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THE OLD MILL.

the brow of the hill I look.

Here from
03% -yt oy o S roof,
@ old gray gambre!
And the moss on its rotting esves.
1 hear the slatter that jars I8 walls,
And tbe rushing watler’s sound,
And I see the black floals rise and fall,

As the wheel goes slowly round.

I rode there oflen when I was young,
With my grist on the borse before,

And talked with Nelly, the miller’s girl,
An I walted my turn at the door.

And whila she tossed bher ringlets brown,

And flirled and chatted so [ree,

The wheel might stop, or the wheel might go,
1t was sll the same Lo me.

"Tis twenly years gince last I stood
On the spot where I stand Lo-dnf.,
Aund Nelly 12 wed, snd the milier is dead,
And the mill and I are -
But both, till we fall into ruin and wreck,
To our fortuns of toll are bound;
And the man goes, and the stream flows,
And the wheel moves alowly round.
—Harper's Magazine.

THAT LITTLE FRIGHT.

“For my part,” said Sinton,
“T'rr. not particular ; a good little heart,
fair sense and a sweet temper ; after that
‘her hair shall be what color heaven
pleases.” Not that I am afraid of bean-
ty—I like a pretty girl as well as anyone
—but I don’t inmst on it as something I
am entitled to.” 4

The elegunt Bert Dean smiled a smile
of contempft.

“My good fellow,” said he, “‘your
powers of comparison must be very lim-
ited if yonu l}:ﬁropoae exchanging your
thousand bachelor privileges for such a
trifling consideration.”

“Well, what do you want? Let us
hm.‘9

“*I don’t know that I want anything; I
sm very well contented as I am.”

“But what would induce you to be-
come & Benediet?”

“Let me see; Idon't wish fo be un-
reasonable. Beauty is, of course, the
first reqmisite; wouldn't look at an
heiress without it.
ever, is a very slight matter. I mustnot
be afraid of my wife's opening lips. Of
course she must sing, speak several
languages. Given all these, and a suit-
able income—say twelve to fifteen
thousand o year—and I might think of
it then.”

“YWhat, nothing more?’ asked the
other, ironically, “*I am afraid you go too
cheap.”

“Bert Dean,” said Harry, solemnly,
‘‘you are a conceited fop! A good looi-
ing one, I admit, and not originally des-
titute of brains; but eaten up, devoured
by inordinate vanity, and I firmly expect
to see you knocked down, some day, to &
girl with red ringlets.”

Bert Dean shrugged his shoolders.

“May will expect me early,” he said,
and retired to his dressing room.

He emarged from it an hour or so
later, in the most serupulously exquisite
condition., He had some excuse for
msaking extra t demands about a
wife. His Cousin May called him when
all things were considered, the first

oung man in society, and was casting
zer eyea around for a suitable mateh for
mim. When heentered her well-lighted
rooms, they were already quite full. He
made s tour of the apartments, bestow-
ing a little languid notice on two or
threa favored ones, and presently sub-
sided into a chat with Mrs. Miller, Ty
lady was neither very h{uung nor parti
larly pretty, but he liked to talk to her,
and so he remained at her side.

“Mr. Dean,” she said, when half an
hour or more had Ghm “I am afraid
the young ladies will y forgive me
for absorbing your attention so long.
See—there is 8 young lady guite alone;
pray go and make yourself charming.”

&rt turned his

“What!” he exclaimed, **That little

ight? Mrs. Miller, do be mercifull”

ut Mra. Miller 35.& mite smi.}ie. s

“] beg your pardon,” he said, politely.
“It was vgry wrong to speak as 1 did.”

“It was indeed. I am afraid she heard
you, too.”

“That is not possible!” he said, with
real mortification.

Mrs. Miller relented at the sight of his
vexed countenance. -

*“The only atonement you ‘ean offer,”
she said, ‘‘is {o seek an introduction and
make yourself as sgreeable as you can.
Perhaps she will forgive you, or think
she did not hear aright.”

“Must I? Will you pardon me on no
other terms?”

~ ——_ “Certainly not. 'When Iseathe young

lady smiling u you you shall re-
stored to my e;’:tjalem. and not till then.”
“Cruel! but I am obedient.” And he

" went in search of an introduction.

Mr. Sinton chanced to be near at hand,
and ‘opened his eyes slightly when he
learned his friend’s desire.

“Know her? he said. ‘““Of course I
do! Prophesied co ing her before we
eame, red ringlets and all. Didn'tthink,
though, that your fate would be down on
you sosoon.’

‘““Nonsense! Sinton, pray be serious.”

