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AUNT JANE'S ONLY OFFER.

The three Misses Tibbs were, withont
doubt, in a fever of delight. Simply an
event was about to happen, which,
though it may more than once in &
woman's life, on its first happening is
especially franght with excitement.

One of the Misses Tibbs, tho eldest,
Jennie, a very pretty blonde of twenty-
two, was abont to be married, and nat-
urally the talk and thought all ran to
matiers matrimonial,

The three Misses Tibbs were very
busy, intensely so, not really making
up the tronssoan, for that important
matter had boon intrnsted to the hands
of Madame Lollipop, the eminent mod-
iste of Filth avenuo and Twenty-third
street, but in evolving the hundred lit-
tle nothings that are snpposed to apper-
tain to a wedding, and that must, in
the majority of cases, emanate from the
home cirele or noar it.

At this employment the thres misses
were busy, assisted by their Aunt June,
who, ns far ns a surnsme wenb, might
as well have had none, for Aunt Jans
ahe was to everybody, even those who
conld not even claim a ninely-ninth cous-
inship,thongh really, Aunt Jane's name
was Hopkinson.

The three girls—Jennie, the eldest,
named aftor her aunt; Josephing, the
second, nged twenty, named after her
Unele Josoph, and Maud, the “baby,”
aged sixteon, and named after nobody,
had often discnssed Aunt Jane's charm-
ing gualities and how protty she must
onee Lave heen, but it had never ocenr-
red to them to think of why Aunt Jane,
still at the nge of fiflty, remuned a
mniden, with no  apparent aspirations
toward ehanging that condition. DBut
now, bwrought forth Ly what was soon to
happen to one of the trio, everything
that bore npon the subject came promi-
nently forward, and every acquaintance
of the female persnasion beeame  sub-

ing abont, girla.
auntie how it was that she never gol
married. Let's hear about that,”

“Well girls,” snid Aant Jane slowly,
“that secms an nnanawerable qnestion,
but I'll try to answer it. Perhaps il
was npon the spame principal that some
men nover got vich no matter how muech
they try, it is so ordained that they
ghail alwavs he poor, while others reach
wealth and honors, not only withont of -
fort, but with positively everything
against them.”

“Well, I dou't think T made any very
great affort to get my Tom,” said Jenny
thonghtfully, “and, raslly, when I come
to think of it, Tdon’t think he has asked
me right ont. ¥ believe it was under-
stood betweon ns perfectly befora any-
thing was said on the subject, and
| when wo did talk sbeout it I took it as s
malter of coturae.™

“1 believe that is the way in a majori-
tv of casen,” said Aunt Jane, lunghing,
“and this mythieal ulea of popping the
aquestion is something that very rarely
oceurs,  As Jouny says, ita all under-
stood withont it, Now, for myself, 1've
been the same as enguged three or four
times, and yet I nevor received but one

l formal offer in my life.”

“Oh! tell ns a1l abont it, auntie,” said
the three Misses Tilibs, hitehing their
chairs up a littlo eloser to Annt Jane,

“Well, it's hardly anything to tell,
girls, bnt if yon desire to hear it, 1
must tell it.  But to explain what T say
about being engagad without receiving
a formal offer, 1 will ecite o ense or two
within my own experience, My first
was when I was seventeen, and, as 1
then thonght, as much s woman as T
am pow, 1 was spending the summer
on the seashore with my Aunt Margar-
et, and Aant Margaret, having made a
successful marvringe, financially speak-
ing, herself, was intent on having her
neices o the same, for she hal no
children, and go every summer she took
to fashionable places, and every winter
to all the balls and pavties,

“This particular summer she chosa

Gray, who, though seven vears my
senior, and who had been traveling for
three vears in Europe, was, really, as
innocent as a child, Wao fell in love, as
it 15 enlled, ot firat sight, and were in-
fatuated with each other. Of course,
out of this grow the usunl sweet com-

juet to disenssion.

“Do you know,” saill Josie, “what |
was the roason that Tillie Smith did not
miarry John Ponn 27

“Nol™ was Jennie's response, *“'I've
alwayvs wondered, but never knew.”

“1I'N tell von, It was becauss when
John wentoff, as he did after his en-
gagement, to Chieago on business, and, |
of conrse, bnd to write Tillie letiers, for
the first time she discovercd that not
only he did not wrile good grammar, |
bt did not know how to use the capitel |
letter, and so she broke ofl the engage-
ment. You know Tillie is very partice-
wlar and teaches in a publio sehool,

“Why, how absurd ! said Jennie, “I |
don't think my Tom is perfect in his |
lotters, but I love "em, and Ui a8 glad |
to get "em as thongh they woere classieal-
Iy correot. I think it wos a fortunste
escnpo for Mr. Penn.”

