LITTLE FEET.

Two littie feet so small that both may
nestle
In one caressing band,
Two tender feet upon the untried border
Of life’s mysterious lana.

Dimpledblmd soft, and pink as peach tree

In April' tr‘::n tds
n April's nt days;
How ern they walk among the briery tan-

es,
Edging tbe world’s rough ways?
These wfl;itu rose feet along the doubtfal

are
Must bear a woman's load;
Alaal since woman has the heaviest burden,
And walks the hardest road.

Love loral while will make the path before

. em.

All dainty smooth, and fair—

Will cull away the bramble, letting only
The roses blossom there:

But when the mother's watchful eyes are
shrouded
Away from the sight of men,
And these dear feet are left withent her
uiding,
Who sinll direct them then?

Will they go stumbling blindly in the dark-
ness

Of sorrows tearful shades,
Or £nd the upland slopes of peace and
beauty
Whose sunlight never fades?

How shall it be with her, the tender stran-

1
Fair ﬁ‘:d and gentle ;‘yed.
Belore whose unstained feet the world’s
rude highway
Stretches so strange and wide? °

Abl who may read the future? For our
darlin

g
‘We crave all blessings sweet,
And pray that he who feeds the crying

ravens
Will ganide the baby’s feet.
—Florence Percy.

WOOING BY PROXY.

She is leaning back in a deep critnson
chair, with a white dress sweeping in
-ong, shining folds about her. She is
talking to two or three men with tkat
rather weary grace he has grown accus-
tomed to see in her, and which is so
different from the joyous smiles of the
Jeanne de Beaujen whom he knew so
long ago. He is watching her from the
opposite side ofthe salon, as he stands
beside his hostess, and he tells himself
that it is for the last time. He is going
to her presently, and he knows just how
coldly she will raise the dark eyes that
once never met his without haying con-
fessed thatshe loved him. He knows
just what he will say and what she will
will answer, and there is no need for
haste in this last scene of his tragedy.

“A man should know when he is
beaten,” he is thinking, while he smiles
vaguely in reply to Mme. de Soule’s
common-places. ‘‘There is more stupid-
ity than courage in not accepting a de-
feat while there is yet time to retreat
with some dignity. For six weeks I
bave shown her, with a directness that
has, I daresay, been amusing to our mu-
tual friends, that after ten years’ab-:
sence my only object in returning to
Paris is  her society. She can-
not avoid meeting me 1n public, but she
lLas steadily refused to receiye me when
I call npon ber, or to permit me a* word
with her alone. I have been a fool te
forget that all thease years 1n which 1 re-
gretted her she naturally despised me,
butat least it is not just ofher to refuse
me & hearing.” The moment he had
b:en waiting for i8 come, the little
eourt about her disperses, until there is
bat one man beside her, and she glances
scound with a look of mild appeal
against the continuance of his society.

De Palissler has eacaped from his
liostess in an instant, aud the next he is
wurmuring, with the faintest suspicion
oi a tremor in his voice, “Will Mme.
Miramon permit me a dance?”

“Thanks, M. de Palissier, but I am
not dancinf this, evening,” she replies,
with exactly the glance and tone he ex-
pects,

“Will madame give me a few mo-
nients’ serious conversation?” and thie
time the tremor is distinct. for eyen the
gineteenth century horror of melodra-
wa cannot keep a man’s nerves quite
s‘eady when he is asking a question on
which his whole future depends.

*‘One does not come to balls for seri-
aas conversation—" she begins, lightly

‘“Where may I come then?” he inter-
rapted eagerly.

‘‘Nowhere. There is no need for se-
rious conversation between us, M. de
Palissier,” she replies, haughtily, and
riging she takea the arm of the much-ed-.
ified gentleman beside her, and moves
AWAY.