““Because it is such a serious matter

“with you? Very thing I was saying; how
unreasonsble you are! But come on.”
And Miss Pierce and Mr. Dean were
presently exchanging opinions on the

staple party-going topies.
do Bert justice, he sincerely re-
gretted his thoughtless exclamation. He
was ungentlemanly, he knew, and he
had, besides so great a horror of female
ugliness as fo regard all snbj;;? to it
with a painful compassion, dread
that Miss Pierce had overheard his re-
mark gave him just that sting of self re-
proach that one wounld feel had he alluded
to the infirmity of a deformed person in
i . He determined to be so

Mere beauty, how--

common-place remarks, he decided toen-
gage his rviz-a viz for the nextset. He
found himself id for his daring, for
Irene Pierce could s of her own sex
without malice. conversation was
intelligent, which- assured him sle was
familiar with the best books, and her
choice language Eem him. All this
he discovered in of the dance,
and she pleased him so well that he
lingered at her side rather longer than
mere politeness demanded when the set
was over. On his homeward way, in
company with his friend Sinton, he had
encountered some raillery. He san-
nounced himself to have found Miss
Pierce the most agreeable girl he had
found in a long time, truly lady-like and
intelligent.

“You can't deny that her hair is red,”
laughed Harry.

““Certainly not; but it was tastefully
arranged.

CHAPTERIIL.

The next day, in the afternoon, found
Bert Dean standing on the steps of the
house, which belonged to Miss Pierce’s
father. He did not tell his friend that he
had asked permission to call, but he did.

He found Mrs. Pierce and her dsugh-
ter sitting together in the back parlor,
with their work. Irene was bradin i a
sacque for her little sister, and her
moaler employed on something more
practical. She had mnot been well
schooled, as the idea that she was fo
leave the room did not occur to her.
Irene did not look as plain as she had
done last night, us her animated con-
versation dazzled him. There was an af-
fectionate confidence between mother
and daughter that he had not met in the
best society, and he found it, or some-
thing else, so pleasant that he Jargely
ontstayed the limits of a fashionable
eall

““T had better not call again,” he
thought as he went home ; ““ but what a
delightful companion she would be |

A week or two went by, and Bert ad-
hered to his new resolution of not eall-
ing, but was unable to prevent himself
from watching for her. 1

“‘ May,” he asked carelessly of his
cousin one evening, *“ who are these
Pierces ? "

“0ld friends of mine,” she answeared;
¢ gxcellent, substantial people; but why
do you ask?”

“T have met them but here, and that
is the last time I have heard of them,”
he said.

“Mrs. Piereg thinks home is the best
place for girls, so she does nmot go out
much?”

If Irene Pierce went out so little, there
was gearcely a chance that they should
meet except at her own house. And did
he really care enough about the acquaint-
ance—was it valuable enough—for him
to take tronble to find it?

Probably these questions were an-
swered in the affirmative, as the next day
brought him to Miss Pierce's door, Nor
was that the only oceasion on which the
neighbors opposite had the privilege of
seeing him. Again and again he came,
but as time was going on, he gréw strange-
ly diffident. Drawn day by day by Irene’s
side, happy nowhere else, he could affirm
even to himself that she was more than a
friend to him. There had been a time
that, to declare himuelf a lover, involved
some sacrifices on his ; 1t seemed
strange now that he shonld be anxious to
make such sacrifice, yet dounbt, with
anxiety whether Irene would care toac-
cept it.

Some weeks of nse went by, and
he could wait no longer. One briggt day,
when favoring fate had left them a little
while alone, he spoke—not very elo-
quently, but still sufficiently coherently
to make his meaning plain.

Irene colored deeply, and refused him.
At this he grew a little more self pos-
sessed, and ged to know he reasons.

She declined to state them. He per-
sisted; was there a previous attachment.
She blushed more vividly, and said no
such thing existed.

Was there not some hope for him,
then ? Might not her resolution be over-
come ? ight not these reasons cease to
exist ?

Oh, no! Her resolution was unalter-
able. :

Then he urged an explanation, and in-
sisted on it as his right. His suit was
pushed with ardor, and Irene’s agitation
proved that she was not insensible. But
:éiffh a great effort she commanded her-

“I should be most nnjust to yon and
to myself,” said she, ‘‘could I allow a
transient feeling to set aside my judg-
ment."”

“Transient! O Irene!”

But she silenced him.

“Could I allow myself to give yona
wife whom everybody—you, most of all
—must consider disagreeable ?”

She hesitated & moment. _

**What do you mean ?" cried Bert, 1n
amazement.

“You cannot have forgotten our first
meeting,” she said, more com ¥;
“‘do not oblige me to repeat your words
that evening.”

The room swam around Bert Dean.
““That little fright!” Oh! the sacrilege,
the horror, of that s h! Could he
have made it—and about that angel ?
Overwhelmed with mortification, he
strove to explain, to say how entirely his
feelings were altered.

‘‘Enough, sir,” said Miss Pierce, with
dignity. ‘‘Spare yourself the trouble of
apologizing; it is quite unnecessary, and
altogether useless.” And so she left him.

