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CHAPTER XVIL

It was the pext morning

“A lady for you, miss; Mra. Flonneet,”
and a secvant of the hotel nshered o Miss
Bmythe's friend,

“My dear girl what made you come
here? | bave only just lesrned of your
whereabouts from that terrible German
Jew—"'

“Territle, Mm Flouneet ™

“Funey, he was at my honse at break
of day, Meant wsil, 1 dare say, but It
would never do to have a Jew seen about
the place.
wible—"

“0rh, Mre. Flouncet, how could you ¥

“Dear child, West Kensington has it
prejodices, to which one must ecouforin.
Put on your hat and let s drive home
quickly. | received Miss Smythe's letter,
telling me of you, & week ago. (dd crea
tare, isn't she? Suar, [ ean't possibly
tnke you back like that. Unlucky abogt
your trunk, is it not* Tell me, does Hos
sinn green become you

“And he was so kind—"

“Whom are you tnlking of 7 Ah, that
German Jew. Wl he was kind, no
doubt. But we are not stonr-hedrted,
wvither, You should never have meceptsd
hia kindness, dear. Why did son not
drive straight to me? But, come. no more
sarcasm.  We're going 10 welcome yon
very warmly at Kensington, to cure you
of all your prejndices, even In favor of
German Jewn. | positively shudder when
1 remember that man—his pronunciation:
his nose. This ia my shop.
Russian green will become  you; bat
choone just an if you were my daughter.”

Sa, langhing nnd chatting, the lady of
Wit Kensington preceded the girl into
A large, handsome shop, and before long
they were driving away with a large
well-fillw] box.

One week later Elizabeth wrore 8 long
letter home:

“Dear Mother und Nora—So here | am
In Stonemar. You got my letter telling
you of my arrival, | soppose, Well, now 1
will tell you ax much of the Stonemarinns
as [ well ean after eight days spent in
their midst.  To begin at the beginning
Mrs. Flouncer put me in the train snd
wished me every happiness,

“Now to the Dosems, e is o rcipher,
and acknowledges her superiority, which
Is, of course, us it ought to be,  She |s
excesding!y elever, hut there's one rhing
abont Lher | dou't like, she has cruzes,

“Ope of these is homeopathy.  Almost
the first thing on my arriving, she asked
me: "Did I believe in homeopathy ¥

“1 belleve. mother, when T put this Mrs
Desem into one of my povels, thers will
not be a reviewer in England but will
say #he is that impossible thing—an hn-
ponrible Eunglishwoman: and 1o think she
is this minnte sitting o me, with
“Stuart Mill' o1 her lap, aud a box of what
Tom would eall “weeny” pills beside her—a
renl live produoction of the Feglislh town
of Stonemar.

“You uesd pot be sumrised if my Jet-
ters by degrecs assume a homeopathic,
philomophical enloring.
trulsm' nnd pills form the themes of our
converantions,

“Now, good-hy.
‘typex.’  Your awn old

It's fun stodying

“BET.”

So much for first mpressions.

Here is a letter written nioe months
afterward:

“Family—I am weary, Ihnrlings, | am
homesick., Comedy, comedy, comaody, nnd
no love, Whilst 1 write my witers 1 am
dying of homesickuesa. Whilst I lough
at them, the tears are burning behind my
eres,

“They are not bud. Folks tell me they
are rery kind. Teaple are pever more
than ‘kind’ in Engiand, I believe. Ia one
o old at eighteen that one should need
nothing but ‘kindoess’? that one should
need no love?

“My darlings, when—"

Here the letter stopped. 1t was never

sent to Ecks.
Three montha afterward the writer,
Elizabeth, was in her home again.

CHAPTER XVIIL

“My chid!"

“My own dear Elizabeth!”

“Dear ones, yes: crush me.  It's lovely
to fee! your armm about me. Another
kiss, my mother! Where's your hand,
Nora? Home aganin! ome! home!” and
in sheer joy the tears ran down the girl's
face. “*My dear ones, how do yon look?
1 cannot see you. My happiness blinds
me. Home! home!”

Great joy Is pitiful to see; as pitito! as
great

“Home! home!" nnd the tears poured
down the girl's face,

Why wis she so glad to be home?

