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HE meadow was all pearled over 
with dew; the August sun was 
distilling sweetness from Abigail 

Wray's clove-pinks and sweet will­
iams, and the girl sang ga.vly at her 
work, as she put the coffee and hot 
graham gems on the table, and nodded 
to her father coming iu from the fields, 
with his black-ribboned straw hat tn 
his hand.

“Well, puss." said the farmer, with a 
smile, "how did you enjoy yourself last 
night, listening to this fine new lec­
turer?"

“Oh, so much, father!” cried Abigail. 
“The hall was crowded, and I don't 
kuow whether we all cried or laughed 
oftenest. Oh, father,” she added, "what 
a grand thing it must be to be able to 
move people's hearts like that!"

"Humph!" said Eli.hu Wray. "In my 
time women used to stay at home and 
ndud the house and look after their 
children, Instead of going tramping 
around the country giving lectures.”

•‘But Miss Perceval has neither hus­
band nor children, father,” urged Abi­
gail. “And I don't suppose she has any 
home to look after.”

"Miss Perceval? That's her name, 
Is it?”

“Father, I wish you’d go to hear her!” 
cried eager Abigail. "I'm sure she'd 
make you laugh and cry, too! You 
couldn't help it. She isn’t pretty, you 
see, but she has such an expressive 
face, with bright, sparkling eyes like 
a bird’s!”

“I knew a woman once,” slowly ut­
tered Wray, "who took to speechifying 
In public. Nobody would have thought 
It of her, either—the quietest, shyest 
little thing in the world. But there is 
no accounting for women. I never 
heard her, but I'm told she made a suc­
cess of it. Her name was Daggett.”

“Fathef, you'll go with me to-night, 
won't you?" coaxed Abigail. "Do! Just 
to please me. I do so want you to hear 
Miss Perceval. John Tracy—he’s on 
the committee, you kuow—he says they 
pay her fifty dollars a night. She must 
have a deal of money laid up. Oh, I 
wish I had a talent like that!”

"Tut, tut, my little girl!” said the 
farmer as he sprinkled sugar over his 
heaping saucer of blueberries. "I don't 
wish it at all. What should I do If you 
went lecturing half over the continent 
and left me here alone?”

“But, father, I must leave you some 
time,” reasoned Abigail. "Every girl 
does.”

"Then you're not going to become a 
little old maid for my sake, eh, puss?”

Abigail laughed, shot a roguish 
glance at him from beneath the dark 
curtain of her eyebrows, and shook her 
bead.

"All girls marry, father," she said.
"Your Miss Perceval hasn’t got mar­

ried, it seems.”
"No, father. She can do better.”
"Don’t you believe that, my girl,” 

said Mr. Wray. "There Is no better 
fortune In all the world than to marry. 
If you can marry the person you love.”

“Getting sentimental?” Abigail ask­
ed. clapping her plump hands.

“It ain't sentiment, child. It's com­
mon sense.” sturdily maintained Wray.

“Father,” abruptly spoke Abigail, 
“I've often wondered why you did not 
marry again.”

"I!” He looked up In amazement.
"Because,” added the girl, "mother 

never was much of a companion for 
you. She was always sick and com­
plaining. and she didn’t care for books, 
as you did, and she fretted at every lit­
tle thing, until I used to wonder at 
your patience with her. Oh, you see, 
1 noticed all these things, child though 
you thought I was. And she told me 
once----”

She checked herself abruptly. Wray 
looked at her with grave surprise.

"Told you what, Abigail?"
"I don't know whether I ought to re­

peat It, father,” said Abigail, coming 
around to his side and resting her 
clasped hands lightly on his shoulder. 
"It was the day before she died; and 
she told me lots of things, besides, 
that I did not know. She said she nev­
er had any real right to your heart; 
that you never had cared for her, and 
that she didn’t deserve that you should, 
and that there was another girl----”

"There, purs, there,” said the farm­
er, with a strange quiver In his stern 
eyelid. "Mother was flighty toward the 
last. We’ll forget these things.”

“But, father, if It's Lucia Lee—as I 
mistrust it is—and If you'd be any hap­
pier married to her, I won’t make any 
trouble,” pleaded Abigail. “I’ll be the 
best stepdaughter in the world; I only 
want you to be happy, father.”

