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Bresug Bridge, La. May, 9.
AVED yorre of ago | hud the Orsyamack of Epi-
mpny. after trying 8 of the best ooum 1 grow
gsTe up all hopes. wheo s fiisnd gave
-o s bouln of Pastor Koenig's Nerve Tonio. Al
fhough I bad ot the least falth in it | thought
=Kill or Cure’" and § am sure now that it did'nt
- &4]1 but it Is & quick oure, for, after using it on)
8 days I was & great desl better and after asing
o monthe lam well. 4. Vicknaotr.

Worth its Welghtin @Gold.
Wooster, O., Jume '®.

Twas ccmnletely worn out with pervouses-

Smustiosn, lried sil sorts of doctors and medicince

erithout a8y benefit but the effect of Pastos

Iooms Nerve Tonio was marvelous, it m-wni
sh, The Tonlo bs worth its weight in

uw. Nortb 8¢, Mrs. P. Jooin,
QutisSed by Q. J. Krlager, Dinggiat

FREF s

bas been
oy o Fortiny T
.KOENIC MED. 0., Ohtlcago, lik
49 8. Fraoklin Strect.

@oid y Drussists ot 01 per Bottie. 0O SR
Lexme tize, BLI5. §Botiles or 80

For Sale at 135 North Clinton St.
Rothestes, N. Y.

A O.H.

Secretaries.
ATTENTION!

We supply sll the Divisioss in
is vicinity with our Blanks,
Books, Tickets, lopvitations
Bad es, and in fact ev:mt.bmg
in the printing line, and whyt
Because first of all they are
peatly printed, low in price and
are delivered pmmrt!y.
Can we pot «upply yout

Please examine the following list all o
which sre kept on hand ready {or quic)

shipment,

muum

Per 100
Appn Blanks ewlvim...... ...... g
NoﬁﬁqﬁonolAmnn...A.......... 50
Sick Committee choru.....” ceee T8
Motce of Absentees. ... ... ..., . 0
‘Drue Cards (best yet) . . 1 0
Notice to Applicants. g0
Isvestigation Notices . o
Latter Heads (nsw desigon).. ... . 1 0o
Eavelopes.o.coee toiieeniiin 78
-Cloth  Cover Due Books goud los
five yeard, oi. .. eiiviiiiennniniel§ 0O
, Sec, Quar. 'chom ............. 300
Quar, Reports..... ...... ... 3 00
M'Mﬁ
-9\2 feeeiesntnsiaansisis B0
ook ! s0

 BOOK, ; 4

L -9’
Treasnrdrs *Booh..................,loo
Al I:i}ididf Sodety printing. Estimate

furaished. ples sent op oppuanoo
w ‘Of O!dt! pllnko
moslvs prompt memion. Ad

mhw?“m and make draln

bl .
Catuouc jonpuu Co.. Rochester, N. ¥
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Dansville
M:. Fraok O'Coanor, of Rochester, spent
last Sunday lo tvwn,
Mn. McTlghe, of Bioghamtoy, is visi-
1ng her parcote Mr and Mn. H. Hubartus,

The nely elecied oficers ol the Cbu

dren of Mary of St. Patrick's church ares
President. Min Alice Rowan; vice-presi-

dent, Miss Cetelia Dougbenty. secretary,
Miss Efiaabeth Welch, Treasurer, Miss
Lens Exbo.

Filteen fresh air childrer anived in Dans-
vitle on Thersdiv  They wilt be cared for
by various members of St Patrick's congre-
gation.

John Noland of Rochester, was home last
Bunday -

M. and Mra. Jobn Smith, of Lockport,
have been guests of Mrs. Frank Echrich,
for a few weeks :

‘The. friends of Mr. Tunis Nares. of
‘Corning . werq shocked to hear of Yer sudden
death {rom beart disease on Monday last.
Mrs, Nates was formerly Miss Mate Quyg-
ley, of Danawillc and was married but two
months ago. The fuperal took place from
St. Patrick’'s cbarch (Danmsvilie) Thursday
morping st y o'slogk, Rev. J. T. Dougheny
officlating.

i Cl’ﬂeve

Mrs. Joba Mvnm?h. and ,daughter
Masguerite, of Cicero, 111, are the guesis
of relatives in town.