“And there's work for me, my mother?’

“Yes, dear.”

“And I shall be no drag on yon ¥

“Drag, child? No, never.”

- “Mother.”

“What, dear?

“It's dark. Bend down to me.”

The lnothed,r bmh:'ud t.hhthngirl kisned her
passionntely on forehmd and cheeks,
agsin and again,

“Three hundred and sixty-five nights,
mother, and no one to kiss ooe and say
gond night. Three bundred and sixty-ve
‘mwrnings, and no one to kiss ane and say

LRI

w,m their hall door—
‘s that—a letter from Dorry,

. 5

I treated him as coldly as pos- |

I'm sure |

Motaphysics. nl !

I
¢

Her bhappiness will

Never mind!
be stale when mioe is fresh.
*I kisse my mother opn her hand and

now.

l;uml-h'\_
“DORRY."
“So yon passed the exnmination all
right, Bet”" asked Nora two weeks lnter
[ “Yes, and went straight to the court
lapd got sworn, amd pow the embassy
| work will be mine, and—I've another

e, family, Listen,” apd she prosduosd

a slip of paper from her pocket, and read
| its coutents alood, in Germaa and Eng
lish.

“The English is mine, family. [ s
German songs are published with Euglish
words., 1 mean to offer wine, mother.”

“It ean do no harm."

cheeks, as do the Rossians

“Harm, mother! [It's a magnificeat
speculation! Stamps in the bouse ¥
The mother smiled

“1 don’t think there are”

“Then T'll go straight snd bur some
wid send off my letters at onee.”

The speculation anewered: and, what
with tenching, transiating for the embas
| 85 and for music firms, the second Miss
Deubiigh was fairly set atloat, when, In
the temporary almence of the elitor of
Liehrecht's “Continental English Week-
5.7 whe was appoioted editress of that
magnzine.

"Wasn't it only a few days ago we re

celvidd Darry's last remittenee™’ ankod
| Norn one dny
| The words were sald lightls Dorrr's

| remittnnees were alwars welcome, hut
| hind not been so necded of Iate that her
mother was not uble to réjoiee in this one
bt her “Jast.”

“Here's Tom,”™ she added, “coming up
| stairs with a letter, and shoutlog ‘from
Russin! from Russla! from Russia?” Per

| =g .
haps it's to say she haws set ont. Ferch it

I should be, that be might lear death; bow

Liztwth.™

CHAPTER XIX.
“Mother, dear mother, spenk!

u ward; oh, morher, speak™
“Hush, Lizbeth, you'll kill her!
But the girl, thoughtless of all exeept

Wer turror, still bent over the pale mother ‘

It only I

“Speak, darling, speak one word. We
arv here, Nora and I Mother, you have
two children still.  Oh, mother, ook ap!™

But her words fell unhosided, The fats) |
lettor =till tightly elaspnsd in ber hands,
the mother sat, ber eyes gazing tar away, |
Was ehe in thonght onte more by ler
ehild—her lust born, as it had lalo in its
erndie some seventecn summers Defore®
Little Dorry. who had uever known an
ecarthly father's love, hgd® siimed 1o e
long more ta her wother than either of
the other girls,
Theadsrn, *Gift
21t are lonns;
child Dorry for

She Mud lwen nnmed
of Giod.” but Hu-i'-]
and He bnd but lest the
a thue to cheor her wid

pwed mother, Short Indosd hid beso hes
1ifis; short as that of a fower, which.
springing ap In the morning, gladdons the
heart daring the burden and best aof the
day. but which ere close of ov euing falils
its brizht petals.

Anid ns her life had boon, lier death was
—one of sclf-snerifioe.  Her pupi! had
gone twyond her depth while hathing in
the river, and Dorry seelng ber dunse
| though she eonbl not swim, bnd fol

her to try and save her. She rene

child, and eanght lier in lier a
| the wnters wonld have their prey,
eclutebed them bith, & later
the two were found, Jocked it esch other's
Arine,

The letter which bore the tidings was |
writien by the father It breathed o
every line the affectlon felt tor the brase
girl; it dwelt npou her gentle, loving ways
and that doble upselfishness and  high
sense of honor, by which she had awnk-
ened feelings of respect seldom inspired
by one so yoang. It concluded with the
words: “My wife and T have lost two chil
dren; for your Dorry was as dear to s
as our own ehibll.™ And inclossd in it was
little Dorry's own last letter, full of fun
and merriment.

