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Big Connoctiont Pumphing.

Bome farmers go away from Connectd-
sottle in the west, saying that
state ln played out in an agri-
way, but the Nutmeg state (s
somewhat on pumpking, or elss
Walter Crinsey, of Buuthlnstc:u. is mis
wot ont to rais P
Hﬂﬁllm:l sncceeded, He pmed
aores with fiell corn and in every
hill dropped & pumpkin seed.  He
bas just harvested the pumpkin crop,
and there aro 5,000 of them, as big and
round and yellow and mellow as the full

barvest moon loaked 1o be & week ago.
Having guthered the 5,000 pumpkina
Crimsey handly knows what to do with
thetn, unless he builda them intoa yellow
pryramid like Cheops. The village arith-
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OLDMAN GILBERT.

By ELIZABETH W, BELLANY,
(“RAMBA THORPE,")
Author of “Four Oaks,” *Little Joan-
na,” Ele.

“Al, then, You came back Lo sy good.
by?" exclalmed Winifesd,

*To say good-hy, if that be your pleas-
ure,” he answered gravely; “but—to say
something else flrat.
mymlf—a coward.”

Winifred looked at hiem In surprise,

“When | saw you lust,” he went on,
impetuously, *“in this very room, beslds
this very table, [ et a mere uplifting of
your hand fmpose silence upon e,
though 1 had a right to speak—the right
of every man with u heurt to feel, 1 waa
n coward not to tell you then what I have
come o tell you know. Alien though

motieman of Southington has done soms | you deem me, | love YOUu; were you Lo
o sud computes that each one of procluim s thousand times that the war

alter Crissey's prwunkins will make
five ordinary pompkin pies, aud five
ples multipliod by 5,000 pumpking oughs
10 yield ples voongh to pave the whols
main strvet of Sonthington.  [f the pies
were strung ulong the country in single
flls, tin touching tin. there onght to be
more than four wiles of pomplin ples,
80 the mathemnatician enlenlutes,—Cor,
New York Sun

The Cut of the Fall Coat.

The Prince Albert coat has not realized
the promise that ita infrequent appear-
ance in light summer fabrics gave of ita
probable reinstatement in the fall. In
fact, this cout of demi-dress has been
supersedod by the fonr button black
thibet cntaway- -the fourth button not
Intended to close in front.  Tho lapel of
this cont has an unskimped appearance,
and buttous low enough to favors three
fnch Ascot or De Joinville scarf, upon
which the best tailors now do their reck-
oning for walstcoat openings,

The collar is alsa cut sous to be ample,
aud to nchieve this effect is wider at that
point immadiately in the middle line of
tho back of the cont, There in & slant
pocket for the kerchief and a change
Eehlwlth flap. The coat fs cut well

1o the figure, and the cutaway not too
sharply made, the skirts being of good
length, The buttons are of silk braid,
and there isn narrow row of stitching
running wa close as possible to the edge
of the garment. [t is o agreeably suave
and most seful girment to the man
fortunate enough to be able to possess
one,~Clothier and Furnisher

Au Undertakers’ Comblne,

The Kansas undertakers have conolnd-
ed that thero are enongh wen engaged in
that business in the state 1o bury all the
dead and propose to form n eombige
against new firms. Some hondred or
more of them huve been quietly in con-
vention, and a schome has been formn.
Intod by which the men now in busines
will memopolize the trade.  No publicity
has been given the meeting, and when

by newspaper correspondents
m declare the organization was simply
to “elevate the business.”

In speaking of the business transactod
one of the members snid: “We slmpl

un organization which will
m the number of men in the
state who engige in the unde
bukiness.  Our schomo will be to boyoott
those firms which sl to them, and frown
fown in every way on now firma [t iy
slmply & matter of self protection for ua,
- are already more undertakerin

Heiperhausen bave luft the bharbor hore
for the purposs of towing the great Nica.
oanal plant to the scene of opera-
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the West Indies and
+ Nicaragon The
now awaiting the big propeller
B, whers it was cop.
After the big tugs put to sea
their burden it is estimated that
weeky' tugging will be
bring the unwieldy burden into Groy-
harbor, —New {'orh Telegram.

Fourteon Thoussnd People Present.

When Hiram M. Miltenbergor lod his
blushing flances, Mis Nors M. Coulter,
out on the mee track of the Elkhart
County Agricultural soviety at Goshen,
Bopt. 95, and wus thero married to her
Inthe pressnce of 14,000 people, he was

& attendance ts concerned, that over oo
cuired fn northern lodisna.  The happy
couple were the recipionts of prosents
viluod at $400, donated by the merchants
of the city. — Indianapolis Sentinel
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voting. Asan exvmpilary performer
of & public duty we hold him up to the
of younger men. — Lewiston

A Brooklyn jury has given Alexander
Ellis & verdict of §00 in & sult brought
droggist who furnished ey
curbolic acid when a sol #ioy"
Wad called for.  Ellis put the stuff on A
hﬂa._ud gets the §90 as & salve for
Yis feelings.

i

of Rochester, Ind  He g
Dot quite 8 years old, but he can deliver

In not over, still, still 1 Live you,”
Winifred turded her face awsy,
“Between you and me there is o great

gull fixed,” she (altered,

“Llove you,”™ he repuated, and came
and wtol bewide ber chair, 1 love you
with a love that can bridge over any
gulr.”

