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A TOWN GARDEN.

A ot of groub d=—=1hn merert serep~
' L lne n dry Totgotien well,
A atughiin i brlok-pult trap,

inake moner, by and ekl
LS

here men
And sirugghng throvgls 1o saguent haee
m flowers, with sapiess leal and e,
ap with snme:hing of the gaie
That eyes havo oest Gi Lhem.

Thete Is & ross agatisl the wal,

With seanty, smoko: ingitsied leatos;
Palr showers ot happler rwes full -

O Wils foul Arappiogs from (ho eaTTR
It ploes, hut you peed bardy note;

dtes by Inches in the gloom:

Shoow (o thy epringsme, as if BY roe

Lang hes forgotien b dreas of Bloom,

Tho prorvet biossom, and 1t were classed
Wilh color And nage=but pever o fower ]
14 tloams with 10 roses wiiose bicom is patt,
Of crery hae, sod plaoe, and ot
Thiy lve hefore me us | juok—=
The damesk b ls thel brvatba and glow,
Plok wid maas dows by a brook,
Lavian clasters of niry show,

Conld ono rransplant yon=—{far on high
A mut by suneet Lights thie the )=
Al et poud "etath ihe srolilog My,

(1 ihe grvel COURITY, MARY mile, J
Would yon o rikedeep sud suek us stranila,
veashed whin radn sod buog with pearl,

Wit 1o the Lellte, & Jealy liogth,
mweet with blossom for Juse and girk”

Yot po! Who needs you in thoss bowers’
Weo prizs gifs thel all eap give!
Bostow your Jite (uswnd of fywers,
At d slowly die that drensns may live,
Pelsoned s perishilog. your do e
Of itegering loaves »Lall not be valn—
Woriar W wreathe ihe hamlock howl,
Ur twito abotit the cross of paln!

TIHE SERJEANT'S WILL,

“Mr. Warrington, I believe?”

Simple words and true as fur as that I
am Me. Warrington; but this I can as-
sert,that never had words so taken me by
surpriso,nor had my name ever been put
to me under more singular ocirenm-
stancss, 'That this may be elear, I muost
explain. Asshortlywa I ean [ will do
w0, for 1 dislike explanation, and would
have my judge, when I am moving the
oourt, kaow belorehand, if possible,what

poiut is. s
am n barrister, as yon gness, and wy
obsmbers are in Hare Court; il is the
most anciont, qnist and retired place in
the Temple. just on your right if you
come in by the archway at tho bottom of
Chancery Lane. My number is of no
imporiance; in fact, abunpdant reasons
will appear why I should be reticent us
toit. Oune reason, which will not ap-
r:r. but a very eogont one nevgrtheless,
ug that solicitors aro not fond of
eounsel who rush into print, nnless their
luoubrations ure bonnd in calf. 1 have
one room in which I sit mysell, snd tho
undivided half of a clork's room and a
ge; the reat of the set are oocupied
T aw talking of & timo six months back)
by Serjeant Greathead, Q. C., of tho
westorn eircuit, whosa large room in the
rear is tho only comfortable and well
farnished one, my rooms being as diogy
and chicerless as most ground-floor apart-
ments iu the Templo, A couple of doors
shut nsin, but the oak is only aported
when the clerks leave st soven. Then
our chambers, not very lively daring the
day time, are abandonod to dacknoss, si-
Jonco and the mice, In a wornl, they

aro morely offices,

Wall, about the lime I have men.
tioned, I was obliged, no matter why—
E;rbu i hoeanse over my dinuer at the

uffolk Street Club I discovered a falla-
ey in the o{nninu to bo sent out the next
morning—1 found myself obliged, for
tho first timo in cortainly a yoar, to go to
wmy chumbers after dinner. The clock at
84, Clement Danes was strikiog tho half
hounr after nine as I turned into the lone
aomo and echoing Temple. I opened my
ontar door with my kay, after aseartain-
ing that 1 bad somo matehes in my

ocket, and did the same to the inner
r, drawing the oak to bahind me, and
shutting it. Then I stood still, Tt was
very odd!—all should have been in dark-
noas, but from the key hole of the ser-
juant's room a bright ray of light shone
steadily, and from within came the fa-
miliar sound of the rustling of papers. Tt
was very odd. I had known the sor
jeaut to say he never worked at night,
and cortainly I had never heard of him
coming Lo his ocbawmbers in the evening.
Very singalar that we should both be
thora on this partioular night! At any
rate, I would seo if it wae all right. 1
opencid his door and walked in quietly,
an apology on my lips. The room, as 1
have said, a speious one, was brilliantly
lighited, the tabla was covered with
rpen and books; but no Berjeant Great.
ead was there! Some one was, thongh,
with a vengeanoo,

“‘Mr. Warrington, I believe.”

