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Continued.

. “T have told you that I waiked in my
garden with & feeling alwost of rap-
“iurous thankfulness on the worning of
Rbe child’s birth. At mightfanl of that
day I paced along the sgme path, nnder
the same blossoming irees, with ihe
despain of death upon my heart: Mar-
garet was sinking fast. All 1hrough
that pight 1 wrestled fiercely against
4he well-nigh accownplished will of God;
I called Him as only those bereft of
reason call; I sought to turn away the
ripevitable by iny weak prayers, 1ny
resolutions, my passionate promises Tor
ihe future; and I prayed in vain, Jane!
Soon after daybreak she died. She
Tnever asked to see the child, nor took
any uolice when they tried to rouse her
by speaking cf it. But a little while

_ before death, I thought I saw ore

light gathering in Ler eyes, and I asked
her to speak to me once more. I sup-
pose some vague shadow of my mean-
ing reached the poor son), just flutter-
ing out of its pain, for slie epoke. Yes,
Jane, yes—slie spoke—

“Not of me—not of my child—not of
anything belouging to toe life in which
I had ever known hier. ‘The name she
called upon was not mine; the place
and time of which she murimured were
= place and time of which I knew noth-
ing. Faint whispers of love, faint part-
ing promises—uone of them for me—
were the last sounds I heard from

_the lips of the woman I had wade an

"ido1 of!

“Well, I have wished since that my
daughter had lived. The probabilities
are that she would have loved me. She
would at least havk been something
for me to have called mine—my very
own—without fear; and sometimes now
1 picture myself with a bright-baired
little dauglter sitting beside my fire in
these gray November nights, But at
the time of my first stunned misery
the loss of that feeble little life could
vring mo additional pang. A fortnight
after Margaret's death her.grave was
operned to receive her ,babe, and 1 stoodl
beside it, and leard-the sérvice read]
again, with a feeling.almost of relief
that now, indeed, all was over! I had
no more to hope for, no more to fear,
wo more to lose—all was over!”

“And the words, Mr. Follett?" cried
Jane, who had forgotten Lerself and
her own sufferings more than she had
done for weeks, as she marked the
keen, passionate emotion of the vicar's
usually impassive face; “the last words
you ever heard hbr speak?’

“Were simply what I have already
said, Jane, words of love and promise
given to another man than me! I ought
to have told you that my engagement
to Margaret was a very short one. I
anet ber first at a large village festival
in a remote part of the country, and in
fess than two months she was my wife.,
Her father was the' squire of the
parish, 2 man of considerable wmeans,
and from the first it .somewhat sur-

. grised me that he and his wite should

fook so favorably upon my suit, con-
sidering that I had nothing whatever
to recommend m2 personally, and only
a little village parsonage to offer to
¢heir daughter. I understood after-
ward why they were glad at her ac-
<epting the offer even of a poor man’s
‘fove. Yes, Jane, I understood it all but
-toor well at last. .
“Margaret's mother was in the same
room when her daughter died, and of
‘course heard the words she uttered as
‘clearly as I did myself. She offered we
no explanation of them, nor did 1 dsk
for any, until after the child was gone;
then, just as she was preparing to
‘teve my house, I asked her—I was
‘quite calm and unmoved, I recollect—to
tell.me.what they meant. 4
. “A very few explanations sufficed to
sbow me the extent to-which I had

“‘fieen deceived. Margaret had engaged

therself, when she was almost a child.
to 2 men of whom ler parents disap-
proved, but, after vainly trying every
‘means to shake her in her misplaced
attachment, they at length gave her a
tardy consent to the warriage, part of
the contract being that Margaret
shonid not marry till she was nine-
4een, and that her lover in the mean-
time should go to the West Indies, and
set about the improvement of some
property he bad inherited there from
his father,

“The story neither concerns you nor
me, Jane—I need not go into its de-
tails. A few weeks alter Margaret's
lover left England news cane fo her
father that tlie vessel in which bhe
sailed had foundered.

“And Margaret's heart broke!” cried
Jane; “she ought not 1o have married
you, Mr. Follett!”