“So do L" snid Mand, “T7 never |
put on such nonsensical airs s that |
with nuybody, You know I'm too in-
fantile —so von all say—to think of get-
ting married, and I think so mysolf,
but T can't help it it T don't Like overy-
body that likes me. Now, von know,
you wanted me to explan why it
was that I wonldn't ecomo  down
stairs thie other evening, when vouug
Charloy Keeler called.  Wall, I'll toll

on. It was because when he came

ast Wednesday evening, just o week
ago to-day, he leaned baek in his ehaiv
against the wall, over in that corner,
aud ho loft that grease spot that you
sep there from  the boaek of his head,
Now, girls, even if I was ten years old-
er, I wouldn't want anylody coming to
see meo that greased his hair so as to
leave a spot on the new wall paper,

“Well, 1 don't know, Maudio, but
what you may be right,” said Jennie,
thonghtfully, “but I don't think 1
would send my Tom away for that. 1'd
tl?lr und elean the spot, and if 1 couldn’t
I'd show it to lum, and tell him he
aust be earefnl the next time."

“Aunt Jaue,” said Jennie, impationt-
Iy, asif the ides had just reachied her,
“how was it that you never married ?"

“Perhaps it was Lecanse 1 hind no of-
for," said the old maid with a swile,

“Oh, that's impossible," said the three
Missea Tibbs in chorns,

“Why impossible, my dear girls?

Sverything 18 possible,” replied Miss
Hopkinson gravely.

“Yes, auntie, but I know that you had
overything attractive abont yon to draw
the best of offers. Mamina says that
you were one of the most oharming
girlashe ever kuew.”

“Your mamma, my dear, is vory kind,
but you must vemember that she spenks
with the projundice of u sister, and be-
sides that a woman does not louk npon
theso things with the eyes of a man.”

“Oh, but, auntie, I know for myself.
I onn soe how very protty you have
beon, and I can seo that you have not
lost it vel. Oune can grow gracefully
old, uud koep all their good looks to
those who love them, even though they
bo & little shaded by age.”

“Yeu!" putin Josephine, “and there's
one thing ordained by Provicence on
that point, which is thay we do not see
those we are with every day gelting
old. We never notive age creeping on
them unlees our atbention is cularly
called toit.”

“I think that may be mo in some
eases, " said Aunt Jave, smiling, “but
it oould bardly be, girls, in your cases
with me. I have watohed you from the
eradle ug., wnd could almost count
every day, It wmay bhold good with
those who are about the same ago s
yoursell. Now, I confess that I have
never thought of age ws regards your
mother, aud yot 1 am seven years older
than shoe is.”

*Oh, no; mamma is just as voung and
ns over,” nid “The Daby,*

on y Yand I remember her
for twelve years. Noo 1 think we no-
tioe the advances of age upon oursclves
preé than we Ao on others, 1 know

1 think of it every day I look iu

: _mamm;mx am gots

laughed at this, sod Mand
!:lh“b Lorselt, but she

munings, moonhight walks, boating,
guitheing. singing, and all the inevit-
uble things appertaining to lovers, ever
sinze the world began.

“Annt Margaret recognizod the mate
tar, and it snited her—too well, ns I
wfterwmrd thonght, Gray was rieh,
highly connected, handsomeo and of ir-
ropronchebile chinracter, therefore a very
desivabile mateh. T say it all snited
Aunt Marvgaret too well, and 1'll ex-
pluin thint by saving that while men are
ulways ready to take advantage of being
left by the parents and guardinns of the
girl they are in love with alone and
uninterrapted  in their wooing, vot
there is sneh a thing ns overdomg  this,
g0 08 to rather turn lum against 1t He
would*really be better pleased with a
little opposition. I think Aunt Margaxs
ek slightly overdid it _

“However, the summer passed, and
wo were happy, and T felt as mueh en-
gaged to Hurvey as thongh the actual
words had  beon spoken, and I am as
sure a8 wo can bo of anything in this
life that Horvoy felt the spme way, In
fuct wo talked freely of what we wers
to do in the fature, and there was noth-
ing wanting bt the setting of the day,
when Aunt Margaret stepped in, which
I have nlways thought was unfortunate, |
to say the least of at, for I wm o decided
wilvoente of early marriages. Well, we
word to stard for the city early Uhe pext
morning, and for what oconrred the
previous ovening 1 am indeoted to Aunt
Mavgarets own rocital, 1 was detained
m my own room pumecking, but was to
meot Harvey on the pinzza ot 9 o'clock, !
He was to go with us to the city the
voxt day, and 1 left him after dinper
promenading with my aunt,  When 1
returned at 9 o'clock, o was not there, |
and Aunt Margarer made his apologies
by saying that he was indisposed and
had vetived. The next day when ne
did not appear to go with us to the eity,
Aunt Margaret was foreed to an expla-

nation, She had asked Harvey what
his intentions were, and he had re- |
volted.

