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“Why should it not be true?" sa
Vera, coldly. “Asa we dine early.”
“She means that we wmdlnorl;:.ly
supplements Griselda, even more mildly
than before,

“Griselda!” interrupts Vera, rising to

d I not speak?’ asks Grit
t meekly injured tone. 1 wax
3 fowl oeca-

that
good deal of moral
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Jou as that?"
profound sigh:

ng so honestly grieved
that Vera's heart smites

will you bring up this discusnion
1 says, with re-
morseful impatienes, “Why not let me
ned, and you yours?
am I to you when ull is told? 1
1 ever shall be—

f

o

says he, going closer
pale, “1 would com-
than like me

bas drawn back from
now uplifted, look de-

I could,” supplements he, gently.
taras and leaves the room,
_CHAPTER IX. " |
the two girls were discussing, tu
the reanit of Griselda's
nce, Beaton was haviog a tussle,
 and severe, with his fathior.
wy are all alone in the world," 'he
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dethmuod, but |

Sl the old wan, violently.

“You, yes” acknowledges the old man
with a frown, “Except for me," hastily;
“I=1 alove came to their rescue.”

“That is true. 1t was quite what 1}
shonld have expected of you!™

“Why should you expect it? There was
Bo redson,” says the old man, sharply.
It was of my own free will that | took
thew, Do you question my kindoess to
them?® What more am 1 to do for them?
Would rou have me kneel at theie feet
and do them homage? Have | not ex-
plained to you how disirous | am of mak-
ing one of them my duughter? Ha! 1
bave you there, T think! Is not that af-
fection? Am I not willing to receire
her? You should Lest know.”

“Yea" surs the young man, stonily, his
eres on the ground,

“Why. look you: I would give her even
you! You! My son! My oue possession
that bas any goosd in it!”

“You must put that idea ont of your
head once for all. 1 could uot combat

“Her dislike? Hers? That beggar!”
hix face working. “What d'ye mean, sir?
L tell you it shall be! Shall!™

“Talking like that will not mend mat-
ters. It certainly will not alter the fact
that 1 myself personally am objections
able to ber. I can see that it is almost
as much as she cun do to be civil to me
—to sit at the same tble with me. 1 en-
freat you not to set your heart apon this
thing, for it can pever be "

“1 tell you agnin that it shall?” shricks
“What! is the
cherished dream of a litetime to be set
aside to suit the whim of a girl, & penni-
lexs creature? She shall be your wife,
I swenr it, though I have to crush the
consent out of her.™ He talls back clum-

“Ia dislike nctive 45 hers.”

« | sily into his chair, a huddled Beap.

Seaton in an agooy of remorse and feur
hangs over him, compelling him to swal-
low a cordial Iying on the tuble oear,

“Here, sir. Be patient. Al shall be
as you wish. [ implore rou to think no
more of this matter, Yes" iy unswer to
the fiery eyes now more ghastly than
ever in the pallid, powerless faece, I
shall tey my best 1o falfill your desire.’
He feels sick ot heart as be says this,

glance | and almost despicable; but can he let the

old man die for want of a word to ap-
pease the consuming rage that has
brought death hovering with outstreteh-
ed wings above him? And yet, of what
avail is it all? A womentary appease-
ment. Kven as he comforts and restores
his father, there rises before his mental
vision that pale, proud, sorrowful face,
that is sll the world to bim, and yet,
alus! so little,

Vera baving mode vp her mind to go
to her unele and fully explain to him that
neither she nor  Griseldn desire any

¥% | change in their way of liviug, walts pa-

tiently for Seaton’s departure from his
father's den, and now, at last, seeing
the coast clear, goes quickly forward,

“Unecle Gregory, 1 wish to say some-
thing to you."” she ix beginning, hurried-
Iy, huting her task nnd hating her hearer,
when suddenly she Is interrupted.

“Hah! For the first time, let me say,
I am glad to sce yon,” says the old man,
grimly. “Hitherto | bave been remiss,
I fear, in snch minor matters of eti-
quette. Sit down. L too, have something
to say to you." He fizes his piercing
eyes on her and says, sharply: “You have
met my son several times?*

“Yes," says Vera.

“You like him?" with a watchpul
glanee.

“1 ran hardly say so much,” coldly.
“He is neither more nor less than a com-
Plete stranger to me.”

