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grandfather. Can you forgive meJ'' 

It was indeed true. The Providence 
which we BO wrongly call "chanoe" had 
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"My papa's daad, bathare'a my papa'a gaa." 
fAa actaal Incident, related by General Hancock 

—fH»nrr Ttbbbll, w Widi Awah 

MIS GRANDDAUGHTER. 
Old Mr. Merrill was lying wearily 

back on his oouch, when Rose, his 
pretty granddaughter, flattered in, all 
lace and ribbons and dainty apparel 
and dancing up to his side, dro 

• him a fantastic little curtsy, sayii _ 
•he held out an embroidered purseT 

"See, grandpa deRip^r poor purse 
vis empty; and ther#.t||:^ch a lovely 

costume at Madamq Static's. I must 

\ himnrfift a sib 
tbathju} nf^r niled bflts purpose. 

"|»rely, dew," said Mr; Merrill, 
r strq*lngthesoft little hand: held opt 

to Imi^for j '̂wiw fond of il» nwiir 
girl wlU»?e«itt#>lifce *ray; oi sunsftlnb 
into the dullness of his sick room— 

1 ••surely you shall have the money. 
And now you will read to me a while? 

V ; • I am so lpnelf here, now that my f>ld 
sera^is§ond.t' " ." 

"Oh, I cannot, grandpa!" exclaimed 
Rose with a little pry of disn^ay. , "It 
is so horrid, reading those tiresoome.old' 
papers!" 

"Well, thflfc siogfor me. Bid, dear,'?; 
f.'i.-he entreated. 

"Don't tease, grandpa," pouted. 
Rose. ••You know I tatist keepmy 
Toice fresh for to-mght I've promised 

> to Sing at Mrs. Gray's muticalc." 
"Whfereisyour mother?" Mr. Mer

rill asked with a patient sigh. 
"Mamma has gone to the meeting of 

the 4tabetto Culture Society. #911 
#: toqfcttNMritaft :£!»*- : , 
1 ' ®onliX<Wg$ .* pomp^ni  ̂ grandpa? 

Martima, atttf I' Have 'so many' society 
duties, you surely cannot expect ul' to 
spend our time in a sick-room." 

And Rose gracefully pocketed the 
money he gave her, and kissing her 

•hand: to h^m witK an airy charming 
laugh, turned away—to r meet young 

, Dr. Lysle, who was just coming in to 
: make his daily visit to her grand-
y, ̂ father. 
,|g|t. ••Oh, Horace! forgive me!" she ex

claimed, and darted back to her grand-
• father, begging his forgiveness, too. 

. . Dr. Lysle was glad to believe that 
she had not meant her heartless words, 
and to give her the kiss her pouting, 
tempting lips begged* so irresistibly, 
not fearing Mr. MenrilTs kindly eyes. 

But one result of Rose's suggestion 
was that in the next morning's papers 
appeared an advertisement for a "Com-

: panion to an Invalid," which advev-
. tisement led to a second and far more 

important result. 
Mr, Merrill was just about deciding 

that no one wanted' the position, when 
the servant ushered in »young girl in 

V a soft grejjr dress—a girl with bright 
dark eyes, and sweet peaceful face—a 
very angel of the sick-room she looked 
to the lonely invalid: 

*•1 fear I Have m*de si»ui mistake," 
she said, advancing hesitatingly into 
the room; "but I came in response to 
an advertisement in this morning's 

—for a 'companion to an invalid.' " 
•Quite right I am the invalid," 

smiled Mr. Merrill. "You came on be
half of your brother—or father, per
haps?" and he looked aft st fcje$ 
iqulringly. J? U, 

_ "No, I came on my own behalf," tile 
girl replied, blushing deeply. "I 

' iWAljte wHb^veptis ,̂" 
T;«!Wl Mi thi: old jftntli 

_ up a plfper ̂ hich laf nei 
him. "I see! You looked in the 
wrong column." 

Without a word the girl turned awa 

£*• 
possifli^  ̂«Hiv# lifer 6afek*& tte, 
erty from which she had been imbued, 
(the servants had been quiok to tell of 
the humble home from which the new 
comer's few possess!#*  ̂
broughtV But with feigned kincrnness 
they welcomed her, fearing lest per
haps the wealth and ease they so much 

' should ̂ e taken from t)^ei| in-
*x*~ \ *' -A ••• " - —» • •' . • 
Grace did not tell her grandfather of 

the slights and provocations, an  ̂»jhe 
little refinements of ^r^ty' W^Mt 
some women can practioa with fjSalh 
smiling faces,«whioh wafe; hw' jmftjitf 

P ^".needfd  ̂
had Aarpfriftj^i tton tfie 

ittyMpL tove cUdl pot bUnd Dr. L:' "*' 
«» bdt.thitfhe cdold see ttttdi of 
Cjrwi  ̂bad: to .-beMTr an£ bis 
m d j t i t t  t d  .  t k 4  t a t ^ K . " u i  
Rose's voio  ̂ when' she Mdressed^her 
cousin. 

