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"IN SWELL SOCIELY.

It was midnight, and a few of the boys
employed on the reportorial staff were sit-
ting around telling stories until tha rest ot
the fellows bad finished their copy and
were ready to go to lunch. The conversa--
tion drifted to some of the experiences ths
boys had had in securing exclu:ive stories
and how in many instances duty overcame
all other scruples, and a story was written
with the hand and brain, while the heart
cried, *"No—no.” The society reporter
had been listening attentively to so.ne ot
the experiences related, when he said :

“I will tell you one of my «¢xperiences
in that line, which would bave made a most
clegant story, but would have ruined a
woman socially and probably wrecked her
whole life. One alternoon, some time ago,
my assignments were unusually heavy, and
I was hastening from one place to another,
while my pad of paper was rapidly filling
with the news for the morning paper. It
was about § o'clock, and I had one more
place to go, and that was to & reception
given by Mrs. Thrane Mower, at her beau-
titul home on the swell street of our city.
As | was ascending the steps the door was
opened by a colered servant ani I entered.
The rooms were entirely deserted, and 1
thought probably some mistake had oc-
cured, and that there was no reception to
be given. I was greeted wi'h the odor ot
flowers, with which the house was redolent,
and then I noticed the arrang -ment of the
furniture and saw that guests were ¢x-
pected. I gave my card to the servant and
asked him to give itto Mrs. Mower, and
tc say that I would only detain Ler a mo-
ment

**When he returned be said that Mrs.
Mower would see me in her private sitting
room upstairs. | followed bim down the
demg hallway, waose polished tl)or was
covered with rich Oricn‘al rugs, and th n
mounted th» staits, the surtace of which
shone ] ke gliss. At the head of the stairs
was Mrs. Mower’s room, and the moment
I entered I knew that something was wrong,
and I eagerly wished that there might be,
so that I could have a good storv. Mrs.
Mower, arrayed in an elegant gown ot
shimmering white satin, embroidered in
silver, was standing in the center of the
room, her face as white as her gown, and
her eyes shining as brightly as the diamonds
she wore. She tried to appear at ease, and
when I entered she motioned me to a chair,
and she seated herself on a divan. It was
an ¢ffort for her to remain quiet, for her
foot was bea'ing a nervous fattoo, and she
was tearing her delicate lice handkerdhief
to shreds. lmpadently she acked :

“* What is it you wish?’

¢ ¢ Have ycu not issucd cards for a re-
ception to be given between the hours of 4
and 6 o'clock ?’

‘¢ She tremblingly bowed her bead in the
affimative.

““ * Where are your guests ?’ I inquired

‘““She poimnted to a heap of letters that
were nearly all the same size, and it

could easily be told that they were re- |

grets. 1 was determined to get at the
bottom of this strange {reak of so-
ciety, and still I was touched by the de-
spair ot that bea .tiful woman. She locked
at me appea'ingly, and said :

“‘I know you are wond:rinz what is the |

cause of thie, and thet you, as a newspaper
representative, will find out the reason, and
my name will be on- everybody’s lips be-
fore twenty-four hours Lave passed. The
only reason I wished to see you for was to
plead wi'h you to be merciful I have no
oue toturn to. The three ladies who were
£ 0INg £0 assist me In receiving are my
guests from out of the city, and |
th y are togetLer discussing me and won-
dering why society has suddenly turned a
cold shouliér to me; no firiend in this
whole world. The Four Hundred are zll
your {riends when the horiz)n

her back.
I am an outcast from society.”

*‘Boys, you have all a sort of contempt
for society women and their ambibion. So
have 1, Lu: I telt sorry for that beautiful
woman, who lived only for society, who
probably had never done a deed of kindn- ss
in her lile, and I argued with myself
whether sne would not bea better woman
it she bad sometbing to lve for besides
social triumphs.

