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“'We ms?s?i;ot te!

The Twa Mysteries.

‘We know not what it is, dear, this sleep so
deep and still, b ;

I'he folded hands, the awful calm, the
cheek so pale and ehill,

The lids that will not lify again, though wo
may call and eall, "

The strange white solitude of peaco that

settles over all ..

We know not what it moans, dear, this de-

& solate hieart-pain,

Tho dread to take our daily way and walk
in it agun,

Wea know not to what sphero the loved who
leave us go, o il :

Nor why we're left to wonder still, nor
why we t}o not Know,

But this we know; our loved and lost, it
they should couLo this dny,

Should’ come and ask us, What is Lifo?
not one of us could say.

Life ]:_ibit mystery, as deop asdeath can over

v ey ! Ay

Yet, oh, how sweet it is to us, this life we

liveand seel

; .k |

Then might they say, those vanished -ones,
\fif and blessed 1s the thought,

So denth 18 sweet to us, beloved; though weo

tell You.ummght;_ AR g

I'it to the qﬁ'iok, this mys-

%‘.' taly of death; : Tl

wmdy natitoll ftafyo would; thip ;p'jr'&l?ry

it v R 1 i

The child who enters life comes not with
AKnowledge or intont,

S0 those who enter death must go as ltle
children sent;

Nothing is known, but 1 belleve that (tod
is overhend; 1

And as life is to the living so deathis to
the dead.

A CHOIR-SINGER.
TR EINT N O
"There are Lwo sides to' dvery question,
a5 the Lest of reasoh demonstrates; but
Marie Pirot, try as she might, could

. Ind only one side to the question of lier

engagement to syduéy Worth; and
that, unfortunately for (he lover, was
the negative,

Syduey, on his part, lueipi.v 4 man,
wak logical enough to take-fin dll the
~bearings of .the cage; and yet- horoic
tnough to await Marie’s decision with
i courage wortby ol a cause more gub-
lhme than the yeu or nay of a brown-
eyed girl, In this trembilng balance,
novever, was hung his hope of all
earthly happiness, while she smoked his
cignir and talked. and walked about Lhe
world as usual, 2] .
", 4 Take nv week, only a weelk; for calm

~ ponsideration,’ he had begged her, and

then proceeded to enhance her calm-
ness by daily letters of urgent pleatling,
iz eagerness harassed and wortied
Marie into a state almost of resent-
ment, and took frome her much of the
responsibility of her final adtion, [t

e

gave herfsomething,to fight against, and.

armed  lher' with’ necessary (irmness.
Whereas, 4" he had thrown himself
complotély and helplessly on her mercy,
she would Have found it doubly hard to
wring ivis heart by her decided refusaly
but she would have wrung it, ull the
Hame. .

When ler letter came ab lInst, poor

"Sydney kissed the dagger before he re-

ceived itsstab—that is, he Kkissed her
bandwriting, and then very likely =
few moments later dropped a tear or
two 1n the same'spob,
wid folded and put away, as such let-
ters and such poor and brokey hopes
are DLeing folded and put away all uver
the world to-day and every day, sud
Sydnef went about his business aston--
1shed " and miserabld at the heavy
welght of his disappointment,

But the days and, yeaks went ov;
Sydney sat at bis desk and made money,
and Marie sang in her church and gave
musiec lédssons, losing her youthful
beauty somewhat, but gaining always
in grace and altractiveness. She and
Syduey met oceasionally as friends, and
s pyes stiil told the same old story
that was now forbidden of all other
expression, Asfor Miss I’irot, she met
the usual experience that falls to the
ot of talented and gracious women,
She bad hoests of male friends, quite an
array of admirers, and alyays one or
two avdent lovers who were much in
Lhe sawme case' as Sydney himself—for
it wounld seem even to the most inter-
ested observer that Miss 1Mirob’s being,
inusical and hiarmonious as 16 was, had
never yet vesponded to tho mysters
chord of all—Lthe chord of lovel ¥

Bub at last, when the keynote of
Mavie’s destiny was struck, and is
flood of melody came pouring into her
life 1ike an overwhelming tide, neithor
the nlto on one side ot her, nor the bass
on the other, nor eéven the organist,
Luecy Crumm, who was her bosom
friend, guessed that anylhing unusual
had happened, . ey

Itflcame about in this very ¢ommon-
place way, Old Brande, the regular
tenor, was absent, for the first time In
seven years, for the Tuesday night re-
hexvsal,  The eholr had assembled, and
stood about, waiting and wondering,
apd conferring on Mr, Brande’s posi-
tion apart from all other temors on
record by the genulne surprise al, hig
delinquerey, when there came suddenly
up the choir staircase a tall and slim
young man, very fair, with plenty of
flowing blonde hair that hung in stu-
dent fashion on his broad white collar.
ITe spoke with a foreign accent, in
Bich nusical voice, addredsing Migs
Pirot, who happened to be nearest to
him, as he approached the organ, /

*Myr., Brandt has sent mo to sing—

ne istoo much i1l for this night, and |

aisc  forr Sunday, be thinks, But if il
is plensing, I sing his part for all,”?