The old song says: 
Itlagood to be off with the old lore 

EerhafM'beeause Only the outer bit-
adel of his heart had beiBn captured, it 
was easy for a rteV, sweeterv deeper 
I6ve td steal itato hiS life: Ajndh&w he 
fought against that love! (for he was 
ait lioiufttible man) till one day*, no 
matter how, fate showed him Grace's 
heart, and-his image hitideh diere. 

She loved hin^l'' Whkt shoiiM he do? 
What could -he do? 

After, all, it was Rose who solved the 
question. , He hiul been away for a few 
iiays, and on Ms' roturh Grace met him 
W'th a pitying look on her sweet face 
an angdl might have worn. Laying her 
hand on his #rttk, she said: 

"Are you brave enough to bear .sad 

•Mm 

pie and 
invali 

ingly. "What is your name?" 
••Grace Merrill Ross," the girl an

swered. 
••Grace Merrill!" he ^^stsbrieksd. 

••Child! child! your mol|er|i^l 
. "Yes, it was mymotWMJv nade.! '8Kb 

said that some day, perhaps, my grand
father might find me by that name, 
and love me and forgive her for my 
sake. Si|| 8 ̂ f^U^eftW3qg%e, 

1 WMWmvWm 
. brei^Miwit W^eroStid ner 

lis 
_ py looS' on his n 

old face that quite transfigured it, 
while beside him sat Graoe. calm, 
sweet, af ' ~ 
eyes shin&g S^t^«%s. 

••She has come to 
and love. Are you 

Grace/H&e said, 
share our home 
not glad.'" 

Gladf •" 

He took her hand, aitd her fingers, 
warm and' firmi' clasped his. Tlie touch, 
thrilled him as no other touch had ever 
done. 

"i' am brave now," he said, smiling 
down into her upturned face. "Tbu 
me all." 

•Rose is married," she said soiftly, 
and bowed her head; for she could not 
bear to see the pain that must come to 
his face! It hurt her to tell him, and 
yet she loved him so she would not let 
another deal the death-blow to his 
hopeB. He was silent so long that she 
looked up startled, fearing she knew 
not what. . 

Was this pain in his'eyes—this glori
ous light she saw there? No; for he 
opened his arms and took her to his 
heart. 

Love!" he said. That was all; but 
Grace knew. 

By-and-by she told him how, one 
morning, Rose's absence was discover
ed, and Mrs. Merrill had come to her in 
great distress, with a letter from the 
wilful girl saying she was tired of her 
humdrum life, and was going to marry 
a young French gentlemffti, M. Allaire, 
who had promised to take her to share 
the delights of his Parisian' home; how 
she knew that she had never' really 
loved Dr. Lysle; and she hoped he 
would find someone to console him foi 
her loss. 

Her conduct had bitterly grieved her 
grandfather and mother, bu( they 
frand she was really married, and they 
comddot n^ip  ̂ • v 

WheiC. C  ̂i^sj^i  ̂ her happy 
confessionto her grandfather, he ex
claimed piteously: 
v. ««DQ> :W>Of 4«*r! I 

ijip. ..':; 
*fnOT need yoli, "saiil Dr. Lysle; 

laughing. "Only say «yes,' and you 
shall keep your companion, and have a 

' psician as well." 
q^PltMa 

W feKMt 
(«st,so~faras we could make it so. " 

In the morning breakfast was earlier 
than usual. While we were breakfast 

maids 

resident 

tow we 
helped' 

It is both, I think, with God's Messing. 

ij|hat OhariN Kiagilejr'i Daaghtan 
1 •: •*' Did.-

? £ .. n /. n 
Let me tefl yftu 

to heltf thbse wh 
dear old home at Eversley Rectory. 

Of course in a busy house, where 
everyone haB work to do, the servants 

»uch week days, 
llness in little 

lie .seventh <jgy, 
live no lessons to 

wero taught to 

iday 
church with us at 11. 