“1 thought my heartwas broken, but
Aunt Margaret snid shie had done vight,
and that the man who after three
months of unlimited convtship, ns she
looked upon it, that conld not explain
hig intentions had better be got rud of.
I nover saw Harvey again until he was
married, threo years after, when wo
moet, as they say in France, with clevat-
od politeness. He marvied one of the
great belles of society, and in two years
he was hving a bachelor life in Paris
aud sho was living in New York City,
Poerhaps Aunt Margaret was in the
right; I do not know,"

But the three Misses Tibba declared
that Aunt Marguret was not right, but
emphatieally wrong, and after disousss
ing tho matter a while Maud said :
“But, auntie, you haven't told uns
about the one real offer that you did
Lave."

“YVary well,” aaid Aunt Jane, langh-
ing, “I'll skip the offors I didu't have
then, and tell of the ones T did have, il
you any so.  You all remember Undor-
wood, of course. Your grandfatoer
bonght it, Jennie, whon you weras a baby,
and we all spent our summer’s there.
That's twenty years ago, and 1 was
then what soviety oalls passe—in fact, 1
had before that made up my mind to o
life of old mnidism,

“One day I bhad taken a fauey to go
into the kitchen and make a cake, I
did this because everybody oxcept the
hired men and one of the chamber-
maids bad gone to the eity, even the
eook being away for the day, the hired
mon off in the fields, and Mary sud 1
the only ocenpants of the house, 1 hmd
begun my onke-making when 1 discovs
erad the want ol certain spices, and
Mary volanteerad to go to the store to
obtain them, She had hardly gol away
when 1 heard a step, and raised my oves
Lo #éo & AN nl.mn‘ing at the kitchin
door, which oponed into the path that
led to the road. :

“My bheart was in my throat in an in-
stunt, and 1 remembered how uterly

slone wias, We were pot afraid of
tramps in those days ss now, butl
think n better spocimen of that genus I

never saw. e was dilapidation Jtself,

Jennio yon just asked '

the reashore, and there T met Havvey |

| visitor, but I refused to allow

lare found in a catalogue iwned by o

and ns T looked at him in a dazed,
frightened way, he whined:

“‘Lady, I'm very hungrry.
yon grive me somothing to eat?

“Aa woared as T was T ressoned. 1
wotld feed him and talk to him until
Mary retnrned, and I wonld then gend
her for the hired men, and so I bade
him eome in and I sat before him the
contouts of the kitchien pantry, with an
abundance of warm coffee from the
stove, He ate like one who had ot
sean food for over a month, and as he
ate ponred forth the tale of Lis troubles,
He Lm‘ liven n prosperous shoe-maker,
having at one time had ns much as $400
in the savings bank ; but, as he declared,
he had beon ruined by a bad wife, who
wonld not bear with his little foibles,
one of which was his conviviality, and
w0 she left im, and hie becamo & wane
dorer.

"Of conrse I sympathized with him
in his troubles, and noder this the
stimulation of the coffes, 83 soon ns he
eould eat no more, I fonnd him on his
knees befora me, pouring out his ad-
miration, Oh, if he had but such a
wile as 1 was, what o different man he
might have been. A millionaire, per-
haps—Oh, will that girl, Mary, ever
return ?—but it was not too late yet,
His wife was not demd, but he was not
afraid of her.  Would T marry him?

“I don't know how 1 found words,
in my fright, but I sawthat I must
temporize, and I told him that the
offer was too sudden, that 1 was un-
able to decide at onco; that at any
moment my futher or brothers might
come down stairs, and T would rather
keep it a secvet from them. If he
would go away now and return the
next day at the same hour he should
have my snawer. He promised lLe
would, and very ecandidly confessed
that he did not know whers he should
sleep that night, whereat 1 took out my |
purse and gave him what money T had,
abont two dollars, and he deparied, and
that's the only direct offer, girls, I have
ever received in my life.”