“Denr wee Parent—DId 1 not always
say we were o jolly family? Nora giv
ing coneerta, Lizbeth editress, and [ pack-
ing up to go home: and so well and strong
—prettier, too, they tell we, than T gsed
to be. How do you like to henr that
Norn? Two belles in the family, not
edunting Bet, who would scorn the name
of belle, of course —unless we enlled her
Belles-Lettres. (A little touching up might
make a really good pun of thix)

“Denries, bow happy T am!—too happy,
I sometimes think, T onght 1o be a little
and, for ther are =20 good to me hore.
Maother, you're not jealous, are yon, that,
after you and the girls, I love this Rus
sinn mother, this Russian father? They
have trented me like their own danghter,
Bat I am eldest here, and at home '
youngest. I've been playing grown-up so
long that [ want to be a child again, my
mather's youngest.

“Dear ones, how I've looked forward
1o this month, this week; and now I'm, oh.
so happy. If you knew how the sun s
shining, and the river ia shining. Here |
must stop writing, for 1 am off to bathe
in the Dnleper, where I shall think o
the Danubwe, and that in a week 1 -hal?
be mailing up It to my home.

“Darlings, be n jolly family!

“Your own happy, ha
“DOKRY."

“Why don't you read it, Nora?"
“T ean't, mother,”
The mother took It, dried her tenrs and
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lite? Had uny oue stroked the soft, dark
curks, aol kissed the girl for her motber? |

Sarely; for sbe bhad wet with love s
Hussin.

A white murble cross, surmountiog a
bloek of rose grauite, marks Dorry’s rost
Aug place—a tribute erected o ber weiury
by the parents of her pupll

It is very silent in the Rassinn ehardh
yard, but somelimes o peasant pauses by |
the grave of the roung English gird, and
i his simple langunge mntters 4 prayer
for her, becagse of bher loving ways 1o |
ward him and bis when sbe used 1o ronm
the village, and, ia broken Russian, speak |
to the villsgors; sud because bhe pities the
child laid 10 rest in his home, so far from
the home of her people; though the “little
father™ has sald that the dead have all
one home, and are equslly pear to thelr |
people, wherever their last earthly restivg
place way be

And the “little fatber” in Russin is the |
villuge priest, and what he says is wise
and good,

CHAPTER XX.
“It is & miserable condition of human
untuee, this geed of distemetion, and even
though Providence wills] that wo man

ofren amid these same distractions do we
ot feel ourselves selzed by remorse that
we are capable of them, whilst a touching
end resigned volce seems to say to us
You whom | loved, have you then for
gottén me™"

Those are benatifal words, by a woman,
Noae but a4 woman ceold, perhaps, write
s,

Who are the dead that are so ernel?

“Grent and pure affections.” says an-
ather Freneh writer—not o woman, *have
slwuys that good, that, after the happi
neas of having experienced them, there
the happiness of remembering

remins
them. ™

There ts more of poetry in Madame de
Sinel's wonds, but more of truth in Al
nndre Dumns'

A year had passed sinee that terribl
day that brought the news of Dorry's|
death, Her sisters had not changed per
ceptibly,  They were dressing., and had |
laid nside thelr wourning for the firs
time

Whilst ther dressed
girls talk

*“1 wonder is Darry looking at os now
Nora, and reproaching us? Elzabeth |
said, and her lhw quivered