Dinner, Sunday—no matter who was 
t 1 o'clook instead of 

7. iii'£BKis..jrastiie only 

oiaoefK, as VUr supper was odL 
both dinner and supper the servants 

away and wf united a*  ̂
e. J^iaugh n^wW^Llhink of 

;f horror of ttanled: men or 
diers who had cbtaM down to 

spend Sunday in the dear old rectory, 
or ridden over from Sandhurst! or 
Aldershot, to the morning service. The 

house! The struggles they made to be 
allowed to change their, own plates! 

p f^^ssian wl 

way of the house! That was now we 
were made to help the faithful and. 
devoted servants who spent their liv£f 
in helping us. It was not much. Bn 
it gave them an almost free Sunday.-*.' 
BoA Kto#*** *» WOU Ambe. •; 

If to be made', beauti
ful and oomoitable, econonqr and. gOod 
taste wilt;,t»i»,-;be needed t$ abcoij|3lif||i 
this wort%.̂  ̂ Our first.quflitionv 

must be, capital have I to 
expend upol^f -liiai^b? Let me make a 
reasonable division of it upon the 
building of the house; upon the furni-
ture of it; upqn oltr su^tonan^; uppW 
our clothes; upon our education, and 
jWjB will have a home in good taste if 
owii a' ebtt^ge or a pid4ce. In otbir 
Wpids tet harmony be the basis upon 
which me home is (^nstructe ,̂. let i€|M; 
the theimie upon wnicli the variations 
are played Then if your hoiue is ele
gant, jojxt drees atod coiiipaiiiir and 
manners and conversation will also be 
elegant; if your home is simple your 
dress, entertainments and manners and 
coftWittoh wffl tijft  ̂simple, ̂  
only dUTerence betjireen el^gano  ̂ and 
simplicity being a differepce of decree. 
If the man || elegance has to offbr at 
Uis table m |̂y courses of fine mnds, 
itbere is no itybre vbtue in it than there 
is in thv^t^le repast which tho .man 
of huipbler nieans o^ers hig 
Good taste lies not in the abundance, 
but in the spirit and the inherent qual
ity. It is told of Walt Whitman (bat 
he, received' the visit of a distinguished 
scholar not long since in this wise: 
Visitor avtaiting his return from a 
walk; he airives and'welcomes without 
embarrassment the person, asks him 
to remain and take supper. When 
seiated the old housekeeper brings in 
oatmeal cakes, nothing more or less. 
All is well with him ana his guest un
til the latter, noticing the grim ex
pression of face of the old housekeeper, 
reflects that, alas! he has eaten her out 
of meal cake, probably, and she will 
have none. This story has a beautiful 
side to it and a very ugly side. Calm
ness of manner toward an unexpected 
guest, and hospitality, are both admir
able, but can Walt Whitman see .no in
congruity in his mental and physical 
life; Something is out of joint! It is 
not in harmony with God's Universe, 
with His purppse concerning us. It is 
plain living and nigh thinking, and no 
man has the right to cheat his stomach 
at the expense of his brail*. We do not 
believe in apologies. Sometimes sim
ple, straightforward explanations will 
lessen the discrepancies that others may 
be surprised to obsejp  ̂but as a rule, , 
discrepancies arise iroq  ̂circumstances 
oyerwhjich»5(B hfvdno control, anCthe 
circumstances of our lives are usually 
known and read by all those about us, 
fto thfcM complacent jileijce is bma% 

Tut̂  

chael Hicld>-Beach's 

laf' sight ^^S^SSe^s&i 
and reading became difllcult. 
documents lately submitted to 
were copied in a hand almost as clear 

The mocking-bird's movements, ex
cepting in flight, are the perfection of 

deep sympathy ^rith the jojrons 
that thus expresses itself. With 
the wonderful power and variety, tho 

nation as the only means of ult 
his eyes. Whether he will re
ly good eyesight is uncertain, 
oci " 

sttilltotle; 
isjtdfcomaift Jls# 

Michael Hicks-Beach's case thu period 
may last The success of the opera
tion, they say, will depend largely 
upon the patient's health. If' 
suooessful he will be able to 
glasses to. replace the lens 
Whether ne can return to acti 
life is doubtful in any casft 

feet, 
is tail, 

tips of 
> testt 

turns not' 
. nordOes 

be go through it; he simply bounds 
over, almost touohing it, as if for purs 
Sgioi  ̂Ii^^^^t^  ̂bound  ̂tho 

appreciated; he rises into the sir as 
though too happy to remain 
and, opening fca ^rtngf, di 