With one liand resting upon the table
and pressing some among the many
pepors which littered it, stood tho
speaker, a lady! Apparently about five-
and-thirty, shoe was talland of a good
figure, hor dress handsome though sim
ple. A veil obsoured much of her face,
which was toward me as | entered, Either
her complexion was naturslly eolorless,
or agitation bhad driven the blood from
ber chceks; the latter, I conjia'urad,
minco Ler left hand was pressed o her
wide. I stood dumblounded, and at least
twice this anexpected apparition ro
peatad the wonds I bave st down, Who
was sho, and what on earth was she do-
ing alono and at this time of the tight in

onr clismbers? As faras I remembor 1
mid at last in a bewildered tone, still
bolding the door-handle:

**Yes, certainly, I am Mr. Warring-

ton."”
“Yon must be surprised lo find me
here. I am Serjeant Greathead’s nicce. "

“Ob, yes!” I answerad, with a bow and
& vain attempt to indisate by my tono
that I thonght this a perfoctly satisfac-
hrg explanation of her pressuce at 9.30
in bis chambers; ‘Oh, yos,'

“He is rather nnwell this evening,
and thought be would like to have some

to read, in cassa he should not
p. I bave volunteered to fotch them
—was it not bold of me?—and my cab is
waiting in Fleel stroet.”

“The serjoant not well! Iam ve
sorry. Can [ give you any assistance?”
of the lable she
:l.ﬂu n:-t of the buhudlu

b papers, such was
the litter upon it. ?ﬂll;m.w
good-jooking woman.

“You can audo the harm yoa have ia-
pooently caused, Mr. Warrington, b
glass of waler, il yon wi
80 You startled mo not a little.
was - m&:. find darkoess and
Joneliness, most any one."

I bave frightened you I do wish 1|
away—which is unselfish,” I
gellantly; ““but it is curious that
have Jed meo here to-night for
. the first ime yoar.”

“Yes; not ourions, Mr. Warring-

:

i

lit & eandle sod drew some water from
the filter. There was a flavor of romance

slanoes, somelbing repelled me,
pot got over the start
perhaps,

“Are you
yon want?” She had replaced the papers
und oleared the table with wonderful
deltness while I was away, Bhe was
standing now by the fireplace, evidently
ready Lo go,

“I have, thank you," she answerod
ratherthoughtiully; “perhaps you would
be good enough to escort me to my cab,
my nerves bave hardly recovered yet.”

She smiled bewitohingly as she spoke
what 1 took for badinage, but the next
jnstant 1 saw that it was trne encugh,
We were moving toward the door, aod 1
had just maid " With pleasure,” when a
heavy fuﬂtttap:'éomin
throngh the closed doors,
ecouple of seconds as if going no further,
then it proceeded on and np the stairs.
Woll, just dariog the scooad or two that
it balted at the door, I saw my compan-
ion's face~it had turned white again and
hind the same nervons, expectant expres-
sion T had first observed, Her nerves
bad not recovered tho surpiise of my
sudden enlrande,

“It would hardly do for any one to
find we bere," she paid, with a forced
laugh, finding my eyes fixed upon her
fuce,

“No? but that was so like your uncle’s
footstep that it did not alarm me."

She did not smile as I expaoted. On
the contrary, she helped to unfasten the
outer door with almost pelulant eager-
ness. Onoe in the open air she breathed
more freely, but she hardly spoke agsin
excopt o thank me when I pa¢ ber into
the eab.

“I hope the Serjeant will sleep to-
night and not noed bis papers,” were my
Iust words, which she only ncknowledged
by a bow, a3 she threw herself back. But
I had oause, as will be seen, to remem-
ber thetm,

1 did not get much work done that
night, quiet as it was; my visitor had
unsettled meo, I suppose, Twioe I thonght
I heard someone in the Sergeant's room,
and was foolish enough to take s light
and go and see, Of eourse there was no
one there ; so after a short time I gave
it up and went homo to bed.

The next day, be Itobserved, was Sun-
day. I pass onas briefly as I ean ; at
breakfast on the Monday I receivad a
more serious shock. Among the items
of intelligencs in the morning Post ap-
peared this paragraph (it will save me
much explanation): * We regret to
havo to announocs the sudden death, at
hix residence, (Hloueeater Road, of Mr.
Sorgeant Gireathead, Q. O., of the West-
ern Cirouit, Recorder of Diddlehawm.
His deceass, which took place very sud-
denly on Saturday evening, was cansed
by a heart complaint from which the
learned gentleman had for some time
sulfered.”

