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ATH OF FIRE.

I F'-'i']J]l‘ of l‘h‘l{‘ll_',:l".

il Detroit talk, on that

b when Reaben March
eat mill-owners, capi-
yeculators, failed, one
there had never been
Ull|-t'.

e Lhappened on the fif-
bril, and a good many

gst, made very witty re-

khie Tdes of March hav-|

month too late, that
ter Heuben March was
» his bedroom, with a
]‘ul.l-_;h ]|i\' I}llnl'. ];l'ukl'n
fly laughed any more.
(I-I_\' *}’ln[mt.]lizr-il. some
B their eyes, when they
B son's white, stern, face,
gleam of his desperate

11 Edith do abont her
" soei ty asked.
FrOove WS A wulnn-\\'llllt
rling. Her widowed
Bl the world knew, had

| VOL. VIIL

-

would divide rather serimpily,
among three; and mamma is the
Fnht person in the world to be happy
in poverty.” i

“ She has i‘l'llll}}l'\' advised you
to throw me over and smile upon
Mr. Hanaford," exclaimed, Misael, a
sudden light breaking upon him.
[ met the fellow, to-day, and noticed
how he sneaked out of my way.”

{ A painful blush burned all over

Edith's face. But an angy light,
| nlt«u, leaped to her eyes.  She said,
Htlﬂi_\' :

“You needn't call it sneaking,
| Misael. You must expeet a good
[ many people to avoid you, now.”
| “That is enough, Miss Musgrove,”
| said Misacl, “ Poverty is a crime,
‘ I see—at least in the eyes of Mr.
i Hanaford and"—ths words were
[ spoken bitterly, and with emphasis,
| w—t ]Iiﬂ f!'it‘lllln.”

[ “Yes, it is quite enough, Mr.
| March,” exelaimed a new voice, as
Edith's mother, who had been listen-

For | ing behind the folding doors, swept |

| into the room. “ 1t is very nice to
| threaten two women, and talk big
| about an absent man, but [ zan’t

vy nerve, and  begged | bave you doing it here any longer. | chambers,

ceptance of Mr. Thomas Hanaford's
five-thousand-dollar solitaire dia-
| mond ring: it was, in fact, in the
beginning of April, that Rawlins,
the old foreman, who had begun
life under Reuben March, while
Misael was in petticoats, and had
hoped to finish his days under the
new-old dynasty, accosted his young
| master, as he pnuswl lhl'unl,l_;h the
still-room of the great distillery, in
the last of the afternoon.

“There's something wrong, sir,”
lie said, “ with thisstill. Youn'll see
| the runs are not above half what
| they shounld be, and a heavy charge
of grain in, and splendid fires.”

“1 see,” replied Misael, after a
moment’s observation of the scanty
| stream of liguor that flowed from
[the worm. “There's a stoppage
| somewhere, or perhaps that peg in-
side has got loose again.”

“ We'd best knock off work, to-
morrow, then, and look into the
thing, hadn't we?”

“ Knock off work? Lose a day?
i What's the use of that!" demandod
| March. *“ Let down that fire now,

and draw both
be

the charge from
Everything  will

e of all her friends, to | My daughter, (Edith, if you cannot | eooled off by morning, and T will
er social position, and|control yourself” for Edith had | be here by six o'clock to look into

accontre her beauntiful
Nor had her scheming
t result. For had not
pphantly come forth from

campaign leading eap-
by son and heir of Reuben
richest man of the West?