Surely this was an awkward situation
for a lover, particularly for Bert, who
had contemplated arranging matrimonial
affairs in such a quiet, well-bred way.
He went home in despair. Could any
woman—even Irene, gentlest, dearest of
women—forgive such an insult to her
venity? If she eonld only see his heart,
and k;ow lm\;ra lo hg bad ceased to &

er s plain, in how many wa;
ﬁdaven beautiful to him! (%
plain this to her—it was im
conld never obtain her

ible! He
on. And her

t to ex- |

TRIED AND TRUE.

In the midstof a t conversa-
tion with his hostess, Harold Arleigh
abruptly paused, a sudden flush on his
face, a strange, startled look in his hand-
some dark eyes. -

What he had been a
never knew; of his $ usness he
kwas not conscious until he saw Mrs.
Goldsby’s glance of politely surprised in-
quiry.

“Pardon me,” he said, turning toward
her with a winning and apologetic smile,
“] saw & lady among your guests just
now 80 like a dear friend I knew and lost
long ago, that the resemblance quite ex-
aited me.” A

*“Ah, you mean the young lady in
white silk and opal ornaments, with yel-
low curly hair and cheeks like peach-
blossoms. Slie is very beautiful—there
is none like her. She is Ermengrade
Burroughs, a dear friend, who is staying
with me for a few weeks. Shall I intro-
duce you?” returned the lady. .

“If you wish--if you will be so kind
as to honor me," faltered the young man,
visibly em .

His hostess gave him one keen but
covert look.

“Ermengarde has made another con-

uest” she thought., “If I dared I

ould warn him. I shonld tell him
that this fair woman, with her alluring,
smiling eyes, her sweet voice and her
exquisite grace, has no heart to be vg'on."

Tive minutes later her two friends
were whirling through a waltz together,
and she wondered somewhat why Harold
had grown so pale, and why Ermengarde
seemed so haughty and cold.

“One would think they were lovers
who had quarreled,” was her mental
criticism.

She was not wrong, for years before
these two hadlloved each other deariy.
They had been betrothed, and the mar-
riage day fixed, when the trial came that

arted them. Harold Arleigh suddenly

ound himself fatherless and utterly pen-

niless; but idleness and luxury had not
spoiled his high and noble spirit. He
eould cheerfully aceept years of toil and
study and struggling, but he felt that he
conld not happily snd conscientiously
wed his wealthy Ermengarde until he
might regain his worldly equality with
her.

“The world says unpleasant things of

oor men who marry rich women,” he

told her.

““Why should we care for what the
world said or may say?” the girl
returned impatiently. ‘“ All I have be-
longs to you, Harold. Do not leave me.”

Even in that trying moment, with
her dear hands clinging on his arm,
her pleading eyes upon him, he never
wavered.

“I must, my darling,,” he had answer-
ed her firmly, though his heart was
heavy with regret and pain. ‘‘And re-
member, though I leave you free, I
ghall remain loyal to you in heart and
deed as the only woman I can ever make
my wife. I am not selfish enough to
BB{ you to wail for me for years, my
Ermengarde.”

‘What the girl replied she could never
distinetly remember, but she knew her
words were cruelly reproachful, and she
was half mad with the agony of losing
him for even a few brief years.

And he left her with with a look on
his whit‘e,m beﬁovid Mﬁ:ha would never
forget until her dyi L

lE‘Ig]..m felt that heyﬁgg wgongad her gen-
erous sffection, insulted her womanly
pride and left her with pitiless indiffer-
ence to be scorned and mocked as a
bride deserted by her bridegroom. She
had heard of sweethearts who had waited
for lovers who had never come; of wo-

their lives npon lovers that were false;
and her whole soul eoried g‘ut inubm'th X
unforgiving anger agsinst him. either
gardon nor trust would she give him.

nd yet she the freedom he had
given her with that sort of defiant mis-
ery all women feel when slaves of a love
that neither time mnor anguish nor hu-
miliation, nor inhuman ecruelty even,
can ever lessen.

And that night at Mrs. Goldsby's
soiree they had met again—met after long
years as strangers.

And during those years Harold Arleigh
had won that for which he had toiled so
faithfully. He had won an honorable

tion among the most honorable men;
e was esteemed as one of the most bril-
liant members of the legal fraternity;
and by travel and study he had sequired
that elegance and dignity of manner
that commands the homage of society.
If Harold Arleigh chose to wed an
heiress the world could not say he mar-
ried for money and social distinction,
nor would he feel that he would barter
the noble independence of his manhood
by such a union.

But for him the wide world held only
one woman, sweet and desr, and she, it
seemed, was no longer attainable.

‘“Is this the Ermengarde I bave loved
ﬁz;?i’ posss how Tote pa.mo- it Tioe:

upon her . -
the Ermelzno e in whose affection and
faithfulness I trusted desgito her unrea-
sonable anger against me ?

