H is own w eariness and hun
ger Were forgotten  and he strode aw ay 
to the barn ,to com fort the other little  
Bub.

The feelin g  in the neighborhood w as 
w idely distributed. The litt le  ripples 
of excitem ent touched every home in 
the litt le  v i 'la g e  of E a st V iew .

Bub M eek had a lw a y s  furnished 
live ly  m ateria l fo r " t a lk ,”  but now the 
groups of men around the stove and 
on the w indy porch of the F o rk s  store 
mentioned his name solem nly, half 
under their breaths. The grizzled  or 
blonde heads shook w ith  g ra ve  disap- 
probation.

F o r several days nothing w as seen 
of any of tih'e M eeks, and it w as sup
posed they w ere nursing their shame 
and sorrow  beihînd drawn cu rtains and- 
olosed doors. No one ventured to ap 
proach them, until some of the wo
men decreed that common hum anity 
demanded it.

“ I ’m going. I  sh a ll put on my bom
bazine,”  Lobelia  H ull decided.

“ It  seem s as if I  w as goin ’ to a fun
eral, I  declare. I f  I  w as Phoebe Meek 
I ’d ra th e r have laid  litt le  Buby out, 
w ith lilie s  o’ the va lle y  in his hand, 
than  to have him turn  out a prodigal 
son. Poor Phoebe—I declare, I  dread 
seein' how set an ’ w hite her face’ ll 
look I”

Th at afternoon, fo r middle fa ll, w as 
w arm  and st ill. A  quiet g lo ry  of
golden fo liage  w as over everything. 
M rs. H ull stepped along b risk ly , in
vested w ith  due im portance. Her lips 
w ere set to appropriate lines of con
dolence, and moved silen tly  as she re
hearsed her part. I t  w as in  the na
ture of a violent in terruption  to her 
mood when a rooster crowed suddenly 
in h er ear. It  w as a M eek rooster and 
he did not show good taste;—for a ll 
M rs. H ull knew, it m ight be poor little  
Bub’s  own pet. He petted every
thing round the farm .

A  definite atm osphere of cheerful
ness pervaded the Meek fron t yard, 
and the trim , w hite-painted house 
shared it. The cu rtains w ere not 
down, as Lobelia H ull had expected. 
They appeared to be up unwontedly 
high, and the w indow s w ere aflam e 
with potted red geranium s.

" I  declare I”  she m uttered.
Round the corner of the house floats 

ed a sihriil, ju b ilan t w histle , accom
panied by the rasp  and w h ir of a saw. 
M rs. H ull shuddered. It  seemed like 
the ghost of litt le  Bub M eek’s w histle.

Phoebe M eek came to the door. She 
w as sm iling hospitaDly.

“ Poor thing, she’s doing, her best to 
cover up ’her fee lin gs !”  the visitor 
thought. Then she cleared her throat 
and began her stilted  litt le  speech.

" I  feel to sym pathize w ith  you and 
Jo h n  in your recent afflic tion ,” —it 
ran  like a form al testim onial—Lobelia 
H ull, the undersigned, etc., etc.

" I  came over to say  it. I t ’s one o’ 
the dispensations o’ Providence that 
a ll flesh  is heir to.”

L ig h t broke in slow ly on Phoebe 
Meek. H er fresh  face dimpled.

"W h y, he’s come back !”  she cried. 
"H e  hasn ’t ?  Y o u  don’ t say  so, 

Pboebe Meek !”
‘ Y es, I  do—I ’m glad  enough to say 

so ! He came tro tting  home—poor, lit
tle, disgusted, tired  thing!—nigh t be
fore last. We haven ’t the least idea 
where he’s  been to—of course we 
wouldn’ t ask him !”

She laughed again, but the astonish
ed ca lle r  on the door-step did not join. 
She w as th inking of the other care
fu lly  prepared condolences of the 
"undersigned ,”  now valueless and void. 
M rs. H ull had thought of a good many 
com forting th ings to say .

"W e ll I  declare !”  she grasped. 
"W e ll, I  guess you’ll  k ill the fatted  
calf, now.”