Itisall as he prophesied to himself,
and yet for a mommet the lights swim
dizzily before him, and the passionate
sweetness of that Strauss waltz the band
is playing stabs his heart like a knife.

or a moment he does not realize that
he is standiuli (gxite motionless, gazing
with deepair in his eyes, after Mme. de
Miramon'’s slender, white-clad figure,
and that two or three people, who have
seen and heard, are looking at him with
that amused pity which a sentimental
catastrophe always inspires in the spec-
tators,

Some one touches his arm presently
with a fan, and with a start he comes to
himself and recognizes Lucille de Beau-
Jen, the young sister of Mme. de Mira-
mon, whom he remembers years ago as
a child, and with whom he had danced
several times this winter.

‘‘And our waltz, monsieur?” she asks,
gayly. ‘‘Do not tell me you have forgot-
ten it. That is evident enough, but youn
should not admit it.”

“Mille pardons, mademoiselle,” he
mutters, hurriedlx.

“I am very good to-night,” she says,”
putting her hand on his mechanically
extended arm. “Though the waltz is
half over, there is still time for you to
get me an ice.”

8o they make their way through the
saloon, n}m talkin “ghlt:'i agd thhoixt
pausing for a reply, while he, vaguely
grateful to her for extracting him from

an awkward position, wonders also thn
she should care to be so kind to a man
whom ker sister has treated with such
marked dislike.

The refreshment room is almost emp-
ty, and she seats herself and motions
him to a chair beside her when he has
brought her an ice. 4

*‘Do vou think M. le Marquis, that it
was only to eat ices with yonthat I have
forced my socieiy 8o resolutely upon
you?” she asks with a look of eanerstness
very rare on her bright coquettish face.

‘I think you an angel ef compassion
to an old friend of your childhood,
Mlle. Lucille—"

‘“It was compassion, butmore for my
sister than for you,” she says gravely.

‘“Your siste:1!” he echoes, bitterly.
*‘It has not occurred to me that Mme.
de Miramon is in need of compassion,
and yours is too sweet to be wasted—’’

*‘Chut, monsieur,” she interrupted.
“‘Forget that I am as fond of pretty
speeches as most young women. and
think of me only as Jeanne de Mira-
mon's sitter, who believes that, much as
she lov’es her, you love her even
more—’

For the second time this evening De-
Palissier forgets possible observers, and
clasping both the girl’s slender hands in
his he murmurs, unsteadily: ‘‘God bless
you!

*“You torget that we have anaudience,
monsieur,” she savs, withdrawing her
hands quickly, but with a smile of frank
comradeship. ““I have a story to tell

ou, and not much time to tell it in.

ears ago, when Jeanne left her con-
vent on becoming fiance to M. de Mira-
mon, she met you at her first ball, and
you loved each other. It wasJvery fool-
i8h, for you were a cadet of your house,
and ouly a sous-lieutenant, and Jeanne
had not a sou, 8o both the families were
furious; but all would have ended well
asa fairy tale if you had been reasonable.
Jeanne met you time after time in
secret, and promised any amount ol
patience, but she would mot run away
and marry you in defiance of her par-

ents; so you tormented her with doubts
and shamed her with suspicions until
she dreaded those secret meeting almost
as much as she longed for them. At
last, after makinga more violent quarrel
than usual, you exchanged from your
regiment at Versailles to one in Algiers,
and left her no refuge from the re-
proaches of our father and mother but
to marry M. de Marimon. He might
hsve refused to marry her after hearing
her confess, #sshe d.d, thatshe had

given her heart to you, auwd that
only your desertion in-
duced her to consent to

their marriage. But he did not; he had
a better revenge than that. He mar-
ried her, and for eight years he tortured
Ser in every way that a jealous and cru-
el man can torment & proud, pure wo-
man. He opened all her letters, he
wmade spies of her servants, and not a
day passed that he did not insult her
with some mention of your name. Our
parents died within a few months of the
marriage, and I was at the convent.
There was nothing to be done with her

misery but endure it, knowing that she
owed it all to her impatience. €an you
wonder that she is unforgiving?”’

