A Romance _[1_} Real Life.

By James Otis

Robert Myron was the son of an
English tenant-farmer, who in the
vear 1848 found his family expenses
incrensing 80 much faster than his
income that it was absolutely nec-
essary to decrense the former, since
the latter could not be made longer.

In the hope of being able to assist
his father in gome way, Robert came
to this country, and, failing to find
employment mnear the metropolis,
walked fromtown to townuntil when
near Rochester, New York, he was
hired as a farm laborer by Judge
James E. Berry. During six years
young Myron worked industriously,
sending nearly all of his enrnings to
his parents, and then came the snd
news that both father and mother
had died on the same day. After re-
covering from this shock it was but

natural the young man should begin I

to think of establishing a home for
himself, and quite as natural that
his love should go out to the daugh-
ter of his employer, who plainly
showed her preference for the young
man who had so devoted himself to
his parents. But Judge Berry, while
he recognized in Myron aninvaluable
farm laborer, had not the same views
regarding him as o sgon-in-law that
Miss Bessie had, nnd the consequence
was that the lovers, finding it impos-
sible to change the father’s opinion,
resolved to elope, and build up for
themselves a home in the tar West,
In 1885, with but a few hundred
dollars and the judge’s curse, the
young couple were married and set-
tled at Green Lake, Michigan, where,
at the beginning of the year 1862,
they were in reasonably prosperous
circumstances, with two children to
make glad their humble log eabin,
Their farm was situated several miles
from any settlement, and although
the Indians were rising against the

whites in many portions of the Stite,
neither Mr. nor Mrs. Myron felt any
uneasiness, because they believed
they had succeeded in  establishing
the most friendly relations with suel
of the “forest children” ns they enme
in contact with. Therefore they were
by no means alarmed when one day
five Indians stalked gravely into the
cabin, just as the noonday meal was
served. It had ever been Mr. Myron's
custom to invite such visitorsto par-

take of food, and on this, ason other |

ocensions, they readily accepted the
invitation; but greatly to the sur-
prise and uneasiness of their host, in-
stead of placing their riflesin one cor-
ner of the room, as usual, they held
them between their knees, the muzzles
of the weapons showing just above
the edge of the table.

Mr. Myron was too well versed in
Indian customs not to know that
such action on the part of his guests
meant mischiel. With the view of
showing them that he understood
the meaning of this breach of hos-
pitality, and in the slight hope of in-
timidating them, he arose from the
table, took from the rack on the wall
his rifle and fowling piece, and eare-
fully examined themn to show they
were loaded. Why the savages did

" mot attack him then is one of the in-

explicable things in Indian warfare.
Instead of making any hostile
demonstrations, they stalked gravely
out of the house, disappearing be-
hind a clump of bushes.

For the moment Myron believed he
had wronged his guests and that
they had taken umbrage at his
movements when their intentions
were peaceful. Still holding his rifle
in his hand Myrca stepped to the
open door for the purpose of ascer-
taining whether his guests had really
departed. When the farmer appeared
on the threshold the report of a rifle

was heard, and Myron fell, with a |

dangerous but not necessarily fatal
wound in his side,

Women who live on the border,
where they are constantly mennged
by danger, learnearly inlifg that they
must deny themselves woman's privi-
lege of fainting, When Mr. Myron
fell, his wife sprang to his defense
rather than assistance, Toelose nud
barricade windows and doors was
but the work of a moment where

everything  was  prepared  for
sieh  oceasions, and then the
herole  woman  turned  her  at-

tention to her husband eond children, |

The futher's wound bled but littles,
and save to stanch the blooad, the de-
voted wife could not aid him, excopt
by piling the bedding around him in
sueh oo way that, in o sitting posture,
he could fisee the closed door. The
temporary safety of the children was
secired by fastening them in the col. |
lar, here they would be beyond the |
reac® of wny lallets thelr lute visltors |
might sened, ol nftor she had por-
fected their plan of defonce she began
Lo assuiine Lhe offensive