Some women ean smile when the heart

they talked —as

such are lburn eomforters
of these, Tears are for the
miost et selfish: there s always some
be gny fur. No stern solee whis
»: “You whom I loved, have you

stren me ™

n hles<ln

\‘u]‘h Woas

ong to
pered
then fori
The girl in the steppes wna not forgnt-
The deal mnst not needs he forgot
ten becutise the
“Sometiines 1 thiok she langhs with us™
Nora had said
Perhaps she did

onr dear ones tar

k

living are remembercd,

It I» sl 1o think of
Ing inta grim, reproach

ful specters—sweeter to think of them as |

we knew them in life, n Jitthe ideslined, |

perhaps; better mtill, oot ldealized at all

To Nora. ll-ur.'_l' e e |
droll clild, with her aversion to thiugs

lsonking “poor,” with her pet spesch lhar|
might huve leen more elegantly waordwl

had Doory been in the least an "o-1--;am"J

|

|

the drull,

yontig lady, which Dorrr was not:
Cheer ip, dearies, and be a jolly family
COHAPTER XXI
pbjection to ovnr leaving

“1 have oo r
Mrs. O Brien

Dablin for the (Countinent, |
All | way s, puy for tranks | will not— |
not one (arthing.”™ |

Mr. (FBrien was evidently in enrnest, |
M O'18 i
the Cout

Gl !i»f lnst irip to

well, more thau

Mr. iV Briea was preparsd to pay |
“1 never meant 1o take tranks “”"ll
w7 said thine lady  uow |

Inst Yenr wns
(saftening a lir

they Wore th us
“You, me Joar’”

“Morie thau terrible it was seandalk: |
otgs!
ax was, Marls™ tsating himself).
“ny I was famopux—wr
T
] hinkie

Wi wlonld
r. OV Hs: i
juite plackl. He
st Mes. O'Briem

3. Afteran oot of oX

am was o outde him )
It is not o |

ik ol
A passiotidle ta
how 1o avorl a =t

fravaguauee hvt
in the matter of lnveighing
b spstem.

sl

“As st ax ever you are ready, M
(' Bricn.  As we are to take o trunks
with us, thers will be no packing.”

Four days afterward an Irish family,
copsisting of Mr. (VBrien, thelr thres
danghters and their son, stood on the
Flushing platform, ench member of the
party, excepting Mr. O Brien, senlor. be-
iug eguippsd with two large onrpet brgs,
or, as an Irish porter had eallied them,
“earpet trunks.”

“Maorgoret, me dear.,” suld Mrs, O Drien,
addrensiong ber eldest danghter, a tall,
nngulier girl, who wes liternlly Iowed De-
neath the weight suspended from ler
nrms: “You corry them as if they were
heavy., Shorlot., you are not giggling, !
Bopie, ™

Bhorlot, otherwise Charlotte, was the
wecond Miss O°Brien. Something in her
wother's remark to ber slster had exident-
Iy tickled her senne of the comical, She
was giggiing.

“Where's Gurldine? egntinued Mra
O'Brien.  “Garldine! Gurldine!”

Alas, Geraldine had found her burden
more than shé could bear, and, dropping
a bag on each side of her, had herself
dropped  between  them, and there re-
muined n pititul representation of sorrow,
uged eight

“Horry, go and rouse ner op!™

Iu another winnte the young msn was
beside her,

“Huot, Horry, you can't earry four!”
wiid fiernldine.

“Yen, I can, Gerry; come along.”

Meanwlile a porter had walked up to
the ladies, and saked in German:

“What class®"

“Swy, su Ecks,” sald Mrm. O Brien.
holding up two fingers to smphasize her
words, and mnjestically surveying the
irain,

“Swolty closay,” added Mr. 'Brien,
who pigqued bimself on knowing some
German.

“Hgre we are, mother,™ cried the girls,
who had meanwhile found out the ear-
riage; whereapon the whole party got in,
excepting Harry, who remained outslde
to hand in the bags,

“One, two, three, four,” said Mm
(' Brien, an she took them from him, and
holsted them up on the shelf provided for
this purpose.

“Welll”

“Hm!"

The exclamation came from & Iady and
ientleman mul" Whether it

L indo o diesy llglvle,

| cllaber~"Easy, Bees usin' de X ray.”

elirited the interjectious, the writer kuows
oot

“Five, six, seven eight, pine, ten,” com-
tinued Mrs. O'Brien calmly, as she took
up four more. “That's all” she added
when she had distributed them among her
furully
!y serthed, dears”

They looked & comfortabile party. Mre
L Brieu, & chronie sefferer from gout, was
practiviog what Diderot ealls the “gri-
waer patbetique” goder a bug lald acrose
bis knuess. Charlotte, pever rewmnarkable

for stendineds, atid tiow really enervated, | §
! i

was (odulging in the delight of aweet aix-
teen und giggling., for which her elder
wister, Margarer, was frowning seversly
at her, whilst little Geraldine wan sob-
bing her heart out bebind and under an
vuormous bag which was croshing her
sminll, fat person

Nobidy spoke.