Andhesigheg‘he“ilyu he led her to
& seat after the waltz was over.

“‘I did not think to meet yon here,” he
faltered, as the gay groups swept by,
luv%:g them alone. : .

“We meet many people nnexpectedly,
Mr. Arleigh,” she answered in a eold, se-
rene voioce.

Her cool tranquility slmost maddened
him. The that had passed seemed
to him but the dreary dream of an hour,
and the sorrowful parting but of yester-
day.

He bent over her nntil his hot breath
hur%ed pow oI;::k.h hisperedinh

“Ermengarde,” he whi in hoarse,

itated tones. “a;a you so chzngnd

u really forgotien, or do
quitexgno’o re vhitwe were mootoemhm
I have been faithful. I have

him pale as G
lips moved with a little gasp, but
whﬁahhminttnmlhndid not utter,

men who had wasted the best years of"

? | elined to test

after da L
face, hsia n to Her sweet, beloved voice,
and not betray the pain of his eruel loss?

Many things puzzled Harold during
the weeks § {ol.lgwed. th‘.’)tf.en he
found her regarding him with a singu-
larly thoughtful, half resentfnl look in
her earnest blue eyes. Once, eomingin-
to the unlighted parlor at twilight, he
saw her sitting before the piano, her gol-
den head bowed low, her lovely form
shnk:i.t& with silent sobs. And once,
when they were quite alone, she spoke
kindly and gently of the evening they
met.

“You asked me a guestion that night,”
she said, with a8 quiet dignity and and
delicate reluctance of manner, ‘“‘it was
searcely my fault thatit was not answered
then.”

“T know what you wounld have said,
Miss Burroughs,” he returned, gravely;
“J am sorry for having so.startled and of-
fended you. I was wrong and inconsid-
erate, and I can only acknowledge my
fault and ask pardon for it.”

She regarded him for a minute with
shy wonder, and then turned away
hanghtt:;lgx her fair face scarlet, and an
unmis ble expression of scorn and re-
sentment in her blue beautiful eyes.

“T fear I am hopelessly stupid,” re-
sumed Arleigh, in pained, perplexed
tones. ‘I am sure I have displeased you
again, but I cannot conjecture how. O
Ermengarde, will yon never understand
that T would not willingly give you one
moment of disquiet?”

*‘I do not profess to nnderstand you at
all,” she answered as she left him.

“*She denies me even her friendship,”
he thought soirowfully.

A loog time after she had gone he
slood by the parlor window, gazing out
into the night—a black, dreary night,
with the rain drifting over the roof in
sheets, apd the wild wind roaring up from
the river.

‘‘Just the evening for a cosy chat be-
fore a comfortable fire,” observed Mrs.
Goldsby, coming in, and after ringing
for lights, drawing the heavy curtains
with a little shiver. *‘I thought Ermen-
garde was with you, Harold—you are
nof going? Mr. Goldsby wished toshow

on those curious things sent him to-day.

he dear fellow has a passion for odd
and antigne relies, and his stndy is guite
an interesting museum, I assure you.
Alan, do bring Miss Burroughs,” con-
cluded the vivacious little lady.

Presently Ermengarde came—a slim,
elegant figure, dressed simply in black
silk, with a cluster of white roses on her

m.

““Here is something you would like,
Miss Burroughs,” observed Mr. Goldsby,
taking from his box of relics a curious
necklace of gold with a pendant of ex-
quisite 1s.

“If one could only know the history
of all these things,” murmured the girl,
as she glanced over them—a finy gro-

turies old, a cup of silver fantastically
caryed, and among them all a small toy

istol with a jeweled stock. “This, at
east, is not very anciert,” she pursued,
taking up the diminutive weapon.

“Be careful, dear, it may not be harm-
less,” remarked her hostess.

The wise injunction came too late. As
Ermengarde turned it sbout serutiniz-
ingly in her white fingers, there was a
sharp click and report; the dangerous
toy dropped at her feet and she flang up
her shivering hands with a little ery of
fright and pain.

““Oh, what have yon domne?” cried
Harold, as he saw the red blood trickling
over her soft neck and staining the white
roses on her bosom.

_ “It is nothing,” gasped the girl, and
then totfered back upon the sofa, pallid

and unconsecious.

“She has only fainted,” said Arleigh,
as he bent over her. ““There is no cause
for alarm. - The ball merely cut the ten-
der flesh.”

But the host had gone, evidently to
send for a physician, and his frightened
E'iuh had followed him aimlessly into the

“Oh, my love, my love,” moaned
Harold. *“‘I had almost rather see you
I&ing here before me dead than fo know

t you will be the wife of another.”

It would seem that she heard his voice
and understood his words even in her
unconsciousness, for she suddenly open-
ed her eyes and smiled like a little child
awaking from a dream.

