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“YQU CAME TO TEA"

In spite of Fate invipcible,

Of lack of wit, & lack of gold
< Of pictures that top cheaply sell,

Or pictures pever sold,

Oh, yet, when 1 am old and gray.
If oild and gray I live to be,

I shall recall ope happy day,
The day you came to tea!

That tea was strong, for all my
Some half a pound, two shiiling

Into the teapot had been poured-
Only the milk—ah, me’

So pallid, comfortless a stream,
Into your cup I saw it glide.

For a true jug of country cream
.1 felt | would have died'

hoard,
tea,

But with the cake I was content,
It8 richness no one could mtstake,
For my whole store the slave had spent
(n a superior cake.
Twas all in layers, almonded,
And crowned with white and.rosy ice;
“What a delightful cake"' you said.
“But, please, & smaller slice!”

{ flushed and stammered. 1 suspect
A pound I'd cut you unaware.
In what 1 did could I reflect
When you were sitting there?
That revel, ah, how soon ‘twas o’er
How swiftly came the moment W'
After my guests 1 shut the door.
1 mountpd to my den.

Then down [ sat beside the wall,
And, feeling doubtful and amazed,
{ strove your acient to recall
As at your chair I gazed,
[ heard your soft laugh echo through
‘fhve dingy room grow.a deAF 1o me,
Where now was silence. and | knew
That you had been to tea.
N —Punch.

THE SHADOW OF A HAND.

Business called me to Dieppe in the
summer of 1846, The cashter of one
of the largest banks ip New
York had abscomded with Jhe funds of
the institution, and 1 had followed his
Tacks. Late al the close of the four-
teenth of August I reached my destin-
xtion and immediately repalréd tomy
hotel. The first note of the cock awoke
me, The wown clock struck four.
I resolved to take a look at the city
at daybreak,

1 was astonished, on reaching the
street. W see it full of people rushing
in a ceaseless tide in one direction.
Wondering what the attraction could
be. 1 followed the ever increasing
srowd surging down the Rue Grandse.
At the foot of the sireat was a large
spen square, where the crowd formed
a2 perfect jam. From a platform at
“he opposite side | distingulshed dark
sutlines that froze the blood in my
eins. It was the gulillotine. It was

ot long until a bell tolled u doleful
Jeath clangor. and the tumbrel witl,
the condemned slowly approached.
T'he executioner addressed himself
deftly to his task, and in a few mo-
ments all was over. .

“Who was the man, and why was
he executed?’ 1 inquired of a police
ggent at my side. He looked al me
with astonishment and said:

“Indeed, sir, it was Jacques Rey-
gayld.”

Mv curiosity was excited, and be-
tore 1 left Dieppe 1 had gathered all
the detalls of the life and tvrimes of
the dead man.

No longer than four months before
there lived in the Rue ides Armes a
buckster named Morris, who was hon-
estly but frugally supporting himself
his wife and child from the profits of
bis trade

1 should relish some oysters to-
darv.” sald Madame Morris as hey hus-
band entered ome Sunday,

*] fear it {s too late, my dear. It's
a quarter past 9§ o'clock "’

“Justine thought that the shop at
the corner might be open ™

*Send her, then. The truth is, 1 am
myself as hungry as a wolf

The servant t0ok a basket to get the
oysters and left the door partly open
to save her masver the trouble of un-
focking it when she returned. The
ahop at which she was to get the oys-
ters was locked, and Justine “went
down the Rue Grande to procure them
elsewhere, if poseible. She had been
absent three quarters of an hour. To
her surprise. Justine found the house
locked. She thought the wind bhad
blown tha door shukt, and she tried thg
knob. “They must have retired,”
thought Justine, indignant that they
bad locked her oyt

In her anxiety she related her trou-
bles to several passers by. The police
were sent f6r and the door was
forced. The hall was dark. One of
the gendarmes stumbied over an ob-~
ject. He stooped down, and his hand
touched something wet. A light was
procured, and a terrible scene was
revealed. Poor Morris lay tn the hall
with his throat cut. The whole floor
was covered with blood. In the little
room lay his wife, with a horrible
wound across her throat. The assassin
had not evem gpated the infant in the
cradle.. The poor lttle creature had
met the same tate as his parents. The
bouse was sacked. *

Eight- days after the crime soveral

men were passing along the Rue Grel-
tard, Suddemly’'# man clad tn nothing
but his shirt appeared on a roof carry-
tng a child in his arms and crying,
“Murder,:miurder!” A rush was made
for the door, but il wast(otmd mﬁo be
locked with A few crashing
blows "md &ak ‘it;.and a man
ran upstairs. In the fore hall, at the
teall of -the-gteirs, a. 1esn was found
with his theeat-6ut. He was dead. In
the chamber® & woui was foupnd dang-
ling out of bed with a similarywbund,
and in the kitchen lay the.servant
girl, disposed of in like mannér. It
was tniioubtedly the work of .tha:same
person that had committed the crime
in the Rue des Armes,

