
AN INTERLUDE. 

Sfcfelag, the spoke, and leaning, claspwp 

••Well hut thon imng of living men and dead, 
Of (air deed* done and far lands t1 sited. 

Mag now t things more marvelous than these: 
Of fralto uiigathered npon wondrous trees, 

Of songs nnsnng, of gracious words unsaid. 
Of that dim shore where no man's foot nsj 

tread. 
Of strangest rides, and ubeholden sessl 

*9111 many a golden web onr longings spin. 
And days are fair, and sleep Is oversweet; 
But parsing sweat these moments rare and 

fleet, 
When ted eprlng annllght, tremnlons and thin, 

Makes quick the palses with tumultuous beat 
Ver meadows never won or wondered in." 

—R. AunMi 

FRANCIA'S LOST LOVE* 

The light in the parlor was dim, 
ftnt not so dim that Rolph Essen could 
not see the lo6k of fixed agony that 
Francia Randolph oast upon hjs face. 
Her face was white and drawn, her 
blue eyes were distended with a kind of 
fcorror, and tensely clasped hands were 
held out to him in mute appeal. But 
he went on, in his cold, unsympathetic 

*•1 have borne with your jealous 
outbursts as long and as patiently as I 
can. By your insane attack upon me 
today you have broken the last link 
that binds us together. I take my 
freedom and give you yours." 

Rolph, you do not mean itt Take 
back your cruel words! I do not want 
my freedom, and I shall not give you 
yours. Only promise to forgive me, 
and I will never so offend you |gain. 

She fell at his feet abjectly, she clung 
to his knees with trembling hands, she 
lifted her streaming eyes to the cold 
face above her. He was not a brutal 
nan, but there seemed something bru
tal in the way he took her hands from 
his knees and firmly laid them by her 
•ide. 

"It is useless to appeal to me, for 
jour treatment of me has wearied 
patience and worn out love. We had 
better part to-day than link our lives 
together and separate afterwards creat
ing a scandal. Now it will simply be 
0 broken engagement, from which we 
Will quickly recover without scars.1* 

Francia rose to her feet. 
••You think that—and of meP" 
He leaned back in his chair and gaz

ed at her almost insolently. 
*•1 think that of you—and of all wo

men. There was never yet one who re
mained faithful to one love. In one 
year from now we will both laugh at 
our present position." 

••You may, but I—neverl Rolph, I 
can not—can not give you up! Say 
that you can forgive me! Say that I 
•hall be your wife! Oh, don't you know, 
dear, if I were your wife I should nev
er feel jealousy again P Don't you know 
1 would serve you on my knees—that I 
would be your slave?" 

She approached him once more, lean
ing upon his shoulder withone hand peer
ing into his impassive face with eyes 
whose expression he dared not read. 
He shook off her touch impatiently and 
rose. 

••I might as well go now and end it. 
I shall leave the city to-night, so it will 
not be worth while for you to try to 
persecute me with insane letters. I shall 
not get them. . 

He picked up his hat and began fin
gering it uneasily, as if to avoid her 
passionate eyes. But she had grown 
suddenly calm. She said no word as 
he moved toward the door When he 
•rrived there he stopped. 

••Will you not say good-byeP" 
She crossed the room swiftly, and 

Struck fiercely at his outstretched palm. 
••No; I will not say good-bye! Hear 

me for the last time! I have loved you 
long and well. It may be that this 
parting will kill me, and so I wish to 
tell you that you have done ill to with
draw your heart from me supposing 
you ever gave it to me. You have 
done ill to permit my worship—such 
worship as few women can give to 
fever men. Never again will you be 
loved as I have loved you; never- again 
will you have such faith given you as 
I have bestowed upon you. Never, 
never again!" 

He opened and closed the door rap
idly after his retreating form. She 
moved sluggishly across the room* and 
fell like a clod upon a sofa. 