“Tell me about it, Mrs Mower,’ I said |

‘and I promise you | will belp you in any
way I can. Icis asyou say, it you won't
tell me, one of y.ur invited guests will.’
‘I know it,” she answered, ‘and for that
reason I will tell yon the truth. I thought
my position in society would warrant me
in many liberties that others would notd ire
to take. Last summer, while in Europe.
I met a handsome young man, to whom I
became quite attached, and after I return-
«d home [ announced to Mr. Mower my in-
tention of inviting him to visit us. My
husband asked me wbat I knew about him,
and ] told bim that I knew nothing what-
ever of him, but that he was travelliog the
same as | was and that he came from a
good family. I considered that quite sufli-
cient. My husband and I never cross each
other and never quarrel. I dispatched
my invitation, and he accepted with alarci vy,
arriving a few days after his latter of ac-
ceptance. He went everywhere with me,
and, as you know, hardly a week passed
that I did not entertain for hin, giving
nusicales, teas, dinners, ‘*at homes” and
and receptions in his honor. Ot course,
I cculd not explain to my friends how I
met bim, and merely said Li; family and
mine had been friends for vyears. He
always scemed to have plenty of money aad
the most exqusite flowers were placed on
that table, and it needed no card to assure
me that they were from R-ginald Taorne.
Mornings we would driye or go shopping
or calling, and sometimes remain at home.
He said he was passionately fona of
jewelry, and he would sit for hours lockiag
at my jewels. I would bring my j:wel box
in here and laugh at his interest in my
jewelry. 1 h .dseveral sets of diamonds
and rubies that belonged to my mother.
The settings were old fashioned, and |

never wore them, but thought thit some |

day I would have the stones reset.
*“*Thers seemed to intarest him im-
mensely,-and he used to say. **Don't ever
have these reset—you have plenty of o'hers
—keep them as they are for heirlooms.”
Oae atternoon at a reception we attended
a lady lost her poketbcok. Sie had laid it
on a stand in the hall while she a1j1sted her
hat, which had become disarranged in the
crush. ¥y When she turned to pick up the
pocketbook it was gone, No one had been
near her except her society frieads. She

know |

1s glorifi:d |
by tbe light ot the sun, but the moment the |
sun is hidden under clouls society turn; |
Alas! my sun is concealed, and |

what had bappened, and also smd she la-
mented the loss of the book. as she had
tour 100 notes in it, and had intended do-
ing some shoppingz that afternoon at a
j:welry store. The pocketbook had con-
tained a very valuible diamond ring that
she desired to have fixed, as the setting was
loose. The hostess wars n-arly ill at the
occurrenca. She begged that nothing be
said ot the aflair, and promised that detec-
tives would be hired to tercet out th: cul-
prit.  Toe other ladies began to miss
braczlets, pendants, hair ornaments and
fans enl expensive handkerchiets.
was a great deal of excitement over the
theft, and every one was trightened tor fear
the newspapers wonld hear of it. Detec-
tive; were hired, out of no av.il. Regin-
ald was terribly shocked, and said tta’ he
was surprised that anything ot that sort
should occur. At a tea about a we k ago
Reginald seemed ill at ease and complained
ot not feeling well. There was a stranger
present who mixed with the guests, and
still no one se:med to kanow him. The
nostess told me he was a nyed detective
which she hid hired to protect her guests
from the thefts that bal oc:urred so often.
| Several ladies had whispered to m: that
they had lost a card and pocketbook case,
#,ciamond pendant, a" a~dk-rchief and one
a tortcise shell comb set with an emerald of
| great value. That comb has been the envy
| ot many ladies, and the owaer niturally
felt grieved at losiag it. As usuil, when
the toelts occurred there was a1 undcr rip-
pl: of excitement.
very closely wa'ching Raginald, wko was
conversing with some ladice, Reginald
soon came to my side and said, ¢ Really,

