X3

YN YRS S

RS el

R
BISS s

FRAR:
R 3
PR

THE OATHOLIO JOURN AL

N eewory

;a. iEge.on. Lake ave.

OWI;IQ;LS@ on Fulton- aver—
00-—House on Glenwood park,
m’ﬁOﬂ«chse on Rowe st.

43-900 —House on Second sf. ~
$3:000—House on Fourth st.
$2:900—House on Breezel patk.

27 AQO-ze—House on Bowe st.
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-the Magazine will be furuished.
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exchange suysof the Magazine:

) )ETAHOES MM;Azm:m continuves to
O mgﬁme marvels. of. American jour-
um for the richness of its contentsand

icles, yet it costs only two dollars
R ;;"and»xmtsatisﬁeg:m{

i m jng matter, it occasionally embell-
hes its pages with timely illustrations.
he:yétetan editor, Patrick Donahoe.
! _of the “Boston Pilot,” gives the

; 'mnﬁe ‘that his periodical is making

i 4, )

because of its pro-
g l his Ineuds rejoics mth him in

"'The; Aqua—Crystal Speotacles

e o

Wahiﬁnakir, jeweler -and - Optician,

M&u Wa'bchcs mel lnd Diamonds
. ; A.djnstug u:d Repninng

."c'iuse on” S, Qoodman st. |

| "Was false a5 the glitter of brook ind stréam.
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5t chéapness of its price, It hws in svery .
‘WNGE, p“"ri‘dre' dpages of original and se-

Litsprofusion i <

A JOLLY WlZARD

| Oh, a wizard dwelt in & cave by the sea,
And g dresmer of dreaims was he,

The wild waves® zoar &8 they broke-on the shors,
Gdve him mirth and jollity, -

Who came o'er the rolling sea
On the snowy crest of the billow’s breast; -
-~ With siry head walked she,
And her face was as white as the driven snow,
And her voice was like music sad and low

Oh, she sang of love,-and-of Iovers™pain,

8 And she sang of a dream 50 sweet

That had urged her soul to a desperate goal,
. For the sake of a wild heart, beat,

For the lover she loved in her fondest dream

Oh, the wizard dwelt in a cave by the sea,
And a dreamer of dreams was he,
-Through phantasies sad and phantasies glad,
He kept his jollity;
“For a dream is a dream, and not life,”” quoth he,
“But love whioh is life ne'er a dream car: be.”
—-Wasb!ngmn.ﬂtm:—- 4

AN ECCLNTRIC HFIRESb

scape the pmk coats made v1v1d spote
The gray uppxled clouds parted here and
there, e, giving y@ssaga_&—sﬁ%ﬁum
Thg light. There was a sea wind at
largse, but it was tempered by interme-

b

"“dia,te spaces of sandbar.and of dead{—

stretch of meadow grass, shrxveled and

dry.
The hunt was over. The wmd blew
up more } ke i 3 ARSI AT

YR Veering to the ea.st " Sd.ld the
young man who rode at Miss Brockton’s
side, and who had managed to keep near
her from start to finish. ‘*Fortunate we
had such a capxtal day. There 1l be rain
to-morrow.’

Nothing original in the remarks. But
then why expect originality? Mr, Thomas
Ashington Revery -wasga good Jooking
youth, who sat his mount well and was
quite faultless in the matter of coats and
collars, nails and hands and boots.
‘What more could one ask?

But Miss Geraldine Brockton appeared
to have an attitude of asking the absurd,

the impossible. Had she not owned a
million in her own right such peculiari-
ties as hers—such marked, curious ways
of looking at.things and doing “things—
would really have seemed in questiona-
ble form. Shewas even as unseizable at
every point as those long rays of silver
white _light. that..filtered - through-the
clouds and melted and was gone again as
you looked. Here, a few minutes ago,
with the glad blood in her cheeks caused |
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"“How is one to make heudway with

1 *“Yon are mistakend"

| had not Spoken. _

1 he keeps 4o his place?”

by the rapid motion, she had seemed
| vivid, animated, pleased with herself,
with hfe, with her compa.mon, perhaps.
1 And now thet the Mtter hid simply utter- |
ed a word or two.in a softer strain she
had stiffened and fr ozen, abruptly, un-
approachably.