••Never, never again!" 
She repeated the words despairingly, 

with her lids^closed tightly over her hot 
•yes, and her hands thrown rigidly 
above her head. 

••I can not be that he has gone for 
over! It can not be that he means what 
he says! It can not be that I am never 
to be his wife! Love, come back to me! 
Love forgive me! 

But in vain were her imploring 
words; vain were her beseeehings. If 
only love and friendship were not one-
tided things. 

She rose and paoed the loom ferer-
fcbly. 

«*My God, be merciful! Turn his 
heart book to met lean not bear it! I 
will be so good and patient with him! 
I will do anything that he wishes, only 
fcringhim back to me!" 

So she prayed, this giri whs bsUoved 

in God and man, who had faith in love 
and friendship. The days passed 
and lengthened into weeks. There 
came no word nor sign from 
Francia's recreant lover. She had 
to tell her father and mother that the 
engagement which had existed between 
her and Rolph Essen was at an end. 
She gpve no explanation, and they 
asked for none. Suddenly brain fever 
fell upon her, and her life hung in the 
balance for weeks. When health and 
consciousness returned to her, girlhood 
lay behind her. She was trying to 
gather up her broken hopes, her dead 
youth and slain faith, and weave them 
into comely garment which she might 
wear decorously before a critical world 
All her friends now knew that her en
gagement was "off," and she seemed 
to feel the pity, the sympathy and the 
mockery which were showered upon 
her —behind her back.. 

Two years went by, and Francia Ran
dolph was twenty-three. Her mother 
had the bad taste to give her a birth-
night fete. The bad taste—we write 
advisedly—for where Is the woman who 
likes to be reminded of her age, even if 
she still be youngP But to Francia it 
mattered little, for youth seemed to lie 
far behind her, and the snows of sixty 
years seemed to freeze her heart. 

••Francia, pray allow me to control 
your taste in selecting your dress to
night. You will never marry if you do 
not try to throw more animation into 
your manner and more girlish gayety 
into dress. You dress like a nun, except 
at such times as I insist upon the con
trary." 

••You may order any style of dress 
you choose, mother, and I will wear it; 
but if you think I shall strive for the 
admiration of men, you forget. Ton 
must know that I shall never marry. % 

Mrs. Randolph sighed: 
<<I think you are foolish to let your 

broken engagement with Rolph Essen 
influence your future." 

••It does not Such natures as mine 
love but gnce, and—" then she bit her 
lip to control further speech. 

••By the way, I hear he has re tunned. 
I hope you can meet him without mak
ing a scene. You know your weak
ness." 

Francia'B lip curled scornfully, then 
she looked steadily at her mother, who 
shifted her eyes uneasily. 

••My weakness, then, is that I love 
him. Is that what you mean motherP" 

Mrs. Randolph responded faintly: 
"Yes." 
"Then console yourself, for I neither 

love nor hate him. 
Mrs. Randolph said no more but left 

the room with a feeling of vague un
easiness. 

"If she would only forget that man! 
How can I tell whether she loves him 
or notP How can I tell how 
she will meet himP But meet him she 
must, poor, passionate-hearted girl! 
and no one can sustain her." 

The birthnightfete passed off success
fully. Francia was lovely in garnet 
velvet and cream satin, and her arms 
and neck gleamed like pink-tinted mar
ble; but her face wore its ysual statu
esque coldness that had only become 
habitual since her recovery from her ill
ness. 

An English gentleman was much at
tracted by her great beauty, but her 
frigidity repelled him. 

"She has no soul. She freezes me/* 
••She is all soul. You do not possess 

tne magic key to open the casket," 
said a friend. 

The Englishman assented indifferent
ly, and went his way; ibut fate had 
marked him. It was during the sum
mer, while the Randolph family wero 
residing at their country home, that 
Francia met the man whom she had 
once so madly worshipped. He came 
purposely to see her. * 

"I supposed, Francia, you had heard 
of my arrival, and I thought I owed it 
to you to see you once more," he said, 
as she entered the room and he rose to 
greet her. 

