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5-)9- JASKULEK,

PRACTICAL

Watchmaker, Jeweler and Optician,
ALL WORK WARRANTED.

Dealer In Watches, Cloeks, Jewelry,
fipectacles and Eyeglasscs,
AND A FULL LINE OF

Cigaxs, Tobacco & Fancy Goods.

Th only relialde ( m town for the proper adjust-
’ ment of :alwmonhmft

Depot of the Gennine Brazilian Pabble Spec-
tacles and Eyeglasses.

Orrice—First Door South of Postoffice,
ROSERURG. OREGON.

LANGENBERG'S

Boot and Shoe Store

ROSEBURG, OREGON,

On Jackson Btreet, Opposite the Post Office,
Keeps ou hand the largest and best assortwent of

Eastern and San Francisco Boots and
Shoen, Gaiters, Slippers,

And everything in the Boot and Shoe line, and

SELLS CHEAP FOR CASH.

Boots and Shoes Made to Order, and
Ferfeet Fit Guaranteed.

I use the Best of Leather and Warran all
my work,

Repairing Neatly Done, on Short Notice.

I keep always on hand

TOYS AND NOTIONS.

Musical Instruments and Violin Strings
a specialty.

LOUIS LANGENBERG.

HUBBARD

CREEK MILLS

CLARK & BAKER, Props.

Having purchased the above named mills of
E.Stephens & Co., we are now prepared to fur-
plsh.any amount of the best guality of

-

LUMBEIR

ever offered to the publie in Dounglas county.
We will furnish at the mill at the following

erm:

No. 1 rough lumber.. .......... 3128 M
No. 1 flooring, 6 inch....... LEUTM
No. 1 flooring, 4 inch ......... 928 E M
No. 1 finsihing lumber. ... e 320 WM
No. 1 finishing lumber dressedon 2sides $21 # M

No, 1 finishing lumber dressed on 4 sides §26 ¥ M
CLARK & BAKER.

L. ¥. LANE, JOIIN LANE,

LANE & LANE,
ATTORNEYS AT LAW.

Homlce on Main street, opposite Cosmopaolitan
otel,

CHARLEY HADLEY'S
BARBER SHOP

-
e —

Next Door Live Oak Saloon.

Shaving and Hair Cutting in a Workmanlike
Manner,

ROSEBURG, OREGON.

 JOHN FRASER,
Home Made Furniture,

WILBUR, OREGON.

UPHOLSTERY, SPRING HETTRBSSBS, ETC,

Counstanily on hand

I have the Best
BTOCK OF FURNITURE
- South «f Portland.

And all of my own manufacture,

No Tweo Prices to Customers,

Resldents of Douglas County are requested to give me a
call before purchasing elsewhere.

ALL WORK WARRANTED.

DEPOT HOTEL,
RIGHAB:} ;;O‘l[;:,‘;:;prietor.

This Hotel has been established fora num-
ber of years, and has become very pop-
ular with the traveling public.

FIRST-CLASS SLEEPING ACCOMMODATIONS

—AND THE—
Table supplied with the Best the Market affords
Hotel at the Depot of the Railroad.

H. C. STANTON,

Staple Dry Groods,

Keeps constantly on hand a general assortment of
Extra Fine Groceries,
WO0D, WILLOW AND GLASSWARE, _

—ALSO—

CROCKERY AND CORDAGE,

A full stock of

SCHOOL BOOKS,
Huch as required by the Publiec County Schoonls

All kinds of Stationery, Toys and
Fanecy Articles,

TO SUIT BOTN YOUNG AND OLD.

Buys and Sells Lanl Tenders, furnishes
Cheeks on Portland, and procures
Drafts on San Francisco.

SEEDS! SEEDS!

SEEDS!
ALL KINDS OF THE BEST QUALITY.

ALL OBRDERS

Promptly attended to and goods shipped
with care.

Adilress,

 HACHENY & BENO,
PoRTLAND, OREGON.

N

WITCHCRAFT.

A. D. 1092,

Soe, Mistresa Anne, faire nelghbour myne,
How rides a witche when nighte-winds

blowe?
Folk saye thut you are none too goode
To joyne the crewe in Salem wood,
When One you wot of gives the signe:
Bighte well, methinks, thé pathe yon
knowe.