“You forget—you—forget!™ she eigh

eld; but her voice died away; she coula
hot say sgain that the wor was not over,

“1 do not forget; 1 told you that i
should never forget Col. Thorne's une

compromising daughter, Whether yon

made | sniile {neffable, and lald his hinidd upon

S0y minutey addrvss with astonish.
sloquence sud slf Prsenalon

It s reported from Fort-de-France, (o
i..lliit\& that the court has condemn.
od 10 & fine asd oue year's Inprisonment
Woman Adeline Herculs, in whise
thmlwund.lmuw|
e ey
M perfect opal. with & movable drop
Bogro At (he Rimberty
at 1beri
dlamond mines found i
the sune character iy 1588

Rervien lle,

In ques-

“jmortable hospital fc. : ot g

wish it or not—you are all the world
o me,"

Winifred uttered a little ery and ralsed
her hund, a8 if In protest; but John
Fleteher did not clhioosy now ta ubey that
gesture; ho clasped her hind in both his
own and Winifred did not tuke it awn Y.
Hhe sall o herself thit all this svailed
nothing—thiat they st part, st
surely part presently —must sy good-by
forever, sinve all the world, on her side
and on his, would be agninst thelr union:
but she would not deny this little o
ment its fleeting happinoss. She shiy.
ered, but she did not tuke away her
hand,

How had it come to pass that this
man, but u little while RO W Mtranger,
should stand between her and all that
sho bield dearest—father—-brother--lom e
How had he kindled in her passionate
und devoted heart s tenderness thgt
dwarfed every affection she had known?
Bhe hud nov been willing to love him, she
hud struggled hard against it; but she
did love biw, alasl Why had he not
stayed away? And yet, though her heart
should break in parting from hin now,
all hor tife long who whould rejoles mngd
be glad that he did come, that this
woment at least had been her own in
which to enjoy her empire, Come whiat
might, this moment ut lenst was liera,
now and forever, aod she bowed hor
hond upon the two hands that clusped
hors und eried out, with passionate lu:
went:

“If you knew how [ lave hated youl'

*“Thut mukes no difference, if you love
me now!” John Fletehor declared, with
an exuluant smibe,

"1 have not wished 1o love you," Win-
ifred waid, as she lifted hor head, amil
withdrew her hand.

“Must 1 say goud-by then—forever?
he nskid,

She turned hor fuce nway, and there
was o long silence,  John Fleteher walit-
odi he desired  that Winifred aliould
rinks her own decision, At Last, “1 can-
not belp it she excluimed, 1t was not
o radiant faco that she turnsd towand
bim, but John Flotohor know that he
need not say good-by, 1 pever should
have hated you so if 1 had oot loved
youl"

Blio turned very pale und bowed hor
heidd ot the arm of her chair, Blhie had
braved the shadow thag waits on Love,
and whe was ready o dely Borrow for
Love's duar suke, but Love's glud eyes
ahe could not meet.

Jolin: Fletoher bent over her with u

her head.  “*Dearest, look up" he whis.
pered. “Do you think 1 eannot under-
stand! Some must be the first 1o clasp
hnds acroms the bitterness of thowe sl
diys; why not you and [

*Yes," said Winifred, and she put her
hund in hix aguin,

Just then—just then—a

Enter the colonel!

He stood within thres foet of them
and stared as if peteitiad, W hat does
this meant he asked iy o deep voice of
ominous calm,

"It means that 1 love your daughter,
Col. Thorne." Jolin Fleteher sald, en-
treatingly.

Winifred stood up. “And I love him,'
whie wahd, in s low but distinet tong,  She
met her fatlier's Angey exes unflinely
ingly, though the color surged over
chiceks and brow at the boldness of her
confession,

Thit colonel regarded her an instang
With & stony stare. *You are 4 fool!
Younre wehild!” e exclaimed, furiously,

“No, my futher,” said Winifred; 1
A hot a fool; Tam not s chill,"

The colonal softened, My litthe daugh-
er,” he sabl, with a tremulous stuile,
“this s all nonsense; & Passing funcy; |
Wi Dot angry with you,"

“It I8 no passing fancy,” maid Wini.
fred,

e o, sy
ow York]

| came to confess

we rweier (o nesert his right sgains
lohn Fleteher's,

“But if you send him away"— Win|
rodl repentud,

wlotel interrupted flercely, us by loos
il his elanp of her alight form,
This was near being a word too much

own. Winifred's face was deadly white,
but not from fear, when she replied, in a
volee Uit did not falter, and with & look
what did not waver-—
“Whether | would follow him or pot
there would be s difference, and you
would foel it.  You would be sorry,”

’ “Dur't relterate this sentimental trash
| o me, Winifred!” oried the eolonel, anil
in his angry impatience ho threw her
frow him, He did not mean 1o be rough,
Lut hie forgot, for the moment, that she
| was lamer but John Fleteher did not
Iltorge-t it, and 8o it came to pass that