‘““What were you saying, Harold?” she
asked, faintly, regarding him with a won-
dering look.

““That it is agony to give youn up to an-
other, my dm-ling,{ he rejogned slowly.

Her pain and fright were all gone now.
Bhe rose before them proudly, her pale
cheeks growing rosy.

“‘Harold,” she saud, gravely, “if I am
not your wife, I1shall never be the wife of
an r. You have wronged my love and
fidelity if you have ever thought differ-
ent}y' ”

The speil of the sweet old love dream
was upon them; there was no need for
expianations, for heart spoke to heart and
each understood the other; all anger was
forgiven and all mistakes forgotten.

“Isup only for my stupid accident
we shonld never have been reconciled,”
smiled Ermengarde, by and by; “and I
should have been angry with you all my
life as T had been for years.”

“Those years of our lost happiness
have not been lived in vain,” he answered,
seriously. ““Our love is fried and true,
and your husband will be your honor
and supporter, instead of a pensioner on
your beauty.”

Lovely, happy Ermengarde was in-
g‘[:tmoﬁcd parsfo{nl;er lovt':
er's ment, thinking of his grea
man.i;g:ve so ‘‘tried and true,” she, with
true, womanly sentiment. began to be-
lievein his wisdom.

“After all,” she confessed to Mrs.
Goldsbz; #I think I should despise a hus-
band who would be what my dear Harold
would have been if Iinmy silly fondnegs

or a bridal sent,” Mr.
pistol ! presen

it

i

tesque bronze statuette, a few coins cen-.

OLD DAN.
Farmer Henderson came in from the
barn one morning with his hands and
%h::d watdnﬁgl covered with mud, his
an eyes flashing.
“Ned!” he shouted, as he entered the
kitchen. ‘“ Where's Ned?”

“ nere Tam!” came & cheery voice in
reply, and an instant after a bright,
strong boy of somesixteen years entered
the old-fashioned country kitchen from
the adjoining woodshed where he had
been cutting potatoes for the day’s plant-
ing. * Do you want anything?’

“I want to tell yon this,” said Mr.
Henderson, as he washed himself at the
sink, and rubbed his weather-beaten
face with a coarse towel until it was even
more red than before. - ‘‘Old Dan must
be killed! Just see the state I am in,
and all from that worthless old rascal.
I won't have him about the house an-
other day. He's good for nothing but to
make trouble, and he must be shot before
night!” added the farmer wrathfully.

Ned was about to plead for his pet
when his little sister came into the room.

‘“Why, papa, what is the matter?’ she
cried, running fo him in astonishment,
“Did yon fall into the creek?”

“I might as well, he replied, half
langhing. *‘‘Old Dan butted me into the
watering-trongh.”

There was a shont of langhter from
both children, in which their mother
joined.

*“Well, Jedediah,” said Mrs.Henderson,
coming into the kitchen shaking with
mirth, ““what could yon have been think-
ing about to let an old ram, most twenty
years old, knock you into the watering-
trough!”

““But,” explained her husband, *‘ he
took me unawares. I had just filled one
pail to earry to the barn, and was stoop-
ing to dip the other when the old rascal
eame at me like the wind snd knocked
me completely into the water? Hescam-
pered, I tell you, before I could get ont.
He knew he had donemischief. Anyhow,
he's got to be killed to day, sure. He's
only a nuisance, and I'll shoot him to-
night, when we come back from town, if
he’s on the farm,”

Two hours latfer Mr. and Mrs. Hen-
derson drove away to be sabsent from
home until night. Asthey rattled ont of
the yard old Dan suddenly appeared
close to the gate, and wagging his tail as
if in derision, gave ntterance to a hoarse

“Ba-a-a al” :

The farmer turned, shook his whip at
the fellow, and oried, ““This is your last
day, my boy, make the most of it.”

Neod and Carrie were the only children.
Leaving Carrie in the house alone, after
they had considered a while whether
there was any way of averting old Dan’s
sad fute, Ned shouldered his hoe and
marched off to his work, planting pota-
toes with Cronson, the hi man, in the

“back lot.”

But the little girl of thirteen bad no
thought of being afraid. She had the
breakiast dishes to wash, some sweeping
to do, and the dinner to get, all before 12
o'elock.

Time fled. The dishes stood in shining
rows unpon the pantry shelves, the broom
had performed its work, and Carrie was
preparing the vegetables to be beoiled,
when there came a faint knock af the
door. Supposing it to be one of the
neighbors, the little girl did not rise, but
ealled :

““‘Come in!" .

The door was slowly opened and a man
stepped within.

He wore a black coat, buttoned to his
ehin, and very threadbare. His trousers,
too, were black and very shiny, and much
too short for him. On one foot was a
boot, while the other was graced by a
ragged shoe. He carried a battered silk
hat in his hand. His face was long and
solemn, but quite red, hiseyes bleared,
his hands very dirty, and altogether he
was a queer-locking visitor.