The young man who had been seen
on the roof gave this testimony:

“My name is Pierre Dulac. I am a
watchmaker. For two :years I havp
been employed in the-house of the
murdered Manton, whose family con-
sisted of his wife, a child, and a ser-
vant girl. I slept in an attic cham-

. Next to me slept the servant girl
who usnally had the child with her.
It was about 2 o'clock in the morning
when 1 awoke, feeling very thimsty.
My water pitcher gwas empty, and I
started to get a fresh supply, but be-
fore I had time to o nd the first

ight ot stairs I eaw a man sneaking
the lower flight.

“Belng very pervous, {hié murder in
the Rua deis A¥mes had o dostned my
faculties that, when I saw the man, I
was pobltively ubeble te movs  hand
had - aearly |
wllidh M h ll. Man ¢

«uddenly opened, and my employer
stebped ‘out. The murderer hurled
himgelf upon bim oad pressed his
aand upon his meuth to prevent out-
arry. I noticed that the villain had
only three fingers on his left hand. I
r&n n rs again and enterad the
wirl’s chamber. Marie was not there,
but the child was fast asleep. [ took
it in my arms and ran up on the roef”

In the faubourg of Dieppe. in a
rather obscure house, all alone with
a servant girl, ided & woman named
Beau oo, She was the widow of
an army officer and distinguished for
great irmness of character. The ex-
sitement throughout the city had not
teen able to disturb her composure,
lespita the fact that she was compare
itively unprotected.

On the thirtieth of April, at about
10 o'cloek, Madame Beaumaurice, who
had all the day suffersd from a paln-
'ul headache, enteréd her boudolr,
3he was very tired and sai down in a
‘targe easy chair to rest herself. Op-
yosite her <tood her dressing case,
whose cu.lilne axtepded down to the
fcor. Back of her, upon a small table,
stood the lamp. The lady had begun
.0 disrobe herself when she _noticed
something that made her heart s<op
Jealing. On the flcor ehe described the
shadow of a man's hand. The hand
aad but three fingers.

The murderer was conceiled within
1er dresser. ~ Aftér a short delibera-
J4on she aprpoached the door and call-
xd the servant,
| *Marie,” said she, “do you know

where M. Berpard lives?”

“Very well, my lady.”

' “l forgot that [ shull have to pay

300 francs to-morrow morning. You
nust go -immediately and get the
money. To insure your getting thp
oank notes from M. Bernard
write you a note.”

*Dear - Bernard,—The murderer of

-

the Rue des Armes and the Rue Grel- '
i emigrated as a rule correspond withy

lard is in my house.
jarmes and take him.
“*HELEN BEAUMAURICRE.”
She handed the servant the note
and sent her away. She then sat
down and walted. Yes, a full hour
the lady sat in her room, within
whose shmdow of ¢he hund, apparent
now and then, was the only evidence
of the presence of rhe murderer. When
finaliy the gendarmes arrived, Jacques
Reypauld was taken prisoner,

Bring the gen-

Drifttwood Pete's g-eak of Luck.

While splitting woud near his bou.
house at the foot of Loughboroouogh
avenue the other afterncon
wood Pete” made a lucky stroke of
the ax, which pyut him in possession
of nearly $400 in gold. He was pound-
Ing away at a hollow log, when the
ax cut through and
some metallic substance, which proved
to be an irom pot tigh!ly senled. With
eager haste he broke the top, and to
his delight gold coins came rolling
out Upon counting the coins the find
amoutted to $400. The pot had been
incased in the log apparently for a
great number of years, and is thought
to have been hidden in the tree dur-
Ing the war,
from will probably’ never be known.
It had been felled somewhere up the
river, and drifted along with the cur-
rent to yleld {ts treasure to !‘Drift-
wood Pete.”” “Driftwood Pete” has
earned a livelihood all his life by
catching driftwood and other floating
articles on the Mississippi river dur-
ing the summer months. It was sev-
eral months ago that he caught the
log %hich contained the pot of gold,
and it had lain near is cabln until he
started to split it up for firewood.-
St. Louis Globe-Democrat.