-Z-- the whims of women!" said
$homas Ashington Revery to himself.

such a girl as this?”

When Miss Brockton had dismounted
at her own door she went straight into
the pretty room where sat her chaperone,
‘| relative and companion, Mrs, Gwynae, |
making tea.” -

This lady glanced up, caught the look
in the girl's éye and said:

‘“What has Mr. Revery been doing?”

“Doing?” Miss Brockton's magnificent
eyes flashed fire “Do you suppose I
¢are what that—creature does?”

1t you don't care for him he cares for
yom"

“For me!” Geraldine laugired with in-
effable scorn. “For my money, you
mean!”

So that-was the trouble again. Mrs.
Gwynne had perceived at once that the
girl was in one of her ‘*‘mobds.”

“I shall advise you, Geraldine, to rid
yourself of that prepossession of yours.
You are grown morbid on the subject,
You are-quite capable of being liked for
yourself, even if you are an heiress. Be
reasonable, I suppose you are not pre-
pared to be an old maid? Then don’t ask
too much of mesn,”

Geraldine looked at bier.

“I hate my money!” she said, with
glow, vibrant intensity. I hate it!"

“You would hate more being without
it,” observed M. Gwynue, sipping“her
tea.

“You think sof” said the girl coldly.

She paused abruptly. A lad had burst
into the room, followed by a young man,
tall and dark. This was Eddy, Miss
Brockton’s brother and pet, and his tutor,
The boy begsn to chatter away to his
sister, but the tutor presenily said:

“Cone, my boy. »

“Shall L give you a cup of tea, Mr,
Bevern?” asked Mrs. Gwynne,

“Thank you; no” _.

He was gone with tho boy. Geraidtne
After a little she

V‘onlym teenng buc n gooa taste:

For he'd people the rocks and the sounding deep |
- Woithrphantastes-weird as tie prodicts of sleep.

~~;’1~wmﬂhrhﬁfd;.ﬁaw;mm&&mam N

"1 drew herself

e M.,L,Qb;@e

“regained courage.”

ns RN "'3* R

Severn is a gentleman-—a, scholar! More
of a gentlemian and undoubtedly more of

perhaps!™..
" “How very cutting! How you take
Mr. Severn’s part! Happy Mr, Severn!”
"T'Theh, abruptly, without warning of any

self and the little Moorish stand, and
Mrs. Gwynne, in_deep. surprme’"*felt‘"fﬁ"e
.} eonvulsivé clasp of two strong young
arms about her neck.

“Oh, Aunt Martha! Aunt Martha!
Aunt Martha! Don’t mind me! Don’t

.} scold mel! J—I—I am unhappy! And in

doubd! T am so tossed - about!
BO”—"—" ]
“Why—why—Geraldine!”
But the storm--or that phase of it, at
least—had passed . already, Geraldine
up. . She.get-her. teeth, her

So—

Tips. ”
“Buz 1 shall nof be any longer. I am
resolved! Icehall know what to expect!”
Her eyes shone, a bnlha.nt sxmle ﬂashed
over the traces of tears .
"door and vanished.

| the next 4 Wynne was con-

strained fo.tell him that Miss Brockion
head gone to town,

“expected to remain out until after the
last meet!”

“QOh, shehas aniy"gone in for two or
8. Mrs.Gwynne-hastoned..to-
expla in, “She told me that she wished
to ‘see her lawyer and hoef guardian.”
Mrs. Gwynne smiled. ‘““You know, she
is a creature of moods.”

