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dor’s slippers ; meekly she listened to di
rections, and receipts, and harangues 
without end, until her Ju a 1 ached and 
her feet simwted, and her little hands 
tiigled with the unwonted exertion.

“And now,” said Miss Beverly, just 
as Kate was looking forward to tho pos
sibility of a little while to hers If — possi
bly a delightful ten or fifteen minutes 
slumber—“You may get Professor 
Drowsyhcad’s Essays from the top shelf 
in the library, mid read me to sleep.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Kate feebly.
“And it you should happen to heat 

me snore you may read ^n just the same. 
It would wake me up at once if you

old bachelor, solemnly, “rising out of the 
chair, taking off his blue spectacles, be
hind which sparkled a pair of brilliant 
black eyes, removing the rusty wig 
from a profusion of chestnut brown 
curls, and spurning the wadded flannel 
gown from him with a contemptuous 
motion.

Kate, in great agitation, rose to her 
feet with a hysteric scream.

“Charles
“Is it too late, Kate I Tell me ! This 

last week has taught me how good, how 
gentle you have grown, and I love you 
better than 1 did before. Cun you for
give me for the ruse I practiced to learn 
whether I might aspire once more to 
your hand ?”

Kate Ivavmond said “No nt first, but 
she said “Yes” afterward, when Charles 
had convinced her of the perfect propri
ety of her conduct.

“And did your aunt know <”
”lt was she who insisted on it, Kate. 

She wished to prove the temper which 
she had heard was so fickle and uncer
tain.’’

“And bEg’s perfectly satisfied,” sound
ed the spinster’s voice behind them. 
“Well, I see I shall have to look out for 
a new companion, Charles.”

And the old lady’s wedding present 
to Miss Raymond was a set of diamonds 
that a queen might have worn.”

Ouray, the Ute Chief. The Silent Revolution.
When th« angry passion gathering in my 

mother’s face I see.
And she leads mo in the bedroom—gently 

lays mo on her knee,
Then I know that I will catch it, and mv 

flesh in fancy itches,
As I listen for the patter of tho shingh on 

my breeches.
Every tingle of the shingle has an echo and 

and a sting.
And a thousand burning fancies into active 

being spring,
And a thousand bees and hornets ’noath my 

coat tails seem to swarm,
As I listen to the patter of the shingle, oh, 

so warm.
In h splutter comes my father, whom I sup

posed had gone,
To buivey the situation, and tell her to lay 

it on;
To see her bending o’er me, as I listen to 

the Btrain
Played by her and by .he shingle, in a wild 

and weird refrain.
In a sudden intermission, which appears my 

only chance,
I say. “ Strike gently mother, or you’ll split 

my Sunday pants;”
She stops a moment, draws her breath, tho 

shingle holds aloft,
Aud says, “I had not thought of that- my 

sou just take them off.”
0 loving, tender Mercy, cart thou pitying 

glances down;
Aud thou, O family doctor, put a good, soft 

poultice on;
And may I with fools aud dunces afterward 

commingle,
If I ever say another word when my met her 

Wields the shingle.

