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xll.ilent.h Are you tirsd ? '’ asked the earl, as

3 could watch her pese, her hands, herhm

S
Cash,
yh, cash | thou art a ruling power,
e, A mighty king,

busy mart, 8t ev'ry bour,
o '{by votndundh :il?& ’ @
In paper greem, and yeliow d,
Thy cumulative wealth is :
To gain the pure sonis are sold
Porwhat bring.

" Ob, cash! thou art a banded slave,

Poor little one! .
A day of liberty you crave,
mwryw boduu ‘Jei'ﬁ“ 4 call ‘

“ and call,

Up stairs mgdown, through crowdad hall,
what matter. now and then, afa'l ?

Life's juss begun.

But by sud by a maiden fair
ou’ll be, 'tis true ;
With form divine, and golden halir,
Apd eyes of biue.
Apd then the man who owns the place
Will bow before such gentls grace:
He * Cash " will gaio ia your sweet face,
And so will you.

—Feart Eytingein Judge.

i LVEN 5
ESTELLES [NFATUATION ;
A NOVEL.

»Shs ia s very ssriking-looking woman,
cersainly,” said Lady Kingzshonse, who
Bersell had her owa ** caches '—and knew
that she had. ‘*But [ doas think Mr.
Harford 8o desperately rpris aa all that.”

She did nos say what ** all thas "’ P:eant,
and no one ashked. ]

“Ah, well, there's no saying! Andthere
are the horses,”’ said Lord Kiocgshouse,

ing at the nlock; *‘juat three minutes
behind time. 1 shall speak to Masser Fig.
gins and ssk what he means byit. He
muss pot grow unpunciual, else he will
have to o4 » new master. (ome, Delight,
les us be off.'" ¢

And wish a nica little * (Good-by, old
dear,”’ to his wife, tha two left ths rcom;
and afier a solemn ** Behind time, Figgins,”
to the coachman, were eoon cantering
bris-ly along the hard metallic road on
their way to the town and the Kingshouse
Arms.

How beautiful the way waa! The sky
was as blue as the biue speedwells of spring,
and the hoar.frost shone in the sna like so
much pencilled fret-work wrought by the
Great Arsificer who gives the beetle its
shining green and the butterdy its aofter
plumes.

For a moment Lady Elizabeth forgos
thas other life in which she habitually
dwelt—that life of asaffering which she
goothed, of sorrow which she shared. She
talked and laugh:sd, and was as radiant as
those saa-lighted clonds which caught the
gleam on their white fleeces, eo that they
dazzled the eyes which looked at them.

The earl scarcely knew lis dear Delight
in her new mood:

The villagers had timi» to take notes aud
make their boorish remarks, not boorishly
intendod, while she aga her father stood at
the door of the quaint old-fashioned little
inn—that ** Rats Castle’ as one irate
wvisisor from London called it—and waited
for Anthony’s sppsaracce.

The three rode off togsther through the
town, and the yossips perked ap their
heads and wagged them in sage deliberation.
Perhaps the Iady had not so far to go for
Ber husband, ,fter all; and they madea
fine pair —that did thev.

The ride was one of ths most charming
that Lady Elizabeth ever had. Really she
had oot given sufficient credis to the beauty
of theie country, beautiful as ske had
sdways thoaght is ! 'To-day it was a fairy-
Isnd, aod she half dreaded lest it should
dissolve away like a vision wrought by a
dream of the nighs. Anthony was engaged
to dinner bosh to-day aud to.morrow and
the nexs day, and the ear! did no? stresch
ous so far as sthe fourth. He dii not say
to whom, and naturally they did not ask.
But when they parted as the fork—one
road to the town and the other to the
Dower House—the sun seemed to have
suddenly ses for Lady Elizabeth, and the
Blue to have dropped ous of the sky. She
became pale and silent, and the iridescent
fonntain sank once more beneath ihe
couche of tender sadness throagh which 15
had broken.

+ Why, Delight, you are qaite pale and

-

-

he nosiced the sadden drooping and the

sudden pallor.
- 1 think [ am a little, dear,”" waa her
gentle reply.

*And yet we have not ridden 35 very
far,” he said.