“Umph,” I said to myself, and being
a lawyor, began to think and to put two
and two together, not without wow and
again a little eerio foeling down tho small
of my back. Mr, SBergeant Greathead
disd on Saturday evening. OnBaturday
evening, beforo or after the evont, is not
proved, & lndy is oecupied all nlone
amang Mr, Sergoant Gireathead's papers
in his chambers, und, though this I was
not quite sure abont, smong the drawers
of lus writing table. “Umph " well, 1
was nover on very inlimate torms with
the old gentleman, who was thirly yoears
my senior, and it i8 no partionlar busi
ness of mine.  It's all right, or will come
50 in the end, doublless. And I put on
my boots and coat and went down to
chambors and disoussad the old gentle-
man's death, with the due nmount of
sympathiy, with his olerk, and forwarded
a lotter of condolence to the family, of
whom I knew mothing, applied to the
treasuror of the Inner Tomplo to take on
the Sergeant’s chambers, and did my
nsital work and lived my usunal life for
four days. Then something hoppened.
Thomas, my boy, showed in to me “onr
Mr. Ford,” of Ford, Ford & Bittle, of
Staplo's Inn, whom Ikuew to bo thoe late
Horgoant's solicitors, “A new oliont,”
said I to myself, with much excitement.
With a judicions mixture of courtesy
and dignity I waved him to a seat; which
was all thrown away.

“‘Now, parhaps you ean toll me, Nr,
Warrington, he said after a few prelimi-
pary observations, which safficiently en-
lighteped me. *‘Have you any idea
where our poor fricod is likely to have
put his wil‘."

“'Not the slightest. We were nol on
very intimate terms, though the best of
frionds, Have you searched his oup-
board and books?"

“Carefally. Yot T feel suro that it is
here. The day bie signed it he said to
me, ‘Here you'll find it when you waut it
Ford,' and ho tapped the table, so that
I took it for granted he meaut to Jock it
up there.”

*What family hasto left, Mr. Ford?"

*““Ho was never married. His piece, a
remarkably nice girl, has lived with Lim
for overa year. Excepta distant cousin
who acted s a kind of housekeeper, she
was his only conneetion,”

**Was his niece a very great favorite of

hin?"
“Yes, of lute, very much so. Her
wother wod the sergeant did not get
on; ayoar ago the mother died, and Mr
Greenhead, who was u good man st bot-
tom, took the girl howe. 1 don’t mind
telling yon that the missing will leaves
her ml? evarything.”

“What!" I eried, in astovishmeuzt,
“leaves her nearly everything?”

“Yos; and very naturally, too. Why
not?"

Up to this moment I Imd bad, since
the lawyer opened bhin business to me,
bat ope idea which was, that on the
night the old man died, his piece, *‘this
very pice girl,” had come to his cbam-
bers, searched for the will, and, for ber
own advantage, absiracied and destroyed
it. Had dono tbat, and had inoto the
I a-gain, startled me first, and fooled me
sfierwand. Bat how abont thia theory
now! *“‘Cai bono."

“] can't make it out?™ I said, slowly
mursing my chin,

“*Nor ean 11" eried the other briskly.
“Is the niece, Mimv—Miss Gmlhms.
of a very Quixotie spirit at all likely to
burn up the will to benefit somebody

"&Gm:‘?du to uthro- away
savont mean
o et T P e
such a thing to you?™

. ——

about this, and yet, handsome aa she | above,
was, and singnler’ as ware the ciroum- | wonder
1 had | my
she cansed me | 2

along the passage | his broast

outside, made itself clearly heard even | in the face,
1t halted o | sin leather case,

1 told him all that had ocourred on the
Saturday night, just us I bave related it
If my readors feel a titho of the
ho expressod, [ am watistled with
nwers of desoription,
“if you bad not told me face to face,
r, I wonll not huve believed » sylln-

sure that you havoe got what | ble of it!" he saiil emplotically, “'not &

syllabie!”

“Conld you"—after I had thought »
minute or two— ‘could you procure moe
u glimpso of Miss Gireatboad, or of Ler

hotogra 'L?"

e Our Mr. Ford
“Well, T could. Perbaps it would
more satisfsatory if you saw herself.”

“Not at all.” "What in the world made
the mun fidget so?

“Pheu I think—I have—somewheoro,
if I've not left it, the very thing you
want, Ol, yes, hers itis," Aud after
fumbling in &ll kis other pockets, from
pooket Mr. Ford, a little red
produced a noat littie Ros-
He opened this und

actually blushed.

