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A KING IN DISGUISE.,

lr brain s dall, my hande are tired,
have no for work or play;
Just let the hours go as they wiil,

1 eun do naught st all Wy,

Life's buttio does not nood my aid

111 Iny nalde my sword and shiold;
To morrow, ps, with hetter hourt
I mny be to tuke the flold,
What Is fow short hours

In which man toll, or th.nk, or weop,
Tl lot them Jdl ft awny
Aud sloep and dream, and droam and slecp.

S What folly " eriod bottor aolf.
LAt w Eﬁ drowsy honrt and oyes,
Whnt In

ﬂo{l n king.
A mighty monarch in disguise,

“His hands ave full of aplondid gifts—

"Hmm; M. 'nl‘::h nd f;mn.
aste thee nee thin very hour—-
Thin only n&ﬂim oulls thy name,”

Then anxiously, with eager haste,
I went and sfood in Duty’s plaee;

And just ot noontide's weary hour
Fortuno and | met to faoo,

She sald: “1've walted hore for thoe,
And half T feared thon would delny,
Now what the Past has still denfed
Is thine with tonfold graoe To-duy.”

What Is an hour?  Oft fortune, fame,
Of weary yenrs the s'vl'l.lmi prime;
What is To-day? Go it well,
Porchanco n monureh In disgulse,
— Lillie K. Barr, in Harper's Woekly,

-

OLD POPPLEWELL'S WILL,

It wae n grent shock to the feelings
of Mr. Silus Popplewell to discover that
his father had bequenthed s legacy of
£2,000 to his house-keeper, a certain
Mrs. Draycott. The woman had en-
tered the old man's service only about
a yenr before his death, and if there
had been anything remarkable in her
demoeanor towaed him, it consisted
rather of scant courtesy and want of
attention.  She hud never spparent
mude the sligh attempt to ingﬂtz
ate hersel! with her muster, who, on
his part, had slways seemed to regard
his attendant with calm indifference.
But Silus felt doubly aggrieved because
his father had serupulously concenled
from him that he had made a will, leav-
ing him to believe that he was bound
to inherit everything as next to an
heir-at-law,

Silas Popplewell came across the will

uite unexpectedly while going through
the old man's rs u few hours after
his decense. The document appoared
to be perfectly legal, and had nvmntly
been prepared by s solicitor, whose
name was appended a8 one of the wit-
nesses (o the testator's signature.  Ex-
cept the Io‘facy of the housekeeper, it
left evorything to Silas Popplewell, and
appointed him sola executor. Consid-
ering that old J Popplewell was

reputed to be n we I:erl. Innr-
ol have

Dur;.n lnlﬁlllﬂ.ﬂ I )
suffered the unexpeoted logacy to dis-
turb their equanimity. Bul.s Silas Pop-
lewell was one of those mean, gras)-
ng, avaricious individuals who cannot
bear the thought of losing anything.
He considered ho was both logally and
morally entitled to the whole of his
futher's property, and regarded the
ltsguur to Mrs. Draycott as & fraud upon
his  just rights, Ho was, therefore,
overwhelmed with and disappoint.-
ment, and worked himself into n por-
fect fever of virtuous Indl‘;nntlnn.

In the midst of his tribulations it sud-
denly occurred to him that but for the
sheet of ')v which he held in his hand
he would be & richer man by two thou-
sand pounds sterling, This eminently
ractical view of the situation aroused

is worst passions, and he soon found
himsell won what would proba-
bly happen if the will were not forth-
coming. Sup%lnﬂnnm. he
were to leave the do t where he
found it and say nothing to anybody!
The chances were, he thought, tfml tﬂa&
huusukenl[‘mr would believe the testator
had revoked it, mllmlha had over
been aware of itd nee; while it
was guite possible, eonsidering his late
father's habitual reticence concernin
his affuirs, that the woman uuupeomﬁ
nothing. If the worst happened, and n
hue and ery were raised, the will could
be conveniently found; or better still,
who could gainsay him if ho were to de-
clare boldly ¢ fathor had deliber-
ately tlvatrmi the will in his presence?