*No; but we have ridden fast,’ she
resurned.

“ And that comes to the esme thing ?

*“Yes,” she said, with more meaning
than she knew. ‘ .

To which he flung back a chesry kind of
oaress in his ** Poor poppet ! " half lestin
his horse's ringing hoofs as they cantered
on to the yates of home.

CHAPTER IX.
RECONNOITRING.

Mrs. Clapricarde was essensially clever.
8he underssood differencss and profited by
mistakes. Her insight was as Jlsiriminat.
ing as her touch wae deiicate, and she
neither confounded substances nor confused
experiences. To Anthony Harford she
adopted a new set of tactics altogether
from those she had ased with Caleb Stagg.
Kind, frank, hospitable, friendly, she was
caveful nos to les the faintest shadow of a
second intention appear. She sedulously
Ekept Estelle in the background. Shedid
mot spask of her at all, and to her bus
rarely. She msked nothing »f her that
should show off her accomplishments ; and
it was Anthony himself who found out
shat she could sing sweetly and play
divinely, and that her sxetcnes were far
beyond amateur average.

Was this the woman who had, as Mrs.
Aspline said, flang her daughter at the
Bead of Tom, Dick acd Harry °

Anshopy’s heart rose and sickened as he
thoughs of ghis calomny, which he tried to
banish from his mind and could nos. He
was too jealous by nature to bear patiently
the thoughs that some one else had filled
thoss sweet eyes with the longing tender-
ness of love, that sany other .man had
ooveted what he desired and meant to make
his own, that this pearl of price, this
precious tressure of delight, had been
mutely offered to any man slive and had
Poen rejected. No, he would nos believe
ghis. And all the’ mora would he not,
geeing how little the mother now put her
forward ; and yet he, Anthony Harford,
was s better match in all ways 43 & man
snd a forsune than either this consumptive
a&rtiss or this enriched miner !

Always apparently occupied with Mrs.
(Clacriearde, Anthony usea to place him.
sl whers ho could see Estelle—where he

ing love which repels far oftener shan is
incites. .

Speaking oune evening of his relations
with the Asplines, snd howit was that he
had come here on thas business of the
trusteeship, which he had taken over after
his father's death, he chanced to mention.
Thorbergh as the name of the town, the
districs, where his place was—** Thrifs, by
Thorbergh,’’ ae the posssl direction ran.
Mrs. Clanricarde looked up as the name.
* Thorbergh, in Loamshire ? '’ she asked,
with keen interest.

*Yes,” he answered. Do you Fnow it 2’
¢ (eorge,”’ ssid Mrs. Clsaricarde, forget-
ing to answer her guest, ‘‘ what do you
think ? Mr. Harford’s place is near
Thorbergh !

« Never !"" asaid George, with his fatuous
gmile. ** What an extraordinary coinci-
dence !’

““Where? In what?’’ asked Anthony,
suddenly grave.

“0Oh!"” laughed Mrs. Clanricarde
“there i3 no great mvssery in it after all.
Only at Thorbergh lives a -certain Mrs.
Latimer—the widow of a cousin of my
husband's, on whose deash we shall receive
s small accession of income. That is all.
She must be a very old woman by now—
past eighty, George, ia she not ! —but she
lives on as those annuitants always do,
and I dare say she has good ten years before
her yet.” ’

She laughed again. BShe did her best to
langh essily and naturally, but the tone
was sharp, and the effort painful and
evidents.

‘“ Where does she live ?’’ asked Anthony.
* Latimer—I seem to know that name.”’

“ At No. 3, Highstile Lane,’’ said George,
with the patness of unpleasant perfectness.
#0On, tkat's it,”’ resurned Anthoay
* Highstile Lane belongs to me, and she
i3 one of my tenants.”’

* How very singalar ! '’ said Mrs. Clanri-
cardeagain ; and this time heranimation,her
pleased air, was not forced. It was a link.
And when ope is in want of a chain, any
link is better than none.

“[ will go and look after her for you,”
said Anthony, who also was giad of thas
link, slendetr as is was. ‘*Shall [ call on
her when I go back to Thrift and report on
her condition ? "’

““Yes, do,” said Mrs. Clanricarde.