Miss T'irobt only Vowed and smiled,
but did not speak. Thers was good
reason for her-silence., She had rallen
in love with this young man, of whose
existence she ~had been aware three
secondsl IE 18 not to be wonidered at
Lhai, in the confusion of her senses,
she had, for the moment, mislaid her
volice,

sSo very glad,” said Luey Crumm,
all animation, and reassured on the
score of the artette; *‘but so very
sorry to hear Mr. Drande 1sill, Notu-
g serious, 1 hope? Wo were just
wondering how wo should maunage,
You read, I suppose? Mr, Aiken, will
you, please hand—thanks, We in-
tended to rehiearse the quartette, All
along here is Mr, Brande’s part—the
tenor’s; the bass comes in next below;
but, ol course, you undegstand??

*Oh, yed—yces,?? y :

ITe was already humming through
the bars of the musle she had placed
in his hand, like ono surd of his ground.,

But the letter’

| aften turned by

Miss Pivot aﬁirml visabl

on the open book, and Mliss Crumm’s
erml £ lingers were pressing the kezs.
#* * "

*Of courao I shall be glad when dear
old ‘Brandes is well, enotgh ,to come
back ngain; but L shall awfully haté to
losé ., What’s-his-name??? Miss Crumm
was observing, leaning on Miss Plrot’s
arm, as thoy came down the choirp-
steps one lovely Sunday morning, hav-
Ing sung themselves into heaven for a
while on Haydp’s exquisite stralns.
“Wayzel+-Welzel? how do you pro-
nounce 1t? His flrst name is Gustave
—lsn't it pretty? and such a volcael
Dear me, I grudge to let him go! Don’t
you¥p"

“¥es ! a L

“Do you know, I think he ha# father
a stryggle to get along. DMusleians
usually have;. but, then, belng a single
'm'aP, he ought, to be ablg, to manage.”’.
- *'Are, you.sure he 180" single man?”
Miss Pirotiaskéd, in an aiy topes
~"“'Oh, yes, “ At least) of coun e,"l'dld
not ask him point blank, but I said to
him, jokingly, that if he ntended to
advanece in musie, it was lucky he had
no wife te hold hlin back; aud he said,
*Yes, it jwas lucky.” Oh;the must be
single; but then, he is very young., He
is only 24,7 U e g | i

Marie sighed, bt =aid nothing. = She
was 28, with a heart that had just
learned to throb like the heart of 18.

The .scule of fortune, we are told, is
feither, and tnis pro-
position was very foreibly demonstrated
for Mario Pirot, one windy autumn
evening, not long afierwards, as the
dittle *ehoir-group came into the streat
together. She was walking with Lucy
Crumin, as usual, and behind them,
arm-in-arm, came the buss and tenor
(Miss Roberts, the alto, had'sad good-
night and gone off in the opposite
direction with her lhittle brother); Miss
Piros was listening with her ears to the
voice beside her, and with her soul to
the voice belund her, when suddenly
away on the wings of the wind went
her\_{nng brown feather, wrenched from
Its "Tastenings on her jaunty hat; away
away, careering and whirling out of
=t like a llving creature that had
fuw <L all ab onee the freedom of its
wines,  Marle uttered a little hall-
laughing, cry, and started oy the chase,
but the tenor darted by her like a
flash, and soon distznced her, as the
feather distanced nhim. Marie did not
slacken her pace, however, and as a

yesulg, avhen the feallier was, at. last |

captured, they found themselves face
to face, laughing breathless, under a
street-Tnmp, and more than a block
ahead of dMr, Afken and Miss Crumm,
What .more natural than thaut they

that Mr. Welzel, seeing her oub of
breath from_ his late exercise, should
offer her hls arm?, There scemed no
valid reason why thoéy should dissolve
this plessant companionship when the
other two caught up with them; and
from this time, instead of putting the
ladies in the street car at 'I'wenty-
third street, Mr, Aiken walked with
Miss Crumm to her home in I'wenty-
(fth . street, and Mr. Wetzel walked
all the way across town with Marle
Pirot,
* - * * * *