Col. Thorne threw his duughter stralght
Into her lover's arms!
| There was an instant’s pause, and In
thut instant Winifred's angry father saw
that his cause was lost.
| For Winifred's beautiful head rested
against John Fleteher's heart; its tumult
| wous throbs half frightened her, but his
strong arms held her. She was very
| pule and her eyes wers closed, but she
swiled with supreme content,

“lsshe hurt? the colonel asked, In s
| tone of horror,
| Winifredopened hor eyes and laughed.
“No, not hurt,” she said, and the color
came again to her face. She strotohed
out her arms us her father bent over
| her, and clasped bim around the neck.
"Nothing can make me love you less,
dear father,” she wispered, *“The more
Llove him, the mors must I love you."

The colonel sighed and turned away.
He could vov bring himself, all at once,
o yivld consent,

“Well! well! tubbe sho!" moralized old
Gilbert,  “Wlien we gits ole hit &in't no
use wrastlin' beginst de headiness o
young folkses. Mawster, he tried hit,
en’ e wrastled pow'ful.  He had loss o'
de grace o givin' in den airo man ever |
sec; yithe s gwan 'bout now wid one chils
marriod ter dem ez he win't choosened,
en' Missy dove promused ter & Yankes
what fit beginst the souf. En' de curi-
Ouiest part is, it rarely doan seem ter
mek no speshul diffunce; de s all gettled
down ter be satistied wid one 'n'oder,
De o' [studies de mo* hit do 'pear ter me
dio worl' is mos'ly mwade fur dem what
coties nfter we bs dado en’ gawn, What
You rekin, Glory-Ann® he asked, affy-
bly,

“Ldoan rekin nothin’,” returned Glory-
Ann, ungraciously; 1 keeps my thoughts
ter wyse'’f. Dut’s my notion o' man-
ners, "

“Well! well!" the old man said, with a
sululued chuckle, * gwan ax Missy,
Her manners ain't so—puppendiklar,”

THE END,
e
New Orleuns wod San Juclnte,

Each of thesa battles ended WAar,
otherwise disastrous, in a blaze of glory:
und the communder who fights a battle
that does that is thenceforth the Welling-
ton, the Juckson, the Houston of his
country.  Let him err as be may on sub-
seqquent weasures, no political combing.
ton can atand  against him. Yo to
Waterloo,” said Wellington  when the
mob of London were storming his win.
down; “go to Waterloo and learn how
trifling this wfMair seems 1w me," and
thoss wlhio lieard were powerless to hurt,
o to San Jacinto,” said [Touston when,
In 1862, he wis required to show Prass,
“and learn my title to travel in Thoxna"
and the guard lowered his rifle while
tears cume into his eyes,

The man of 8un Jacinto was o protege
of the man of New Orloans, his plapdl; his
friondl, long lis fellow Tennesseean nnd
unfaltering political ally; and wlmost the
lirst thought of the wounded Houston
after Sun Jucinto was that news of the
victory should speedily reach his old
friend and commmnder, then president
of the United States,

This parallel might be extended far,
Like Jaokson, Houston became president
of the country he hud o ably served,
ad his wpirit raled long even after his ri-
tirement, - The Awerican loss at New Op-
leans, as all the world knows, was but
seven killed and fourteen wounided (one
muortally), while the British loss of each
class was as muny hundreds! At Sun
Jucinto the Toxan-A mericans had exact-
Ly the same number killed as the Ameri-
cans ot Now Orleans and inflioged n loss
almost exactly one hundred times as
Ereat,

Both battles weors fought on the edgo
of swamps, and okt surprising of al)
wita the similurity of description by the
victors of the field after the battle.
“The wind suddenly roge,* says Maj,
Builey, of the Kontuokians at New Or-
loans, “'and the smoke floated away, and
then 1 saw the awfyl field, all red witly
British uniforws, as the ground for rods
ot i place was hidden by thelr COrpaes,
while far down the plain, just getting
nto the fog, was s fuint red line rapidily
retreating.” “At the deep part of the
morass,” says Licut, Sylvester, a volun-
Leer nt Ban Jacinto from Clnoinnati, “the
Mexicans had rushed into the mire and
died by seores,  Men and horses lay piled
together till they made 4 perfect bridge,
and already (the day after the battle] de-
CAY wan 80 complete that we could not
bury them,*

Another paragraph must complete the
parullel: Jackson and Houston were
both of Scotel-Irish blood, their ances

Juhin Fletcher essived to speak, bur
the colonel would ot hear him,

“Ingrate!” he stormod, “Would to
Gud you bad disd with & rebel bullet
L your traltorous heart, or perished out
there on the roadside, bofore you cawe
under wy roof 1o rob we of my child,® |

Winifivd threw herself up;m her fa- |
ther's brewst and he folded his arms
wronand hier,

"Oh, 5ol nol™ she erfed. “Dloss llil.ll!J
Blews hitn, oh, wy fther! You know not |
what you owe 1 hioy; for It was in car
DR s much for bio that 1 leamed how
well §love yon, my fatlier)™ |

“Donot tell me fhy, Winifred. Loy
him leave my sight—my house " |

“Dut henr e first, Col, Thorne,” Jolin |
Fletcher vilrvated, “1 have 5 right 1o/
b lward.

