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SHYLOCK T0 ANTONIO

Blgmor Autonlo, many & time und oft
In der Hialto you haf abused me
Aboud mine moneys, und sald dos
1 took more inderest In o year
Don der brinelpal vas come 1ol
Sl baf 1 horne ail dose mit
A patient shrug;
For, vat you call it? sufferance,
Vs der badge uv all onr tribe.
Y o didl me bod nwmes—
Mishellever, cut-thromd, son uy a gun,
Cheep Shon, und 8o on,
Voll, den, it Vas now appoared
Dot you need mine holap!
Y oo come (o me und you sald;
Mister Shyloek, old poy, 1 vould
Like to borrow dree doussind daents
Till next Satovday ! You sl por
Y o, dost hnf bootid me
Two, drce, six, several Hmes,
Und spurn'd me from youre threshold
Like adog! Moneys is your suit, em?
By gooidss, you haf more choek
Ax o book-agent!  Should I not said:
Hul ndog money ?
oo son uv a gun
Koop n pank ackound?
IHdn't it been Impossibiity
Dot g cur showld lend you
rree dousand dueats? O, -
Shall 1 bond low, und in g bondsman’s key,
Mit batod brenth und vhlsphered humbleness,
Badd this:
t‘ulr air, your #pit on me on Vednesday last,
“on apurn‘d me on Talrsday,
A O Fridny you told me to vipe oft
Mine shin off;
Anudder dime yon oall me
Ol Stiek-lp-doramud;
L' nd, now, for Jdose dings
1 lend you—n fife cont nickel,
U'nd took a mortengs
On your ol pald hewd!
—Orimeell's ¥ New Shakespeare.”
— .-

A RECEIPT IN FULL.

The ting had all been secoured until
she could see her face, or grotosgus
caricatures of her fare, in ench and
every one of them;

dear old Aunt Nanny!-—so happy that
she had scarcely ever felt the loss
of the mother whe had died in giving
her birth. But when Molly was tifteen,
the blacksmith, so strong and roddy
that it seemed impossible pain or sick-
ness could ever come near him, fell
sick, and after lingering, sorely crippled,
for nearly two years, died, leaving no-
thing to his darling buthard work. Yes,
there was one alternative: to become
Mrs. Jake Willow, and mistress of the
forge again; but Jake was a rough, vul-
gar fellow, and Molly, inher :ftho
delicate tastes and gentle ways of her
mother (who had been & shy, pretty
young governcss before she married the
handsome blacksmith), shrank from the
Joud veive and rude lsughter of her
would.be husband.  And so, in prefer-
ence to aceepting Jake's offer, she be-
came-—and Heaven knows this was a hard
enough thing to do-—-maid-of-all-work
in the cottae of the Missea Cameron.

The kitchen floor finished, the rugs
shaken and returnoed to their places, the
bread put away in the big stone jar in
the cupboard, Mally sought her own
room (which, truth to tell, was no room
at all, but & corner of the garret rudely
partitioned off, with only a small sky-
light to admit light and wir—there were
rooms, empty, unuséd rooms, in the
attic, but “*they were much too good
for a servant,” Migs Cameron said; and
“vegrmuch too good for a servant,”
ngr.n‘.t»m sigter) —to make ready for
her iﬂing. Molly Jooked around it as
she fled her steaw hat over her rebel-
lious trogses, and again the toars filled
her @yes. It had not been a happy place
of rast to her, but it had been u place of
rest, and A shelter, and she had been
glalito have it, fearing to leave IE Jest

the window-panes |

worse luck lay beyond.

And she would not have been eom-
pellal to leave it had it not boen for that
unfoftunate mieror, and the unceasing
complaints of the old bachelor. O

polished until they sparkled, or had | bachielor! Why, he couldn’t be €0 very

sparkled—for it wns now twilight—in

the bright June sunshine; the .uilw-r:
burnished until neither spot nor speck |

marred its mild luster; the loaves of
bread baked until each crispy crust
took on the richt shade of tempting
brown; and Molly was sorubbing the
only unscrubbed corner of the kitchen
when Miss Cameron’s deep, harsh, pre-
cige voiee came to her from the dining-
room:  *“Mary, are you not through
yet?"