"M ercy , no !”  Phoebe Meek cried. 
‘ ‘No, indeed ! I t  w ouldn’t seem fa ir  to 
k ill him the minute he’s got back, 
would it? Besides—poor litt le  thincrl— 
he isn ’t ‘ fa tted ’ now.’
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CO LUM BINE.
Sprun g in a c le ft of the wayside 

ateep
And saucily nodding, flu sh in g deep,

W ith her a iry  tropic bells aglow — 
Bold and careless, ye t form ed ligh t 
And sw ung into poise on a stony 

height,
L ike a challenge flu n g  to the world 

below !
S k irtin g  the rocks at the fo rest edge, 
W ith a running flam e from  ledge to 

ledge,
Or sw ayin g deeper in shadowy glooms, 
A sm ouldering fire  in her dusky 

blooms ;
Bronzed and molded by wind and sun, 
M addening, gladdening every one 
W ith a gipsy beauty, fu ll and fine— 
A health to the crim son colum bine I

FO R  YO U N G  M O TH ERS
Who can understand the scope and 

varie ty  of a m other’s duties ? She 
m ust have a knowledge of the physi
cal requirem ents of the baby, attend 
to his food and clothing, and the tra in 
ing of his m oral and ethical nature. 
W hether you have a good baby or a 
bad one depends very  much upon the 
fir s t  few  months of his life , for habits 
form ed then are  not easily broken. I f  
you begin by rocking him to sleep, he 
w ill expect you to continue to do so, 
and no m atter how busy you m ay be, 
the chances are  th at he w ill m ake it 
so unpleasant for you th at you w ill 
be g lad  to drop everyth in g and take 
him. I f  a baby is g iven  his own lit
tle bed from  the firs t , and placed there 
w hether sleeping or not, it  is surpris
ing how com fortably and quietly  he 
w ill lie, w ithout the aid of sin ging, 
rocking or other unnecessary care. The 
best m attress fo r this bed is made of 
hair, and the feath er pillow  should be 
sm all and fla t. The best covering is 
a sm all woolen blanket, of which sev
e ra l should be provided, so that the 
bed can a lw ays be kept neat and clean. 
A rran g e  his clothing so there w ill be 
no w rin kles or lumps to m ake him un
com fortable. ,

The baby’s bath is an im portant 
event in his existence, and should be 
given once a day. Heat the w ater un
til it is as w arm  as new m ilk, and bath 
him quickly. I t  w ill not be necessary 
to use soap every day. W ipe him with 
soft linen, and have his clothing ready 
to put on as soon as his bath is fin
ished.

The m other’s m ilk has a lw ays been 
considered the best food fo r the baby 
and if  it  is of good qualtiy  and suf- 
and if  it  is of good quality  and suf- 
devised. B u t there are thousands of 
mothers a ll over the country, who, like 
m yself, cannot nurse their babies, and 
Lactated Food is an excellent substi
tute. I  speak from  experience, having 
raised three fa t, healthy babies upon 
it. Cow’s m ilk is never safe, especially 
if you live  in the c ty  and m ust de
pend upon the dairy wagon fo r your 
supply, for you cannot be sure that 
the oows arec healthy. nor that 
the food they eat, and the w ater they 
drink are  w hat they ought to be. I 
a lw ays ртераге the food m yself, and 
prepare ju st  w hat is necessary fo r a 
neal at one time. A fter the baby is 
fed, the bottle is rinsed out, the rub
ber turned w rong side out and thor
oughly cleaned w ith  a soft brush. 
There is then no danger of acidity in 
the bottle. Do not use a bottle any 
longer than necessary. A  child can 
soon be taugh t to drink from  a cup, 
w hich is so much easier to keep clean. 
A t the age of s ix  months, a little  
beef broth, w ell cooked rice, s ^  -, and 
barely g ru e l are given in addition to 
Lactated  .food, but very  litt le  of such 
food m ust be given at a tim e u n til he 
becomes accustom ed to it. Do not for
get that he needs w ater as w ell as 
food, fo r the little  mouth gets very 
dry and hot, and a drink of w ater w ill 
often quiet a restless child when 
nothing else w ill.

B ab y ’s clothes are  not made so long 
and heavy as they w ere a few  years 
ago. D uring the sum m er a sk irt  th ir
ty inches in length  and made of the 
finest, softest flannel is necessary for 
a baby less than three months old. Over 
this is worn a slip  made M other Hub
bard or peasant sty le , ju s t  long en
ough to reach the bottom of the un
dergarm ent. The m ateria l m ay be as 
plain or as handsome as desired. China 
silk  in w hite or delicate cojors, trim 
med w ith  lace makes a handsome robe, 
and as it  requires no starch, is very 
com fortable fo r the little  one.

St. Louis, Mo. E lsie  G ray.