“1 will pot hear You,sir! Nothing vou
can say will stony, Winifred, 1 order
Jou to tell i o go.”

“No," sid Winitred, in o low bt
seads volce.  ~jf You send him away |
you will b sorry — fore ypr ™ |

“What? You tiresten mel™ said the
colonel, angrily, ]

“No,mo, 1 jove my dear father now
too well 1o thtvaten him,* Winifred an

the tears ross 1o her eyes

“Wheedling

hm!'uum

moters | burst forthy, wiil unsbated anger. He

WU held i arme sround. beg, but thig

{ Jority of wen change with the

! ing hata"~New York Press

tors from that hardy population arousd
the “Rock of Fergus;” they fought aide
by side agninst the Indians; as allicy
they wdvanced with almost equal steps
n politleal prefermont in Tennessee, and
after many sarrows gyl combats met
in Washiogton and Teanosses with the
same mutual and unseltish friendship us
in youth.—J. . B

Keep Your Hat Shiny,
“I baven't had my hat ironed aince 1

“You would dare to follow him? the

for u splrit as keen and unyielding as his

A COOL MILLION.

*A cool million!” said Mra. Archbald,
of New York, orscularly, I know it is
not less than a cool million.” She was
very exact, you will observe, in stating
the precise temperature of this largs
sum of woney.

Bhe weant John Warbeck's fortune,
wmade in Colorado, with which he was
now on his way, after long years of ab-
senicw, 1o his sster's home There cer-
tainly pever was o fumily {n such o state

who appesred
WA i notientity

words be folded up the letter he hud
been rending, sheathed it fn its envelope,
and resumed his broakfust.

for wome time, and then sid rather s

be arrive?  Pray don't choke!”

old guntleman, “but not with a cool mill-
lon. ™

Htle loss.*

dollar nots*

“What? Please talk sensibly, Mr, Arch-
bald. | hate jokes and riddles; | don't
anderstand them,”

know his weak point. He always wonld
play.  Everybody gambles st the mines,

When he arrives here be will bave sbout
twenty

ing.”

pale.  She selged her husband's letter
and hastily read it throngli. Yes, it was
quite true, and John Warbeck was com-
ing back after wo long an absence, just
us he had gone—a beggar,

‘Very well," said bis affectionate sis-
ter. “I'll wke eure to teach the gentle-
wan that this Is not the almshouse He
always was u fool, but he shall find that
I am not one at any rate.”

Fanny eyed her mamma with some
curiosity, All the past week she had
heard nothing but praises of Uncle
John's shrewduess and industry, and
particularly of his self sacrifice and good
fense in nevor marrving,

“If anything should happen, my love
~be is old. you know, and has led a
wearing lifo—it wonld—distress me be-
youd measure, | should never recover,
| fear. But yon see, Funny, o.w.rythimi
—positively every penny he hus—wonl!

gotayon. You must be very attentive
to your uncle, darling.*

S0 mammu hud previously often said,
and now the change of sentiment was
as startling as it was sudden. [nstead
the new instructions were: **Your unole
bas no claim upon us, child.  You must
take very littlo notice of lim." 3

Fannie wasa pretty and also s good
girl, and she felt very much distressed
at the idea of il treating her poor old
uncle, and so when Lucing Mallory came
that evening she confided everything to
him.

Lucins was ber admirer, under strong
proteats from the maternal head of the
homsa, a8 his pecuniary prospects were
At present rather dismal, bat he was al-

lowed to visit the young lady once or
twice n weok, strictly us a friend, and |

think it needs no conjurer to tell us that
the two yonung people were not dream.

‘To-morrow morning,” answered the |

|

these were the grimmest kind of Picta,
%0 in & day or two w:: Uncle ::ldm.:;l
wrivetly missrable. No one .
t:hins to say to him, and he moped in his
miserable little den alone, wishing he
tud remained at the mines, at 8t. Louds,
| wnywhere, rather than have come  here,
But one evening there was a tap at the
door which interrupted the most dismal
reverie he had yet had, and who should
enter but Mis Fannio!

She threw her arms around the old
man’s néck and began to cry s little, and
he, rather bewildered, responded by snch

of excitement over an approaching event | goothing words us he could command;
84 waa ours now. Nothing elwe had been | and presently she said: “Oh, UncleJohn,
talked of for weeks. The only person | what must you think of usall? You are
the least bit calm was treated so badly! 1 am going to tell
Mr. Archbald, but then he, you know, | you the truth, dear Uncle John; it's

| mamma's fanlt. Lucius suys it's a sin

After his wife had spoken the above ' gnd o shame, and xo it is, and I won't

enconrage or take part in it," )
There was n good deal more sobbing,
rather unintelligible and very aMlicting