‘M. B. Joyce and daunghter Katherine,
who have been visitiog rejatives in Memphss,
Tenn.. tnraed bome - Mohdsy -evening.

. x%guitd by Mn. IOjce'a
@nﬁpﬁ Wdtn riatity,

Mg .John O°Neilland M. E. chh

m& Em. were entemhcd b; theis
It Wee).

: kﬂz““d“ Hn(’i re
. caliéh $6° Ciyde, by m ﬁ%‘“ﬁabﬁd

Kavanxugh: He was overcomie by the heat
whigh eatied brain fever and resulted In
. hisdéath. Hewas 23 years of age and is
: .siivived bya father, mother and one mister.

_Miss Maria Walsh left Monday for East
Syncuse where lhe will gemain for sevenl
- weeks, . : .

jerty Comm oI Lyons, called on Clyde
= driends Monday.

- Miss Mary Conmors bas returped from

ss,rucuse :

- Missed Maria Walh and Catherine Moui.

aﬂ:?md Messrs, John O'Neill and M. B
" Wele

h, of Eant Syracuse, spent Saturday ay
They report a good. ume.

74" o 20ERE.

our m.vehng

::,ngen' -‘mll eall onml;scnbersm Sen-

mm Waterloo, Geneva, Stanloy,

‘ Wé; Penn Yan, Dundeée, Wat-

&i@, ;msiﬂ“ Ovid ‘and Romulun.

anercnd&'

" ward Hn%ﬂty Eugene Carroll,

DIOCESAN NEWS.

What Our Friends i the Surronanding
Parishes arv Doing.

———

Prom Our Soecial Correspondents.
(Continued from 7th page.)

Auburn .

It is very probable that in a sho-t time the
Holy Family chyrch will be beautified to &
coneiderable extent. Rev. J J. Hickey,

with the aid 0§ Archliect Gilman, n per-
fecting p:ans whoreby the intended improve-
ments may be carried out. It isintended
to ercct a new sacristy bullding and adorn
‘he uppes puition of the edifice with bapd-
wome apires,

Bdward Dunn, who icsided with his son,
Edward Dunn, ji, of Coiuiagestrecd, suf.
fered & severe sunstroke Friday aftemoon,
fiom the eflects of which hedleda few hours
later, Mr. Dounn was working on a farmin
Scipio when stricken. Hisfuneral was held
from St. Mary’s charch Monday moruing.
and burial was 1o St. joseph's cemetery.

St Mary's Temperanoe 'nion hoasts of a
base ball team that can play ball TheEm-
metve, however, a;o qnot quite so fortunate—
that 13, when they play with the temper -
ance advucatcs. Thetwo teams played a
short gaine last Saturday, the sccond of the
scasun, and tu the juy of Father Gibbuns'
temperance aggregation the Emmetts were
defeated for the secund time Hard luch
for **Robert’s”’ friends. but they say they
will defeat that temperencecrowd if {ttakeg
all summer.

A pretty wedding took place at St.Mary's
cburch Tuesday morning, when Miss Lena
Secley became the brnde of Michael H.
CHloe. The ceremouny was performed by
Rev. Wilham Mulheron, pasior of the
church, in the presence ot a large number of
f..ce.ds0f the young cuaple. Both brnie
and groom are well known and popular
young Auburniane, and their maoy frsends
will wish them s life of unalloyed happ-
pioess.

Lyons,

Joseph Kaittle spent Saturday in Clyde.

M. T. Bradley spent Friday of last week
1n Rochester

Mr Larkine, one of Lyons’ best twirlers.
sprasped bis wrist while playing ball at Can-
sndaigua, Monday.

Frank l.angion of Buflalo is the guest of
Mr. and Mrs. Violet on Cutherine street.

M:. Stanley and wife of Oswego ate the
guests of Mrs. Stanley's parents, Mr. and
Mrs Danlel McCarthy

Mr and Mrs Reynolds of Oncidnare
the guests of Mr Reynolds’ parents.
William Denning and a friend from New.
ark wheeled to Lyons last Thursday.

M:. Allen of Rochester was the guest of
the Misses Mackin over Sunday.

Mr and Mrs. Fleming of Ruchester, who
have for the past week been the guests of
Mr. and Mrs. Bradley, bave returned fo
their home.

Master James Murpby of Newark s
WPending part of hip vacation with Lyons
{riends.