SOME GOOD R E C IP E T S .
Chicken Croquettes.—H ave ready a 

cupful of cold chicken ; chop ve ry  fine, 
take a sm all' lum p of butter and* heat 
very hot ; s t ir  in a spoonful of milk, 
thicken w ith  flour. W hen cooked add 
a beaten egg, the chicken, pepper, salt 
and a little  thyme/. Spread out on a 
p latter to cool. W hen w anted form  in 
croquettes, dip in grated  bread crum bs 
and fr y  in hot lard.

Grape Catsup.—Take five  pounds of 
grapes; boil, then sub through a colan
der firs t  and sieve a fte r ; add two and 
one h alf pounds, of su gar, one p in t of 
vinegar, one it ablespoonful each of 
ground cloves, cinnamon, allsp ice and 
pepper, one h alf teaspoonful of salt. 
Boil 20 m inutes. Bottle.

Tomato Catsup.—To one gallon of to
m atoes, a fte r  beingi boiled and stra in 
ed through a colander, add three table
spoonfuls of Balt, one tablespoonful 
each of cloves, cinnamon, allspice and 
black pepper, one sm all teaspoonful 
cayenne pepper, one pint good vinegar. 
ВэіІ to the proper consistency and bot
tle w hile hot.

D eviled Tom atoes.—Skin and  slice 
th iokly three solid tom atoes. Sp rin k
le  lig h tly  w it hi one teaspoon sa lt  and 
f r y  nice brown in tw o  tablespoonfuL) 
b utter. ,To wha,t is le ft  in  pan add 
one h a lf teaspoon d ry m ustard , half 
teaspoon salt, h a lf teaspoon su gar, and 
dash pepper. IBsat ligh tly , yolk of one 
egg, add slow ly one tablespoon W or
cestersh ire sauce, s tir  into the other 
ingredients, cook and s t ir  t ill thick; 
add two tablespoons lemon ju ice and 
pour over tom atoes. (

Cheese Cakes.—B e a t  one and a h alf 
ounces of b utter and one and a h a lf 
ounces of castor su gar together to a 
с г е д т . Add one well-beaten: egg, one 
tablespoonful of rice  potato flo u r and 
two ounces of tiessicated cocoanut. 
R o ll ouft p u ff p astry  q u arter of an 
inch thick, line some p atty  pans and 
put a  teaspoonful of the m ixtre  into 
the centre. B ake 15  m inutes. In 
gred ients : One and a h a lf ounces of 
butter, one and a  h a lf ounces castor 
su gar, two ounces of desicated cocoa- 
nut, one tablespoonfuli of rice or pota
to, flour.

E g y p tia n  Cabbage.—Select a large, 
loose head of Savoy cabbage, care fu lly , 
loosen the leaves down to the heart, 
rinse thoroughly in cold w ater, then 
place in a bowl ; pour over it  boiling 
w ater to cover and let stand fo r 20 
m inutes. H ave read y one| cupful each 
of cooked lentils  and boiled or steam ed 
rice. M ix th e  tw o, season h igh ly  w ith 
sa lt and pepper ;; add one tablespoonful 
of chopped onion and one tablesponful 
of chopped p arsley  and (two tablespoon
fu ls  of m elted butter. D rain  the cab
bage, putl a teaspoonful of the m ixyure 
in the very  centre;; draw  over two or 
three leaves, spread oiver them  more 
of the m ixtu re  and ко on un til the 
outer leaves are  reached. P re ss  gent
ly  together, tie up in  a piece of coarse 
cheesecloth, drop into boiling salted  
w ater and boil g e n tly  fo r one hour and 
a half. D rain thoroughly, a rran ge  in 
a heated dish and pour over it  a cream  
sauce. )•

Apple M eringue Pie.—P are , slice, 
stew, and sw eeten ripe, ta rt  and ju icy  
ap p les; m ash and season w ith nut
m eg or stew  lemon peel w ith  them for 
flavor; f i l l  the crust and bake them 
until done; spread over the apples a 
thiock m eringue m ade by whipping to 
a froth  the whit&s of three eggs for 
each pie; sweeten w ith  three t.able- 
spoonluls of powdered su g ar; flavo r 
with van illa ; beat until it  w ill  stand 
alo n e ; cover pie three q u arters of an. 
inch thick, set back into a quick oven 
un il w ell set. To be eaten cold. .

S IM P L E  FOOD FO R  C H ILD R EN .
To promote children ’s appetites there 

is no better plan than to  g ive  them 
plenty of outdoor exercise, fu n  and 
frolic ; make them  reg u la r in their 
habits and diet only upon plain, nour
ishing food, and they w ill seldom, if 
ever, complain of a lack of appetite.

HUMOURS OF GENDER.