ut encl^tlftg tolsiiie. ^n Court
ship, too, as related, he makes effective 
use of this exquisite movement. In 
simple food-hunting on the ground,— 
»-most prosaic occupation truly,—on 
^i^nrttdilimMk of grass he 
Bounds over it instead of going around. 
In alighting on a tree, he does hot 
pounce upon the twig he has sel< 
but^i4|ilni'"j '̂lo|̂ r <$jj»!-iuid 
quidkljrup through thb' bhtneb 
lithe as a serpent. So fond is he of 
;tWr«9eraii M^diat one which I watched 
ai^u  ̂Utt«af half an hour at a time 
to 4 ||%flf Bfrush; starting from the 

sapping easiljr Jluougk to 
the top, stinding ther* i ma»rat, tben 
flying b^ek and rtpMtiatg tto perfoiu-
ance. Should the gbsl of his journey 
bo a fence picket, ht alirikts bn Ahe 
beam which supports it, uxdhopk flmace-
fuUv to the top. : ̂  : 

Tho mocking-bird cannot be> Mid to 
possess a gentle disposition, especially 
during the time of nesting. He does 
not seem malicious, but rather mis
chievous, and his action  ̂ resemble-the 

, t)ioudUi' ngt w^pkoif praikiTo! 
an active child. At that time he does, 
ftnuut.be jdjnittpd, lay claim to a; 
rattierlargeteriritory, considering his' 
size, and enforces Us rights with n^any 
a Jiofi ,elu|se aiid noisy dispuM, sgt 39-
marked above. Any mocUng-biid 
who dar^s to flirt a feather pver, the 
border ot the ground he chooses to con-
sider his own has to battle with Mm-
A quarrel is a curious operation, 
usually a chase, and the war-cry is so 
pectilw and app^nt  ̂ so . fi|«m^ru> 
ou that it is fairly laughahlb. It is a 
rough breathing, life* tiae vhufP' of an 
angry cat, and p, serious. dispute be-
tw^n the bitty reminds one pf noth-
ing but a disi^eement in tho feline 
family. If the stranger does . not take 
the hl4jg aud retire jg| the. Muff, 
he is chased, over and under trees and 
through branches, so violently that 
leaves rustle and twigs are thrust aside, 
as long as the patience or wind holds 
out. On one occasion the defender of 
his homestead kept up a lively singing 
all through "the furious fight, which 
lasted six or eight minutes—a remark
able thing.' 

To others than Ids own kind the 
mocker seenu usually indifferent, with 
the single exception of the crow. So 
long as this bird kept over the salt-
marsh, or flew quite high, or even held 
his mouth shut, he was not noticed; 
but let bim fly low over the lawn, and 
above all let him "caw," and the hot
headed owner of the place was upon 
him. He did not seem to have any 
special plan of attack, like the king 
bird or the oriole; his aim appeared to 
be merely to worry, the enemy, and in 
this he was untiring, flying madly and 
without pause around a perching crow 
until he took flight, and then attempt
ing to rise above him. In this he was 
not always successful, not being par
ticularly expert on the wing, though I 
have two or three times seen the small
er bird actually rest on the back of 
the foe for. three or four seconds at 1 
timfe 

Thersong of the free mpoking-bird* 
^pth it ringing; in my ew at this mi£. 
ment, after having feasted upon it and 
gloried in it day and night for many 
peejk|, ho.w cab I criticise it? How 

otlw^riBe than fall 'into riiap-
imly^u:db^s atmost efiry one whb 
knows it and delights in it, as I do! 
It is something for which one might 
pine and long, as the Switzer for the 
Rans-des-Vaches, and the more one 
hears it the more he loves it. I think 
there will never come a May in my 
life when I shall not long to fold my 
tent and taln wiraolM^e in- thehiqpip 
of the mock^H^rd, and ybg l inin^vt 
say what mai^j^O.'' vi 
ness, and exea&ion j||g s< 
velous. It is i| brilllttht, 
exhibition, 
ecstasy almosioqual to the 
for this, it SM|| to i£i| is t 
the power olJ|̂ mu|̂ he 
himself, he uiitm nw>^irbo 
it, and he i^lhiigggi 
a listener into belief 
be like it His manner also 
chantmen^; he Js seldom stilL If he 

'ftp njpfl andf ap,>  ̂
changing his place every%w minutes, 
but never losing a note. His favorite 
perch is the top spire of a pointed tree, 
low 
bourn 
spi 