“Jane, I don’t much believe in break-
ing hearts. It is a favorite figure of
speech, but I don't think we have wmuch
evidence to go upon in the suvject.
“Phis I think, that if they had let her
take her grief naturally, and from the
hand of God, she would have got
through as other people get through
such strokes, both to body and mind—
as I, in time, got over my loss in her,
But they were afraid, her mother and
father and friends, to tell her the truih
at first, and in their wisdom they in-
vented a falseliood. Hei lover, they
told her. was faithless—had married
another woman even on his passage
out, and she need never think of hi
again,

“She took down his picture from the
wall, and all the presents he had
given her, and Lis letlers, and burnt
té:m, one by one; and when she had
done she laughed, and told them never
dto mention his naice before her from
that hour:; and she went about the
house as usual, and was quite gay and
excited, and insisted she weuld go, ‘to
show people she was not broken-heart-
ed,” to a public ball that was to be held
zext night at the nearest county town.
., “I suppose, once carried away by
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' {heir own falsebood, they uad none of
them the courage to go back to the
truth. At all events, they let her go
to the ball—dressed, her mother in-
formed me, like a bride in white, and
with bright .tiowers .upon her-hair, and

| in-her breast. My poor little Margaret!

she never wore 1 white dress and flow-
ers again, save once—and that was on
a day well-nigh as fatal in its results,
the day she became my wife.”

The vicar stopped.

“and at this ball she was told the
truth! cried Jane. *“Oh, Mr. Follett,
who bhad the heart to tell it hier at such
a time?" :

“Well, Jane, 1 don’t undersiand much
about these things, but 1 fancy your
sex—far too tender-hearted though they
are in general—have some merciful and
special faculty grapted them for not
feeling too deeply the distresses and
disappointments of each other. At all
events it is, I bear, from women's
hands, not men's, that the most Spar-
tan stabs to women invariably come.
Nearly all the people at that ball knew
that Margaret was ignorant of ler
lover's death, and men dauced With
her, Lier mother told me, aud looked
grave, and conktrained, and as though
they wished the:dance was over, while
she rattled on, full of high spirits and
excitement, and with a brilliant flush
upon her face. But-just befare supper
two girls—young girls of her own age,
and frlends of hers—were speaking,
perhaps unintentionally, of Margaret,
as she passed with one of her pariners,
and saying how well dearest Maggie
bore her bereavement, and what a won-
derful .blessing it was to lave such
iron nerves, and wouldn't people have
thought she might, at least, bave ap-
peared at this ball in mourning?

“She walked straight to her father,
with a face cold and white as the face
of any cerpse, and bade bim take her
howe at once. She mever upbraided
him or her mother; but from the hour
she knew the truth, she seemed callous
to everything in life, and utterly: cold
to their grief 'and to ibeir Temorse.
Her lover had been dead about a
fwelve-month when I first met her,
‘and some likeness ihat she. saw, or
thought she saw, to Lhim in me
awakened the first sign of life and
spirits that she bad yet shown.

“1 pass over needless details, Jane—
the poor deceit toward me, the de-
spairing hope of ‘her parents that in
marriage she might forget the past,
the passive indifference that I mistook
for angelic, girlish diffidence. I have
told you the facts; she married me;
she never loved me—you can imagine
all {he rest. She married me and died;
and with her buried, not love alone,
but my youth and my belief in happi-
ness—all that a young mwan’s heart
gums up in the word ‘life. From the
hour that I knew that Margaret had
never loved me, I was old. 1 bave
never felt any spring or vivid hope ‘or
black despair since then. With me,
these things died a sudden.death. In
natural lives, you know, they molder
with the slow decay of on-coming
years. Who shall say which is best,
Jane—to know intense happinese, anil
intense misery, early, and then bhave
done with both; or to have them spread
out, at intervale, over twenty, thirty,
forty years of ordinary life? I am in-
clined to think I am as content as
most men. 1 would not exchange my
Jotewith that of any man blessed with
wife ind children in this county. No
great affliction can come upon me. The
sun can rise upon no day that will find
me robbed of all 1 care to live for by
night. What happiness 1 lave is self-
contained. I think it is best 50.”

“And I think such a state unnatural
and dreadful!” cried Jane, with sudden
energy. I think it is death in life;
and I say better real death, a thousand
times, than live in the selfish, "stag-
nant, lonely content that you say is s0
satiefactory. Mr. Follett, you deceive
yourself in thinking you would not
exchange it for the common cares andd
chances of affliction that fall to the lot
of lives whose happlness and whose
misery depends upon others.”

The blood shone through her {rail
cheek; her eyes glowed; a strange
tremor, not at all aesthetie, made itself
felt at the heart of the Viear of Ches-
terford. It came before him strongly
what a fool Gifford Mchun had been;
what a jewel beyond all price this was
that Lie had shrown away.