Mrs. Archbald oyed bim impatiently | to the listener, but the truth soon peeped

out, and Johin Warbeck in a flash saw

verely: “Well, Mr. Archbald, if you can | all

find time Lo tell me, | should like to know |
what my brother John says. When will of his life, His sister, the pretty, kind

The revelation was the greatest grief

| Clara of long ago, changed to this!
*“She loved my money and not me!™ he

thought. *®t is worth a quarter of a
| million, and mare, to find out a thing

"Bomething very near it then—only & | |ike this, Now, what shall I doabont it#"

Faunie's conntenance scon cleared up,

‘Considerably loss, my dear—a twenty- sseing he was more cheerful, and so they

talked a long time in the soft twilight
| of that little room, and she told him, as
he tenderly smoothed her pretty hair, a
little secrot, [t was, of course, some-

“He suid be never had more than two ! thing in regard to Lucius,  She and Lu-
hundred thousund dollurs, uud that he |cius were secretly engaged to be mar-
lost lnst week in St. Louis at cards, Yon ! ried,

| “And you see this pretty :ing, Uncle
John! Well, he gave me that—isn't it

He st up two days and two nights over I' besutiful?—and it's a pladge, you know,
the game they call faro, and left the of his fidelity and truth. We are E"““
table with fifty dollars in his pocket. | 1o wait for each other ever so long!'

And truly they were, if poor Fannie

Huy intenils to begin the world | was going to wait for the accumulation
ugiin, and | suppose we shall have to ' of that “ensy competence” upon which
take cure of him till be can get an open- | her mamms insisted us # sine qua non,

|but which as Yet was a thing seriously

Mrs. Archbald had turmed deadly projected and not begun,

All this was very delightful to old
|John Warbeck, a poetical romance in
{which he instantly becume profoundly
| interested, to the entire exclusion of his
iawn affairs, He got up, went over to
his trnk, and took from that capacions
recepticle & pair of old fashioned ear-
rings and & breastpin. The breastpin
was a large locket set with dismonds,
and there wits a0 faded dagunerreotype in
it of alady—some one, perhaps, whom
Uncle John had once admired.

“Yours, my child," he said, tenderly
pinning the gift to her dress, and placing
the earrings in her hand.  *When you
look at them sometimes yon'll think of
old Uncle John, won't you?"

These things were antique exongh, it
Ia troe, but worth | dare not calenlate
how wuch, Fannie kissed her uncle so
often, between erying and langhing,
that for the first time he realized the
coveted sensation of “'being eaten up.”
And 5o ghe left him and slipped down
stairs to show them to mamma,

Mrs. Archbald’s large eyes opened in

Ing of any such thing as marriage. As
1o the ring in the little trank up stairs,
kept always locked up, where it came
from and what it meant, | eXpiress no
opinion.

“Indeed it would be a shume, and real-
Iy amin, Fannie,” suid Lincius firing up, for
he was young and chivalrons “1f you
muat troat the old gentlemun coolly in
public—I mean Lefore your mamimn—
you ought to let him know the reason
in private,”

And this fs just what Fannie deter-
mined to do,

So the next morning Uncle John ar-
rived.  He was tall and raw boned and
gray. and certainly very rough in his ap-
pearance: but he bad an bonest, smiling

face, and & wonderfully hearty way
about bim that certainly would have
won the kindness and sympathy of al-
most anybody except Mrs. William
Archbald.

Willinm Archbald himself shook hands
with the old man, and was rather cordial
despite the monacing eye of his wife:
but she was grand and distant, and ns
euredly 80 marked in her bearing that
Ita meaning could not be misunderstood,
When Faonie kissed her uncle her
mamma's fingers tingled to inflict & cer-

taln nursery chastisoment long disused,
but the elder lady commanded her
Wewper and only said, “Fannie, you
bave not watered the flowers, | think.”
Uncle John seemed rather surprised,

to hin friends of the kind hearts that

good feeling towand him,
“They will eat me upl® he had said,

weather beaten face radiant with bappy
Anticipationa. It makes n fellow foel
Jorons to think there's somebody cares
for him.  Lot's wind up ag'in, boys™

| fear it was because he was ettirely
too well wouud up that he parted with
his money s speedily at St Lonis.  But
did be care now?

‘I've & bowe and good friends to take
eare of me the rest of my life,” he said,

DLt it two months ago,” 1 heard a
gentlomun say us ho handed it to the at- |
tendant of & well known hat store to|
have it dressed over. “You seem to!
have the common idea that ironing |
Spodls o silk hat,” replied the hat man, |
“That is & great wistake No otie wears
wsilk bat over & yoar, while ihe ma- |
spring
and fall mylen.  You might iron a hat |
every day for six months withous wear-

| ing off the nap or injuring it unless you

should burn it in ironing, which m,'
happens, mwmm:mm
tars do not care to disseminate much -
formation on this subject because they
vell hats with & guarantee (o iron them |
for you at any time freeof cost. It it
were nat for the common idea that jrog-
ing burts the bat, the stores
clogged with the mere business of

and this speoch considerably annoyed
the gentlemen who beand it, for they
remarked  awmong themselves, *“That
old fogy has pils of money  hidden
away somewhore. What we've won
't a drop in the cconn.  Let's go for