Such insidions reflections as these ure
apt to blunt & 's moral perceptions,
especially when he is laboring under a
keen sense of injustice.  Silas Popple-
well's standard of morality was not o
high one, nnd he would any day sooner
have done a shabby trick than lose a
sixpence, The consequence was that
after a little hesitation he yielded to an
uncontrollable impulse, and consigned
the obuoxious will to the flames.

When the rper was reduced to ash.
es, Silassuddenly awoke to the fact that
he had committed a felony and ren-
dered h'rll liable to penal servitude.
He turned deadly pale when he thought
of this Whla contingenocy, snd
for n moment was inclined to repent of
what he had done. But when he re-
flected th.;’hll wicked ul.ul. had not been
witn mortal eyes, while the
unlymno:z{_hil guilt—the charred
papers—was rapidly disappearing up
the chimney, soon recovered his
spirits, Having waited patiently until
there was no longer uny trace left even
of the ashes of the will, he locked up the
-;:.:;m box in Thlﬁh hul;nd ft:mmd it and

't the room, feeling tolerably easy in
his mind, & vy v

Nothing occurred during the nextiew
duys to avonse Silas Popplewell's appre-
hensions, and us he was not troubled
with a ‘consclence he began to congratu-
late himself upon the fhmluh'e step ho
had takem, The housckeeper went
about her duties a8 usual, and did not
sech to tronble her head as to whether
her muster had left o will or not, from

which Silas gathered with heartfeit sat.
iefaction that she knew nothing about
her legaoy. He conld not refrain, how-
ever, from watching her furtively,
knowing what he did of his father's in-
tentions towards her.  She was a vul

r, illiterate, elderly woman, singu-
arly devoid of personal attraction, and
apparently not possessed of much in-
telligence.  While striving in vain to
nccount for his father's extraordinary
predilection for her as manifested by his
will, Silas was struck by an expression
of determination on the woman's face
which seemed to indicate n desperate
character., He began to suspect that
she had forged the will by the aid of ne-
complices, and wins waiting with calm-
ness the issue of her machipntions.  If
#0, khe was doomed to disnppointment,
thought Silas, and he l'hllt“:
notion of having frustrated such an in-
famous schema,

When the day of the funeral arvived
Silas felt strangely noervous and uncom-
fortable. He was very much upset by
the unexpected
the mere fact of having to provide gloves
and crape on such an extended soale be-
ing sufficient to cause him serious vexa-
tion. Old Joseph FPopplewell wus
man of very humble origin, having, in
fact, commenced life ns a common
Inborer, and Silas searcely knew any of
his father's relatives.  Several of these

turned up, however, without being in- |

vited, and Silas resentod their presence
very much, not only because he was not
amxious to claim kinship with them, but
beenuse they would no doubt make par-
ticular injuiries about the destination
of the old man's property.

It is to be feared that Silas guffered
his mind to wander a good deal from his
old father's obsequies,

He may have had a soft corner in his
heart for the old man's memory, but
nervousness and  apprehiension  ren-
derod it  inaccesible on this oc-
ension.  The  solemn  words  of
the burial service fell unheeded
on his ear, for his mind was disturbed
by the prospect of having to explain to
llﬁl relatives that his futher haid died in-
testate. His newly discovered kinsmen
ware a painfully vulgar and coarse-
minded set, and several frogments of
conversation referring to his father's
suppose testamentary intentions had
reached him. The ides thst the old
man had left a will seemed as general
ns the extravagant notion that each in-
dividual mourner had been named in it
Though he was guiltless as far as they
were ull concerned, Silas Popplewell,
being agitated and unnerved, shrank
from the task of answering their in-
quiries; while he was seizedd with sud-
den terror lest the housekeeper should
take the opportunity to give utterance
to unplensant suspicion

When the mourners returned to the
house, Mrs. Draycott was standing by

the fire-place in the sitting room con- |

versing with a prim, professional-look-
mk gentlemun, who, on perceiving
Nilas, wtvanced to weel O, rubbinf
his hands.