It was the first
'Brien insisted on
without luggnge.
day

This is what the second Miss O Brien,
with the astutencss of sixteen, fully ree
ognized, and most anxlous was she to tw-
part the fact to her younger sister,

“l say, Gerry "

“Lan’ me Tlone, Shordol!™ eame the in-
dignant answer Gerry was Lol D &
tinsd fur cotiversation

and last time Mr,
his wife traveling
She had ecarried the

CHAPTER XXII.

“Eoks!™

The (V'Briea family were st their dest
nation

“Ah, Miss Denbigh, how charming of
you uow 1o come and medét us!”

The speaker was Mr. (VBrien, as be
grasped Nora's band, then turned to her
sistor

“And how are vou, Miss Elizaboth ¥

“Quite well, thank yon, Mr. O =

“Darlings, how o—r you?" sounded the
volee of Mes O'Brieu nt thls moment, as
she rushed up atd emnbraced both girls
rapturonsly, adding, arlot and Morg'
ret, come bere, nod kiss the Miss Den
hehs. You enn't forgotten  the
litnle girls you used to quor] with,™

Thuos plesanstly remindiéd of the by
gone times they had spent together, the
Drenbigh nud irten pirls kissed each
yTectipnately Muorgnret thenu in
troducsd “me tirother,” with whom Nora
shook hands cordially, FElicabeth favering
Bim with a distant how

hnve

other

“And where s your luggage, Mrs
O0'Brien ™"
“There, at some distance, dorling -4Sur!

dine's minding . We brought ne tronks
with os. Mz OV Brine doclarisl he wonld
not move o step out of Chrlagd if we did
So | packed all we pesded into ten corpet
Me dear, almost killisd us
stiothervid twien But
veere these disagreenbles compnrad
to the knowledgze that Mr. OV Brine's gogty

one of them all the warr

hings thipey
Gurldine

wilint

wis

swibiee o give the reader an

" naer in which Mre O Brien

deliverwd hvrself of this speveh, e would

probably wdmit be lind hever sven 8 better

Wit af « I¥: bt therein Des the *dis

agreealile™ of writing. that what is best §n
life joses in bwing peenned

“35t down, e

Heall Tom. You

junintance.”

musl make earh T
The speaker was N am shie Ll Miss
breraldine drawing room,
then went (o pursuit of Tom
“Tom: Tom!™

sounded her volee (o the

garden
Stennwhile Tom was not there, but in
the pext roogy to Miss (VBrien. In nn

other o drawing room,

b siiwe that youne Inds, With much gray
ity ‘hee appremched the sofy
“Who are 3 |
No young
the q ]
'

I'm not littler than youl

To plnee baek (o inck was the work of
a mument, aud proved that Miss O Brieu’s
caienlntion was core _

“What e your name®" asked Tom.

“Me nume s Gorldine”

Hine what ¥

“Me entorer name in Gurldine Durf
O Brine.”

Miss (VBrien curtailed the last name
the Freuch

Hiberning

Slrerad

nili! gave
prefin “D'Urfe” ad equnilly
priouneistion.

“Whnt's Dhirfy 7 asked Tom, l‘r}'l,‘

o b 7 Don't ye koow Frineh " asl
ed the owner of the unbjoe nose,

“Na 1w you

LT pewer learat Bt ye 'magined
yerself so Ulg 1 thought muyle ye knew
wore than me"™

Was it possitile Miss “O'Brine’s™ tose
was rising?’

“Is Durfy French¥
Tom, his ipquisitiveness by o
Jessesed by this satirieal onthurst

bl

“And why ik your name French, Ger
aliline ¥

“Me name Is Gurldine. and me name’s
0V Brine: that's Oirish, snt 07

“But Durfy 7"

“*Thet's Frineh—"cause we're of Frinel

ealmly continue]
thaeabis

disthrnction.  An® now 1 bope ye're sal
Iefied,”
Tom Dweobigh wasn't: but there was

something in his companion’s tone that
made Lim deem it wise to drop further
Inquiry.