He is leaning on the small table be-

tween them with folded arms and dewn-
cast eyes, and he is verv pale, even
through the bronze of ten  African sum-
mers.
. “Iloved her always,” he says, almost
inaudibly, then pauses: nor does he fin-
ish his sentence, though she waits for
him to do so.

“You love her? You could not have
wrecked her life more utterly if you had
hated her. Can you wonder that she has

rown to fear the thought of love that

as been 8o cruel to her as yours and her
husband’s? Monsieur, my brother-in-
law died two years ago—God is good!”
continued Lucille, fiercely. ‘‘Since
then Jeanne has been at peace, and she
shrinks with absolute horror from dis-
turbing the calm which has come to her
after such storms. She fears you, she
avl?lgls you, because—shall I telI. you
w 11

Bne can see his lips quiver, even un-
der the heavy mustache, but he neither
speaks nor raises his eyes. A
. “She loves you,” murmurs Lucille
just aloud.

He'lifts his eyes now and looksat her
dumbly for an instant; then risingab-
ruptly walks away.

e comes back presently.

“My child,” he says, very gently, ‘Do
not try to make me believe that, nnless
You are very sure, for if I once beiieye
it agaio, I )

*“I am as sure as that I live that Jean-
ne has never ceased to love you, and
that you can force her to confess it if
you will make love to me.”

“I? You? You are laughing at me!”
with a rush of color into his dark face.

“Do you think so ill of Jeanne’s sis-
ter?” she asked softly.

‘‘Pardon, I am scaccoly myself, and I
cannot imagine how—"

“‘Jeanne will not receive you because
she knows her own heart and is afraid

of it. She fears that you will destroy
the hard won peace she values 8o high-
l¥; But you are wealthy, distinguished,
the head of your name—a very different
person from what you were ten years
ago, and she can find no reason for refus-
ing you as my suitor, if I consent, and
as my chaperon she must be present at
all our meetings. You begin to under-
stand? Make her see that your love is
not all jealousy; make her remember;
make her regret.”

‘““‘But forgive me, when one has loved
a woman for ten years,” witha faint
smile, “‘there is no room in one’s heart
for even a pretense at loving another.”

‘“If there were, monsieur, I should
never have proposed my plan,” she re-
plies with dignity. ‘It is because I have
watched you all these weeks, and know
that {our love is worthy of my sister,
that I trust you. Baut it is not with one’s
heart that one nretends. Enfin it is with
you to consent or decline?”’

“Decline!” he echoes, with a passion
none the less iatense for its quietness.
*‘Doesadying mandecline his last chance
of life, however desperate it may be?”

The next week is full of bitter sur-
prises to the proud and patient woman,
whose pathetic elinging to her newly-
found Keace Lucille so well understands.
Though it is 80 long sinece she has per-
mitted herself to remember anything of

the lover of her vouth except his jeal-
ousy, she has believed in his faithfulness

as tm.erl? as she dreamed it, and when
v

she receives De Palissier's note asking
the consent of hig old friend to his love
for her sister, th3 pain she feels bewil-
ders and dismays her. With a smile
whose ¢ynicism i8 a8 wmuch for herself
as for him, she gives the note to Lucille,
expectihg an instant rejection ofthe man
whose motives in pursuing them they
had both so misunderstood. But with a
gay laugh, “Then my sympathy has
been all without cause,” the girl "cries.
By all means let him rome, my Jeanne.
It cannot wound you who have long
ago ceased to regret him, and he is the
best party in Paris an/l tres bell homme
for his age.”

It is quite true there can be no objec-
tions {0 the wealthy and distinguished
Marquis de Pallissier if Lucille is willin
—none but the pain at her heart, whic
she is too ashamed even to confess to
nerself. So a note is written, fixing an
hour for his first visit, and Mme. de
Miramon prepares herself to meet the
man whom she last saw alone in all the

passionate anger of a lover’s quarrel.