1t will be a satiafaction,” chimed in
her husband.

“ It certainly will,”” said Anthony,
loocking at Estelle. ‘- It will keep me in
your memory,’ he added, with the

humilisy of love.

“ We shouid scarcely need this to keep
you there,’’ returned Mrs. Clanricarde,
kindly. ‘* We are not a very inconstant
set here at Les Saules—nos volage in any
way. In fact, we are too homdrum
altogether for the present day. Bat I so
much ’ dislike the modern fass fashion ! I
prefer to be humdrum rather than of the

period.”
‘ You could not be better than youare,”
said Anthony, still looking at Estelle. [

reckon those are nighest being right who
are likest ycu ; and the farther they are
off your pattern, the less they are to be
admired” ’ ’ ‘

** Do they teach tiatteriog in America ? "
asked Estetle’s mother, smil ng.

“ No; baut they teach a man to speak as
he thinks,”’ said Eastelle’s admirer, aleso
smiling. * Say, Misa Clanricarde, i3 thau
the right thing to do ? "’

* What 2 asked Estelle, waking from
a kind of dream.

©Is it right to speak as we think ?"’
Anthony asked again.

©Surely !’ said Estella. Then, with a
rapid glance at her inother, she qaalitied
her bolder assertion with a more caatious,
*+ At leass I suppose so—sometimes.”’

Like all timnid people, she was afraid of
sudden question.

1 wonder if we do—any of us ?"’ said
Mrs. Clanricarde, with her philosephizing
air, very charming and very talse.

* As much as we oan, [ reckon,” said
Anthony ; but his philosophy smacked of
the backwoods, not of the drawing-room.
‘[t would be rather hot if we aaid ail we
thought at all times. We'd raise Cain,
and that's a fact !

- Discretion is sometimes the better
part of valor,” eaid that foolish George, a
little wide of the immediate point. ns he
always was.

“* And we have good.breeding toconsiier.”’
put in Mrs. Clanricarde, always mildly
philosophical.

“*And the pnlicy of waiting.” said
Anthony, with w sudden gleam in his eyes
that made the watching muther's hears
leap for joy at the meaning of its light.

 Yes, waiting,”’ she said, quiesly. - All
come3 to him who knows how to wais.’
Thas is a French proverb, and a true one.”
b~ All?" asked Anthony, with emphasis.

« All.,” she repeated, also with emphasis.

Estelle looked at her mother. And
Anthony caught that swifs flash to.nighs as
her mosher had caught it then. It stirred
him with a sudden movement of jealousy
and suspicion.

* Then, you think, too, that all comes to
him who knows how to wais?"" he asked,
speaking to Estelle with a strange little
touch of sternness in his voice.

1 do not know. It is to be hoped it
does,’”’ she reolied, not raising her eves.
** Now, dear,”’ she added suddenly to her
father; ‘* you have spoiled the game. You
cannot do it if you put the king of clabs
thers over the queen of spades.”

“{ will ¢ry. I think I can work it,”
said thas foolish George, who at ¢ patience,”’
as with his investments, could never see an
inch before him, and who always thoughs
that he could work the most impossible
combinstions.

_‘*The game is lost!” said Estelle, with a

sigh

The king of hearts was hemmed in 50 as
to be useless, and the queen of spades conld
not be maved because of the king of clubs,
which blocked her in. And that fierce,
square-shouldered Bluebeard of the pack
suddenly loocked to Estelle like Anthony
Harford.

* Shall I try to straighten it out ?’’ asked
Anthony, coming to the sable.

*You cannos,” said Estelle, rising and
leaving it.

“Do you play this game ?"" asked Mr.

“ They are

* You have an ansagoniss,”’ resurned the
other. ‘‘ Fortune, and your own want of]
skill and foreeighs.”’ ‘

Aunthony laaghed.

My own want of skill and foresighs !
he said. “I den’t own uptothas! I'll
play with my skill and i againss
fortune or any other odds you like. Bus
want of skill! I reckon thas's nos in the

Tul‘!" pride ':a!nra fall,
‘“Take care; pride goes b s ;
smid that foolish Ceorge, in exsctly the
same words as Mrs. Aspline had used.