I liold the portrait within for my wnspec

tion.

“Well?" he uttered impatiently, while
with & eritical eye I was examining a
very protty, very youthfal, wholly good
fuce.

“'Nosgo a little, just a little, too reirens-
g0, [ murmurad.

“EL?" shuttiog it up with an angry
snap,

“Bat, bowover, that is not the lady
who was occnpied here on Saturdey
pight, 'That is one point elear, Mr.
Yord. Now, who wonld profit by the
destruotion of this will? Is there any
earlier one iv existence?”

“Yen, There in o former will diseov-
ered 1 tho sergeant's Jesk at home, It
was made before Olive—1 mean Miss
Greuthond—oima to live with hiw,”

“Its date?"

“January, 1879."

“Well?"

“1t loaves two thirds of tho esiate to
the cousin who then kept house for
him."

“A tall, pale, dark eyed womau, de-
cidedly good-looking."

“Yes. By Jove, I sce! She was your
visitor, und with instinetive eantion,
gave Olive's name, or rather descrip-
tion,” he eriad.

“And Lias destroyed the last will?"

“1 don't know so much about that,"
he answered, slowly wipiog his forehead.
“She did not burn it here, as you say
the fire was out. She might kMF it to
seo how things wonld tarn out. Ib gives
Lier £5,000, too."

“Ah, doos it? Wait a momoent, Does
it really? Well, then, wa can get it back
by a bold stroke, I'm with yon in this,
Mr. Ford. It gots interesting. The frst
will, whieh must bo proved if the last bo
not fonud, gives the honsekeeping consin
two-thirds, abont £50,000, say; the later
and missing will gives her £0,000, Bat
gupposs one wero—ouly supposs—one
were (o tarn up between the two and
give her nothing, eh?"

“No chance!” said the lawyer; "I
don't think I quite follow you.”

“I ecan expiain in two words,
'm._i‘

Bnt as the two words lengthenad
themselves to two hundred, as two words
alwuys do, I need not go through any
more of onr conversation. Its drift will
bo guessed by the sagacions reader,

At parting, “‘Its rather a seriousthing,
you know," said the lawyer ruefully.

“Yeu," I auswered misohlevously; *its
five yoars,"”

Weo were assembled in the dead man's
dying room in Gloucester road to Lear
the will road. It may seem odd that I
should have been present ab this merely
family matter, but the fact is that I,
John Warrington, of the inver temple,
barrister-nt-law, was not, A silent and
Lhumble gentleman, with a beard and
glasses, with also n seedy coat aud boots
to mateh, and a habit of takiong suuff sur-
reptitionsly yol with a certain amonnt of
ostentation, was present, But Le waa
morely Mr, Ford's clerk, and if Lis
fignro and face were not familisr sights
in the offices of Messra, Ford, Ford &
Bittle, wby Mr. Ford Lad o right to en-
gage & speoinl clerk for business of so
confidential a nature as this. There
were not many present, The tall,
pracioas, almost queenly woman sitting
near the fire with her back to the light
and a large black fac in her hand is Misas
Clilling, ‘third cousin to the decsasad,’
as the newspapers wonld say, The fair,
norvous girl by the table is Miss Olive
Greathead; observe that ber pale face
flushes a littlo as sho shakea hands with
‘our Mr. Ford." In the back-ground are
old Humphreys, the olerk, and several
servants,

“T have two wills here which I think
I ought to read,” saya the lawyer, softly,
taking his seat at the end of the lable,
“The fient is dated 1879, the recond
about s year bLack, A third will was
maJe witbin the last six months, but I
regrel to say that our poor friend must
Lhave destroyod it, inteading, of this I
have no doubt, to make anotler in its
place. In the midst of life, we are—yes,
toded,”

Hiving uttered this in low but elesc
tones Lo takes from me—I mean from
the olerk, who produces them from Lis
black bag, soms papers, and proceeds in
more business like tones to read the *last
will and testament of Jonathan Cirest-
head, of Uloucesler road, in the county
of Middlesex; and of Havre court, the
temple, st the city of London, barrister-
ol law."