In Mectinge-time 1 watched you well,
Whiles godly Muster Parris prayved ; ©

Your folded hands laye on your booke;

But Richardsanswered to 4 looke

That taln would rempt him unto hell,
Where, Mistress Anne, your place isamade,

You lookedinto my Richard’s eyes
With evill gloances shiwmelesse growne;
1 found about his wr.ste a hair,
And guesse winnt finzers tyed it there:
Iie shall not lightly be your prize—
Your Master firste shall take his owne,

"Tis not in nature he shoulde be. !
(Who loved me soe when Npringe wns
greens)
A ehilde, to hange upon your gowne!
1e loved me well in salem Towne
Untill this wanton witcherie
His hearte and myne crept dark betweene,

Last Sabbath nighte, the gossips d:?'t".
Yonr goodman missed you from his side.
He had no strength to move, untill
Agen, as if in slumber still,
Beside him at the dawne you laye.
Tell, nowe. what meantime did betide,

Dame Anne, my hate goe with you fieete
As driftes the Bay fogg overhewd—

Or over yonder hul-topp, where

There Is-a tree ripe fraite shall beay

When, nelghbour iyne, your wicked feet
The stones of Gallowes Hill shall tread.

A. D. 1884,

Our great great-grandpapas had schooled
Yonr iancles, Lity, were you born
In days when Cotton Mather ruled
And dmnask petticoats were worn!
Your pretty ways, vour mocking alr,
I Hudd passed, mayvhap, for Satan’s wiles—
As Daght with danger, then and there,
To you, s HOW to us your smiles,

Wauy not! Were inquest to begin,
The tokens are not far to seek:
Heni—the dimple of you chin; 0
Itém—that freckle on your cheek. .
Grace shieids his simmple soul from harm
Who euters your flirtation niche,
Or trusts in whispered counter-charm,
Algue with such a parlons witch!

Your fan o wand is, In disguise;
It conjures, nnd we straizht are drawn
Within a witehes' Paraliss
Of music, gennans, roses, lawn.
Bo through the season, where you go,
All else than Litn men forget:
One needs no se-ond-siglit to know
Thut sorcery is rampant yet,

Now, since the bars no more await

Falr maids that practice sable nrts,
Take heed, while I pronounce the fate

Of her who thus ¢nsnares our hearts:
In time you shall & wizard meet

With spells more potent than your own,
And you shall know yonr masier, sweet,

.-\mi for these witcheries atone,

For you at his behesat shall wear
A veil, and seck with him the church,
And at the altar rail rorswear
The cratt ghat left you in the larch;
But oft thereafter, musing long,
With smnile, and sigh, and
twitch, -
You shall too Iate confess the wrong—
A cuptive and repentant witeh.
—E. C. Stedinan, in Harper's Magazine.
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“X"—A CHRISTMAS STORY.

conscience

How We Captured a Burglar, and
What Came of Its |4,
I W s LR A s
When my sisters saw nie write down
the title of this story, they shrugged
their shoulders and said that it was not
a good one at all.

It isn’t thrilling enough,” erled
Ruth.

““And not a bit sentimental,” said
Jennie.

“One can't make head or tail out of
it!” was Aunt Detsey’s seathing com-
ment ; while mamma p ped out from
her pillows, *It really seems to me,
Edith, that you ought to make it more
striking. In my day titles were very
important. ‘A Midnight Mystery,” now
woulld be the very thing?"

“Never mind the eriticisms, Edie,”
Agnes spoke at last.  “I think the t tle
is just right.”’

And as Agnes was the person most
concerned 1n the story, 1 was willing
to ab.de by her opin.on. 1.don’t be-
lieve I would have changed my title,
anyhow, for I resemble the Barclay
gide of the house, and mamma has al-
ways said that they are obstinate. The
Barclays are papa’s relatives, of course
—who ever heard of & woman, no mat-
ter how much she loved her husband,
praising his folks? But both the Bar-
vlays and the Mandells can trace their
lineage ever so far back. We have in
our possession a teapotand an old chair
—both said to have been brought over
in the “Maytiower.”