But Uncle John declinad to play sgain,

and nothing could persnade him to break
his resolution.  He went to bed and had

He had received reams of letters from | is bere,
hin sister Clura imploring bim to pay his | dolin,”

long promised visit, and how he boasted | her eves, “*when you wrote that yon in-

over nud over and over, his corded and |

a good rest, and then, as we know, start- |

ol at onee for his sister's,

He was surprised, aa has been said,
and not without canse, He really conld
not anderstand it.  Had ho omitted any
polite form in his reintroduction to clv-
tlized society, or was the whole matter

merely fancy after all' No: certainly

the greatest nmazement.
“The handsomest | ever saw!” she
ejacnlated with a gasp; and that even-

[ing John Warbeck was invited to sup

with the family —“to try the fried
chicken!”

Somehow he had a sort of iustinet
that enabled him to see humilistion in
anything that savored of resentment,
and so he complied and greatly relished
the fried chicken. Fannie's little con-
fidenco, hotvever, was not without its
effect. He no longer remained moping
in his room, but went ont avery morn-
ing with great regularity, and seldom
returned tll nightfall. He also became
very intimate with Lucius, and what-
ever their secrets were, Fannie, | sus.
pect, was not excluded from sharing
them.

“Clara,” snid Mr, Archbald one day to
his wife, “who do you think [ met in
Spurrier's banking house this morning,
waking n deposit, too?

“1 don't know, Mr. Archbald, I'm
sure.”

“Jolin Warbeck.”

“John!"

Her busband nodded, Mrs, Archbald
became thoughtful, and something
startling seemed to have oceurred to her.
That night John Warbeck was ngreeably
surp w ed to find that he was no longer
to oceupy the little back attic room,

“Why you will insist on that horrid
room, John, | can't: imagine,” said his
sister, “when yon know there are three
or four vacant chambers on the second
floor,”

“Well, Clara, it'sall one to me," he
answered good humoredly; “bat, now
that we are alone, | want to be frunk
with you, ['ve been here for some time,
and—and it"— he hesitated— it goes
agaiust my grain to live at any place
without paying for my sceommodation,
you know. | don't feel independent,
Now, here's a hundred dollars—not for
my board, you know, Clara—bat just as
a present. | want you to buy adress or
something with it

“John Warbeck,” said Mrs. Archbald
tndignantly, *1 do not deserve this in-
snlt.  Yonr home is here as lung ws mine

I felt honored—I felt touched,
she continued, tears starting to

teuded to spend the evening of your

were beating with so moch warmth and | days under wy roof: and now to offer

monsy—to your own and only sister—
who has always loved you"— ¢

And she quite broke down and sobbed
violently.

John put sway the money and soothed

her as well us he knew bow, but she left
bim apparently deeply wonnded,

By the time she reached her husband's
study her feelings were evidently under
better control, for she burst in upon that
elderly gentloman, who was quietly read-
ing his paper, with the words, *William
Archbald, yon always would have your
own way, and now see the result! My
poor brother, John Warbeck, has been
in this house weeks—weeks, sir—and
treated like a dog! Yon would have ns
all beliove he was a pauper, thongh |
knew from the first ho was & man of
enormous wealth! He s worth & cool

| million today if he is worth a penny!”

“Do you think so, my dear”™ gaspsd
William Archhald, truly astonished.

“1 was sure of it from the first, and
but for you, lr".ummhhl.wwldhn
pursued a very t course from the
shameful one you have made your fam-
ily tollow. It was only & H
foge on John Warbeck's
Muuhlnl-lﬂ.lndhw

'Welblieh;:-h“- - as
pomsible. not gone yet, o
It will_be diffioult, 1 fear, to repair

harm done, but 1 shall try, forour
g:.r Fanuie's sake. He iy very fond of
her; that is evident from his giving her
that bandsome present. And  who
else can be leave his money tof | con-
gider it settled upon her already; and so,
by the way, that young Mallory had
botter cense his visit here. He keeps
more eligible people nway; and now tlu:
Fannie is such u distinguished heiress,
continued Mrs, Archbald, rather san.
guinely, *she must mnke & most brill-
lunt match.”

“But,” timidly suggested Mr, Arch-
bauld, “hadn’t you better find ot if your
brother really contemplates leaving her
all Ius fortune? Nothing like being on
the safe side, you know.,”

*“I shall nttend to that, Mr, Archbald.
aa I do to everything else that concerns
the interest of this family,” answersd
the lady, with gloomy sarcasm.

Thus it happened that John Warbeck
was sent for thut evening by his sister,
and pressed to puss an hour or so in the
parlor listening to “‘dear Fannfe's mu-
sic. Bhe plays so beautifully, John, and
[ think it so unkind that yon huve never
expressed » wish to hear her.”

Poor Uncle John had never had the
audicity to even dream of entering such
asacred spot ms the parlor. However,
be accepted the present invitation grate-
fully, and Fannie played all the lively
airs she knew—he liked simple and chesr-
ful musio—for an hour, and then mamma
contrived to get the man nlone near the
window, where they could not be over
heard, and diplomatic proceedings be

s’."'l&ljr dear girl will be a treasure to the
man she marries: don't you think so,
John?'