this, everybody knew |
Hanaford, the millionaire |

ras readyat any moment,
million at Edith's-pretty
W0 was stout, and short,
nd ill l-l'l-ri'_ :lluiI !':I“t]l
Bpiven him or his posses-
il thought ; being really
be with Misael, who was
Richit, handsome fellow,
R, Lazel eyves, and a merry
t the mouth and jaw
Ble of other than smiling
as was well
his troubles had come
few days after the fail-
ael, who had hitherto
A i ~|Iu-l!lh']\‘ driven to
nent to himself, threw
nside amd betook ||im-_
B usk, to Mrs. .“tt-.'_:l'u\'t".-i;
e house; dear, in- spite
'-»‘._'. from its fi-.hlli-rllilil.ll'

mo—dewn at onee, to
BuY thore was a flutter,
of aspeet, a nameless
in her that
EM isael cateh his breath,
lt, and hold back from
At

lost

demeanor,

IL:'rHRL’nITnm] CAl'ess,
d, “ Edith, have 1
l the rest 2"
ed nervously.
ael! St down,”
down your hat.  Don't
Didn't you get

she
.'ii|;‘\'
jlere Li:h'll_'. \\‘Illll\' l;[
uch as any courteons
@it write. No promise.
2 of faith, I had never |
donbting vou until 1

1% You eouldn't
peat. sympathy, Misael ;|
vt I |

, |
Your |

|
|
|

me!

|

Il do, Edith.

fye, tell me that your|“ The other gifts you are weleome | to his own level,
[ gave myself to| to keep, or to sell, if you like,” he | better so.”

bd. _
fl soul, for better or for |
__lln'[‘ or poorer. Naoth- i
il have befallen you,
pacde me Qo bhack from |

lon know best whether | Musgrove, white with rage, ran to | mile.

F is ]1]\‘" ”Iﬂ.t.
is only by vour own

III'[I\"'III.

burst into tears, “you had better
leave the room,) my danghter feels
that, under the f..-vnliur cirenin-
stances in Which you now stand, it
is for neither her advantage nor
yours, to continue an engagement
contracted d

“ While I was rich and prosper-
ous,” broke in Misael. * 1 under-
| stand all you would say, Mrs, Mus-
grove. Dut I will accept no dis
missal, except from my promised
E“'.Ifl" Edith, do you agree with
| your mother? Is it your wish to
| break your engagement 7"
|
commanding,
made no reply.
| t]n' maore,
| “Speak, Edith, love, and assure
Mr. March,” said Mrs, Musgrove
“that what your mother has said is

But the poor girl

| neither a fabrieation nor a mistake. [ pose a quick, strong man, with hie | no further audible comment; but|hole, soon expired, and without
| Tell him your own decision, and let I wits all about him—if he held his| passed in the ladder, and gave the | further damage. A doctor and a

him see that you speak your own
mind,”

* Yes, speak your own mind, and
CGod's truth,” added Misael, as the
shrewish voice ceased,

Thus adjured, Edith, at last, lifted

her woful, tear-wet face from her|

hands, and faltered out:

“ Yes, Misael, it is better that we
part. Mamma is right. I am so
sorry to lose you. But I never
could be a poor man's wife.”

A stern voice interrupted her.

“(ive me that ring off your fin- |

oer.

Edith, too frightened for reply,
drew off the magnificent solitaire.
which she had worn with sueh
pride, and handed it to Misael.

The latter made
the window, threw it open, and
tossed the glittering bauble into the
crowded street. A drayman, trudg-
ing beside his horses, saw the act,

| and ran to ]ai(-k up the ring, turn-

ing, as he did so, an nquiring look
at the window. With a nod and a
gesture of assent, Mareh drew down
the sash, and turned again to Edith.

“Will you send me my letters, ging his hat over his brows and | well home, which he did by means

the chain that was my moth-
Send them to-day,” he said.

and
ers |

added, 5(‘11I'Hfll||}', “The [l!'ln_‘l-mls
will, perhaps, help out your tros-
seau.

Then he was gone: and Mrs.

