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I ¢lnsped hor hand, and I hald it fast,
While T gared in her dreamy oy os,

And a far-off 1ook o'or hor ToRtures paesed,
Like the twillght of vespoer skies,

Whilo, like one 1oo happy or shy to speak,
With s thrab 1 could understand,
Bhe turnod from my raptures her glowing

choek,
And velled it with faltering hand;

And the gentle tremor which thellled hor
framo,
And lenpod from her pulse to mine,
To my thirsting soul w th its mossige came,
Lika the magle of cordinl wine,

At lugt she pitied the hopeless smart
OF the passion she lome hnd soorned,
And Jusr na 1 folt she had ope ol her beart,
Bhe opencd her mouth, nnd-—ynwnod |
), U, Carroli, in Harper's Mogazine,

’ [f.‘t;:u:‘;;l-l;dr
VIOLA—;
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Thice Lost i a Strggl for a Name,

DY MRS, R D EDSON.

CHAPTER 1V,

The hours slipped away, and it was
noon, and, though wsearch had been
made in every difection by the police,
as woll as hy Mr. Anderson and Brad-
lee, who could not stay in the house
and wait, though they could do little
glood. strangers a8 they were, still not
the slightest trace of the missing girl
could bo found. The landlord of the
hotel, Mr. Gordon, had thought at first
there was no cause for scrious alarm,
ns the child might have run into the
stroet, thinking to meet her adopted
father, and getting bowildered, had
been unuble to Lind hor way back to the
house.  But as the hours slipped away,
and a systematic search of every street
in the city was made, and nothing was
heard of her, he came to the conelusion
that sho had got down to the what in
her wanderings, and, in some way,
fallen into the water and got drowned,
It was not very probable that a child
like that had been abducted in n eity
where scores of children swarmaod in
the strects unmolested every hour in
the day. A foundling, too, like this,
coming from an Eastern couniry town
8o far away, perfectly unknown to a
single soul in the city—why, it was the |
height of absurdity to fancy she had
been abductad, and so he told the half-
distracted Andersons, though his hy-
Iml.heslu wus not particularly comfort.
ng. snd poor Myran Anderson only
grew whiter and more scave-looking
when he bronehed it.

' “Violn is aceustomed to the water,
and 1 hardly think she would venture
where there was danger,”” Mr. Andor-
son said, thoughtfully; ** still it is not
fmpossible but ghe mﬂghl- have nttempted
wrossing the plank to the steamer, and
fallen off, someway." l

“*But some one would have seen her,
it's likely,” interposed Ralph, **and
rosoued hor, 7 don't believe she went
mear the water—overything is always
Jaid to the water!"

“You like it, I reckon, my Iad,"
Gordon said, smiling at his enrnesiness,
*You shonld plow the sea, instead of
tho vmirlu.“

“Iintend to some day, sir,'” was the

rd

the soft spring sunshine.

Slowly and wearily the long afternoon
hours dragged on to Myra Anderson.
The first excitement of wonder and
alarm had given plaee to dreadful sink-
ing, drend and fear,  People came and
wont, but she sat by the window, gaz-
ing steadily into the street, and starting
nervously at every sodden bustle or stie
she saw, fancying it was some one con.
ing to bring home alittle limp, drenched
form, the bright color all washed out of
the dear little face and the soft lips that
had wakened her only that morning
with kisses. Only that morning! She
suid it over drearily to herself, like one
talking in her sleep. Could it be that
all these long, dreadful hours were only
one day? How many and many the
wecks she could remember that had not
seemed one half as long! Sometimes
some one, thinking to comfort or rouse
her, suggested that it was not as
though it was her own child,” and per-
haps it was not; but remembering the
little grave in the groen shadow of the
l’l_l'mmltll hills, and the little face that
faded so early from earth, she said so-
horly that * there could be no differance
~she knew by experience.””  But she
did not remember what It was that soft-
ened the first sorvow, and made i, look-
ing back throngh the sanctifying vista
of years, scem so much less bitter than
this.  Viola was lost: her baby God had
taken, and she was safe.  This was the
secret—the secret that makes a living
sorrow 50 much harder to bear than a
dead one, always.  He had done it