“Oh, Auntie!” went up in echorns
from the three givls. “How terrible!
Did he comoe back 2"

“Oh no! T pever saw him again, and
as I did not know his name, you know,
girls, I conld not hunt him up. When
Muory came back sho found me stretehed
upon the kitehen floor, where I had
chosen to drop in a Taint, and after she
had brounght me back to 1ife she wantod
to semd one of the hired men after my
her, for |
what had thie mon done? Nothing! |
He was civil and guiet, and had gone
away at my request, and haid left it in |
my powor to sav that | |}.ul I‘ur,“l_‘i\'i'tl
one offer at least in my hfe.”

— Y —

Facts and Fancies.
YConduetor,” said a (‘Ilii'.l_!{ll man on '
board an Lllinois Central train, in a loud

tone of voice, “are yon sure we haven't |
|

passed St. Lonis?"  “Yes; we lll'c|
twenty miles this side wet.” *‘This
train stops their doesn’t it?" *“Yes."

“Wall, don’t fail to let me know when |
you get their”  Then hesettlod himsell
beek in his seat and smilod, when a St
Lonis eitizen lesned across the aisle and
asked him if apy new buildings had
been put up in Chiesgo sinee the tire.—
Kansins City Tines,

Some United States coins of rare value

Philadelplin collector, A silver dollar
of 184 is valaed ab $600, a Carolinoe
elephaut copper is rare at €150 A hross
coin striuck about 18168, said to be the
first com ever strnek in Amerviea, and
one of the thres existing, is worth $1060,
On one side are two ships and on the
other the figmre of a wild boar sure
rounded by the words “Island Sommer.”

First bridesmaid —"Yon never tell?
Second bridesmnid ="Of course not; 1
never do, vou know.”  First bridesmaid
—"Well, sho told me in strict eonfi-
dence, understand, that though Jack
was poor they were going to travel al
summer and stop nb the best hetels, and
that they got the money by selling their
duplicate wedding presents. 1 wonder
whether my spoons are paying part of
the expenses.”

This is how one of the great social
problems is treated by the Chester Citis
“Henderson

zen, Menderson, Tenn.:
is gotting too utterly stylish for its |
ahility, Lots of wveaple here who |

worth of things go
dressed like they had the bulge on all
the covner lols. Now wo noticed o lot
of little wee tots of girls golng to sehool
the other day. 'T'he fathers of some of
these givls were not earning over SG600
n yoar, nnd, besides having to supply a
family of six, these girls must be dressed
ns Princesses.  Their isn't any sense in
it. There was a day when a ealico
dross and & sun-bonnet were pgood
enongh fora school dress, and if finer |
toggoery was pnt on the wearer wus sent
home with instructions to change. 1t
is vory painful for o little child to go
out in company dressed lmurl‘y whien
the majority are clud in finery.

L —— . — -

Bursting of Bubbles.

Weo have our seasons of speculation,
but thie famons South Sea bubble craze
raging from 1711 to 1720 was probably |
the most delivious affair of the kind that
the world lLas ever seen. When the
speculative fever was at its height, stock |
jobbing becamethe sole business of all
classea in London. A multitude of
stook companies sprung up like muah-
rooms. Companics were started for
the assuranse of seamen’s wages, for a
wheel for perpetual motion, for improv-
ing gardens, for insuring and increasing
children's fortunes, for makiug look-
ing glasses, for improving malt
liquors, for imforming agaivst rob-
bories, for
ote,, elo. Bhares rose to amazing
prices, and it was no uncommon thing
to koo them start st four pounds ashare
and rise to fifty I]ummln. When these
gpeoulative baubles burst thousands of
families were reduced to bheggary, A
fow prodert mon realiced grveat fore
tunes, but the general rosult was disas-
trous in the extreme. From that day
to this it has been found that great and
widesprend  speculation  demoralizes
buxiness and labor unsettles finances
and is always followed by a period of
prostration,

laven't got 2200

Won't l

the fattening of hoes,'

TFERIUN

Culeago Trilmno Pries Story.
It was awsunny evening in Jane, and

romulus Corners louked ifts hest,. Not

that its best was anything to hoast of, I him half wonderingly. This parting,

for it was nobt much of a place, consist- |

ing only of o dozen orso simggling
houses, two “‘general stores,” and a
moeting honse, on a line of the Bosha-
wa ond St. 'anl railway., All the
buildings were of wood, and most of
them painted a dark and hideons Lirown
thongh here and ther: a verandah of vi-
vid green or a Lirilliant blue doorstep
marked the dwelling of some nnusaally
All dwellers st
Corners agreed that old Deacon

ambitivuas Cornerer.
th
Tiflany's house wns “the smartest in the
lot,” sud this certainly could not be de-
nivil; it steod on nsmall piece of rising
the  railway

conspicuons posi-

ground  overlovking

tmmek,a  somewhat

tion, where the oleven  different
colors  which  ornamented s front
ceonld not fail to be observed of nll trav-
elors, These eleven ecolors were the

pride of the deacon’s heart; he wonld
stand by the honre snd contemplate with
placad  satis<faction and modest pride
the green and vellow stripes of the ve-
randa, the slute-colored cornice, or, best
of all, the gorgeons new bow window
The deacon cer-
tainly had, ns was said admiringly at
the Corners, “an eye for colors.” Even
Lis bee-hives were all pointed either
yellow or blue, and instend of being
clustered together in n eorner, as is
generally the case, were scealtered pro-