“Ar-rent ve satiefied 7 asked the little
girl

This wans encourngement.

“How do you wpell Durfy, i‘wml‘rllno?"

“May be ye'll understand if ye see it
written,” aod Miss (F Brien dived into her
pocket, and produced o small, soiled
tiote-book, on n leaf of which she wrote,
ite & elear, boyish hand, “Geraldine d'Urfe
O Brien."”

“Do yo understand now? Did ye fver
see n unme like that?

“Yeu: at home, in Treland, I knew n
little boy named O'Brien; but he bhad no
Freoncl destruction about him, If that's
what Duarfy means.”

“Feinch disthraction, I sald. A com-
mon child, eh?"

“He wasn't a grand child, 1 knew lots
of O'Briens in Ireland, O'Brien's a very
common Irish name, my sunt says."

“It it's low she means, O'Brine's not
low; and If y¢ menn to suy we're low—"

Tom winee.,

“Indeed | don't, Geraldine.
golng to play with me ¥

“l am. | like ye, Tom™

With this astounding announcement the
young Indy jumped op and kissed Mr
Denbigh, who, “en homme gallant,” re
turned the embrace nothing loath, Thus

Are yon

was an acqunintance struck up hetween §

Mr. Tom Denbigh and Miss Geraldine?
O'Brlen. v
- (To be eontinued.)

How He Found Them, , the
Con—"How are you finding things
these bard times?" Mike, the Porch:

“How glad 1 s we're casilarta- |

| -

Snow Rhocs.
They are worti 1o prevent the tray
wlor from sinking into the soft surface

of the snow. If teatsters could pr
vent the sinking of thelr wagons by
whde tires, and thus lgol dooble the
load in all cuses, they wonld ot ones
adopt the broad tremd The tronhle s
however, that wost roads will hold ap
the tnrrow tire for a thoe, amd as the
roadd doesu’t belong to the drivers, 1he
evil Is perpetusted until the whechnen
corae along and (nstitue legisiation

The Way to Vote,

The Good Ronds Club, of Atlanta,
(e, has lustructed s secnstary o
write to all candidates Tor the position
of county vommissloners, nsking tlat
they forwnnd the clule a written stite
ment of thelr views in regard to roads

Aud why not? Whnt nre
slonsrs for? "The position 18 not & par
tieularly orunte one and Lence it should
b of some proctlon] nse to the puablie

A goodd system of highways throwgh-
a conuty would b of more real
benefit than anythilug else comnission

s conld | Qe TR

OIS

ot

Vioteors Iimve o right 1o know a moan's |

floas cotcerning this Tmportant gues
ton before putting him into sn oifles
e I8 not caleulated 1o properly il

Don't buy a plg In a poke.  Don't
vote for nuyone who Isu't willing to do
all he ecan, within reason, to HO Lis
community out of the mud

Hallots mnke good Igellast when prop
erly utilhized,

Juat Think!

Gk, think of the farmers who eome aond
g0

Throuigh a sorey rond ke 110s!

Adnd think of
Lwl-'“.

And the gocd ropds” joxs they miss!

grier they peeds must

And think of the poor dumb brutes that
ronel

Throweh ahe wmpd til) they faint and
rall!