Ouray, the head chief of the Utes 
the Uncompahgre, is an Indian of 
markable ability. He has made two visits 
to Washington, and, seeing the power 
anti immense number of the whites, has 
become in every sense of the word a 
peaceable Indian. He lives in a house, 
cultivates some sixty acres of ground, 
has a large flock of sheep, wears the 
clothing of a white man, rides around in 
a covered wagon or carriage, and has 
largely adopted the habits and customs 
of civilization. He has learned to sign 
his name, and was in the Labit of send
ing letters direct to President Grant 
stating his grievences and what he 
wanted. Ills influence Las been all 
powerful on the side of peace, and that 
there has been no collision between his 
people and the whites isentiiely due to 
him. He is not, however, the heredi
tary head chief, but became so some 
years age through Lis force of character 
and the favor of the Indian Agent, who 
acknowledged him as such. Frequent 
attempts have been made to assassinate 
him by the Indians themselves, especially 
those of the hereditary chieftain blood, 
who are jealous ot his power and disatia- 
fied with Lis change from the old habits 
and customs. The whites much dread 
that at some time or other these attempts 
may succeed; there will be no restraining 
force, and the bad Indians will get con 
trol of the tribe. It will fnot be their 
numbers, but the scattered character of 
tho mining population, the numerous 
mountain hiding places and the inaccess
ibility of the country which will make 
them formidable enemies and the war 
protracted and expensive. Many years 
ago the Sioux captured the son of Ouray’s 
great grief, and, as he was taken prisoner 
and is still living, he has made cveyy 
effort to regain him, but as yet unsuc
cessfully The Government ought, as 
he thinks, to assist him and get the boy 
back. Ouray last year gave strong proof 
of his determination to keep his people 
quiet by the summary punishment of 
O-se paw, a Ute medicine chief, who 
was, if possible, even more restless and 
troublesome than Colorow. He was 
constantly traveling from the White 
River Agency to the souther Ute coun
try, exciting all the Utes and endeavor
ing to get them to join him in an attack 
upon the whites, claiming that they had 
been defrauded by the Brunot treaty, 
and the whites ought not to be allowed 
to remain in. the Sen Juan country. 
Ouray raw that he was getting quite a 
strong party oa his side, no to stop tho 
trouble, after an angry controversy, 
he was leaving the council, in the 
of mounting Lis horse, O-se-paw 1 
shot dead by order of Ouray.
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Silentlv, but surely the Great Revo- 
lution is going on which shall make 
every man who tills the soil the owner 
of the acres upon which he liestows his 
labors of love.

The proiits which arise front the plow 
must yet belong to him who either holds 
or drives, and not be tunied over to the 
silent looker on, who is comparatively 
indifferent as to the crop, merely because 
he is the landlord.

The lessons which are constantly being 
taught by those who have come from the 
Old World to till the soil of our fertile 
valleys will not l>e lost. The toiling 
millions who are to-day working as ten
ants or serfs fora bare subsistence for 
themselves and their little families will 
heed these lessons, and by induced by 
them to lift themselves up into a land
owning, more useful and happier life. 
Turn then which ever way we will, and 
nowhere do we find a competition which 
endangers our prosperity as a grain rais 
ing, stock growing people.

The cofistant efforts of the English 
press to induce the belief that our cattle 
are diseased, our sheep infected, and our 
hogs trichinotic, will bo in vain. It 
these things they state were true, why 
such trepidation across the water as to 
the decline in their agricultural indus
tries—why ths organization just at this 
timo of a Ministry of Agriculture 1

Official farming in that country may 
be entertaining, but it will not become 
dangerous to American interests so long 
as our lands possess as they do inexhausti 
ble soil, more than equal by nature to 
the richest manufactured or fertilized 
soil of England.

“Facts speak louder than words,” and 
just now above this din and clangor of 
the English press, the noise of the calk
er s mallet is heard upon the “Great 
Eastern,” as the old sea monster is being 
lifted up at an expense of half a million 
of dollars, to carry cattle from out 
American plains to English stock yards. 
Such a floating meat market as she will 
present with her living cargo will be 
worth while, for it is estimated that she 
will accommodate 2,000 head of beeves, 
or 10,000 sheep, ujxm her decks.

Another fact, a few days since an
nounced by cablegram, that a steamer 
would soon arrive in New York with 
¡50,500,000 in gold for the purchase of 
grain, shows which way the financial 
wind is blowing across the water.

The landlords of Great Britain may 
not fancy the present outlook in this 
direction, but the hired toilers who 
make up so large a pjoportion of the 
population of that empire—the employ- 
ers in the endless cordon of mills, ^man
ufactories and workshops which hem in 
that famous island, are to-day rejoicing 
that, notwithstanding the failure of crops 
at home, they can still buy bread of 
their American cousins at less than 
starvation prices.

There seems to be a kind of innate 
confidence in the success of crops in 
America, that buoys up the day laborer 
abroad and at home. We feed fifty 
millions of hungry mouths at the door 
of our grain fields, and still have enough 
and to spare for the needy of the old 
world who look to u» foi food.
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PROFESSIONAL.