“Mur. Popplewell, I believe," he said,
with a slight bow.

“Yes," replied Silas, uneasily,

“You will doubtless know my name
when [ mention it,"" replied the other;
“I am Mr. Reeves, of Grays' Inn
Square,”

Silas turned very white and his knecs
trombled for Mr, Recves was the solicitor
who had witnessed the execution of his
father's will.,

“l—I beg your pardon,” he said
falteringly; «1 IlliuL there must be
some mistuke. 1 have not the pleasure
of your ncquaintance."

“1 imagined your hounsekeoper wrote
to me by your instructions,” said the
solicitor, slightly  embareassed  and
glancing at Mrs. Draycott.

“1 wrote because the late Mr. Pop-
plewell told me to in ense you did not,”
said the woman, looking towards Silas,
defiantly. ** He wished the will to be
read at the funeral,”

SWIll! what will?' exelaimed Silas,
with feigned surprise; and then he
added, as though bracing his nerves for
the ordeal: *Pray be seated, gentle-

mon, and take a glass of wine and a |

biscuit,”

Each porson selpcted a ehair and sub-
sided into it with a good deal of shuf-
fling of feet and coughing, but no one
acceptod the proftered hospitality, The
dead silence which ensued indicated
breathless intersst and excitement.

“ My father has lelt no will," assev-
orated Silas, taking up his position on
the hearth-rug and endeavoring to speak
culmly,

I think you are mistaken, Mr. Pop-
plewell,' said Mr. Reeves, politely but
fimly: ** Your father executed a will in
my presence which I preparved for him
ubout a year ago.  He cortainly has left
. will—unless, of course, he has de-
stroyed or otherwise revoked it

“The will is locked up in the iron
box in the study,” interposed Mps.
Drayeott, with decizion.

‘I repeat that my father has left no |

will,” eried Silas, angrily. ** Any one
is at lilerty to search the iron box if ho
likes. As Mr. Reeves suggests, my
futher destroyed the will.” '

1 don't believe it,"" exclaimed the
housekeeper, excitedly. **Why, | saw
it with my own eyes not a month ago”

* When did he destroy it?  Who seed
Yim do it?"" inguired avolee from among
the mourners,

“He destroyed it in my presence last
—let mo seo—last Thursday weok. |
fetched it ot his request from the iron

box, and he put it in the fire of his own |

freo will,™ said Silas, lying glibly.
Though aftecting to recall the date
promiscuously, Silas had been careful
to prepare this story beforehand. On
the day named he had sat with his futh-
er ulone for more than an hour during
the afternovn while Mrs. Draycott had
been sent out on an ervand. i the de-
vensed had intended to destroy the will

he would probably have got the woman

ed at the |

number of mourners,

ont of the way on s similar pretence,
and the suggestion was plausible
enough. The housckeeper gave a pals
pable start, and wns evidently im-
pressed by the coincidence, but among
the rest of the audience there was a
general expression of ineredulity, with
u good deal of head-shaking and some
murimurs.

“Well, gentlemen, I must say thay
Mr. Popplewell's account is perfectly
straightforward,'’ interposed the laws.
ver, who, whatever his private opinions
might have been, probably thought it
[ prudent as o matter of business to side
with Bilus. “Testators frequently re«

| voke their wille in the manner de-
Pseribed.  If it is any consolation to you,
gentlemen, I may mention that as fat
us vou are concerned the existence of
the will would have made no difterence
| o j'nll."
Wil you tell us, Mr. Lawyer, who
will get the money, supposing what Mr.
Silas says is true,"” inguired o voice in
un aggrieved tone.