S f iu c  N a tio n s H ave I'., n r  G end ers, a n d  
S »mo F x ten d  l e n d e r s  I« Verb.

There ia fuiu which the v u lg a r do p o t 
suspect in the study oif languages. 
Observe the detail of gender. I t  
seem s to us th at n ature itse lf has 
regu lated  th at m atter once for a ll. 
In  m ost lan gu ages of course, in an i
m ate  tibiings are treated  as m asculine 
or fem inine ; everybody knows that 
our fo re fath ers did the sam e long ago. 
B u t in  an y  case, m ale, fem ale, and 
nenJter genders exh aust the possibili
ties. Y o u  cannot have m ore than 
three genders or less than two, fo r 
the sexes m ust be distinguished.

So it  appears to the civilized m or
ta l. B u t an A u stra lia n  of D aly R iv er 
contrives to recognize four, w hile an 
A lgonquin of N orth A m erica and a 
D ravid ian  of India have 'two, indeed, 
but they are  not m ale and fem ale. 
Fofr the D aly  R iv er person in sists that 
p lan ts sh all have a gender of their 
own ; the A lgonquin and the D rav i
dian agree that it  is the distinction of 
liv in g  and dead, not th at of sex, fwhich 
should be m aintained.

The F u ia b  nation also ignores m ale 
and fem ale, m aking one com prehen
sive  gender lo r hum an beings, and 
everyth in g  th at re la tes  thereto, and 
another for a ll creatures and things 
outside. Thus, tam e cattle  are  dis
tinguished from  w ild, and a  tree 
planted w ith intention from  one that 
springs n a tu ra lly .

Upon the other hand, those poor 
Aim ajniaas have not even one gender 
to' bl«ss them selves with.

B u t th e . A u stra lian s of the D aly 
R iv er actu a lly  put gender into their 
verbs. Only to think of learn in g  such 
a la/nig^age g ives one a sh iver. We 
dot not h ear now нщпу moods go to  a 
verb, but the tenses are  vagu ely  and 
a w fu lly  described as "en d less ," per
haps the revereend gentlem an had not 
yet succeeded in counting them.

T h irty-five  are  reckoned in the 
speech' of the B asu to  K a ff ir s —no less 
do tlhose in teresting barbarians re
quire fo r conversation. B ut they (do 
molt' ca ll upon them to agree w ith the 
mown in gender as w ell as in num ber 
and person. T h at is the exclusive de
mand' o f the M ullok-M ulloks, Cherites 
and Ponigu-Pongas, am ong whom M r. 
M cK illop and his brethren spend their 
days, desperately w restlin g  w ith  the 
parts! speech.

Another contrivance, not exclusive, 
buitr more highly developed on the 
D aly  R iver, apparently, than in any 
other land or age, is in the inflection 
of the adjective. Besides sin gu lar and 
p lu ra l, they have, as we should expect, 
the ual, "an d  they are very  strict 
abouJti the use of it.

Wife of Sir Henry Irving.
One very seldom hears of M rs. H enry 

Irv in g ,—Lad y Irv in g , ehe Ь  entitled  t*  
be called. The publio, Ьмі beard, novf 
and then, of a Lad y Irv in g , but a* 
she never appears w ith  her d istingu ish
ed husband in society or elsewhere, her 
existence w ould h ard ly  be suspected.

In  fact a g re a t  ma|ny people have 
regarded S ir  H enry as a widower. They 
knew  he m ust have been m arried  a t 
some tim e or other, because there are  
little  Irv in g s  runn ing about G reat 
B rita in , but fu rth e r than that few  peo- 
pie, ever knew, and probably few  ca r
ed.

A n actor, recen tly  retu rn ed  from  
London, w as speaking of her the oth
e r day.

“  Lad y Irv in g  has a cottage on P e l
ham R ow ,”  he said, “  where she spends 
most of her tim e, only leavin g  London 
in the w in ter season. She is a fflic ted  
with pulm onary troubles, and is forced 
to spend the try in g  months of the year 
in Ita ly .

"  A  slender, good looking lad y  Is the 
w ife  of the g re a t  E n g lish  actor. I f  the 
tru th  m ust be known, however, she ha* 
not been w ithout occasion fo r grief, 
The London public knows litt le  about 
her and сатев less. I f  they knew  they 
would care no more, B ut people who 
have an in tim ate knowledge of m any 
concerns te ll me th at Lady Irv in g  h as 
borne a heavy burden for m any years.

