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But I don’t wonder no one will

I on the easel: for it must be re-

_that it does not please thee,”

is much more lamentable to think

w*—m always be saying that you
vonld be rich if you liked! Why have vou
fess of

‘have eoversed the canvas with

with ecstasy

: *?mm a fool,” said the old serv-
iends have
e been thinking far more of your

B ho i this nian?”

- know him not.”

ii= Panolfo is a judge, and will
@ the trouble to come to me, he will,

on this masterpiece before us.”
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planted herself before him with
almost threatening air.

mugry at first by speaking ill of
pamﬁ.ngP yon must forgive me,
anclfo. Here is your

’W’\'ﬂe your hat, which be-
; immensely when you

w of en-
his studio

at Ia ;twmed to make
‘talking so loud-
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h & picture a= that.” she con-
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patting hergently on the

are niinded to die of hunger,”
ii:tﬂddw “Scanty as your

. Ionly hope yon may
LO-MIOTTOW before
en you must give me the

, for mine arve all gone. And

! portrait for the Coun-
Verona? & lady who would

you, and secured for you the
e of the viceroy himszelf. It
have been the making of you!”
N n.lkt%‘r:a of ti}l‘at womnan,
s=aid Ry with = e
empt, ‘‘with her modish face
Inck-luster eye. Ah, if [ had
g girl to copy whom I mee
) %n'wnn!d have painted her

“happily for youn, your
ost their wits, but
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not

i vourself have. Come,
reelf now, and go and find
: Panolfo; he is waiting

_“o! the richest merchants in
t he knows vou well. Thei have
1z to him about you; he has
apinion of your talents,und
Tder & picture of you. This
d as ready money; will you
this too, as well as the rest.
eertainly not,” said Ribera.

all doubt, set a vespectable
hat! you will not even call upon
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hi= showll:dern. bt g

is is past all bearing,” eri
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%, Beatrix waited only till

M finished attiving himself,

cnsting him out of the
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d‘ﬁva at the other end
i ask for the merchant

_ you do not forget his
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| the first to reco,

ved. Unconscionsly Panolfo the
Mflame; for the more condescendingly
he played the patron to the artist, the
mpathetic  grew  Laura's
glances, and the more anxious she a
m to atone for the pain of humil-

ation oveeasioned by her father's man-
ner.

{

".Thsy tell me, sir,” began the mer-

chant, ‘“‘that yon are not wanting in
talent; but that i-ou are and in
noid of work. have always taken

in fostering the arts, so we
will see whether yon deserve ones
patronage.”

Ribera bit his lin and bowed-—it was
all he conld trust himself to do. Lawra
noticed the scarcely hidden play of his
features,and to smouth the rising storm,
midrsweeuy: . 2

“You are a stranger here, sir?”

Her voice seemed to touch every
chord in the painter's heart. Hisbrow
grew smooth in as he replied:

I was born in Spain. signora, near
Valencia. I have been in Rome,
Venice, Florence, and Parma; in every
place I have vigited I have left traces
of my work behind me; wherever the
divine art of painting flourishes there
1 have gathered honey as a bee from
summer flowers. I am now settled at
Nngles. and never intend to leave it,”

a meaning glanee at Laura.

“What induces yon, sir painter, to
give this eity your gracvions prefer-
ence?” with a sneering smile.

Ribera feit the biood slow-

Iy rising to his face, he managed to

answer calmly. “That is a secret,
or."”

“You are too curious, father,” said
Laura, throwing a little oil on this in-
cipient conflagration.  “‘Signor Ribera
doubtless wishes you to infer that he
foves.”

“Yes, signor,” said Ribera, 1 love,
and with an ardor that will last for my
life!"”

“A truce to this fencing,” impatient-
Iy said Panolfo. *“Let us come to
business. Come, my sir, are
sou minded to earn five-and-twenty

ucats? But you have not vet in-
formed me what branch of yourart you
parsue?”

