By Neptune's Services.
- -

There wast' the letter addressed
wery plainly, in Thorpe Creighton’s
rather peculiar handwriting, to Miss

Edliffson.

What should she do with it?

Deliver it, and so let her cousin
win and wed the man whom she her-
self loved? No, Mand Hildrup was
neither generous nor honest enough
to do that.

Destroy it? No, she did not quite
dare to pursue that course, though
it would have well suited her plans;
for she knew that Thorpe was too
modest, and perhaps a little too
proud aleo, to woo very long with-

out apparent encouragement,
8he could not impale herselfl on

either horn ef the dilemma, she
thonght, but would eompromise.
8o she slipped the letter into one of
those old, never touched, books on
the upper shelf of her uncle's book-
case,
““No ene knows that I received the
torning mail from our letter-canri-
er,” she said to herself, “‘so there will
be no inquiries as to what has be-
come of this horrid letter. If it is dis-
covered at any future day—which is
not likely—I, of course, will be igno-
rant of how it came there.”
Dishonesty does seem to prosper
for a long, long time, and there were
no inconvenient questions as to where
the morning letters were,

Meantime,"as Maude presumed to
be the case, Th was on his way
to Ban Francisco, where he ho 10
receive an e neour reply to the
fervent words of love which he had
penned to Daisy the night before he
started on his trip.

Cunning, fairseeming Maude had
taken care to be present ateach of the
interviews he had had with her cousin
between the time when he announced
that he had accepted the offer of a
fine position in & bank house in
San Francisco, and the hour of his
departure; therefore he had been re-
duced to the necessity of committing
his burning thoughts to unsympa-
athetic pen and paper, and Maude

guessed correctly as to the con-
tents of the hidden letter,

“Dais{, dear,” asked Maude, care-
lessly, shortly after Thorpe's depart-
ure, “‘don’t you think it's very queer
that Mr, Creighton went away with-

out proposing to you? He was so
" devoted to you! And I, for one, did
not dream that he was only flirting;
did you?"’

“We girls are very apt to mis-con-
strue the meaningless attentions
with which idle young men flatter
nla" answered Daisy, with studied
indifference.

“T wonder if it is true that he has a
lady-love out there, and that is why
he was so ready to gol”

“What? I've neverheard any such
story."”

“You never have? Why, how odd!
Where were your ears?’’ said Maude,
who had herself heard no such rumor
until this very moment, when she
had originated it.

Pride and maidenly reticence kept
Daisy from exhibiting any grief at her

uondam lover's defection. If, she

ought, he had been merely friendly
in his visits, she would give no one
the chance to see her wear the willow
for another girl's rrolmrty; #0 she
smiled, and danced, and—well, yes,
flirted the lenst bit. And blind ob-
servers said to one another:

“Who would have imagined that
Thorpe Creighton and Daisy Edlifison
were only friends, ufter alll”

A few weeks passed by, and then
Maude received an invitation to visit
an old schoolmate who resided in
Ban Francisco; no one but herselfand
her future hostess knew how skillfully
she had angled for this invitation!
But no matter; she got iv, and ne-

ted it, and then contrived tocross
Thorpe Creighton's path again, when
as she thought, the edge of his love
for her cousin would have been dulled
by her seemi indifference—or re-
Jection, if that letter had indeed been
a bona fide offer of marriage.

Her letters home were full of the
good times she was having, and she
contrived to bring in Creighton's
name very often, To Thorpe himself
she related long uwmunun!lt hemany
conquests Daisy was continually
making,

“I would not have believed two
years ago that my demure cousin
could have developed into such a lit-
tle flirt a8 she is now!”  snid
Maud to him one evening, anx-
fons to mscertain his present senti-
ments,

“No one who lookad into her clear
brown eves would hnvegiven hersuch
an appellation,” he said, sighing.

“Oh, she don't mean to flirt! But
why that sigh? Surely, you were not
one ofher vietima?" asked Maud, art-
lessly.

“Ah!
rou?"”

“No, inased. &he knew that I nev-
er approved of her trifling and—
But she did not really refuse you?”

“I grieve to say that she did."