••WhyP" she asked, looking not at 
him, but at his card which she had 
brought with her. She did not take the 
hand he held out to her. Man of the 
world that he was, he seemed to become 
confused at her simple query. 

"My reason should be plain to you." 
••WhyP" she asked again, slowlv tear

ing into bits the card in her hand. 
He shifted his position, then came up 

to her and laid his fingers on her de
structive ones. 

••Sit down. It is ridiculous for us to 
go on this way, and I have much to 
say to you." 

She freed her hand from his tremb
ling fingers, and for the first lime lifted 
her eyes to his. 

••I ean not understand what that 
could po ssibly have to say to me you 
would sufficiently interest me to such an 
extent that I should be kept standing 
long. Do you sit down, but I prefer to 
stand. 

He wet his dry lips, and at first his 
voice was husky, but as he proceeded 
it became clearer and stronger. 

"Francia, I have come to beg your 
pardon. You would not give me my 
freedom when 1 asked, or. rather, took 
it, and now I am glad you did not. I 
thought I was tired of your love—I 
thought I oould easily forget yon. I 
went so far as to make, love to Genie 
Renard. the woman for whose sake yon 
so Utterly upbraided me the day we 
parted; bat she laughed at me, ana than 
I knew how I had wronged you. I 
would have gone back to yon then, but 
pride was stronger than love. I went 

abroad, meaning to return in a year, 
but two years went by before I could 
decide what was brat for me to do. 
Now I have ooiue back—I ask yon to 
be my wife—I ask yen to love me and 
forgive any suffering I may have caused 
you." 

He went closer to her, but she put 
out her hand imperatively. In the oth
er hand the tiny bits of his visiting 
card lay in a confused mass. 

"Do you think you oould pieoe to* 
gether this card and make it as spot
less, as brilliant, as perfect, ss itwas an 
hour agoP" she ashed* 

His hand closed spasmodically ovef 
hers. 

"Francia do not torture me—do not 
be cruel! I know that you love me—" 

"Stop!" she oried, imperiously, fling
ing out her hand and scattering the 
torn card in a white shower over the 
floor. Now I must speak plainly. 
Just as impossible as it is for you to re
store the bloom to the grape which 
you have handled too roughly, just as 
impossible it is for me to love you. 
Once I would have given my life for 
yoj—once I would have been your 
slave for sweet love's sake. But you 
outraged my love, and turned my wor
ship to indifferance, which is more to 
be feared than hate. I gave you all—. 
and lost all! And now 1 have nothing 
to give you, or any man. Despair has 
darkened my soul, slained my youth, 
killed joy, and hope, and faith! Never 
again will I love! Never again will 
woman love you as I did; but you 
threw it away—you trampled it under 
your feet as if it was something too 
base for use! And now you stoop to 
regain it, and I tell you it is too late, 
too late!" _ y v 

Slowly turning, die left him. He 
stood with his head bent upon his hand 
for a moment, then he, too, left the 
toom. 

Too late, forever too late, to win the 
prioless boon of this "one that was a 
woman sir." 

• • • • • 

Five years afterward Francia Ran* 
dolph married the Englisman, Freder
ick Leigh—he who had said she had no 
soul. She told him she no love to give 
him, or any other man. 

"I would rather have your toler» 
tion than any other woman's love," he 
protested. 

But she was not glad at his answer, 
for it seemed, indeed, as if she had 
loot the power to feel. But as the 
years passed, her tender affection for 
husband became a wondeful thing. If 
she had lost love she had gained broad
er virtue. Who is it that has said: 
••Liove is best of all" P How little he 
knew! ANNABEL B. WHITE, in Frank 
Leslie's Illustrated Newpaper. 