His voiee was stern, his attitude | a
i e ﬂ{n;a!n'l] short, it not ]rl'i!t,‘.{'
She un}_\ sobbed | his styvle to make I'IIIIIiIiI'IIF'."\', or to | 4s he was !!ii’.

two strides to|

| it, myself."

|« But, Mr. March, I don't think
it would be safe for you, or any
man, to go into that still, twelve
hours from it Leing all alive,
| The foul air, and the fumes from
the liquor, would take his bLreath,
| lung before he'd get at his work.”
| “There's no work to do, if what
[t's lmi_\' that

i,

I think is the case,
peg, in the lower Iliiil'_ lil'u[-lu--l “”L..
interrupted  March, impatiently.
“Tt won't take two minutes to do
| the whale i|::4r|'_f. and ]l‘lllllli'\'.\' life
will be risked Lbut mine, and that's

his hLard lot. Rawlins,
i seratehing his head without remov-
|

bemoan

ing lus Glengarry eap, replied:
I ldlu\\'-

“Well, sir dlon’t | sup-

| breath

! “Yes, it's safe P!i'J'l_‘.I’.I,”
| Misael, impatiently:.
| I shall do it. You jll-‘t see to the
| fire and the charge. Get them eut,
as quick as you can, and leave
everything open to cool. Be here
in the-morning yonrse at six
| o'clock, and I will be along by the
time yon're ready for work.”

“All right, sir,” replied Rawlins,
wisely abandoning the argument,
and subsiding into simple obedienee.

That evening Misael happened,
in returning from a walk, to pass
.“l'\' .I‘ili‘ “'1”‘
| dow was a littte open, and he heard
Edith singing a plaintive, little
German song, of whieh he had onee
been very fond.  He stopped for a

in the darkneass, and lia-
When the song was ended,

1|:|'u!{.-

i,

Al
Musgrove's house

| mument
tened.

| a coarse voice eriel :

[ “Why,anybody would think you

! hadn't a friend in the world, Miss

| Edith, to hear such a mournful
ditty. Give us something more

[ lively, ean't you "

I “Idiot!" muttered Misael, lll'ﬂ:_f-

| striding away. “ He can’t be eon-
tent till he has dragged her down
Well—hbetter 80}

|  Then instead of returning home,
[ as he had intended to do, he struck
|'off into the eountry, and walked as
[if on & wager, through mile after
Finally, partly through fa-

But, | see if she could distinguish lln-I tigue, and partly beeause the gentle | ping explosions, as if the air were
man who picked up the diamend ;|

country sounds had tamed the fever

e bond ean be Lroken. | but he bad tarned the eorner, and | of Lis blood, he went home, and

1
g to say them ? |

twisting a bracelet
rist, and examining it

before,
ited for her to speak. |
oked up, met those |
B, looked down again, |

s ashes, even to her|er, finally, “And now, my :!unr,! breathing from its every crevice, | the draft through the manhole, had
| you will be very curdial, mind, to | like the horrible atmosphere sur-| taken fire from the uncovered can-

wd out :
ery unkind, Misael.” |
san to be, dear,” he
'
st
has gone out of ne.

In the last week,

|
different.” I
|

you going to do— for
imered Edith, tinally

poy whe-lhas the large|
Crand street, bas en-

manager [ havea |

ecn hundred a year

el! And you have

b thousand or more, all

, but T am young and
have hope, too ; 1 shall
jhe end,  But the ques-

vou be satisfied, as the
vk, who had only fif-
Wl a year 1"

d more than that, our-
We are so !'nf-.t'— S0 Imr-

and in debt every-
| mamma so worn out

aned, rather *han said
glanced contemptuously
threadbare, yet preten-
as she ![rﬂkl‘,

1ld take her home and |
Id age comfortable and
wgan Missel, softly. i
h interrupted him with |
le langh.

n hundred a year! It!gagement,

"| Lyons velvet?

she never found him. It is good
to know that he was an honest fel-

low, and the woney, about a fourth |
wsment, as if she bad | of its value, Which he received for| master and man stood together, be- | heart
But Misael [ the diamond, bought him a little | fore the black and silent still, with | chamber above him filled with a

home of his own.
“Well, we are rid of that brute,
at least,” exelaimed the irate moth-

Mr. Hanaford.”
“ [—Idon't Know,"” sobbed Edith.