It was a wretehed night; the rain
fell in torrents, a cinlly wind was blow-
Ing, the streets were wet and dismal,
and Mavie Plrot was walking under an
umbrelly with Gustave Wetzel and
clinging fondly to his arm. The rain
was blirding her somewhat, but her
tears were ‘Llindmg her still more—
furtive, bitter tenrs, such as women
often weep, unknown to all tha world,
The crowded street cars passed them
every minute or two, but Mmie had
roefused to ride, ’'Lhiswas the last time
they would ever walk togother—the
Jast of _mapy, many times.  She could
not afford to shorten these few sad
moments of parting and farewell. Ile
had come to the choir that evening
only to tell them that he bad been sud-
denly called back to Germany and must

and sang over with Marie some ¢of the
old duete, and now they were walking
home together, slowly, through all the
storm, by the way they had learned to
know so well. .., :

‘At frst few words were spoken be-
tween them. “Murle felt only the un-
reasoning love, the delight of contact,
the bliss of this dual solltude, encircled
by rain and storm . and darkness. To
her it mattered little what they said or
where they went, go that they were to-
gother; and to-morrow was pushed, as
far from her horlzon ag if it were
twenty years away.. But all the truth
came back on her like a shock when
Gustave’s voice sald:

1 must thank you, Miss Plrot, for
the kindness you have given to me
alwiays—Lo e, a stranger; I shall often
think of vour lovely volce when I am
far away.”?

“We have indeed had pleasant
times,”” she answered, bravely and
clearly, after a mowment’s panse. **But,
why need you go if you have been—
happy—here? A, you—you have not
many regrets, You ave glad, I think??

“Indeed' I ama glud,” and glad hia
face looked —excited and ehgor. **It is
a grand opporbunity that now offers.
You can understand, if one has been
planning long, and waiting, that one
might be glad to see falfillment near,”

“Yes,” sald Marie. That one word
only, and 1n her voice was thg huski-
ness'that comes with tears, f

“Ah, wéll, I see my way now, clear,”
he continued, gayly and brightly. All
unconscious of the mute tragedy that
went on beside him, he poured out the
atory of his disappointments in the
past—of .his plans and visions for the
future. Marie listeneq silently. It
seemed eaclh moment that the tide of
her ‘emotion must burst all bontls and

~

nature, its womanly dignity and pride.
She eallpd up all her strength at last,
in a desporate ¢ftort, )

“I must loave you'here,” she said,
stopping suddenly at a corner, *‘I—I
have some business to do—I will say
good night and good-bye. 1 Lope you
may have o pieasant journey.”

“'‘But surely not! I cannotleave you

should walk on together, slowly, or |

| am glad to hear you say that,

gall in the mworninz; bubt he had. staid |-

"to meet me.

carry with {6 the fine Jeserve of her |.

walked over quickly:t heﬁ lad®, with |'rainp?? i} 3

a helghtened cgﬁqﬁ. R l_x_lg‘h_ %no. . YL have iy own Uwmbrells, hore.’’
ever pefore needed & su lgg% iduby ¥ | She sralsed it asgshe. spoke,  “Thank
No dne appeared:to  noticd her empar- |y b Veryy very fmuch, Bup I profer to
rassment, for all eyes were! ed *‘u’g falone, | Andvyofi "know,?, smiling

strangely at him, **I shall have to do
without your escort altogether after
this, You have been more kind--"
5he broke off suddenly, and busied
herself with the fdstening of her cloak;
then held out'her -hand, ~ ‘‘Giood-byel"
she said,’abruptly. .

*“'Good-byc, Miss Tirot, If it muss be
80—It you wish it.??

**Oh, yes. Parting, I think, should
never be prolonged, 1 hops you will
have a good voyage. I hops you will
be always -happy. Good-bye, Gus:
tave,”?

But Marie had wrenched hdr hand
from hig'and. was gone, a dark, hurry-
Ing shape, down the lighted, raln-
swept street,

=~ i #* 21y *

“Mariell? . .