“Tell me only,” said Ribera. “*what
you think of ordering.”

‘4 sign for my warcrooms’

This was too much. Ribera moved
a5 if to rise, but an imploring gesture
from Laura vestrained him; his anger,
however, was so great that he could
not find words to say whether or not he
accepted this proposal.

“Are you not inelined for it?” said
Panolfo. ““Why it would be the finest
puossible opportunity of making vour-
sell known, and if you have any talent
you eould have no better way of show-
ing it to the public. Do something de-
cent for me, and all my fellow mer-
chants will givé you commissions forth-
with.”

“Will yon trust the choice of a sub-
ject to me?” said Ribera, with sudden
animation. *“On no other condition
will I undertake yvour commission.”

“Well,” replied the merchant, *I
have confidence in your taste; do what
¥you like for me.”

“And what price do you stipulate
for?” asked Ribera, with a smile of
bitterness.

“As 1 wold you before, five-and-
twenty dueats; and that, aceording to
my notion, is paving the thing well
You need only make a beginning, and,
if | am satisfied, I will let yon paint

my portrait too, and double the
amocii. Youseée, I know how to do
things.”

“ﬁ}' thanks to yon,” cried Ribera,
rising to his majestic heishth, “Had
vou left it tome, [ should have said five
hundred dueats as the price; but 1 only
ask to fix the picture I shull paint for
you for one single day ovor the door of
your honse nnd it shail not cost you so
much as a breath, Yon are in the
right. I must make myself known,
and I seize the opportunity that pre-
sents itzelf.  You may give it out pub-
licly, sigmor, that you have concluded
a good bargain with the first painter in

Naples. In a short time we shall |
meet again. Adien, siguor. F:u‘('-'
well, sigmora.”

Ribera slowly withdrew. As he

Hinzersl a moment beneath the win-
dow of the room he had just quitted, a
purse fell at his feer. It contained
five hundred ducats, and a E“Y of pa- |
per on which was written in delicate
characters, *-My hand and fortune for |
the first painter in Naples™ i
Afew dayvs after the occurrence |
narrated above, & large crowd was as-
sembled in front of Panolfo's h-‘-uw.l
Every one was pointing toward it or
clapping hiz hands, sud asking the

| name of the artist who, during the pre- |

cedineg night, had erected as a sign the
magzmnitiont picture of the Marviyrdom |
of St. Bartholomew, The enthusiasm |
of the throng soon manifested it=elf in
vehement elamor. Nevertill then had |
such n subject found such an interpre |
ter; mever till then had the pencil of
mortal man soaved to so high & degree |
of eipression and power.

The news =oon spread over the town, I
and the crowd in the square grew so
large at lust that the viceroy himself
became anxious te know the reason.
Accompained. therefore, by his favor- |
ites, he repaired to the spot opposite |
the house of Panolfo, andd, seized with |
astonishment and admiration at the
sight, cried aloud:

*“Who painted this masterpicee?”

There was no veply.

“Why dos the artist conceal him-
self®” continued he. *Let him come
forward and vely on my protection.
All the painters of Naples shall be
schooled by him. Once more, whose
masterpiece is this?”

=1t is mine, signor,” cricd Ribera,
stepping forth from the erowd.

“Who art thou?”

My name is Ribera, Iam here an-
known, anil o.ly wait to become that
which yonr highness shall make me!”

“What reward dost thon ask?”

“The title of ‘First Painter to the
Viceroy of Naples.” -

“Thy wish 15 granted. How minch
hast thon received for this picture?”

Sire the merchant Panolfo offered
me twenty-five ducats for it, butl
spurned his offer. However, he can
content me another way. His dangh-
ter Lawra and I Jove one another
fondly, devotedly.”

*To-morrow ye shall be united.”