DR. J, H. CHITWOOD,
ASHLAND, : : : : OREGON.

OFflCE At tha Ashland Dru; Store.

JAMES R. NEIL,
A T T O R N E Y - A T - L A W ,

J ackson ville, Oregon.

J. W. HAMAKAR,
NOTARY PUBLIC,

Linkville, Lake Co., Oregon.

OFFICE—In PustOCke builJing. Sp«cUl attention 
iven to conveyancing.

M. L. PA’CALL,
SURVEYOR cc CIVIL ENGINEER,

Ashland, Oregon.
I» preparaj to do tiny wurk in his line on shui t iiutiuo.

DR. W. B. ROYAL,
Has permanently located in Ashland. 
Will give his undivided attention to the practice ft 
medicine. Has had fifteen years’ experience in 
Oregon. Oifice at hie residence, on Maiu »irect, 
opposite the M. E. Church.

DR. E. J. BOYD,
DENTIST.

Linkville, : ; : : : Oregon.
O®ca aud rMidvne«, aouth sidu ut Main atreet.

Ja«ob Wagner. E K. Anderson IL Atkinson.

THE
ASHLAND MILLS !
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The Highest Market Price,
And will deliver

Flour, Feed, Etc»,
Anywhere in town,

AT MILL PRICES,
Wagner, Antlcrnon A Co.

ASHLAND

Livery, Sale&Fead
STABLES.

Main Street, Ashland.
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1 have constantly on hand t he very best

SADDLE 1IORMES. 
BCGG1LS A.SI> C t Kilt AGE»,

And can furnish iny customers with 
tip-top turnout at any time.

a

HORSES no All DEI)
On reasonable terms, and given the best 

attention. Horses bought and sold 
aud satisfaction guaranteed in 

all mv transactions.

it. F. PHILLIPS

M æflbije:

ASHLAND
1 HMARBLEH > 

in___________________ ni
WORKS.

J. II. RESSE I.L, Proprietor.

They have commenced receiving their 
New Spring Stock, and that every 

day will witness additions to 
the largest stock of

General Merchandise !
Ever brought to this market. They de

sire to say to every reader of 
this paper, that if

Standard GoodsI
I8old at the Lowest Market Prices, will 

do it, they propose to do the largest 
business this spi ing and summer 

ever done by them in tho 
last five years, and 

they can posi
tively make 

it to the 
advantage 

of every one to 
call upon them in 

Ashland and test the truth 
of their assertions. They will 

spare no pains to maintain, more 
fully than ever, the reputation of their 

House, as the acknowledged

HEADQUARTERS!
For Staple and Fancy Goods, Groceries, 

Hardware, Clothing, Boots, Shoes, 
Hats, Caps, Millinery, Dress 

G oods,Crockery,Glass a nd 
Tin Ware, Shawls, 

Wrappers,Cloak s,
And, in fact, everything required tor the 

trade of Southern and South 
eastern Oregon.

A full assortment of

IRON AND STEEL
For Blacksmiths’ and General use.

A Full Line of

Ashland Woolen Goods!
Flannels, Blankets, Cassimeres, Doeskins, 

Clothing, always on hand and 
for sale at lowest prices.

The highest market prices paid for

Wheat, Oats, Barley, Bacon, lard.
< ‘onte One and All.

J. M. McCALL A <O.
A
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Miss Raymonds Trials.
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JAMES THORNTON,
W. H. ATKINSON,

JACOB WAGNER, 
E. K. ANDERSON.

TIIE
ASHLAND

WO OLEN
MANUFAC’G

CO.,

The Very Best
: i

BLANKETS,

FLANNELS,

CASSIMERES,

DOESKINS,

AND HOSIERY.

lore patrons!

Are invited to send in their orders and 
are assured that they

Having again settled in this place 
and turned my entire attention to 
the Marble Business, I am pie- 
pared to fill all orders with neat
ness and dispatch. Monuments. 
Tablets, and Headstones, executed 
Ê^Fin anv description of marble. 
JgTSpevial attention paid to or- 
jJgTders from all parts of Southern 
(^“Oregon. Prices reasonable.