By removing the wud that flled
the crevices of the logs ot the emd of
the house loopholes were  formed,
and throvg s these the hushamd wid
wife begun nn assaulit upon their foes
With his ritte Myron shot one of the
Inebbons, sl at the samne tine his wife
Killedd another with the fowling plee
By this time the foe, fnding their in
tended vietims more tenacious of ke
than they il slipjrged, resarted to
stratagemn to acvauplish the wassa
wre. Lo Uhe Dol was & cart half nlled
with hay in the stable yurd stoasl @
yobe @l uken quistly siting. To
faston the winimn
ot e pome ol von Lo the deadly
abin ol those 1 the house was acvom:

ol nggevedd with his

plished. To get the load of hay
agninst the building, that it might
be set on fire, was still more difficult,
and in this ease unsuccessful, for be-
fore it conld be done both husband
and wife hand ghot an  enemy, while
the fifth and only remaining one
sought safety in precipitate flight,

Ench wmoment the conflict lasted
the husband grew weaker, and medi-
eal aid eould not be procured with-
out a journey of 180 miles. To
traverse this distance there was no
other conveyance than the oxeart,
In this rude vehicle Mrs. Myron
placed her  husband and child-
dren, and not onee duorin
that tedious journey, made painfu
by the suffering of the man for whom
she had braved the dangers and dis-
comforts of a frontier life, was a halt
made.

At 8t. Cloud surgical aild was pro-
cured, and there, after Mr. Myron's
recovery, he sought work of any
kind that would bring in sufficient
for the support of his family, sinee
the tl(-;u-mlulimm of the Indians had
impoverished him. It was only by
the greatest exertions thaot Mr. My-
ron could keep hig family from actual
| want; and hearing that Inborers were
| in greater demand at Cape Girandeau,
lie, with his wife and children, em-
barked on the steamer Tidal Wave
for that place, after having remained
ant Bt, Cloud nearly o year.

The voyoge was never completed,
however, for when Tower Grove, Mis-
wouri, wns reached, a fire broke out
on the ill-fated stenmer, and in a
very short timeshe was burned to
the water's edge, The loss of life was
considerable, and among the missing
ones were the two Myron children,

For the second time Robert Myron
was homeless and penniless, with his
sufferings intensified by the loss ofhis
children, Perhaps it was fortunnte
for him that he was obliged to work
r\’l'l".\\' hard simply to keep the woll
l from the door, for it prevented him
| from brooding over his misfortunes,
| a8 even a stronger man might have

done,

During the two yenrs that elnlnml
after the burning of the Tide
Wave, Robert Mryon Ilabored

|im[usfriuunl.\'. but without suecess,
[ ko fur us the necumulation of world-
Iy goods was concerned; he had been
[ uble to pay the rent of . rude cabin
three miles from the village of Tower
Hill, and to furnish it scantily. But
the expenses attendent upon the
| birth of two children, and his own
severe illnesgs, during which he was
confined to his bed two months, had
exhnusted the small fund he had sue-
eeeded in saving to enable him to
remove to Cape Girardean,

Then eame o time when he econld
no longer find employment near his
| wretched home, and he sought it
some miles up the river, going and
returning each doy in a small boat,

Even when it appeared that mis-
fortunes was not wearied with pur-
suing him, for one night when re-
turping from his work, a stormeamse
up, which overturned his frail skiff,
and, nearly exhausted, he was thrown
upon a narrow bar of sand that
made out from u bank of the river
at the kpot where the Tidal Wave
was burned. On  this frail and
treacherous foothold he man 1to
remain during the night, in full sight
of the town, but unable ro attraet
attention to his desperate eondition.

The dawn of day revealed still more
horrors, for cloge heside him, having
evidently been unearthed by the
waves, was a skeleton of a human
being. At first Myron felt that fear
which seems to be natoral in man
when he sees the deserted tenement of
one of his kind; but the resting-place
which the waves gave to the living
and the dend was so small that he
was obliged to remain almost in ac-
tunl contact with the yellow bones,
As he gat by the skeleton waiting for
help from the shore, which seemed so
tardy in coming, he saw about the
ribs of the fleshiless frame a leather
belt. Curiosity overenme his terror,
and, unfastening the belt, he found
within it gold coin to the amount of |
| £5,000,
| That Robert Myron was in 2 fever
of excitement hiardly npeds to be told.
He had strogeled to the full strength
of wan many yvears, and was  hardly
more than a pauper when he should
have had nt least o spot of God's
footstool he could eall his own. The
Udead hod brought him what theliving
| hand refused.  To take the gold for |
" his own purposes seemed o theft, nnd
vt he who had fastened it nbout his
body could no longer use it. The
struggle  between his  conscience |
undd his necessity was a long one; bt
when those who eame to resene him
nrrived at the sand bar they lound
| i with a skeleton on which nothing |