Sure to his promise the viceroy
cansed the miion of Ribera and Launrs
to be solemaized the following week.
In nu short time Ribera la Espagnicletta
became the most renowned inter in
Nuples. But Panolfo, who had most
cordially assented to his dmnghiaer’u_1

union with Ribera, never let a de
pass withoot boasting that ke bad been
ize the genius-of the

. 1o | illustrious Sign Painter. amey Grant.
_ &‘?&m—,ﬂ‘*: e

| neighbor to another.
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“Oh, Thumy, not yet! I ain’t going to get
1 want to go sailing somo more!”
captain tnrmed wi wiul fro
gl e LRl
%M%nﬁowmqmnwm g
a neweomor he esplod.

The Maltese, Lady Fair, crept cauntiously

noar, ;
Ay if to join in the piny.
“Mﬂﬂm!' errnd tgarﬂlﬂlln “and
lower the hoat!

There's o r snllor here an the ocean atloat,
Quick, -':"é" rescoe the lone enstaway ™

Alas! for the captain, his mate and tho crew
Alas! for benevolent =eal,
Eix small, ager hands stretched to ald Lady

s
Bix heels appenred suddenly high In the air,
And the vessel lay top mu’lurlgeeL

A nl:‘trwrrck is truly a terrible thing,
And though weakness of honrt we deplore,
You will not be surprised to hear mo relate
t, aftor enduring that most awiul fate,
The captain, the crow and the stordy young

mnto
Coneluded to stay upon shore!
—Elin Randall, in Golden Days.

HER LOVE REVEALED.

“Of course, I shall never dare to
speak another word to her!” said Rob-
ert Dale,

“But why not, Bob?

Only tell me
why not?” eried

out little * Florrie,
climhing.np the beams of the barn-
loft; so that her head should be just
on a level with that of her tall broth-
er, and vlasping him around the neck
with both arms.

Robert was a tall handsome young
athlete, at that moment busy in mend-
ing ene of the vngs of a steam-plongh
with deft and ready tonch.

His dark-brown hair hung in heavy
masses over his broad forchead; his
hazel exves were full of latent fire, and
there was a world of character and
resolve in his mouth and chin. One
might easily excuse Florrie Dale for
being proud of such a brother as
that.

“Don’'t you ses, Florrie?” said the
youne siant, gently puttine away the

anids that interféred with the delieate
serews he held, =1 never askedl her to
be my wife while she wus & poor and
dependent school-teacher here.  How
can I have the face to do it now that
she has inherited a fortune?®”

“But von were just going to ask
her, Bob—you know vou were!”

“Ah, but how is she to know 7

“Why, by instinet, of conrse,” de-
cided Florvie,

Dale shook his head with rather a
sl smile.

“No, my Tittle ,__"'ii‘l." gafld he, I do
not choose to by mistaken for one of
the great army of forinne-honters.
I've lost my opportunity, and there's
an end of it.  1t's my own fanle”

Florrie burst into tears.

“Oh, Bob!™ Said she.

Robert Dale stroked down her snn-
shiny head, not without @ sparkle of
moisture in his own eyes. It he
smiled a wan smile neverticless

ol St e L
s

T uDidn't you k
i o

Robert o
“I didn't ask many questions,” said

“Yes, it is called “The Glen,'” she
answered. _
Mabel Wynne stayed and spent the
evening at the Dale farmhounse. She
and Florrie snng sweet duets to the
accompaniment of Robert’s violin,
They talked of old times and now,
and when at last Robert rutumeti
from seein Mabel home, Florrie
clapped hor hands gleefully.

“0Oh, Bob,” she eried, “isu't it nice
to have Mabel here onee more?”

And Bobs smilo did her heart

The next day, however, things as-
snmed a new aspect. Robert ands
Florrie walked up through the wood
to the beautiful new house, whose
stained-glss  casement  commanded
so rare a view of hillside, woodlands,
and dist:lt!nt wilallingorz&;:r. M:bel
wias standing on the .

“Now cuﬁm in,' she eried radi-
antly. “Walk through all the rooms
with me. Hoere is the libravy—I want
Robert’s idea about fitting that up—
and here are the drawing-rooms.
Florrie and I must decide abonut these;
for, to tell you the truth”—and she
colored pinker than a rose—*I am
going to be married?!”