“but I am very|“ We have been eruel, and—and—TI |

like Misael

-ever so much the best.”
Mrs. Musgrove rose to the ocea-

“Don't be a fool !” she snapped.

| “ Which do youn like best: horse-

cars, or an elegant barouche, with
two men on the box? And which
do you like best: cheap alpaca or
Sham jewelry or
real dinmonds ! Pray tell me, love.

Edith, if not eonvineed, was
silenced ;
ache at her heart. She made an
effort to smile, and be cordial, as
her mother bade her, when the pros-
perous merchant called, that even-
ing, with a big boquet and an un-
derbred smirk.

Misael, meanwhile, went AWAY
raging half desperate; almosteursing
fate. His better nature m-n-lus-rml'.
at last. He threw himself into his
work with an intensity of purpose,
an energy of action, that earried
all before it ; and at once delighted
and terrified, plodding John Rob-
ertson, the new owner of the mills,
and one of the heaviest ereditors of
the late firm of March & Son.

It was just nb‘?a year from the
reat fai{ure, and nearly as long

|from the rupture of Misael's en-
Miss Musgrove's ac- | cen inches in diameter, called a'and burn crisp, close to the skin.

and tried to stifle the|

1

SiE

‘llll a few hours of heavy sleep,
| before the toil of another day began.

At six o'clock the next morning,

its gloomy litter of extinet coals
and ashes, not yet removed, and the
recking fumes of ernde aleohol

rounding-a dronkard,

“Where's the Davy lamp,” asked
Misael, throwing aside his coat, and
standing, a model of athletie and
sllpp]n manhood, in his dark flannel
| shirt and trousers, with a leathern
| belt around his waist.

i “Why, Mr, Misael, don't you re- |

member?! You flung it in the fire,
one day, when it wouldn't light for
you! You said it was no good
There ain’t another to be had, short
of Broad street; and not this hour
in the morning, even there. You'll
have to give it up, now, sir, spite of
fate.”

Perhaps the old man's tone of
trinmph annoyed his master's irri-
table nerves. Perhaps it was only
the reckless and impetuons temper
| possessing him in these days. But

without replying, save in a black
and bitter word, erushed
his teeth, Misael snatched a candle
from the shelf, and lighting it,
sprang up the steps leading to the
second story of the still-room,where
was the entrance to the upper di-
vision of the chamber, which econ-
tained the charge, or grain, from
| which, by the use of steam and
| pressure, the poison is extracted
which, after varions other processes,
goes forth to the world as whiskey.

A round aperture, perhaps eight-

in |
* At any rate, |

between |

e — —

manhole, gives admittanee, in cases
like this, from the second utory of
the still-room, to the upper chamber
of the still: and a short ladder,
pulled in after him by the inspector,
gives him the means of descending
to the lower compartment. In this
lower division H:n the principal
danger; for the foul air, ntrongl(
impregnated with the fumes of al-
cohol, is naturally denser here than
above; and the manhole admits &
certain amount of pure air above,
which does not penetrate oW,
But, also, it wasin this lower cham-
ber that this mischief lay, as Missel
suspected ; and yet hither he was
bound to penetrate.

Rawlins, standing for a moment
aghast, recovered his breath and
tongue in the next, and following
up the stairs as fast as his old legs
would take him, almost sereamed
out :

“Master! For God's sake, stop!
Don't think for a minute of carry-
ing a candle into that hell of a
lace.  It'll explode before you're
}nirl_v inside! Stop, stop, for God's
sake ! "

* Nonsense, man, there's no dan-
ger,” replied Misael, laughing, grim-
ly; for he was not insensible of the
smur fellow's homely devotion, “See,

Il test it, to satisfy you.” And
lighting a bit of paper, he tossed it
throngh the manhole.

Both men eraned their necks for-
ward, and saw the cheerful yellow
blaze suddenly turn to a ghastly9
blue, and then expire, as the wisp
went floating downward into the
dense blackness of the pit.