could be seen, and no one could have
| funeled that the halldrowned man

succeeded in saving a small amount
of money—about half the price asked
—and offered to buy it if his note
would be accepted for the balane.
The bargain was made, and Myron
gtill continued to work by the day
for any oue who wonld hire him, till-
ing his own farm when he could find
no other work, Then he invested in
a very small way in stock, buying
when he could get decided bargains
only, Year by year he added to his
yonsessions, and his nelghbors called
iim a “thrifty” man,

All his investments weregood ones,
since none were made save with the
view of converting everything into
cash at o moment's notice if neces-
sary, and Robert Myron became n
wealthy man, As is usual, with
wealth eame the respect of his neigh-
bors, who, to show their nppreciation
of money, elected him to the office of
county judge.

During the year 1870 the inhabit-
ants of Tower Hill witnessed the de-
struction of another steamer by fire
at almost the exact place where the
Tidal Wave went down. Among
those men who labored to save life
none was more active than Robert
Myron, and his house was converte
into n hospitad for the reception of
those who were injured, but saved
from death,

Mrs, Myron was ns enrnest in her
efforts to comfort the distressed peo-

le as was her husband, and her la-
wor wad signally rewnrded by finding
among the unfortunate ones whom
phe was nursing her father, whom she
ghe had not heard fromsinee the day
she left his home to found another
with the man ghe loved above all oth-
ern,  The dnughters heart was made
still more glid when the old gentle.
man told her and her husband that
he had been sgenrching for them
several months in the hope of indue-
ing them toreturn to his lonely
home, or allow him to remain with
them,

Then he told a strange story, and
one which lifted a load that had
grown heavier with each succeeding
year from his son-in-laws heart,

In 1861, Mrs, Myron's aunt had
died, bequenting to her niece the sum
of five thousand dollars, Judge
Berry, half relenting that he had not
looked with favorupon hisdanghter's
marringe, hnd gent his clerk to carry
to her this legacy. The messenger
had written to his employer from
St, Cloud in 1862, stating that he
had traced Mr, and Mrs. Myron to
that place, but from there they had
gone, as he had reason to believe, to
Cape Girardean, which place he waos
about to start for in the stenmer
Tidale Wave, From that time Mr,
Berry had never heard from hisclerk,
and he believed he had lost his life
when the stenmer was burned,

As the old gentleman flnished his
story, the husband and wife gazed
at each other with an almost despair-
ing hope in theireyes, nnd it was only
with the greatest difficulty Judge
Myron couhd ask the question, “What
wus the man's name?"”

“Henry Parker.”

The load was lifted for evermore;
the money which they believed was
another’s belonged rightfully to them;
the investments made with a view to
being able to restore the principal at
any time insured their own prosper-
ity, and by purloining their own from
the dead they had honestly relieved
themselves from the thraldom of
poverty.

————— -

Yellow Fever Experiences,

From the New York Commercial Traveler,

“How is thefever usually treated?”
It isn't generally treated in any par-
tieular way. Every time it breaks
out the doctors have to experiment,
under guidance offormer experiences,
of course, until they find out what
treatment is best, for what answers
well in one outbreak frequently won't
answer at all well in another, Some-
times, as in Savaunah the last time
the fever was there, dry quinine on the
tongue seems to answer best. Some-
times other means are more effective,
The champagne treat ment is perhaps
more generally effective than any
other, hut there is scarcely enough of
that costly medicine at command to
supply the need in an epidemie, The
lute Dr, Gabriel Disoswny Ayres, of
Brookly n, onee told me that on one
aceasion he wos in n British West 1n-
din town when the fever wus present
there, He was traveling with o
friend and the two remanined n week
on the island,  One evening they
dined with o physician  there, and
next morning lenrned that he hadd |
il duving the night with the fever

*hadd found o trensure, That the hones |

1_ were those of one of the Jrvssengers of |

Cthe Tidad Wave, no one doubted, amld
[ they wore given n  resting-place
wmong the nnmeless graves of hose
whe b lost thedr hives in the disas- |
| T § No oo save Rolwrt \'\ ron el ]
his wile knew of the monevdslt, or
Chast o the lpshde of It cut deep in
the thivk lather, wos the pumwe
“Henry Poarks.'