“The purport is this,” said be, after
the usnal flood of verbiage had passed
for the most part harmouniously over our
hieads, “'that the bulk of the tesiator’s
estate would go to his consin, Miss Chill
in% and a skare, very much smaller, bat
still considerable, to Miss Greathead. In
one respect I very much regret that my
task does not end with this will,”

Then we will listen to another last will
and testament, aod a fresh eurrent of
conveyancer's English, much shorter
than the last, howaver, is let looss upon
ns, One person in the room, I ean sale:
Iy assert, feels on the rack, and Misa
Chilling’s fan never stays, but flutters,
now glowly, now with a sudden impetas,
And no wonder, her fortuna of $45,000
swept away by a stroke of the pen, anda
misersble £500 all that is giv.n ber in-
stead. Of the residue, after payment of
cortain legacies to the servants, clerks
and others, the whole is given to Miss
Greathead, When he ceased the woman
at the fira rose grandly to her full
height.

This is not the final arrangement our
friend inteoded to make; so much I
know; it is a sad lessom of the danger of

Yon

procrastination even in the wises! of us.”

tore, busy with the paper,

#0b, Edith, I am vory sorry!” Miss
Greathead bind risen, too, and put her
hand upon the eldor woman's shoulder.
The servants wero fling out. Miss Chill-
ing pushed the othernside, not eruelly,
but as if she wero in the way.

“Tho willl show me the willl" she
said, in hoarse, low tones, lLolding ont
one white bsnd imperatively. Mr, Ford
banded it to her without a word, BShe
took it to the window and examised it
carefully. Wonderfal as under the eir-

be | cumstanees was her self-command, one

conld boar the paper rustle in her shak-
ing hands, Ina moment she faced us,
“Yon did not draw this will?"

“Xo," Mr. Ford apswered nervously,
‘e took, 1 suppose, other advice. The
attesting witnesses are Mr. Warrington,
who, you may be awara, has chambers—
had, I should say—with the serjeant,and
the laundress, who died some months
ago. So it is evident that it was made at
chambers,"”

There was an uncomfortable silence
for » moment, Then Miss Chilliog
crossed the room and raug the bell,

“Ts Mr. Humphreys still here?” she
sald to the servant.

“Yes, Mins,"

“Ask him to como to me, if you
pleans?” Y

“My elerk shall feteh him,” cried Mr,
Ford, hastily, with & glance atthe ser-
vant snd then at hN uoprepobsessing
follower,

“No," said Miss Chilling, imperative-
ly. Wa all stood still and listoned to the
clock ticking solemly, till the old olerk
appeared,

“‘Humphreys," sba said, with =
strapge yearning in her voice, a sudden
softening, as it were, **please to sxamine
this signatore, and tell me if it is your
late masters."

He was ber last hope.

Tue old manslowly drew out and put

on his glasses. NMiss Greathead, nerv
ous and frightened, cowered in the win
dow seat, Mr, Ford looked steadily into
the fire. I fanoy be saw there a law re-
yort headed, “In the matter of Charles
{enry Ford, gentleman, one, ete.," or it
might be more shortly, *“In the matter
of a solicitor.”  As for his elerk, T can
auswer for it, that no heart in the room
was going pit-a-pat like his. How long
Humplireys was pouring over it! At
lnst be spoke, and then with torturing
slownesa:

A, that's his writing, sure enough,
God bless bim."

Then two of us drew such a sigh of re-
lief, ns, well T am at aloss for a meta-
phor sufficiently strong, but at any rate,
1t wae a very deep one.

Mr. Ford murmured a few words of
condolence to the one lady and congrat-
ulations to the other; snd Le snd his
elork got themselvos ont of the room as
well a3 they could. The last seen of
Miss Chiilling, she was brooding over tue
fire, with a face ever so much «lder, ns it
scemod to ns, than tiat which had
shone in the dusk Lehind ber flattering
fau.

“Upon my bonor,” Ford whispered to
his confidential clerk, as the door elosad
behind them, *'I am afraid to leave them
tugether.”

“Pooh,your young woman hasn't made
n will.”

“Why? what! you don't think she—?"
He stood still.

*“The serjeant? No, Idon't. 1 have
scen bis doctor.  She was frst on the
seone, that's all; a conple of hoars be-
fore any cne clse, I expect.”

“Whatif onr plan dossn't work? How
long are we to keep it up?”

“A week won't do us harm; then if
nothing turns up we must find out some-
thing wroug with our previons docament,
But I don’t think she is inclined to
fight.” And the confidential clerk of
Ford, Ford & Bittle linked his arm with
that of **our Mr, Ford"” with astonishing
freedom, and an utier forgetfulness of
his seedy hat and boots,

“A lady to see you, sir,” I was greatly
surprisod.

“8how her in. Good gracions! How
do you do? Please to take a seat, miss—
ah, yes, Miss Greathead. Very sad
things bave happened eince I saw yon
last.” It was my former visitor, the
Serjeant's niece.