“As yet. Time will cure that; and 1
speak thus early to you, because it is
well that you should make up your mind
beforehand to like him."

“Why ' she asks,

“Because in him you see
lunsband.”

There is o dead pause. The old man
sits with bright unblinking eyes fixed
upon the girl, who hos risen to her feet
and is staring back at him as if
daring to understand. From red to white,

Four l‘ntltl‘

‘| from white to red she grows; her breath

falls bher, passionste indignution burnas
hot within her breast.

“Absurd!" she says, contemptuously,

HCall 1t wo If you will,” with an offend-
ed flash from his dark eyes, “but regard
it as a fact for all that. You will marry
your cousin, let me agsure yon,"
l"".l'lut I certainly shall not,” decisive-

“That you certainly shull, Did you
not know that your marrisge with my
kon was the last wish, the last commuad
of your futher?’

He is lying well, g0 well that at first

- | the girl forgets to doubt bim.

“My father?' she says, with much
nmazement. “He never so much ag men-
tioned my cousin's name to me"

“To me, however, bhe did. Do you wish
to see the letter?’

This is & bold stroke, Vera hesitates—
then, “No," says sbe, steadlly, “Even
it my father did express such n wish, 1
should not for a moment secede to'lt. 1
shull wot marry to pleuse any ope, dead
or living, except mypselr.”

“8o you now think, We shall see,” re-
turns he, in an ley tone. )

“May I ask if—If your son is sware of
this arvangement?’

“My son Is willing,” says Mr. Dysart,
wlowly,

At this moment the door is thrown
open and Seaton himself enters,

“You know!" she cries. Her tone Is
low, but each word rings clear as & bell,
“You know! Oh, cownrd!” she breathes
very low, her slender hands elinched,

Roused from his lethargy and stung by
her contempt, he woull now bave made
his defense, but with a scornful gesture
ahe waves him aside and leaves the
Troom.

“Great heaven! how did you dare 5o to
insult her?’ cries the young man, in ter-
rible agitation, addressing his father, He
casts & burning glance ot Lim, Dysart
cowers before it,

“Out of evil comes good," Lie says, sul-
lenly, “and I did it for the best” He
stretches out his hand to bis son. "'Bee,
then,"” he erien, entreatingly, “I did it for
you—for you!”

“For me! You ruin the one hope 1
hind, which meant silence—time—and you
suy it was for my good!"

“I thought to compel her, to frighten
her into a consent, aud 1 will yet,” cries
he, eagerly. “Nay, Beaton, do not look
thus upon me. I have not betrayed yon
without meuning, and all for the fifill-
ing of yonr deslre—and mine,"

*You misunderstand me," nays Seaton,
eurbing his passion with diffieulty, *1

would not bave her ns u gift on woch |-

terme. Is it 4 slave I want, think you?

No, not amother wond! 1 cannat stand
Lit tomight.  Forgive me, futher, It 1
seem abrapt, bot—"

He seems hearibroken as he turns
aslde and Jdisappears through the door
way,

long after he has gone the old man
sits motionless, his head bowed upon his
breast.

“Uurse hor!" be sars at last: “the
same blood all theough, and always to
my undoing! Cursed be ber lot indeed It
she comis between bl and me! But
that shall never be”

Presently be passes throvgh a door on
his right hand, gropes his way slong the
unlighted passage. Unlocking and enter
ing an  apartwent  here—where the
strange old cabinet stands—he fastens
the door securely behind him, sad goes
quickly up to it

Kuoeeling down beside it he unlocks the
seeret door, and taking out the withered
parchment opens and reads it with a
feverish haste, It seoms as though he
hopes thus to slake the raging thirst for
revenge that s tormenting bhim,

Long he kneels thus, couning each
word with curious care, gloating over the
contents of that mysterions document.
Ho lost is he in bis perusal of it that he
fails to hear the approach of Mew.
Grunch vatil she lays her hand upon his
shoulder.

“What, don’t you knmow it by hoart
st maks she, decisively,

(To be continued.)

WHERE TO LOSE THEASURE.

Beat und Fafest Place Seems 'to B in
& Parls Caby,

If & man must lose his purse some
where, perbaps the best place is In a
Paris cab. Major Arthur Griffiths,
writing ln Cassell’'s Magazive, tells
some wobderfil stories of money e~

that the cabmen of Parls are honest
enough—possibly in spire of then.
selves, for they are a rough lot—and
are carefully looked after by the police.
Ad a result, some curlous Instances of
sell-denial on the part of these poorly
pald servants of the public have been
reconded.