“ Mr. Popplewell will inherit every.
thing as next-of-kin and heir-at-law,**
replied the lawyer.
| This information elicited a loud cho-
rus of indignation, and many insulting
epithets were leveled at the head of the
luckless Silas, who, pale and trembling,
realized that his triomph was dearly
bought, even at the price of £2,000,
Suddenly the strident tones of Mrs.
Draycott became audible above the up-
roar, and compelled nttention.

“The old \'i[lluin has broke faith with
lmr-. and a sneaking scoundrel he al-
[ ways was, und so he died,”” eried she,
[ speaking under strong excitement.

“But I'm no longer bound to keep his
secret, and T won't. I say, Bill Allen!"
she exclaimed, appealing to one of the
mourners, ““you ought to know me,
though it's thirty years and more since

I was supposed to have died.  You ree-
[ ollect Poll Saunders that old Joe Pop-

plewell married when he was working
| at the railway down I.h'urlmml way P’
| Why, surely!” ejacu ated the in.
l dividual referred to. "** Aye, it's Poll,
| sure enough!™ he added, shading his
cyes with his hand.

I was his lawful wife, Mr. Reoves,
and he knew it,"”" she explained, turn-
ing to the astonished solicitor, ** He
deserted me vears ngo and marvied a
Indy—Mr. Silas' mother. I found him
out again by accident quite recently,
and promised to keep his secret on con-
dition that he would ]]n'n\ ide for me by
his will. Bulabé hus been false to me
as he was TB&Y ago, and now I won't
keep silence why tlllgun"

“This is_amost serions,””  said the
solicitor, anill;: to Silas, who stood
nghast withy horror and amazement,
: g ll}iﬁ—lhi:{lmly eap prove her
ringe.

“Oh! T haye P
| that,” inter
Draycott
| paper e
' e lav
L CIRW
|

munr-

took care of
a.de'.-nm! Mus,

‘g slip of
""’-hun-ling it

3 nid lock at
e back."
age certiffeate,” suid

neine at it and tarning
| it over he wloud ns follows;

I, Joseph Popplewell, do acknowl-
edge that my housekeeper, Mrs, Dray-
cott, is my lawful wife, which I mareried
nnder the name of Mary Saunders in
18—, and I, Mary Popplewell, or Dray-
cott, do heredy swear that if my huos-
banul, .lnnv!nlf Popplewaell, leaves me
L£2,000 by his will, I will keep his mur-
ringe secret.

*T'his extraordinary  document pur-
ports to be signed by both parties,”
welded the lawyer, handling the paper
reverently, *tand I must say that upon
the face of it, taken in conjunction with
the certifiente, it appears to be incon-
testible evidenre."

“Who gets the money now, then?"
demanded the same pevson who had
usked the guestion belore,

“Well, gentlemen, | am sorry to say

that Mr. Silas Popplewell being unfort-
unately for himself, nullius pitivs, or
illegitimate, can inherit nothing,” re-
plied Mr. Reeves. **The estate will,
{ therefore. be divided between the law-
Tul widow of the deceased and his next
of kin, according to the statute,”
I The excitement of the audience at
[this announcement found vent in a
hoarse cheer, In the midst of which poor
Silas sunk into a chaiv in a half fainting
condition. He now understood—too
lnte, alas!—<what had caused his father
suddenly to make o will, and he was
{ nlso keenly conscious of the faet that
having borne witness to its allegod rev-
ocation, it was out of the question to
endeavor to set it up again, He was
aronsed from his bitter rellections I
the touch of the honsekeepoer upon  his
shoulder.

*Cheer up, my lud," she sald rough-
Iy, but not unkindiy: @ did not know
it would be so bad for you as this, nnd
I don't pity yvou less because | snspeot
you've brought it on  yourself, :\'-a'\\. |
won't make any rash promise, hecanse
I don't know how much money U'm go

[ing to get, But vou shall have the
L2000 yon gradged to me, even if 1
don't receive u farthing more."