“TIs your ma at home, miss?” said he,
in & half whine, as he glanced sharply
abont the room.

**No, sir,” replied Carrie, wondering
why he asked; *‘she has gone to Under-
hill Did youn wish'to see her?”

*Oh, no,” the man replied. “I only
asked out of politeness, you know,” and
he smiled solemnly at the little girl, and
winked one eye. *'No, I came on busi-
ness with your particular, urgent
business. B'pose he's ronnd, is he not?"

“No, sir; he went to town with
mother,” said Carrie.

“Now, that's too bad!” exclaimed the
visitor, as he seated himself; “and I've
come so far to see him. But perha
your brother or sister would do as well.”

“I haven’t any sister,” said the little
hostess laughing, and my brother's over
in the back lot. He'll be in by and by,
thongh, if he’ll do.”

“Well, 1 don’t hardly believe he will,
after all,” said the man, shaking his head
thoughtfully, “‘and I can’t wait to day,
anyway; I hain’t the time. But I'm fer-
ribly hangry. If I could I'd stay to din-
ner, miss. owever, under the circum-
stances, perhaps Iou had better giver me
& light junch ore I go; a piece of pie
and acup of tea and a 1 meat, or
something of that sort.”

**Oh, certainly; only I ecan’t give you
the meat, for we haven’t it in the house,”
said Carrie, rising; “but I will find
something.” And she brought from the
pantry a whole spple pie, which she
plncegbefom him with a knife and fork.

“If you will help yourself I'll have
the tea ready in three minutes,”

“All right, my dear,” said the man,
seizing the knife and drawing the pie to-
ward him. ““I will act upen your advice.
The last time I took dinner with General
Grant,” he continued, as he ent a great
piece and began to eat, “‘he said to me,
‘Governor, governor,’ said he, ‘neverdis-
regard a lady’s adviee;' and I have al-
ways remembered what he said,” and he
chnekled merrily, and nodded his head
at the delicious-looking pastry before
him.
Carrie wondered a little at the table-
manners of the man who had dined with

| Grant, butshe his tea, flavored it

with rich cream an
to him.

“T am not much of a hand for tea,”
said the man, as he drained the eup,
“but my doctor says that I must drink
it for my digestion. Ruoined my diges-
tion while I was in army, Fos i
and he winked solemnly. “By thewsy,”
he continued, picking up the silver tea-
spoon from his saucer, “have you any
more of these? They are as nest a pat-
tern as I ever saw, and odd, foo. Ishounld
like to see the rest of the dozen, if you
have them.”

_ ““Mother has ol ] .7 said Carrie,
in her innocence, * she is
of them; but I will show them to you.

Then ihe brought the

sugar, and passed it

pot empty. As the little girl handed him
the treasures he arose, took tho box to
the window, examined its contents for a
moment, and then, as if in joyful sur-
prise, said:

“I am right! They are the wvery

s! The very same identical spoons

t my friend lost when he wasa boy?

How lucky it 1s that I have found them
at last!”

‘With these words and a very low bow,
the rascal opened the door ana slipped
nwtx with the spoons and silver cream-
piteher down the path toward the gate.

For asn instant Carrie stood motion-
less; then, wmshing after hLim, she
shrieked: :

“Give me those spoons. They are my
mother’s spoons, and you are trying to
steal them! You are a thief, a thief!
Bring them baek! bring them back!”

The man, however, paid no attention
to the child’s cries, but ran rapidly down
the path, cafrying the box in his arms;
and the spoons and pitcher would have
been lost forever if a new party had not
ap) on the scene.

ld Dan was quietly nibbling the
grass near the gateway. Hearing his
Iittle mistreas's voice he looked up at the
very instant that the tramp passed. What
he saw about the man that disturbed him
I don’'t know; but, erecting his head,
with & hoarse ‘“Ba-a-a!” he shot after him
like a cannon-ball. X

The man turned to receive him and de-
fend himself, but the ram struck him
fairly in the front and knocked him, half
senseless, flat on his back, scattering the
silver in all directions.

For an instant the fellow remained
sprawling in the dust, then he slowl
arose, limping and groaning, and wit.
but a glance at his enemy, began to gather
up his stolen spoils.

Hehad partly completed his task when
old Dan, who, all this time, had been
watching the proceedings from beneath
his _shaggy eyebrows, shook his long

, and with another tremendous
‘“Ba-a-a!” dashed at him again, and over
he went a second time, his treasures fly-
ing from his hands.

And now began a strange battle. With
eries of rage and pain the wan recovered
his feet and turned upon the ram, kick-
ing and striking at him furiously, while
Dan, accustomed to such warfare from
years of experience with the boys of the
countryside, easily elnded him, and in
return butted him fo the earth again and
again.