Daniel Webster's Fame Iteu Homo. 
Riding to Boston from Duxbury one 

afternoon in the last autumn my atten
tion was attracted to a lady in the op. 
posite car seat who was evidently a 
stranger in the Old Colony, yet who 
with pencil and notebook in use, wac 
endeavoring to acquaint herself with 
every object of interest, as her constant 
inquiries of the conductor of the train 
and of fellow-passengers indicated. 
When the train stopped at the station 
nearest the former home of Daniel 
Webster, called Webster's Place, the 
lady inquired of the conductor "why 
this station bore the name." He ex* 
plained courteously the circumstances, 
and gave a description of the Webstei 
farm. And then she asked solemnly: 

"Does Daniel Webster still reside 
upon the placeP" 

Evidently historical eminence had 
made no lodgement in the mind of this 
person. But it was simply astonishing 
to me that any man* woman, or child 
in this country did not know whether 
Daniel Webster was living or dead.— 
Boston Transcript. 

Trouble In tbe Trousers. 
Webster had an anecdote of old 

Father Searle, the minister of his boy
hood, which is too good to be lost. It 
was customary then to wear buckskin 
breeches in cool weather. One Sunday 
morning in the autumn Father Searle 
brought down his from the garret, but 
the wasps had taken possession during 
the summer, and were having a nice 
time of it in them. By dint of effort 
he got out the intruders and dressed for 
meeting. But while reading the scrip
tures to the congregation he felt a 
dagger from one of the enraged small, 
waisted fellows, and jumped around the 
pulpit, slapping his thighs. But the 
more he slapped and danced the more 
they stung. The people thought him 
crazy, and were in commotion as to 
what to do. But he explained the 
matter by saying; "Brethern, don't be 
alarmed; the word of God is in my 
mouth, and the devil isinmybrceches!" 
Webster always told it with great glee 
to the ministers.—Boston Budget. 

The Queen's Small Needle. 
Queen Victoria owns a wonderful 

needle. It represents the column ol 
Trajan in miniature. This Roman 
column is adorned with many scenes in 
sculpture, which tell of the heroic deeds 
of the Emperor Trajan. On the little 
needle are pictured scenes from the life 
of Queen Victoria, but the pictures are 
so small that it is necessary to use a 
magnifying (fan In order to see them. 
The needle ean be opened. It eon-
tains a number of needles of smaller 
slae, whieh also oontain small pictures. 

The Appetite of Birds. 

Of all. animals, birds possess the 
quickest motions, the most energetic 
respiration, and the warmest blood, 
ana they consequently undergo the 
most rapid change of substance, and 
need the most food. Although few 
creatures are so pleasing to the testhet-
ic tastes of a poetically inclined person 
as birds, the breeder knows that most 
of them are to be looked upon as hear
ty or excessive eaters. Any one who 
closely observes birds and their conduct 
will soon remark that all their thoughts 
and efforts, aside from the few days 
they spend in wooing and their* short 
periods of resting, are directed to get* 
ting something to eat. With what 
restless earnestness do titmice plunge 
through the bushes and trees! Not a 
leaf is uninvestigated, every chink in 
the bark is examined for whatever eat
able it may be hiding, and a sharp look 
is cast into eviry joint of a branch. 
How industriously does the ousel turn 
and thrash the leaves on the ground of 
the woods all day long, spying its game 
with a glance of , its sharp eye, and 
snapping it up on the instant! After 
observing a few such incidents we can 
easily believe the stories that are relat
ed of tfce fish-eating, powers of the cor
morant, and of the fruit-eating birds 
that are able to consume three times 
their weight every day.—William Mar-
shall At Popular Science Monthly. 

Daniel Webster's Fame >ear Home. 