There is the sound of wheels in the
:ourtyard, and she rises with a hasty
glance at her reflection in the mirror,

‘‘His old friend!”’ she murmurs, scorn-
fully, I dare say I look an old woman
beside Lucille.”

Then she turns with a look of gracefl
welcome, for the door is thrown open
and a servant announces:

*‘M. le Marquis de Pallissier.”

““Nothing could give me greater pleas-
are tnan to receive as my sister’s suitor
the old friend of whom the woria tells
me such noble things.” She utters her

little speech as though she had not re-
hearsed it a dozen times, and holds out
her pretty hand to him.

‘“You are too good, madame,” he re-
plies, very low; and she reflects that he
is, of course, a little embarrassed. ‘I
am afraid you had much to forgive in
those days 8o lone ago, but t ime, I trust
has changed me.”

“It would be sad, indeed; if time did
not give us wisdom and coldness in ex-
change for all it takes from us,” she
says, with a quick thrill of pain that he
should speak of ten years as if it were
an eternity.

“Not coldness,” he exclaims, coming,
nearer, and lcoking at her with eyes
that made her feel like a girl sgain. “If
you could see my heart, you—"

“May I enter, my sister,” asks the
g:{l voice of Lucille, as she appears from

ind the portiere at so fortunate a
moment for the success of her plot that
it is8 to be feared thatshe had beem
eavesdropping.

De Pallissier turns as once and press-
¢8 her hand to his lips.

‘*‘Mademoiselle,” he aays tenderly, *‘I
am at your feet.”

Then begins a charmiug little comedy
of love-making, in which Lucille plays
her role with pretty coquettry and he
with infinite zeal.

And the chaperon bends over her
lace-work an: hears the caressing tones
she thought she had forgotten, and sees
the tender glances she inagines she had
ceased to regret, all given to her young-
er sister in her unregarded prasence.
She is very patient and used to suffering
but at length she can endure no longer,
and not daring to leave the room she
moves away to a distant writing-table
where she is at least beyond hearing.

There is an instant pause between the
conspirators, and while De Palissier’s
eves wistfully iollow Mme. de Miramon,
Lucille seizes her om\ortunity with a
promptness that would have done cred-
it to a Richelieu or a Talleyrand, or any
other vrince.

““‘Courage, monsieur!” she murmurs.
‘“‘She has been cold to me ever since
your note came.”

“You would make acharming jeune
premier at the Francais only when yvou
de say auything very tender, do you re-
metnber to look at me instead of Jeanne.”
And she breaks into a laugh sc utterly
amused that he presently laughs, too,
and the sound of their mirth causes an
odd blot in the poor chaperon’s writing.

A month has dragged by wretched)
enough, both to the conspirators an
their victim, and like all things earthly.

88 come to an end at last, Even Lu-
cille’s energy could not keep De Palis-
sier to his role, if he did not believe
that in surrendering it he must give up
the bittersweet of Jeanne’s daily pres-
ence, which even 1n 1ts serene inditter-
ence had becomé the one charm of life

to him. Mme de Miramon awnd her sis-
ter are epending & week at her villa near
Paris, and Pallissier, who isto accom-
pany them onariding party, has arrived
a little late, and finds both sisters already
in the courtyard, with some horses and
grooms, when he enters. Lucille comes
to him at once and he dismounts, with a
look of alarm instead of her usual coguet-
ry.

**Do not let Jeanne ride Etoile,” she
said anxiously. ‘‘She has thrown Guil-
laume this moraing.” :

Mme. de Miramon is standing beside
an old groom, who is holding tiie horse
in question, and she does not look at
her sister or De Palissier as they ap-
proach.

“Let me ride Etoile,and take my horse
to-day, madame,” Do Palissier says ea-
gerly. “‘I should like to master a horse
who has thrown 80 excellent a groom as
Guillaume.” )

“So shouldI ,” she says with a hard
little laugh, and she steps on the block.