Fuall well did Tom Revery know 1t!
Did one ever see clearly how one stood
with her? He departed crestfallen, in-
wardly fuming. She had seemed some-

she was certainly a very handsome girl,
and he—well, he was undoubtedly in love
with her; and there was the money! It
appeared outrageous to the young man,
whose own patrimony was less ample
than he could have wished it, that a
mere girl and a stripling sheuld each
have inherited such wealth. That was
the stripling riding by now, and the tall,
daxk fetlowwith him was lus tutor. It.
occurred to Tom Revery to wonder, in
passing, whether the tutor ever saw
much of his pupil's sister.

it be's susceptible at alll”

It was a week later, and Miss Broockton
was not only at home this time, but bad
“been sitting with Mr. Revery for nearly
an hour.

heavy silence.” It list&d oily a few sec-
onds, but the pause seemed an endless
one, Miss Brockton had risen suddenly
and was standing with an elbow against
the mantel. As her visitor seemed help-
lessly to fumble for the fitting word she
repeated a little nervously:

“I am sorry—very sorry—for this mis-
inderstanding. But—I-—cannot marry

a scholar than any Gwynne of Brockton,

Geraldipe tumed a little palew o o i

sort, she bridged the space between- h@'i

When Thomas Ashington Revery called |

“What! _Already? Bhe told me she |

times to Mke lrim well—very well, and

“‘Must be rather roughon the poor chap {.

There had row fallen over the room a|

go He kept & t1gnt ¥ein on nimsels,
“With Mr. Revery; yes—fancy! I have
all at once come to the conclusion that I
wish to be married, if T am mdiried at.
all, for myself. The heiress, Miss Brock-

ceased to exist and there will remain
only Geraldine sz,l:ton, with a small

"And would you believe it.

moment before he had ,offered his hand
and beart to Miss Brociit;en the heiress!”

She was laughinig now. Her eyes con-
tinued to flash upom him with that
strange lambent persistence. It was al-
most like a challenge. - What could she
mean? Again Severn seemed to turn
dizzy. He kept his outward composure
by a tremendous effort.

“If what you say is true, Miss Brock-
ton, you will regret if, perhaps™: -~ =~

«Regrét giving ‘nearly all my fortune |
to charitable institutions? Ah, you judge
as the world judges, do you? I had
thought differently of you, Mr. Severn.
Why should I wish to be so rich?’ she.|
cried, with a sort of fierceness. ,“Other
Womenwﬁgy.bg&b}&tﬁmﬁ”f e test.
could not. It was making me hard, sus-
picious. It was making e dpoubt the
whole-world. It wasstifling me. I shall
have enough left for all the decencies
and comforts of life: And ¥am freel
Yes, I am free now, Beforel was a

hunters, to every form of human hypoc-

| FiS¥... Qther.people-may-feel-themselves-

exalted by such a position,
self degraded!”

She stopped. She almost seemed to
pant. The blood rushed to Severn's
brain. He took a step forward. What
was he about to do—what to say? What-
ever it might have been, the portiere was
drawn aside and Mrs. G wynne came in,
fll‘be words remained unuttered on his
ips

But Miss Brockton spoke. A strange
spirit appeared to possess her, urging
her on, goading her to abrupt disclos-
ures,

““Abk, Aunt Martha! I wonder if you’ll
be surprised, too, at my news. 1 have
made an announcement which has
stricken two men dumb with astonish-
ment already. And yet it does not seem
g0 strange, does it? Mr. Severn seems
scarcely to believe that I have given
away nearly all my fortune.”

Ifelt my-

"'Severn had vanished.

*“YXou do say such extraordinary things
at times, declared Mra. Gwynne, -
ple will really believe, at length, that
you are not quite right, Geraldine.”

. “Aunt Marthal" .Geraldine--stood-up-

right befere her. ““You don’t believe
me, either? Itistrue—trme—! That was
why I went to town toser, the lawyer
and’!

Mrs Gwynne had fallen into achmr

“What! Then all I have to say, Ger-
aldine, is that you are insane! absolutely
insane! Who ever heard of a girl giving
away her forfune beforet”

-youyMr-Revery, 1 m“'ﬁ“é’frer marry at

all.”
At this unlikely statement the suitor

“Perhaps not, but”’——
“You will regret this!”

G:emldmegave«%ﬁange*ﬁrghﬂ?‘bﬁ-

“Miss Broockton! Qeraldine!”

“No; ié is improbable that I should
ever marry. Of course, many men might
be tempted to propose to me, thinking
me rich. But my property will soon, by
my own desire, be so disposed of that I
shall have only a moderate income,
Even should I marry, my will is so made
that nothing I have, in case of my death,
would go to my husband. So you see,

such considerations may act as deter-
rents,”

“Miss Brockton, you — you cannot
think, it is not possible that you would
believe me”—-—ReVery was turning, in
rapid succession, from red to white,
from white to red. The girl pitied his
discomfiture.