“Almost, ma'am," answered Molly,

“] think it is high time you were

quite,”” declured the voice. Y ou must
make haste.  We are going to the lect-
ure this evening, Miss Georgette and I
and as Mr. Malcolm also wishes to go
out, we will be obliged to lock up the
house, Therofore it i8 necessary that
yvou should leave ns soon as possible.”
T uYes, ma'am,” said Melly, meekly,
and finished her serubbing, with her
tears falling fast and thick.,  Poor little
girl! she had trisd so hard to please her
mistresses, or rather her mistress—for
Aliss Georgette was but a reflection of
her elder sister—and her eflforts had
been met with a grim silence that be-
toened a begrudged satisfaction, until
the last few weeks: that is, in fact,
until Mr. George Malcom eame there
Mr. Maleolm was n sort of step-hrother
to the Misses Cnmeron (his father, a
widower, with two boys, had marvied
their mother, & widow, with two girls),
and they inheriting nothing in the way
of property from their own father, he
generously made them an allowance
from the moderate fortune left him by
his, Generously and forgivingly —for
they had vot rendered a tithe of the
respect, to say not hing of affection,
which wasg his due, totheir kind-hearted
and indulgent step-father, choosing to
look upon their mother's second mar-
ringo a8 an insult to the memory of the
purent whose not-at-all-umiable char-
arteristies had been his only legacy to
them.

The cottare in which they lived, situ-
ated in the prettiest part of Meadow ville
(the furniture therein being their own,
the bequestof amaternal grandmother),
belonged to Mr. George; and here he
had come in search of solitude and quiet,
for the first time in twelve yvears or
more, to spend a month or twd in think-
ing out and arrarging plans for starting
a lurge husiness in a neighboring city.
And, as | have already intimated, things
had changed mueh for the worse with

Molly, the servant-maid, since his ar-
rival.  The grim silence had given pluce

to most open fanlt-finding, when Me.
Mulealm was not within hearing, The
collee was too strong, the tea too weak,
the chickens underdone, the steaks
burned, the eggs boiled toa bhard, the
rooms badly swept, the shirts poorly
ironed; and all these complaints, with
muny more, the elder spinster, con-
firmed by the vounger, gave her to un-
derstand originated with the guest,
*What a hard man to please he must
be!™ Moelly said to herself many times
** And vet he has one of the handsomest
and  kindest faces 1 eyver saw: amd he
spoke right pleasantly to me the first
dny
hand (how Miss Cameron did frown!);
but [ pretended not to see it, for 1 knew
it was not my place to shake hands with
him. It is strange he shonld have be-
come o fractious,  He was so good and
merrygand kind when I was a little girl,
I've Rheard father say often he'd rather
shoe & horsg for him than for any ong
else in the village,"'  And then she
would fall to thinking how grand he
used to look to hore ghildish eyes when
he came riding up on his bay mure to
the smithy, where she spent half her
time watching her father at the forge.
Aund he alwavs hrought her a gay pict-
ure-hook, or a pretty ribbon, or a box of
ciandigs, or o bright new silver piece—
one Cheistmas it was a gold one—and
cluimed a kiss (good gracious! how her
checks flushed at the remembrancel)
for payment when he rode away again,
How happy, how very happy, she hud
bevn then, with that dear father and

old, afterall, for ke was only one-and-
twenty (she was then between five and
six) when he gave her the ribbons and
books and silver pieces, and she gave
him the kisses.