have no cobj:ction we will go.”
we were leiving the room | saw him stag-
t.llen to the floor. S:vcral ran to his as-
sistance.
ald’s tie and another unfastened his vest
‘- ‘As the vest f:ll back several ladies
screamed, and no wonder. In th: limag
of his vest could be seen the edges of two
bandkerchiets that had been stolen that
afternoon. The gentlzman who had opened
his v-st I had not noticed in the excitement,
but I saw he was the detectlve. II: put
his hand io the lining of the vest—the lin-
ing had been fixed ke a large pocket—
and trom its depths procured all the stolen
articles of the atiernovn. Mercitul God!
| shall never forget the agony of that day.
tHowever, no one wanted him arrested on
account of the scandal it woull causa.
Taere was nothing 1:ft for m2 to do but to
have him curried to my carriage. He was
unconscious when we arrived here, and my
cozchman and hired man carried him to the
house and t> his room. After restortatives
bad been applied he regained consciousness.
He came to this room shortly alter and as
he looked at me he said. *'I know its all
|up. Are they going to arrest me?” |
| answered no, bu’that he must leave im-
{ mediately, before my husband arrived, or
| I would not answer for the conseqieuce.
In a couple ot hcwms he returned from
his packing, and, staadiag by the door,
said, “Good-by, Mrs. Tower. I am a
wretch, but I could not go without saying
farewell. I hava told you the truth about
| my parentage, so that will ncver cause you
griet.” I did notsay good-by, and with
one long look he turned and a few moments
| later 1 bheard the front door clyse, and I
knew that R2ginald Thorne and I would
| probably never see each other again. My
| Jewel box stood open and I hastened to see
if my jowels were still sate. I carried some
of them to the | ght, and saw that the stonzs
had all been substftuted tor ot:.ers that
were Lot worth their weight in brass. He
must have tiken them one as a time aad
had the stones removed and others pat in
| their places, knowing wcll that I would
never miss them. In his room a telegram
was fourd dated New York, saymng:
“Have sold everything that you sent for a
good price.
and send you checks tor balince.” Then
I understood what w:re in the packages he
| frequently sent to a “*friend” in New York
' Bu: the most borrible part of it all is that
society blames me. What sh:li I do to
| regain my old position ?
| *““What do you think of that, boys? And
| do you know what we did? When people
' send regrets they simply inclose their card
lin an envelope. We took all those cards

| card tray downstairs. Weheard a carriage
and th:n another. Some gucsts were
arriving. Ske sent for her triends, and
although the guests ac.ed coldly, you would
never think that Mrs. Mower suspected
there was anything wrong at all. The
ladies who were assisting her in receiving
were leaders of society in other cities, and
they cta‘ted and laughed gayly with the
| guests. More guests arrived, until probably
fifiy were in the rooms. O.e way I procure
the names o! the guests present is to copy
the names on the cards. I picked up the
tray that was full of cards and walked to-
ward the reception room, as it I were going
to ask Mrs. Mower’s permission to use the
| cards. Wten I was (ite near Ler I drop-
| ped the tray, as though by accident. As
| the hundreds of cards fell to tha floor the
| am:z:ment expressed on the faces of the
| guests was laughable. I kaew they were
| astonished atthe many cards, and could
| not account for them. I beggad Mrs.
f Mower’s pardon, and gathering them all
l

|

up put them back in the hall. Mrs. Mower
appeared iadignant, and refused to a'low
me to copy them at all.
“It was then about 6 o'clock, and the
guests were preparing to depart, and every
‘ one of them would stop a moment at the
| card tray and look atsome of the nimes
| on the cards, thinking, of course, that the
! person left the card personally. I hurried
to the oflice, determined to keep that story
to myself and help Mrs. Mower further.
The city editor asked how the reception
had been. I answered, ‘Out of sight.’ I
| wrote one of the most elaborate descriptions
" of & reception I had ever written. I de-
scribed the beautiful floral deoorations, the
l gowns of the la lies who received, and closed
' by saying that there were fully three hundred
cards lett during the afternoon. It's always
the way with socicty boys—it only needs
a leader and all the rest will follow. Realiz-
ing this, I koew that when they read that
so many had called, those that hadn't called
would think they had done as others had
done after all. A few days later I received
a no'e from Mrs. Mow:r asking me to call.
I did so, and you ought to have seen her.
She called me ‘an angel,” and her gratitude
knew no bounds as she showed me a pile
of littls notes expressing sympathy for the
way she had bien duped—they all said he

quietly went to the hostess and told Ler

was a monomaniac, poor f:llow! She is

There |

all the rage now, and penectl{ contented,
and I must say this much for her—she has
never forgotten that day, and although she
never speaks of it, no matter where she is,
she will stop to have a faw pleisant words
with me, and a slight pressure of the hand
always assures me she never will forget
that I befriended her at one time.”

SHARKES WITHIN SOUNDINGS.