“to Mirandy's room.”

miscnonsly about the earden, sccording
to a new and original plan received by
their ownoer, to whom their appearance
affurded the keencst satisfaction,

“T will be brave and putient,® Then
presently, as if longing to be assured,
“Yon—yon will eome, I know yon
will,” with a little break in the voica
she tries (o keep so  steady. “Of |
conrse,” he says, lightly. She looks at

which was #o terrible to lier, can it be
but a small thing to Lim?

A drendful feeling of donbt and
loneliuess comes over her, She tllrn-‘]
to the window in dumb agony and
gazes into the erowded street. Fitz-
gerald paces thoroom a fow moments. |
Then he comes up to her. ““Mi- [
randa,” he says, “‘this sort of thing is|
awful, vou know, We lnd far betler
ent it short,” He takes both her hands, |
Bhe is guite ealm and passive now, It}
seems Lo her that all feeling has left
her. Through intease suffering she has
almost lmm-u‘-[ into unconsciotsness of
pain: her face 18 white and still. Fitz- |
L'l'l'Sl]i] looks at her enrvionsly, ".\.[.Il'-l!l—I
ila, list n," he says gently, “we ean
write, yon know,” A litile gleam ol
cagerness passed over her fuce.  *Yes,”
she answers, *'l had not thonght of
that” Then the strange, cool apathy
retinrns. She lets him hold lier in his|
arms= and press Lis lips upon her brow .
withonl a sign or word, She hears him
say that he “will surely come next vear,” |
she sees the puzaled look with which he
regards her, she savs “ Go wl-by™ 1n an '
odd, hard sort of voice, which }m'.llul*-l

| strange to her own ears, and then—itis

It

lifo suppressed exeitement herself, as are

wis  his  groatest  plessure  in
to stand ot the gate of a sum-
mer  evening, attived in a striped |

flannel shirt, a pahin-leaf Lat and a peir
of trougers depending on the apparent-
Iy fraal support of one suspender, lusa-
riously smoking o long-stemmod corn-
col: pipe, and contemplating with inno-
cont anil profound admiration his many

coloved domieile and

bechives, The prospeet migh. lhave
lien :‘]ii\-:.‘l‘;\' murrdd for some ]1a'|i|'](’
by the elfect of Mys, Tilfany's “washe-
ings,” which wore duveriably in full
view o1 either side of the honse—it was

n peculinvity of Mys. Tiffany always to
have sotething “on the ling.”  Dut the
doaeon didn’t mind: on the econtrary,
hierather enjoved the sight of afew li-

gosun” conn-

lae calive gowns and “n

terpruca flapping in the breeze. “It
kinder brightens things up, yve see,” he
used to sny, But foud ns he was of

Lright colors and genevously as hie had
Leen able to greatify his tasteit did
one’s hoart good to see how eareful
thie of his less fortun-
ute foolings, e
stroll down fo the village of an evening,
aned, gazing mldly at the parbienlar

dull nidd divgy shade of brown which

ll!':h'lﬁl WiLs

neiglibors

ornamented the vesidence of his friend,
the blackamith, wounld hypoeritically
remark thas hie “didn’t know Imt what
such a color ns that wasn't best for the

Jos after all,” and that *ef it hadn’t
bin  for home he
dido’t know as he wonld hev put thet
thiur shade of blue onto the bow-win-

Mivaudy’s coming

dops It gals generally hng a leanin' to
blue.”