And think of the eyelers who
wher',
O worond like thix, st all

Crinnot

Recretary of State's Salary,

In June, 1782, Mr. Livingston iour
first Secrelary of Siale, Known then gs
Secretary of Forelgn AMMairs,) resignm
Lo aceept the offiee of Chaucellor of the
State of New York., We do not wonder
that with n salary of ouly £4,000 he
shonld have sald he wis compellad 1o
deaw upon his private fortune to suge-
port the otfiee, That s been the fate
of ail, or practivally all, of his sueces-
sars; for, whlle the fckliry of the oo
liis bieen for puiny yeurs Just twioe that
peceived by Mre Livingston, S5O0, the
expemditures necessary to malnulo the
social position whileh enstom hus ay
slgned to the offiee are greatly mors
than the salary, A Becreinry of Stite,
who waintalos an estaldistoent and
enteriains the foreign Minksters mmd 1he
sreneral publie with the generons hospt-
tality now expected of him, will owe
el grativgde o lils major-demo, I 5t
the end of a four years’ terin he has no:
contributed from his private foriane 1o
the support of his offfes o song greator
hiati the salary he has recelved, This
woan evil, for it may appen that the
it best fittead for the office may refuse
ft—or lenve it ag Livingston did-—-rathe;
than sacrifice a small private fortune
to wocinl demands,  Diuners were, 'n
Livingston's tlme, ax now, diplopmat]»
ngencles, ne well as boperative goclal
events.—Ladles' Home Jonrnal.

A Rat's Fonidness for Kparrows,

A rat thot catehes and eats birds s
the latest novelty on the West Slila,
Under a sldewalk at 12th apd Loomis
wireets lives n rat. From the lzge of e
redent and bis gray hatr whiskers It |s
evidently an old resident In the enigh.
horhood,  Unlike some other rats, t
does not depend on eliessie and biread
for s living, but prefers a nlee, juiey
KPATTOWw,

On the corner sfnds a bollding ocen-
phed W a saloon, and In front of the
snloon I8 o watering trough, where
tenmsters allow thelr horses 10 slake
thelr thirst. The teqmsters also find
the place a very convenleut one to fesd
thelr horses while they sample the pro-
prietor's free lunch nud liger heer. A«
& rosult the pavement |s thickly strewn
with onta ptshed out of the feeding
sacks by the hungry hormses,

An armny of spnrrows has been ae
tracted to the place, and each moming
the pavement I8 eoverod with the little
fellows enating thelr bhreakfast.

The rat, having enltivated a taste for
sparrows, now has one for breakfast
every day. Hangers-on around the
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place have come to watch the manen-
vers of the rat every morning. Boop

" A i
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arter daylizht the sparrows TP N li."!\
Apqwaraney, aml the rat slyly crmwls

After looking around to
that the aast & elear, the mt g
leets o plump sparrow, aid while the
Hrthe hird & husy flling its erop the rat
mnkes g spring o nd sectires Its prey
The Ninl = drazaed ander the side
walk, nid nothing more of the

ot of 1% hole

st

T e ]

rat until the following mort whien
b comes out for a fresh viet LAYy
| pert hns the rat hecoms il w ho

{ have seen 1t sy it can eatoh and kil &
tird as cleverly as a oAl —UChicaga

Clironlele,

Went Out for a Rest,

“Iid yon mall that letter to m ither?”
aeked Mrx Junlus, ds she poursl the
Tea

Mr. Junlos lald down his knife and
tork sud slowly drew an envelope froa
Lis Inner pockel

“Well, 1!;--n-,"J-rh--l Mes. Junius. stay.
ng the teapot 10 the air, “if that lsu't
fust lke you, Jullus Joulns, carrylng
srotind iy letter for & week, atid moth-
#r worrving and worrying herself, pee
hnps sick, and having to take thorough-
| wort tea every morning and night, but
wouliin't lnugh if you hod
Witter stufl, and

1 s vl

1o I Qi with sicel

. W f ‘ho
pe Having ta stidige 0t o0t on Tols ol tie

stove and the lpper lenking, and yon
know [M've askol you just as K ndly as

I vl tes lisive

tnother wondertng If ' slek or m
linbiy, the Ditle darling that <he
thinks so mneh of, aml 1 know she'll
Unele Hornee to leave Lim every
it of Uis motiey, bt watldnt
I oanenn e Dandey
that
the

1§ T

gl
Yol
care AF liv was dying
and not
yoll pever et thouegh ‘s one of
Kindiest men b the workd asd always
sy Ml HRed potliing bttt than to Al
down and bave g good quiet chint with

Of oS I tiele Hlormis

e, bt for merey sake, Jullns Junlus,
o't sit there grinning aml making a
bl mnttor worse  andd snying n
word, but glve me that letter and 1esll

mat)

e if you can why yon forzot to
(o

A% hie wife Mlogziv) hierseif Tor the
| oway feedght, Julins Junlos padssod arvey
e ety ope