"  She w as m arried  to Irv in g  some 20 
or 27 years  ago, when he w as only 
an inconsiderable player. H er maiden 
name was O 'Callaghan, and she w as 
the daughter of a reg im ental surgeon 
of the B ritish  arm y in India. She w as 
a woman of im perious, even violent, 
temper, I  am told , ana she and Irv in g  
did not long en joy a period of domestic 
fe lic ity . Two children w ere born to 
them, whom they nam ed H enry and 
Laurence.

“  When Laurence Irv in g  w as two 
weeks old and H enry Irv in g  tw o years, 
M r. and M rs. I rv in g  separated,”  con
tinued the actor. "  I rv in g  le ft the house 
that day and has never returned. E x 
cept to chance^encounters, the two have 
never met since that day. His friends 
have a lw ays asserted  th at she w as in
sanely  jealous of him ; her friends have 
stated  that he neglected her cruelly .

"  He had the stro n ger side, but her 
fam ily  and re latives by m arriag e  have 
constantly reiterated  their fa ith  in her. 
M rs. M organ, her sister, w ife  of a 
m em ber of the firm  of A shburne &  Co., 
of C alcutta, and her m other, have per
sisten tly  urged  her cause, and she haa 
bad the constant support of M rs. M adge 
K endal, the actress, and num erous oth
e r friends.

"  A reconciliation was impossible be
tween two such natu res as those of 
M r. and M rs. Irv in g . The la tte r m ain
tained an attitu d e of h ostility  S it  
H enry is very  proud, and his n atu ra l 
indisposition to m aking overtures w as 
increased by the favours heaped upon 
him from  all sides. I t  w as not fo r him 
to bend, he figured  it. Frien d s like 
the Baroness B urdett-C outts, w ere dis
posed to believe him to be a much su f
ferin g  monument of domestic patience, 
and the man—even the actor—who can 
resist the role of m a rty r—has not yet 
been bora into this world, I  take it.

"  In  the absence of her husband M rs. 
Irv in g  lived w ith  her m other. A num
ber of years ago proceedings fo r sep
arate m aintenance w ere rum ored. I  
don’t know that a su it w as actu a lly  
brought, but M r. Irv in g  prom ptly set
tled upon his w ife  a life  ann uity of 
$5,000. Lad y  Irv in g  has never used a 
penny of it tapon herself, but has de
voted it  a ll to the education of her 
sons.

“  F o r these boys S ir  H enry has a 
very stron g affection, yet stran g ely  
enough, until recent years  he saw  but 
little  of them. W hen they were litt le  
fellow s they visited  him once a year. 
He would take them to supper a fte r 
the theatre, show er them w ith  g ifts  of 
a ll descriptions, and then send them 
home. U nless he chanced to meet them 
by accident he never saw  them again  
until a year had elapsed.

"  M rs. Irv in g , who is possessed of a 
mild aversion for the stage for a ca
reer, did her utm ost to prevent them 
from  fo llow ing their fa th e r ’s  avocation. 
B u t the blood inheritance w as too 
strong. H enry Irv in g , jr ., is now an 
actor, and a good one. His mother, 
despite her feelings, journeyed to the 
w est of England, to w itness his debut. 
Laurence Irv in g  is a b a rr iste r by pro
fession. . ;

"  A good exam ple of the feeling ex ist
ing between husband and w ife w as a f
forded when Edw in Booth w ent to 
England. I t  m ay supply inform ation 
to the curious concerning the real rea
son for the separation. M rs. I rv in g  
wrote to Booth, asking fo r tickets of 
admission to a perform ance of ‘ Ham 
let.’

"  ‘ I  would like,' she wrote, * to have 
tho two sons of H enry Irv in g  see an 
actor.’

“ This litt le  display of anim osity and 
other incidents of a sim ilar character, 
show the disposition of Lady Irv in g . 
I t  is like ly  that she has been sinned 
against, but she has done a litt le  bit 
of sin nin g h erse lf now and then, I 
im agine,”  concluded the actor.

NOT A  T E M P E R A N C E  ST O R Y .

In  thei R ak a ia , New Zealand, ra ilw ay  
sm ash  drink w as the direct m eans of 
savin g  the lives of about s ix ty  excur
sionists, who, as the night w as cold 
and wet) and the tra in  w as w aiting, le ft  
the re a r carriages and trooped into t he 
ra ilw a y  hotel a few  yards off. W hile 
they w ere drink ing the sm ash took 
place. The ca rria g e «  w hich s ix ty  of the 
beer-th irsty  crowd had ’quitted were 
reduced to m atchwood.