Sydney Worth had come outof the
opera ufter the second act, and having
‘buttoned hislong, rubber coat to the
chin, ‘'was scudding up Fourteenth
street in an element defying humor,
when this word buist from his lips, in
a tone of amazement. Marle Pirot had
just passed him on the crossing at
Fourth avenue; & sudden backward uilt
of ler umbrella had shown him her
faco plainly, pale and strange, with that
abrorbed, unseeing look that mental
suffering gives, Her swift step fal-
tered an instant at the sound of his
voice, and @t that instant he was by hoer
side, ! ¥l s

“1 knew I could not be mistaken,”
he said, bredthlessly; *‘but you of all
people. and at this hour! \What in the
‘world brings youinto this region??’

He is holding her hand In his warm,
friendly clasp, and looking down
gearchingly at her half-averted face,

*Oh, I was *walking away from the
furies,’” she said, trylng to speak
lightly; “*but they have ceme with me.
I think I really did not know whera I
was golng. I only waunted to walk.
Did you ever havo that feeling, Syd-
ney, that you were too unhappy to bé
quiet?”? X - j

**She asks me if I have gver had that
feeling. Al, Marie, there are few
feelings, born of unhappiness, that *T
have not had, You ought to know
that, my dear.” 4

“But — but. they pass away some
time, don’t they?” she asked wistfully.
*Ieople can’t go on suffering—some
change, some relief, must come,”

“I don’t know, he answered, with a
long sigh. = *“‘Perhaps. I have not
found 1t yet.”? L

*0Oh, Sydney,” she sald, passionate-

ly, with a wHd burst of tears, *‘Sydney,
Sydney!” She laid her cheek on' his
shoulder, sobbing like a child..
He had tAken the ambrella from her
hand, and held its shelter bétween
them and passers-by. Sydney’s know!-
edge of suffering had made bhim very
tender toward the pain of others, He
allowed his companion to weep ungues-
tloned, patting gontly fronytime to time
the little guivering fingexs that elutched
hia arm.

“How good you arel’ shke stam-
mered, whisperingly, at length. “Oh,
Sydney, how conld you forgive me—
how could you ever look at me again,
if I have made vou suffer—Ilike this?
‘I'never knew-it could be so terriblel I
did not dream of what you ftelt when
we parted; you were so noble and so
good. You mever made me undbérstand
how cruel— Oh, and you bore It ali?
1 ean pity you now?? F

“Yes, dear,” he sald, tenderly. “I
L am’
glad yon have, at last, some pty to
give me.”?

*Oh, but you do not need any more.
Surely you cannot still care as you
used to—"?

Oh, hush!”? Sydney Interrupted,
very geatly, “‘ITust, my dearl hush,
Mariel You have never understood
my love if you think it could change
or pass away in a few months or
years, M }

“And do you- love me this minute,
now—as you did then??”

‘*Always—alwaysl? .

“But if I should tell you that 1 had
thrown my heart away, unasked, un-
sought—oh, so hopelessly, so vainly,
and if 1 should say to you, *\Will you
take my promise to te your wils—ah,
not soon, but some time, when L am a
bettér and happier woman?’ — ii I
should ask you Lo aceepl the poor sor-
vies of my life and let me (ry to love
you-—would that atone a litlle for the
pain and trouble of tho past?’

““Oh, Marle, you do not mean ity
His grasp tightened on her [lingers,
Do you think what you are sayving?”

1 Yes, yes, yesl—If ‘you will take my
poor half-broken heart—but not yetl”
she checked hefself,s piteously, **I
could not love you yet—Dbye-nnd-lhye it
all gnay come right.  And, meanwhile,
if you wish it, we e¢an be engaged, You
must stay near me, Sydney, and be
good tomo. Oh, help me?—help me
to live. Yon know how hard it is—
how 1mpossible it seems thal joy or
hope can ever come againl”

*You have given joy and hope to
mo, [ know!"’ he said, in a low, happy
voice.. ‘AL am' willing to wait for love
—ad long as ever vou like; darling, for
it is sure to comel"?
© “But think—oh, Fate is strangel—
think; if I had not met youlr - Marie
leaned more closely on his arm,

“Tate knows what she is about,”

Sydney answered; smiling down at the
earneat, pale face. .**Xon were obliged
Under the eircumstances
nothing else could have happened.”
. Irale ald, know what she was about,
ag she usyally does, iIf minds finite
could but compass ' ar Infinile plans.
A few days later brought to Sydney
Worth the unexpected fulfillment ol o
hope that he had patiently placed a
long way off in the future-—the full
bestowal of Marie Pirot’s love,

They were driving through the park
in & brilliant October sunset, and Syd-
ney had been talking brightly of vari-
ous matters of interest, whon he threw
his head back with a shortl laugh, and
gald, In a kind of triumphant tone; ’