But the sound of closing shutiers

| broke In_on her reverie, and reminded

her that her i]i'['uu'ttlrt‘ wis waited for,
and taking her bundle in her hand, she

rian quick[y and lightly down the stairs | truek, and this truck,
L

to the parlor, where the mmiden ladies
sat epectand stern, their bonnets already
on in readiness for the lecture,

Cameron insists that 1 stopped sweep-
ing to look at my curly hair—I can't
help its curling; I did everything to
make it straight; 1 tied it back so tight,
over and over again, that my head
ached awful —and knocked it with the
broom. She was a little better before
you eame; but after you came, and
complained so much about the tes, and
the coffes, and your shirts, and —and ev.
erything —"

“ I complain!’ exclaimed her listener,
breaking ih upon her rather confused
marration of her wrongs. “Why, I
never complained imgthing. low
conld 1? there was nothing to be com-
plained of. "

4 She said you did  But I beg par-
don, sir'' ~suddenly remembering the
difforence between ghe eandy-and-Kisses
time and the present.  “She is your
sister, and—-and my woubles are nothe
ing to yow,”

“8he 8 my sister an extremely long
step off,” he replied, gravely, **and

| your tronbles aré a great deal to me;

i

|

“Pm going now," said Molly, stand- |

ing i the doorway, her sweet, pathetic
face, with its pleading gray eves and
quivering lips, in no way touching what
her mistresses were pleased to cull their
hearts,  ** Good-by, ma'am.  Good-by,
Miss Georgette.

But the only reply she got was: *‘Bear
in mind that you are still indebted to us
cight-and-twenty dellars.  If; however,
you should prefer to purchase a mirror
vourself in place of the one broken by
}-:m. we wnl consent to receive it, pro-
vided tis in every way as good as that
left. us by our grandmother. And in
that case we will agree to refund the
eight dollars, your lnst month's wages,
which we have retained as the first in-
stallment of your debt: which is really
much more than could have been ex-
ili!l‘lt'l'l of us,"

“Oh yes, indeed, very much more
{han conld have been expected of us,"
murmured Miss Georgette,

 For such gross enrelessness—"" Miss
Cameron went on.

“Indeed. ma'am,” interrupted Mol
ly, her cheeks tlaming and her eyes
sparkling, ** a8 I have told you I never
tonched it, I' wasn't eéven near it. |
was sweeping the other side of the parlor
when it fell, and the eord it hung by wis

| all moth-eaten, and had parted just in

the middie, as 1 showed vou at the time."

“ —Should be punished,’ continued |

Miss Cameron, not paying the slightest
attention to the girk  ** And one word
mores  Plense to remember that we
have your signature to an acknowledg-
ment that you consider yourself responsi-
ble for the breakage."’

“You frightencd me so that 1 searce-
ly’ kmew what 1 was signing,” said
Molly. *But as 1 have promised, |
will pay you, for it shall never be said

and furthermore, I think 1 see a way
—a pleasant way—out of them. Lot
me walk with youn to your Atnt Nanny's,
and there, with her to advise us, we'll
talk matters over,”

»+ Oh, it's such a poor place, My, Mal-
colm! Miss Cameron called ft a hat,
and said it was only fit for kindling-
wood. "

“I'vo been in much poorer places,
Molly," =ald he, and picking up her
bundle, he walked by her side tothe old
woman's coltage.

Two weeks passed by, Apoor drudge
from the work-house, whose ehief (in
fact whose sole) recommendation was
“po wages, ' had taken Molly's place in
the Misses Cameron's kitohen, Mr,
Muleolm had gone away on business
directly after her coming,and onthe even-
ing nplulillh-tl for his return, the two
sisters, attired in dresses of dull gray,
unrelieved by a single touch of color,
sat (everything in the house being in
heart t'l:inill;{. dreadful stony l.ﬂ'l‘:‘l‘).
one at each parlor window, awaiting his
arrival, '

“He must be coming; 1think I hear
wheels,” said the elder, in her usual
precise tones,

“Wheels," repeated the sister,

And *““sheels” they were, but not the
wheels of a carringe, but thoso of a
on which lay a
long wgoden box, stopped before the
cottage door.