Address:
J. 11. Russell,

Ashland, Oregon.
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iy .was lir'i-.’er 'till, 
right. Miss Beverly 

ned to be suited with 
...... ....s done for her; and the 

old bachelor from his corner growled a 
chorus to all her fault-findings.

“This gruel tastes very oddly Miss 
Raymond,” said the spinster. ‘ I don’t 
believe the saucepan was seal led before 
you put in the milk. ’

“Yes, ma’am, it was ; because—’ 
“Don’t contradict me.

bear to be contradict^].'
“Don’t contradict my 

the bachelor : and Kate 
meek silence.

“Aud I don't think Mu fl’ has been 
properly washed, Miss Raymond—with 
two tablespoonfuls of rosewater in his 
bath/

“I forgot the rosewater,” admitted 
Kate, ingenuously; “but —

“Forgot the rosewater!” shrieked Miss 
Beverly, holJing up both hands. “My 
poor, poor Muff.”

“Well,” groaned the blue spectacles, 
“I can believe anything now ! Forgot 
the rosewater I”

“And you have gut oil that rustling 
dress again as I live—the rustling dress 
that plays the very mischief with my 
nerves. 1 beg you will change it at 
once, Miss Raymond !”

“And before you go up stairs, 1 wish 
you would put those newspapers straight 
on the table. “I. can’t bear to see them 
all crooked,” growled Mr. Beverly.

“I think the {arrot has drooped since 
you came, Miss Raymond. Aro vou 
sure you are not neglecting him !’’

“I try to do my best, ma’am, but—”
“Don't answer me,’’ groaned Miss 

Beverly, with both hands uplifted in 
front of her. “If there’s anything that 
upsets my nerves, it is being answered !”

Day after day passed by in very 
much the same style, and Kate Raymond 
grew paler and quieter with each re
volving sun. At first her proud spirit 
had rebelled.

And when, at the week’s end—Miss 
Priscilla 
sum of ten shillings into 
mond’s shrinking palm, she felt that it 
had indeed been hard earned. “There’s 
one good thing about you, JSliss Ray
mond,” said the spinster, parenthetically, 
as she counted out the coin—“one 
quality that none of my other compan
ions ever suited me in; you have never 
got out of temper. You’ve never lost 
your temper during the whole time that 
you’ve been here; and I used to hear, a 
year or so ago, when my nephew 
Charles was at home, what a changeable, 
tickle, impatient little thing Mrs. Ray
mond’s daughter was.”

uNo,n said the old bachelor iu the 
corner, whose whole lito seemed nothing 
more than an echo to Miss Beverly s en
ergetically express»' 1 opinions: “no, 
Miss Raymond never gets out of temper 

i now .
“I suppose I must be very much 

changed,” said poor Kate, as she went 
on with her wearisome w^trk of string
ing steel beads for a purse which Miss 
Priscilla intended to manufacture some 
dav. “And, indeed, I hardly feel 
the same person that I was on tny 18th 
birthday.”

“How old aro you now, asked 
Beverly.

“I was twenty last nionth.
“Humph ! only twenty I Well, I 

suppose vou'll be getting married some 
day, and I shall lose my companion.”

But Kate gently shook her head, with
out even looking up.

“I shall never marry, ’ she said, “no
body cares for me now. ’

“There, James, I told you you’d knock 
that vase off' the window sill if you in
sisted on leaving it there,” lamented Miss 
Beverly, as a sudden crash of breaking 
china interrupted Kate's voice. “Run, 
Miss Raymond, and don't let the water 
soak into the carpet, for pity’s sake ! 1
don't seo how men can be so careless.”

“Miss Raymond,” he said in a low 
hurried voice, when his sister’s tempor
ary absence had chanced to leave them 
alone ¿together for half an hour or so 
later, “you said a little while ago that 
no one cared for you. That was a mis
take.’