Hut Myron, baviog this money, did |
wot diare 1o use It apmnly leat pwosjple 1
mhiomld s b hon how he got il He
wite thaut they
ahould use the goll for their own
benefit, but do it with the view of re
turning 10 i they should gyver Hud the
e mnn's hodrs,  This be hoped 1o
s by umlmu siivh Investuwhls os
eotbl be wadily reallasd Wk, o
that they Inl‘hl shaow themaselves ta
L ﬂwnl, wnvely Ul vl ted) stuwnrds

The cnbdn they lives) in
five neres of lnmd surrouiding i1, wiae !

e Myron  represetited to the awner |

'h‘.. lh"ﬂ" 'mlllln" ",

e fuald

!

Tale of the Selfish Giant.

Every afternoon, as they werecom-
ing from school, the children
used to go and play in the Giant's
garden,

One day the Giant came back, He
had been to visit hig friend the Cor-
nish ogre, and had stayed with him
for seven years. When he arrived he
snw the children playing in the gar-
den,

“What are you doing there?’ he
eried in o very gruff voice, and the
children ran away,

“My own gnrden is my own gar-
den,” said the Giant; “anyone can
understand that, and I will allow no-
body to play in it but mysell.,” Sohe
built @ high wall all around it and
put up a notiee bowrd:

“Trespassers will be prosecuted,”

Hpe was a very selfish Giant.,

The poor children had nowhere to
play. They tried to play on the
road, but the rond wos very dusty
nnd full of hard stones, and they did
not like it. Then the spring came,
andall over the country there were
little blossoms and little birds. Only
in the garden of the selfish Giant it
was still winter. The birds did not
care to sing in it a8 there wers no
children, and the trees forgot to blos-

som., Onee o beautiful flower
|lut its head out from the grass,
mt  when it saw  the notice-

board it was so sorry for the
children that it slipped back into the

ground again, and went off to sleep,
The only people who were pleased
were the Snow and the Frost, “Spring
has  forgotten this garden,” they
eried, “so we will live here all the
year round.” The Snow covered up
the gross with her great white cloak,
and the Frost painted all the trees
silver, Then they invited the North
Wind to stay with them, and hecame.
He was wrapped in furs, and he roar-
ed all day ulmut the garden, nnd
blew the chimney-tops down,

“Lean not understand why the
Hlpriu‘g is o late in coming,” snid
the Belfish Giant, ns he sat at the
window and looked out at his cold
white garden: “I hope there will be o
change in the weather,”

But the Spring never eame, nor the
Summer. The Antumn gave golden
fruit to every garden, but the Giant's
gurden she gove none. “He is too
eelfish,” she said. 8o it wos always
Winter there, and the North Wind,
and the Hail, and the Frost, nnd the
Sunow danced about through the trees,

One morning the Giant was lying
awake in bed when he heard some
lovely music. It sounded so sweet
to his ear that he thought it must
be the King's musicinns passing by,
It was really only a little linnet sing-
ing outshle{:iu window, but it was so
long sinee he had heard a bird sing
in his garden that it seemed to him
to be the most beautiful music in the
world. Then the Hail utulppml dance-
illj; over his head, and the North
Wind censed roaring, and a delicious
perfume ecame to him through the
open casemate. ‘1 believe the Spring
has come at last,” said the Giant;
and he jumped out of bed and looked
out,

What did he see?

He sawa most wonderful sight.
Through a little hole in the wall the
children had erept in, and they were
itting in the branches of the trees,
In every tree that he could see there
was a little child. And the trees were
0 glad to have the children back
again that they had covered them-
selves with blorsoms, nnd were wav-
ing their arms gently above the chil-
drea’s heads, The bivds were flying
about twittering with delight, nnd
the flowers were looking up through
the green grass and lnughing, 1t was
u lovely scene, only in one corner it
was still winter. It was the furthest
corner of the gavden, and in it was
stunding a little boy. He was so
stnull that he conld not rench up to
the branches of the tree, and he was
wandering all round it, crying bitter-
ly. The poor tree was still quite cov-
ered with frost and snow, and the
North Wind was blowing and roar-
ing above it.  “Climb up! little boy,"
said the Tree, nnd it bent its branches
down as low as it conld; but the boy
wus too tiny,