WA mirror for Migs Cameron,” the
driver ealled out as he jumped down.

“A mirror!”” repeated the spinster,
unable to restrain a gesture of surpfise.
And »A mirror?”’ said Miss Georgete,
with another gesture of surprise,

Yoz, ma'am; from Willard's, New
York. Where is it to be taken?"

“First unpack it out here,” com-
manded the lady, recovering her self-

yossession.  “lean't have the house
littt-rml up with splinters and shav-
ings!"

“No, indeed,” chimed in Miss Geor-
gotte, also recovering  her  self-g8
session.  “Splinters and 4ll:tt'iu;_ra!"

So the box was unpacked at the -
gide, and the mirror taken from it
proved to be better and handsomer in
every respect than that it had been sent
to replace.

“1've brought wire to hang it with,”
gaid the man, as he earvied it into the
house; *'so there'll be no danger from
moths this time."”

“Moths!"" said Miss Cameron, glar-
ing at him. And * Moths!" t'l'.llnl‘h her
sister, also glaring. And they both con-
tinued to glare, as though ealled upon
to superintend a piece of work highly
repugnant to their feclings, until the
mirror was hung, and the driver again
in his place on the truck

“Of course George sent it," said Miss
Cameron, when the man had driven
awgy.  **But Mary Brown must pay for
the other all the same.  Our having this
makes no difference in regard to the
agreement with ber."

** No difference in regard to the agree-
ment with her,” assented Miss Geor-
gette—when who should walk in, in a
gray silk walking dress, a bunch of
crimson flowers at her throat, and an-
other in her belt, and the most coguet-
tish gray hat, adorned with more erim-

that my father's daughter broke her | son tlowers, but Molly herself?

word.  I'd give you the fow dollars I
have saved, if I had not to keep them
for my own support until 1 get another
place.
me shelter, for, as you know, she has de-

wGood-evening,” she said, smilingly.
o1 have called for a receipt in full.™
“ A receipt in full! And for what,

Poor Aunt Nanny can only give pray? Have yon brought the money #"’

askwd her whilom mistress, And, “Have

Ipt‘lu]t*l‘ almost l"l_l.l.il't.‘l.\' on me for food | vou |u'nl|;_ghl the monev?’ echoed her
and elothes ever since my father died.” | gther whilom mistress.

“*Yes, and a very ridiculous thing for

*“No, 1 have not brought the money,™

hoth of you," snapped Miss Cameron, | answered Molly; * but | haye sent you

with o eold snags  **She might much
better goll the hut she lives in for
kindling-wood. and go to the poor-house,
and you might much beuer save your
wages to pay for the things you break,
For break you will to the end of yonr
days. | never saw a person with such

| fly-away huivas vours that wasnot vain,

he came, and even oftered me his |

eareless and frivolous. You may go.*

“Yos, indead, you may- go,”
Miss Georgette,

And the poor child went out into the
road, homeless and almost friendless,
with a shadow on her fair young face
and o pain in her young ilv:u‘t. Liuk
ghe im,J only tmrned iato the long lane
that led'to old” Nanny's cottage, whon
game one eame guickly to her side, and
gald, In a kindly wvolce: “Molly! poor
little Molly"" and there was Mr. Mal-
colm.  And Molly, in her grief, think-
ing only of him as the friend of her
chilidbood, who had known her as the
darling of the kindest of fathers, flung
her bundle down, and buorst into a pas-
sionnte fluod of tears.

ey woere hard on me, your sisters,
Mr. Maleolm, " she sobbed—**very hard
on me, ldid my best for them. |
worked—and T am not very strong,
thongh I am a blacksmith's daughter
—from morning till night, snd yet I
could not please them.  And it was not
my fanlt abont the mirror. It was not
~it w8 not-4t was not. Though Miss

added

| to her diesk in

a mirror that more than answers all
your requirements, ™
“You!" from both sistors at onee.