The spoons and eream-pitcher were
knocked hither and thither, as the com-
batants struggled, the road was trampled
into something like arace-course, theair
was filled with very bad langunage, very
angry ‘“‘bass” and a great clond of dust.

But after some five minutes victory de-
clared itself on the side of the quadruped,
and bruised and bleeding, with clothesin
rags, minns hat and shoes, the van-
quished man suddenly turned away and
ran limping down the road, leaving his
antagonist in full possession of the field
and broken silver.

0Old Dan remained motionless, gazing
after his enemy until he disappeared
around a distant turn in the road; then,
shaking the dust from his coarse wool, he
gave utterance to a low groan of satisfac-
tion, and wagging his tail, returned to his
dinnerin front of the house.

Hbslf an hour later, as Carrie washed
the coveted spoons and the bright little
pitcher and lnid them carefully away once
more, she told her brother the story, and
how the robber was foiled; and Ned, full
of enthusiasm, cried:

““We will not kill old Dan atall, forI
donot believe that father would shoot him
now for a hundred dollars?”

And the boy was right, The old ram
won more than he knew when he fought
the tramp and conguered him. He won
his master's , and a free, happy
life for the remainder of his days.

How Arrtisrs SwinpLe.—Hill, the ani-
mal painter, whose ‘“Grant at SBan Jose”
is the artietic hit of the California season,
tells a good story which illustrates
the complacent stupidity peculiar to
many of the wealthy ignoramuses of the
Pacific coast. When his studio was at
San Jose some months ago an alleged
connoisseur of large means came to in-
speet Hill's work. The millionaire did
not permit himself fo be pleased with
anything he saw, however, excepting a
fearful attempt at a marine view, painted
by a not very tE‘re:nhiuing pupil of the
artist. *‘Now t,”” said the visitor,
looking through his hand very critically,
“now that is something very fine. If it
was only a storm scene I wouldn’t mind

iving tive hundred for it on the spot. I

wve one superb storm on the Aftlantie
coast and I want a first-class Pacific scene
to balance it.';h ‘While tllﬁlueritio was
e in another room, '8 er
an quickly seized his bms]i:.?n
pallet and dashed a huge black cloud in
the corner of the picture in guestion. A
few tonches of white cap, the waves
with spray, s few more hasty strokes de-

e topmast of a supposed feund-

ered vessel sticking out of the waves,
while a little ochre in his thumb nail fin-
ished the tempestuous effect with some
streaks of jagged lightning. Hastily
hanging the canvass in another position,
the retoucher awaited results. ‘‘Ah!
this is the real sort of thing!” said the
visitor, as his eye fell upon the up-
holstered daub. ‘“This is just what I
want.” And though he finally Jewed
the firm down to $400, he paid that
amonnt and then asctually lugged off the
horror in his carriage for fear some rival
p?tgit;z of the fine arts should get ahead
o .

A wise rich man is like the back or
stock of the chimney, and his wealth the
fire; he receives it, not for his own need,
but to refleet the heat to others’ good.

A WEEK in your own town snd no
capital risked. You can give the
business & ftrial without expense.

The best opportunity ever offered for
those willing to work. You should try mothing
else until you see for yourself what you can doat
the business we offer. No room toexplain here.
You cun devote all your {ime or only your spare
time fo Lhe business, and make great pay for
every lour you work. Women mske as much
as men. Bend ﬁ;upu:..;m‘lnpﬁvm terms and
ticulars, which we free, 6 outfit
Don’t complaiu of hard times while you have
such & chance. Address H, HALLETT & CO,.
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No one can f&il to' make fast. Any one
can do the work You can my _fmz:;“mwl:
your evenings
ﬁmab_tk’all;ui'aés ‘l‘inh ui:tﬂl rj:ot.hlnglo hyh!.h_e
business Nothing ' 1no making
ever offered before. ‘Balhan ::{nduﬁd-
!{m e e

¥

TO $6000 A YEAR, or §5 to $20 a day
in your own locality. No risk. Wo-
~men do as well as men. Many make
more than the amount stated above.
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From a Merchant.
Dayrox, W. T., Feb, 10, 1879,

W. J. Horne, Proprictor Californis Elastic
Truss Co., 702 Market street, San Francisco—Sir:
The Truss I purchased of you about one year ago
has proved a miracle to we. [ have been ruptur-
ed years, und worn dozensof different kinds
of Trusses, all of which have ruined my health,
as they were erl.:;ious to my back and spine.
Your valuable Truss is as easy as an oldshoe,and
is worth hundreds of dollars to me, as it affords
me 50 much pleasure. Ican and do advise all,
both ladies and gentlemen, afflicled, to buy any
wear your modern improved Elastic Truss imme-
diately.” I never expect to be cured, but am
satisfied and happy with the comfort it gives me
to wear it It was the best $10 [ ever invested in
my life. You can refer any one to me, and I
will be glad to answer any letters on ils merrits.