One night a rich Russian, who had

ner, left the whole amount, ten thou-
sand francs, in a cab, He was so cer
taln that he had lost it irreparably that
he returned to 8t Petersburg without
even lnquiring whether it had  been
given up.

Some thwe later he was agalo o Par.
is, and a friend urged him at least to
satisfy hlmsell as to whether the miss
lng money had Leen taken to the lost
property office. He went and asked,
although the limit of time for claiming
lost property had almost expired.

“Ten thousand fraucs lost!" sald the
official. “Yes, it Is here;” and after
the proper identification the packet
wia rextored to him.

“What a fool that cabman must have
been!* was the Russinn’s only remark,
The comment spoke Il for publie
worality In Russia.

On unother oceaslion a jeweler lu the
Palals Royal left a diamond parure
worth elghty thousand franes ln a cab,
The pollce, when he reported hin loss,
gave him lttle hope of recovering the
treasure. Not only were dinmonids
worth sixteen thousand dollars a great
temptation to the cabman, but worse
still, the loser did not know the num-
ber of the cabman, having pleked him
up In the street Instedd of tuking bim
from the rank: and more unfortunsie
yet, he had guarreled with the driver,
for which reason he bhad abrupily left
the cab.

The case seemed hopeless, yet the
eabman brought back the diamonds of
his own accord. The quaintest part of
the story Is to come. When told at the
prefecture to ask the jeweler for the
substantinl reward to which he was
clearly entitled, he replied:

“No, not I; he was too rude. I hope
I may never see him or speak to him
wn."

All cabmen are not so honest as this,

thing found in streets and highways, ln
omnibuses, theaters, cabw and rallway
statlons, Is forwarded, Tn one case an
emigrant, who bad made hix fortune
in Canada, and carrled it o his pocket
in the shape of fifty notes of ten thou-
sand francs each, dropped bis purse as
he cllmbed on to the outside of an om-
nibus,

The conductor plcked It up and re-
stored It with Its ooe hundred thou-
sand dollars Intaet: To be sure, he
was rewarded with two thousand five
hundred dollars, but the temptation he
overcame was great.

Tromblad by Little Things.

The Quaker spirit, at its best, (s the
spirit of truth, righteousness and all-
embracing charity; but sometimes
Quakers, llke other people, make too
much of lttle things, thereby becom-
ing, what they loathe, formalits, The
Church Standard tells two anecdotes
fllustrating this tendency.

In the days when Friends were ne-
customed to wear cocked hats turned
up nt the sides, one good Friend bought
a hat of this description, without notie-
Ing that It was looped up with a button,
He sat one day In a meeting, when he
noticed some looks of curlous displeus-
ure, Taking off bls hat, be saw the rea-
son for the looks, and then rose and
sald, “Friends, if religion conslsts in u
button, I wouldn't give a button for It.”
Hls sermon was at lenst understood,

an Influential Friend who, on hls way
to meeting, was caught In a drenclilng
rain, and borrowed a nelghbor's coat.

He seated himself opposite to Jacobh
Lindley, who was so much disturbed
by the glittering buttons that “his
meeting did him no good."” When the
congregation rose to depart be felt con-
strained to go up to the 'riend who
bad so mueb troubled him and Inquire
why he bad so grievously departed
from the simplicity enjolned upon
members of thelr soclety.

The good man lpoked down upon lls
garment, and quletly replled: “I bor.
rowed the coat because my own was
wet; and indeed, Jacob, 1 did not notlce
what buttons were on it," Jacob shook
his band warmly, and sald, "“Thou art
a better Christlan than I am, and [ will
learn of thee."

Jacob was right. He had been paying
too much attention to the “mint, anise
and commin"” of Quaker tradition,

The First Thing,
Munson—What do you think wae
ought to do with the Philippines?
Brisbe—I'm thinking that It might
be a good Idea for us to capture them.