“You see it den't explode,” said
Misael, throwing one leg over the
edge of the manhole. " Here, hold
on to the candle, till I'm in; and
pass m2 the end of the ladder.”

“It buined queer, though,” per-
sisted Rawlins, mechanically doing

“ You'll see queerer things than
that, if you don't look sharp, and

| give me that ladder,” yeplied Misael,

But, not daring to his eyes,
lest he should Igse th::nhe
wildly at the top of the

the manhole. As he grasped it, he
felt the skin, on the of_ both
hands, split from wrist to knuckles;
and he heard, as if through tumualt-
nous waves, the voice of the old
man, nttering an inarticulate ery of

orror and amazement.

for

|ered, staggered backward, and al-

so impatiently that Rawlins made

| eandle into the hands of his young |
master,

The latter, after a moment of
{ hesitation, set the ecandle upon a
:ll:'-uj--vrin-r; beam, just below the
manhole, where its light would pen- |
cirate feebly indeed; but, as he|
thought, sufliciently, to the pit be- |
low. Then, putting his head out)
of the hole, Misuel took a long in- |
spiration of fresh air; or, what|
passes for such, in a distillery;
nodded goodhumoredly to Rawlins, |
dragged his woolen eap firmly over |
his brows, and 1apidly descended
the ladder, his mimll bent upon ac-
complishing his lask, and returning
to upper air before the vitality of
that long breath should be ex-
hausted,

Instinet, rather than sight, led
him straight to the spot at which |
he aimed. Here he found the
| lovsened peg, lying beside the hole

it should have stopped, which con-
firmed his suspicion that tlns was
the seat of all the trouble. Two
quick movements sofficed to insert
| the peg in its place, and drive it

tof o little hammer which he had
|}J'I'1rll_‘_{ht- in s pocket. Then, net
| sorry, in spite of his bravado, to
have finished his nmlu.-rta.king. he
was turning toward the ladder,
when his eyes were almost blinded
by a sudden glare overhead. At
the same moment his ears Were
stunned by a suceession of snap-

all at once impregnated with in-
| numerable fire-crackers. A quiek
! pang of physical fear, such as may
[ take the bravest man by surprise,
{ for an instant contracted Misael's
i-‘m‘, lfmkiﬂg l]Il. he saw UIE

lambent blue flame, and he realized
| that the gasses from the lower cr_\'{)t,.
| drawn up into the upper <one by

| dle flame, and would bLurn until all

| was exhausted.

| But that pang of wild terror was
soon over. The real gonrage of the
man asserted itself. The mind, re-

| smming its sway, took a rapid and

| exhaustive view of the situation.

| The poor, senseless, unsightly body,

The manhole, he knew, was the |
only ]m-«ihlt' exit from _he trap in |
which he had placed himself. That |
manhole was only to be reached |
throueh the lames. He eould not|
live for morve than & minute, with-
out breath: to draw in the noxious |
vapors about him was certain death; |
there was momentary danger that |
the gas above would explode, kill- |
ing him by the shock; if not this,
the flames would extend downward,
and reach himn; or, the wtmlu'rurkl
would ignite, and burn him, like a |
rat in a hole. |

Death was cortain, if he stood|
still. There was one bare chance |
of escape, however, if he acted at|
onee. i he must die, it was better
to di¢ struggling, than eowering,
Perhaps it took him fifteen seconds
to think this all out. It was not
more, certainly. Then, with a sud-
den rush, and a ery, " God have

mercy on me,” he seized the sides he A

of the ladder and run up, never
shrinking as the deadly flames licked
| his face. He felt his beard ignite,

ling the formal utilitarianism of
| boarding-house furniture.