“My Nephew, Charles Beverly, cares 
for you ; he has never left ofl'caring for 
vou. If he thought you would look 
kindly upon him again —

But Kate shook her head.
“I am sure you are wrong, she said, 

li ving to steady her faltering voice. “I 
treated him too capriciously; too unkind- 
Jv. I think he did love me once, and I 
should like to have him know, some 
dav, when he is happily married to some 
woman who is worthy of him, that I 
loved him better than he thought; that 
—that when 1 was coldest iu my man
ner, my heart within nie was tender. 
It is too late now to say these things ; 
and yet—”

“But it isn’t too late,’ interrupted the

J?

Beverly paid the astonishing 
Miss Rav-

McManus’ Meanness.

At 11 o clock Monday forenoon 
Chief of Police was waited upon at 
City Hall by a strangor about twenty-five 
years old, who said his name was Dayton 
and that he wanted protection.

“You see,” he explained to the chief, 
“on Wednesday night I’m engaged to at
tend a saloon opening and help secure a 
crowd by doing a number of startling 
tricks. There’s a feller named McManus 
and lie swears he’ll make me trouble. 
He thinks I’m the man who hit him with 
a brick one night last Spring, and he’s 
bound to get even.”

“Oh, I guess he won’t bother you,” re
plied the chief.

“But lie will, and 1 know it. You 
see I'm going to swallow a sword as the 
first trick. Well, when I get it all 
swallowed he means to grab the handle 
and turn it around and shake it as hard 
as he can and try and burst a blood
vessel. Isn’t that tho meanest thing you 
ever heard of? Sure we are about to 
return to the barbaric ages.’’

“I guess not,” replied the chief.
“Well, I guess not either. The next 

trick is blowing stream# of fire from my 
mouth. This trick never fails to win 
the admiration of the assembled multi
tude, and cheer after cheer greets the 
daring hero as the living flames die away 
to soft music. Now, what do you suppose 
McManus means to do when 1 start to 
perform that trick I”

“I hardly know.”
“Why, he means to be armed with a 

big syringe and a pail of water, and the 
minute the flames appear he will »quirt 
them out! Did 
furnish a meaner 
carries behind his 
malignant revenge 
Roman assassin I”

“1’11 have to see him,” mused the chief 
as his mind grasped the whole wicked 
plot.

“Of course you will ! And that isn’t 
all he means to do. The third trick is 
called ‘Life and Death.’ I fall dead. 
My pulse and heart cease to beat. The' 
pallor of death comes over my face and 
hands, and the audience stand around in 
silenco and awe and feel a chill creep 
over them at the startling picture of the 
briefness of life in this world below. 
This trick has been known to make 
strong men faint away, and the guilty 
have been so overcome that they have 
confessed on the spot to highway rob
bery and arson. For seven long min
utes I seem to ba dead, and then I gasp, 
sigh, open my eyes and return to this 
cold and cruel world to receive the 
plaudits of the relieved and charmed 
concourse. What does that demon of a 
McManus intend to do here I ’

“Rob the corpse ?” questioned the 
chief.

“No, not that. He who steals my purse 
steals trash. No, sir! That hyena in 
human form means to have one of the 
coroners handy, and the minute I die 
he’a going to have an inquest on the 

! corpse and instruct the jury to bring in 
a verdict of : ‘Died of wind on the 
brain 1’ Did you—did you ever—did 
you ever in all your life know of a more 
fiendish plot to ruin a young man who 
has the perfect confidence of the pub
lic and is to receive four beer checks 
and a dollar and a half for the perform
ance’.”

“No, 1 never did,” solemnly replied 
the chief, as he rose up, “and if Mc
Manus appears within a mile of the 
performance I’ll run him in.”—Detroit 
Free Press.
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A Woman’s Troubles. I

the dark ages ever 
soul than McManus 
vestí Was a more 
ever conceived by a

Mister Editor : I, Josephine Johnson, 
am in grate truble and want some ad
vise. When I was young 1 was teached 
that a woman’s busness was to be agree
able, ornymental and affeeshunit. They 
said that kind of a woman could get the 
smartest husbands and 1 gess thats so 
for my husband is a very smart man 
and he used to say I was as hansum a» 
a pitcher and as stilish as a fashion 
plate and lovin as a dove. Hes a grate 
deel smarter than Mr. Dawkins our 