“Oh, I'm so sorry! Foolish girl!
Bhe gave me no hint of it, sod 1 Leg
your pardon for jesting on such n
subject. Are you sure you under-
stood her?"”

“[ wrota it; I wrote to her the verey
night before I left home and begged
her for just one word of hope, but
pot & line has she ever sent me! It
has oceured to me lately that per-
Laps she failed to receive my letter,

ﬁ:ude did not waut him to nour-
ish any notion of that sort, so she
bastily replied:

but 1 was! Did she not tell
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“T happen to know that she did ge
o note from you themorning yon left
home, for I, myselfp received it from
the carvier. I remember, too, that
just about that time she had a good
deal to say about vain people mis
construing other people’s courtesios,
Poor fellow I am not unrrrhod. How
By patig 1o very swest, sopecial

ympat very sweet, Hally
when ros ﬂiﬂ mgmd‘w biue eyes
express it to an unsuspiclous young
man,

Pntt.{mon Maude boﬁm.n to have
hopes that her plot would prove sue-
cessful, orpe called on her very
often and showed her man
tions,
was about Daisy, but then Maude al-
ways contrived to bring in some bit

ntten-

tion, which never failed to plant a
sting in her listener's heart.

Just as she wag begining to feel al-
most sure of her game, there came a
hindrance in the chase,

Thorpe received a cable message
saying that the husband of his only
sister had just died, unnx{mmny, in
Florence, leaving four little children
and n delicnte wife among strangers;
ofcourss Thorpelost no timein joining
her, eabling to her to remain in
Florenee until he got there,

Maude could not possibly conjure
up any reason for running off to
Italy on such short notice, though
she fain would have done so, and she
had to let him go without hearing
the decisive question from his lips.
However, he promised to write
quently; that was something.

She knew just what steamer he was
to take from New York, so she eager-
ly mennned ths passen list to see
if there were any fumilﬁr

on it, the names of any who wou
be likely to know the Edliffsons, but
to her relief none such appeared,

Her relief was groundless, however,
for two names printed as Mrs, How-
ardson and Miss Howardson were in-
correctly substituted for Mre. How-
ard Edliffson and Miss Edliffson!
Both Daisy and Thorpe were very
much disconesrted when they discov-
ered that they were to be penned up
together for a week in the narrow
limits of an ocean steamer, but each
wis too proud to let the other sus-
pect that a true heart was aching at
apparent inconstancy,

sach held aloof from the other,
Thorpe made Daisy wretched by his
many courtesies to a charming
young widow and her little fairy of a
daughter, and he, inturn, could have
wrung with a hearty good-will the
slender neck of a enllow Yale “man’
who danced constant attendance
upon Daisy.

They had been six days out, with
favorable wind and weather, when
the doctor, a genial Irish gentleman,
came up to the group of which
Thorpe and Daisy were uncongenial
members, and snid:

“Well, my friends, you are not
quite so mlfl’l‘ for letters as most
travelers arel”

“What very n travelers you
must take us to if you think we
look for the postman while we are on
the hlglt seas!” exclaimed one lady,
lnughing.

“Oh, no!” he answered, with a
quizazical smile. “Do you not know
that, among other improvements,
we of this line have communication
with shore so that we have mail de-
livered now and then?"

“Nol Nor do you know it, either,”
Daisy said, seeing that the doctor
glanced expectantly at her.
“Nevertheless I have some mail for
one of my passengers.”

“OL! A note which her true love

ve you in New York for you to
wnd to her today,” suggested Mrs,
Edlifison,

“Wrong again! I have a bona
fide, new, fresh letter, with an un-
broken seal and a properly canceled
United States postage stamp on it."”

“Really and traly?"” asked Daisy.

“Really and truly! Honor bright!”

“Then 1 suppose one of the im-

rovements of your line is that you
I:m'e secured the services of Neptune
ug letter-carrier,”

“Now you've hit it, Miss Edliffson!
The old chap enme aboard this
morning and handed me aletter with
his trident. A letter for some one
before me.”

“Ah, doctor, we've canght you
napping!  Neptune only comes
abouard ships when they cross the
equiator—and we are terribly out of
our course if we've done that!” was
Thorpe's first remark.