Michael Kane and family of Rochester,
are the guests of Mr.and Mrs. Michael
Robinson on Geneva sticet.

Misa Rosic Knittle of Rochester, who has
been the guest of her uoncle, Peter Kinitt'e,
bas rerurnod to her home,

Petrer Seller, who has been under the
weather for the past {our weeks, has re-
sumed business again,

Palmyra.
Miss Bulger of Albany spent the past
week iptown, the guest of Mre. Corneitus
Muosphy.

Mias Jolia Feonell and Mys.
Murphy spent
Rochester. .
Mise Lizzic Farre! and James Harrigan
spent Sunday at Charlotie.

Mes Belle Sheviin left on Saturday for a
visit with friendas in Pennsyivania,

James Marphy of Boflalospent Sundayin
town.

Coraelus
Saturdsy and Suiday io

Pittsford.

an ladies of St. Louls’ church
will ho lawn festival and dance on the
22d inst. . the proceeds of which are togo
toward the church Ubrary. It1s hoped hy
all that it wall prove a success,

W illiam Carsoll and family of Rochester
speol Sunday with W. Mullane,

Muss Ella Farvel bas accepted a position
10 the Willard state hospital.

The rain on Sunday last was wel-
comed by many, s it subdued the terrible
heat which reigned last week.

Mra. |. Sollivan has been spending a few
days of the past week t8 Rochester.
Miss Bessie Mullape is visiting with
friends in Egypt.

Miss Kittie Mansionof Rochester is the
guest ot Miss Mamie King this week.

Honeoye.

Danie! Leahy of Buffalo wes home from
Buffalo over Sunday.

Eflla Costello of Conadice has been very
ill but is improving.

Miss Mary Cotter is home from Buffalo,
where she bas been attending schooi for the
past yesar,

The Honeoye cheese factory is dolng a
good business.

Archbishop Cortigan of New York is

spending bis vacation at Bisho McQuaid s
p ace at Hemlock lake. Rev. Hen.
drick is alsn a guest there.

Lima.

Last Thursday afterncon, Thomas Fin-
oigap, only soa of Peter Finnigan, was
drowned at Long Pond while in bathing.
Young Flanigan could not swim, and in
company with Martin Hendrick, who was
also usable to swim, remnned near the
shore. While supporting himself by cling.
jug to & boa: near by hesuddenly threw up
his hands without any warning and sank wo
the bottom. The body was recovered about
three hours after, by Cyrus Watkins, in 13
foot of water. The funeral was held at
10:3@ o'clock, Saturday morniag from St
Rose s church and was an uaasually la
one: The serrowing family have t e
sympathy of the entire communlty in their
sad bereavement. The following people
were in Lima Saturday to attend. lhe funeral:

Michael, Patrick and Joseph Slattery, Ed-
Frank
Connors, William Griffin. James Courneen
and wife, and Mrs. Hayes and daughter.
Sister M. Rose of Namareth Convent,
Rochester, igin town.

‘Mrs, Thomas Boyle is in Lima, visiting

| relatives aad friends.

Mre. ¥

. Grace, of Rochester, was in
town Sa :
pm——

ny and Sund:y ‘
AN
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pastor of the church, is busily engaged.,

. . DX S

NAN.

1 know & maid. a desr little matd.
It you kuew her, you'd wou her,
1 us melly afrafd.
Bo 1 think it an well
Her nams not to tell,
Except that she s sumetimes called Nan,

Bhe has a hord, s =oft little hand.
Did you tecl 1, you'd steal it,
{ quite understand,
B0 | think o» wel}
T reveal not the spell
Thot lur ks in the Angers of Nan.

Bright are her ey es, er clear hazel eyes,
If their dunce should entrance you
I'd feel nosurprise,

8o 1 think 1* as well

Thhe whaote truth to tell—
Bho'smy vown lmby doughter, my Nan.

--Cora Btuart Whexlor 1o Woman's Huine Cuin
panion

A FRENCIIMAN'S GOAT

The Frenchman had never been lucky
with his goats

He lost them all the same way. Oue
flne day they would break their rope
and ruu up the mountain side, where
the wolf killed them. Nothiog held
thern buack, neither the kinduness of
their master nor the fear of the wolf
They were indepeadent goats, 8o it
seemmed, who longed for freedow and
fresh alr at any price.