(Truth compels me to say, however,
that the teapot is a dingy, insignificant
little thing with a dent 1 its side, while
as for the chair, a more stiff-backed,
uncomfortable seat #t would be hard to
fine.)

We haven't much beside our good

name. Onee, and not so very long ago,
we lived in luxury. Papa had his fine
horses, rare pictures and statuary:

mamma could deck herself in silks and
sating, while we children were dressed
like royal princesses. But there came
a dreadful lawsuit, which dawdled
along year after year eating up slice
after slice of our property, and when at
last it was decided against us, every-
thing had to go. Papa was so dis-
cournged—poor man!—and so dismay-
vd at having to face the world—you see
ae had been brought up.in ease and was
v dreamy scholar—that he fell sick, and
Jfter a lingering illness, died.

Everything went—house, furniture,
plate, jewels —and we had nothing left
but a hittle, lonely place way out in the
country. Anold-fashioned stone house,
with gigantic chimney and low, slop-
ing roof. The view was fine—two
great cloud-capped mountains at our
back, and in front, a winding, babbling
little stream and a fresh, green mea-
Jow, It was a delightful place in sum-
mer, for the air was cool and bracing
and laden with the spicy fragranee of
pine and ecedar woods. The house it-
self was roomy, though so low; and
after we had opened the doors and win-
dows and let in showers of golden sun-
light and whifls of odorous breezes, and
wiien we had given the rooms a look of
comfort with the bits of furniture we
had saved from the wreck, we all, with
one accord, declared that *“it wasn't so
bad after all.™

Even poor mamma, who all this time

had been more dead than alive, mourn-
ing over her grief and our fallen estate,
looked gu’te cheerful, though she mur-
mured, plaintively: *“We have a roof to
cover us, to be sure, but what shall we
do to clothe ourselves? Dear me! what
a pity that my boys were all girls!™

*See here!”’ erled Ruth, throwing
back her magnificent chest and holdi
out an arm, which, although as beauti-
ful as rose-tinted marble, was as round
and strong as H:be's. “See here! Iam
as strong and well as the®average young
man, thanks to my always being a
Tom-boy! 8o I'm going to be the man
of the family! There is that patch of

rround back of the house—it will be
st the place for a nice garden, and
when you lind the table supplied with
fresh vegetables, I rather guess you'll
think I'm worth something!"’

* Well,”” Agnes ebserved, smoothing
cowa her apron, *‘if the girls will see
to the houschold affairs, I will aPply
for the school down in the village.”

“Oh, A¢nes!”” and mamma's small,
white hands made a gesture of horror
an.l p:otestation,

Agnes was the beauty of the family—
a slender, graceful girl, with a face
like a flower: all soft curves and deli-
cate tints, Lighted by « pair of lustrous
eyes, purple as Jul.ﬂ:iite—‘. She seemed
born to comm :nd —not, however, in a
haughty, imperous way, but with a
gentle gﬁrzueiou.—;.xcss that was charming
to see, because it was so unaffected.

She was the only one of us girls who
had a romanee. © I was too homely,
Ruth, too void of sentiment and Janie
too young. But ever since the early
age of eight, Agnes had had her devot-
ed lover—Guy Hunt, only child ot one
of the richest men intown. The infan-
tile affection of these two had been
something interesting to witness,

They had been soleminly wedded with
an old brass eurtain-ring, and were ever
afterward inseparable companions. On
reaching maturity the feelings of neither
had changed, but the old saying, “The
course of true love never runs smooth,”’
had been verified in this instance.

Unfortunately, the old squire was the
man with whom my father had had the
Inwsuit, and, not satistied with having
his enemy under foot, was disposed to
crush him. He sternly forbade his son
to speak to Agnes, but I am glad to
say that Guy was too noble to heed so
unjust a command, and had Agnes
given her consent, the two young folks
might have been married immediately.
But our pretty sister held beneath her
gentle exterior a most indomitable
pride. She would enter no family un-
weleomed, and—well, 1 can’t exactly
say how it happened, but any way, she
and Guy had a dreadful guarrel. But
when we timidly asked her about it,
she looked at us in a way that made us
tremble in our shoes, and said: “If you
love me, girls, never mention his name
to me again.”’