Some people like to be generous just

to brag about It

gone away from his club » large win- |

yet a great deal of treasure fludw (ts’
way to the prefecture, whither every-

A somewhat similar story Is told of |

A SHOCK TO THE ENGINEER,

Always Unnerved if His Locomotive
Kaovs Down o Man,

the theory that engineets hold thelr po
sitlons on ap average ten years. Do
ver knights of the throttle must be su
perior to thelr brethren In other places
for It Is not nt all unusnal 1o encounter

sawme corporation from Hfieen 1o twen
ty yeara aud feel that they still have
many years to toll In the barness,
Charles Frye of the Rio Graode ia
one of these.  Last year be completed
his twentieth consecutive yoar with
the company. He Is o splondld speck

and braln.  His halr 1= quite white, but
his pbysical and mental vigor has tot
decreased; rather has It grown with the
Bight of years aud the assuwption of
greater responsibilities He bubbles
over with goxd nature and laughs at
the suggestion that anything in bls ea.

general public. He was born in Frank:
lin, Mass, Apell 11, 1840 He began A
Ing on the Boston & Albany In 1862,
but the war fover was contaglous and
he enlisted with his futher, The auw
thoritlea discoversd that he
yooog and his Cathor too old amd both
were compelled to return o peaceful
pursuite. After three years' sthovellng

of the cab and pulled tealns all over
the Bay State In INTS he eame West
with an englne from the Taunton
works and man between Cheyenoe and
| 8ldney, Neb. Two yenrs later he came

Rome one with a fonduess for the
compilation of statisties ns evolved

men there who bave labored for the

men of the engineer—a man of beawn |

of coal he graduated to the upper side O'Laughlin, and several pernons

HE mdn who avenged the assns
T-luulm of Lincols by hanging tour

of the conapieators, Mrs, Mary E
Bureatt, David K. Hereold, Lewls Payne
Powell and George A. Atzerott, now Hves
In Jackwon, Mich, He is Col, Chris. Rath.
Ever aince that Tth day of July, 1845,
when these four wers executed In Wash-
lngton, Col, Rath hus been I possession
of Information which settles beyoud dis-
pute that Booth was killed and that Mres,
Surratt was guilty of the crime with
which she was charged—comspiring to
take the Presldeat’s lite, Both of these
facts have besn doubted by many por
sons. :
At the time of the assansioation of
 President Lincoln, Capt. Rath, as he

reer would prove of Interest to  the thea ranked, was dolog provost duty o

Dinwiddie Qounty, Va,, under Gol. O. I,
Wilcox, Immediately aftor the death
of the Presldeat Capt. Rath was or
dered to report at Washington Ha
 was placed n chaege of the Distrlet of
Columbla penltentlary sod arsennl, un-

was W0 dor Gen. Hartranft. In the arsenal wore

contined the Lincoln conspirstors—the
four above named, together with Ada

Bpangler, Dr.  Mudd, Armold and
who
were held an witnesses. [t will be re-

membered that the four last nimed were
sentenced to life Imprisonment and weore
sent to the Dry Tortugas,

Col, Rath, who has held his peace here:
tofore, for fear of belog wmisquoted, on

covered after belng thus left. He sa¥4 | (o Deuver and went to work for the Rio belng fpally persuaded o toll what he

| Grande. For the Inst eightern gears ha kbew of the Lincoln conspiracy, sald:

han pulled a passenger tralu out of Den-
| ver toward the South,
He ha# been unfortunate enough to
kill several persons who got In front
| of his engine, which ls oue of the speed-
' fest ou the system,

“What were my sensatlons after (he
tragedies?” he asked, and the swile
taded from his face. “1 can't describe T

It. 1 suppose a fellow of my stze shor
be asbamed to confess that anythl
ceaused bl to collapse. but after
crash Into sowe one and 1 konow tl

a fatality Lins resulted | am unalile

| stand. When | see the danger | ¢
centrate every energy to avert
catastropbie. | am not nervous th
but when It is over | collupse. Al
five years ago, a fow wilos below (
orada Springs, on a clear day, we w
bowling alovg at forty miles nn
und [ observed a man walking do
the middie of the track. | pulled
whistle, but he did not pay the stight
attentlon. [ thought he would get «
of the way, and we were upon b
before 1 renlized that be did not inh‘. X
doing so. 1 reversed and put wn e
brakes, but the cowenteher caughit him
and  burled him sguinst o telegraph
pole. Life was extinet when we rorehed
him, .
| “Woe turned him over to the coroner,”
sald Mr. Frye, according to the Denver
News, “and afterward that official told
me that the dead man wis u fugitive
from justice. e bad wurdersd o man
fn Oregon and for mouths had evaded
the anthorities. That day e had
learned In Colorndo’ Springs that the
local police were looking for bim He
had evideutly grown weary of fleelng
from place to place and deteruilned to
commit sulelde.”