“Neptune makes exceptions in our
behalf, especially when the lotter is
for a lndy; he is gallant, o8 all of us
salt water dogs are!”

As he thus gpoke thedoctorheld up
a letter which, as all could seesecmed
to be sealed, stamped, addressed and
never opened.

“Miss Daisy Edlifison. No. 9870
Elm street, Yernon Center,” read the
lady nearest to it,

“Why, itis for me! That is my
name and address!” exclaimed Daisy,
in grent surprise. “Where did you
get it? 1s it not an old one which you
have found aud re-sealed just jorfun?’

“Yes; where did you get it?"” repeat
od Mrs, Edlifflson noticing that Duaisy
looked confused when she saw the
writing upon it,and that she Llushed
and |lflh‘lil|)' put it into her pocket,

“1 was looking over that old copy
of Don Quixote which you kindly lent
me and there 1 found it.'

“Ol!" thrt miserable Don Quix-
ote!” snid Mr. Edlifson, laughing
heartily. “That is 0 joke on my

very good but nbsented minded hus-
band, When 1 was packing my
steamer trunk I a=ked him to hand
me, from the top shell of the book-
case, and old English prayer book
which belonged to my grandmother,
as I thought I would hike to use it
for her eake while | was in England,
Lo, when I opened my trupk after
we were well out to sea, 1 found this

To be sure, most of his talk | yea

of news about her cousin’s last flirtas

r namoes u‘:-i —_—

Donk?uixote insten] of my prayer
lmo n

Dalsy was very quiet for some time;
one glance had shown her that the
hand-writing on the envelope wna
that of Thorpe l‘rpirhtnn. and the
date the day he had left. Vernon Cen-
ter; she knew, too, that from where
he was standing when the doctor
held it up he must also have recog-
niged his own handwriting,

It was the very letter which Mande
had so cunningly concealed, never
knowing that in her haste to return
the boek to ita shelf she had unwit.

prayer book had laid for over 20
R

How wna she to know that the dim
brown bindings of both books were
s#0 much alike that her uncle easily
blundered?

Thorpe could not contain his cur-
riosity, could it possibly, he thouﬂat,
be the letter to which he had so bun-
El-nd for just one word ofanswer? So

¢ soon contrived an opportunity to

say to Daisy:
“Miss Edliffson, surely it cannot be
considered rude to inquire about a
letter written by one’s self, so 1 ven-
ture to ask you if that is the one
which I wrote to you thenight before
I started for Californin?”'

“Yes, it is,”” she answered, blush-
ing.
“Did you purposely refrain from
reading it then, so that you might
not be obliged to reply to it?"

“No, certainly not! T never saw it
until to-day, and I cannot imagine
how it erept into poor old Don Quix-
ote.”

“Your cousin, Miss Ilihlru[). told
me ‘1:hut. you had received it, and

“Then, if she knew that it come,
ahe knew more than I didl!” cried
Daisy, indignantly. “8he never men-
tioned it to me, if she knew that it
was there.”

*“Then it is not too Inte for me to
:ook for an answer! When will I get
L "

The words were simple, but oh, the
tone!

“Oh, Neptune is the only postman
employed by this line of steamers, so
you must wait until hevomes around
ngain."

“Neptune is gallant, you know,
and if you were to nsk him to take n
love letter he would surely make all
speed.”

“Well, when I see him I'll give it to
him,"” she replied unconsciously.

“So your reply is to bea love let-
ter!” eried he, joyfully, in a very ten-
der whisper, “Leut how much better
for you to speak the love than mere-
ly to writeit!"

How the good natured doctor did
laugh when he was told that he had
been the means of mending two
broken heart!

“When I have a love letter to send
'l be sure to send it by old Neptune,””
he said.—Detroit Echo.

Affected Plety.