And with this we were forced. to be
content. Despite mother’s protest, Ag-
nes took up her drudging life of school-
teaching with a patience that made us
wonder. How she, with her fastidious-
ness and love of beauty, could endure
mingling with the dirty-faced, tangle-
haired. guarreling wurchins who daly
gathered together in the little red
school-house at the foot of the
for one, could never see.

Ruth, cheery-faced and strong-armed,
was the “‘man of the family."” The
vegetables she raised were marvels of
perfection, and went along way toward
lessening our table expensess We kept
a cow, and so had plenty of milk and
butter.

We all tried to help along. I, being
lame, was of little use, though ocea-
sionally my seribblings brought back a
check, and that, of course, made great
rejoicing.

Janie waited on mamma, and that
kept her busy; for poor mamma had
never been used to doing anything for
herself, and now it was too late for her
to try.

Aunt Betsey, strong, rugged and sen-
«ible, was the mainspring of the house-
hold machinery. And so we managed
to struegle along through one year, at
¢he end of whiech we found ourselves
well in body and considerably better oft
in purse.

~One hundred and thirty-three dol-
lars, girls!" said Ruth, one May morn-
ing. I think that is pretty good, con-
sidering that we have the cow paid for
and & dozen hens in the hen-house.
We're getting along famously! By
next fall we'll be able to paint the
house and buy a new stove for the par-
lor.”

“Here's a letter,”’ said Janie, who at
that moment came in from a walk to
the village Post-office.

«It's for me, isn't it?"" Aones asked,
holding out her hand. «I wrote to
New York for the price of & new pri-
mary geography.”™

«1t isn’t for you, Aggie, it is ad-
dressed to mamma.”™’

“Forme?'” and mamma raised her
pale face with a look of languid curi-
osity. “Dear me, girls! It looks
just like your unele John’s handwrit-
ing !

For the past year poor mamma had
been flattering herself that the heart of
a miserly old uncle would be touched,
and that he would lift us all out of tie
slough of poverty into which we had
fallen. Her white fingers trembled
with eagerness as she tore open the
coarse, yellow envelope and proceeded
to read the serawling, black, spidery
lines. At first her face was full of pers

plexity; then, as a realization of some |

awful troth dawned on her mind, her
express'on instantly changed to wild-
est consternation. At last she sobbed
out :

“Oh, girls! what shall we do? I
never, never dreamed of this!"”

Ruth seizud the paper as it fell flut-
tering from mamma’s band, and read
it aloud :

“NEW YOorK, May 18, 187,
“Mrs. Laura Barclay:

“MapaM—I write this to notify you that the
mortgage of $400 on the small cot and
tive acres of land about three miles from the
village of Brookdale will be due the ¥5th of
next December. | shall need the money at
that time, and unless it is paid, will be un-
der the painful necessity ol foreclosing.

“Respeetrally,
“JUSHUA GRUMBLEDON,”

“The man is either an impostor or a
lunatic I"" Rath exclaimed, throwing
down the paper contemptuously.

“He' neither, my dear,” said mam-
ma, plaintively. “I'd forgotten al
about the wortgage until now. In-
deed; I surely thought your poor, dear
papa had settled it long ago.
never dreamed that the place wasn't

hill, I-

Now, I remember, it
was just five yvears ago that Mr.
Grumbledon was at our “house. You

ris were away at boarding-school.

our papa needed a little ready
money, and thonght he would get it
off this out-of-the-way property. So
he asked me to sign away my third,
and I did it. .I never did know much
about business yon see, and I'm sure I
never supposedthat putt ng down my
name to tEa& bit. of paper would make
any difference. Mr. Grumbledon dined
with us. 1 remember him wvery well.
A tall, bony man, with thin lips and
a nose like a hawk's. Very ill-bred—
ate with his knife. A miserly fellow, i
should judge, and not the kindofa
man to be g bit vielding in money
matters. But, my dears, what shall we
do?” helplessly,

We were all too bewildered to sug-
gest any plan just then. It did seem
very hard, now that we were just get-
ting on, to have this new trouble. At
last Ruth said, in a voice which she
strove hard to make cheerful:

*Come, don't let us look so blue!
We'll pull throunzh somehow.”