Anthony tossed up his head like a horse
unduly checked.

“I'll follow my pride and risk the fall,"
he said, with a certain outburss of temper
that made Mrs. Clanricarde say to herseif :
* That man wants careful handling. He
will stand no nonsense.”” Soon after this
Anthony -took hisleave, and went back to
the Kingshouse Arms as if possessed by
seven devils—he did not clearly know why.
CHAPTER X.

41 AM GLAD.”

contradiction. The longer Anthony Har-
ford remained at Kingshouse the stronger
grew his passion for Estelle and the farther
off he seemed from its expression. She
had the strangess power of chilling him,
80 thas he counld not speak to her tenderly,
nor even look at her wish that unmistak-
able meaning which loveflings like so much
golden light into & man’s eyes.

This tierce turmoil in Anthony’s heart
began to show itself in his looks.

£ I could love Lady Elizabeth! ' he often
thoughs ‘“ she would have been the it wife for
me that other had not bewitched me. If I
could love her! Bat it is too late now.
The die is cass. I will hold Estelle in my
arms as my wife, or I will kill her firss,
then myself !

Meanwhile Estelle held fast by her faith
in Charlie ; and, without one covert look
or word that her mother could take hold of,
spread that spell over Anthony which
froze him iato silence and reduced him to
that state which was like to a geyser under
a glacier. She knew that if things should
come to an open declaration, they would
not be so easily managed as with poor
Caleb.

Just at this juncture Charlie Osborne
suddenly ceased wo write to her. She heard
nothing of him and knew nothing of him.
His laes lester had been from Yokohama,
when he said to her that he i -d looked up at
the stars and thought of her—more beautiful
than any in the sky. After this came down
that dull blank cursain of silence which in
itself ie & kind of death.

At firss LEastelle suspected her mother of
the time-honored trick of intercepting her
letters. DBat though Mrs. Clanricarde was
quite capable of this or any other ruse
which diplomacy consecrates to the use of
wire-pullers, in this epecial iastance she
was gailtiess. So Estelle found ; for she her.
sslf met the postman, and opened the bag
before she brought it into the room ; and
not a lester from Charlie, and not a line of
news brought her either comfort or despair.
Hoon the mystery was solved. A lester
came from Lawrence 8mythe Smith, which
told the whole sad story. Charlie Osborne
was sick unto death at Yokohama, and the
vacht had to comre nome and leave him
there in hospital. But the letter added he
wag in good hands, and would be well
looked after, and his friends at Kingsbouse
wers not to feel alarmed. He himself had
desired this letter to be writtento Mrs.
Clanricarde, who was adjured to break
the news gensly to Estelle, and to be good
to his darling—always his one adored and
faithfuily beloved !

Here, then, was a loophole, for which
Mrs. Clanricarde was sorrow{ully grateful.
Uf course she was sorry. You cannot hear
cf the dangerous illness of a handsome
youny creature you have known all his life,
and not be moved in that part of your
nature which goes by the name of bowels
of compassion. She told her the sad news
with really admirable softness of manner
and undeclared, but implied, sympathy.
And she did not fall foul of the headache
which kept the poor girl invisible in the
afternoon when anthony Harford called,
and sent her to bed before her usual time
to make that headache decidedly worse by
weeping. * :

Unable to see Iletelle, Anthony rode off
to the Dower Honse for Lady Elizabeth,
and was comforted to tind that she wgs at
home. How dzeply he revered her ! —how
tenderly he admired her !

“ You are scarce like a woman to me,”
he said to her to-day. ** You are like one
of those beautiful pagan goddesses run into
the mould of an English young lady ! "

She laughed a little shyly and colored with
embarrassment and pleasure combined.

The old goddesses were rather vague
and vapory creatures,”’ she said, speaking
in the air, as people do who have to say
something when their breass is throbbing,
and their brain confused in cansequence.

‘1 know some like to them,”” Anthony
thinking ot Estelle ; ¢ as vague, as vapory,
us unattainable."”