The Congregationalist.
Some people can not, or at any
rate do not, talk about religious sub
jects except with the use of a special
phraseology and 4 peculiar tone of
voice, neither of which they ever
adopt under other -ecirrumstances.
We know some who never walk up
the aisle to their pews in church ex-
cept with body bent, head drooped
between the shoulders and slightly
bowed, and a tetering, tip-toeing sort
of gait, as if a natural, upright car-
ringe were an unhallowed thing,
These peculiarities usually, if not al-
ways, are due to a reverent gspirit.
butare the illustration of & mistake
a8 to what is essential to the exhibi-
tion of such a spirit. In most in-
stances they do harm to others, and
sometimes they react mischievously
upon those in whom they appear.
Nothing is more impcrtant as an ele-
ment of influential personal picty
than naturalness, When one who
has become o professor of religion is
perceived by his acquaintances to he
stiff and formal in apeech, they dis-
trust him a little. Words or phrases
in regard to religious subjects which
are not natural to him, and which
ovidently do not express any real
feeling or netual experience of his own,
inevitably hinve a parrot-like, sing-
song effect, which repels beconuse
it suggests o doubt of theie gineerity,
Whatever causes us 1o seem artificial
robs us of power over others. Even
if it repuesent an netnal and proper
frame of mind, and is effected only in
appearance, it does no good; indeed,
it does positive harm. Naturalness,
therefore, straightforward simplicity,
must be preserved as much as possi-
ble, The danger of losing this livs
largely in the fact that young Chris-
tinns often suppose that they are ex-
pected to speak and act like those
who are much older, and their elders
often treat them as if this were desip-
able. But it is not. Boys and girls,
young men ."III!I woimnen, on I‘Il'l'l’il.g
the service of Jesus Christ, are to re-
main young people, and should not
he encouraged to ||ml on the manners
of greater age, The chief thing for
them to aim at is to be consecrated
young l"'“k‘l"' to think and talk and
whave with the snme unaflected nat-
uralness as ever, but with a holy
purpose and spirit which may sweeten
und ennoble their whole conduct and
influence. They should not even
think much about being natural, for
studied naturalness is almost impos
gible, We all ought to think littl-
about ourselves, and much aboue
the Lord Jesus Christ. Whenourat-
tention i fixed on him we are the
simple, natural, and yselul diseiples
that we ought to be,

tingly placed it next to where the old -

The Iron Dnke's Breecches.

One morning when the duke of
Wellington was st breakfast, says
Cassell’'s Magazine, he received a
letter in an unknown nnd rather
illegible handwriting. With a view
to obtaining a clew to its contents
he put on his eyeglasses and serutin-
ized the signature, which he read “C,
J., London.” “Oh!"” said his grace,
“the bishop of Londo=, to be sure,
What does the bishop want of me, I
wonder?” Then he began at the be-
ginning and read the note carefully
through, an expression of bewilder-
ment and perplexity gradually over-
spreading his face as he did so. The
writer craved his grace’s pardon for
the intrusion and requested as a per-
sonal favor that the duke would

kindly permit him to come and see
his  famous Waterloo  bireeches,
“Why, the bishop must have gone
mad!"” exclaimed the duke, as he let
his glagses fall, “See my Waterloo
breeches! What in the world does
the man want to see my breeches
for? However, I'm sure I've no ob-
jeetion if he has n curiosity about
them. A queer whim, though, for a
bishop to take into his head.”

Next morning the bishop of Lon-.

don, on sorting his pile of correspon-
tdence, found among it a letter bear-
ing & ducal crest. flv opened it and
read as follows: “My Dear Lord: You
are perfectly welcome, as far as 1 am
concernad, to come and inapect the
breeches I wore nt Waterloo when-
ever you like. [It's true I haven't o
notion where they are, but 1 daresay
my valet knows, and I will communi-
cate with you more definitely ina doy
ortwo. Yours, very faithfully, Welling-
ton," “The poor duke!” ejaculated
the bishop of London, in a voice of
the profoundest. commiseration. “'I
alwanys thought it was foolish of him
to enter political life after his mili-
tary career. He must be helplesaly
insane. What a dreadful thing for
the country, to be sure!” Bo the
worthy bishop, with many sighs,
went into his study and wrote akind
letter to the duke of Wellington,
remembering  that persons who are
mentally atflicted must be dealt with
tenderly, He thanked his grace
for his  kindness, but 0ns-
sunied him as delieately a8  he could
that he was not in the least anxious
to inspect the historieal relies in ques-
tion, nnd begged that the duke would
give himeelf no further trouble in the
matter as far as he, the bishop of
London, was concerned.