The good Freuchmau, who did pot
puderstand  the nature of his aniwals
in the least, was bewildered. He would
say- ‘It s ull over M, goats don't
like to stay with me. Y snan’t keep uny
more. "’

All the same
aged, for aft-

41 not get discour.
g lost six goats, one
after the , he bought a seventh,
only tb he was careful to tuke 1t
while it was still young, so that it
might get usrd the better to stayiug
with bim.

Ab, madecap' She was a dear crea
ture, that little goat of the Frenchman!
How pretty she was, with her saft eyes,
ber funny chin whiskers, her shiulug
black hoofs, her little striped Yiorna and
with her &silky overcoat of *qahite fur
S8he waas almest as beautiful, my mad
cap, as the litile white goat of Eswmer:
alda, and, with all that, good and affec-
tionate, allowing bersell to be milked
without stirriug, without ever puttiug
her foot lnto the bucket. A darxling lit-
tle goat!

Behind his bonse the Frenchman had
8 lot with o bawthoru hedyge around jt.
This {a where he pot his pew boarder
He tied her toa stake on the most beau-
tiful spot in the meadow, taking care
to give her a good deal of rope, and
from time lo time he came out to see
whether she were dolng well. The lit
tle goat was very happy and cropped
the graas 80 demurely that the French.
man wae delighted ‘At last,”’ thought
the poor maun, ‘' at last there {s one whe

't grow tired here!l®’
he Frenchman was mistaken. The
goat foand it tiresowe.

One day she said, looking ap at the
mouptuina:

*“How happy one most be up there!
What fun to frisk over the rocks with.
out that horrid rope to make the veck
sore! It may be good enough for a don.
key or for a calf to be shut up 1o a pas-
ture. Goate need the open country '’

from that momeut the grass of the
meadow tasted 1. Life becuwme a bur
den. 8he grew thin and her milk gave
out. It was a pity to see her tug on her
rope all day, with her eyes tormed to-
ward the mountain and her nostrils ex-
tended, bleatiug piteously all the while,

The Frenchwan saw very well that
something wasthe matter with his goat,
only he did not Xnow what {t was. Ouc
morning, when he had finished milking
her, the goat turned her head and said
in her own speech:

‘*Listen, master. I am very miser-
able here. Lot me run np the wmoun-
tain. '’

**Graclous me! She, t0o?' cried the
Frenchwan ju dismay, and the bucket
foll from his hand. Sitting down then
in the grass at the side of his goat, he
agked: “How is this, Daigy? Yoo don’t
wish to leave me, do you?"'

“Yes, sir,"”" answered Daigy.

*‘Isn’t there grass enough?'’

‘‘Ob, yes, si1."’

‘‘Perhaps your rope is tootight. Shall
I lengthen it a little®"”

* *Tisn't worth while, sir."’

‘“Well, then, what is the trouble®
What do you want?®"’

‘I want to rup up the mountain side. '’

**My poor love, don't you know that
there isa wolf up in the mountains!
What will you do when be corues™’

“I can batt him with my horns, sir. "’

“The wolf will langh at your horns.
Heo has killed my other goats, who had
longer borns than yours. You bave
heard of that old Rusret, who was here
last year—an old mrother goat, strong
and ugly like a buck? She fought all
vight long with the wolf; then in the
morning the wolf killed her.*’

*“That doemn't make any differencs,
master. Let mego up to the mountain. *’

**Great heavens!'’ said the French-
man. ‘‘What on earth have they done
to all my goats? Another cme whioh
the wolf will take from me. No, no. |
will mave yoa in spite of yourself,
paughty thing, and lest you break your
rope I will lock you up in the stable,
and you shall stay there for good. "’

80 the Frenchman put the goat intv
a dark stable aod looked and bolted the
door behind him. Uvluckily he had for-
gotten the window, and his back was
soarcely turned before the little ame
Jjomped out.