Mirvundi had bean away for four years,
First ot school in a far«distant  enstern
eitv, and then withont ecoming homoe
ghe went o Europe for a vear, purtly
as governess to the two little sisters of a
former schoelmate, partly as compun-
fon to their fussy invalid  mother,
Mis. Tiflany strougly dissaproved of
thiese ||r|u'¢-.‘.|il1_-.:1. Ml wis not Mirvan-
di's own mother, and naturaliy hee own
pii'!h. Az and Liz. took precedence in
hwr She “*didn't see \\II_\' that
pale-faced Mirandy should have all the
book-larnin'and travelin® thar was goin. ™
But on this Pt the dencon, 'nl::lhl”_\'
mild and vielding, bad been firm and
lovul to the memory of his first wife,
the protty, gentle, eastern girl, whose
“haedi-larein® ” lind been almost her only
consclation in the pine soltitudes of
Romunlus, snd who hed begged of him
“pot fo let Mirauda grow np West"
And the doseon had promised and brave-
Iy kept his word, in spito of the scold-
ings snd lnelirvmose eomplainings of
Mrs, Tiffuny the seeond wud her girls,

Twice during the four years did the
deacon visit her at school, and now at
Iast Miranda is coming home. 1t 13 the
14th of June, and she s to sail for
America the 15th, and the deacon
stands at  the gate and Jets s
pipe ont half a dozen times as he thinks
of his "hittle gal,” and wonders how sho
will like the new paper in her room,
and whethor “thet thar mosgnity-our-
tain hadn't onghter abeen blue instead
o'pink.”

IPar away in the smoke and noise of
Taondon, Miranda is parting with Fitz.
gorald.

“You know.," he says, “I shall be back
in New York next vear, prolably for
good-—and then 1 shall pay a visit, to—
what is 1it¥" smiling. “Remus?--mno,
Romnlus, and carry von off like the
kuiglht in the fairy tale, 1 hope.”

“You won't like it—Romulus, I mean”
—&lie auswers, the eorners of her mouth
trembling: “it—it s so different—I
hate it!" with quick passion, “and yet,”

PV,

dropping Ler voice, *'1 hate mysell
wore for feoling so. (), help  me,
belp me bear it all!™ she ories

snddenly, turning to him with s piteous
little gestare.  He sootles her half 1m-
patiently——is it a shde of annoyance
which crosses lia face? And then,
Svon must be brave, Miranda, ™ ho savs,
Bhe moves away from him,pushing the
bnir back from her forehead and look-
ing up stoadily, *"Yes," she answers

wonld |
[ lolling on the horse hair sofs veading a

all over and shie is alone.

A little more than two weeks later
the descon stands on the little wooden
platform of Romulus station waiting for |
unl ineoming express train,  His seanty
gray locks are combed carefully over)
his sun-burned neck ; the palm-leaf hat
has been digearded in favor of o very,
stiff, very high, very unccemfortable
beaver; the one suspender is hidden by
a Sunday coat of supernatural black-
ness and sbininess.  Altogether the !
deacon is “gotton up smart” acconding
to Mrs. Tiffauy, who has snorted con- |
temptuonusly at the idea of “all this fuse
bein' mmde for that Mirandy." Mrs.
Tiffany, however, is in a high state of

also the girls. Ag lhas purchased the
gavest bonnet to bo had at the Corners
(blue satin and yellow feathers), with |
the express and  declared  purpose
of ““takin’ the shine ont of Miran-
dy’s furein® fixin's,” and Liz las spent

| the greater part of thivee days in perfect-

s sarronnding |

| minrk his progriss.
| cork-se
| behingd one ear. her sleeves tucked well

ine  wonderful arvrangements of iwr;
molasses-candy coloved locks which ar-
rangement is declared by her friend,
Miss P'riee;, who has lately visited Chi-
o, fo be the “latest European™ style,
Ltis o fearfully hot afternoon and thero
riin for o fortnieht. I'he
little grass plot is brown and dusty, the
sin beats down floreely on the vellow,
gnudy path.,  Insule the honse an early
supper is set on the tuble, fliva are buz-
zing about the wirc-eauze cover which
stivkv-looking *'pre-
and n Dhig Biubile-lee, which |
ligs eome in turongeh the witel W, anil !
aceidentally tumbled ioto the pewter |
milk-jug, has mannged to got ont of it
again, mueh to his own astonishment, |
nna is slowlv traveling across the tabile, |
leaving little droppungs of cream to

1'.[- |e.-.-|], e
1
]

;nlntm-!-. BONe
1

serve,”

o1
Mrs. hiffauy, hor|
atherad intoa knot

rew cnrls

up to the elbow, displaying a liberal |
expanse of red nrm, is standing on the
doorstep, Liz, attived in o pink gown
amd o profusion of cleap jewelry, is

dime novel.
And the deacon brings Mirauda homa.
- - . . -

»

Slowly and wearily the days have be-
come wecks, the weeks months, and the
monthis have lenglhened into vears, and
two yenrs ¢ gone by since Mirnndn's
howe-coming, It is again an  evening |
in June, and thoe deacon’s palm-leaf hat
is used vigorously to beat off the mosqgui-
tos as he and Miranda stroll down the
quict.deserted path, “Father, she began |
suddenly, I want yon to do something
for me,” “Now, that's kind o'enr’ons,”
remarks the deacon, “for 1 was just a
thunkin,” Mirandy, what thar was 1 could
do fer to make ver happior.,” “Why,
futher,” she cries, with a little at |
tempt ot n laugh “what has put it
into your head to imagine that I' m.
not happy? Such a silly, old fa
™ S Mirandy,” savs  the deacon,

|

ther!
quietly, “I've knowed on it fer= long
tine—I've knowed on it for months an’
months, Did ye think 1 couldn’t seo
the look thet’s bin o growin’ in yer
evos? Ddd ye think I didn't know my
eal was frettin’?” !