Large Man Eaters Are Caught Close to the
Coast of Connecticut,

Sharks are plentiful in Long Island
Sound all along the Nutmeg strand, says

I uoticed the detective |

| Mrs. Mower I am t:arfully ill, and it you |
I looked |
at him and saw that he was very pile. As |
ger, and betore I could cry for help he had |

Oae gen‘leman removed Regin- |

Have k-pt halt the proceeds |

from th- envelopes and carried them to the |

the New York Sun. Three big ones have
| been caught in the past three weeks. one
'a huge blue fellow, harmless, off West-
' brook, well up the Sound; another, a
| wicked man-eater in the peaceful waters of
' Niantic Bay. The champion shark of the
season, though, was hooked, a day or {wo
ago, by a retired old whal:man, Antone
Joseph, now boss cook of the Corrfizld
| Lightship, which bobs monotonously at its
| rusty anchor chains, ¢ll the year round, in
;.thc shallcw waters off this sleepy old Con-
' necticut town. Little or nothing ever
| happens aboard the clumsy, sheltered, old
| Sound hulk, ard a pile ot time hangs heavy
| on Antone’s hands when they are not busy
cocking, for he was used to a free and
| breezy life, with thrilling experiences. So
'he is everon the watch, peering over the
| balwarks, for something livelier, in the way

of incident, than the ebb and flow of the
yellow tide in the mouth of the Connecticut
| and the unending but liteless procession of
vessels up and down the Sound. S.ila
| member of the lightship’s crew, reciting

| the storey ot Joseph's surprising adv.nture ;

“Why, you sce. Antonz had been star-
' ing over ths rail all ths torenoon, studying
| the current, looking for something to turn
| up, as usual, and pretty soon somethiong
| did turn up, for a fact. And that something
' was a shark. It was only jast a flptlop on
| the top of the sea, for an instant, after all,
| then just a thin, sharp, knoife-like triangular
| blade, tkating through the water, cutting it
| neatly as you please ; and "round and ’round
it went, making not a splish under the
 lightship’s quarter. But Antone spotted
| it quicker'n you could think; seen such
' th'ngs before, you see ; aad without saying
| anything to anybody he slid across deck and
| int) the hold in a jiffy. He was back in a
' moment, though, and he was backing along
| the ship’s big sharking tackle—you see, we
' m:an to keep it ready all the time for such
critters. And h3 had, too, a whole round
| four or five pounds, of Uacle Sam’s fattest
| and wki'est salt pork. Witha j:rk, ani a
flirt and a heave, Antone had baited the
shirk hook—it was a tempting bait—and
let it go overboard with forty or fitty
' lathoms of heavy rope tied to it; and, tien
just as qiick, he took a couple of turas of
tte rope about an iron cleat.

“Scott! That lump of salt junk had’c
n> more than gone kesplash into the mi 1dl
of the circle, where that back fia had been
dancing around, whea there was a tre-

' mendoas explosion, the water opened, and
we had  jast time to geta liok at a yard
| and a halt of teeth, with jiws like a cro-
codile’s, and the show was gone. The jaws
came together like a click, and disappear-
ed hke a flash, with another plunge, that
made th: te1 boil, and the round of pork
| went with them. Then there was a circus.
| There was no chance for the shark, big as
Le was, to get away, you sze, and so An-
| tone just played him to suit his taste but
 all the while the show was on he stirred up
| the waters of Long Island Sound about the
' same as if & crazy hippopotamus was loose
 there. The rope was good ani stronj,
| and the iron cleat wasn’c going to l=t go
unless part of the ship went with it, and
| after abeut thirty minuces the big fellow got
| tired of s2esiwiog and prancing at the end
of his anchor rope. So he fiaally rolled
' over on his side, showing his white belly,
and all hands took hold with a will, and
| 0 reeled him in slowly. Oace in a while,
| though he’d makea tarewell break, and
| then we had to give him a little more rope,
| but 1n the end we pried him up close to the
vessel’s side, and Antone got in a blow on
his skull ihat stiffzned him. Then we put
| the gaffs to him, and halt a doz:n more
clips on the head did the work for him,
and he iay still thare ; next we rigged up a
tackle and all hanis took hold, and we
lifted him on deck.