Rerurned the Compftmsnw

One seldom hears a story more
piquantly flavored with the real old
New Bngland humor tham that teld
about Uncle Gideon Goodwin, who,
eighty years ago, was ohe pf the char-
acters  of the town. At that time fhe
Methodists used to gather at the
houses o hold their prayer meetings
and as Gideon was a devout worship-
per of that creed he was a regular at-
tendant. One night the meetipg was
held at the houss of Harlow Harden,
and Gideon was there. In those days
excitement ran high, and just aslthe
yenthusiasm of the
wrought to the highest pitch, Uncle
Harden, as he was always called, arose
to his feet and lifting up his hand,
shouted 1in a volice full
“Glory to Gideon!” Hardly had the
chorus of amens which tXls utwmk%w
called forth died away, when Goodwin,
who thought that the praise was
meant for him, and was bound to re-
turn the compliment, jumped and
said: “‘Glory to you, too, Uncle Har-
den!” That broke up the meeting.
The solemnity of the occaslon, 350
thoroughly shaken, could not be re-
stored and there was 4 speedy ad~
journment.

a

The Bicycle Mania,

The medical journals are discussing
the Interesting subject of bicycling
and they agree that when a man once
falls a victim to the bicycle mania he
does not recover until the period of
three years has elapsed. There are
exceptions to .this rule, and these ex-
ceptions are those men and women
who take up bicycling as a means of
recovering and conserving their
health. ‘These people practice the ex-
ercise temperately and modestly;
they are to be met with in the byways
rather than upon the highway; they
é0 not seek to acquire speed, and they
unite with the physical delights of the
exercise the keen appreciation of those
beauties of nature which are presemt-
&l in the course of their excursions
into the country.—Chicago Record.

Dean Stiknley and Cirxlyle.

When Carlyle was sbout sig, being
left alone in the house ome ‘winter's
day, an old mad came to the door to
ask for something to eat. There was -
not any food in the house; but the
boy bade the ‘man wait while he
dragged a form in fromt of the dresser
so that he might get his, “penmy-pig”
off  the shelf. This he broke and gave
the old man all the money in it
“And,” said Carlyle. “I never knew
till then what the joy of Heaven wag
like.” When the rector of Chelses

v».t:old the semvy ‘é says; the Athengenm)

ith-his. quick historic
instiawt. emcl “Had that hap-’
penedmtheMM.dbeAseathaoldmm

would hatve turned out to be, Some One - 80"

m,‘," ' . * s

Tton's recom whenmedoorormesamﬂw
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IN .EAR OLD tRELAND.

They made her grave in Erin'a isle;
They dug it dark ang deep

That she witn ve'er a thought the while
May through the ages sleop.

With gra=sy sads they Lapped 1t up,
And wandering winda avow

The dawsy and the buttercup
Are bioaming on it now.

The fields and farms amund sre fair,
And every morn in

The redbreast and the cbatnneh there
Their matios chant’and sing.

The yorlin, perched, repests bia rhyme,
The purple violets blow,

The primrose peeps, and there, in time,
The shamrock green will grow.

The dew &t dawn impearls the gram,
The wild flowers o'er it ware,

And barcfoot chifldren when they pasm
Say, **Therv's poor Mary's grave.”

God bless the wild fower and the weed
And ail the blooms that ahine;

Poor Mary's grave it is indeed,
Her humbdle grave and mine.

For all my hopes lie buried there,
The dreams I dreamt when she

With blushes made the whole world fait
And life a joy for me.

And now my only comfort's this:
Whin soft sirs round me blow

Soul currents {rom some land of bliss
Make me, thank God to know

The fTAve wai never d;g 59 deep
But love could undersiand,
Thougl ene wakes here and one's asleep
. In dear old Ireland.
-—AMoses Teggart in Bostom Pilot,

The Irish Postbey.

One who Iln his boyhood days acted
In the capacity of a rural postboy In
. the o}d country contributes the follow-
ing to a recent issue of The Irish
World. He says:

While the boys and girls wbo have

" their people pretty regularly their par-

"+ ents are eontinually on the qul vive for .
letters, and the letters cannot come too |

‘often to suit them. But of course there
are sowtne who write only at long inter-
" vals and agalin a few who, it is pre
sumed, bhave met misfortunes and
won't write until their tide
which perhaps never occurs. I have
seen some pathetlc cases, notably that
of the poor old father whose boy in a
fit of waywardness “took the shilling”’
and, poor fellow, saw his folly and lost
heart to write home,

Eager watches by the highway, where it threads
en Irish vale,

As the dust strined rural postboy is approachisg
with the mail.

How their strajning ecars are gladdened by hia
horn*s discardant bray!

Ah, it seems the aweetcst music to expectant

H hexrts today!