When the white goat had olimbed the
fnountain, there were joy and happiness
everywhere. Never bad the old pines
scen so prétty a oreature. She was wel-
ocomed as a little queen. The chestnut
trees stooped down to the very earth to
‘pet her with the ends of their branches.
The g’olden jemnets .opened to make a

go for her and smelled as swoet as
they conld. All the mountain lide bade
her welcome:

You oan- fancy, madoap mine, jow
happy our little goat was—no more
1ope, no more stakes for her, nothing to
keep her from frisking about and gras-
g where .abe liked. There was gram

an» hchorumd Mchcr .nn

that was fresh, tenddr, tufted, and v.'vltb:

it thonsauds of plants and herbs, very
diffe-rent, iudeed, trom the turf 1w the
Frenchiwan's yard.
There were large bluebells thut tiukiled
in the wind aud purple foxgloves with
glender, drooping vecks—in short, whole
meadows of wild fluwers swelling so
good they turned her head.

Half tipsy with delight; the white
goat tumb.cd arvund it all, hihing
ber tour v gs up iu the air and roliiug
down the hills all 10 o heap with the
fullen leaves and the chestuot burs.
Then, quich us a Hash, she would Juwnp
to ber feet and be off like a flash, with
ber bead brtween ber knhees, over the
stom b8 aud through the bushivs, now on
a bigh rock, sow sgain at the buttom
of a gorge, np and down and every-
where. You would have thought that
there were a dozen guats on the woun-
tain. Ahb, wo! Daisy wasu't afruid of
suythiug. In a single bouud she Jumped
over turrents where ber fur was splashed
with spray aud white foawn. Dripping
and cut of breath then, she stretched

herself out ou sume flat rck and let the .

sun dry ber  Ouce when she wenl O
the cdge of the ¢hff with a clover blos
som in her mouth she suw below, far
below, ber 10 the valley the house of the
Frenchman with the pasture behind it
The sight made ber laugh tall her side s
ache d.

“"How small 3t 18" 8sbe cried.
couid Jtey oo have boad we

Poor hitte thing!  Fiuding bherse 1f
perched up so high, she thcught she
was at Jeast as big as the world

Suddenly the wind freshened; the
moubtuin turned purple, 1t was even
ing. “‘Already !’ suid the little goat
as she stocd ~t1ll with wonder.

Below the meadows were drowned \a,

wist. The Freoudbwan's pasture was
lost 10 the haze, and of the little  bouse
only the roof aud a thiu wreath of
smoke could be scen. Bhe histened tothe
bella of the cattle going home and fels
sick at heart. A hawk that was tiying
back tw his uest wuched bier wath bis
wings as be shot by, She shivered.
Theu there came adecp, loug howl fr’m
the mountain side.

**Hoo! Huool"’

She thougbt of the wolf. Allday long
the Jittle rusaway bad wot given bhin a
thonght. In the sawme moment the
sound of a Jietant boru came from the
valley. It was the good Frenchman
calling her Luk for the last tiwe.

“Houo' Huo!"® howled the wolf.
“Come home! Cowme bowe!' ' blew
the borun.

Daisy wanted to go back, but wheul

she remembrred the stake, the rope and

the bedge arvund the pasture shic thought | |

ghe could not stand 1t any more aud
that she had rather stay.

Suddenly she heard a rustling of
leaves tehind her, Bhe looked back and
saw two burning eyes 1n the dusk,
with two short earsstanding up straight
above them. It was the wolf.

Moustrvus and horrible! There be
sat ou his haunches, glaring at the lit-
tle white goat and licking hischops. As
he kpew for sure that he would devour
ber the waolf was in po hurry. only
when sbe lunwd her head he laughed -
wickedly, ‘'Ha, ba, the Frenochman's
Mttle goat!" und his long red tongue
licked along the row of sharp white
th(‘lh.

Daisy knew ahe was lost. For a mo
ment, a8 «he remembered the story of
old Russet, who had fought all mght,
to be killed in the morning, she thought
it were better perhaps to let herrelf be
devoured right away. Then, bhaving
chauged ber miud, she {ell back a step,
with ber head low and Lo borus fuad
vance, Jike the trave hittle goat she
wag, Dot becunse she boped to hill the
wolf—goats don't kill wolves—but
merely to try whether she conld not
hold out as long as vid Russet. '

Then the wolf wade a leap, and the
little bourus came it piay.

Brave little goat! How she threw her
beart into it! More than ten times—I
tell the truth, madcap—she made the
wolf fall back and pant for breath.
During these Yests of a minute the
greedy little thing would quickly crop
one wore tuft of her dear grass and
come back to the fight with her mouth
full. It Justed all night. From tiwe to
time the Freuchman's goat glavced up
at the stars, shining through tbe clear
night overhead, and said to herself,
“‘Oh, if [ can only hold out till dawn!"*

Oue after another the stars weunt out.
Daisy 's horns butted faster and harder;
the wolf snapped and bit more savage-
Iy. A faiut light appeared in the east.