It is
| .Ml‘. Heey

. -

“The Newport News says of Mpes,
Julin Ward Howe's recent sermon: ** [t
was o beantifully written and finely de.
livered effort from the teéxt: *God so
loved the worlil.”  She divided her text
into several  practical  applications,
spoaking of the world of business, the
world of polities, and the world of re-
lii;iuu and morals. She pictured in
| glowing langunge the insincerity which
| underlies much of the modern society
and the tendencies of the day, and als
|llm necessity of an  earnest, vital,

wholesome religious spivit. Mrs. Howe's

manier of pddress was devout and ten.

der, and her fine conduct of the entire
serviee was pleasing.
- - -

Since the first oil-well began to

[ Bow, R1,500,000,000 have been added to

the wealth of this country by the prod-

! uct of putroleun.

Ioutl_la_’ DODIE.I_'EI_IEEHL

BARY IN CHURCH.

Aunt Nellie had fashioned a dainty thing,
Of Hamburg nnd ribbon and lnoe,
And mamma had sald, as sho settled it
"rouad
Our beautiful baby's fuce,
Where the dimples play and the
Hes
Like aunbeams hid in her violot eyos:
It the day I8 plonsant and baby is good,
Ehe mny go to church and wenr her now
hood."”

Inughter

Then Ben, aged six, began to tell,

In elder-brotherly wny,
How very, very good she must ho

It shie went to obhurch next day.
He told of the church, the cholr and the

orowil,

And the man upin front who talked so lond:
it she must not talk, nor nugh, nor sing,
But Just sit a8 guiet as anything.

And g0, on a bpautiful Babbnth in May,
Whon the frait-buds burst into fowers,

(There wasn't a blossom on bush or tree
o findr sn thim Bloseom of olire),

Al In hor white deess, dainty and now,

e by &at in the family pow,

The griond, sweet music, the reverent alr,

The solemn hush nnd the voloe of prayor

Filled all her baby oul with awe,
A she st In her e placee,
Aund the holy look that the angels woar
Boemed pletured upon her face,
And the sweet words uttered so long nga
Cuine into my mind with o rhythmic fhow,
Of such s the Kingdom of Heaven,” =ald

He,
And I knew that He spake of such as she,

The sweot-voicad organ pealod forth again,
The eolleetion-box cuime round,

And baby dropped her ponny in,
And =smiled at the chinking sound.

Alone in the chole Aunt Nellie stood,

Waiting the close of the solt preluade,

To begin her solo. Hich and strong

Bhe struck the first note, clenr wnd long,

Bhe held it and all were ehavmed but one,
Who, with ull the might she hud,

Spritng to ber jittle feet awl orled:
o Aunt Nellic, you's being bad !

The sudience smilod, the minister coughed,

The Hitle boys in the corner lnaghed,

The tenor-mnn shook Hke an nepen leaf

And hid his face In his hundkerchief,

Aund poor Aunt Nellle never could tell
How she finished that terrible steain,

But gays thut nothing on earth would tempt
Her to go through the seene wanin

8o, wo hive declded perhnps “tis best,

For her sake, ours and all the rest,

Thut we walt, may b, for n yeur or two,

Ere our inby re<onter the family pow,

—Minnie M, Guie, in N, Y. Independent,

— & —

A MODERN WOOD DEITY.

In very ancient times, when men be-
lieved that almost every mountain  and
river, brook and grove, was presided
over by a deity of some sort, it was suid
that neetar and ambrosia were the drink
and food of these gods. Because those
old poets and philosophers indulged in
those fine stories about nymphs and

myths, like the fictions of our own
writers, are benutiful and enfertpining.
I have often thought of n charming story
which might be written by some imag-
inative boy or girl about a wood deity

Amerien.
truth that nectar and ambrosia fill

being,
more fragrant than the fab
Hybla and Hymettus, This is sayin

and Hymettus was o mountain, south-
enst of Athens, in
distillations from the flowers.
have looked into the elean, euriously
wronght cups of onr Ameriean grove-
god, when they were full tooverflowing
with elear fhaid, T have even tasted the
neetar, although the eups were so small
that only the merest bit of my tongue
could enter.