And the Giant's heart melted as he
looked out. “How seltish 1 have
been!™ he sald; “norv [ know why the |
Spring would not eome hore, | will
put that poor little boy on thetop ot

thetree, and then | will Knoek down the
wall, aud my garvdon shall be theehils
dren’s playgronnd for ever and ever,”

no business there to get away, " snld | had done,

Dr, Avees, "ol we took ship tl !
mext duy tar Havana

il 1 trented him with champagne |
without sayving anvthing about it to ]
wlarm the poassengers,  When he wis i
ot of dianger | takld l'wl.qlltllll Wil |
nE ones anel very lllu‘il‘rn“rl‘ il )
I you bet wnyiedy in Havana boow |
that you |‘|ilil'ﬁ'|| ' ll-"!llﬂl"ll!' Nt o
il with vellow tever they'll hoang |
vou™ The doctor inferresd that e

"l.-un'mg'hv Lewatinent, though o B !
varite oue with Lritish physiclons
wos d that Lime unkeown oy
1" -“lmlnnh Curiously  viough !
bellove nny other furm of nleabol i
shimmulatbon in yvellow ever kikls with
wontine f hiinge of 1l prrvecbmienn ool i R

g ton rifle, aid, of conirse, men uh--.l
wre hapddeinkers are doomed i 1 hey

ter sich wen are dooied wheowver

e the enrt and I for sade ot n price below s wal val i they got uny  vienkent disease. amld | when the |-ml-1- were golng to market

upon relleotios | way say they wiv
howomed ap hiom !

No he erept down stalrs snd opensd l

out into the garden, Dut when llm]
childhren saw Lim they wers so frgght. |
o] that they wll van awny and the |
gorden became Winter ngnin, Only |
the Hitle boy didd not run, for his eyes
wore so full of tears thnt he ol ot
wow Lhe Glanteoming . Andd the Giant
stode up bebind blm wd took  him
gently In his haned, woed puat him up |
Wt the brve,  And the tree beoke ut

onee o blossonn, nnd Che birdds core

| and u::f on i, sl the little boy i
sirety out his twor nrms mad Mang |

them arcund the Glant's neek, and |
Kissod b,  Amed the ather ehibldivn,
whens they saw the Glant was wot |
wiekedd iy logee come ranning bk,
il with thenn vome the solng. It
Is vour gorden wow, Btk ehildeen,”

il the | onee gei vellow fever, For that mats | sald the Glant, aml he ook @ great

wae and bnowkhed downthe wall. Al

nt 1Y o'vieek they B! the tllant
Phaving with the chillren s tie most

beautiful garden they had ever seen,
All day long they played, and in
the evening they came to the Giant
to bid him good-bye.

“But where is your little compan-
ion?"" he snid; “the boy I put into
the tree.” The Giant loved him the
hest beenuse he had kissed him.

“Wedon't know,” answered the

children; “he has gone away.”
“You must tell him to be sure and
come here tomorrow,” said the Giant,
But the children snid they did not
know where he lived, and never seen
him betore; and the Giant felt very
sad,

Years went over, and the Giant
grew very old and feeble.  He could
not play about any more, so he sat
in a%ugr- armehair and watched the
children play at their gnmes, and ad-
mired his garden, “I have many
beautiful lowers,” he said, “but the
children are the most beantiful flow-
ors of all."”

One winter morning Le looked out
of his window as he was dressing, He
dill not hate the winter now, for he
knew that it was merely the Spring
asleep, nmd that the flowers were
resting.,

Suddenly  he rulibed his eyes in
wonder, nnd looked and looked, 1t
certninly was o marvelons sight. In
the fartherest corner of the garden
wis a tree quite covered with lovely
white blossoms. Its branches were
all golden, and silver fruit lumrr
down from them, and underneath it
stood the little boy he had loved,

Downstairs ran the (Giant in great
iu)‘. and ont into the garden. He
istened neross the grass, nnd came
nenr to the ehild, And when hecame
quite elose his face grew red with
anger, and he said: “Who hath
dared to wonnd thee?” For on the
pulms of the ¢hild’s hands were the
prints of two nails, and the rprlnta of
two nails were on the little feet,

“Who hath dared to wound thee?”
eried the Ginnt; “tell me, that I may
take my big sword nnd slay him."”