“Well, I was pleased to-day, Mavie.
You remember that follow I told you of
that had defaulted from our ofllce with

a lot of money last week?”

in this storm, Let me escort you where
then ( you .'.;rlsh to go—so dark, and such a

‘“No,” said Marie, vaguely, *‘Did
you tell me¥”? .. | )

"'Cowe to ghink: of it, I -didny,”
said Sydlpw.-amlllng."; Y¥That's g{(%:, ];
wus afrald it might annoy you, ell,
it’s all Tight now. 4'Theyive got him—,
ut leust, not him, for he gave them the
slip at the last moment; but the money’s
sule,  He took away $7,000 and we've
recovered all but $300; thut he spent,
1 tell you we've been . lucky, and so
has be, It's a curious thing,”’ pilrsued
Sydney, thoughtfully; *‘but—I*m aw-
fually glad the scamp escaped.”? .

*Glad?’? repeated Marle, solemnly.
*'Ob, why? IIe will be sure to victimize
other poor people,?’

“'Other rieh people,’ sald’ Sydney,
correctingly. *Of course he will, for
it turns out that he 18 a regular conll.
dence man; but you have no ldea how
much Iliked him, We all did,. He
came (0 us about six months ago, and
said he had just arrived in the country,
and was quite friendless. Well, the
fivin took him on trust actually. He
had gotten himself up like a Gorman
student—long hair and broken English
and he'had the loveliest tenor voica‘
Old "Bond was fair]ly infatuated with
this paragon. 1t wag Wetzel hérg und
Wetzel there—*’ :

‘*Whatl”? Marie graspad Sydnay’s
arm with both her hands,

My dear girll” He reigned In the
horse, and looking "down’ at her white
face 1 amuazement," ‘“What is the
matter?"

“*Wetzel was his name?—and he
went away?P—whenP—when??’ she de-
manded, hurriedly,

**Weotzel was the name he gave., His
real name 18 Wallace, I belleve, He
wenb away last Wednesday morning—
the day after I met you in the rain,*?

“*That—was—the—man,”’ she said,
in a low, breathless volee. She un-
clasped her hands from Sydney’s arm,
and pressed thewm over her face.

“The man? What man?”? Sydney
stared quite wlldly as he asked the
question, .

**Oh, the hero.of ‘my romancel”? said
Marie—slowly and bitterly-—*‘‘the sin-
wer I foll im love with, You did not
want to know of my secret; you must
know it now!l That was the man!”

“Who?—youing Welzel? Why, where
on earth, how on earth, did you come
Lo be acqualnted with njm?®” °

“Ho sang with me for nearly three
months m the choir??’ :

*Ob, I seel And -youfell in love
with his volee—no wonder|”?

“I dldn’t]” she .said, miserably;
‘‘there mught have been some- excuse
for that. I had-uever neard his voice
when—T1 fell in love—ah, not with him!
with a dream, a fancy! Could. I have
borne to look on his face, even, much
less love him, if I had known what I
know now?”’ Y

““Well, then, the comrort}s that you
did not love him, after all,?” said Syd-
ney, cheeringly, ¢‘He only thought
you did,” 3 I

“No, no, nol” she returned, vehe-
méntly, “Ile neverthought—-he never
dreamed—Oh, I could lie down here
and die this minute—?? :

“On, not herel” said Sydney, depre-
‘catingly. **No one could die comfort-
ubly in a buggy. **You'd wait until I
took you home, I know.”’

But Marie did not smile, }

“‘How contemptible I aml’ she said
slowly, with bitter emphasis, “ilow I
bave fallen forever in my own esteem!
To turn away from a noble, generous
nature like yours—a love that any
woman might be houored in accepting.
Sydney, I deserve your bhate and
seorn!”?

“I'm boing praised, it seems,” said
Sydney, calmly, *'Quite right; all the
same, I cm;'b. hear my wife abused,
And louk here, Marie, I'm glad vou did
make such an awfully foolish mistake,
because if you hadn’t you nyver would
have como to me.?? |

*Oh, do you really think so, Syd-
nev,” she gaid,, biushing beautitully.
*Then I am glad, to.” i

The Verry Ilssence of the World.