"Well, It Isn't Lucia Lee,” said Mr. 
Wray, laughing, “and If It was. why 
you'd be crazy, child, to think of get­

!
ting me Into such a scrape at fifty-odd 
years old.’

"But you’re young-looking, father, 
and handsome,” urged Abigail.

"Nonsense! There, give me some 
more coffee. Those lazy fellows In the 
ten-acre lot will be sure to dawdle 
away the time until I get l»ack to them. 
Let's hear something more about this 
lecturing old maid of yours,” he added.

"Father, hush!"
Abigail had gone back to her seat be­

hind the tray, where she faced the 
wide, open door. She could see a figure 
standing hesitatingly on the threshold; 
her father was quite oblivious to its 
presence.

"It’s Miss Perceval herself!” crlid 
Abigail, jumping up. "Please walk iu, 
Miss Perceval, I’m so glad to see you. 
You don’t know It, perhaps, but I was 
one of your listeners last night, and I 
kept thinking how proud I should be 
if ever I had a chance to speak to you! 
Our name Is Wray, and I am Abigail. 
Father, this is Miss Perceval!”

Mr. Wray, who had risen from his 
seat aud now stood facing the unex­
pected guest, bowed courteously. Few 
city votaries of fashion could have dis­
played more exquisite courtesy and 
hospitality than this country lass. In 
the blue cambric frock with the simple 
white ruffling at her neck, as she wel­
comed the stranger.

"Will you have some of our fresh 
blueberries?” said Abigail. "I picked 
them myself, while the dew was on 
them. And the coffee is quite hot!”

Miss Percival was a tall, middle-aged 
woman, with brown hair, slightly

I L L  BE THE BEST S T K I'-D A U S H T E lt IN  
TIIE WORLD.

threaded with silver; bright, dark eyes 
and color that varied in her cheek, as 
she looked from Abigail to her father.

"I—I have lost my way,” she hesitat­
ed. “I oughtn't to have attempted to 
ramble about alone; but I used to know 
something about this part of the coun­
try, aud----”

Once more her eyes fell beneath 
Elihu Wray's searching glance; she 
laughed uneasily.

"So you are the lecturing woman?” 
said he, quietly.

"The ‘lecturing old maid,’ you called 
me, Elihu,” retorted Miss Perceval, re­
covering her composure with marvel­
ous quickness. "Have I grown so very 
old?”

"But—Miss Perceval?”
"That’s my nom de publlque,” said 

she. “One must shelter one’s self be­
hind something. How do you suppose 
‘Huldah Daggett’ would look on the 
bulletin boards? Can’t a woman 
change her name except by matri­
mony?”

“Father,” cried Abigail, “are you ac­
quainted with Miss Perceval? Why 
didn’t you tell me so before?”

"Because I didn’t know It myself, 
child. How was I to know that Miss 
Perceval, the famous lecturer who 
makes people laugh or cry, according to 
her will, was little Huldah Daggett, 
who used to hunt hazelnuts with me 
and build snow forts beyond the school- 
house forty years ago?”

“I feel exactly like a ghost come back 
to this earth,” said Miss Perceval, shiv­
ering. “Everything Is so changed, and 
yet the same. And I have dreamed so 
many, many times about returning to 
dear old Millville. And so Janet Is 
dead, nnd this tall girl leaning on your 
shoulder is her daughter! But you are 
not changed, Elihu; at least, not out­
wardly."

“I am changed In nothing, nuldah,” 
said he. "Nor have I ever changed In 
any respect.”

“Not when you mnrrled Janet? Oh, 
Elihu, It was then that I felt forced to 
plunge Into some all-absorbing occupa­
tion, to keep myself from heart-break. 
I never should have Rad a career If It 
had not been for th a t”

“J«.net told me you had confided to 
her that you were engaged to a rich 
banker In New York."

"It was not true!” exclaimed Miss 
Perceval. "She told me that you were 
tn love with her; that you were heart« 
lly sick of your old bargain with me. 
Aud I wrote you a last appeal, which 
you never noticed by word or line- ail 
appeal that 1 sent you by Janet. After 
tliut what could I thluk?"