And indeed it was a sight fo
ke a stronger brain than that of
wlins, to sce the ghastly figure
erging from the sea of fire: the
es closed, the lips drawn away
m the clenched teeth, the flames
fogllin upon h.cip; .;3,‘ flesh. With
a bhind instinet i
to help, the faithful folm
forward, and seized Misael’s hands,
which were clenched upon the edge
of the opening. He tried, but at
first vainly, to drag his master out]
but the erisp and blistered skin
slipped from under his gru&. For
an instant, it scemed that the pur-
suing flames, even there, would drag
their vietim back into their deadly
embrace; for Misael tottered, wav-

most fell into the abyss. But at
last, with & wild ery of despair, he
snceeeded in flinging himself vio-
lently forward., There, for a mo-
ment, he hung on the edge of the
manhole, half in, half out ; a litap,
lifeless, scorchied body. Had he
been alone, that woul
the last of him. But he was not
alone. As he fell, Rawlins seized
him again; and this time, with
more diseretion; and dragging him
through the manhole, laid him, a
blackened, senseless heap, upon the
floor of the chamber, alive indeed,
but so scarred that it seemed doubt-
ful if he bad not been saved from
a sudden death to perish in more
cruel and lingering torments.

Some early workmen, meantime,
had fortunately collected in the
lower part of the still-honse. Hear-
ing the eries of Rawlins for help,
they rushed up, at this erisis. The
flames, stifled by closing the man-

carriage were summoned in haste,

an hour before the embodiment of
manly grace and beauty, was re-
moved to the comfortless lodgings
for which Misael Mareh had ex-
changed his luxurious home. Raw-
lins begged a day’s vacation, to re-
cover his shaken nerves, and look
after his young master. Then the
men went back to their tasks; bus-
iness hours began; and the world
went on the same as ever, just as if
a strong, brave young man had not
been been bLrought down %o the
gates of death,

It was about ten days after this
that Misael March opened his eyes,
late in the afternoon of a sweet
April day, and 'ooked languidly,
but intelligently, about him, while
a crowd of ideas, half memories,
half fancies, eame trooping around
his bed, and sat beside his piliow,
waiting to be questioned,

He was sick ! Yes, evidently ;
and his hands and wrists were
swathed into two great, white par-
cels, over which he seemed to have
no control ; and his head was ban-
daged ; and how oddly his face felt.
By-and bye, when he was stronger,
he would think about it more. But
not now. Thinking made him diz-
zy. And the room? It wasn't the
lofty, frescoed ceiling, at which his
waking eyes had stared, boy and
man, for some twenty years. Nor
was it the heavy walnut furniture
to which he had been accustomed,
in that stalely, old, paternal nan-
sion he remembered now.

Oh, yes, he lived at Mrs. Sim
son's boarding house. But still,
this was not r&uiu his impression
of the wnnfoil;:deﬂ coll, where the
Inst sad year rl%]ed along its
home lmirn. Abh, well, he was too
tired to think any more of that, or
of anything. And so the swollen
eyes drooped in, and he s
\'{!t he carriedl?;to dmm!lndh&:
impression of a delicious odor of
cologne water, and a eool, soft touch
npon his head, whence the hair had
been shaved.

When he woke again it was in
the early morning, and the soft,
gray light fell gratefully upon his
heated eye-balls, and l);em to
soothe the weariness of his brain,
Lying quite still, he again looked
about him, and remembering clearly
his late surroundings, perceived
that he lay, now, in another, and
mueh pleasanter bedroom, with
soft, dark curtains at the windows,
and many a graceful article, of
mingled use and ornament, soften-

"lt{:)kn as if ;womn.lluj !
were about, was the thought drift-
ing throngh the languid mind.
Soddeniy from the m chair at |
the other side of the a figure |
rose, and went to open the ﬁnﬁv.
to let in the sweet, morning air.
Standing there for a '

ER 4, 1882.

have been [

That lissom, girlish shape, with
its rounded throat and waist, and
m graceful fall of the shoulders;

t
its little, weary droop, after the
night's watching; wealth of
nut-brown hair, eoiled heavily and
low, at the back; that tiny ear;
that line of cheek, just visible be-

ond. Ah, it could not, could not

; h:\; i”u:ni::' ‘:i'k;; hoanwaet
to 1] t er. Uneon-
sciously, the thought took form,
and, half aloud, he murmured ; .