*‘He was a tremendous fell ow—the big-
gest one, probably, that was ever taken in
Long Island Scund. He was jast 14 feet
7 inches long, and waghed 500 pounds.
He was an ugly devil, and it was no fault
of his that he was unable to make a meal
of some one on the ship.

“The queerest thing about the whole
performance, though,” added th: sailor,
was that the shark wai no more than dead
when Antone quickly sliced off his sirlsin
steaks and la'd ‘em one side for his supper.
Then we tipped the maneater overboard
again. Joseph ccoked the steaks, or part
of one, tor his m:a!, and said it was as
sweet and tender and juicy as lamb. One
or two of the crew took a bite of it, too,
and, though they said they weren't bad,
they didn’t waat a whole mea! of them, all
the same.” "

The Coral Trade,

Owing to the depression ia the coral
trade, the Italian government forbade
coral-fishing on the Sciacca banks in 1891,
Manutacturers have thus been wo king
their old stocks out. The fiiest coral still
commands its price, but unless new banks
are discovered its (aantity must decrease
from year to year, the Mcessina banks be-
ing practically exhausted. Some years
ago a new bank was discovered not far
from Malta, but the fishermen did not take
the bearings of it with suffient accuracy,
and, al'hongh her Maj:sty’s government
at Malta gave assistance, the bank has
never again been found.—London Daily
News.

Napoleon and the Barber,

Napoleon’s smooth face was a sure evid-
ence of his dislike for a beard. In some
anecdotes of the Russian campaign there
is a story told of the great Emperor and a
poor, but witty barber, who had occasion
to shave him.

Napoleon had made a rather lengthy
detour from the line ot march with a de-
tachment of offiers. Arriving at a small
village they retreshed themselves with a
good meal and baths, Napoleon, wishing

to be shaved, the village barber was called
in. While the poor fellow stropped his
razor and passed it industriously over the
great Emperor’s chin, he remiined silent
and seemingly melancholy, although per-
forming his work with amazing rapidity
and smoothness. When he had finished,
Napoleon complim:nted him, remarking :
‘“‘But, man, why do you wear such a mel-
ancholy face? You should be happy to
have the privilege of shaving an Emperor.”
‘I am doubly Eappy, your majesty.”
““Then what is it that troubles you?"
‘“Alas, your majesty, when I think of the
kings upon kings and emperors that have
died without knowing what it was to be
shaved by me. I am sad and melan-
choly.”—Harpers Round Table.

MINES UNDER THE SEA.

Visitors may Hear the Booming of the
Ocean Over Thelr Heads.

There is a striking example of inan’s
boldness [in searching for wealth, andlis
skill in secaring it at Betallock near Cagpe
Cornwall. Boattallock isa bold headlard
composed of huge masses of hornblende,
masked by walls of slate, sgiinst which
the Atlantic surges are constantly dashing.
The pearsevering efforts of man have &t this
puint been more powerlul than those of
nature. The Alaska Mining Racord says
that the glocmy precipices of slate, which
unnumbered ages of sea storms have been
unable to displace, are here cut in twain

by the miner, whose complicated machin- |

ery clings to the cliff at places where it
would seem almost impossible for an ea-
gine to be fixed. Powerlul steam engines,
stamp mills, and sll the heavy machinery
required in modern mining are perched on
what at first sight seem inaccessible situa-
tions, so that from a distance they look as
it growing out of the crags. All is noise
and bustle, which con‘rasts strangely with
the placidity of the s:award view.
“Kibbles” descend fathoms benzath the
sea, and ascend again with copper or tin
ores whichare wheeled away to larger hee ps,
where women, boys, and girls separate
various (aalities with th: systemtic indus-
try of workers in a factory. Everybody
aud everything—rocks, platforns and paths
—are smeared with the prevaiiliagjred hue
derived from a slight mixtuce] of iron
with copper or tin ores, and jtheo the

verv muddy stream flowing from the stamp
mill to th2 sea has imparted to the beach,
the breakers, and the foam the sim2 rubi-
cund tinge. If ore is coming up plentifully
and of good quality, evervbody is pleased,
a1d far down in the gloomy dep:hs of the
mine, which Cornish legends people with
spirits, the news that a new *‘bunch” of
copper has been strack, or that th: old
lode is growing richer, fills tae workers
with professional joy. ) R 'y

As the visitor creeps along the passages
into which the light of day has never en-
tered, he hears comparatively little, until,
having bzcome accustomad to the darkness,
barely illuminated by the flicker of lamps,
he dinly distinguishes the stalwart gnomes
at work. Coming from the upper world a-
mid the din of heavy s’amps and measured

' gush of pumps, the clarg of machin:ry a-

bove and th2 surge of the sea below, the
rattle of wagoas on tramways, and the
crowds of m=n and boys ciimb>inz up ani
dowa paths which ssem to be too steep
for a goat, the modifi:d silence of the level
strikes 013 as uanatucal.