“Not at all, Mr. Revery. I suspect
you of no interested motives. But I do
not care for you~in the way you mean.”

-Five minutes afterwards she was sit-
ting by the fire alone, & scornful smile
on her lips that presently faded away
and into & sigh. Some ene camé in at
the door as ghe sat there, but turned
again, retreafing, At the sound Ger-
aldine glanced areund. ,

“Don’t go, Mr. Severn; let me tell you
of an interview I have just had.”

stood in the attitude she had assumed a
littie before, with her arms restirig on
the chimney top, Dusk was coming on
and the room was in a penumbra, sae
for the firelight, These leaping flames
illuminated the face above them. Such
a facel Arthur Bevern felt dizzy for a
moment, Fe had xnever seen her look
like that. She had never flashed that
smile, that eyebeam, upon him. Shehad

A s ae

‘What a model tutor it is! How well
Mrs. Gwynne flushed angrily.

I, 1}’.‘; wmdgx at 3011, M&* Thm 2

‘ 47 vﬁhﬁwﬂp Bhi
wasl B .

ﬁhmgetulun"y

tersnnle.

“I hope not!"
* % #*

4 » * L 4

“Jerry! Jerry!”

It was her younger brother’s voice and
it startled her from a fitful sleep. She
started up confusedly. The boy called
again. His room was just across the
hall. An acrid odor of smoke touched
her nostrils. Throwing on her wrapper
and weak kneed with fear she threw her-
self against the door. The hall was
dark. She opened the door of the boy’s
room—a dense cloud rose toward her
and smote her in the face.

She cried out aloud—once, twice—for
help and then uttered the boy’s name.
But there was no answer, . -

The fire, which had smoldered at first,
now broke out fiercely.

“Eddy! Eddy!” cried the girl and
threw herself into the room. She could
see nothing. She was blinded—she could
not breathe. She stumbled over a pros-
trate body. '

“Eddy!” she stammered again.

Then she felt herself wrenched away
by a strong arm, and some onme had
seized the boy’s inanimate form and
dragged it out of the room and her

- _{ with it.
‘She had started to her feet again and|

The next clear tlnng of whxch she was
conscious was of a tongtie of fame run-
ning up her pretty dressing gown and of
being ‘suddenly enveloped in Arthur|
Severn’s coat, while this co ﬁning and
his hands and arms stifled the"j

blaze. They stood inthe hall azid ihe
‘cloak-—and the arms—were gtill around |
ber and she was trembling in their clasp. |/
Lights flashed out at the other end of the
hall and people came rushing slong it,

ptomy will i s shot tinde have prictically

income.  Well, I told Mr. BRevery this.}
He did not |
| propose.te-Geratdine Bisckton, though a

er |« And so this-was-the Tenson for jour

{ He doest™ -

slave—a slave to flatterers, to fortune |

“What nonsensel” Baicle Gwynne. |

1Peo- |

t;o conenlousness, tne mtterea cur&ama; .
toru down, the c¢harred beddmg re
moved. :
But Mrs. Gwynne did notregain her °
golor, What was that she had seen}
Showd. she.ever forget. it?.. Geraldimes ==
Arthur Severn! Why, he had held hey
in his arms! He had held her in his
armg and she had not seemed to strgg&lg
—~ghe had not seemed t6-mpve! -
AL thﬁMLd&yM&ﬁmmmentm
about in a sort of a dream. Finally, en- 7
tering the drawing room at twitlight; as -
she bad done the day before, she stag-
gered back. If therg had been any doubi
in the night there was no doubt now;"
V Geraldine and ‘Severn were there neax
the fire, very close-together, and hs vraa
bending, bending down over the uplifted
face.
‘Aunt Martha!”
thur  Severn started and. St00d- upx 2
right, ' It'is a mau’s misfortune never ta
look heroic thus caught in the act. Bui
Geraldine only smiled a divine smile,
““ Aunt Martha, Mr. Severn and I areto
be married next month.”