“Jane, is it better, do you think, for
men and women to Le content with the
inevitable”—and, whatever the tremor
at his heart, the vicar's voice was
usually cool and steady—"better be
content with human life as it must and
ever will be. or to bewail the glories
ol our lost Eden—the Eden at whose
gate there stands a fearful angel, the
spirit of our own dead youth, waving
us back for evermore.”

“Mr, Follett, 1 think, though my ac-
tual life is to be loveless, I am glad to
have the tire to look back upon when
—when Gifford cared for me, and that
[ would rather keep that recollection
of him ard be miserable—God help me!
—as I am, than forget him and grow
happy in such a state as you deseribe.”

For a man of eight and thirty, who
lad fully done wilh ycuth, Mr. I'ol-
lett was smitten with a strange pang
at June's words. He remembered sud-
uenly and with a great clearness that
e had come as a priest to console one
of the little ones of his flock; that
with this girl's lovely waxen clieek and
delicate clasped hands he had jost as
much to do as with the angel carved
in stone that hovered above the altar
in Chesterford Church, He had come
to console her, and, with this exelusive
aim, was laying bure the secrets of
that distemner of the hedrt called
love, through which, in his long sealed
youth, he too had passed. What mat-
tered it to talk of himself or his last
hopes, save in as far as they afforded
bim—the macbine, the priest—a clew

.told before in anotlher place.

10_!110 source, and o, perhaps, to some- POWHATAN

thing like a cure, of Lis poor listener’s ~

SOrToTws? A Good 0Old l:’qll‘r Name
A arvives.

*] thouglit as you dil once, Jane. as
all mourners have ever thought, that
to brood inactive over a grave was less
bitter work than fo let the grass grow
there naturally, and to come back to
the commonplace duties of a bereft
life. Don't think I mean to reach to
you, child!” for Jane turned ber face
away impatiently at the first whisper
reminding lLier of Miss Lynch and of
admonition; I dan't think it is in youv
power to feel differentiy fo how you
feel. 1 only teil you that I once
thought ihe same, felt the same utter
repubnance to the very thought of
consolation or forgetfulness, as you do
now, and rallied from it, Jave; that is
the real renson that I have been talking
to you so long. I recovered from the
mortal stroke that laid low every hope
and interest I possessed on earth. Will
you let me 1ell you how?”

“If you please, sir. But remember
all constitutions are-not equally strong.
You strike me as being made of Iroi;
and I—I am very weak!” and she beld
up before him two little, warm hands,

frail and transparent as poreelain..|”

“What would be a blow to you would
be just death to me. I have no rally-
ing power, bodily or mentnl.  Miss
Lynch says so; Mr. Huntley gaid so—
when he saw his tonics weren't going
to do me any good.”

“Huniley is a fool!” exclaimed Mr.
Tollett, warmly. “I beg your pardon,
Jane; 1 mean Iuntley talks about
things of which he is most profoundly
ignorant. No rallying powers! What
does he know -about rallying powers,
thie struggle of life against death—the
greatest of all the mysteries that lie
hid in us—when he doesn’t rightly un-
derstand what spirit it is that moves
one muscle in this poor little handof
yours®' .

11e took her hand,’and Jane long af-
terward remembered that his own

trembled; then heldrpnped it suddenly,

and began—as one may return to the

‘readitiz of a book—at the exact point

in his own narration at which he had
left off. I think he found that drawing
any but an indirect parailel between
his case and Miss Grand's led him into
rather different roads to those he had
laid down for himself when he quitted
Lis vicarage gate an hour before!

“My wife's mother left my house,
Jave, and I kept up no further ac-
quaintance with her o any person
connected with Margaret’s family.
One or two female relations of my own
kindly proposed, when they heard of
my bereavement, to come and keep my
hiouse for me, but I refused all their
offers. I sghould have shuddered to see
another face save hers at my table;
utter silence was better than to hear
the sound of any other voice than hers
in my study. Besides,” what commun-
ity of interest could.any alien life have
with mine? I had had one interest, one
happiness, one intense, passionate de-
light in living, and it was gone. All 1
asked for or desired was to be left
alone, to bear, to see, to read nothing
reminding me of a world beyond this
nirrow one that hemmed in my own
existence and its misery.

“] am telling yom of what Bappered
fifteen years ago—a yeud before I came
{o Chesterford, and first saw your little
face, child—yet every individual and
distinet torture, out of the crowd of
tortures that made up my life then, is
as vivid to me as though I had gone
throngh them not a year ago.