“Oh don’t say that, don't say that"
ghe eries, with a sharp pain in her vaics;
[ didn’t know you noticed —I have tried,
I have tried so hard-

“Thet's whar it is, Mirandy," savs |
the descon, tenderly. *Yon lev tried,
and I can’t abear to see ve tryin' to be

happy. Don't ye try, Mivandy; don't
yve, now. Thet was what killed yer
mother.,” And the deacon ﬁiglm.'

“Some folks,” he continued, orsenlarly,
“kin be happy agin' sarcumstances, and :
gome folks enn't, T'wan't in her na-
tur, Mirandy, sand it ain't in  your'n, |
Don’t ye try, my pretiy; don’t ye try,”|

“Fauther, father!” she sobs, and sud- |
derly buries her guivering face upon
Lis shonlder. The deacon gontly strokes
her hair. “Ef t'wonld do ye any god
to tell it, Mirandy,” ho saya hesitating,
“Yes, I will tell voun,” she answers |
quickly, “1mesntto have told yon long |
ago but, at first, 1 put it off, and aiter:
ward—somebow—1I couldn’t,”

And then, with eyes on the gronnd
and little but trembling hands elasped
before her, she tells Ler story, how
Fitzgornld was the uncle of her little
charge—their mother's brother; how Le
had traveled with them all in Enrope;
how he had persistently sought her so-

E

ciety, aud how she had at first tried
to repulse bim; how at last, un.w‘
night in  Venice, he bat asked
her to be his wife, and she, loving him
dearly, as indeed stie had done all along
consented; how they hud been too
very, vory happy; how he had said that
he was too poor to claim her for a long
time yet, and bade her wait paticutly |
pntil the time shonld come; how they |
Lud parted in London, and then how |
sho had heard three times from him in |
the first six months, the last letter—|
from New York—promising a spesdy
visit; how shy dad answered s, and
after mounths had written again, and
how Lo suswer had eome, not even a
ling, wot & word, in all the long months,

And this is all.  She doss not speak
the sleepless mights nnd the weary-
ing davs, of the feverish esgerness for
post-fime, amd the hopeless blank when
it had passcd—the quick bounding of
ber lieart at every strange step, and
the invarinble sickening reeoil which
haa followed, of the uncongenial com-
ounions and errronndings which have
mnide these things doubly hard to bear
~—of nll this she is silent.  Shie tells her

| story guietly and steadily, and the dea-

con listens without a work.

By and by he says sowly: “T'va bin
thinkin' fer some time, my pretty, of
goin' on a tripsomewhores—jist von an’
megtogether, Would ve like it Miran-
d.‘.-:,n -

She lookad np in surprise, puzzled
at lis manner and almost wounded that
he acems to take so little interest; then
seving that e is waiting for an answer,
slie xays, trving to feign cheerfulness:

“Yos, father, very much. Is it to
Jaoksimville ¥ paming o place some
ity miles distant, bavond which the

doncon's little jonrnovs seldom extend.

“N-no," says the old man, hesitating
T_'.‘. "\'-'I"”:L'“ Last, Mirandy. Whnt
would ye say to New York!™ “O,
futher, mnol” she evied, tnening away
and huding her burning face in her
hanils, ‘Not that- I conldn't.™

“Yeo don't neod to nct 50, ;\Il]‘:ﬂ.'li"..‘ he
“Wonld 1 sk vl'htn do
auything ye hadn't onghter do? We'll
go ter ver Aunt Libhy's, my pretty
sho'll be right glad to see ve for ye
mother's sake.” Then in a low tone and
hurriedly. “Thar's many things might
hey happened—maybe he went away an'
never got ver letters—thar's no tellin
—'pears as if 'would be more comfort-
ablo like to know fer sure—an’ thar's
that new reaper I was wactin,”” raisine
his vOice, “I'll be dead sure to gl't a bet.
ter bargnn vp to New York. 1 kinder
liteldl doin” the job in Jacksonville:
"taint much of a place, anyhow. Kin ye
bie veady inthe mornin,' Mirardy [* And
the deacon cssumes an airv of plensed an-
ticipation. Miranda's heart thirobs wild-
17 she tries in vain to erish the unreason
ng joy whiclifills hor. and gives, ngninat
her will, lightness and buoyance to Ler
steps undd brightness to hor dark eves,
She spends the fivst part of the nightin
husty  preparations, agd afterwards,
with no thoneltt of sleep, sits at the
opon window of her room, her head
buried i hor hands, dreamang, pochaps,
less of the future than of the past,