* Edith "

The
and came swiftly toward the bed.
Yes! it was Edith. The face was
thin and wan; the cyes
with long watching; a nameless
look, born of heroism, had replaced
the frivolous girl-smile; but it was
Edith, his own Edith.

All the past was forgotten, all
the old love came to life again, all
the old tenderness was in his voice,
as he whisremd. vainly stirring his
poor bound hands, to try to touch
;;Iut head that was bowed beside

im,

“My darling! My own—"

“Thank God, to hear you speak
lﬁnin. and to speak so to me,” eried
the girl. * Misael, oh, Misael, can
you forgive me 1" .

A look of pain and doubt crossed
his face, as he said :

“Darling, 1. do not remember
everything yet; and there are some
things I do not want to remember,
There was a cloud between us; do
not lift it ; you are here, you are
mine and I am yours; when I am

a little stronger we will be married.

That is all I want to know.”

* Oh, Misael, it is enough ; and

{on are 50, s0 good,” sobbed Edith.
‘or some happy moments, no more
was said. Then he asked, suddenly:

“Dear, are you here with your
mother's consent 7"

She fell on her knees beside his
chair, and hid her glowing face in
her hands, as she murmered :

“ No. I have no friend but you,
in all the world. When we heand
you were dying, [ told mamma, and
—and — and — that mwan, that I
should come and nurse you, till yon
died. They said no, and he said I
should chnose between him and
you. I did choose, 1 said that
one day, beside vour death-bed,was
more than all his wealth to me.”

“My darling!
love | "

“Then mamma said, if T left her
house, to come to this, I neve:
should come back, I waited, for a
moment, to see if I was strong
enough for that test ; and I founc
I was; and I came. Mrs. Simpson
was very good to me. She knew
we had been engaged; and she likes
you, ever so much ; and she let me
stay; she said she would stand by
me in everything: and if you had
not got well, I would have stayed
here the little time I should have
lived—"

She broke down, here, and hid
her face in her hands,

“ But now you will stay with me,
my own, my darling 7" said Misael.
“ And this very day, good Dr, Win-
throp shall marry us, He will be
80 glad Ah, my dear, that was a
happy day for me, when, through
that bath of fire, I struggled back
to life, and you."

“ Oh, Misael, you are so noble, so
Fanerous, to forsivu me! All my
ife shall be dedicated to proving
my gratitude.”

A hspry silence fell, and through
it each loving heart saw the fair
vision of a future, that should
amply atone for all the past; and
glad are we to know.that these fair
visions were not exaggerated pie-
tures of the reality, wﬁ:h has since
come to pass.

The amenities of journalism are
not strictly observed in the rural
districts of Missouri. The Marple
Hill Reflector refers to a rival as fol-
lows: ““The ignoraut, contemptible,
mean, sneaking, cowardly, self-im-

rtaut, low-flung, dirty, outlandish,

k-biting, self-styled *
dead beat, whisky bloat, kwoods
bummer, log-cabin child of misfor-
tune, beer-inflated, big-headed, soft-
skulled, overrated swamp angel, who
claims to edit the Swamp paper,
thinks the editor of the Reflector
terribly ignoant. Lot him look st
the twenty seven mistukes in his last
issue; lot him remember the ‘blat-
ant’ in the issue before; and let him
not forget that he ueed ‘adorous’ for
arduous in a leading local in bis
issue of August 24, Oh, yon dirty
whelp; you poer, erawling, ereeping
viper; you dirty seum of the dirty,
stinking, stagnated swamp; you
mean, big-jawed, slab-sided knock-
knaed, bow-legged, bander- shanked
pup; lost, as you are, to honesty, to
principle, to justice, to common de-
eency, do you imagine you ean rule
God’s country—the hills? Go back
into the ecesspool from which you
have mnhd‘.m:nd there remain.
Don't come out of your den Lo abuse

people. Go to school,
l_ng, and you may loarn somethi

m Kelly’s reply is awaited wit
Lady customer

uires $
-l you please direet me o the
dress i7" Obliging floor-
walker—**Certainly; walk this
customer —"'My dear