M)n‘va.v-w

3 2t o

giving up your money?”’

“Yes. My money kept him asway from
me. And—I wanted, beside, to makesure
that heloved me for myself And he doea' I

Mrs. Gwynne looked at the .radla.ntr faca .
for a long, silent minute, e

“Youare certainly,” she observed, w;th
slow deliberation, “the most 5t_eceentrig
~gifl Tevér knew in m

And Geraldine only laughed.——New
York Mercury.

Oriental Ideas of Punctuslity.

The indifference of time, characteristic
of orientals, was illustrated in many-
amusing ways when first a railway was
opened in.a new-part of India.” N’othing
but bitter experience could convince the
natives that a train, unlike the bullock
wagons they had been “acoustomed to,
would not wait an indefinite time to pick
up passengers. The deputy commis- -
sioner bad on one occasion, shortly after
the opening of a new hne, sent his sex-
‘vant with his official letter bag to meet &
the-train, and was much annoyed at sea- -
ing the man presently returning with it,~
having missed the train.

“You had not half a mile to go, and
you knew that the train left the station -
at 8 o’clock!” ‘5
"“Yes, ‘truly, your majesty;” replied the
man in an aggrieved tone, ‘‘but when it .
strikes three here the train goes from --~
there.” '

Tha.t was sharp practice of which he
had no previous experience, and it wos . R
evident-that-he-did “not think it very - “§
creditable to the company.—Temple Bar. - -
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Mr. Smith’s Smile. K 3

If a woman does not like a man, she -,
can characterize him as no man ever i B
could. A certaln young man,Mr. Smith, |
was noted for an extraordinary and pe- Ry 1
rennial smile. One of his lady school- E !
.mates described a meeting with him -
'thus: *“As I was going outof church I
saw a smile down by the door. Whgn I 8 3
came nearer 1 discovered that Mr. Smith == :§
was around it.”—Christian Advocate. R
4 N £

Where Indis Ink Comes From,

India ink is made from burnt camphior = ©f
and gom. The Chinéese and Japaness .  f
are the only manufacturers of this ink, ¥ 3
The process is a tedious one and reqguires
great skill. The finer grades of India -
ink are delicately scented with attar of .
roses, and one stick about three inches
long may ¢ost four or five dollaxrs. Age
jmproves the ink.—Medical and Surgmal
Reporter.

. How to See a Bullet’s Flight. -

By saturating the bullets with vase
line they may be easily seen in their
course from the rifle to the target. Thefi - .-
tra.gectory course is marked by a beanﬁ» e
ful ring of smoks, daused by the vaseling
being ignited on leaving the muzzle o
the gun, the smoke being suspended fo: <
some time in the air if not too windy .. ,
Much better scoresresult when grease of ..
some kind is used. -Buiieis are not st - gr,* ‘
apt to split, the recoil is notso great, .
and it is believed the course of the mis.
gile is more true.—Ohio State Jomal

- e

Mz, and Mrs. George W. Childs, ;
| Philadelphia, are at their seaside home
at Elberon. Their country place :neat
Bryn Mawr is open every Thumsday for:
vimtors, and often a hundred or mon
catriages can be seen passing in and out
of the gates on a fine Thnra@y affasc
noon, giving “Wootton” the dppearanos:
of & public park: “In addition to the
eqmpages hundrads of pemnng@ on Lo
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o l!ard to Please.
Clara~—I den’t like. Gharlxe» Eaathmd

od from the hoy's bed-curtain hawm

' mmwu ha‘

mmmmﬁw@w&m g:

Bevér addressed him in “that friendly, and Mrs, Gwynne appesred, white and brayme. . Cocomo LonESE
| jesting tone, _ She was suddenly all.Jife, | . hleas; ooz -».»‘3"” | Ethui““vvl’i?”i’i = S
| aX1 softness, a1 chaxm, ~ Bhe séemed to| *'Merciful hesven!” - Clara—Ho's too extravagant,
wish to atone for bar. mllamm, her! Xt was only a liftie five, p,ﬂ;er all, start Ethel—Then I suppose you lilee;.taek
srrogance. What a wi m*lae:.%,

Barding. He's
. (Clara-<No, I&
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