One, two, three days, and 8o up to a
wiek, and the mystery that shronded
the child's disappearance remained still
unsolved.  The shores of the river had
heon dragged, but notbing had been dis-
covered  The police had taken the
nsuirl mensures, but all their search had
been utterly and entirely fruitiess. No
such child had been seen, e ther alone
or in_ecompany, on any train, boat or
vessel leaving Detroit that morning.
See seemed to have disappeared as com-
pletely us if the earth had opened and
swallowed her up, as in their amaze-
raent the Andersons almost believed it
had.

“*We cannot wait here much longer,
Myra,'” Mr. Anderson sa'd, uneasily, to
his wife; **these hotel bills run up terri-
bly, snd you know we've got barely
enough munnl\' now to buy the farm Tom
has bargnined for. [ never did get in
debt, and 1 don't like to begin by doing
80 in a strange place,”

“But, Ben, it scoms terrible to go on
without knowing something about her,"
she suid sadly.

“1 wish we never had started,” in-
torrupted Ralph, impetuonsly. 1 am
sure / shall never like it ot there, and |
don’t want to go now s isn't to be
with ns,”" the frank, boyish fave grow-
ing grave and troubled,

“It's my opinion that it's no use a-

waitin® here.  It's a hard thing o say,
neighbors, but I don't believe she's any-
where, alire, now,”" Bradlee said, his
iuviul face graver than it ever was be-
ore. "h'l-iﬁ, if you say so, why we'll
wait, if it's all summer, 1 wouldn't
vally every dollar I have got—which
ain't many, to be sure—goin' Into Gor-
don’s poocket, if only there wus the
slightest chanes of her comin’ back, or
our findin® out anything about her, poor
little Hummin' Bird!"”

There was two or three days more of
drenry waiting and suspense, and then
the jouracy, was resumed, Mr. Gordon
lrrnmiuiug toinform them immediately

lost ehild enme to light.

The “beautiful West," of which Tom

?nluk reply, u sudden glow lighting his
nee.

Through all the grief and alarm of the
present, n wild fear for the future struck
a sudden deathly chill to Mys, Ander-
son's heart. It would kill her to have
Ralph go to sen! But he would forget
and outgrow this love for the sea when
he was once fairly away from-it, she
comforted herself by saying.
| *Perhaps we had better go down 1o
the shore,”” Mr. Andersonsaid, “though
1 have little idea that it will be of any
avail." 3

At that moment Ned Bradleo opened'
the door and looked in.

** Any news?" asked Andorson, anx-
fously.

“Wall, no, not ra'ally,”” he replied,
slowly, “One of them fresh-wator
snilor ehaps suys ho see o girl run down
the wharl to the side of the “Caspian’ —
that's the name of the boat we come in
-—(fuitu enrly this mornin.  But he
didn't notice whethar she went back, or.
not, and in fact he dido't seeom to
motice much of anything, and 1 don't
b'lieve he could tell whether she was
two your old or twenty-five. 7 don't."”

“But why didn't you go on bonrd 4he
boat? May be she I8 there,” interposed
dlalph.

S DA TP Though T knowed afore-
fhiand that a bright little eritter ke her
wouldn't be likely to stay there all
this time. Lord! wouldn't she mako
*em walk back with her double-quiek "

“But what did they say?" asked
Gordon,

0, they didn't know nothin', of
course! There wasn't anybody there
unly four or tive nigger gals, and of all

Jtho stupid cattle 7 ever see, they was

tha beat,  'wi afraid Tmight ha' sworn
ol them if I'd staid there two minutes
longer—1 couldn't sny for certain, 1
didn't as it was," he added, thought-
fully,