! Blue Hlood on the Water.

| Yanchting lhns appropriately been
enlled the sport of kings. Indeed, In
these days of flodting palaces few be-
sldes those with royal Incomes can nf.
ford to Indulge the pastime. The nim-
| ber of royul yachits In eslstence and
the Immense sums avishied on them
are amaziog when it la taken loto con-
{ siderntion bow much rogul and lmpe-
rinl personages are o prey to wnlde
mer. The German emperor I8 nlwngs
Il when faclog a gole nt sen. The
empress 18 4 moch better dnilor In thin
‘respect.  When the two of them went
to the Holy Land the empriss was the
oaly person of the lmperial elrcle on
board who was pot prostrated by sen-
slckness durlng the trip down the Adel.
atle Prince Henry of Prossin lke-
wise confesses to  seasickness cach
time on golug to sea after belng In port
for & while. The Duke of Cornwall Is
afflicted In the sawo way., and the
duchess is such a martyr to seaslck-

before consenting to undertnke the toue
Just concluded.  Bhe sufered Intensely
durlpg tbe trip from Portsmouth lo
Gibraltar, the weather In the Bay of
Blscay belng very stormy,

King Edward, althouglh devoted to

channel between Dover and Calals, In-
deed, the only mewber of the Englinh
royal family who Is absolutely lin-
mune from this allment Is the widowed
Duchess of Albany,

The Intrusion Was Excusable,

When Mark Twalp Hved lo Bufalo
he made the acquaintance of svie
neighbors under - peculia®  clrcum-
stances. Emerglog from big house one
morning be wiw something which
made him rup ucross the street und re-
mark to the people who were gnther
ed on the veranda: “My niwme Is Clems
ens; my wife and | bave been |niend-
| lng to call on you and wmake your ne
quaintance. We owe you an apology
for not dolng It before now. | beg your
pardon for Intruding on you In (his
Informal manner, nud at this thue of
day, but your hiouse ls oun fire!"

Counting.

“Brains are what count In this day,"
sald the enthusiast,

“Yen, answered tlie pesslmist; hut
there lsn't much use of thelr counting
It you ean't put dollar marks Jo front
of the figurés employed lu the process,”
~Washington Star,

First Maps of Detroit.

It 1s claimed that Joseph Gaspard
Chaussgros De Dery, a Frenel engl-
neer, mide the rst maps of Detroir (o
1749 and 1704

When a girl begius to enll certnin
rooms In the house poster roows, don't
think it Is the dear thing's cholee. Har
father refused to put up new wall pa
per, and she woun forced to cover up the
wells In some way.

After a mun passes 01y, he hates 1
bave his name spelled wrong.

Bver buy anytling from an “agent’
that you really needed?

niess that she hesitated for a loug time |

yachting, bus been absolutely prosieats |
ed by malde-mer when erossing the |

“1 want to et ‘at rest forever, so far
as T enn, the senneloss stories that Moath

| . — e
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“Mres. Sureatt goes with the rest of
them," he sall

“P'he toir criminals wers marched to
the gallows, alvgle file, each mecompanied
by w woldier, with o minister of the gos
pel followlng. ‘The four stond the straln
nobly. Mven though they were to suller
death for participation in an awful erie,
o could not but admire thelr bravery.
Mra. Surratt and PayoePowell  were
dropped Into eternity from one gallows
and Atserott amd Herrold from the oth:
er.  They died lostantly, the doctors
nald.