** Shors of crying for the moon, what is
unattainable ? '’ sheasked, thinking neither
of Estelle nor of herself.

“ Should be toa man, nothing,” said
Anthony. - Io active life there would be
nothing if he were strong and knew his
alphabet. But when you come to say—and
how she is to be approached, and how she is
to be won—the scene changes, and what he
hae learned in the camp doesn’t quite serve
him in the drawing-room.” .

+ It depends on the woman,” said Lady
Eljzabeth. -

Do you believe in magic ?"' he asked,
abruptly. |

“No," she answered. ‘‘Sarely not ! Do
you ? "

1 don't quite know,’ he answered.
“ A month or so ago [ would have shouted
- No’' with the loudest ; but now—I scarce
know what to think.”

There was a paase. Then Lady Elizabeth
said, in rather a low voice : I don’t quite
know to what you are alluding, so [ cannot
really answer you. L cannos touch your
point."” ) ‘

« Qh, it’'s of no consequence,’ he answered,
with a strange commingling of csrgleeanesn
and desperation. * Bas I feel as if a spell
had been cast over me’somehow. To try

Let those who can explain this seeming |
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baffled and prevented
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« Bus areyoun in thas state ?"’ she
wonder. .
Conscious of the brosd
herself. It was s state touching some one,
else— ing thas she did nos know.
“ Yus,” he said, = little sullenly.
Again there was silence, so dead thas it

“1 should nos think you could be baffied
in anyshing, if you once fully determined
to suoccesd,”” she then said, speaking with
the effors of one lifting a heavy weight—
breaking through a strong enclosure.

His face brightened.

‘ You shink'nos ? ' he said.

* No,"” she answared.

‘““And you advise me to perserve—ito
overcome the spell—to be master of myseif
and of fate ? '

She turned as pale as the linen strip
about her throas. She waa conscious thas
she was looking into unknown depths and
standing on the brink of an unfathomed

*“Yes,” she said. ‘¢ Persevere.”

He got up and took both her hands in
bosh of his.

I will remember your advice,”” he said,
pressing them hard, while his eyes looked
down into her face with unntterable tender-
nes#, nnspeakabie gladness. ‘‘ If I come to
my happiness, it will be through you and
by you.”

How he loved and reverenced this fair
and saintly counseller at this moment ! How
deeply he loved her! She felt his tender-
ness, his love, as it might have been the
sudden effulgnce of the sun, and all her
heart went out to him, as a flower thas
opened to the lighs. '

‘“ Now you know my secref,’” he said ;
‘‘and now you can judge what [ feel—ana
feel for me. And you will know whas I
owe to you when the time comes.”

Hs drew her hands up to his breast and
kissed them with the most loving, jthe most
reverent tenderness. Bat for her habis of
gell.control she would have flung herseif in-
‘to his arms to have offered him of her own
free-will more than he had claimed. But
the remembered in good time that he had
not said the one decieive, irretrievable
word, and she refrained.

*If I wia her,” he said again, ** it will be
thanks to you who have heartened me.
Estelle’s almost sister now, you will be my
true epister then, and our happiness will be
yoars. God bless you, best and dearest of
friends! You do not know what you have
done for me ! "’

For a moment the earth reeled under
Lady Elizabeth's feet, and she knew noth-
ing of time or space itself, sava the one
sharp cousciousness of pain. Then, with a
supreme effort—the effort of a martyr at
the stake who praye and does not cry—she
said, in a strangs and level voice, ** I am
gld"’

And Anthony believed her.

CHAPTER XI.

MR. LATIMER'S WIDOW.

One of Mrs. Clanricarde’s many troubles
—poor uneasy soul | —was the obstinate
extstence of that Mrs. Latimer, now
domiciled at Thorbergh in one of Anthony
Harford's houses, spoken of in a former
chapter. The death of this persistent old
lady would enrich the much-tried house-
hold of Les Saules by juss eight hundred a
year. And really when one is in such
direful straits as were Clanricardes at this
moment, eight hundred a year, less income
tax, is equal toa thousand to those round
whose house door no black muzzled wolf ie
prowling, and within whose golden reservoir
no drought makesitself felt.