1 think we had botter go down
there,” Mr. Anderson said, putting on
his hat,

“fv won't do any good, Ben, but
dowever, I don't blame you for wantin'
to go,”’ Bradlee replied. * Poor little
Hummin' Bird! ' and he turned sudden-

Iy and walked nway to the window, and |

stood a moment looking out intd the
busy, hm'r{llng street, but sceing ubso.
lutely not

ing—-mot even the great|

Amold had  written in such glowing
terms to his sister, seomed now to that
| sister like some dreadinl egnue putuns,
growing wilder and more fitful as thoy
shot away from the city where it still
scemaed to her that the bright little face,
which had erept so into her heart, wns
vet somewhere hidden.  Al, how deso-
late and gloomy looked the half-broken
forest farms, seatteved here and there
along the way!  What curious, squalid.

glass doing duty for windows, and ney-
ern Mlliugt- or clapboard, or bit of white
paint anywhere about them.  And how
solemn and  lonely looked the groat
shadowy forosts, in their dead, nnbroken
level; so little like the airy hills of the
East, where the leaves toyed with the
clouds, and eaught the sunshine in their
groen palms, But now and then there
lglimmvn-ll through the ftrees pretty
white villnges, as they hurvied on, and
at Inst Chicago was reachoed - Chicago,
the Wicked, if all the newspapers say
can be relied on. But 1 am not inclined
to bolieve nll its traducers say of it 1
| romember some very pleasant things of
it, and I bolieve there counld be guite a
respoctable rgmnant found who have
ot bowed the Knes unto Baal,” even
in these degonerate davs.

Tom Arnold, o little older, a little

stouter, but still the old, genial, true-

{ hoarted Tom, grasped their hands the
Cinstant theie feet touched the platform
| “Oh, Hen!" grasping  his  hand,
| **and Ned Bradlee, a8 1 live! Well, if
Cthis isn't jolly! And Myva, my dear
girl," lmlllmﬁf her in his strong arins
and kissing her fondly, “and this is
| your boy P——this great fellow™ holding
‘ Ralph's arm m..f'l....m.;;; admirvingly at
him. “*Aren't youdelighted to see your
worthy uncle, whem, it is said, you
| are 50 fortunate to resemble in cerfain
fine traits of character?'’ he eriod, with
alaugh.  But where is the wonderful
little exotic you wrote me such an ex
travagant account of, Myra®' he asked,
{looking round, and puusing to take
breath,

“*Shoe is lost, Tom,”” Mrs. Anderson
answereid, gravely, the smile fading
from her lips.
| **Notdead!” he exclaimed,
Bohvl‘ili}.{-

{ “*“We do not know:" and as they
[ went into the siation she told him the
story of Violw's strunge disappearance.

his face

[ blocks of buildings, or the blue sky, or

f anything whatever concerning the |

looking huts, with four small panes of |

““And that 1+ why yon are so far be-
hind? I have been here a woek, waiting
for you, and yesterday I wrote to find
ont if you had left Massachusetts. [
believe I was golting rather nervous,
But this is an odd affair! Don'’t you be-
lieve the child ran away on purpose?
You say she dido't like the idea of
coming?"'

‘““Ran away! — our
Ralph, indignantly.

“1 beg your pardon, my boy, but I
hope 5o, and 1 do nof think it so very
improbable, either. It's not very like-
ly the child is dead. She wonld have
been found if she had been,
you were quite attached to her?” he
nsked, carelessly,

0, Tom, I loved her ns if she had
been my own!"' Myra Anderson eried,
cnlvhinF her brenth sharply.

‘““Ah! I'm very sorry, girlie,”” he
said, gently, holding her hand in a firm,
warm grasp.”  ** But l am so glad to see
you again that 1 can’t look very sorry,
Yum afraid,  Why, it's twelve years: do
[ you know it? Have I echanged very

much? Don't be afeaid of hurting my
vanity, but tell me if I look older and
different from what you expeeted.”