And neain, for the second time in one
gshort hour, they were guilty of being
surprised, and letting their surprise be
SCCI,

“Yor, I. 1 have the bill with me, A
l'l'('l';-'l! in full, if youl l;h';hl'.”

Miss Cameron arose, walked io a
stately manner —Mally foliowing her—
the dining=room, seated
herself, took pen, ink il paper, and
began:  **Receivey from Mary B--"'
when

* Stop a moment,” said Molly; “my
name is no longer Mary Brown,”

“ And what may it be"" inguired Miss
Cameron, regarding her with lofty con-
tempt,

' answerthat tlm‘slii)u." answered
Mr. Malcolm, suddenly appearing, and
passing his arm round the slender gray
silk waist, therehy vru-l;in% the bunch

roses in the natty belt—** Mrs. George

leolm.™

The pen fell from Miss Cameron's
hand, and for the first time in her life
that estimable woman went into hyster-
ies, whither her equally estimable sister
immediately followed her,

And Molly, taking her leave at that
moment, never received tmi)' receipt, in
full or otherwise, after all.—Murgaret
Eytinge, wn Harper's Weekly,

Youths’ Department,
THE WINGS OF THINGS.

As Molly sut by hor mothoer,

Bhe heard of some carious things;
For one lady sald to another;
“* You, monoy has cortninly wings,™

& Oh, has i1t?" thought ittle Molly,
Y1 nover knew lglt bofora "

And, guestioning, looked at hor dolly,
Who calmly sat on the floor.

Then enterod n brenthloss eafler,
With ahawi hlnnlu'g:lto unpinned;
Lost n thunderatorin uld befall hor,
nd eome Y on the wings of the wind.”

“ 1 wonder w ! she would leave them,"”
'“I.lﬂg: ¥, wnd looked about;
l'romm window she coulin't porceive
m_.
They had Hown right along, no doubt,

Two fuots quite reconeiled Molly
To this oonfusion of things;
Bhe was sately tied to her dolly,
And hor mnmmu had no wings,
w5t Nicholos,
- -—

MHAT LILL FOUND IN FAIRYLAND,

Lifl ran down tho garden walk and
through the gate.  She generally went |
across the lawn and climbed the fence.
That wns the plensantest way, she
thought.  She left the gravel walk for
the hop-tonds, who puraded up and
down it, hopping in a stately manner,
at all hours of the duy and perhaps the
night.  Lill did not know sbout that, |
She did come out onee in the middle of
the night and ran over the Inwn in her
night-dress, just to sce what things
were like out of doors st that time of
night, but everything was so still and
the moon stared at her so that she ran
baeck frightencd, and cwddled Into bed
againe She  did not remember  about
the hop-toads.  But to-day she went
down the walk beenuse it happened (o
be the shortest and she was in a hurry, |
Sha was going to look for Fairyland, |
She did not see why the fairies ;tt:t)'ilil
at home now, and did not come sround
managing people’ aflairs as they used
to do, She knew all about that, for
she had read o grest many histories of |
their doings, and she thought it was a
great pity that they had stopped attend.
mg to things.  She thought it was par-

ticnlarly nice  to have all  the!
wicked people turned into  owls |
or bears or something  horrid, |
and all the good people made
very bemutiful, it they were not so

in the first place, asthey generally were,
To be sure, sometimes the good ones
were turned into ugly things h}' wicked
fairies, but Lill did not care so much |
about that, because it never lasted,
They were always turned back agnin
before long. But how nice it would be
if, when that horrid Tom
snatched her lunch at recess and ate it

fuiry should appear and point a tiny
wand at him and say: * Go wallow in
the mud!™” and he should turn into a pi
and run away and never come bac
asgain! - And there was Maida Lawrence,
the nicest girl in the world, Lill thought,
who made nnhappy twenty times a
day, fggh she tried fmﬂl not to mind
it, by allusions to her red hair and
freckled face.