Abigail hud flown upstairs, nnd now 
returned with a time-yellowed uote In 
her hand.

"Father, I believe I can explain this,” 
said she. "Poor mother yielded to temp­
tation aud kept back the letter. Here 
It Is. I fouud It between the leaves of 
one of her books, and, until uow, I 
never understood what It meant. I see 
It all, father! Miss Perceval! Father! 
Father! Remember what I said ten 
uiluutcs ago. Dear Miss Perceval, he Is 
so good, so true, nnd I’m ready to make 
such a model stepdaughter!”

And then she ran out of the room to 
rescue her pet terrier from the fangs 
of the butcher’s big dog, coming down 
the road, and when she returned Miss 
Perceval sat smiling in the deep win­
dow-seat, a daisy In her hand, u blush 
on her cheek.

"Would you really like a stepmother, 
child?" said she.

"I would like father to be happy!” 
eagerly answered Abigail.

"Then," said Miss Perceval. “I sup­
pose you must have your way!”

And the world at large wondered nt 
this brilliant lecturer marrying a quiet 
country farmer, and secluding herself 
in the wilderness. But the world at 
large did not know how happy she was. 
New York Ledger.

POLITENESS
O f W o m e n  to  W o m e n  as to  ^eats  tn  

s t r a c t  Lura .
If anythiug riles a woman. It Is to 

have some younger woman get up and 
offer her a seat In n street car. This 
misplaced civility Infers that the elder 
woman is to be considered ou account 
of her age, when, In fact, there Is little 
difference In years between the two. I 
witnessed a droll bit of comedy the 
other day In a Brookline electric that 
makes me smile every time I think of 
It. The car was full, with several pas­
sengers standing, when In bounced a 
stout, well-preserved person, with 
white hair beautifully pompadoured 
She was dressed In deep mourning, b ill 
a bunch of violet In the front of th« 
coat gave a touch of "mitigation" t< 
her grief, which was quite borne oul 
by the merriment lurking In her mouth 
and eyes. The lady grasped a strap 
and looked out of the window. Then 
suddenly a young person sitting near, 
observing, perhaps, that no man In th« 
car Intended to offer his seat, rose aud 
leaning forward touched the other on 
the arm, saying:

“Won't you have my seat?”
“Are you going to get out?” asked 

the standee.
"No, ma'am,” replied this tactless 

creature, "but you are older than I,
nnd----” Rut the sentence was never
finished. If a glance could slay, that 
young person would have fallen on the 
floor dead.

"Thank you. When I am too old to 
stand up. I shall not enter a public con­
veyance.”

That was all. The junior woman 
slunk back Into the sent, nnd some of 
the passengers tittered.—Cincinnati 
Enquirer.

Q u a in t  P ra y e r« .
A small farmer, an Eglishman, old 

and devout, had a dozen cattle, two or 
three of which he lost by the cattle- 
disease then prevailing. A clergyman 
expressed his sympathy, anil the aged 
man replied, "The Bible tells us that 
the cattle on a thousand hills are Ills, 
so when He wants any, He knows 
where to find 'em.”

Evidently the good farmer took pride 
In Ids small herd, and felt compliment­
ed by the death of two or three of them. 
The Rev. Newman Hall, from whose 
“Autobiagraphy” we have taken this 
quaint bit of piety, ieports as quaint a 
prayer, uttered by an old, decrepit 
workman, whom he visited In an alms­
house.

"We prayed together, and at my re­
quest, leaning back In his easy chair, 
he prayed for me In terms I have never 
forgotten: ‘God bless him! Make him 
like the candlestick—beaten gold! Help 
him to say as the sailor when he rounds 
a dangerous point, "All is well!” If 
Thou make him useful Thou Wilt give 
him trials; but It’s grand cross-benrlu’ 
when It's tied on wl’ love!’ ”

During our civil war there was a 
great dearth of cotton In the English 
manufacturing towns, nnd a quantity 
of Inferior short fiber was Imported 
from Surat In India. A mill-hand, pray­
ing at a prayer-meeting, said, “O Lord, 
send us cotton! send us cotton! but no 
Surat, Lord!”______________

H oist w ith  H is O wn P etard .
Greedy grocer to farmer’s wife, who 

is supplying him with butter: “Thia 
pun’ o’ butter Is ower llcht, gudewlfe."