‘‘Jeannel” cries Lucilie.

“I entreat you for your sister's sake.
She will be terribly alarmed,” De Palis-
sier says hurriedly.

*Then you must console her. The

ter her alarm the greater your de-
‘i htful task, monsier,” and she looks at
him with a defiant painin her eyes, like
a stag’s at bay. *‘I shall ride Etoile.”

“Then I say that you shall not,” he
answers, putting his arms across the
saddle, and meeting her eyes with a
sudden blaze in his.

For an instant they gaze at each other
in utter forgetfulness of any other pres-
ence than their own. Then she springs
from the block and comes close to him.

*I hate you!” she gasps, and turning
gathers up her habit in one hand and
runs into the house, swiftly followed by
De Palissier. Inthe salon she faces him
With a gesture of passionate pride.

*“Leave me!” she says, “I forbid you
to speak to me.;’ s 7

e is very pale, but the light of tri-
umph is in his eyes, and, like most men, |
being trinmphant, he is cruel, .

“Why do you hate me?” he asked im-
periously.

1 beg your pardon.” she stammers,
dropplng the eyes which she knows are
betraying her. ‘I should have said—"

“You should have said, “I love you,’
he murmurs, coming close to her and
holding out hisarms. ‘‘Does it hurt you
that I should know it at least—I who
have loved you for all these vears?”

“But Lucille,” she falters, moving
away from him, but with eves that shiue
and lips that quiver with bewildered joy.

“Never mind Lucille,” ies that
young lady very cheerfully fromn the
doorway “‘It has'been al a plot for your
happiness, Jeanne, which would never
succeeded if vou had known vour sister
as well as she knew you. To think that
I would be content with the wreck of
any man’s heart!—fi donc! When my
day cowmes.

*‘Like Alexander, I will reign,
“"And I will reign alone.’
——— —

Two Guineas and Four Men.
New York World.

Four gentlemen were seated at a
table in the smoking room of the steam-
er Alaska, of the Guion line, on her re-
cent remarkable trip across. The sea
was running heavy, and the smoking
room steward found it a delicate matter
to place a glass and a bottle before each
ofthe four gentlemen and to uncork the
complimentary ginger ale otherwise than
on his head. The conversation turned
on the extraordinary good speed the
steamer was making, and led to a be\
In “‘covering” the wager of & sovereigy
uoon & trivial matter, one of the four
gentlemen took from his purse &8 guinea
of the reign of Willinm and Mary.

‘‘There are only two of them in existe
ence,” he said proudly, “‘and this piece
is worth a hundred times its face valua
Had I the other, the collection of twe
would be simply invaluable to numis-
matists.”

He laid it on the table as he spoke,
and in a moment after the coin had dis-
appeared. Nobody saw it fall or glide
off the table. Nobody saw anybody else
take it, Its owner searched high and
low; his three companions jand the
steward helped him. No other pere
sons were in the compartment, and
vet the coin could not be found.

These four men had been strangers to

each other when the voyage began.
Tbey had been five days out, and were
rapidly nearing port. The owner of the
va'uable coin wasinconsolable, suspicious
and profane by tarns.
*“I’ll tell you what is the best thing to
do,” said one of the party. *‘‘The coin
is_not on the flcor; it can not have
rolled through the ceiling. Somebody
here must have it. Let all of us be
gearched.”

All agreed but one zentleman, who
had hithertosaid nothing. He positively
refused to suffer suchan indignity, When
it was suggested to him that where all
otLers agreed no single person ought to
object, he simply declined, made nhis
bow, took his drin d left for his
stateroom.

The good ship Alaska!jploughed on to
her sixth day, and just after her com-
pleting it Fire Island was sighted. The
gentleman who had Nrefused to be
searched had been put in coventry; the
three others who had satat the table
;v_ith him bad unanimously suspected

1im,

But just as the pilot came aboa d the
Alaska the gentleman who had lost the

uinea found it sticking in the sole of his

oot, where it had been wedged ever
since he had first displayed it. He was
overjoved at his discoyery and anxijus
to make amends for his unjust suspic-
ions.