In this peaceful jvied cottage now an anxioua
mother \waits

Tidings from her deer bouchal who emjgrated to
the States,

But the poatboy leaves mo letter, and the kindly
eyes grow dim,

In ber breast a dire lorcboding ‘*‘that there’s
something wronig with Jim.*®

Here a winsome country damsel, tripping lightly
on the path;

8he has crosied the dewy meadows from her home

beyond the math;

As the misaive from Nepr Zealand “neath her man-
tle dissppears

There Is plessure in her Llushes, vanished all her
doubts and fears.

On the ’b’ wall nesr the river a drooping figure
leans;

'Tis very plain this old man knows what bitter
BOITOW Means. .

There dey by day he sadly waits, still never a
word from Joe,

Who left the little happy home and "listed years
ago.

Happy day for this good woman who hay mournad
A husband’s loss
Since he left her side to wander 'neath the faroft
Southern Cross.
“I await you and the children,”” tbi- the weltome
letter says.
Soon they’ll hold a glad reunion lnd forget past
troubled days. '
» - - - - ] *
Peace once more along the highway, undisturbed
by braylng horn;
Clear and: sweet the lark is singing o'er tha ﬂeld‘
of waving corn.
Scattered all the patient watchers; they can ouly
oltope and pray
That® kind heaven will waft & blessing to thelr
dear ones far away.
Trenton.

The Present Condition of Ireland.

. The wealth of Ireland is slowly on
the increase in commerce and among
the middle classes, but in all that re-
Intes to the land it is plain decliming.
Pauperism is steadily growing, though
population I8 still beiug reduced; the in-
come tax on land iw graduajly falling
-off; the area of agrieulture of all kinds
is sm'mhmg, husbandry in many dis-
tricts ts oot nearly so good as it was,
say hefore 1879, especially as to plant-
Ing, arterisl drainage and the brosds of
farming animals; capitil has long ago
been avelding the Irish sofl. It could |
not, indeed, have been otherwise, the
Irish land system being what it I8~
London Fortnight!y\ Review,

-

The Gulwny ‘l’el-.

Gaelic fels will be held in Spiddal,

Galway, July 30 under the patronage

«of Right Rwi'}:;' MacCormack, bishop § .

<of Galway; y. Gregory; Dr. Hyd
Mr ard Martyn, This
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i wind Is just alr {n motion,
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Little Demetrius
.And Miltiades,

MR e e e s S S e

water few over the smooth pavement

bases foam dashed white and high,
like drifted snow, .
The high point of land stood darkly

at anchor in the bay appeared to try
to loosen their chains to fly from dan-
ger.
of hills, one of them crowned with the

—

i

. ““THESEA IS ANGRY TODAY.”

* Acropolls, while below and around its
feet gleamed the unwonted lights of
Athens, seen fitfnlly between the gusts

of rain. The long. low plain hetween
Athens and Pirpus, looked dark and
gloomy, and altogether the scene was
dismal and forbidding.

At least it seemed so to the little
boys who glasped a lamppost on the
mole at Plreus to keep from belng
blown down by the fierce gusts of
wind, No one was In sight but the pa-

trol, who took life caslly, after the~ Witer-he lmd beén

manner of most orlentals. Snugly hid-
den behind n doorway, he was shelte;
ed from the fury of the gale, A

These boys. hung to the lamppost
with all thefr strength and stralned
their eyes out toward the open sex be-
tween the lighthouses, At tholr feet
stood a basket of shells such as. are
cast up along the shore. :

The eldor boy was about 10 years old
and the younger 8. Thelr sturdy,
bronzed legs were bare, and no hats
covered thelr shiniug dlack curls.

“Truly. Demetrius, the sea is angry
today. It was llke that when papa
went away, when he never came back "
said the elder boy,

“Yes, and mamma {s afraid today.”
answered the smaller ope in shrill’
tones, which were clear and distinet i
spite of the storm, “and the captain of
the Heracles came and ssked papa to.
go with him and sald the fishing would ; °
be good, but mamma. told hin to stay
at home, for the sea monsters who eat
, the mallors were hungry today.”

“My mother said the same, bpt I am
old and go to school, and I know there

are no sea monstera and that it is the | .

wind that wmakesa the waves, and the
All those
stories are just 6ld fables. 1 don't be-
lleve them. Let ub leave hgre and
climb over the point where we can seé
the hoats, and perhaps we can: find .
some more shells there, When I grow
bigger, I am going to sea on long voy-
ages.”

“So am 1,” answered littfé Demetrl—‘

us. “I want to be an admiral. I don’t
want to dle in my bed, on planks, as
my grandfather said.