It woas now the duke’s torn to be
astonished. “1 can't have been
drenming, he gnid in his perplexity.
“And yet the bishop's first letter was
plain enough.” Then he did what he
ought to have doneinthe first instance
—he called for his secretary, Col. B,
and laid the whole matter before him.
“1 am afraid it's your grace who has
made the mistake,” said Col, B., an
irrepressible smile flitting over his
face us he examined the two letters,
“The firat letter is not from the hish.
op of London at all;nor does the writ-
er say anything abont the breeches
you wore nt Waterloo.” “Not from
the bishop!"” exclaimed the duke.
“Yes it is, The signature is as clear
as can be—‘C, J., London.” The in-
itinls stand for Charles James.” It
i8 from Mr. C. J. Loudon, a scientific
gentleman who is preparving an im-
portant work on forest trees,” re.
plied the seeretary; “and what he
wants to see is your grace's avenue,
the Waterloo beeches, ns they are
called, leading up to your door at
Strathfieldsaye. Shall 1 write and
give him your permission?” And
thus it fell out that both duke and
bishop were ultimately convinced of
each other's sanity,
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This Happened at Nantucket,
Harper's Magazine.

Last full a man was arrested for
petty larceny and sentenced by the
judge to three months in jail. A few
days after the trial, the judge, nc-
companied by the sheriff, was on his
wiiy to the Boston boat, when they
passed a man sawing wood,

The sawyer stopped his work,
tonched his hat, and soaid:  “Goodl
morning, judge,”

The judge looked at him a moment
passed on o shore distanee, and then
turned to glanee backward with the
question: “Why, sheriff, isn't that
the man I senteneed to three montha
in jail?"”’

“Yes,” replied the sheriff, hesitat-
ingly: “ves, that's the man: but you
—you—see, judge, we—we haven't any
one in joil now, and we thought it a
useless expense to  hire some one to
keep the jail for three months just
for this one man, o [ gave him the
key, and told him if he'd sleep there
three nights it would be ndl right.”
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The Retort Conrtoous.

D, J— lateof the Granite City,"™
was a man of pawky humor and one
of the most inveterate “begears for
charitable purposes who ever got up
n subseription list, He called  one
morning on a wealthy merchant ir
Aberdeen, whom he had suceessfully
canvassed on more than one oecasion
and, having recounted the misfortune
of o widow whose husband had been
killed by a fall from the cliff, asked
for a check in her behalf. “Well,
doctor, "said the merchant, “1'll give
von the sum vou ask for on one cone
dition, namely, that you allow me to
inscribe on your tombstone the words
*And it came to pass that the beggar
died'.” “Willingly, "replied the doe-
tor, with a laugh; “but vou must
add the rest of the verse, ‘And was
carried by nngels into Abrabam's
bosom',”—N, Y. Home Journal.

Oune Night's Adventure.

A brave man and a trio of villains!
These are simple but sufficient ele-
ments for a thrilling story, and the
Reverend Sherlock Bristol, in  his
“Recollections,” as miner and
preacher, does not need to fill them
out with fanciful details. The minis-
ter and his partner had taken charge
of the gold belonging to the miners
of the region, with the understand-
ing that each depositor should keep
the matter & profonnd seeret. To
their dismay, however, they found
that the report had gone over the
country that immense sums were
lying hidden at Oak Hill Ranch.

SBuspicions characters began to
hang about the house, and the
bankers, alarmed removed the gold
from the building, and hid it in five

allon cans among the squash vines

n the garden,

One day Mr. Bristol’s partner went
some digtance on business, and, con-
trary to his intentions, did not reach
home that night. It was now the
Fourth of July, and every man in the
region, except the prencher, had gone
to town to “eelebrate.” There was
no one to interfere, if he wererobbed,
l‘l;lrilm‘t‘l]. or attacked by cannon-
nde,

“Nothing special occurred,” he
writes, *‘till near twelve o'clock, and
I had lain down in my bunk. Then
I heard the footsteps of geveral men
approaching. Stopping near the
house, they held purley in whispers,
Then one of them tried the door, and
afterwards the window.