“Deed do I Clara; and 1 fancy | can
guess who'll be the lucky fellow that'l)
get her,” answered Uncle John, making
free somewhat on the prompting of re-
cent events,

“You surely don't mean young Mal-
lory?"

“Ido, indeed; and he's worthy of her.,
He's a trensure, that young man is,
Clura, hovest and industrious; and if he
marries Fannie he'll become a rich man,
mark me,"

*“What does he mean by thaty” thought
mumma.  “But he is too poor at pres.
ent, John; nothing bty tritling salury.’

“'80 he may be," langhed her brother:
“but he ain't dead yet, nor is he aged,
They're suited for each other, sister, and
somebody ought to help ‘em to come to-
gether,”

Mrs, Archbald became radiant. She
Iaid her hand gently on John's arm, and
leaning toward his shoulder said, with
ever 50 gly an emphasis. “And wonld
you help them, John?

“I'd be prond todo it. Clars. [ tel)
you if I was to sce those two married 1'd
leave 'em everything | have. Now
what would you do for ‘e, sister?

He looked her rather defiantly in the
eyes, smiling, and yet shurply, too, and
it was us if he were playing his favorite
game of **poker” and had just bet on a
good hand,

Mrs. Archbald often sid she was &
busingss woman, and let us admit it in
justice,

She answered: “John, if you promise
me to make your will in Fannie's favor,
leaving her at your—in fuct, at your de-
cease—everything, 1 will not only con-
sent to her marriage with Lucius Mal-
lory, but will see that Mr. Archbald
ehall settle npon them $20,000 on the day
the wedding takes place.”

“Done!™ cried John Warbeck., ]
want the use of my woney during my
lifetime; but at my death every penny |
leave shall go to them."

And so two months afterward Luncing
and Fannie were made man and wife,
und began their mntrivonial experience
upon a handsome capital. The greater
portion of this Lucins invested directly
in accordance with the advice of John
Warbeck, who enrried on a branch Disi-
ness in Colorado, whither he had re
tarned. A great deal of money was
made, and things were going smoothly
85 could be wished, when poor Unele
John dieda His will wus cugerly opened,
and it was found true to his word, that
lie had left Fannie everything,

The fortune amounted to several hun.
dred dollars, which he had acenmulated
lirst by working usa clerk while he lived
in New York with his affectionate sister,
which was what occupied him all day so
mysteriously, and secoud by acting as
Lucius ory’sagent in Colorado
ward. Mrs. Archbald was naturall
very indignant. She felt that she h.li
been imposed uﬁm: but this was not the
case, for John Warbeck had fully car-
ried ont his in.

Several hundred dollars you will find
8 very table sum of money if you
happen to be in need, and the amonut is
uot accessible, but, after all, it is really
not quite so magnificent « thing to con-
.'emElue #s “A Cool Million,"—New
York World.

The National Museum.
Probably the nrticles which attract most
Attention from the avernge visitor to the
National musenin at Washington are the
Washington relics and the many swords
and other presents made to Genoral Grant
during bis trip aroand the world, Ina
large case are the veritablo coats and other
articles of clothing worn by the first presi-
dent during the war of the Revolution and
on state occasions. Even these old knee
breeches, worn and dusty, seemed hallowed
by thelr association with the Immortal
Washingwn. One's imagination is ensily
carried back 6 the struggle of our fore-

fathers by & look at Washington's camp
chest, contalning his cooking utensils sad
medicines, the same chest which he
carried through all his campaigns. It is
& quaint collection—the old kuives snd
forks, the battered spoons  and the
| whisky flusk, the gridiron and the capper
teapot—and the long and ardoous ecam:
paigoa, the weary murches, the dreadful
winter at Valley Forge, the finul victory
and the rewurds of herolsm all pass before
one like a panorama while gnzing at these
mute witnesses of the struggle

They bave a very ingenious way of ex-
hibiting the ehivn and other fine pottery
In the museum, by means of whick, with-
out bundling, the visitor may see all sides
of the piece. This is accomplished In one
way by the use of n small slanting mirror,
and [n another by placing & vertical mir-
ror directly behind the specimen, which
Posts upon & stand whose surface is of
Elnss, half an inch undecneath which s &
secomd diminutive mirror. By this ar
mogetient yott have alook at the whole
surface of the object, outside mnd Inside,
nod can even rend the maker's name on
the bottom.