“Bat four hundred dollars!™ I
groaned.

*It isn't so great a sum, after all.
The mean part of it is to have to pay it
out when we thought we didn't have a
debt in the world!”

**Well, we have a hundred and thirty-
three dollars to start towards it,”’ said

ones. **And then this term's salary
will be fifty more &

“And Mrs. Rogers owes for that
twenty-pound erock of butter,”” Aunt
Betsay observed.

“Well, the long and short of it is that
we shall have to make about two hun-
dred dollars in six months. We've got
to do it,"”" solemnly. “We must cut
down every espense.”

And so the summer wore away in
hard work and self-denial, for, on
counting the bills and coins in the old
gray stocking, we found that we had
at last the requisite sum. Andin three
days the mortgage would be due, and
on the morning of the day Ruth was
going down to the city to pay off the
dreadful burden.

But how we did worry over that
money! For fear it would get stolen,
you know! We were very foolish, for
everybody knew we were poor, and not
at all likely to have so large a sum
about us in our humble dwelling. Bat
our alarm was mainly eaused by the
fact that there had been of late several
daring robberies committed in the
nuigllﬁorhmnl.

Lawyer Griggs, down at the villagr
had his house entered and a large
amount of money abstrapcted, Mrs,
Peter’s gold watch and Widow Par-
son's ear-rings were also taken. Anoth-
er night the thieves broke into the
house of Mr. Elias, the mill proprietor,
while he and Ins wife were away at-a
party, and took a rich silk dress and a
sct of furs. Smaller robberies were
co 1stantly taking place, such asspoons,

reserves, poultry, clothing—nothing,
in fact, escaped the hands of the preda-
tory rascals. The universal opinion was
that there was a guang of them who
came up nightly from the city. There
was talk, too, of their selecting various
houses and making a certain mark on
the door or gate-post.

“Yes, they do make a mark—regular
tramp style,’ said Miss Tabitha Tuck-
er, the village dress-maker, to Ruth
and me, when, one day, we had stopped
in her shop to borrow a pattera. *I
seen the mark myself on Miss Perkins'
gate-post. It was a great big X. It
wa: when I went over to cut out her
new polonay. My dress ketched in the
gate-latch when 1 went in the yard, and
as I stooped downto get it out my eyes
lit oi that "ere mark; and I says tomy-
self, ~ays L, ‘I wonder what that's fur?’
but 1 furgot all about it when I got up
to the house, 'cause Miss Perkins' litile
Tommy was jest took with an awful
nose-bleed, and everything was .in a
hutbub fur one while. Bat that night,
sure enough, Miss Perkinsg’ cellar was
broken into and two dozen jars of pre-
scrv. s—best kind of sass, pu, down
pound fur pcund—was sio’en. And a
quarter of beef taken out of the pickle,
too! Tell you what, folks has got to
keep a lookout for marks nowuadays.
You'd better take eare, Ruth, you Ive
in sech a lonesome place.”

We laughed at her warning; still, 1
thirk we all felr a little bit timid, and
I'll venture to say that after this there
was not one of us who did not ocea-
sionally examine the gate-pos’s.

And at last, sure enonugh, on the
morning before Christmas Janie came
running in, her black eyes wide with
excitement, as she exclaimed:

“Oh, girls!" she cried, “there's a

clear and free!

A great white chalk X."

At this we all rushed out of the
house, Aunt Betsey even leaving her
pancake griddle with a batch of ecakes
on it, and ran down the frozen path to
view this new and startling discovery.

And thereit was, sure emough! A
big white X, freshly made, too!

“Well,” said Ruth, after we had
stared a while at it, “it's lucky we
have seen it,”” for now we can be on
our guard. But, for goodness sake,
don’t say anything to mamma about it.
She would be so frightened that she'd
get one of her low, nervous spells.”