** No, you have not changed ns much
us I feared. O, Tom. I could never have
ocome, it was 8o hard at the Iust, if you
had not been here."?

“You're the hest sister in the world,
Myra, and we will be a8 happy as clums
~see, I've not forgotten my native sim-
iles! —and we will never be separated
Again while God lets us live, my girl,"
he said, earnestl),

The new homie in the West! How can
I make you who are natives understand
the alien’s heart? How can | make you
realize the faint homesickness that wil/
come, even amid the fairest scenes and
in the most attractive land? "The new
may be a score of times more lovely,
and you may know that it is much the
best for your interests, bat it lacks that
indefinable  somecthing which  the old
held, and it will lack it forevermore!
You may fancy yon have outgrown and
forgotten it, perhaps; but sometime it
will staurt suddenly to life, and mock
your fancied dresm of content with its
old, vanished sweetne s, and the bleak-
est and most common-place spot, seen
through the lens of years and love,
will be touched with an indeseribable
glory 1t is the old elinging love for
ona's native land which all feel more or
losss,

The plensant rolling praivies of the
new farm contrasted sharply with the
little wooded, sand-givdled homestead
in the East, It was a score of times
more fertile, and twice n score of timoes
more profitable, but, alus! the sea never
came tumbling to its edge, nor never a
ledge of rock and pine lifted its dun-
green summit against the blue of its
bending skies.  But it was vory plens-
ant, nevertheless, and the Andersons
knew they had gained by coming, and
resolved Lo be eontent—nll but Ralph;
he grew more and morve vestless all the

Viola!"' eried

and more for the sea as the days of ab-
sence increased, and not even the
charms of his beautiful young cousin
could make hith forget it for a day.
Tom Arnold had, indeed, grown rich
in the West. He owned a lurge stock
furm, but he lived less than two miles
out of Rockford, in o beautiful cottage-
mansion, built on a fine elovation over-
looking the pleasant waters of Rock
River and the pretty, picturesque city.
Long, sloping offsets of velvety sward
swept in glow eurves to the river and
[ the rond, A few trees and shiubs oare-
{ fully  disposed, andl o narrow line of
gny-colored Howers edging the entirs
[ length of the first offset, guve un air of
| eleganee and brightness to the whole,
[ Altogether, it wus as lovely a place ns
vou could ask for, and Tom was not to
blame for feeling just the least bit in
| the world proud of it.  But his special
[ pride was his danghter Blanche.  Stop
o moment while | describe her to vou
ns she was the first summer that we
| muade her acquaintance,
You are to remember that she is hat
[ fourteen -still o ehild, but easy and
graceful as a woman.  Slender, tall and
{ fair micht deseribe her, but 1T wish to
be a little more explicit.  First then,
{ he had rvarve, cloar, gray eves, full of
| shifting lights and shadows, frinced
with heavy dark brown lashes, which
had o tvick of deooping suddenly and
veiling the light or shadows in her evea.
Her brown hair, soft and faintly waved,
foll over her shoulders in laxurions
abundanoe, and set off the elear, eveamy
whiteness of her complexion charming-

ly, Sometimoes exereise or excitement |

brought a faint tinge of pale vose to her

{ cheek, but ordinarily the vivid crimson
[in her lips was the only color in her
fuee.

Tom Armold’'s  assertion that she
“managed both the honse and himself*
was strictiv correct. Indead, it would
e very hard to live in the house witl
Mizs Blanche and not be managed by
hore  The sirlowas o born diplomat, and
it seemed vather a5 mistake that =he had
not been bom to rovalty, where her tol
ents might have made her famous, Yo
she never gave loud orders, or issued
any ||:|l‘lwulr-|' commands, or seemicd Lo
(rule, but evervbody about the house,
from its master (by courtesy) down to
{ Billy Donne, the chore boy, knew that
she did,