“Nay!" nnswered the child; “but
these are the wounds of love.”

“Who art thon?" said the Giant,
and o strange awe fellon him, and he
knelt before the little c¢hila.

And the child smiled on the Giant,
and said to hinr, “You let me play
onee in your garden, to-day you
shall come with me to my garden,
which is Paradise.”

And when the children ran in that
afternoon they found the Giant lying
dead under the tree, all covered with
white blossoms,—Osenr Wilde,
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In a Bad Fix.

One hot day recently, says the New
York Sun, a young man wearing
side light whiskers, and a long,
crooked nose, betook himself to the
classic sands of Isle de Conie with the
#ole intention of taking a plunge in-
to the outstrtched nrms of old Fath-
er Ocean. Hoving deposited a 25-
cent piece with the man who is not
satisfied with the earth, but wants
to own the ocean, he received a bath-
ing suit made of Kentucky jeans.
The suit had seen its best days, and
was rapidly becoming bottomless
and very holey,

The long-nosed young musn man-
nged to hold the suit together until
he had buried himself in the surf.
Then he took a little dive, swam un-
der water for o little distance, and
when his head reached the surface
once more he found himself sur-
rounded by o bevy of mermaids, He
felt something entangling his feet,
and reaching down h:ﬁimeovml that
—oh, horrors!—that the lower part
of his suit had dissolved partnership
with the upper part. He was in a
pretty fix. Summoning a friend he
commissioned him to go after anoth-
er suit of Kentucky jeans. While
waiting for the return of the Iriend
the young man modestly swam out
beyond the ropes and came near be-
ing drowned,

The friend returned with the new
suit and then began a struggle with
the waves that has never before heen
equaled. The young man raised u
leg in order to inease it in the new
suit, A heavy wave came along and
knocked him over. The spectators
tittered. The girls blushed and thé
action was repeated. At last, after
un hour of hard work, with the as-
sistance of no less than twelve per-
sons, the young swimmer managed
to get into the new suit, The young
mwan was very bashful and coneluded
he had enough of salt water bathing.
Onee more he stood upon the clussie
sands of the ishand  inwardly betting
himsell 50 conta that he'd never Lo
caught again in o snit of Coney s
land Kentueky jeans,

— o —

Able to Read in the Dark,

“1 thought it tine for men who had | He wis really vory sorry for what he | From the lndiananolis News.

“You have heard of men with ent's
oyvea? maked Federal Marshal How-

In the night | the froant door quite softly, and went | ke
L my friend wos selged with the fever, |

“Well, this man Johnson, alins Eid-
words, nlins Hrown, wiho wios relonsed
winder  the  poor  convied law
b i panie of that varlety. They say
un ot the Penitontinry that he can
ressd bn the dark and that bhiseyosare
fuiely hinous, One of the guards

skl tha Johoson, allas Edward s,
alins Brown, could se a guird
thromeh o briek wall ™

— . —

A vurions  faet rovealsl by  the
]ﬁhm'mt.qoh--t = that |u~u|nln- grner

¥ o wol know thelr own  voloes
The hoaluind will revogniee the wik's
Vaskow b phonograph, and the wike
will pecogniae the  hasheand's, b
pelther will reeognise thelr oun
speenh.  This must be mighty disap
pestmbingg to b mam who thinks bim
soll @ siivory dongusl  araton - Troy

A Poctical Wife,

I was writing busily one moruing
when a young friend of mine came in
and dropped into a chair, with a
long, deep sigh,

“Tired, Ben?” 1 inquired absently
—adding, “There’s the morning pa-
per. T'll be at leisure presently.”
"“Ob, dash the morning paper!
Dash the whole newspaper press!”
I have eaphemized his expletive a
little,

“Why, what’s the matter, Ben?"

“Matter? What isn’t the matter?
My wife kays she’s the coming Co-
rinue of Amerien,”

I began to feel interested.

“You see, it is in this way. When
your paper came out with her first ef-
fusion, he forthwith went to the con-
clusion that she was inspired, and
begnn pestering the editorial frater-
nity of the whole country with her
ry thmical rococo.”