Y'hbien ‘wiil praise thee when thou
doest well Lo thyself.”” Polities, relig-
fow and sccial life, us they generally
exist, are all animated_with thjs same
principal; everybody expects, ns-18 ex-
pecled, to do the best for himself,
Childien are educated to lgok » after
thelr own  interests; men go into busi-
ness Lo seeure a fortune for themselves;
people build a churs " or aomission to
secure Lhe interests o, the denomina-
tion to which they belong; nations go
to war in order (o exalt themselves, or
to attan territory, dbr commercial ad-
vantages lor themselves,  Aonin, men
enter Into an arguwent to prove then-
selves in the vight; they play & game to
show thew skilly they furnish a house to
seeuro thew comfort; they pray Lo God
Lo case tnedr conscience; and, from tirst
to last, self is the object of all, In «
litlle country town, the squire eannot
‘dine with thie merchant, nor the mer-
chant with the shopkeepor. nor the
shopkeeper with the dressmaker nor
‘the dréssmaker with the servant, nor
the servant with the seavenger, because
solf would be supposed Lo lose some of
Its contemptlible superiority, o

A Sensible Custom.
——r—

Ono ot the sensible eustoms thaf the
Anglomaniae 18 to bo eredited with in-
troducing is that of turning up the
bottoms of the trousers in stormy and
muddy weather, whieh isnow becoming
congpicuously gencral;, wheroas for-
merly only a few Independent pedes-
triang slightly rolled up the vear side,
and thereby spolled the set of' the
apring. 'The English style of rolling up
the trousers all round, above the bor-
der! seam does not In the least affect tho
spring set and keeps the edges clean,

When hoarse, speak as little as possi-
ble until the hoarseness is *recovered
froro, else the voice may be permanent-
ly lost. or difficulties of the throut ho
produced. .

“EDWARD, what do I hear, that you
digsobeyed your grandmother, who Lold
you just now not to jump down these
stepsl”?

*Grandma dian’t te)l me not to, papa;
she only eame to the door and said, *I
wouldn’t jump down these steps, boys,?
and I shouldn’t think she would—an
old lady Lke ber.”

it Isn’t & goad shol.

© The Romance of Wedded ife.
7 «dear, will you bring me up
t;holﬁ?ﬂkpal from the cellnr??? sald a
| Dusy wife,”

% UThat!s just the way with you,”
saia James, with a black frown, as he
put down his book and rose up.from.
the lounge.

**Just the way with me??? .

“Yog,12 he snapped. ““As soon as
you see fhe enjoying ‘myself,; you havo
Bomefchore or another for me to do,
Didu’t you see I was absorbsd i my
reading?”? '

“Well, dear, I will do 1t myself,””

“Yes, and tell everybody, your
mother especially, that you lhave Lo
carry your own coal up from the cellar.
No, I’ll do it. Let moe mark my
bloce, ”? !

S0 he marked the place in the hook
at which he had ceased reading and
when he went down to tho cellar,
grumbling ull the way, she plcked up
the volume and l’omld it was a love
story and that the passage.he had
been absorbed In was as follpws: **My
darling, when you are my wife I will
ghield und protect you from every care,
the winds of leaven shall®ndot wislt
your face too roughly, those pretty
hands shall never be soiled by munial
Lasks, your wish shall be my law, your
happiness.—"

Just then he reappeared, and dump-
ing the nod on the tloor, sald: **Ihere’s
your darned coal. Givé me my book.”

1s life worth living?
9

Tho Story of William Toll.

SRR Y | 3
The old story of Wiliam Tell, his
gon and the apple has a sequel' in Bos-
ton that threatens to end tragically.
The actors are Sumner Hollander, aged
13 years, of Somerville, the son of a
prominent basiness man of, that city,
and his cousio of 11 years, also named
Hollander. 'The elder hoy had a pistol
of small calibre and some ecartridges.
o extracted, or thought he did, tho
bullets from some  of -the cavtridges.
Iteeently the Loys undeitook to repro-
duce the anciént Swiss dramu. Som-
ner took the part of Wi'liam Tell and
the younger boy thatof tho son, with
the apple. The pistol they thought
wouid much'better answer the purposo
than & bow and arrow. When the
smaller lad had taken position he was
fortunately stricken with sudden mis-
givings, . Ile turned his head to one
side, with the exclamation, “Sippose
there should Le something in it,>* just
as his cousin fired. The movament
gaved the little fellow instant death, for
a bullet sbruek him on the right side of
the neck. The wound was serlous,
and the: boy’s condition has becoma
steadily worse, unlil now his life is
despalred of,