Mrs. Latimer was the widow of a cousin
of Mr. Clanricarde’s who had died about
ten years ago, leaving only his relict to
enjoy for her lifetime, bus no children to
divide his modest fortune after her death.
When, however, Cousin Latimer, then quite
an elderly man, chose to marry a certain
Miss Stone, of whom uo one had ever heard
—aof whose birsh, parentage, education, and
antecedents nathing whatever was known
—then, mainly owing to the intervention of
Clanricarde, who resented this introduction
of a siranger, with possible infants to foi-
low, as a wrong done to poor George's
expectations, there had been "but little
intercourse between the former friends and
chums.

There was one slight link between the
houses, but it was a very slight one. It
was simply this: A Kingshouse woman,
one Mary Crosby, who had been Charlie
Osborne's nurse, and who had lived with
the vicar's family 11l Mr. Osborne died,
was now Mrs. Latimer’s servant. She had
first nursed Mr. Latimer on his death-bed,
and had continued in her place as his
widow's attendans. After the old gentle-
man's death, her own mother, also a widow,
had removed to London from Kingshouse
to be near her daughter. And with this
ended the Crosby relations with their old
home. No one ever heard of them again,
eave that Mrs. Crosby was dead, and thas
Iilsry still went on taking care of the old
lady.

Meanwhile, about ten or eleven years ago
—jast after Mrs. Crosby died—the old iady
lefs London, and took a house on the out-
skirts of the willage of Thorbergh—that
village where Thrift was one of the gentle-
men’s houses which enabled the scanty
trade to live. One of Anthony Harford’s
tenants, she was also one of his moss
satisfactory—paying her rent with praise-
worthy punctuslity, never asking for a
ses-off on account of repairs, never asking
for something to be done to the drains, for
new kitchen range, nor for another kind of
cistern —seeming to desire nothing so much
as peace and the absence of all causes for
contention.

She kept only this one servant, Mary,
and ehe wanted none other, she said.

“1I'm alwava giad, Mary, when quarter
day has come ana gone,” said the old lady
one day to her servant, after the usual
formalisies had been gone throngh—when
Mr. Trotter had come to duly examine and
report on the continued existence of
Mrs. Mary Latimer, relict of Andrew
Latimer, gentleman, late of Harley street,
London, and now of No.3 Highstile Lane,
Thorbergh, and had found her of sound
mind and body, and fit and proper recipiens
of thas trimestral two hundred poands,

“Hoot ! said Mary. ‘‘There's no

and not succeed—to bs dumb when you

Clanricarde, still fingering the cards and

wish to speak—to be unable even to show

occasion. Everything is just as it shounld

, BEUTE BUMANITY,
Om:ﬂnaityctyi-m. thers was o

Is hspplned.om day that, close to the
edge of the river, near the Ferdinand’s
Brucke, one of these men fluny his stick at
& wretched dog, but with soch bad aim
that it fell into she river. The poor animal,
following his instines, or his teaching,
m_mmhnaly' plnngod in, redeemed the
wm::.tthefm of its owner,

b it up, dashed crea—
ture’s brains. w out the

Which was the brute ?

There are men in whom is no spark of
grmmdeog generosity. There are others
who appreciate benefits received and are
lnppty 1o making grateful acknowiledg-
ment,

Rev. J. W. Ashemsan, one of the most
eloguent divines of Desrois, Mich., wrises
March 3rd, 1888 : * [n 1884 [ visited Chas-
bsm, Ont., to lecture and preach. I waa
in agonizing pain (the resals of kidney dis-
orders), and anable to dine with my host.
I explained to Judge Woods what was the
master. He asked me 1f 1 was too preja-
diced by my medical education to try War-
ner’s Safe Care, adding : ‘ Although | have
never tried it, [ can take you to a gentle-
man whom it has helped woaderfully.'

* I nsed 25 bossles of Warner's Safe Cure
and was in better health than for swenty-
five years. I have everythinyg to lose and
nothing to gain by making this ssiatement,
save the apgroval of a yood consciencs.”

There are tens of thousands of people in
this country who have gaioed the approval
of a go.d conscience in u like manner, and
are not too bigotted to do good.

o
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IN LOVE WITH HIS WIFE,

The Man Who is So Imagines Himself fus
be Lucky.