“For a great many days after the
first blow fell on me I remained as one
stupefied. The long summer days, the
short, bright midsummer nights
drogged over me—one dreary night-
mare of dull pain—and I gave no cry
{o heaven-for-help. )

“Margaret had uever loved me—Mar-
garet's lips had mnever given me one
kiss of true love; and she yas dead,
and my child was dead, and I was
alone. I realized each fact thoroughly,
and repeated them again, and again,
and again, as the brain involuntarily
multiplies one gickening image in bod-
ily fever, but I felt nothing in the last
degree approaching to sorrow for my-
gelf or for what I had lost,

“This was the first natural stage, the
first stunned condition to which mind
and body are alike subject, you know,
after any very violent blow, It passed
away in an hour, in a moment, as a
servant asked me for some direction
about a common domestic matter in no
wey bearing on my affliction—it passed
away, and I awoke to know real and
passionate and despairing grief.

(To be Continued.)

A Russian Deathibed,

- A seathing arraignment of the real
rulers of Russia—tlhe priests of the Or-
thodox Church—is a leading article in
the World’'s Work. Mr, Percival Gib-
bon, in his account of “IThe Church’'s
Blight on Russia,” tells tbe followiug
incident to show the fatal grip of a
besotted clergy cn thie ignorant Russian
peasantry:

Tlhere is a dreadful tale which I bave
It was
given we ns authetie, to illustrate the
condition of {lie pries:ihood of the Or-
thodox Churclh. Let it be a picture. A
lint, in which 1 man lies dying, sodden
with fear lest he may pas. ere the last
sacrament Dbe administered to Lim,
The shaggy, long-robed pope has come,
and the gear is laid ready; but ere he

will get td his work and unburden tle

poor soul he will have an enhanced
price for it. The wife of the dying
man comes from the side of the
squalid bed and pleads with him. He
leers and is obdurate. Then a son will
compel him, and they fight about the
rooni, while the shaking patient slares
from bhis pillow. The priest seizes the
bread and tries to break it. for broken
bread may mnot be blessed, while the
son of the dying man grasps his arm lo
save it, and in the wrestle the little
loaf crumbles at last, and the sick mas
closes his eyes with u sigh of despair,
awaiting damnation,

Love and Cookery.

Among (e middle classes bad cook-
ing is quite as universal as in the work-
ing clusses. If only English women
would not turn up their pretly noses
at cookery amd the art of housekeep-
ing, they would finid themsclves amply
rewarded in the affection of their fam-
ilies and the domestic proclivities of
their lusbands, says the Loudon
Graphic.

The styles which will prevail in furs
{he¢ coming season are the wvarious
grades of muskrat, natural, blended
and black, only the backs, and not the
beliles, being used. ..

New York City.—There is no ceat
hetter liked or more fashlonable than
the blouse Eton and none that suits
a greater number of occasions. It is

smart, jaunty and very generally be-
coming, it iyyolves fewer difficulties
for the amateur than do the tightly
fitted coats, and it can be worn at all
hours of the day. Here is one that is
eminently simple at tbe same’ tlme
that it is eminently chic and smart and
which appropriately can be made of
the light weight velvets, velveteens
and broadcloths, and, indeed, all suit-
ings that allow of being tucked with
success. As illustrated, cloth in one
of the new shades of sage is trimmed

smart example is an invisible plaid of
the ever favored blue and green mix-
ture, is tight fitting and bas sleeves
a trifie more roomy than the coat
sleeve. In reality this coat is an Eton
jacket to begin with, the sxirts being
sutghed on like the front and sides of
a man’s Prince Albert. The ¥elvet col-
lar and cuffs are finished with folds of
blue, green and russet cloth.

Bevere Tailor-Mnades.

-The plainest, most severe tsilor: cuts |

are smart this ‘year, ‘while: half-fitted
and tight-back coats are both worm
Not the box coat—this is ever an ugly
fashion and, saying for children, nevel
becoming. Coat sleeves are all large
leg o'mutton, but fuller than in the
gpring. Turned-back cuffs, embrold
ered or of silk or velvet to match the
collar, make an attractive finish to

model otherwise a trifle too plain.

A Dressing Jacket. .

A charming negligee, or dressing
jacket, as it is generally known, 1f
made of cashmere with a band of satit
ribbon near the edge. The cut is cir
cular and ihe upper revers-like par]
forms deep points at the sides and ix
the back, while in the lower part art
places for the arms to go through,

- Blouse Walet With Vest.