»».ext door nabor, but Missis Dawkins 
knows everything and my husband 
seems to think moro of talkin to her 
than of lookin at me and she don't like 
it because her busbar d sits and looks at 
me instead of lookin at her while sLes 
talkin to my husband. At least I dont 
think she doesand this is pat t of my 
truble but not the worst. Missis Daw
kins is as homely as a hedge fence and 
I dont know this years fashions 
from last and I made some remarks on 
her looks one day and my husband said 
and said it very expresive to, that folks , 
isnt to blame for not bcin hansim but 
they was to blame if they didnt know 
nothin because they could learn if they 
wanted to. I shall think to my dyin 
day that he inent me and it made me 
feel so bad that 1 thot I’d try to lern 
somethin. Missis Dawkins and my 
husband used to talk a grate deel about 
the dalv papers so I looked in them and 
I saw a place that said Notes for the 
fair sex and if I dont know much I 
know that was for women and kept 
readin it but all there was to it was 
about dresses and fashions ; and got an
other paper and that had a column of 
W-o-m-a n-i-t-e-s that was just the same. 
And 1 got another that had a place in 
that sed for and about winimin and that 
wasnt much better. Once in a while 
they told about some wommau that had 
pointed a pitcher or killed a bare or shot 
a man or how old some womman was who 
made a speech but mostly twas all the 
same. All they had for wimmin was 
about clothes and hair and such things 
so I began to think I was teached right 

! after all. But it seems to me my hus- 
I band aint satisfied and 1 saw one ot your 
1 papers one day and it sounded so kind 
• o’ sensible that I thot I’d rite and ask 
you if you think as all the other editors

; seam to that a womman dont need to 
i know nothin only how to be agreeable 
and affeckshunit and fix herself up nice. 
I shall wait for your answer with great 
angziety. I Bpjse my spellin aint 

I hardly good enough for a Editur for I 
i didnt go to schule much, but you must 
excuse it and remember how little I was 
teached.

I

Why Eve Did Not Keep a Hired 
Girl.

A lady writer furnishes some of the 
reasons why Eve did not keep a hired 
gill. She says:

There has been a great deal said about 
the faults of women, and why they need 
so much waiting on. Some one (a man 
of course) has the presumption to ask, 
“Why, when Eve was manufactured of 
a spare lib, a servant was not made to 
wait upon herf ’ She didn’t need any. 
A bright writer has said, Adam never 
came whining to Eve with a ragged 
stocking to be darned; buttons to be 
sewed on, gloves to be mended, “right 
away—quick—now!” Because he never 
read the newspapers till the sun went 
down behind the paltn trees, aud he, 
stretching himself, yawned out, “Isn’t 
sup|>er readv, my dear!’’ Not he. He 
made the fire and hung the kettle over 
it himself, we’ll venture, and pulled the 
radishes, peeled the. potatoes, and did 
everything else he ought to do. He 
milked the cows, fed the chickens, and 
looked after the pigs himself, and never 
brought half a dozen friends to dinner 
when Eve hadn’t any fresh pomegran
ate«!. He never staid out till 11 o’clock 
at night, and then scolded because poor 
Eve was sitting up and crying inside the 
gates. He never loafed around the cor
ner groceries while Eve was at home 
rocking little Cain’s cradle. He did not 
call Ew up from the cellar to get his 
slippers and put them in the oorner where 
he left them. Not he. When he took 
them off he put them under the fig tree 
beside bis Sunday boots. In short, he 
did not think she was especially created 

; to wait on him, and he wasn’t under the 
i impression that it degraded a man to 
■ lighten a wife's cares a little. That’» 
the reason Eve did not need a hired girl, 
and with it was the reason her descen 

i dants did.
I

Old Mr. Raymond was dead 
buried, and the world has got tired of 
convassing the sad circumstances of his 
failure and death. Se we all pass away 
and are forgotten!

And Kate Raymond was forgotten, 
too, as she sat by herself in the lonely 
room with her black dress and her pale 
cheeks and the unshed tears making her 
poor eyes heavy!