I think there are some persons, both
men and women, who have the power of
| easting a glamour over the eyes of oth-
ers, and then of leading them whither-
soever thoy will, without any gppuarent
effort. Deauty is o powerful nlly, b
itisnotan imlf-pnus::hln oni, Therve isa
subtle powoer of fuscination more mighty
than the handsomest face, but when
both are united in the same person, es-
pecially if it happens (o be u woman,
the spell is complete.  1say **especially
n woman,'' because l'\'l'l‘lnnl)' knows
the *superior’ weankness of men, and
the ease with which a beautiful or po-

1 "’”l'}"“" I

long summer through, and longed more |

[litn woman can hoodwink them, when

ghe really sots herselfl to the tusk.

| All throngh the summer and autumn
[ the Andersons entertained famt hopes
of hearing in pome way from their lost
Violn. The little hair trunk, studded
with brass nails, with the solitary M. on
the lid, was put earefully away up
stairs, and more than once had Myra
Anderson knelt down before it, and
lifted the dainty little dresses—so like
the biright little ereature who had worn
them-—and pressed the senseless things
| to her heart and her lips. in & wild
| passion of sobs and tenrs,
| But the soft haze of autumn faded
from the faintly-rounded hills and the
silvery river, and winter came-—cold,
'cruel ‘and stern—and no word from
Gordon had yet eome. There had,
then, nothing ever been heard from her,
or he would have written, and the spark
of hope burned lower and lower as the
| days went by, and they came after a
while to speak of her in the tender,
| awed way we speak of the dead.
|  And so the days came and went; and
| by-and-by brightened and lengthened,
and the river slipped oft its silver chain,
and the prairies grew faintly green in
| the sunshine, and April. flushing and
weeping, came shyly over the threshold
of Time.

UHAPTER V.

It was, perhaps, the middle of April
when Tom Arnold stopped at his sis-
ter's one night on his way home from a
little trip he had been making South to
buy eattle.

“Rather an odd 1hill{; happened to-
day—or rather I should say, yester-
day,"" he said, drawing a letter from his
| pocket. I expeet you would call it a
| special Providence, Ben, but 1 prefer to

walt Lill I know what it's about botors 1
decide. 1 am not a very religions man,
but 1 have a little theory of my own that
forbids the iden of saddling all the mis-
eries of mankind on * Providence.’
When anything comes along that's un-
mistakably good, 1 am willing to admit
| that He had a hand in it, but I don’t
| hardly believe He orvdains evil.  But
here is the letter,” tossing a grensed,
‘ blotted, and sadly soiled envelope on
the table,

Mr. Anderson took it up and earvied
it to the west window where the sunset
light could tall onSt—his cyes were vet-
ting to be alittle treacherous.  The orig-
mal post-mark was altogether indistin-
guishable from being crossed and re-
crossed with other post-marks, and the
envelope was fretted and worn on the
('(!;:- 5.

“1 don’t know how I happened to go
into the Rock Island Post-oflice, unless
"twas because H—— always has gloris
ons cigars with which to regale his
friends, of whom 1 have the happiness
to be one,”” Arnold continued, as Bew
Anderson drew the letter from the en-
velope.  “*Well, what shonld be the first
thing my eyes fell on but wour name
.lll'l’llf]ll;_’,‘ a list of advertised letters, 1

asked H. for the letter immediately, and

he gave it to me very gladly, saying
that it had been to the Dead Letter Of-
fice and been sent back again; had been
sant down to Rockdale and returned;
and he had an impression it had been to
Rockford, but he might be mistaken.
He thought it must be nearly a yoear
sinee it first enme there.  ‘The last time
it eame back he put it in a drawer, and
hadn't thought of it since, and the
“list”™ which it headed was an old
one, which he had neglected to take
down.””

“Myra,"" broke in
sharply, *‘come here '

She came and took the letter from his
{ hand, glanced av it, and gave a little

quick ery.