Vest effects are greatly in vogue this
segson and are to be'neted upon-many”
of the newest and most atiractive
blouses. Illustrated <is one. which
is much to be‘desired, both*for the en- |
tire gown and for that separate blouse
without which no wardrobe is com-
plete and which allows of variations
galore. As {llustrated it is made of
plaid silk with the tucked front, vest
and cuffs of plain but harmonizieg
color finished with a plain but simple:
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| ucked Blouse Walet, 32 to 40 Bust.

with velvet and handsome buttons, but
here again there is opportunity for
individuality, for the collar and cuffs
can “be-made-of -broadcloth on-rough
material, of the matcrial braided or
trimmed with banding or of moire or,
.indeed, of any contrasting materlal
that may be preferred.

The coat is made with fronts, back
and centre front, all of which are
tucked. .The neck is finished with
the collar and the closing is made at
the centre front, the tucked centre por-
tion being hooked over invisibly into
place. The sleeves are quite new ones
that are full above the elbows, laid
fn tucks below, a trimming band being
applied over the upper edges of the
tucks, while they are finished with
becomling flare cuffs,

The gquantity of material required
for the medium size is four and a
quarter yards twenty-one, three and a
balf yards twenty-seven or two yurds
forty-four inchrs wide, with one yard
for collar, cuffs and helt.

1tibhons and Trimmingza,

Ribeons of taffeta and satin weaves,
of very limp textures and In piuain
colors, are those which have part
principally in the making and in the
triviming of the models In headwear
placed on Tecent exposition. But
Fenel faille and molre ribbons Twere
noticesbie on some of the latest of the
imported hats: and, as in the plece
gllks, shot colorings in the ribbons, be-
alde winin colorings, were to be taken
pecotut of — Milliuery Trade Review.

Trealiirhiness In Hata,

Freakishness, without doubt, will
continue to obtain as a feature in
certain of the Lrims of the new eea-
son's hats. Yet there are some evi-
dences of an inclination to modify the
effect of the capricious by varying
them wilh brims of simple design,
some of which are very little unspring-
ing in adjustment or irregular in out-
lines; and the fint brim of the sailor
being reckoned among the approved.—
Millinery Trade Qeview.

: - An Invisible Plaid.
Likesall the cest of these suits this

.eighth

banding. Any contrasting materlals
could, however, be used with Buceess
and again the waist of plain color can
be conrbined with plaid or with stripes,
or with the same material trimmed, or
again the little vest might be of velvet
with the tucked front of plaln silk.

The waist is made over a fitted lin-
ing, which closed at the centre fromt,
and itself consists of the fronts, centre
front vest portions and back. The
back is plain, drawn down in gathers
at the waist line, but the fromt is
tucked to give a box pleated effect at
the edges aud to provide fullness from
the shoulders. The closing ls made
invisibly beneath the edge of the left
side. The sleeves are the favorite ones
of the season that ure full above the
moderatcly deep cuifs,

The quantity of mnterial required
for the medium size is three and a half
yurds tweuty-one, (hree and three-
yards twenty-seven or twd
yards yards forry-four inches wide,

with tbhree-quarter yard any width forf
centre front, vest and cuffs and ‘three
and a bLalf yards of banding.
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" | hatans.”. We are not so hopetul ab

'| shadowed her strikingly pretty face.

The name of that old Ind
wio ruled over most of eastd
ginia in the earliest Colomnigl
not called as much now as
formerly. It survives in good
bawtan County and in the Po
vipe, and in six different posto
different States of the Union.
sas: they bhave Powbattan, WD
suppose .is 2 mis-spelling, fo
2 mispronunciation of Powhata
many people of this generatio
forgotten, if they ever kme
King Powhatan's summer '‘d
was about a lalf mile below
mond, while his winter quarte
In Gloucester, and that he wa
nately a good friend and a'great |
of Capt. John Smith, and that
the father of Pocahontas, from
descended many Virginians of d
tion. .

_ But so it was, and all that §
thing makes us. close conneetls
his. However, he was of & rovi
position and moved his town of
tepees—from place to place, and
“hack drlyer's. history” only tb
died at his’ sometime home neg
city, known as Powhatan”. -

We do mnot” fail to remember
Powhatan was the name of the
River before the colomists in
their ships and skiffs upon it—Dbu
ie another story.