“ Such big freckles!' said Lill to her-
self, as she ran. I don’t sce why the
sun and wind should hit people's faces
in spots! If Maida's face was freckle-
color all over she wouldn't carve half as
much. I I find one single fairy 1'1 nek
ner to make Maida pretty the very first
thing. The way to Fairyland is always
behind an old stump or through a hol-
tow tree, and I just believe ©ean find &
I mean to try, any way."” -

It was astonishing how many stumps
and hollow trees there were in that nllll
piece of woods when Lill eame to ex-
amine them all earefully. She gave it
up atlast and theew hersell down on a
pateh of fern-moss to rest and think
whether there was any plaee she had
forgotten. A squirrel ran down on a
bough close above her head and chat-
tered and scolded at her, and a robin
bopped almost on her arm, but Lill did
not stir; she did not mind squirrels and
robins. They did not mind her much,
either, they were so used to secing her.

chattering squirrel was saying:

“ What are you doing here in Fairy-
land I should like to know? No mortals
allowed here!"

Lill started up and looked around. Tt
wis the same nl
she could not tell the difference, and
there sat Maida Lawrence right in front
of her surrounded by a swarm of —what?
White mths? No, they must be fairies,
Lill could see their lovely little faces,
and stroked and touched her softly, as
if they loved her, and their woe fingers
secmed to have a remarkable effect on
Muida., In fact, now that Lill looked
more closely she was not sare that it
wins Maidn, It lowked like her, cortain-
Iv, but there were no freckles and no
red hair and Lill thought the face the
most  beautiful  she  hwd ever seen
Could it be an anvel, she wondered?
One of the faivies uttered close by her
and Lill asked the question aloud >

“Very near it," said the fairy: * it
ia .\lllill:t.ﬁ .wrllt. hl'l' l'n':;l wt'i[. lvh.'ll i-
whiat she looks like inside Her faos
won't always stay as it is now, bt her
soul will stay beautiful and grow more
50, because we mnke it more and mor
lovely ail the time,"

“ And who are vou?"' asked LIL

“I am Unselfishness and my sisters
there are Truth, Self-Control, Helpful
ness, Gentleness, and a preat many
more whose numes you would not
ognize if 1 should tell you. Maida

v

would not mind her freckles and red
hair if she knew they were making her
soul more beautiful. They bring her

my sisters Patience and Modesty, and
you see how lovely they have made her
already.”

Lill walked all around Maida, who
did not secm to see her, and wished she

had & mirror to show her how she

Wilson i

But presently she discovered that the |

d wood, or if it was not !

all turned toward Maida. They patted |

looked. Lill herself had always been’

called pretty, but now she th
scornfully of the face she had seen in
the glass, comparing it with this on?

“Why, she makos me feel as if I
wanted to love her to death!” she ex-
claimed. *I wonder if you can hug &
soul? I mean to try ™
. And she was about to rush at Maida
when something came poking in between
and stopped her,  Lill looked down to
goo what it was,

“O! O she sereamed, **is that you,
Tom Wilson? and what is the matter
with yon®"'

But Tom Wilson. if it were he, paid
no attention to her.  He was about half
Tom Wilson and the other half pig. Ho
had o long snout, and rushed hithar and
thither, nosing for something to eat,
and wherever he went a swarm of little
black imps followed him, poking snd
!muvhhu and tweaking him, and never
eaving him for an instant.

“0, what are they doing to him?*
LAl shrieked, horrifiod.