Riding to Boston from Duxbury one 
afternoon in the last autumn my atten
tion was attracted to a lady in the op
posite car seat who was evidently a 
stranger in the Old Colony, yet who 
with pencil and notebook in use, was 
endeavoring to acquaint herself with 
every object of interest, as her constant 
inquiries of the conductor of the train 
and of fellow-paesengers indicated. 
When the train stopped at the station 
nearest the former home of Daniel 
Webster, called Webster's Place, the 
lady inquired of the conductor "why 
this station bore the name." He ex
plained courteously the circumstances, 
and gave a description of the Webster 
farm. And then she asked solemnly: 

"Does Daniel Webster still reside 
upon the placeP" 

Evidently historical eminence had 
mode no lodgement in the mind of this 
person. But it was simply astonishing 
to me that any man, woman, or child 
in this country did not know whether 
Daniel Webster was living or dead.— 
Boston Transcript. 

From Philipsburg, Pa., Mr. S. M. 
Cross, writes, briefly and pointedly, 
thus: "Your St. Jacobs Oil has cured 
me of neuralgia of the face and head." 
Price Fifty cents. 

A Curious Story. 

A enrious story comes from England 
(says the New York World), through 
a private source, that the Baroness 
Burdett-Coutts has something that no 
other woman in the world possesses— 
three skins. The third skin is made of 
silk, and is so exquisitely fine and close-
fitting that few people have detected its 
presence. It is said to cover her whole 
body from her ankles to her chin; and 
they— for she has sets of them—are 
woven especially for her. They are 
flesh-colored, of course, and hide all 
wrinkles and ravages of time, with the 
natural discolorations of the skin that 
are the result of age. Where this arti
ficial skin ends at the throat the Baron
ess wears a splendid collar of jewels 
or a velvet band, and she never takes 
off her gloves while in evenimg dress, 
not even to eat her dinner. 

"Oh, wad some power, the giftie gie us, 
To see ourselves, as others see us"! 

Few women want to appear sick, and vet 
how many we see with pain written on 
every feature, who have been suffering for 
months from female weakness, and who 
could easily cure themselves by the use of 
Dr. Pierce's "Favorite Prescription," to be 
found at any drug store. This remedy is a 
specific for weak backs, nervous or neuralgic 
pains, and all that class of diseases known 
as "female complaints." Illustrated, large 
treatise on diseases of women with most 
successful courses of self-treatment, sent 
for 10 cents in stamps. Address, World's 
Dispensary Medical Association, 663 Main 
Street, Buffalo, N. 7. 

The President of Wellesley. 

Miss Alice - Freeman, President of 
Wellesley College, is a young woman 
whom most of her sex look upon as 
born under a lucky star. When her 
erect figure, dark hair, big brown eye, 
and the glow in her cheeks, she looks 
the embodiment of nineteenth century 
womanhood, conscious of strength, re
joicing in new opportunities, and eager 
to put her just realized powers to the 
proof. Miss Freeman is a graduate of 
Michigan .University. As a woman her 
influence over other women is marked. 
Professors and students of Wellesley 
alike are loyal to her, and commence

ment visitors have odd experiences now 
and then when they seek the President's 
room of an evening and find a discon
solate graduate or two sobbing away in 
the darkness ovet a forgotten glove or 
a bit of lace while the unconscious owner 
is enjoying the festivities of the hopr 
somewhere outside. ^ 

A Boston woman, shopping 5fj>r a 
wrap, saw what she thought she would 
like lying on the counter, and, picking 
it up, said to the clerk: "I should lilfcs 
this one. It is very handsome except 
for all that common passementerie on 
the. front" "Excuse me, madam," 
said a voice in cold displeasure behind 
her. "Excuse me, that is my jacket 
which I've just laid off to try on j 
othfer!" 

A Good Appetite 
Is essential to good health; but at this season 
it is often lost, owing to tbe poverty or tmpuiw 
iiy of tbe blood, derangement of the digestive ' 
organs, and the weakening effect of the 
changing season. Hood's Sarsaparllla Is a 
wonderful medicine for creating an arijtotlto 
toning tbe digestion, and giving streninQ to 
the whole system. Now Is the time to take 
it Be sure to get Hood's. 