“Oh, that’s all proper.”

“But she didn’t stop there, durn it.
One evening 1 went home, kissed her,
asked if dinner was waiting, and she
began:

My love, the banguet soon will be
Npread with the best of food for thee
Al our new walter from the sands
O fwr-off trunsatlontie lnods
Will help theo to menu e,
Ineluding old Falernian wine.'"

“Must have been exasperating,” I
gnid, in a condoling tone,

“Exansperating? Yes. Yonu hit the
needle pop on the optic. And she
went on in the same strain until bed-
time, winding up as follows:

* My dear, you know full well it shiocks

Me through and through when in your
weokw

I wew 1 hole; 1 have the yorn
This awful orifiee to darn,’
“After breakfast, as [ was leaving
the house, I heard a voice in the
upstairs hall snying:

" ‘Now, Jone, manipulate the broom
I\I\ ll"ll' dext'rous biind in every room,
hiti—
“I fled. When I went home at half-
past twelve that night my wife met
me with a frown and hissed flercely:

*rout of my wight, thou laggnrd! Out of my
wight, L sny,
Heck thee another lodgment till the dawning
of the doy;
Here in my healthy broomstick, there s the
Gpren door;,
Btun, oh reerennt husband! as thou pever hast
run beforel’
“That made me mad,"”
“Naturally,”
“Yes; 8o I began:
A This is my costle,madam:hors will [ wtay,

vow,
Till rolleth the radiant sunboama over the
mountain brow;
And, listen, my own compauionif I cannot
wtay with thoe,
T'll stop with Jenny, the houssmunil—'
“She said: 4
“ o Well, we—will—see!”
“Did that remedy the defect?”
“Yes, till this morning, when she
began agnin,”
u‘l_! ‘,“.-. 1"
“You see, my tronsers were ont of
order,and I begged her to put a little
nteh under my conttails, That fived
1er off angl she whizzed:

“ {Oh, for the rare and rdiant Junes
Ereever I thonght of thy pantaloons:
Ere ever I thought that thy love se

Would do
L4 0
Ufuflh’y-—'q? toask me to puteh theseat

Just then the door opened; a pink
and white vision of beauty appeared
upon the threshold and began:

‘:‘Begj_n'l.nln. motheris coming to day,
s

“1fthat is the case there's the doyil to pay,"
moaned Benjamin, and vanished
from my sight.

D 6+ E—
A Narrow Escape,

A few days ago a party of ladies
from the East were doing Yellow-
stone Park, and in the course of
their rambles they strolled in the
vicinity of the crater of the geyser,
and one daring spirit essayed to
penetrate the mysteries ofa spot
where frequent, but fruitless efforts
have been made to find the bottom.
She pussed in safety along a narrow
ridge which divides a pool of boiling
wuter, and peered into the depths ol
the ;!slllg\-mm crater a few foet dis-
tant. Faithful geyser derives its
name from the fact that every 55
minutes thers is a discharge from its
depths  which replenishes the pool
neur which the venturesome tourist
stood.  Premonitory symptoms of
nn eruption are conveyed by a Liss-
ing sound ns of cseaping steam, and
the day in question tourists had
been l\'\-um-ul.ly notified of this faet,
* % % Suddenly there was the
usual sign given by Fuithful geyser
of its intentions, and the lady tourist
startlod by the sound, shrieked and
fll backward into the pool of hot
water. About ten feet distant the
vinter yawned in front of ber, and in
her fruntie efforts she was rapidly
drifting  townrd  the bottombess pit.
At this  juncture  Private Coyle
fwavely sprung It the  holling
water Lo the reseue of the unfortun-
nte vietim of her cuviosity, aml,
untsindiul of the fuct that he waa
bedng badly seabded, suceoslod in sav
ing the tourist and himself.

. — -

An rate woman entervd o dey
gouds stoure the other doy sl ace
vombedd e of the vlorks:  “1've come
o Bl ont what you wean by chargs
g e o doller Satunday night for
that talde spread and M
:‘- (NI ml.i‘kohll "

o D conts.

v st chanew !upl,::,

“You mistook me, wadam,
sposded the roady clerk,
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dodlar. Amd It w
down ta G0 ovata
= Philladelphin Call,




