WEST SHORE.

THE OVERSEER AT THE SMITHSON RANCH,
T was Easter moming.

Breakfast over at the Smithson mnch, each
man occupied himsell a0 duty or inelination die-
tated
Dart Wylie, the overseer, saw & half dosen of the

men ride off in as many different directions, and then
turned in secret disgust from the gang gathered about
the table in the sleeping cabin for a day st eards

Restlesaly he paced about the premises for half an
hour or more, then, repairing to the sheds, sddled his
favorite broncho and galloped off seross the frosen
prairie.

It was likely to be a hard day for him, and he won.
dered if Easter could ever bring peace and joy to him
AgAln

He had been & ranchman a little more than a year
and half, and thos far had utterly failed to affiliate
with his companions, though to & man they respected
him.  He could not get used to thelr ways and man-
ner of looking st things. To him Sunday was Sunday
as well on the plains, where no church bell had ever
chimed, a8 in the eastern university, from which (1o
use his own expression ) he had graduated to hecome
a cowboy."  He did not profess 1o be a Christian, but
he scorned the lives these men lived with their drink-

ing and paltry betting on cards and horses. Yol ho
never reproved them, and they simply called him a
“tenderfool " and held no grudge s loog s he was &
civil oversoer, * Poor fellows,” he thought, “ they have
known nothing better, stood on no higher plane”

Then he would add bitterly: * Bettor I had boen born
to my surroundings.”

It wae late and the rest had dined when he walked
hin jaded pony into the “settiement,” s the boys
called the half dogen ranch buildings grouped together
in the Joo of & rocky hillaide.

The ok had saved his share of the earefully
honrded egge, and st once began to spread bis dinner
These egge were the legitimate fruit of & fow hens
bought, ! an enormous price. of & “squatier” some
fifty wiles distant, by Wylle the summer before.

The meal hastily dispatched, the young overseer
retired to the tiny cabin built for his expecial accotn-
modation.  Dropping into & chalr, he buried bis face
i bis hands and gave himeoll up to retrapection.

Rome six years before he bad gradusted from the
village school of his native place and sutered the
sate university for & four years' course  His father
was not & wealthy man, but be meant 1o do his duty
by his boy—all that resusined to him of the wike of
his youth  Ancther wife and other childsvn were hie
bt Dart—Eleanor's child—uust have the first and
Lest chance. atd the grothe stepother fund no fault

W

Dart wan a wide-awake youth, & good student, fine
looking and winning  Among his classmates was one,
a dainty, little, *“brown * girl, whe completely won the
young man's honest, ardent affection. For him the
world contained o other makden s lovely and charm-
ing, and, beat of all, she seemed to be aqually pleasd
with him

Dors Hastings was & petite creature, with bhrown,
curling hair, brown, curling lashes, hrown, |k|uu oyes
and pink and white skin.  She had pretty, bird like
ways and & wonderfully innocent, eliild:like expression

1t was on an Easter morn, as they stood & few min-
utes alone in the chapel walting for the rest of the
quartette, that he blundered unexpectedly into & dee-
laration of love, and was shyly, but readily, secepted

“ From this thue forth Easter shall be 1o mie doubly
blossed and sacred” he had whispersd as voloes
sotded outaide

Before the next Sabbath & new student serived st
the university—a man who only wanted & fow woeks
in epecial branches, s man with o dark face, half veiled
eyes, color unknown, and sinister expression.  No one
ok moch notloe of hime wntil he was seen walking
with Dors Hustings

“Do you know him, Dora?” her lover questioned
at the first opportunity

Khe colored violenitly bat merely anewerd—

Professor Day introdueed ue”

Dart was not naturally jeslous or suepleious, s he
won forgot the mattor, untll & ropetition of thein
hin eyes—offence ruffled bim decldedly

“Why, Dors, you tiust be pleased with that Cress
well, you are with hine wo often in publie places,” he
sald again

Drawing up ber small Agure, she answered haogh
Ly

Really, Mr. Wylie, f you am going to waleh iy
every weovetnont and call me o secotnl, I think we
betler mparale

Ol Dorn, you don't menn jleyou can'l.”

“f ean and Ldo 1 hate & man whe b jealons and
meddboworme

“ Inapae=Miss Hastings, &+ | understand that you
apply those tarte Lo we!”

“Undetstand what you phoass,” she returned tot.
iy, soad then began Lo oy

Instantly his suger waa forgotton, and hneeling
bewide ber be clasped bet in hie arme

A reconiliation fllowed. s & matier of couree, he
calling hinssell all masiver of hand natues.

Bt the nest day she et Uhe dark man ol the
very same croseing, sod they walked for half & mile
of toire Sogeiher

Dart hanrd of it but beld his poaen.  The nest
Lo that e called st her heonrding hous she refised