The sophomares, much to the
ummu«w?‘pﬁm

And frost flowers dagos
While, lajitiy Uy, uuu..;:‘:f"m‘;"'t

Roflrets the bue of :ﬂdﬂ vod,
That flower which lights |du.h“,
With muufl.huunm,,“_
Ths grapevioe elatbers o'er the

acy ImrbI*

Like m onlll:- distant
Or lght the lane at o
And fvy rﬁu¢quht:n N
It blocd red banners on the u
e the e i
enoes,
or COrne™, and i u:':‘
An mnormmwomwu
Is liko the doar delighttyl hags
Which robes the hills these AUtimmp dypy

And strange w (L) growths are ey ey
Odd thitgs but Uttle prizod of oy

Like some ol jewel well reset,
Take on n worth unssey before,

An Cock, lo spring 4 graceless weed,

Is brilliant in §ts sutumy s,

The cricket and the katydjy
Fipe low their sad prophet

Though alrs pulse warm thehmu..-,.u.
As played sround the beart of June;

Bo minor stralns break on the heary,
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The sweet old story of the yegr
Ls spinning onward to its closa,
Yﬂmndlu‘!lmmsouumm
As In the time of op'ning roge.
May lite for nll us sweetly wany
hwmulhtmmmtlmua.n-

=Dast 18 Hurper's Busgy

A Shotgun Toll Gate,

A bold highwayman appears t, have
established a shotgun tol) gate in thy
Pipestone puss, about twelve mile Kouth
of Butte, Mont., and is deminding b
tdlls with o regularity that smpcps o
the good old days.

About u month since 8 slender, gofy
voiced young man, wearing a piogy of
overalls for & mask. commenced g
for contributions from people
this point, and ull were made tributary,
oot éven the wood haulers being exempt,
and he made up in numbers wiyt Wi
lacking in individual amonnts, This
was kept up for a few duys, they the
Pipestone was deserted, and the Chuim-
pion stage was brought under the pep
sunsive influence,

Today word comes to this city tha
this modern Clande Duval by returned
to Pipestone, and that five new victims
have been added to the [ist. The
amounts taken ia each instance huvs
been small, but the frequency of the de.
mand has made it b me, and ths
people living in that section are orguniz.
ing to endeavor to discourage his efforts
in that line. —Cor, Minneapolis Trituge

————— i _
A Clock You Need Never Wind,

T. G. Farrar, of Columbus, 0., hins in:
vented one of the most peenliur clocks
of the Nineteenth century, [t consists
of a plate glass dial suspended from the
ceiling, and all the partsof it that are
visible are the two hands, the pivot updn
which they swing and the dial, My,
Farrar worked on the invention for sy
years before he snceeeded in perfecting
it. He alleges that the only motive
power i8 the gravitation of the earth,
aud that the clock will run on forever
without winding,

The hands are of tin and sre hollow,
and perfectly balunced on the pivot,

r. Farrur says that they are moved by
the gravitation of the earth, and it puz-
zles the spectator to account for the
power that raises them after they reach
6:80, All kinds,of theories are afloat 1o
account for this. But Mr. Furrar keeps
his recret.  He ivsists that electricity is
not the motive power.—New York Jour-

nal
e

A Rattlesnuko's Skin for u Belt

Capt. Wright, tho raisin supérintend-
ent for Logan &"Adams, had s closs
call the other day, He was runnitg a
hand basket along under the vines, and
throwing Muscats in it as he picked
them. Suddenly he heard a click or
snapping sound, as though some part of
the basket had broken. Lifting it up
he was surprised to find an ugly, wrig-
gling rattlesnake follow. [t had struck
Capt. Wright's hand and buried its fangs
in the wicker handle of the busket an
inch from the captain's forefinger. No
time was lost in killing the deadly rep-
tile, and its skin is now being fashioned
in a belt for a Pheenix journalist's sweet:
heart.—Pheenix (Cal.) Herald.

Deor Slaoghtered by s Locomotive,

The Eastern Minnesota railway's
limited train left Mansfield north bound
twenty-seven minutes late, Five miles
this side of the station, while the train
was running nearly sixty miles un hour,
an immense herd of deer dashed across
the track at the entrance of a cut. It
was too late to stop, and the train strock
into the herd, killing a great numuber,
The train passed through the herd,
throwing them right and left, but dil
not stop.  When the train arrived here
& mugnificent specimen buck deer was
found dead on top of the engine pilot.
The engineer estimutes the herd at over
100,—Duluth Cor, St. Paul Globe.

Ned Bauntline.

The noted story writer, Sylvanus Cobb,
Jr.. was uot so sucoessful pecuninrily us
wias another writer of sensutional stories
who died o few years ago. That was Mr.

E. Z. C. Judson—known everywhere by his
nom de plume of Ned Buntline—a most
remarkable man, and perbaps the most
fluent and versatile writer of sensational
matter this country has produeced. Bunt-
line's enruings one year were as high as
#0,000. But If he got more immediate pe-
cuniary rethrng than Mr. Cobb did, his
stories have not stood the test of time as
have those of The Ledger writer, nnd per-
baps {n the long run Cobb's may be found
w be the most profitable afrer all,

Ralsing Turtles.

A Dexter youth has recently been en.
gaged in a novel enterprise. By hook or
crook be captured a pair of dignified
mud turtles and confined them in an old
tub.  One morning when he weat to ex-
" amine his treasures he discovered that
the tartlette bhad industriously laid a
nice batch of eggs. The boy kindly re-
wembered his friends with ovate sou-
venirs of the occasion, and contemplates
un extensive systews of batching, as far
as the remainder of the litter is concern-
od. —Dexter Gazetta