**Shall we have the constable com:
over?'’ asked Aunt Betsey.

“No ! said Ruth, defiantly. *For
you see this mark may be nothing, after
all; a passing school-boy madv have
seratched it on the post. And if we
were to make a fuss about it, and send
for an oflicer, and nothing should hap-
pen, why we should be laughed at like
everything. No; I guess we can take
care of ourselves; there are enough
of ns.”

«That's so!”” Aunt Betsey exclaimed,
flouring the pancake-turner which all
this time she had held in her hand.
*If them burglars come we'll jest give
them fits!"

Of courze we were in_a flutter of ex-
citement all that day. When night—a
cold, cloudy, windy night—set in, wi
began to make preparations for our de-
fense. Every door and window was se-
curely fastened. A pile of tinware wa:
placed on the cellar-steps and a tub o
water at the foot of the chamber-stairs, so
that any one ascending or descend ny
would produce eithera rattleoras plash’
The woodshed dood was braced In
an ironing-board; that of the back vn
try b{.:ha clothes-horse, while the fio
door-knob mpﬁ::lted the coal-scuttic
Circumstances compelled us to giv

mamma lninkhn&‘ of what was expect-
ed, and she bore the news much more

calmly than we thought she would, and
had bravely to have the dinner-
bell placed beside her pillow so that if
need be she might give an alarm. Our
weapons, though somewhat formidable,
were certainly of at variety. Ruth
had fished out of the garrett an ancient
horse-pistol; Aunt Betsy armed herself
with a club of s]i)plewood; Agnes had
the poker; Janie the -knife,
while I, like a feminine George Wash-
ington, brandished a little hatchet.

e had made arrangements that
Agnes was to be sentinel for the first
half of the night and Ruth and T the
latber.i

But it was some time before we could
get  te sleepr—~ The rats made such
noises in ‘the garrett, the wind howled
around the chimneys and rattled the
shutters—these and a dozen other noises
made us wide awake and eager to scent
danger.

The clock struck twelve—then one.
Agnes had just come into our room and
Ruth and I were preparing to take her

lace, when suddenly all three of us

eard a faint click of the front gate-
latch, followed by footsteps on the
frozen ground.

Ruth sprang to the window and drew
aside the curtain. *“Look, girls! look!"
she whispered, excitedly.

And there, stealing in and out among
the tall evergreens d%wn by the gate,
we did see a dark figure! But at this
instant two loud noises resounded
throughout the house. One was a great
clattering of tin-ware; the other a vio-
lent splashing. Our first thought was
that burglars had already entered the
house, but when, armed with our re-
s?cctive weapons, we proceeded to the
places from whence the sounds came,
we found that Aunt Betsey and Janie,
not-satisfied with sleeping ingloriously
while we mounted guard, hadrisen and
started on a Erivm;e tour of inspection
through the house.

But alas! Both forgot the various
traps that had been placed here and
there for the benefit of midnight ma-
rauders, and the first thing Aunt Bet-
sey knew she found herself sitting like
Mr. What's-his-name among the ruins
of Carthage. Milk pans, cake-tins, a
horse-radish grater and a cookey-cut-
ter were scattered about, while the
colander, like Achilles’ helmet, was
perched upon her disheveled locks.

Janie we fished out of the tub of
water looking like a veritable mer-
maid. Fortunately, no serious dam-
age was done to either, and, as soon as
possible, all five of us were in the
parlor, watching the burglar down by
the gate.

He was still there, skulking in and
out among the trees in a most mysteri-
ous way. At last, when our patience
gave out entirely, Ruth said, boldly:.

“I mean to see what that yillain is
doing. Come, Aggie, will you go with
me?‘.!

“Goodness me! Surely, girls, you
don't mean to go out of the house!”
said Aunt Betsey.

“Yes, that’s just what we de mean,”
Ruth replied, as she proceeded to wrap
a shawl about her. “There seems to
be only one of the rascals, and I guess
we can manage him. Anyhow, if you
hear us seream, run down to our res-
cue. Come, Aggie,” and a minute
later the two girls had slipped out of
the front door, and were quietly
making their way around the shady
side of the house down to the gate.