Hood's Sarsaparllla 
"I have taken Hood's Sarsaparllla, and am 

glad to say it has cured me of a very severe 
pain in tbe small of my back. I alao gave It 
to my little girl. She had very little appetite; 
but Hood's Sarsaparllla has increased it won
derfully, and from our experience I highly 
recommend tbis excellent medicine." Has. 
A. Bausmbb, 1861-4 Van Horn Street, Jersey 
city. 

Makes the "Weak Strong v' 
"I must say Hood's Sarsaparllla Is the best 

medicine I ever used. Last spring I bad no 
appetite, and the least work I did fatigued 
me ever so much. I began to take Hood's 
Sarsaparllla, and soon I felt as If I could do a* 
much in a day as I bad formerly done in a 
week. My appetite is voracious." Mrs. II 
V. Bayabd, Atlantic City, N.J. 1 -• 

Hood's Sarsaparilla  ̂
Sold by all druggists. SI; six for IS. Pie. 
pared only by C. I. HOOD A CO., Lowell, Mass. 

100 Doses One Dollar. 

R U P T U R E  r  —  

If >on want nllaFi and ears at yow 
d fsv 

Tutt's Pills 
atlnsnlates the torpid liver, atrength-
ens the digestive organs, regnlateatho 
bowels, and are tmequaled an 

ANTI-BILIOUS MEDICINE, 
In malarial districts their virtues aro 
widely recognised, aa they possess pec
uliar properties in freeing the system 
from that poison. Elegantly angfcr 
coated. Dose small. Price, 2Scts. 5 

Sold Everywhere. 
Office, 44 Murray St., New York. 

ELY'S CATARRH 
CRM BALM. MLUvt. 

A God-Send It Ettf* 
Cream Balm. I had 
catarrh for 9 year*. 

My note would bleed 

I thought the tore* 

would meter heat. 
Stye Cream Balm 
lute cured me.—Mr*. 
M. Jackton, 
fortemouth. IT. B* 

HtfFEVER 
% 

-FEVER 
A particle Is applied Into each nostril and Is acres* 

nble. Price RO cent* st Druggists; by mail register
ed <0 cts. Circulars free. BIT BROS., Drug
gists, Oswego, N. T. 

PENNYROYAL PILLT 
"CHICHESTER'S ENGLISH.** 

The Original aai Only Oennlna. 
WUt MlHryMttW. SwMUfwwftha Ml i llisa * 

Ml ftr SrajnM* mirwlM iit tc "Cllekaa Srt lsjjitt» F—ayreyalTOIs. tiliMiika 

GENUINE Imported French 
BaUariggan Shirts : •. 
and Drawers sent > 

, to any address, is *" 
Postage Paid, on '< 

receipt of 91.10 by the Big Boston, Minneapolis. . 
The sizes in Drawers *28 to 46 inches, Hhirts fit 
to 48 Inches. All Wool Latest Style Metro 
pants sent postage paid for $2.50. Send fo)r ,Si 
onr new price list. 

I I jaImwFmsiiRsrtini 
I I fUDr.KLnri'l OKXAT 

* $ 
'4 

rn ilpiit unnnn iv tie wom u mum 

•—r This article U a carefully prepared physician's sie-
•erlpUoa, sad hss bsea la eonstaat asa far ssaity a 
®sala*y, sad notwithstanding the may ether prep 
smusas thst have beea tatrodased late the market, 
the sale ef this attlele Is inmiaattT —'-i a 

flrMttosa ate followed, It wfll saver fall. We 
pavtlealarly lame the atteatlen of phytfataas tens 
•gffK .£??? L. THOMPSON SONS A 00. 

so® »r sH lagMa hoi, V. ¥. 
T? 

Wrhy did, the Women 
•f this country use over wsgfes cakes 01 

Procter & Gamble's Lenox Soap i|%861 , 

Bty a cak# of Lescm and you will sbki understand whst •  ̂