“Yes, indeed; they are too fresh to ba
spoken of, I have called to sk yon a
question, Mr. Warrington, and I am
sure I may trost to your discretion,”

“‘Absolutely,” L assentad, warmly.

*'Pleasa do not think it an odd one, I
Lave a reason. Do you remember wit.
nessing my uncle's signature about a
year ago?”

““Well, 1 remember this much, that I
did so, but I don't think I ean tell you
muoh about it; as far a8 I can recall the
watter, Mrs. Coil was there. No one
else, I think, If I can help you any
farther, I will thiuk it ont.”

“Thank you,” she said, with a half-

audible sigh, drumming softly on my
table with her gloved fingers, “*That is
all, I think, that I wantad to ask, Now
I am here, [ shonld like to =ee my unecle's
room for—for the last time, Mr, War-
ripglon, if-you please.”
“"Most certainly. Nothing has been
disturbed since you were here,” T led
the way into the room; she stood iu the
wmiddle, and looked round with a steady
serutinizing gazo.

“I will leave you for a moment,” said
1. considerately, and half closiog the
door, stepped into my own room, and
sat dowc—to finish the Statement of
Claim in Davey v, Davey?—nothing of
the kind, lmt exccuted apon my hearth-
rog o sileot dance of trinmph that wounld
Lave gained for me a lucrative engage-
ment sl the Aquarinm. After fiva min-
utes of this, Icom d my face, and
went back to the old gentleman's room,
stumbling carelessly over the mat as I
did so. She was still apparently stand-
ing exactly whera I left her. It cost me
all my sal{-command to aveil glanecing
ronnd tha room.

“Thaok you,” she said, sweatly, *'I
am so mach obliged to you. Tam very
glad T came. You will not mention my
visit?"

“You may depend upan my reticence,”
I said, with a bow, in which I flatter my-
sell that s sinoere personal devotion snd
an overflowing appreeiation of her affec-
tion for her uocle appeered to mingle.
The moment, however, that I bad got
her out of the chambers and the door
closed behind her, I sent Thomas off
with a note and darted back into the Ser-
jeant’s room. Thers I stood in the mid-
dle, where my visilor had stood, and
looked around me. There was a melan-
i choly tidiness sverywhers. Quickly 1

Thus Mr. Ford, in n low, apologetio |0|mner.l the drawers, oast my eye over

them, folt belind them; as I expeoted,
nothing, Then I procured o chair and u |
oandle, nnd with s micutlouess that
would have doue oredit to u Foushe, I
loaked along the top of row alter row of l
the haif-bonnd Imof:,n that on three sides
conoealed the walls frow floor to eeiling.
Two sides had bean exsmined bafore
fonud what I kad expected. Low down
between the Areplacs and one of the win-
dows it was, almost within reach of the
writing table, Then I sat down on the
floor, put the candle Dbesile me and
took vut my wateh,

Beven minutes passed before Thomas
roturned and some one with him. I did
not move, but sung out:

“Foed! here I am; come in and shut
the door."

*Iiera bas been alady here, your boy
tells me?”

“Yes, the lady. She wished to sso her
unele’s room onee more. Bweotly ap-
propriate, wiasa't it?"

“Yes, yeu.”

“Well, out of consideration for her
feclines—""

‘““Bother her feelings!"

T lelt Lier alone—and look here."

Ho was on his knees in tho twinkling
of an eye, and bud both eyes glued on
the top of the eleventh and twelfth vol-
uwmes of Bevan's Reports of the Court
of Ohancery., The layer of dust, which
elsowhere lay in uniformn smoothness,
was here disturbed.

*“The will is in Chancery, you may do-
pend upon it," I said, airily. At asign
from me Ford gingerly removed the
books, and opemed first ove nund shook
it—nothing. I won't swear that our fuces
did not flush as he opencd the other and
shook it--nothing! Then Lo got up and
used 8 nanghty word, 1 examined the
volume closely, with theo same result.
We looked at one nnother.

“Nothing wrong with our calenlations,
is there?”

“‘No; under the missing will she gels
£5,000, That will disappears, that ehe
moy get two-thirds of the whole eatate
under the first; when, lo, up starts an
intermediato will—a devilich odd will—
leaving lier only £500, and good, as far
as shie knows, until the missing one taros
up. Bhe's no fool; therefore it will turn

up.

“If she has not destroyed it.”

“Eractly. How muoch time did you
give her "

“I'ive minputes at least; and some ono
Lias been atthess books, Wait a minute,
what fools we have been !" Two volumes
of Bevan's reports still lay upon the floor
side by side. I plunged my haod into
the ortice cansad by their absence from
the shelf. I groped. Ford's eyes grew
pereeptably bigger. *‘What's this?" 1
cried, snd brought out & paper.