Now near the fence, and just a few
yards from the gate, there stood a small
building, formerly used as a tool-house.
We had made it a kind of a catch-all—
storing here tools, graden seeds, corn
for the chickens, and various other
things. As the building never con-
tained anything of value, we had
only a slight fastening to it—a wooden
button and a rusty hook. When the

irls reached the building, they knew
%} certain muffled sounds that the
burglar was gmwling about within.
Quick-witted Ruth seized the oppor-
tunity which presented itself, and,
without a minute’s hesitation, slammed
the door shut and confined it by but-
ton and hook.

A violent exclamation, a mutter of
chagrin, were heard from within, but
the girls did not wait to hear more, for
with swift feet they rushed back to
the house and told us what they had
done.

Of course we were all wild with ex-
citement. The whole house was in
commotion, and poor mamma added to
the general confusion by ringing the
dinner-bell with the most frantic
enexy.

“Now that you've caught the thieves,

Ruth, what do you mean to do?"
mark on our gate-post—truly there ist 7.

“Do?" Ruth repeated, in consider-
able perﬁlexity. “We certainly ought
to have help to secure the thief, for it
would be too bad to have him escape
now that we have actually captured
him. But I'm really afraid that he'll
be able to work his way out of the tool-
house—the fastening isn’'t much fto
boast of, you know ! Some of us must
hurry over to Farmer Jackson's, and
get him and his hired man to come
over.

“That’s so,”” said Agnes, and she
added, decidedly: ¢‘But, seriously, you
mustn’t think of going, Ruth, because
your throat isn't well yet, and & mile’s
walk in this cold, windy air would be
the very worst thing you could do!
Edith can't go, of course, and I don't
think it at all prudent for Janie to ven-
ture out after her impromptu bath. I
can go better than any of you. No,
don’t shake your head, aunty! There
is really nothing to be afraid of nor to
worry about! I'll take my horse-pistol
along; and so shall be able to defend
myself in a very heroic manner!”’ and
not heeding our remonstrances, Agnes
proceeded to wrap herself up warmly
and sally forth on her errand.

You can scarcely imagine how anx-
iously we awaited her return. Sundry
thumpings down at the tool-house noti-
fied us that its inmate was zealousi
striving to effect his release, but, mmz

to our ion, the old bolt and
wooden button proved stronger than
we had thought.

In less than an hl;oiur two dark
were seén approac from down the
“Thank goodness! There are Ag;
and Farmer Jackson!" eried Ruth.
“No, it isn’t the farmer," said Janie,

whose eyes were . “It is too
ta!lt?‘:; either him or his hired

man

_had desire

oI heard at the sewing society last

week- that the J’lciaonﬁ kaptbdnrdein."

Aunt Betsey observed. ‘Maybe the
farmer was with the rheumatiz—
he has spells of it—and so one of the
boarders come. But dear me! if that

varmin®in the tool-house is

one man can't him!"” ;
“Well, he and are undoing the
door now,”’ Janie excitedly.

Just then, as ill lnck would have it,
a dark cloud sailed across the moon
and the indistinet light was changed to

deepest obscurity.

one of us watching at the window
could distinguish what was transpi
dm;n at t}w tool-house, but we listens
in breathless suspense, expecting to
bear shrieks, pistol-shots and other|
horrible - sounds! Bat]

all was silent, until presently we heard | ogoe

footsteps coming up the frozen path. -

With one -u:gﬂ.pwe all rushed fo the |
door, and there, framed in the glo :
was Agnes' face—her eyes s
cheeks hlushingl; and her whole ex-
pression that of a.lmy excitement.

More wonderful than this—just be-
hind her was a tall, handsome young
man—Guy Hunt!

“Well, I declare!”’ Aunt Betsy ex-
claimed. “Did you drop from the
clouds?" - :

And while we crowded around, Ag-
nes proceeded to relate how she had

hurried over the hill to Farmer Jack- |

son’s but found that he was not at
home; how Mrs. Jackson had said that
she would wake one of the boarders
and ask him to come to our assistance;
how the boarder had turned out to be
none other than Mr. Guy Hunt, who
for some reason or other had taken it
into his head to visit this part of the
eountry.

*‘But the burglar!'’ we all exclaimed,
in breathless interest.

Agnes and Guy looked at each other,
and laughed in a provoking and mys-
ter‘ous way.