The eaptain of
thie Heracles lets me go o board smm,wl thnt

times, and once 1 ¢limbed the mxust,
The captain said I'd be & sallor some
day. Did you ever go on & boat and
climb the mast, Miltiades? Did you?”
“Yes, when my father was alive, on
his boat, 4nd now sometimes the cap-
tains let me go out fishing with them,
when it is fine. I've pever been out in
‘& storm. You know I have to gather
;2?’1: for my mother to poliah tind
i1.” ’

)nz

| you till X grow big.”

"By this Mmé the macent of the hill; :

which was really a promontory, begin.
to, grow difficult, and the, boys found

better nse’for their breéath ‘than ‘words, |z

and they struggled along: but, sturdy

youngstérs as they wete, they mur-}

H the archipelagy 4

Et waas ohly 3 o'clock in the aftep
noon, but so thick were the driving
clouds that it was alipost dark. The
wind blew fiercely, and waves dashed
against the mole tn Pireeus, and the

and made it look like a sea. The lght-
houses on the twd polnts at the en-
trance to the harbor already showed
their red. and green fires. At thelr

against thedarkening sky.angd the ghips

Back from Piraus loomed a line

“Yes, T know, and Ul alwuys Help ]

M the gmmntm
abmpt m«i m

abd more’ ulxamng
farther and farther towal

got that it was past ‘she» Jonr
turn of the tide. The wind
resch the shéltered bém?h; anl he Wk

tound that & wave broke-weer his fests

had never run hefors.
they were, the waves wore swilter,

not even Iry to seale them. .His only
safery g io rapid flight. It he could
ouly reach the shelving place where

dhad come down! He fthrew tW

ed his progress. Then he stepped iito

went down. striking his head st the
same thue against a jagged polnt. He

over him,
friend had fallen was there wading up
to his walst to rescue Miltlades. But
thefwares dastfed over the unconscions]

—and at lasf Demotring, too, la;

dark eyes closcd. and their cucl foat-
ing with the water, R

At thiz moment one of. those mmx
boats peculiar to that country canaesfiys.
ing around the polnt as.if pursned V¥

i
One wan

der the shelter of -the pmmoutoty:
the deep, smooth . water; °

kL

hia teeth and with' 8 -few vl;oro\l:

wade. He started towhpd the
rocks to make the Hue fast, T

{ the bIght of the rope over the
had often been used for the
poke before he stooped pnd
two bays out of the wate
Captaln!  Come quick!

minutes p&nsed bel'om |
were on the fishing boat befn
to all the rough. and_ lerolg
ususily taken to £
drowned to life, .
Aftetmhonm&mch

 dew, nnd;mr ®wiile'he wax n2
wellas he had. been Nl X
bruise on his.fo
wetrius.lay in & smpé &Wﬂﬁl

* mother, and uo. ong.;
conld e,
griot -

atrode

oldlng‘

Then he started and ran as his feet
Baot, swift an}

and the rocks were 80 high that be Jid}

hiz basket of shells and rag, but the] 4
tide rose faster, and the water hinder- | ¥
a sunken place betwesn two rocks and}

Iay stil then, and the wuter er rolled]

with his arms around ‘Niltiades, thelr :

all the furles, angd she-rounded to Wi}

sprang nto the water with a line:in i
strokea reaclied a point where hie coyld:

gave & great cry and hastily passing i
1

all unconscions of hils danger until hé g

all thiz and almost :as_soon o8 Lis]ey

boy, and le was beavy—heavyas gmg Lmﬁa

WY mé.o - * -
,  After uwnne nfnundes t»fomd
‘way 1o’ an(‘! in hlif d

n‘e’q Wr " ~dr
P ¥ L

metrium mmemus. é

dle, don't diel”
A feebly futtering

there was and & hi

f chest. tnd then “littla

'x‘l‘l -

,..

oy're
aaid Miltades, vgithq‘
“Nof:, dend ?

mounfed Tt and descended on the ottier.|. .

side enough to be soriewhat sheliope
from thé wind. The rain hisd ceased to
pelt their bare heads.
ed awhile, wlen Miltiades said:
“Demetrius, you s
down along the beach. The tido Is ot

and the wind blows offshore, so.that L{ :
may find some prebty ghells.” -

“I"1l go, too,” said the little one

“No, you stay here and wateh for the, |

Heracles. I won't be long. The tide:
will tirn soon now.”

ket and emptied all the shells 1t con:
fattied out on the wel gruss snd, Jangh
fng, said ae ho startocbaway: "

There they rest- |
here. I willgo|

Saytng that, Miltindes seized the basﬁ-f :.f’-‘

“Now you wii! have. tm.m; thé’:: ll o
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