in it.
The being of which | xlm:lk is an in-
dustrions litle fellow. N

neetar in, and cups to hold the precious
ambrosia.  These he hollows out
neatly that they all look alike, and he
wreanges them in rows aronmd the bole
of a treg—sometimes a maple, often an
ash, may be a pine, und frequently a

pots amd enps—so many, indeed, that
it seems to keep him busy for a great
part of the day drinking their delicious
contents.  He has very guiet ways, and
vou must be silent and wateliful if you
wish ever 1o see him.  He rarely uses
his voiee, except when disturbed, and
then he utters a keen ery and steals off
through the air, soon cl':.-':lplmm'illg in
the shadows of the woods

In the warm, dreamful weather of
our early spring days vou may find him

which are little holes or pits bored
Jhreongh the bk and through the soft
outer ring of the wood of certnin trees.
Very often you can find rings and rings
of these pits on the trunks of the apple-
trees of the orchards, every one of them
full of nectar,

And now vou discover that, after all,
my winged grave deity is nothing but

the undignifiod but  very signifieant
name of Sap-sucker! Well, what of it?
My story is truer than those of the old
ureek and Latin poets, for mine has
something
thing beantiful and interesting, 1 sug-
pect that many of the ancient myths
are bused upon the facts of nature and
nre embellished with fantastic dressing,
just as some imaginative boy or girl
might dress up this trae story of our sap-
drinking woodpecker,

In fact, how much happier, how much
more redolent of joyous sweets, is the
life of this quiet birl than that of such
beings—if they could have existed.—as
those with which the ancients peopled
their groves amnd mountains! 'l'hinL of

shadows of the and

spring summer

flying about on real wings among the |

cedar.  Ho has n grent many of these |

satyrs, fawns, nainds and dryads, we | business !;lm
call them heathen: bu, after all, their | honest, inc

cups and pots of (his bright and joyous | neede _ ; A 8
I have seen him sipping nectar | rifling service, will be “wanted" in
|I..‘1 sweets of | Congross, for railrond officers, for Gov-

miuch, for Hybla used to be the most | Mivisters and merchants,
famous town in the world for its honey, | Whe

Greece, where the . )
bees stored their combs with the purest | Army of humanity advunces.
But 1 kind of

woods, alighting here and there to sip
renl nectar and ambrosia from fragrant
cedar pots!—Maurive Thompson. in St
Nicholas,

**Boy Wanted,”

Passing along the streets of this great,
bustling city, the passerby often sees
in the wiml{nws of the business houses
a placard with the inseription. “Boy
Wanted,' and as there are thousands of
boys who want places, and will make
application for them, we will tell them
in ndvance, for nothinq. just the kind of
& boy that is ““wanted,™

The boy that is **wanted” must be
active, intelligent, cleanly in his habits,
quick to learn, obedient, truthful, and,
above all, he must be honest.  Honesty
i the pear] of great price in a boy, as'it
is in a man, and no boy is “wanted " any-
where in the wide world outside of the
Penitentiary or State Reform School
who is destitute of this essential quali-
fication. The honest boy is certain t«
come to the front, and the dishonest hoy is
just as sure to take s back seat and keep
it through life. T'he boy isnot “wanted'
in any establishment who will tuke 1 cent
of his employer's money, for the hoy
who steals a cent will by and by steal a
dollar, and after that a hundreed and
| thousand dollars. The honest bhoy re-
| members the couplet his good mother
taught him in the nursery rhyme—

It ig nain
To steal 0 pin,

Every day we read in the newspapers
of men who have gone wrong, becon
defaulters, embezzlers, thieves and ras-
eals, most of whom woere probably not
the right sort of boys on the start. They
began by being “sharp” and dishonest
{in little things, and the bad habit grew
upon them until they ended their lives
in the State's Prison, adisgrace to them-
selves, and a burning shame to thei
acquaintances,