“The burglar?’ said Guy. *Oh, we
let him go; he was only a harmless sort

of vagabond.” B

Agnes told us afterward, though,
that the burglar was Farmer Jackson
h'mself, who, at Guy'’s request, had
come over with a bi ket of goodies
for our Christmas dinner, the intention
being to leave the basket in the tool-
house. -

“You see, a rumor had been floating
about that we were really destitute,
and Guy had taken this secret way of
helping us. His plan had turned out
differently, but much better than he
had antieipated. During their moon-
light walk he had pleaded his canse so
well that Agnes was obliged to give
her consent to their marriage.

As for the mark on the gate-post, it
afterward turned out to have been
been made by Tommy Perkins, who,
with sumlrg other mischievous urchins,

to add to the general ex-
citement in the neighborhood.

So you see, with all our ups and
downs, the old year went out in a
cheery way, and on New Year's day
we hatl a little wedding at our house.
Only our family an the Jacksons
were present, and the affair -passed oft
with nothing remarkable occuring,
save that on the inner side of the broad
golden band that was the sign of Ag-.
nes’ wifehood, was engraved a large
X !'—Mary E. Bush, in Chimney Cor-

ner.
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SIMPLE STYLES.

Interesting Information About Costumes
Which are Becoming, but Not Costly.

Economists will be glad to know that
the fashion of having the basque differ-
ent from the skirt is now not confined
to materials only, but extends to colors
as well; thus a red velvet basque ia
worn with black sk'rts, and a -blue
basque with red skirts. This plan gives
variety to a limited wardrobe, and
such changes, or the possibility of
them, should be eonsidered in selecting
the winter outfit. 1he use of Jerseys
probably brought th’s fashion about, as
they are often worn now in contrast to
the skirts that complete them, a red
silk Jersey being thought appropriate
with black, blue or green skirts. The
fine white wool Jerseys, stylishl
trimmed with wide Hercules bra.iqz
with or without a little gilt or silver,
are now used in the house with any
light wool skirts, such aspale blue wool
or cashmere, and light tan-colored
Jerseys are worn with darker wool or
silk skirts. ~

Wide stripes grow in favor for lower
skirts, or as the apron front on plain
wool or silk dresses. These stripes are
lengthwise for short figures, and across
for those who are tall. An economical
plan is that of buying inexpensive vel-
vet ribbons two inches wide, and sew-
ing them on any&ut of the costume
that may suit the wearer's fancy;
thus a very deep apron of
black silk or wool may bhe striped
leagthwise by velvet ribbon two
or even three inches wide; or there may
be a short apron, and the whole space
below may be covered by either per-

ndicular or horizontal velvet stripes.

he stri re-appear as a vest, or a
square plastron, and the high collar
band and the narrow cuffs are covered

with velvet. This trimming is used on |
hand- |

light wool dresses, and is ]
some for golden brown el’s-hair,
with the velvet ribbon sli‘ghtly darker,
and also in the dahlia shades of pur-
plish red.

Very pale tan-colored cloth, almost|
as light as ecru tints, is made up in
dressy costumes for young ladies to
wear at afternoon receptions. Gilt
braid and some ﬂhﬂy arker fur are|

tumes, &s are too light and too
dressy 1o be worn when walking,
th omada' of cloth, the mm'itl.
i Evorrdgat e
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PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

—Unecle Sam’s farm at Mare Island,
Cal., produced 4,000 bushels of wheat

T juvenile divorce '

a brick house, whereas he was a brick-
layer’s apprentice.— Philadelphia Times.
“'""‘“YBS,“ said “IB LU |
wﬁ:t a :;fe to mhh . "
& t.“ imm mm
howling around '
“Yes; but now no
would be such comfort to know that
somebody was at home mad about it.—
Chicago Tribune.
card the mowsbn Mr. De Sparke—
h e news?" . De :
“What news?"’ *Mrs. Poultice's daugh-
ter has eloped with the coachman.”
“Nothing unusual about that. 8he did
just as all other women do.” “What
all other women do! What do you
mean?”’ “She took a husband for
wheel and whoa.—Philadelphia Call.
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