Dickens' Mother,

T'he, ehilqhood of Dickens was sp
shadowed by poverty, and his s:nsitive’
and imaginative mind was so keenly
alive to his position, that it. was hardly
possible that he could draw an abso-
lutely mmpartial picture of his parents.
IIis mothel had u keen appreciation of
the droll and ol the pathetie, and
likewise considerable dramatic talent.
She was a comely little woman, with
handsome, bright eyes, and a genial,
agreeable person,

From her Dickens undoubtely in-
herited his . temperament and intel-
leclual gifts.” Sbe possessed an extra-
ordinary sense of the ludicrous, nnd
her power of Imitation was something
astomshing. Her . perception was
quick, and she unconsciously noted:
everything that came uunder her ou-
servation,  In deserlbing ridiculous
oceurrences her tone and gesturé would.
be infmitable, while her manner was
of the quaintest,” Dickens declared
thalt to her he owed his .fivst deslre for
knowledge, and LIs earliest passion for
reading was awakened by his mother,
who taught him not only the rudi-
ments of Ioglish, but also a little of
Lgtin,  Poverty saddened nad dark-
ened many years of her life, and her
children were early compelled to
leave her and earn thewr own living,
but they all honored and loved her as
shie deserved. i

On the Soventh loor,
R e Y

A well  known Parvisian  portrait
painter lived once, bLefore his fame
came, ina compnon lodging house at an
altitude of seven, stories, | I'earing he
could not induce the public to come so
high, he put up & placard on the base-
ment of the house: "Portrails taken
here.  Only ten franes.. Studio on
third floor.* On rveaching the third
floot o placnrd, *“I'eh franc® portraits;
the studio has been removed to the'fifth
floor,” wonld greet the eye., Aftor
much panting and pufling the picture
seeker was greetéd with *“T'en franc
portaits; the studio has, owing to re-
building of the premises; been tempor-
arily remonved to the seventh floor,?
The customer aild not pnind  suffering
more after he had reached that period
of ascent, and the artist got his patron,

Peculiar Eye of a Marlksman,

I'his man Swinney who* wants to be
o lrain robber, and 1sn’t, has most re-
markable eyes. ITeis a dead shot, if
such a thing eoxists, and you would
think so when you first look at him,
Ilis eycs, which are very -dark' and
piercing, affect one unpleasantly; main-
ly beeause he has in the ivis, and im-
mediately avound the pupil a light gray
ring that you will not find in the or-
dingry human eye. In fact .I never
suw but three men with that.ring and
they were all dead shots with the rifle
or revolver, I have heard .and believe
that thig kind of an eye s always found
in good marksmen; but it does not fol-
low by any means that & man without
. You hear a great
denl about men being ambidexterous in
the use of the revolver, .1 have mel
men who coQld shoot weall” with either
hand, but these stories. you . hear about
such menas Rands and others being
able to fire suceessfully at two marks —
one to the extreme rvight and the other
to the exlreme left—are in my opinion
fadry tales, ' |
i
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1£ you live according to what naturo
requires, you will nover e ponr; if ac-
cording to the nolions of men, you

never will be rieb.

IRISH Wi,

Delightful, Wild, Fittul, Ivvesponsi-
ble and Aundacious,

—

. Irish wit Is a delightful, wild, (Otful,
irresponsible, audacious qualilty. 1t is
gloriously spontaneous, and there is a
lurking twinkle in 1ts seemingly most
obtuse  *‘bull’? . that the thorough
Saxon mind often fails to grasp when
on his first wvisitt to the Distressful
Country, whither he may have been
asked on some such good-natured invi-
tatlon as that of the fine old Irlsh gen-
tleman who told his Tnglish friend,
“‘1f iver yo come wilhin a mile or two
a4y my houss, I hope to goodness you'll
stop therel” Ie will be amazed to
find that possibly an extra doueur will
be expected by the carman ,who is
showing im Klllarney or Connemara,
on the ground that, *‘Sure, don’t ye
#ee that I druv yer honour for the last
twinty miles without a 1lynchpinl”? He
miay be startled at the graphic double
answer once given by a Dublin
‘“Jarvey” to an inquiry as to what the
three sculptured figures that suv-
Jmount the general post-office In Sack-
ville street meant. *‘Thim three fig-
ures are stuck up to show that it’s the
Post-office.” “DBut why? and who are
they?"” Then, determined not to be-
tray ignprance, the unswer came,
*“Chim three’s the I'welve A.postles,”’
**Those three' the——7?? ¢*Av coorse,
sure, ye wouldn't have them all out
together; the rest is insids soortin? the
letteis,’ Note, too. how prettily chiv-
alry blends with their wit,