Once, it was quite common foy
ginia boy babiesg to be chris
“Powhatan” and gifls ‘“Pocahoy
but not so now. We can well U}
stdnd how the latter name ceas
be agreeable to ladies since the
diminutive of it was “Pokie,” but|
the- royal name of Powhatan si
have fallen into disuse is not s(
vious. However, a period came
provision had to be made for the|
petuation of the fame of George W
ington, Thomas Jefferson, Lafay
Johin . Marehall, ‘Patrick Henry
other “patriot -fathers.” Then.
drew Jackson and Winfield Scotf
‘to ‘have-their day, and yet later
Beauregard, Ashby and otber Conl
erate names attained popularity.
fashions change in names as they
in clothes, and just now, there j
tendency to turn back to old fay )
registers and reproduce the names
‘the;long ago and it may be that
“shall have soon a new crop of “P

the reestablishment of “Pocabony
in’ public favar, the reason why
have already given. 'But Pocahon
other Indian name was “Mateo,”
“Matoaca,” and that is pretty, ang
not liable to any objection, so fa
we can gee. -

When she and John Rolfe had "mas
a -match,” she embraced: Christiani
and was baptized under-the name
Rebecca. But, all that aside—we @
clude by expressing our -ardent ho|
that {he new Powhatan bables
have their names correetly n?
nounced. We can tolerate mo’i _i?n-
tion of the sound of “Manhattan.” | Let
it be good old-faghioned, Virginia
Powhatan, with the “h” silent, and the
| second accent *on “tan."—Richmond
Times-Dispatch.

Modern Romeo and Juliet. !

Juliet was the idesl age, about four-
teen. She wore a red coat that just
came down to her boot tops and che |
had oo a big black hat that. partly

She had just come out of’ Sunday-
gchool with a companion who was too | *
_young to figure as the nurse, by ecr.._!z:
parigon, yet wvas old enough to symp:
thize with the commotion that waégjr'
raging in Juliet’s heart. : s

Side by side the two girls walked |~
glowly up the cross street and then, §0d
as if they were measuring their steps.
they turned about and r.eturned to the : -
corner. When they reached a point
where Juliet could see a young man i
who was standing half way down the |
block talking to a group of his friends, -
she cast a demure glance in his direc-
tion—but quite as though she were!
looking miles beyond him—and then ‘o
turned about and retraced her steps fod
up the side street. Slowly she ‘walked hnc
up and slowly ske walked back again. E'“

Just as-she reached the corner—itier
was beautifully timed—Romeo crossed Foe
her path. Romeo was at the stage in; . |
his youth when he probably would re-you
fer to the mald as “a little girl,"reod
though she was almost up to his ghoul-ta ¢
der. - He_ was undeuisoly good look-
ing, and ble was also couirteous, for he_E
bowed to the two girls and took off his
hat, with a sweep as he met ‘them." S
But he went on his way, leaving Juliet
standing on the corner with an ecsta-
tic glow in her- eyes and one hand
pressed to her coat over ‘her heart.—
New York Press. 5

%o Charge For 1nsects. :

Anent the curious babit of that fam-
ous naturalist, Francis T. Buckland,
who was usually accompanied on his
travels by his pet monkey, the follow-
ing story is told:

At g certain railway station the
naturalist applied for a ticket for the
apimal. Thke man at the booking office
went "carefully over his schedule of
charges for animals.

“(Cows is cows,” quoth he, “and so
is donkeys. Cats is dogs, and fowls
is likewise, Sir, that'll bhave to go
25 a dawg," pointing to the monkey.

“Well, what will this go as?'
laughed the naturalist, pulling a live
tortoise from his pocket. '

As to this the schedule did-not af-
ford any isformation, and the clerk
turned in scorn from its perusal.

“We doen't charge nothink for them,”
he said; “they ain't nothink. They're
an inseck!"—Chicago Journal.

The Mission of the Drama.
The temples of the drama are scat-
tered everywhere, in the small town:
as well as in the gredt cities
doors are open not Sundays {
every day of the week. Its
tions gatber gladly, and nof
sense of duty, or at the prig
conscience. They are in a
mood. The thing seen an
comes directly to all classes
sexes, to every age. A zre
guantity of what they see
taken into their inner conj
and, unknown to themsely
flected faintly or strongly
own lives and their own pé
yet we, who think oursel
people, let this potent inf
good or bad find its guidand
ever hands it may chance to}
Meteaif, in the Atlantic.