“Well, my dear, have you made up 
your mind 1”

Kate looked up through the gather
ing tears.

“Doctor, I want your advice. Tell me 
wliat I had better do I” ,

“Advice, eh ? Well, it isn’t easy to 
advise under such circumstances, my 
child. The only two places that seem at 
all eligible to mo are Madame Bellair’s 
and the situation as companion to old 
Miss Beverly.”

“I should be more independent as 
show-woman for Madame Bellair,” said 
Kate.

“More independent, possibly; but you 
would have to wrork to twice as hard tor 
just half the—”

“The wages. Don’t be afraid of 
offending my ears with plain truths, 
doctor,” said Kate.

Well, wages then. I should advise 
vou to go to Miss Beverly, my dear, if 
you can be sure of patience and self
control.’’

“I am not the wild, impetuous girl 1 
once was; I can be patient now, doctor.” 

“It’s a lesson we all have to learn, my 
dear,” said tho old man. “Well, shall I 
tell Miss Beverly to expect you I”

“When?’’
“Say to-morrow i”
“Yes; but, doctor—”
“Weill”
“How many members are there in 

Miss Beverly’s family T”
“Only herself and a fussy old bachelor 

brother—ten times as old maidish as she 
is Lerseif.”

Kate smiled, a little absently.
“There used to be a—nephew—” 

i “Yes, 1 know—Charles Beverly; 
he went to Australia a year ago.
ten to morrow, then, my dear, I will call 
for you.”

Dr. Smith creaked away in those 
noisy boots of his; and Kate Raymond 
went up etairs to pack her trunk, and 
think.

“I should have been ashamed to look 
I him in the face” she pondered. “I am 
' glad bis aunt knows nothing about it.”

“I am meeker and quieter now,” she 
thought. “I should not throw the jew
el of his love from me a second time; 
but he does not know it—no, nor never

■ will. A woman can only sit and think, 
j What a blessing that w» have but one
life to live ! Perhaps in the next worl d, 

' we may correct the errors of this.
Heigho ’. ’

At ten oclock precisely the next day, 
Doctor Smith’s carriage came to the 
door, for Miss Raymond and her trunk.

“Keep up good courage, my dear,’ 
said the kind-hearted old man. “Miss 
Beverly is rather trying, they say ; but 
she Las a heart in spite of her sixty 
years and her old maidenhood, and 
you’ll work your wav down to it after a 
while.”

Kate hoped so; but she could not 
help feeling a little discouraged when 
Doctor Smith had left lier alone in the 
darijeued room with a ¡>air of green

■ specthcLs^laring at her from one cor
ner, and a pair of blue nj>ecta«les from 
the other.

“Shut the door, if you please, young 
miss,” croaked the blue 

j “draft# are very bad for
asthma

“And put a few coals
Miss Raymond, if that’s your name,” 
squeaked the green spectacles; “the 
temperature is altogether too low for mv 
brother’s rheumatism.”

The first day as “companion” wa3 in
effably wearisome. Patiently she 
trudged up and down stairs, with the 
macaw’s cage, and squirrel’s basket, and 
Miss Beverly’s gruel, and the old bach-
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These scientific men sometimes reach a 
very philosophical state of mind, in 
which they are pleaded with the queerest 
trifles. See how easily satisfied Profes
sor Agassiz is! He says, “I am satis
fied, since I have examined the Tomrno- 
caris piercei, that trilobites are not any 
more closely related to the phvllopods 
than to any. other entomostraca? or to 
the isobods!” That would hardly satisfy 
an ordinary mortal.

The upstart that rose to a point ox order 
after sitting down upon the aggressive 
end of a pin waa assun 4 by the Chair 
that the point wm well taken.

I

One must have a tremendous voice to 
kill two birds with one’s tone.

A facetious traveler described thedif 
ference of society in tho metropolis, 
when compared to the provincial town, 
in the following language: “ In the
country if you have a leg of mutton for 
dinner, everybody wishes to know if you 
have caper sauce with it; whereas, in 
Loudon, you may have an elephant for 
lunch, and no one cares a pin about it.’