“Right!" he shouated, as he hastily
glanced st it outside. The lost will !
We've won I

“"No chanoe of ‘five years with—," eh,
now, Ford?"

*No, tut upon my homor, at one time
things looked awkward.”

The five thonsand pounds were prompt-
Iy paid to Mrs. Chilling, and sho has
passed from our sight with that modest
independonce. She was o very clever
woman, and most cartainly will get on in
the world. Iam glad she never learned
how she was ¢l ee'imated, Olive Great-
head is now the wife of “ourMr, Ford,"”
a cozy, pleasant resort is their honse in
Girenville place. So muchcf the busi.
ness of Ford, Ford & Bittle comes to my
chembers in Hure Court, that I also am
thinking of setting up a little double
establishment at the West Eod. Ford
and I sometimes chat over the Sergeant’s
thiree wills, and the last time I dined
with him I heard him say, with singular
emphasis, to his gnest on the right:

“Yon never forged a will, now, I sup-
pose, Sir John?"

“1, sir!” eried the Alderman, with por-
tentions digunity.

“0Oh, no, of course not; but, do you
know, I dare say yon have dined at the
same table with people who bave,"”

The worthy merchant swelled and
swelled with indignation notil I quite
feared for him. And yet, do you know,
I think Ford was right.

Deseription of a Cowboy.

A gennine cowboy is worth deseribing,
wrileuacorreaimndent of the Philadel-
phia Press. In many respects heis a
wonderful ereature. He endares hard-
ships that would take the lives of most
men, and is, therefore, a perfect type of
rhssieal manhood. He ia the finest
jorseman in the world, and excels in all
the rude sports of the field. He aims to
be a dead shot, and aniversally is. Con-
stantly during the herding sesson he
rides seventy milesa day, and a majority
of the year sleeps in the open air. His
life in the saddle makes him worship his
horse, and it, with a riflea and & six-
shooter, complete his happiness. Of vico
in the ordinary sense he knows nothing.
Heisa rongh, uneonth, brave and gener-
ous creature, who never lics or cheats,
¢ is o mistske to imagine that they are
a daugeroua set.  Any opeis as safe with
them as wilh any people in the
world, unless ha steals a horse oris
hunting for a fight. In their eyes denth
iz a mild punishment for horse-stealing.
Indeed, it is the highest crime knowa to
the unwritten law of the ranch. Their
life, habits, education and necessities
breed thisfeeling in them, Dot with all
this disregard of human life there are
less murderers and entthroats gradnated
from the cowboys than from among lhe
better educated classes of the east who
come out hers for venture or guin, They
delight in appearing rougher than they
are. To » tender-foot, as thev call an
eastern man, they love to tell blapd-
enrdliag stories and impress him with
the dangers om the frontier. But no
| man gets barmed unlesa he commits some
crime, They very often own an interest
in the herd they are watchiog, and very
frequently becom» owners of ranches.
The slang of the range they always nse
| to perfection, and in season and out of
saason, Unless you wank to insult him,
never offer a cowboy pay for any little
kindness he has done, or for u share of
his rude meal. If the changes that are
eoming to stock raising should take the
cowboy from the ranch, ils most inter-

estiog feature will be gone.

Milking Three Times a Day.

Messrs. Sluller and Jones, of Ger-
many, have been making some quite ex;
tensive experiments in milking cows
more than ths usual pumber of times a
day. By milking three times a day a
slight percentage of Iat is secured that

would be lost ugder other
one experiment reportag :
Ditor from the 1o "ccun s pon il
sutter from two i '
worth §14, and from tﬂlﬁm Mol K
818, according to the pere‘:‘ il
found to be seoured by g, 6 d
ing. The quastion arises iu!l;'“‘n
“'1s the extra money valy, mu '
the labor expended iy secur o
w.ll, of course, dopend mngm-
how the cows are kept, 1y {h‘“ﬂ
pasture, the tronble of yjy
and milking them, apg dn‘s-
back aguin, is not allogeum?m‘
by the labor expende] but b
the cows from pusture, 4 e |
raption of men ang wom;o;.h
regular daily lnbor ars Serinny