“But,” said he, to the gentleman ;who
had refused to be searched, “why on
earth did you not agree as we all did to
euch a simple test? That would have
settled the matter instantly.”

‘“No, it wouldn’t,”” answered the other.

“Why not?” " :

*‘Because (oroducing his purse] there
i8 the only other c¢oin o] the kind in the
world—same date, same color, worn the
same! That is the reason I refused to
be searched, for nothing en earth would
have made yon believe this was not your
own coin had you not been se lucky as
to recover it.”

As the Alaska steamedd into porta soe
cial glass removed all traces of unpleas:
antness.

alone an

Falling From the Clouds.

A foolhardy acrobat who was perform-
ing on a trapeze attached to an ascend-
ing balloon, recently had a narrow es-
cape from death at Pittsburg. He has
given the following accountof his adven-
ture:

I bad the balloon inflated under my
own personal supervision, and consider-
ed her all right. When the men let go
Ishot up inte the air, hanging to the
trapeze-bar and making my usual revolu-
tions. I went up very rapidly, and in a
short time the exposition grounds were
hitden by a heavy cloud. I continued
to exercis2, for it was quiet chilly, until
1 was about & mile and a quarter above
the earth. I paused to rest a minute.
when I heard a faint sound overhead,
and Jooking up,saw a white smoke
pouring out of the gas-bag.

I knew what was wrong in an instant,
and got up into the basket as quick as I
could, and then climbed into the net-
ting, I never thought about the safety
valve, but began to throw the sand bags
attached to the netting overboard as
rapidly as possible, to lighten the fall [
Knew was coming.

There was a second of snspense, and
then I began to shoot down like a lump
of lead, while the balloon swayed ter-
ribl[y". I hung on with feet and hands
to the netting, or I should have been
thrown off. All at once the envelope
collapsed, or turned over, and [ was
thrown right into the center, the envel-
ope forming a parachute. I was nearly
suffocated with gas, and the balloon
was pitching and rolling terribly.

I don’t know how long I was in com-
ing down. I remember seeing the city
below me, and then I felt a shiock, and
fell into somebody’s yard. A man
rushed up and I told him to pound me
on the back to get the gds out of m
lungs. I was stunned by the fall, but
guess I am all right now.

Carving a Canadian Goose. *
From the Toroato Mail.

“Mr. Mcleod will please carve the
goose!”