“When he had reported his failure
in entering, the others approached
with him and knocking loudly upon
the door. Instantly I was on my
feet, nnlocked the door, lifted the
great latch, removed the huge eross-
bar, and swung open the door. There
I stood squarely before them, as good
a mark as they could have wished. .

“Before me were three full-whiskered
men, with revolvers, and each hold-
ing in his hand a short rifle. - The
boldness of my opening the door so
promptly disconcerted them.

“‘Good-evening, said I. ‘Come in,
you are rather lnte.’

“Mechanically they obeyed, and
when they were inside [ shut thedoor,
Intehed it, and put the great bar
across. This bewildered them still
mare, and they peered back among
the bunks, to see if I had not allies
lying there.

“I had not a moment tologe. Step-
ping back into a dark corner where
my firearms lay, and cocking my
Colt’'s navy, I ordered them to ‘Lie
down! Lie apart!’

“The voice with which I spoke had
about ita vim and tercor which
frightened them, and startled me,
too! Instantly they were on the
floor, and all my fear was gone. 1
felt girt with supernatural strength,
and tor four mortal hours I held
them at bay, not allowing them to
touch one another or move,

“About four o'clock in the morning,
& horsemon rode up, and cried
“Hallo!

“When I opened the door. he in-
quired the way to Canyvon Creek, and
as | went out to show him the trail,
the three men walked past me, and
in a single file went straight on, pav-
ing no regard to trails or anything
olse, save getting out of sight. |
stood and looked after them until
they disappeared, and then went
back into my eabin to offer, from the
heart and lips, my thanksgving to
God, for His strange and wonderful
vrotection,”
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Spiders’ Webs,

Y read the statement in this maga-
zine not long ago, about the spiders’
webs that cover the fields and mead-
ows on certain mornings in the Sum-
mer which was not entirelyexact, It
is not quite truein the sense in which it
wis nttered, that these spiders’ webs
are more abundant on some morn-
ings than on others, and that they
presage fair weather, Now the truth
i, that during the latter part of
Summer these webs are about as
abundant at one time as another;

but they are much more noticable on
some mornings than on others; n
heavy dew Dbrings them to  view.
They ave especially conspicuous after
a morning of fog, such as often fills
our deeper valleys for a few hours
when Fall approaches, They then
look like little napking spread all
over the meadows, 1 saw flelds Jaat
Summer, in Auguost, when one could
s#tep from one of these dew-napkina to
nnother for a long distance. They
are little nets that cateh the fog.
Every thread ix strung with innum-
erable fine drops, like tiny bends,
After an hour of sunshine, the wels
apparently are pone,

Most countey people, I find, think
they are due to nothing but the mois-
ture; others seems ta think that the
spiders take them ip as morning ad-
vances, DBut they are still there,
stretehed nbove he grass at noon
and at sunset, as abundant as they
are at sunrise; and are then more

| servicenhle to the spiders becouse less

vigible, The flies und insects would
avoid them in the morning, but at
midday they do not detect them as
readily, If these webs have any
significance ns signs of the coming
wenther, this muy be the explanation:
A heavy dew oceurs under a clear,
cool sky, and the night 'm-n-m'ding i
duy of rain is usually o dewless night.
Much dew, then, means fair weather
and a copious dew discloses the
spiders’ webs. It is the dew that is
significant, and not the webs.—Joe,
Bwrroughs, in 8t, Nicholas.

A Wedding Story,
From the London Telegruph.,

The homily with which o mar-
riage servicer closes lacks ‘atrinsic
cheerfulness and its peculiar charmi,
actual or suggestive, are seldom ap-
preciated by the more youthful class
of brides. Neither, deapite its alight
indelicacy, do all bridegrooma relish
it with a perfect zest, although, in
summarizing the obligations of mat-
rimony, it puts the case for the hus-
band a good deal more advantage-
ously than for the wife, I remember