" ke
il -
b o LI _":

way.”
ﬁf!m\n}kwmul

meﬂndhtuom

perfectly moulded head, with [)00q'}

figure turned, with a start, h

My truc-hearted |

[ mond's juries.—New Haven (Conn.)

litician,’ | 8go? _
goct “*No, sir; I was in Australis up to

E_
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3
£

closed and the jury were
return the cut-and-dried
‘‘not guilty” the foreman—this
foot Kentuckian and a j to
—was attacked with l':‘- ht and
utnrtémh everybody by shouting:

“Quilty !

“What?" inquired the disconcerted
Sellers.

“Guilty,” said the fo
map, thinking be was doing himself
and the Evansville party proud.

In vain Balymandpq led; the ver-
diet was plainly, ":u"i[fty."
fore the play couldn’t go on as it was
1:l:id do:n; there was no chance for
that throwing or hugging.
nudimkwe wo&s uot slow to cateh the
mistnke, and a wave of lavgh-
ter began to swee om ?:-.
quette. At last Raymond seeing

il

£
*_iiin

f‘

:

g
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things to be in a desperate state, be- | eircuit

an to ““fix” the jury again, and
ﬁuttﬂnholing the bi; foreman, whis-
%grad the prolgar vernict in his ear.

Lerenpon the big six-footer mildly
stammered out:

“Not guilty.”

The hat went up, the no-
cused was ooll’rltullt.d, and the
curtain rung down amid the laugh-
ter and applause of the audience.

That big Keutuckian
never again foreman

Register.

CATCNING A TARTAR.

—

Somo eight or ten years a
silvery-tongued chap, who nl::ul

to be a fruit-tree agent, swindled the
farmers of this connty in s shameful
manner, and one resident of Nankin
was 50 mad about it thal be came to
Detroit, searched the raseal out and
imra bim a popnding on the street.

fter lie got through with his work
Ihlin k;.ldi the hl.lnl::l'l rl hoh would liek
im twice as aver ayes
on him again, and it was a mﬂo
be loug remembered and nursed.
About three weeks ago the Naukim
man was traveling in Washtenaw
County, and «s he aloog |
the highway be miet a travelor who
so closely resembled the fruit-tree
w:ndi_nr that he balted and eallad
out: ;

“Hero you are ‘bold-
facad mnal’ 5 g

“'Yes, I'm here,” waa the calm re-

ply.

"“Well, 50 am I, and I'm to

i 10 a6 i, aad T 3‘-.;." o
' it,
word, Come down here "

The lbm “elumb"” without &
protest, s ng his coat as he
struck the ground, and a be-
gan.
used up the farmerand was coolly
replacing his coat,

“‘See here,” said the man from
Nankin, as hie wiped his nose with a
burdock, ““you fight better than you
did eight years ago.”

““Well, I danno, This is my firat

affair with you.”
you in front of

“Didn’t I woll
the Detroit P eight yoars

a year ngo.”

*‘And you never saw me before?" |

““Never.”

**And was never in Nankin?”

a*"ﬁ'm bo hanged

“Well, I Come to
look at you 1 can'see you're not the
man, by on earth didn’t you ex-
plain, or ask me to? You must have
thought me mistaken.”

“Ohb, yes, I knew you wers mis-
taken, but I had just discovored that
I had driven weven miles on the

i some
one would come along and give me
i)wo words of sass.”—Detroit Frae

ress.

“Why is Mrs. Brown"
w0 many airs of late?’
Jonea of Mrs. Smith.

Y

, however, was
-—u o

In about two minufes he had |’

methml_ of
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wphe
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