Far away, among the farms, a rooster
crowed hoarsely.

‘*At last,’' said the poor animal, who
only wished for the duy s0 as to die,
and she lay down in the grass, with
her silky, white fur all flecked with
blood.

Then the wolf fsll upon the little
goat and devoured her.

] . . . [} [ ] L]

Goodby, my madcap.

The atory you have heard is not atale
of my making. If ever you go to Franoe,
the Frenchmen will often speak to you
M ‘‘the pretty goat of the Provence,
who fought all pight with the wolf,
and t.hen. in the morning, the wolf ate
her up.’

You nnders‘and me, mndcap?

‘*And then, in the morning, the wolf
ate her up." — From the Fremch of
Alphonse Daundet.

Powerful Speaking.

Wendell Phillips onoce, when he was
interrupted by an unfriendly aundience,
stooped down and began talking in a
low voice to the men at the reporters’
table. Some of the auditors, becoming
ourious, called, ‘‘Louder,"”’ whereupon
Phillipsstraightened himself up andex-
olaimed: **Go right on, gentlemen, with
your nojse. Through these pencils'—
pointing to the reporters—‘‘'I speak to
40,000 people.”

Preococisus,

- A Hutle girl in town said s other
-day: **Oh, grandmother, don’t pake me.

two dresses just alike. I'm afrald pro-

“ple will think I'm tvlm."—-m.’

ﬂ'O)Hm

[}
Aud flowers 1o

"Huw[

BIMILIA SIMILIBUS CURANTUR.

! Now this here “pume’’ ts writ for fun
laartway ~, 11 & ot tor piuney),

Abu o wta rrad ug it you've dune
You Hvere st aw tul funay

Benide~ wlhoat's noore, it's very elear,
A nLall 1 - ywar hereafter,

There's waught fur giving health that's

near
As guod as iiling laughter.

*
But §nst read opn, and when you've done
You Il Snd jourrelf much better.
My muse will make vou die with fun
I7 £ will only bt her
Laoastways. you U have s pertect fis
iLaugh he-re), as aaidd the tatlor,
Bher o abruatoma well of wit
Doewn't Ary up and fail her.

My Jokes can’'t fall to wake you well,
For they are sunply killing

(Loughi ! o surpansing philter’s spell
For heart's distempery’ stilling.

Don't see the puint? Laogh all the same—
The joke s vn you! (Nouw snicker )

If 50u 1l just fullow ap the gae,
You'll die- with mirth the guicker.

Bome say this life s bat cne hoge joke,
M pevpic onay knew §t.

(Now, hire Just double up and choke
And s w Nloever rue it

s Now, don t take T1ine tocateh your breath,

But ruar and scream with laughter,

And biow Do oklad you to death
lmay explain hereafter

—Emile Pickhardt tn Boston Globe.

A BIT OF JEALOUSY.

Near the Parc Monceaun is a pretty
"ittle beuse that seetus to hidein a bush
of clematis the home of a young and

charming widow of 22. The sacrument
! of baptism gitve her the name of Louise
'and the sacrament of marmage made
| ber the Countess of Viry. She bad as a
Ipet and constant companion a delicate
Metle Mexican poodle, all white apd

woollr, to which was given as its sole
pourishment a lump of gugar in the
morving s.d a eweet biscuit in theeven
ing. His name was Nito.

1t was 4 o'cluck. Lounise was ranning
| along the pebbly paths of her garden,
| fttting among ths rossbushes like &
| batterfly.

I Nito playfully pursued his mistress
with barks of delight, at times seizing
with his teeth the ruffle of her blue
‘mnalin drees, and, prupping hiwself
upou his paws, pulled at 1t with ail has
strength.

ll In the midat of their play M. Jacques
du Beaochamp entered the garden. The
Ulittte widcw, perceiving him, hid her
gelf behind an orange tree. Buot Jaoyues
ran to ber and, sarprising her, kissed
her on the furebead.