0 Ben—it is from Gordon!' and
she sank into a chair, white and tremb-
ling, the letter falling from her nerve-
less fingers,

Ralph sprang forward and canght it
befare it scarcely touched the floor.

| **Read it,”" she said, with an eagaer
| gesture, but he had begun aimost befors
she spoke.

“Mit. ANDERSON=—Doar Sir: 1 foel uaif )
must weite no word to congratulnte you on the
sifoty of the hittle givl woose disappenranons
cunsod us all so much unensiness and alorm
and you so much pain. She came buck the
third day after your depmrture, and 1 put heg
om boned the tradn for Michigan City the next
morning; and | teast she reachod you i safe-

| ty sevornl doys ago.  ©desired towrite tor you
| tovome back for her, but she declarod she
wouldo't wait, By the way, 'l trust her to
make ber winy through the world, She I8 the
most indomitable Hitie thing 1 ever saw-—a lit-
tle com pressed tormdo, There Is 0 mystery
bt the way she was spletted off, and s 1o
whore she hus been kept all this time, and
more thn all, the renson of the abdluetion, |
think she hs boon drogged heavily, for there
are dark loes under the tnshing oyves which
It 18 not natural to see bn a chlld, She secins,
s, to think she hos been away but o day or
twor  Buot shoe has doubitloss told you all o bont
it s well s the wiay she escuped and found

| her way ek hero, and so T will only add thnt
It gives me more satistnetion than 1 oan tell,

| this happy solution of your trouble.

“Nery truly and sincerely yours,

CUMAE GORDON, "

“And this was a vear ago-—0 my
poor darling!”  Mrs. Anderson eried,
sharply,  ** Whao vould be eruel enough
to wish to harm her? O Ben, what shall
we do—ig there no way o lind ont any-
thing nhout her?’ ’

* If this Gordon was us eareless about
the child as he was about the direction
of his letter, she might have been for-
warded to New Zealand!" exclaimed

[ Arnold, impatiently.

“Bat Viela knew where we were
coming, and she would tell that, her-
[ self,” Mrs, Anderson said, quickly,
|  “Yes, 1 suppose so.  But I don't see
what you are going to do at this late
day, 1t's my opinion that somebody
hns an interest in the child, and 1 think
you had better let the whole thing
th‘np,” =

“0O Tom! And never know whether
she is living or dead?' Mys, Anderson
eried, in o distressed voice,

| TO BE CONTINI ED,]

- .-

Ben Anderson,

_=The common bectle has eyes 2,500
times sharpoer than those of & man, and
vet the old hen gulps him dowu sooner
or luter. —Detroit Free Press,

RELIGIOUS AND EDUCATIONAL.

«~There are sixty Methodist churches
in New York City,

—Instroction in field and
is to be given in the ror
Russin,

—Fifty out of the seventy-three stu-
dents in Jaffra College, Ceyvlon, have
ronounced paganisin for € ‘hristianity, —
Christian  nion.

—If vour son has no braing, do not
send him to college.  You cannot make
& balloon out of a shanty by treating it
to a French roof, — Whitehall Times.

~A religious paper makes the state-
ment that one in every five persons in
the United States is a member of some
evangelieal church, and one in every
lifty-six is o Sabbath-school teacher,

The English Church has established
a Christinn mission at Gaze, a town
which reaches further back than the cal
of Abraham. It was on the way to Gaza
that Philip baptized the eunuch of
Ethiopia. :

~The will of the late Rev. Dr.
George Musgrove begueaths 230,000 to
Princeton ('nllng(*, ®12.000 to the Pres-
byterian Hospital of Philadelph o, and
84,000 to the Theologieal Seminary of
Princeton.

The authorities of Cornell Univer-
sity have negotinted the sale of a large
Imrt of the institution's Western lands,
by which about £2,000,000 will be real-
ized. A few months ago sales were
mado to the amount of 500,000,  The
land undisposed of belonging to the
University are 150,000 acres of pine
lunds and 50,000 or 60,000 acres of
farming lands, N, Y. Times.