In the grav dawn of the next morn-
ing father and dangliter ave already
and the eveninge of the
in New York
with open

ruvH, gently,

on thewr way,
secomd day finds  them
Lunt Libby receives thiem
e, wud  to Alieands the evenlig
¢ adream.  Long sflerwarids
Iitile RErRpY ¢ conyersation wmd
ofes of e dead mother catne back  to
ap, Wl when she teied to recall them
raore fullv the stufly, thind fioor parlor
mid-class Drooklvn bosrding
honse hefore Lior, shiy snw
neain Annt Libby's angular figure and

Ko, searching black oves.

anec-

Of L Sogs

11t

in the morning she wakes late fi'om a
heavy, dreamless sleep, and goes down
tairy to tiod the deweon prepaving Lop
a day in the eity.  He calls hier aside,

arel, withont o word, she puts into his
Land o serap of paper apon which she
lias writton the addross Pitzeerald gove
Lher. Her hand trembles a little as gho
does o, but otherwise she is ontwardly
calm and composed.  The deacon glan-
eos nt her with a look of fender anxioty,
which soon changes to relief, *That's
vight, my prottv,™ he says, “trooe grits
what does it, Mirandy, under all sar-
" And then Aunt Libly

s in, andd the deacon remarks that
he is “as like as not to hev o ‘tarnstion
lot o bother aliont thet reaper, and meb-
La he won't git back afore supper-time,”
Aunt Liliby promises to “shosw Miranda
round.”  And svon the old man leaves
them.

Somehow the day, whicl has seemed
interminable, deaws to a close, and to-
ward evening Mirauda is seated by the
window, a small cousin on her knee, for
whose benetit she is improvising a fuivy-
tale, Eanch nefve in her body thrills
with intense though snppressed excite-
ment.  What is it that she expecta sha
hardly knows and will not asle  herself,
Lzt ut every [votfall on the stops ont-
side she starts and clasps her hands
more tightly together. A bright flush
1 oon her cheok, her eves are Inrgo with
expectation.  The fairy-tale in noarly
onded: “So yvou see, after all," Miran-
da is saving, *‘the knight cnme back to
the princess"—there is a stop ontside,
the dooe opens, and the deacon comes
in—alone, “Hev ve —hov ye had a
’-Io'u—.tul 11&_\', Miranda?" he lu'h'illnlul'
vously,

Miranda puts the ehild off her kneo
and he rmaus ont of the room. Then,
“What is it, father ?"” she savs, quietly,

The deacon gives a little nneasy
congl.  “Thet friend ns we was speak-
in’ of the othier day,” he says, slowly,
“he's—married, Mirandy. "

She stands for a fow minutes looking
into the dusty strest.  Then she turns;
the flnsh has faded from her face; she
is very white. “1 went shopping this
morning with Aunt Liliby, ®ther,” she
savs, in o strange, hard voice, “and we
bonght this,” taking a parcel from the
table, “for Liz. Do vou think she will
like it "

The deacon chokes down something
in his throat. “I know'd ye had true
grit, Mirandy,” he says,

“Hush,"” she answers, and kisses him,
The next day they go back to Romulus

—— ) —
The Americnn Traveler.]

The silent, sprucely attired melan-
choly eved American is the pet of wait-
era and the evnosure of landlords, He
submits his fleece to the shearer more

pussively than Enropeans do, sud per-
baps cares less for the result of the
operation, sinee he has come to the Old
World to spond so many dnlh\rn._ m:u!
will not be sorry to he st homas again in
Chieago or Baltimore or Brooklyn when
tha big pile seb L_l.ki\lﬂ for the urfuultuur
in the O Waorld has melted like snow
in sunshine. Heiakes connsal with the
kuighta of the napkin as to the repast
he shall order and the brand of the
champagne 0 be uncorked for him
poeds an interpreter everswhere; pays
lll‘gn Lills and distributes lavish l.,-g‘-_...
nomurmnringly, and seems rather glad
than not wheu he stesmn forkh into the
Atlantic-homeward  boaud.—All  the
Year Round,

cuanmstanees,

caln