‘*Abh, M. deo Beuuahamp," she cried,

‘€hat 18 bt pice of you. "

| Louise was of medium  beight.
had very smull hands and feet, white
'shoulders and thick black bair. Her

teeth were so white that when sbhe laugh
ed they glister.od like pearls. How well
she carried her widowhood and in a
way to bonor herself! The young maid-
en is generally too timid aud bashful.
She blushes anud casts down her eyes at
the least word of compliment. The
'widow on the otber hand, has the right
| to hear everything, and when one speaks
to heg of love she knows readily what
that means.

Louise leaped upon the arm of M.
de Besuchuwp, and they weunt into the
parlor, followed by Nito, who threw
some jealous glances at him who was
to be the foture hosband of his mistress.
Of course the poor- little animal could
not bave k.,own that It mnst have
been a jealovs instinot.

Lousy aud Jacynes agreed mo well
that they had plauned tu bo married.
Neverthelvsscach of thew had a defoct.
M. de Beauchamp was jealous and
Mme. de Viry was coguettish.

‘*Louise,'’ be said to her, *‘youn will
drive me to despair. You say that you
love me, but how can 1 believe it when
I see you snniing at every admirer and
giving 4 every culner 50 sweesl a recep-
tion? When I see you in society 80 fall
of life and gayety and hear your ring-
ing laughter from the midst of a circle
of ardent admirers, it is impossible for
me to tel] you the tortures and anguish
I endure. "’

‘“And what can I do, dear?'' replied
Louise. 'l am gay. it is true, but is
that a criwe: And why should ] be cold
to those who approach me only to say
pleasant and agreeable things®"'

‘‘Yoa are a coquette, and your laugh
makes me despair, becanse if you langh
thus against my wish it wwust be only
to show your teeth. You know very
well how adoralle you are when in
laugbing with a fixed purpose you throw
back your head and show your ‘pretty
white peck."’

*‘But what must [ do to prove my
love for you? Itis becoming desperate.
Ask of me what you pleasg, but do
not ask me not to langh any more. I an:
ouly bappy when I am glad and free to
be light bearted.”

M. de Beanchamp assumed a solemn
alr. :

**You said to me one evening that
you would make for me the sacrifice of
your life. I do not ask 80 much as that.
But listen. Do you wish wmake me
the happiest mau on earth P"

*You have but to speak.”’

‘*Even at the price of suffering?"’

**Yes, at any price.’”

**Well, then, make me the eacrifice of
one tooth.

‘‘What are you demanding of me? It
is barbarous **

*“Ounly a tooth. The smallest one in
the front. And afterward you may
langh as much as yor please.’’

*‘But yoa will think I am ugly and
will not love me auy more."”’

‘‘I swear to you there is no other wsy‘

to assure my happiness. '’

The countess rang the bell. Johm, her
valet, took her orders and came back a
quarter of an hour later with a geatle-
man carrying in his hand a leathercase
such as is used by surgeons.

‘“Who ie that personi’’ asked M. de
Beauchamp.

‘The conntess answered:

“*It is Mr. James, the American den-
m "

The little oounm entered ber bon-

She '

doir, followed by Nito, his tail-between -
' M;lact. ultbeumdoutoodthntm;

thing serions was about to "happen.
Lounire returned shortly uwfterward,
ashamed and bumbled, aud gave to M.
de Beanchamp a little tooth aswhite ae
milk. which he carried to his lips and
oovered with lissea. Seeing this tribute
of affection, Lopise rap away.

Jeoques. M!!ad the tucth setin a me-
dallion and carried it religiounsly around
kis peck an a couvenir.

From that day the little countess be-
came very sad Ouly upon rare «ca-
sions was her face lighted up bya smile.
BShe kept aloof from eociety as much as
possible, but when she wus forced by
her eocial duties to appear among her
friends they saw her keeping apart from
the others or sitting in a corzer with a
serious air, ber mouth elosed like a
prison door.

Jarques did not easily recognize her.
In fact, she "xas greatly changed

‘‘Poor countess!’ said some evil
mioded oues. " 8he s getting old. How
changed rbe is' She seems to bo mourn-
ing the dead. ™

Aud Ja e felt his love dimirish
little by hitriv He begun to undersrand
that what he loved {u her wasespecially
bher swile, he r playfulbess, her gayety,

asd he al< tecame vad  ‘Phe mote he
tried to reg ain his love, which seemed
to be leaving him, the more he realized
that he himself had Lilled his passion.
One duy be weut in despair to Mmea

de Vary
*Louiar,'* he sald, throwing himself
at her fevt. **do you love me still?