“ Making him into s pig.” responded
one of Maida's fairies  ** Those imps
are Greediness, Sceltishness, Rudencss,
and their brothers, '

Lill forgot her wish, and said hastilyt
“But 1 think that's dreadful, to bd
turned into a pig. ™

“«Of course it's dreadful,’ said the
fairy, ** but it's his own fanlt,. What
dovsdie keep the imps about for if he
does not want to be turned into some-
thing ngly?  Every one must be turned
into komething, and they have  their
choleo of fairies or of imps for company.
I they choose the fairies, they \\'l‘“
grow into something lovely, and i they
dom't, the fmps W 0l make some horrid
thing of them. There's a boy turning
into a peacock over there beeause he
is s0o conceited, ™

Lill turned and Iooked at him. Near
by wits a girl half made into a cat, and
another one beginning to be a fox, Ono
or two were growing to look just like
the imps themselves, and o very few
had o slight resemblance to the fairies.
Lill noticed that with some the fairies
stayed for awhile, and then wore driven
away by the imps, who by and by gave
place to the fairies again; and these
’(I‘!'\\ more beautiful under the fairies®

wnds, and ugly again under the imps®,
but with each of them the visits of the
fniries, or else of the imps, grow longee
every time and accomplished more
work, #0 that they grew steadily,
though slowly, either toward beauty or
else townrd ugliness,

“Dear me!™ thonght Lill, uneasily,
1 wonder what 1 am growing into my-
self?"

Ax she spoke a grinning little imp
flew straight st her; she jumped asido
and awoke, and all the ereastures van-

all up, as now and then happened, s | ished, and sne was alone in the woods,

with & squirrel running away overhead.
—lida M. Lane, in Alhaner.

0n!y' the General .‘ll_liﬂ’i‘l'-

At a station on one of the railroads
leading out of Detroit the train had ar-
rived and departed, the other day,
| when the station agent, who had been
in the place about three weeks, and was

looking forn eall every hour to come
| to Detroit and take charge of the line,
| Wi approanched by aquiet, well-dressed
| man, smoking a cigar, who nsked:

o Keep you pretty busy here?"

“Yum," was the jerky reply.

¢ Business on the increase?!’

“Tum," again,

“Lo you run this station? asked

] the quiet man, after a turn on the plat-
form.

| e Nobody else runs it!" growled the

[ agent.  “*Have you gol a patont car-

coupler?”

*Oh, no.’

| was geing to tell vou to go tothun-
der with it if you hal. Want special
h‘l"ighl rates, | hll'l'\nnﬂ'?”

** No, sir.

1 don't give any passes.’”

“] don't want any.™

** Waiting for the next train?"

“Not particularly.”

“*Waunt to charter a car?

“No."

The agent left him on the platform,
and entered his office and busied himself
for half an hour, when the quiet man
looked in on him and asked

* What's the salary of o position like
this?"’

“That's my business,"" was the prompt
reply

““What's the
tion "'

«+ Ask the baggagemun.”

“ Your name is

L Suppose it is?!

income from this sta-

. 1SN L IL

« Oh, nothing much—only I'm the
' General Munawer of the line, and I'd
like to exchange cards with you. D=
troit Free 'res
- -

A Chattanoors lotier savs Alre Ii’f)’
there i< invested here over 36,000,000 10
manufacturing enterprises, over £2,000,-

L0 of which 12 i fron interests,  Ona
comupany slone, the Roane Iron Com-
jrin _\I, has o paid-up capital of I!&I,IHHP'-
000, amd 1 understand money 1s every
day seeking vestment here. To give
an idea low much value have inereased
herd, in 1871 N was &3, 600,000 worth
of property, and in 1881t swelled to
&6, 5000, (00, or about one hundred per
cent l | ==y ! | sidd value will
bo over S7.060.000, In the manufae-

vorics there are emploved over 3000
hands, the Roane lron Company paying
one-fourth of these, or 5300 in all,

- . -

The Havernill (Mass.)

tiazetle ré-

lates that in removing a large apple
tree, which had stood for many years
on property known as the James Gale

estate. it was found that it inclosed a
fenee post, and that 1t oe \_apiul the ¢x-
act center of the irunk. When the tree
was cut about it fell over, and the post,
lose in the center, drew out and bhroke n
fou'. Or more ’Jl"”\\’ IIH’ cut. 'I‘I'I.!‘ ]lf’.‘ﬂ.
is of chestnut, as near a8 can be made
out. and must have been inclosed in the
trec perhaps one bundred years.
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