u farm where long r!iut.m_.m
tho hands from tle m[?‘ £
again, on the dairy [lfl:; "
country, the great bghegy o
want of good milkuge, Fow .
suceeed in dairying who have o
on hired help outside thoj, own 44
or connections, Mon hatg 1 g iy
women cannot do it wleps Illtllk,
bers of cows are to be handlag |+ 8
sonably short time, In tho‘mu o
where hands are numeroys :;a o,
hl{ﬂ {or the asking, the l;un‘senmh ‘-
milkings a day may be im;,uwu -
creating a riot, bLut ip th[sam.’
wonld not do. The chitnoey
that such frequent milkingy 4,
to dry uJ) the cows for want of i
of the udder.  This of coursg gty
cows in the usual conditioy :
oow is fresh and produges a. el
threatens the udder ung is’e‘ '
painful to the cow,it is wall to pelie
udder by one or two extry milkj
day, and even then it is sonroe]
while to draw the udder b0 ths lagt ofp
piogs., Under the ordiuary ol
of American farm life, we are qujjy oy
that liw‘extm per cent. of fat gy
one asdditional milking, in vigw o
inconvenience attached to jig
ance would not pay the ds
practice it,  In view of tho effget gy
cow, we would be slow to resam,
the practice, even ifit did Day, —Ans
onn Dairyman, i
|

A Baby on the Battlefigld,

Tho Martinsburg corres

the Wheeling Intelligencer relaley
following etory: Almost every

here has some bit of romanes
neoted with the late war, To-dapg
musicale, at which T was kindly i

I met a lady whose talents as & el
cian and whose remarkabls bt
had attracted my attention. Sk
sessed that rare typo of prettines i
is wholly southern. Great, d
eyes, the face perfect in every feipy
hair rich in its abundance, and wods
ful in its tint. This is Ler s
Twenty yoars ago, when the (il
battle in long, bloody waves
over tho terrible field of Manase,
baby girl was left an orphan on the
tle ground, During the changes o
fateful day, the home of the bl
girl was at onetiwe direetly batwesn
fire of both armies, As the first

whistled above the house, the pam
started to floe for a place of refugs,
dozen yards from the door both
shot down, and the baby, an ol
withont sister or brother, was slom
the world. The flattle raged on, i
end dying were weverywhere, hof |
baby was usharmed. The day

away, and just as the suu's last m
Lalf hidden in the earling swoke, md
kissed the earth good night, Gen
Jubul Early, riding by, Leard the bk
eries. He dismounted, and taking |
little waif up, cared for it until heioof
place it under the care of his sistJp8
They watched it through ils infas
years, giving it an edneationand o wd
of love, and now that baby, grown
womanhood, lovely and accomplish@®
the pet of a wide cirele of friends, o
oall her **Waif," is the sole supporill
these two women, sisters of the nj
general. Over these she sits direcill
musical offering, every inch & won
ocble and true, She talked to mer
eetly, and her beantiful eyes filled

tears ns she spoke of her two old frie
If I should write her name it would |
be a strange one here, for all the o
knows Miss Ida Henry.

Her Coxprer Exprarsen.—Thed
duct of Lillian Russell will not be
much wonderad at when the follo¥
extraot from an interviow wi
mother is read: *“‘My children am
bright," continued Mrs. Leonard,
ceedingly self-helpful and self-re®
They can all do for themselves,
had eight children in all, five daug
surviving; three of them lave beenss
ried and all are seporated from
husbands, This, including my owi
does not argue stropgly in favor
institntion of marriage, which you
I condemn, About that my prizé
are well known. I believe 1n prop@
tion on purely scientific priveiples
marriage in my family has certaialf
been a very snccessful ivstifution. ¥

The next great artistie event "m
the opening of the triennial exhibit
organized by tbe French goven
The choicest works of the great i
and foreign masters produoed sinses
will form a valuable collection
will nttract crowds to Paris [red
15¢h of September nntil the S1st o §
tober, J

“I should thiok it would maké$
nervous to have ladies stare at yout
80,” said a sympathiziog frie
voung clergyman in a streel car
does not atall,” replied the clergf®
**Christmas is near, and those lads
long to my congregation.”

*‘So you are married at last, (05
I bear your wife ir an energalic
sod keeps things stirred vp. UL
yon married her for love?” "'Ne,
the husband, bracing him wp. 1
ried her to cure my dyspepsia.

Bulgarian linen searf, with gay
ish embroidery in each end are ¥
into the milliner's service, and ar¢
to form entire hats, or else me ol
the reugh straw round bats,
adorn the smallest capote.

“May 1 ask yon why you left yo#
place?” innocently ingnired a o
yousng bride of a showy looking
who offered Lerself s a cook. "
msy I ioquire wby your Just cosb®

you?” N
Atrade dBllar saved is eighty £
earned. —Philadelphia Press.