Gudewlfe: "Blame yersel’, then; I 
weighed It wl’ tne pun’ o’ sugar I gal 
frae ye yestreen.”—Tit-Bits.

Eating thirty quail in thirty days 
can’t be much of a feat; mnny a man 
lias eaten beefsteak every day for fifty 
days. __ __

If a girl Is really fond of music, her 
own piano playing will make her sick.

PA1H0SANDTRA0EDY
The so rro w ful  life  of a 

CHICAGO GIRL.

She S h o t H e r  D e c e p tiv e  F r ie n d  and
T ook l le r  O w n  L i f e —T h e  U n e a tle iie d
Y e a rn in g  o f u P o e tic  bou l th u t  W ae
K ver In  b o rro w .

The news reports recently told how a 
Chicago girl named Burke had shut her 
deceptive friend, while he sat at the 
piano singing a love song, aud then 
killed herself. She loved him, aud 
when the terrible truth came to her 
that lie was already married, she mad«* * 
the effort to end his existence ami her 
own. She sleeps to-day In a little Mich­
igan graveyard.

The story of Mabel Burke’s life Is un­
like most of those which eud so trag­
ically. Few even of the heroines of 
fiction had endured more of sorrow aud 
of trouble than this girl. Thrown from 
babyhood upon the mercies of the 
world, she experienced only sorrow nnd 
hardships and Illness, until, driven des­
perate by the last wrong, she ended nil. 
Hers was a life of pathos linked with

M ABEL DUKKK.

romance and tragedy. Her friends say 
that her life was as pure as that of the 
children and the flow« rs she loved so 
well.

Mabel Burke came Into this world 
with the misfortune of having a sister 
but eleven months older than herself 
and a mother who bad no love for chil­
dren. The mother's love was never 
aroused by the prattling Mabel, and 
while yet too young to understand Its 
imiHirt the baby was given away. The 
child's grandmother took her finally, 
aud It was at her home that Mabel 
Spent her girlhood. The elderly woman 
was poor, aud when It be« ame time for 
her charge to start to s h ol the little 
girl was compelled to work and earn 
the money with which to buy her books 
nnd pay other expenses. Thus she 
passed through the various grades of 
the country school, and having finally 
finished its course she went to a college 
town nnd found employment. There
*her musical talents were developed 
ami, gaining the sympathy of one of 
her professors, she was assisted to com­
plete a course. She had also by per­
sonal application learned stenography 
and bookkeeping.

About seven years ago the family 
with whom she had boarded during her 
struggles In the college went to Chicago 
ami she accompanied It. The young 
woman was uow talented nnd ambi­
tious. Her applications for employment 
were of a higher order than those of 
most stenographers aud she was suc­
cessful. The World's Fair was then In 
existence nnd she went there for a posi­
tion, aud a few weeks later she was 
accepted as a secretary to the Board 
of Lady Managers ami was provided 
with apartments at the Windemere 
Hotel. When the fair ended she still 
found lucrative work. Then the Presi­
dential campaign came on nnd Miss 
Burke became stenographer for Mark 
Hanna, work in which she was regard­
ed nn expert.

Her acquaintance began to broaden, 
her wages were high and It looked at 
last ns If sunshine were to come Into 
her life. Her beauty made her a favor­
ite in the small social circle In which 
she moved. Then came Illness. The 
bloom left her cheeks, her frame wnst- 
ed. The doctors told her that a tumor­
ous growth made nn oi>erntlon neces­
sary. For nine months Miss Burke lny 
In the hospital, nnd when she finally 
did return to her home, with sunken 
cheeks and pale face, she was not en­
tirely recovered. This fact saddened 
her whole life, though she gradually 
regained her former good looks nnd 
went about quietly In the society In 
which she had been accustomed to 
move before her Illness. She was bright 
nnd clever, a good musician nnd a strik­
ingly pretty girl, ami therefore was 
much sought after, nnd had half a doz­
en admirers. But to Intimate friends 
she confided upon her return from the 
hospital that she would never marry.