There is no mistaking the man, days the
Cleveland Union, who 18 in love with his
wife. He imagines himsclf she luckiess
man on earth, and his listle wife is juss
enough a genius to keep thas besief ssrength-
ened. Love is the essence of life, and there
is no love like that which endures through
all the trials and tribuiations of wedded
life, and is still ssrong and faishful as each
life nears its close. Nowadays a man ex-
pects his wife to be something more than
a geod bousekeepe:r or a faisthful astendans
upon his missing shirt bustons. He wants
to find in her a compauion ; one with whom
he can talk and exchange 1deas, who sym-
pathizes with him, and who strives to be
deemed worthy of his every canfidence.
Such a wife seldom fails in keeping her
hasband’s affection and respect. the is
alive to all his virtues and faults, but she
does not igncwre the former entirely and re-
gale him daily with a long liss of his fail-
ings. If there is one thing more than
another calculated to ruin a man's domestic
happiness and peace of mind it is the never
varying tirade of a ‘‘ nawging’' wife. Be
very appreciative of his virsues and a little
biind te his failings; thas is the bess mode
of conversion. Credit a man with more
virtues than he possesses, and in nine cases
out of ten he will endeavor to be juss as
good a& you believe him to be. One soon
loses all respect for the woman who ia
slovenly in her attire, and respees is the
carner stone of true love. No one cares ta
be viewed in the ligzht of a neglected wife,
but in many cases the wife is more or less
to blame for being 8o neglected.

No Faces at the Winaows,
New Yorkers never sit in their windows
to enjoy the entertainment furnished by
the procession of people and vehicles, writes
a New York correspondent of the St. Louis
llepublic. 1 don’t believe I have seen =
genuinely fashionable New York man or
woman looking out of a window of their
own houses in years. It is an unspoken
and unwritten law that you shall keep out
of sight, and shroud the interior of your
houses with layer on layer of lace curtains,
oftentimes with as many as four differens
gets of them at each window. The only
time a man is privileged to watch the
promensaders is at his club, and there many
of them do it with a vengeance. A woman
never looks into the street from her honse.
You may walk down Fifth avenue at any
time of day, and under no-circumstances,
unless & military parade was in p
would you see any woman of that house
other thaun the servants. I presume I have
passed by the houses of the Vanderbilss, the
Astors, the Goelets and Goulas hundreds
of times during recent years, and not a
sign of life have I seen beside thas consri-
buted by the meniale. The custom ia
doubiless founded upon common sense,
because by sitting in windows people be-
come conspicuous, and the alleged inten-
tion of ** good form’' is to remsin screened
from the valyar scratiny of the publio.
But it is well enough to set down this par
ticalar feature of our advanced condition
of civilization, because, if [ am not mis-
taken, the enjoyable habit of sitting in
windows is pracsised in most other ocities.
Of course, we lose a vast amount of enter-
tainment by foregoing the habit, for =
ssudy of human nature as you find it an
the street is educating and' charming. But
here we are, for the sake of that severe
granddame Goed Form, veiling the sun and
our feilow-creatures from our fashionable
gazes by these very stunning sets of ex.
psnsg'e Guzains. It is like a theaire with
the drop always obscuring the pictureas
behind it. d e P
President Harrison doea not kiss babies
not belonging to his own family. When a¢
his public receptions a chubby child is
held up to him by a proud mother he
simply pats the youngster's head, smiles,
and if he likes the looks of the babe, may
even gay, ‘“Ah, goo!"” This is very
different from Mr. Cleveland’s practice. He
always kissed the baby. ’ ‘
A New York mean was so disagreeably
persistent in preseing his suit with a widow
that she was compelled to have him ar
rested and he was fined $10. He paid'the
fine and went directly ta houseto renew
his plea. She had him again arrested, and
when asked if he would promise to
away from her he said that he could nos,
aa he loved her too much. B¢ he went ta

be, and nobody's a penny the wiser."”
(To be Continned).

the island for 30 days. Two tc one he will
marry her when hegets ont.
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