I remain, yours respecifully,

D, B. BunNELL.

Latest Medical Endorsements.

MarTiyez, Cal., Feb. 17, 1879.
W. J. Herne, Proprietor California Elastic
Truss Co., 702'Market street, 8. F.—Sir: In re—
gard to your California Elastie Truss, I would say
that 1 havecarcfully studied its mechanism, ap-
plied it in practice, and do not hesilate to say
that for all purposes for which Trusses are worn
it is the best Truss ever offered to the publie
Yours truly, J. H. Caroreers, M D.
Endorsed by a‘promiment Medical Im=
8ax FrANcisco, March 6, 1879
N FrancCISCO, March @, 1879,
W. J. Horne, Esq.—8ir: You ask my opinion
of ihe relative merits of your Pateni IKlastic
Truss, as compared with other kinds that have
been tested under my observation, and in reply I
frankly state that from the time my attention
was first called to their simple, thongh highly
mechanical and philosophical ecoustruetion, to-
gether with easy adjustibility to persons of all
ages, forms or sizes. I add this further testimony
with special pleasure, that the several persons
who have applied to me foraid in their special
cases of rupture, and whom I haveadvised touse
yours, all acknowledge their entire satisfaction,
and consider themsaives highly lavored by the
possession of the improved ﬁaslic Truss.
Yours truly, Bagt-ow J. Surra, M. D,
Proprictor Hygienic Medical Institute,
635 California street, Ban Francisco.

A REMARKABLE CURE.

Ban Francsco, Oct 206, 1879.
W. J. Hoerne, Proprietor California Elaslie
Truss, 702 Market strest, 8an Francisco—Sir I
am truly grateful to you for the wonderful CURE
your valuable truss has effected on my little boy.
The double truss [ purchased from you has PER-
FECTLY CURED him of his painful rupture on
both sides in a little over six months, The steel
truss he had before I bought yours caused him
cruel torture, and it was a happy day for us all
when he laid it aside for the CaLirorxia EvasTic
Truvss. I am sure that all will be thankful who
are providentially led to give your truss a trial.
You may refer any one to me on this subject
Yours truly, W Pegu,
638 Sacramento Street.
This is to ertify that I have examined the son
of Wm Peru, and find him PERFECILY
CURED of Hernia on both sides.
L. Dexter Lyroxn, M. D.
Burgeon'and Physician,

Trusses forwarded to all parts of the United Statzs
at our expense on receipt of price.

Send Stamp for Lilastrated Cntalogue
Aaud Priee nine,

Giving full information and rules for measuring.

California Elastic Truss Co.

702 Market Street, S. F.

HALLS

SAFE AND LOCK CO.

CAPITAL, $1 000,000,

General Office and Manufactory,
CINCINNATI, OHIO.

Pacific Branel,
211 and 213 California §¢,, San Francisco.

CHAS., H. DODD & CO., PORTLAND,
Agents for Oregon and Washington Ter

HALI’S PATENT CONCRETE

FIRE-PROOF SATES.

ITave been testel by the wmost dissstrous confla-
grations in the country.

Thu'\’ ure I.hul‘ull.gllly fire pmof.

They are free from dampness,

Their superiority is beyoud question.

Although about 150,000 of Lhese sufles are now
in use, aml hundreds have been tested by some
of the most disastrouns eonflagrations in the
eouniry, there ig not a single in<tance on record
wherein one of them ever failed to pieserve ils
eintonuts perleetly.

HALL’S PATENT DOVETAILED

TENON AKD GROOVE

BURGLAR-PROOF

= A T IO,
Have never been broken open and robbed by
burglars or robbera,

Hull's burglar work is protecled by leiters
potent, and his work cannot be equaled lawfully.

His patent bolt is superior to sny in use.

His patent locks caunot be picked by the most
akillful experts or burglars.

By one of the greatesi improvements known,
the Gross Automatic Movement, our locks are
operitod withont any arbor or spindle passing

rough the door and into the lock.

Our locks eanuot be opened or picked by bur-
glars or experts, (as in case of otherlocks),and we
will put from $1,000 to $10,000 behind them any
time arainst an egual amount.

THEY ARE THE BEST BAFE
Bade in America, or any other counitry.
One Thousand Dollars

To any person who c4n prove Lhat one of Iall's

patent burglar- safes bas ever been
l.n'uke:.tg o]wpr:maud robbed by

burglars up to the
present lime.

C. W. Poor, TRAVELING AGENT.
OmMice with C. H, bodd & Co., Portland, Oregon
C. B, PARCELLS, Manager, 8. F,

JOB PRINTING.

—THE—

Gazette Job Piinting House

IS NOW PREPARED TO DO

Plain and Ornamental Printing,

As ncat and Cheap as it can be done by any
Office vn the Coast.
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