Finally she met David J. Wile, the 
attorney whose life she attempted to 
end. Their manner of meeting was 
clearly In the relationship of attorney 
and client The youug woman bad be­

come Imbued with the bh a that she had 
cause for a suit against a physician for 
malpractice. It bore upon tin* opera­
tion she had undergone. Wile allow«*«! 
her to believe that there were some 
hopes for her to recover. They were 
frquently In each other’s company re­
garding th«* matter. Their acquaint­
anceship rlpeued Into friendship, and 
when finally Wile had |ioraunde<l her 
that she had no case he continued to 
call uimui her.

He had fouud a bond of sympathy 
between them. They were both lovers 
of music, aud thus In this platonic sort 
of way they enjoyed each other's com­
panionship. Mouths passed by ami It 
was no secret that Miss Burke's friend­
ship for Wile had rli**ned Into love.

Then came th«* story to the ears of 
Miss Burke that Wile was already mar­
ried. Mie sought out his wife and 
learned from her lips that the rumor 
was true. Her last hope vanish«-«!. The 
deception, the wrong practical upou 
her was more than she could endure. 
Discouraged ami disheartened beyond 
all reparation, she plotted her own 
destruction ami to take from the world 
with her tin* mau whom she loved.

M«*etlng Wile by appointment, they 
went together to th«* Hotel St. An­
thony and engaged the jinrlor with It» 
piano for a few minutes. Miss Burk« 
asked tin* man to play a love song they 
had often admired aud sung together, 
ami ns his Augers gilded over the key» 
and with the strains of the music ring­
ing In her ears sin* shot 1dm twice lie 
fell from the stool, and, with tin* evi­
dent Impression that he wns klll-*«l, she 
turned the smoking revolver to herself 
and sent a bullet through her heart

GRANT MONUMENT.
N ew  H ro tizc  K q n e s tr la n  K tu tiie  o f th e

G r e a t  < o m o iu io l i  r  In  I l i l lu i lc  p i l l s .
The heroic statue of Gen. Grant, enst 

In bronze and erected In Fairmount 
Park, Philadelphia, wns recently un­
veiled under the auspices of the Fair- 
mount Park Art Association. The 
statue Is the work of Daniel Chester 
French and Edward Potter, the for­
mer being the sculptor of the llguro 
and the latter of the horse.

The artists chose for their motif a 
moment when Grant wns surveying a 
battlefield from an eminence, Intent 
U|K«u the operations of tin* forces be­
fore 1dm. The horse Is merely obedient 
to the will of the rider. They endeav­
ored In the figure of Grant to give 
something of tin* latent force of the 
man, manifesting Itself through per­
fect passivity; to portray the sphinx- 
like character which has mystified all 
who have studied him. Grant's cos­
tume nnd Its arrangement were chosen 
from the few collections available with 
a view to carrying out the Impression 
ns forcibly as possible. The long enpe 
to the overcoat wns adopted on the 
authority of Gen. Fred Grant, who

P H IL A D E L P H IA  Q U A R T ST A T U E .

says that Ills father wore one several 
Inches longer than wns usual. The hat 
wns also made on his authority. The 
height of the stntue from bottom of 
plinth to top of rider’s lint Is IB feet 1 
Inch; the size of the plinth Is 5 feet 
0 Inches by 12 feet tl Inches. The total 
weight of tin* statue Is five tons.

The pedestal Is built of pale pink 
Jonesboro granite. Its total height to 
the bronze plinth supporting the statu« 
Is 15 feet 3% Inches. Tin* pedestal lb 
support«*d ou a step, which supports a 
scat entirely surrounding the molded 
hnse of the monument. On this rests 
the die, a plain mnss of granite, dimin­
ishing toward the top with consider­
able entasis nnd crowned with a mold­
ed cornice nnd neck moldings. The 
totnl cost of stntue nnd pedestal was 
»32.67B.35.
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R trange B lood  P o iso n in g .
A schoolgirl of Elizabeth, N. J., died 

from blood poisoning, resulting from 
blows on her arm playfully Inflicted 
by a schoolmate on her birthday.

You don't respect a person very much 
If you art willing to play a “Joke” oa  
him