*“The graves had been dug near the
seafolds.  The bodies wore put in these
and with each was a sealed bottle con
taining thelr roxpective nnmen. ‘I'his wan
done so that If the remalos were ever re

IdentifBention”
————— - — ——— ]

AN OLD VALENTINE,

It wasn't much for beauty, but Its seatl
ment was good,

Bluce It bore some tender verses that were
eany understood,

As uffirmiog red & rose was snd the violet
wits blue

An' mugar weren't no sweetor than the ghel
I went It to,

It re : wied wll the pocket money that |

B,

An’ 1t did me good t* buy It sloee | keow
‘twonld make her glad, :

For 1t told s boy's aMections, If It wasn't
teh for alivw -

The valenting | sent her ln the days of
lang agw

| had my siater back i, with & “Miss" oo
the wild
8o whe woubdn't know who sent (8, (hoagh

e

@
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wan not killed and that Men, Bureatt was
an insocent victim of the law. Nejther
in troe. Take Booth's case frat.
Death of Booth Corroborated,

“David B, Herrold attempted to escape
with Booth, He was afterwar] under
my caro in tho orsenal, aod he told we
more than once that Booth had met an
untimely ond, e sald he felt bald dbout
the way the man had died,
the story of his efforts to escupe the
oMcers of the law. He had not remd the
papers, nor communieatiod with any one
beside myself, so he conld not have learn-
ol the story from outside sources. In-
asmuch s hiy story tallied with the ver
sion given by the offeers, there can b
no doubt about the matter. Mrw Hnr-rntt
was just an guilty n the reat. “They
wers all guilty,  After they returned

the testimony addueed, and, with the
exception of such matters as dates and
names, they did not enter a denial o the
| witnesses' statementia,

| "Phen the fact that Mrs, Burratt prac
| tieally mcknowledgod that she Inft gina
| and ammuaition wad provisions at her
hotel in Surrattville the day before the
assanslnation, with Instruetions to  her
help 1o deliver the stuff to whomsosver
ealled for it, strengthens my eontontion,
This stuff was called for by Booth woil
Herrold, Inn't that evidence enough of

ulit?
hp'."h:u. Burentt was  unusually  melf-
willed. 8he could control herself ndmira-
bly, It will he remembered that her
only daughter, Annie, was held ax a
witpess for a time, Some weeks after
she was dlacharged she roturnod to the
arsensl to see her mother. The Inter
view was granted oo condition that | be
allowed to overhear thelr conversation,
The danghter was usherad into the moth-
er's presence, and aithough the glrl threw
berself lnto her arma and sohbed herself
weary, Mm. Surratt  handly changed
| countenance,
Whanted to Bave Mra, Barratt,

“1 do not belleve that it was ever In-
tended that Mrs. Borratt #hould Mang,
If the government could have found any
pretext on which to grant her a reprieve
1 helleve It would have been doe,

“On the evenlng befure the execution,
atfer the death warrants had been read,
Powell asked to have we visit him In
hin cell, T did wo. He then told me that
ha felt sorry for Mrs. Burratt, as she
was an Innocent wéman, and bhad It not
been for him she wonld not have got
into trouble, Ha informed me that It
he could wuffer two deaths be would
ghadly do so |t Men, Burratt might be
freed. Ho deplored the fact that he was
captured in the basement of her house,
and that he had boarded with her for
three motnths befora the conmummation of
the awful plot to which he wns a party,

*I told M), Eckert, amaistant Secro-
tary, of Powell's recital to me. The fol-
lowing morning as early as O o'cloek [
way called before Becretary Sewnrd, |
repeated my atory, [ ‘belleve that ir
there had hoen sufeclent proof of the
truth of Powell's tale Mra. Surratt wounld
liave been ropriaved even at that Iate
hour. I am firmly convinced that the
government wanted an excuse to Nukpend
wentence, The minor oMclals thonght
this wonld be done, even up to the hoor
of the execution,

Hanging of the Connpirators,

“I had been ordered to have eversthing
rendy for the execution at 2 o'clook of
that memorable Tth of July, 1805, 1 was
prepared at that time, Gen, W, 8, Soott,
who was to represent the government nt
the exeention, was on hour late. When
he nppearad he said:

*Captain, go on with the exeoution.’
d“'linw about Mra, Surratt? 1 Joguie
ed. '

.

He detalled 1

from the eourt poom they would discuss

SUHRATT,

PPAYNE,
iFrom an 000 peinny

HEROLD

1ol aquite sure sho'dl giess

It wam wie, ab” when she showed i1t ou the
roedd 7 sthoal next day,

| b eblorest sa an nlunmwwa{ that | give It
nll pway, .

b bnow | oavted foollah “fore ber girilah
vhume, & rrowid,

When 1 wald ‘twis mighity protty, yet | feit
oSt awful prond

dow' 1 know that 1) estabillshod my gl
o ns hoe beay

With the fateutioe | soul her tn the days
nf long ago

Blie's weddod linen these many years, an’
tide & helpmate trie,
A lavin® mather, quite as long | hnve Loy

wanrriel too!