an odd incident, illustrative of the
objections entertained toward this
tiresome exordium by men of the
“Time is money” and “Self-help”
ways of thinking. It took place at
the second wedding of an honorable
and gallant friend of mine, whose
humor wis abundant, but of the va.
riety known as “dry.” Hewnas being
married, let us say, nt Bouth Shields,
a good many years ago, and, having
been through the ceremony before,
as o principal, was sharply on the
lookout for the homily, which he re-
garded in the light of a vexatious
superfluity. Aceordingly when the
curate—an young and somewhnt ner-
vous ecclesiastic—had completed the
“buckling-to” part of theservice,and
was mildly bleating out the exhor-
tation to “hear what Saint Paul
saith,” Captain P—held up his hand,
to the officiant’'s utter dismay, and
interrupted him with the words. *1
beg your pardon, sir; but are we le.
gally warried?”  “Why, yes; certain-
ly you are,"was the hesitating reply,
“Then, sir,” rejoined the captain,
“I'll not trouble you to tell us what
Saint Paul said. Saint Paul may
have been a very good fellow: but he
wasn't a South Shields man.” This
gaid, he gave his armm to his newly-
made wife, und led her away ealmly
in the direction of the vestry.

The curate, it appears, entertained
s0 high an opinion of the ocenlt vir-
tues of the homily, and of the bene-
ficidl effects they could not fail to ex-
ercige upon a young married couple,
that he took my friend aside a few
minutes before the wedding breakfast
and timidly asked him whether he
would perinit him, the said curateto
impart 8t. Paul's views to him and
Mrs. P—orally on their return from
the honeymoon trip? To this ques-
tion, dictated by professional zeal
which would have done eredit to an
Early Christian, my friend returned
n polite, but evasive answer. When,
however, husband and wife eame
back to their native town, at the
conclusion of what the Germans so
happily term “Die  Flitterwochen,”
they were so obviously n happy pair,
and the subsequent harmony of
their married life proved so delight-
fully continuous, wis faras their many
friends and nequaintances knew,that
the reverend enthusiast never found
oceasion to “place” his favorite hom-
ily, and wisely left at least two ofhis
wedded parishioners to work out
their connubinl felicity in their own
way,

- — . E——— -
The “*Nigger® Who Woke up,

There were n lot of negroes on the
bont as passengers, and one after-
noon as the bont left Baton Rouge
i little erowd of us on the promenade
deck got to discussing the colored
man. The who was from
Wisconsin, claimed that the reason
the white man did not get along
better with the negro was because lie
did not study his physiognomy.

“You just set 'em all down as lazy,
trifling, and dishonest,” he soid to
the major, who was from South Car-
olina, “and the good suffer with the
bad.”

“Do you believe there is such a
thing ns an honest nigger in Louisin-
na?!"" asked the major,

“Of course I do.”

“Could you pick one out in that
crowd down there?"”

“Certainly I could.”

“Well, go ahead for the cigars,
Just pick yeur man, hand him a
piece of money, and tell him to walk
to the stern-post and back and re-
turn it."

“Bay, major, ther's thirty negroes
;]"‘T" there I'd trust with my wal-
et."”

“Very well. We'll go
you pick out one."

The colonel passed o dozen before
he came to a middle-aged mua asleep
on a snck of cotton-seed meal. He
studied the fellow’s foce for o long
minute and then shook him awake,

“What's de row?" demanded the
nNeEro.

“I am going to trust yon,” replied
the colonel. “1 have been looking
you over and I know you to be an
honest wan.”

“1 ar’ dat.”

“Here's o £20 gald ]Iim't‘. Take it
to the stern of the boat, make a wish
for one particular thing, nnd bring it
baek.”

The negro seized it and started off,
and he hind no sooner left the stern
than we heard a great yelling up-
stairs, followad by the Lells to stop
the boat. We ran up, and there was
the colonel's honest negro hetween
us and shore, striking out like a
whale, and his mouth out of shape
with the gold piece stuffed into it
While we were still looking he reach-
ed the bank, erawled upon the levee,
and then turned andshouted:

“1 just dun wished I wns ashore,
an’ yere 1 am! Good-bye, white
folksl”

“8till," said the major, as he turn-
to sit down, “the colonel might try
n dozen more and find them all hon-
est.”’

But the colonel went off to his
seat-room in o hufl.—Detraiv Free
Press,
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