Did ever lover say sweeter words than
those that DMyles-na-Copaleen gives
just at the tag of *the **Collen Bawn:"’
*Sure 1 am  a mother to her; Tor
didn’t IIbring her into the world a second
time? 'Take her, Muster ITardress; and
when ye die lave yer money Lo the
poor an’yer widow to me, and we’'ll
both be satistied?”.. Or i3 there a

‘otter or more delicate 1iltin any Scoteh

or lingiish song than the words of the
Irsh peasant watching the girl of his
heart footing it in jig or planxty on the
barn door: **Dance light, for my heart
it lies under your feet, love?’’ There
Is pathos, too, of w curlous sort in the
well-known dialogue between an Lng-
lish visitor and an old Irish butler who
answers the door in rusty black and
with tear-dimmed eyes, “Does the
O'Regan live here?”? “ITe dees, sir; bub
he’s dead, rest his sowl!” ‘‘Dear me!
how long is he dead?’ “'IPaith, if the
poor man had lived to Wednesday next,
he'd just been dead o  fortnight.”?
Then what historic good things ure re-
corded of the famons divines and legal
lights of Ireiand of the real order of
rapid wit, as distinguished from the
saylngs of Hir Boyle Roche, of *+bird”?
fdme, who asked the House of Com-
mons why they should do anything tor
posterity: **What hus posterity done
for us?”? apd 1 response to the burst of
laughter explalned, with profound
gravity, *“‘that by posterity he did not
at all mean our ancazstors, but those
who 1mmediately come after us,”’
Swife's words it would be superfluous
to quote, for his works speak for them-
selves; but Lord Norbury, whose legal
pogition was serious, flashed into the
duliness of law many bright sayings.
Nor let us forget the countless anec-
dotea -of Curran. When he had an-
gerad. Lord Carleton by his eloquence,
that Judge ordered the sherifis to take
Into tiuat.ody any one who would pre-
sumptuously dare to Ily In the face of
the Court. At this difieult moment a
swallow cireled round the Court, and
Curran at once said, *Mr. Sheriff, take
him into custody for showing his utter
contemptof Court by llying in his face.”?
Again, when Lord Care paid more at-
tention to his favorite Newfoundlana
dog at s feet, than to the ledrned
counsellor’s arguments, the latter ab-
ruptly stopped his harangue. *Go on,
Mr, Curran,”” said the Judge. *‘A
thousand .pardons, my Lord., 1
really took it for granted your
lordship was engaged in consul-
tation,”” Then, when he fought
his duel with *Bully” Iigan, and
the latter called the attention of the
seconds to the odds which, by the rea-
son of his diminhutive size, the master
of the rolls had over him, saying, I
might as well be aiming at the edge of
2 knife as at'his thin carcass,” Curran
sald at once, **Well, let the gentleman
chalk the size of my body on his own,
and let every ball going outside of that
line count for nothing.’” This was as
courteous as the behavior of the lame
gentleman fighting another duel, who
asked his opponent with profound po-
liteness if he wonld permit him to sit
on the neighboring milestone at the
cross-roads while they exchanged shots.
*“I'o be sure,” was the reply; “*and how
In turn grant me a small, and some-
what  similiar  favor,” ¢‘Certainly;
what do you require??? **Only leave to
£o and sit on the next milestone,” I'hat
quarrel anded in & towlef punch.

Iabled History of the Riddle.

I'he ancients believed that Lthe mon-
ster Sphynx was the Inventor of rid-
dles, The one she proposed for solu-
tion ig. this: “What animal 18 that
which goes upon four lezs 'n the morn-
ing, upon two at noon and upon three
at night?’’ Many porsons strove to ex-
plain it, but falled and were torn to
pieces by her. At length (Iidipus
solved it by saylng that the animal was
& man, who, in infancy, or in the morn-
ing of his life, ereeps upon his hands
and fédt and so goes npon all fours; in
the noon’of his life walks on two feet,
and in the night of old age requires u
stick and so totters upon three legs,

‘['ho Sphynx, enfaged at the discoy-
ery of her rlddle, threw herself upon a
rock and died,

Such is the fabled history of the first
rlddle; the true is not known, as riddles
are of remote antiquity, But we find
from Plutarch that in his days the
Greek girls often amused themselves
with proposing them for their com:-
panions to unravel.

—Napoleon at twenty-flve com-
manded the Army of Italy, At
thiirty he was ot only one of the most
illustrious generals of all time, but one
of the great law-givers of the world,
At forty-six he saw Waterloo.