An mamwtines when mr wife the burean
riinmngs she hirtngs

Ta lighe old I80ters, fowens prossod, an’ lots
0F sueh sweet thilogs

That have w place 6 meinory, & eoreer spot

. npart,
Whetre all the olil time Bowers seem t° blos
wou In ihe heart,

AW ohe thing o partledinr mnkes love's
Posea hilw

A inlt'lll!ur | went ber 1o the days of long
g
| -:v.|F.-n Free Prem,

Phil's Queer
' Yalentine,

| SEP0004904000000000 0000004

.

pllll. was 10 yours old when be

found hin queer valentine, but ho

wnx only 0 when gruff Jake Atking
wald to hin wite: “Well, of you are so
st on takin® the hoy ter ralse, why, take
him; bat It's mighty hard digein' fer us
now, un' when the younguter gita older
n' needs mchoolln' an' books an' a sight
o clothen, then'll come the serimpln’ for
you" -

Men Atking had sent Phil oot with his
wod, well knowing that ahe had not un-
dertaken un eany tank when she had de-
cllnd to urge her husband to allow her
to adopt the hanndsome little boy, whone
mother had died two dayn befors. Now
ahe mowwered: “Yes, 1 am et on takin'
bim, an', Jake, he won't cost us sny
mare than our own Phil would, an' he's
Just the sume age.”

Thut settled it, and when the little hay
eame In trom his play, be found two lov-
lng hearts walting to help him forget
that hin motlior was not there to kie
him good might.

dnke Atkinn wan a miner, nnd Inek

yeurs that had passed sinee Phil came
Into hin home, but they had managed to
live In & poor fashion. During the sum-
mer the garden ylolded rieh mipplies) and
there wan alwayn some wild moat to be
hud for the gaing in senrch of L. Then
wome logging and in the winter the sale
of Chrintmas troes and teimmings added
u little to the household purse. The bare
necesuition they conld always have, bit
none of the luxuries came  Into  thelr
home, and here was the wonrew of Phil's
grentest morrow. He enred fittlo that he
had never In hiy life worn a new pair
of trousers; those made from his fathor's
olil pnes—themselves home mado—were
tomfortahle enongh,  Nejther did he envy
the ety boys their skatos in winter nor
thoir bieyeles in the summer, Those were
not to be thonght of any more than wepe
stiff collnen or tallor-mnde woite; but one
thing he longel for and planned for and
wven one diby nsked for, s

It was the week hefore Olirlvtmas anid
b anil Jake were taking a load of ever
greens to the eity, forty miles nway, Jake
niil he hind olimbed off tha slod and wore
trilging along beslde the horses, thrash-
log their arms together In an effor to
wirm thieimselves,

Prosently the man spolke: “Phil, boy, of
ever we strike It eleh, you an' your moth-
eIl have the groptent Clels'mas
| dienip of. What'd you tukfie, Phil, of we

],.““N eolelivain watie’'s other Pomne P

Interred there would be no troubile about,

b | Rone,
[ | fare yon were marpiod 1"

had been mgaingt him during these four'

Fou gver,,

Daddy, stacks of ‘em
Iw

b you th

"Pooks,
‘bt aplmals an’ birds
atother thing but hooks
the tme'll ever comie whel you can Ly
me a few books?"

“It alm't bere sow, son: twre's wlioey
fer your mother an’ a Blanke
bed, an' 1 ereckon some socks for e, ¢
come out o this lond o greeon Mat
don't ght discounraged.  Meble we Ly
spire & dollar, come speing, for thnt bl
you was tellln' abiout.  What's the wsie
you oulled it byt

“Silth's Natueal Wintary, and s bar
knin (U be; bot like's pot the wan'l ool
it botore apring.' -

YLike's oot asaented Jake AW,
there,” he called i the hovses, whicy
stopped willlngly enovgh. The twa elling
o to the seat of the sled And an (he
horsens started off, Jake gave Py shoy)
der an enconraging pat

“You know my old sayin’; the frar o
lar you Bod in & horseshioe track, you kin
spend fer the bhook”