In places, however the guile may ask
the visitor to listen to a curious souad. It
18 the booming ot the wavzs above and the
grating ot the stones on the sea bottom.
Then he is told, to give him couraze, that
in some ot the recesses of the first level the
ore h.s bern cut away until a roof not
more than six feet thick has keen  Icft.
First work:d on the face of the clifis only,
the mine d:scended, level by level,until the
excavalions extended for more than six
fathoms uader the sera and tor long dist-
ances inland, while the greatest d:pth to
which it had been sunk is about 2 0)0 feet.

Freshening Sea, Water,

A well-known Austriin enzineer, M.,
Pister, is stated to have discovered a re-
markable property of the trunks of trees,
namely that of retaining the salt of sea
water that has filtered through the tranks
in the direction ot the fiores. He has
consequently constructed an apparatus de-
siguned to utiliz2 this prop:rty in obtaining
potabls water tor the use ot ships’ crews
This apparatus consists of a pump, which
sucks up the sca water in‘o a 1eservoir,
and then forces it into the filter formed by
the tree trunk. Assoon as the pressure
reaches one-fifth to two-fitths atmosghere
the water is seen—at the end ot
from on: to three minutes, according to
the kind of wood used—to make its exit
from the other extremity of the truak, at
first in drops and then in fine streams ; the
water thus filtered being potable—treed, in
fact, from every particle ot the usual sal n3
taste which is such a drawback to the water
obtained in the ordinary manner.--R:il-
way Review.

No Danger of a Thaw,

One exceedingly warm day in Juoly, a
neighbour met an old man, and remarked
that it was very hot.

*“Yes,” said Joe; ““it it wasn't for one
thing, I shoull say we were going to have
a thaw.”

Walter Baker & Co. Limited,

The Largest Manufacturers of
PURE, HICH GRADE

CocoAs ani CHOCOLATES

On this Continent, have received

HIGHEST AWARDS

from the great

Industrial and Food

EXPOSITIONS
14 (\IN EUROPE AND AMERICA.

« In view of the
* many imitations
of the labels and wrappers on our
oods, consumers should make sure
at our place of manufacture,

nnmol{‘.dnorehelter. Mass.
is printed on each package.

SOLD BY GROCERS EVERYWHERE.‘

WALTER BAKER & CO. LTD- DORCHESTER, MASS.

UST TAKE _
"THE CAKE

of Surprrise Soar

and use it, or have it used on

wash day without boiling cr scalding
the . clothes.

Mark how white anl clean it makes
them: How little I ard work there |
is about the wash. How white
and smooth it

leaves the hands,

OU'LL ALWAYS
HAVE A CAKE

A Silenl:

Helper

The Slater Shoe

An ill-fitting shoe makes vou forget all
your troubles---and y our comforts too.

¢
¢
¢
¢
(4
4
!
¢
¢
¢
/

is a silent friend, which helps yvou tofj
remember things by permitting you to \
forget your feet. Costs less than the
painy ones—83.00, 84.00, 85.00 per pair (stamped on the
sole). Bost imported calfskin—black or tan—made with the
Goodyear Welt, Six shapes—all sizes——many widths.

Ask to see THE SLATER SHOE.

AYS ASK FOR

LWAY:

“D @ 112
£ 0 Folly

L SCOTCH &

AECISTERED PROPRIETORS

I\
DISTILLERS COMPANY

= IRISH

| WHISKIES
LoXDON GIN

FPROPR/IETONRS i~

WELBOUANE CENTENmAL

the DISTILLERS, (° [

| LONBUREH LONON £ DVBIN. )|
For Sale by Street & Co.
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