"I i’ rorget 1t
A T I |

mnllidd it on the
sate day Ihis one’s from
your mother in atis ko™

Saying whiloh, he pat o his Dt sl
went ont for the kindling  Nor dWl he
ecome hack for an hour. P Mres, g
nlos was stil] at 1. -8 Lools Post-Lils.

wer it T ores

pateh,

Rattlesnnke Siin Necktis,

A necktle made of the <lin of o rat-
Hestnke wud with elght rotlos left on
was lscovered oo
Was pissing
partioent of the
terday marning
A. Vonnegui

Jaaas box na it
niilipge e

through the

peral o e

It was gildeessi] to
Munster, Gecinany, anl
ape of the clerks peeped luno biag
I the vontents wors af
L tbet eonll) leg 3R
ITRHES

Thiue

‘ Ly marur n eltes

t ey the
The
“"H'll'l' s L Ninnegat, of 329 Smlhy

[ stpreset, Lot

niross the sen SO ETE |

the vity directory does por

| caontaln auy soch n The prstoffioe
officlals raled that b1 coontalned gowls
of a saluble value, and ecoull uwor be

sent throngh the malls nnless properly
simt ] o] postage ot the rate of 5
a halfounee nald
|:‘a»r 1= abwnt the detention
present, and enlls nog
pays more money, his German brother
in the Fatliorland will probably pot
Ty o theoploasure of wearing this strlet
Iy nun of Amerlean In
gennity In haberdasbery. New  Yark
Tribhune,

Lo (B}
'nliss the <omler
of lils novel
Thier prostaatlioes sl

Ijque specimen

Remedy for the Theater Hat,
CPhere oo lezal femady for the

sance of big hnts In thenters ™

nnt.
snld
Broad steeet lowyer as he came from o
srowdesld theater last nlght. 11 is an
exlating remedy and reqnires no speclyl
legislation thatt  receptly
Lhkiho.

“The legnl faet b5, If o min boys
certain seat o o theater there Is an
Il bed conteact whih the matutger thng
he shiall limve an nnobstracted vlew of
thestage, If e doesn't get It on geeount
of a hat or any other object belng Le-
tween him and the staze the moaonger
Is resgonsihle In damnges, I this rens-
oy was enforeed inon few instnnees,
theaters would soon have o rale e
airing  the removal of objectionabls
hats" - New Yark Herald

ke

hiad In

Cyuling Chap rons,

1 have bheen desired to losert the fol-
lowing motlees:

“Wanted, by o dowager, too aged in
ride a eycle 84y, an experienced Inily
r_\'o-llbl acenstome=l (o the very !u'ﬁ.l'
soclety.  Must be able to ride twanty
miles an hour, 8o as w keep In sight
youngest daughter, who Is aglle nmd in-
Judiclons,  Apply o A B O, 62 Bl
grave sunre,”

“Adady, highly conpectul, |« prepared
to chaperon (on o exyelo) thy w it ious
dianghters of o milbonaire. 1= g0 ex-
pert i oall gmees eyeling.  Can be
trusted to keep nlongside of the swifros
Aetrimental and 1o lng dlsereetly in the
rear of an elizible eller gon” —Landon
Truth,

Lightning and Trees,

Cedar and fig trees are mrely strock
Ly Ughtulng, The beech, the larel, *he
fir and the chestnot alke seem to be
peculiady obnoslous to the “bolte of
Jove,” There are trees, however, s linl
pppear o attemet rather than to repel
the lghtilog sk, The troos gonom!ly

which the lghining bs most apt to strike
are the onk, the yew, the olm anid 11e
lombardy poplar,

Only a Girl f

First Wheeliman— It was luek for thn
man that he had & mateh when lils
lantern went out,

Becond Ditto—Why, my dear fellow,
that waso't a man, If it had beon ha
wouldn't have soratched the matoh on

b o

the pavement ke that.—New Yorw
Commercial Advertiser, :

t mendel hut yon don’
|y attetthon to a <itgle word | =ay -
miore than 10 1 was dint arid dus and

chumerated In the entogory of s
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