Phil's face lost lts shadow s he an
awered: "1 ought to be sxbamed 1o bathor
you, when you an' maothier conld have Los
mare, If you hada't taken e

Jake'n noawer was graft, but Phil bnvwe
that It was tender, too. “Don’t be willy,
boy, Talk sense”

One moralng o Fohraary, Jake sulid to
his wite: “Pat up a soack fer Pl an’
me. 've got ter g0 up ter the mine ay'
pitt some props (i the shaft af’' Ul take
the boy fer compny.  I's Klnder lons
some an’ eold, goin' np (hio the mouw
talns alone, Jest pbout now ™

Ul not walt to bar Mres, ALk ius'
answoer, [l kpow that whe might deepd
to bave them take the dangermus teip, byt
he alwo kpew (hat the patlent look wn
her face nsunt have come Wil the yonra
of anxions endarance that she had known
sinee whe beoame the miaer's wife, anil
be seramblod ap to the Joft of the ealin
and began to bunt eut the thiek glove
and leggings, minde from the good party
of an ol blanket, and to get guns and

S —_— -

Inlliy
siliin'y w t

for vaue

i

A
o R
AN ATARRODT,
Aniinanithin ready, for bwars and III.L)

Cisle were plentiful o the mountaing
The trip to the mine was wade ln safe
1y, the props wers put in &l op the
morning of the wext day the two Wi
At the foar of e monniain, rendy te
start home, only o bid thae the horses
had biroken Tivse W had pmh.lhlj sinrt.
ol for home, nhesd or thrm
| Nothlng wan lof) for them (o do but te
walk the Gfteen wiles 1o e calbin, and
they started ot The snow had bwen
[ Well packed when they came over the
rond on the previogs iy, bt during the
BN an Dol of gew stow had fallen
nd wo it was wasy tn track the horses
theough the canyon, |t Was neHring noop
whon they came aft wf the eanyon Into
the opey valley, nnd the rond begnn to
show signs of trgvel. so that It wan im-
Poskible to teack thom farihor. They
;all nor uneainess about the  snfuals,
!:::;:Iror. bulng wore thyt they had gone
“his Is Valontine's iy, Dadidy, an' |
rr'nlo 8 valentloe op 4 pliwe of pink paper
an left It whare mother would flad it,
¥on whe'd not be wo lonesome with us
DId you ever weit hier one, be

“That's what [ qig or o
Wy ANlw
no:v:hwn: nu}hnml with the peuoll “tfn:t Il
kot the temchor tor write (1. |
suthln® ke this: R

wOn the fauetesnih of Ko
"Twan onr it ter ba ‘u:r:s.ruur
:inu Wam onit an' tiekeis drew:
HPd Fortune wid |y shanld he yout
; {au 10¥e me ai | love iy
No knite kin ewt oye lave (n two,
Round In thin plng, 1% gt v end:
I my love for yon, my friend,
Bf thene few Iines Fou dis relime
whnll u'm-l that wie, vou'll r'nnnu,
T these oW lnes you dn e foct,
Thnt me you'i ehoone, | shal epect

“1 got her olther WAY, YO pep——""
Phil did not henr the nat woriln, Ahend
of them womethlng gllstenoed and o was

"lﬂe. DADBY, A DOLLAL"
sure It was not the won

s shinlhg o the
suw,  Ho hareiod forwaml Elrll and
stooping down, ' turned the alfeitt aver
with his flogers Then he  rilsed hin
beaming faee to Juke and exelnlmed:

“8ee, Duddy, n dollar, At found e
In 0 hurseshoe tragk!"

"Blessed of you aln't vleht, the min
nuawered. “An' Bill Bione's golo' wr (e
elty ter-morrer, s yon kin woni by him
an' glt that hook tellin' abons anlmils

Phil Is profespor of watuea) histopy in
A large wonlorn eolloge now, il Jdake
and his wife lve comfortably Iy ifs oy
ant home.  Thers b ono kg rsum Iy
the house, enlled the Hibeary, Here (0]
lins many valvablo bookw but the one
in which hs tekes the gremtos el fw
an oll, well-worn copy of the Biok on
[natural history, bought with the ol
that b fonnd lu w0 Horsedlion teinck on
the 14th of Febrnrg, 18804y “quee
, Yalontine,"”
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