—The Baptists are extending their
mission in Indin and Burmah., Recent-
ly the following missionaries sailed
from New York: Rev. D. K. Rayl and
wife and Rev. E. Chute and wife, who
are to reside in Ongoil, India.  Rev.
B. P. Cross and wife, Rev, 1. J. Dench-
field and wife, Rev, J. E. Ca=e, Mrs. M.
C. Douglass, Mrs. F. H. Eveleth and
Miss Bunn go to Burmah. —Chrstian
U nion,

arden work
schools of

- B .
Some of the Beliefs that Pertgin to
Table Accidents,

“If cnre were not the walles
Boebind n follow's ohisir,
Whon casy golng sinners
Sitdown to iehmond dinnews,
By Jove, it would be puee!
I cnre wore not the waltor
Henind a fellow's chadre,”

Care may not be an ageecable waiter
oehind one's chair or elsewhere, but he
will not spill hot soup down your back
nor leave the print of his thumboa your
gluss, nor put his elbows in your eyes or
in any way disturb the natoral repose of
your outward being,

There is only one thing can muake a
person wretched in both mind and body
at once.  That is a pair of tight boots!
Then let the waiter be care, if he wants
to, but don’t drag in any denth's heads
at our feast.  Let us eat, drink and be
merry, for at a feast where friends are
assembled and the viands are good
every sense is gratified, and it is wisé
to forget the past and take no thought
for the morrow during the brief hours
it will last.  Given that rarve and son-
suous atmosphere filled with the
heavenly breath of exotie flowers, the
odor of dainty cooking, bright with the
sparkle of light reflected from burnished
u'lluss and gleaming china, the blended
sweetness of patchouli and jockey club
and white rose, the admiring glances of
well dressed men, the fashing jewels
nnd smiles of beautiful women, the
sympathetic glinees of social happiness,
and the pride of strength and enjoy-
ment, and he would be worse than a
eynic who could find no pleasure in such
a pieture!  But there will be » death's
head at the fewst. It is incvitable.
Some one will recall the faet that it is
the anniversary of the death of some

friend or scquaintance; - or a care-
less  guest  will  spill  the  salt
and make an allusion to its  he-

ing unlucky; or another will discover
that there are thirteen at table and
wonder which ono will be dead before
the year is out, Bad luek to such mala-
propos people.  Is it likely that thirteen
would sit down together anywhere with-
oul there being a possibility that one of
the company might div in the course of a
‘\'('ﬂ.l'P Table superstitions are as strong
in the best society as among the ignor-
ant and vnrefined, If one chances to
eateh a glimpse of his face in a mivror
when he is eating he must at onee lenve
the table or he will be unlucky all the
year. If two forks are taken up instend
of a knife and & fork it denotes a wed-
ding; two spoons, you will be lucky in
love. A guest at a dinner was once so
much disturbed at some discovery he
made in a slice of bread that he ex-
cused himself, went home and took to his
bed. An examination of the bread
which he had regarded with so much
alarm developed the fact that it had
the ominous words “Hest in peace’
ainly imprinted on the erust. Ill was
Lr:u'lh'cl that the baker hud a brother
who was n tombstone cutter, and he had
mved his oven with some work that
lm.i not heen called for, and so got the
impression of part of an epitaph on his
loaves, No doubt the gnest recovered
when he learned the facts.

There is a guarded decorum at a fash-
ionable dinnor which usoally prevents
guests from making themselves either
conspicuons or disagreeable if they have
a faculty for being either; but at o home
dipner, where there are only a few in-
vited guesis present, many absurdities
ocenr.  An elderly mniden lady who
was dining ont was asked by her host
what part of the fowl she preferred.
“The bosom, if you please,'* she replied
with much dignity,

A little givl hearing all the girls say
they would be helped to some Hmll.{l
ieee of some delieacy, earried out the
[mm-sl conviction of her nature by ask-
ing for *a very large piece, if you
please,"" —Delroit Post und 1ribune.