These words wera addressed to a
young man who made one of a party at
a breakfast table on Taeiday worning
last. The table was standine in a house
on Cing Street, near Widmer, and the
breakfast—dejeuner would be a better
fitting word—was given in honor of a
young couple who had been married
about an hour before. There was no
threat contained inthe words 'abovr
quoted, but nevertheless, they sent a
thrill of terror through the young man
to whom they were addressed. He had
never cut up anything before except a
few capera when out with the boys at
night, and the ilea of carving a goose
before company made him 8o nervons
that he fancied the other guests were be-
ginnin;f to regard him as akin to the
bird he was called upon to mangle.
However, he was ashamed to show his
ignorance of a useful accomplishment,
80 he drew a long
breath and the carving-knife
towards him., As he arose to his feet
the eyes of the party were upon him.
¥o was the goose a moment later, for it
glid from beneath his fork and flew like
a real live bird cut of the dish and into
hie very best waistcoat. Uf course ex-
pressions of symgathy were tendered
from all sides, but somehow or other
they didn’t make the young man feel
better or look less greasy. The goose
was returned to the dish, and Mr. Mc.
Cloud returned to the work before him.
The accident had not a reassuring effect
uponeither the carver or the company,
and the renewed operations were
watched with greater interest than be-
fore. This increased interest in his ma-
neuvers with the roast goose had a ten-
dency to make the obliging gentleman
quite careless as to whether he attempt-
ed to carve with the edze or « ack of Eis
knife, and, as a matter of fact, he did
try to dismember the goose with the
broad back of the carver. He thonght
at the time that the bird was *‘confoun-
ded tougn,” not being aware of his en-
deavor to slice it with the back of the
kuife, but when the sharp
edge pierced the finger which he had
pressed upon it in his frantic etfort to
cut, he xnew that ‘‘some one had blun-
dered.” The accident, however, was
not observed by anyone in the company,
and Mr. McCloud, who was swearing in-
wardly and perspiring eutwardly very
freely, was encouraged to renew the at-
tack. ‘‘Break a leg oft him,” was gener-
ally advised, while a young lady with a
terra cotta bat and an amused suile,
who sat next to the young man with the
knife, pleasantly remarked that the car-
ver looked more cut up than the fowl.
This young woman was one of the brides-
maids, and should have been more ge-
rious'y inclined atsuch a moment. The
advice tendered was accepted, and the
now desperate man seized the goose
with both hands. Then be;ian a fearful
struggle for the mastery. In the wrest-
ling match which followed neither
seemed to have the advantage for some
moments. The wedding guests ‘awaited
the issue of the contest—and something
to eat—in breathless expectancy. Thqgy
did not feel very hungry, for they were
full of hope. Their confidence fn Mc-
Cloud was not misplaced, for inthe third
round the goose was ‘‘downed.” The
leg came off, and =0 did an event which
wae wholly unexpected. The goose, in
parting with its limb, slipped from the
grasp of its opponent and dashed itself
against a bowl containing gravy. The
bowl was upset, and its contents sought
a fresh resting place in the lap of the
bride. A shriek "of dismay arose as a
patch of the biue silk dress assumed an
esthetic gray. The bride, covered with
blushes and gravy, liurriedly arose and
left the room, and there were some at
the table who felt they would sooner be
enjoying a free lunch ata bar-room
couater than awaiting the free spread
at that wedding party. As for Mr. Mec-
Cloud himself—well, he was overcome
with 2 desire to gink into the cellar. He
promptly resigned his position as carver
for the company, and the resignation
was accepted without loss of time in dis-
cussing it. Some one with a greater
knowledge of the anatom{' of a goose
was elected to fill the place, and at
length the guests were served. McCloud
fled to London, Ont., the following morn-
ing.

——— —
Words of Wisdom.

More honorable name have been

ruined by thoughtlessness than by mal-
ice'—Marie Eschenbach.

The mistakes of woman resnlt almost

from her faith in the good and her con-
fidence in the truth.—Balzac.

Sorrows are like thunder cloud's; in

the distance they look black; over our
heads hardly gray.—Richter.

To judge of the real importance of an

individual, one must think of the effect
his death would produce.—Levis.

We do not have great trials and sharp
agonies and heroic works to do every

day. Itis very small strokes that make
the diamond shine.—Rose Terry Cooke.

Exclusion is in their mouths and su-
premacy in their hearts. These are the
essence of sectarianism, call it by what
denomination you will.—Lady Sidney
Owenson Morgan.

The rainbow is the damask flower on
the woven teardrops cf the world; hope
is the skimmer on the dingy wrap of
trouble, shot with the
God’s intent.—George MacDonald.

By diligence and self-command let a
man put the bread he eats at his own
disposal, that he may not stand in bitter
nmr false relation to other men; for the
best good of wealth is freedom.—Emer-
son.

Mysterious disappearance of gentle-

men with other people’s money are as
numerous about this time as railroad a+
cidents.

—— -
Ignacio Garcia Veyvan, a rich résident
of Tiacolepec, Mexico, was seized by a
party of bandits on October 3, and car-

vied off. They demand $10,600 for his
ransom,

The first minister of the Dodil_llon gov-
ernment is charged with bribetaking.
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