,nevi 
like, 

titml 
ly all day as though no mocking-bird 
shouted his peculiar and easily imitated 
call fm thjkJiouse-top, the 

every f 
ker 
y othbt~«ii«. ^ue 'i 

peats the notes, rattles out the eaU, bat 
ne cannot pat the cardinal's soul into : M 
them. The soul of every bird seems to III 
me the expression of himself; it 
perfect whole of its kind, given witk 
proper inflections and pauses, wlM 
never hurried; whereas, when 
mocker delivers it it is simply on^vfgll 
more note added to his repertory, at^£|i: 
tered in his rapid staccato,'in bis load,: 1 

between clear voice, interpolated between in
congruous sounds, without expression*;. 'MSI 
and lacking in every way the beauty; aMll" 

^apTi^action of the ori^naL ' ,« 
Tne song consists entirely of short "Pif| 

staccato phrases, each phrase repeated 
several times, pMftWpriftrice, 
five or six times. If he- has a 
twenty or thirty-^and I think bo 
more—he can nlake almost 
changes and ̂ vai-iety, and can sing 
two hours or longer, holding h]| 
tenor speU-bound and almoit without1 

consciousiu^s that he l^as repeated ai^j 
. Mm 

M winning and ffo lasting is. tajf: 
chum with which thia bird < enthrall!!' 
his lovers that scarcely had I left his' 
enchanted neighborhood before every-! 
thing else was forgotten, and there ro-^-  ̂s 
maip of that idyllic month .only bea)iti«i 
fid pictures jinu delighted mi(ppriiii! 
"O thou heavenly bird!"—Olivt Thorn* 
WjH*. :  ̂ ; 

/i t: Kadi the Horse Iiangfe. 

ng 
lends en-

a foliar I can make that 
horse laugh," said a man with a white 
hat, as patted a demure-looking , 
bfcfcst on' tbe flank. 

"Does the horse know you?" asked 7 
a sad-eyed man, to whom the challenge 
wa^a4dressed. 

saw him before in my life?" 
"Is he the same as any other horse?" 

. "JTost the same. so far as l can see^" ; 
"Well, I'll have to go you a dollap 

for lack." , 
Kie man with the white hat passed 

hil hand over the nostrils of the beast, 
and -then stepped back to the side-..u- :̂.v. 
walk. A moment later the eyes of the 
horse began to roll, and then his upper • ~ 
lip shriveled up so high that seven 
teeth sprang into view. 

"See him laugh!" yelled the man 
wtth the white hat as he danced a 
Lancashire step on the flagging. 
Tears leaped to the eyes of the horse 
and his respirations came heavy and 
fart as. he lifted his he$d into the air 
and uttered a hoarse guffaw. 

"Give me the money; I win the bet" v 
j;. 

exclaimed the man with the white hat $  ̂
amid a series of wheezes and snorts 
from the laughing beast. The sad- . 
eyed man gave up his dollar and passed 
on. Just as the animal was about to 
drop down from exhaustion the man with & 
the white hat pulled a blue-bottle fljr- -. 
from his victim's nostrels. 

••That makes four dollars I have won 
to-day," he said, giving the horse a ; 

congratulatory slap. "It's rather tough d 
on the critters, but a fellow must lively 
you know. You can use a fly for one% 
experiment only, but when you have' 
a bottle full, asl have here in my .  ̂t.,?<&•<-
pocket, you do not mind the loss."— :Cf||i 
Chicago Herald. • _ •'•"SiiiSs 
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A Hebrew Thoronghfhre. 

The most ttbriking evidenoe of 
brejr prog^ap may be witnei^d  ̂
Broadway, which within the'1 past fif
teen years has undergone a complete 
transformation by the' transfer of tho 
retail trade to the up-town thorough- . 
fares' and" 'tilte invasion of Hebrew % 
firms. Of the four hundred buildings 
on Broadway from Canal street to 
Union square the occupants of almost 
all.are Heberws, over one 
wholesale firms out of a total of twelve 
hundred being of that persuasion. On 
the day of atonement when nearly all 
of thoso oatsbBshnsonts are *'—J 

apM^iiipgbnts - * '̂ 
Tfie sims of ^brew <ums 'also 

in thsf-ftre^s! coi^guouf; 

Wm 

. .!! 

BroMMiy WH 
almosi 

°L „ 
imbi 

... 
fancy goods, and kirn 

orntory 
frdevoted W 

cloaks, 
eries, 
>nts, fl# 

goods,iL 
branches 

. ;'V!Ube 

trade.—New York Cor. Utica Observer. 

Princess Sarah 
•uccaksftil^r. inning 

mucca is still 
... 4 , 0 ,ier school at 

&J|?he Piute chil
dren are siaid to be apt scholars. Tho 
school-house is on the ranch of Chief 
Naches, and the little boys are to bo 

 ̂ ,,t» cultiy^tf), " 

it q£ he  ̂people. 
W:-, ; t-' !ft-
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