+I:e boy who is “wanted™” is the boy
who does not need watching, He is true
to his employer under all eircum-
stances, because he is true to himself.
He does not shirk when he is at work
alone out of sight, but does his best, s
% a thousand eyes were upon him.
“Poor Richard's Almanac' says tha
“the eye of the master is worth one
servant,'’ by which is meant that hired
[ men and women a8 well as boys need
watching,

Boys are “wanted” everywhere
in the rields of the farmer, in the stores
| of the merchant, in the banks, at the
hotels, in all the offices, and in every
there is room for the
ustrious boy. It will not b
before the boys who uare “want-
ed' in these subordinate capacities, in
which the pay is small and the respon-
sibility slight, will be *“*wanted” 1o
take charge of the immense business

| lon
|

which haunts some of the groves of ©f this Nation, in place of !if" men
It can be suid with much | Who are now et the head of affairs.  In
the | ® few years

more the boys that are
to-day to run errands and do

ernors, for legislators, editors, lawyers,
and to take
responsible places in public and
}lri\'ﬂ.tﬂ aflairs, in place of those who
all out by  the wiav-side as Lthe great
The richt
boys are *wanted” every-
L where. No others need apply. —Chicago
Jowrnal,

A Fashionable Calamity,

1 Among the recent calamitios reported

It is slightly acrid, this | by Paris newspipers isa torvible mishuy
nectar, bur it has in its taste hints, so to | thatbefell aleader of fushion at Trouvills
speak, of all the perfumes and sweets | the other day.
of the winds and leaves and Nowers—g | Sorts
fragrance of green wooill when out, and ‘ lm'j’ endowed with the least self-respect
of the inner tender bark of voung trees, | must l'hllmzﬁ her dress from lhemd te
And a raey favor, too. which comaes | foot at least four times o dav, and wore
from the aromatic roots of cevtainof our | $he to wear the same
evergreens, 18 sometimes discovernble | during her sojourn by the

At French seaside re-
established that any

it is well

twice
ocenn she
would irretrievably forfeit her status as o
“lionne.” The fushionable lady referrad

costumae

nny times I|to had made arrangements to stay at
have watched him making pots to eateh | Trouville just a fortnizht, and had thepe-

fore bronght down fitty-six toilets, just

so | enough to satisfy the minimum require-

ments of the place. Circumstances of a
domestic nature required her to remain
there four days longer than she had con-
templated, and her consternation at her
unfortunate predicament cannot easily
be imagined. What was she to do? She
could not appear in a dress she had
already been “seen in." There was but
one alternative and she had to accept
that. She retired to her room and
remained in heroie seclusion, not dar-
ing to venture out even aftar dark, lest
n too keen eye should deteet her

shortcomings. —&French Paper

a little bied that many persons eall by |
Yl Y now I wants you to ehallenge di Jodee,

real init, a8 well us some- |

| by the study of books alone, He

by kecping a sharp lookout for the pots, |

. e
An Amusing Court Scewe,

A young Austin lawyer was appointod
to defend a negro who wus too poor to
hire counsel of his own, After the jury
wus in the box the young lawyer chal-
lenged several jurymen whom his client
sadd had a pn-judfce against lum,

“*Are there any mere jurymen who
have a prejudice against you'" whis-
pered the young lawyer.

“No, boss, de jury am all right, but

I have been conviceted under him seheral
times already, andmay be he is beginin®
to hab prejudice agin me. "’

The young lawyer, this being his first
case took the advice of lis chient, and,
wldressing the court, told the Judee he
conld step aside.—Lexas Si/lings.

——— e —

—No person ean become a clomist
miist
go through a course of practiol sty
inu laboratory as well us study books
to learn this art and seience. A blind
man might as well expect 1o learn 1o
paint landseapes by hearing desorip-
tions of scenery remd to him ns a nun
expect lu!hd'comﬂ bsxpvrt i any art op
science whatever by reading only, —2
Y. Times. S ad ng oniy AYs