*‘I have sworn to love yon always,
and the stiller you are the better, '’ ahe
answered

“*Wul you prove to e the sincerity
of your word«?"’

I ask nothimg e ?

“Well then af von Iove me have the
dentist pot 10 a new tocth '

“What folls 1s (e’ sard Bauiee,
weepiug "1 was right when T aaid

that you would not love me i1 v e
That 15 jost L.ke you wen. Awml you re-
proach us for Leiug copricioos

“lowise, 1 leg you 0 forgive mne [
ourse 1y )"u!l LSy —1Iny o] shpe se’
'R0 you  really are regrotting the

weakuess with which [ aceded to your
caprice?’’

“l am desolate and full of remorse. ™’

‘‘You revagnive the cruelty of youor
onreasonable regoest?’’

I will reproach wyeelf for it all my
life.*"

**Woold you te happy if 1had dis
obeyed you?'®

‘T woull give avything for that

The !ittle conbtess gave a burst of
langbter, which abuwed ai) her teoth
oomplete

“Whut Joes this mean?”
Beaochawp, holding 1 his flugers the
medallion in which waus jmcased as o
souvenir the little pearl of the sacrifice.

The conutess opeoed tbe wmogth of
Nito, saying:

‘*Here i the viotim.'’

asked M de

*“*Ah,”" orted M. de DBeavebaup.
“You pever loved me. " — Wavericy
Magazine.

Blundere of Novelists.

Will M Clemens catalogues in The
Home Magnzine sowme of the blunders
of fureigu vovelists, a few of which we
reproduce: '

““Thackeray, who was excesdingly
anzious to get evervthing right, was
perpetoally getting things wrong.
Names are mixed. the hero is sometimes
called by the name of one of the other
charaoters, and in at least ane place an
important personage iscalled bya vame
from another novel This was Philip
FPirmin, whom he ecalled Clive New
ocome  Nor wae this hir woret Mlander,
for in another story he killed and bar-
ied old Ladv Kew and later brought her
again on the scene for the purpose of
rounding off a corner of the story.

‘‘Thackeray, in his ‘Virginians,’
makes Mme. Esmond of Castlewood, in
Westmoreland county, a neighbor of
Washington at Mount Vernog, on the
Potomac, 50 miles distant, and a regu-
lar attendant at public worsbip at Wil-
liamsburg, half way between the York
and Jamwes rivers, fully 135 miles from

"Mount Vernon. In the same book occura

the following: ‘There was such a negro
chorus aboat the house as might be
beard acrcoes the Potomac.' The nearest
bank of the Potomac was 87 miles
away.

‘*Anthony Trollope was beartily
langhed at by his acquaintances for
causing Audy Scott to ‘come whistling
up the street with acigar in hismouth.”
But what is a slight error of this scrt in
comparison with Amelia B. Edwards®
desoription, in ‘Hand and Glove,’ of
her bero ‘passing backward and forward
like an overseer on a Massachusstts cot-
ton plantation.’

“*George Eliot, whose knowledge of
soience is highly commended, in ‘The
Mill on the Floss’ makes the odd blun-
der of baving the boat overtaken in
midstream by a mass of drift ﬂoatmg at
a more rapid rate than the frail craft—

& physical impossibility.

phy.

‘*How did you get on in school today,
Robert?”’

Tired Chiid (wearily)—Oh, I was
wrong in my geography again! I forgot
whether the Putumayo joined the Ama-
gon east or west of the confluence of the
Maranon and Ucayale rivers.

Same Child (years later, busband and
father)—What do yuu want to know,
my son?

Son (stroggling over a primary geog-
raphy )—Where the Amason river,
father?

Father (after long reflection )—I think
{t's somewhere in Africa—or Asia. Y
forget which. —Pearson’s Weekly.

Johhn Howard Payne.

The life of John Howard Payne ex-
tended. over 8C years, from 1792 to 1853,
The only literary work by which he is
now remembered is ‘‘Home, Sweet
Home,** which was originally a song
in an opera entitled ‘‘Clari, the Maid
of Milan." The librettoc was written in
s fow weeks. It is eaid by eome an-

thorities to have been written as early

a8 1818, but the openwu notwoduoed
:lxetil 1888 .
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