Florrie started back, with a liltle
exelumation; Robert stood calm and

uivt a5 one of the marble statues o
the vestibule.

“Married!” Florrle eried; “‘and not
to confide in me! Oh, May!"

“Tell me,” said Mabel, “shall we
furnish the drawing-rooms 1 blue
and silver, or pink and gold? And
shall my rooms be the south ones, or
the suite looking out over the river?
And Bob must have the vestibule fur-
nished tosuit a man's taste. 1 should-
n't like to have my husband eriticise
themy when he comes. Will you do
this for me, Bob, beeause of our old
friendship? Oh, don't look so solemn-

Iv at me! I know I am asking a good
deal, but 1 thought 1 could depend
on you. '

“You ean,” he answered quictly.

“Come out amd look at the new sun-
dizl on the south lawn.” added Ma-
bel.  **Flurrie bas run upstairs to see
the river from the observatory. We
won't wnit for her, because, Bab, 1
want to tell you n seeret.”

“*Wealdn't yvour husband be
proper one to counfide in, May?”
asked.

“Iu this case, no, Bob,” she cried.
“Listen to me. I love this man with
all my soul—this husband that is to
bea—and he loves me.”

“Naturally,” observed Robert, set-
ting Iis testh.

“But he does not dare to tell me so.
He thinks, don’t you see, that 1 am an
heivess. Well, g0 Lam: but | am =
wopn, nevertheless, and 1 love him!?
Is my wretehed money to part us? If
=0, 'l ling it all into the ocean, and
begin life anew as a begmar-girl. Now,
Bob, what shall 1 do? It is for this
that I sent for yon to come here, Ans-
wer me guickiy.”

=Tell him ail,” said Ro bert huskily.

the
he

“T've often read that pride was a
gin.” sobbed Florrvie, =but I never
comprebended it before. Oh, Bob, I
conld almost hate you, if | didu't love
you 50 dearly!”

And Florrie
her prr:-h on the beam and ran away,
with both hamds clasped  over her
face.

Dale looked after her.

“Poor Lttie darling!™ he said to
himself. It = but a serateh on the
surface of her tender young heasrt.
On mine it is adeep st searod in
with red-sot iron. God help mel’

It was one ol those romances which
occur in real life oftener than one has
any fdea of. Mabel Wayne ws
sretty vonng school-teacher in Ab-

tt's village, whose life of poverty
had snddenly been turned into riches
by the beguest of a distant and nearly-
forzotten relative.

To Mabel herself it secmed like a
golden dream. “ How often she had
built castles in the air. whercof the
foundation was, **If 1 were rich!” And
now the dream had come trae; the
pinnacle of the air-casties were actu-
ally shining athwart the sky of her
life, heretofore such a cold and gray
expanse:

“And now,” sald Mabel to herself,
“I can Il all my heart’s desires.”

She took connsel with no one, un-
less now and then an honr with  the
grav-haired old lawyer might come

under that head: she simply did as
she pleasedd.
“Hev' ve seen the new house that

Mabel Wynne is buildin’®” said one
“It's a rveglar
With the trees all
away frem the lake, amd new
drives made through the womls, and
heathen statters set np here and
there, and a row o' glass houses to
raise furvin plants, and ripen grapes
and peaches before their time.”

“1 don't approve of no such no-
tions,” solemnly answered the other.
*To my mind, it's a clear settin' o'
Providence at Jdefinnce. Grapes in
March! And orange-trees a-tlowerin’
in this ‘ere climate, with the snow on
the ground! Mark my words, there
won 't be no good come of it!”

- L]

Aladdin's castle!

- - -

It was a bright September evening
when Mabel Wynne stopped at the old
Dale farm-house.

Florrie rushed to west her, and
grected her with hags and Kisses in-
numerable.

“Dear, dear May!” she said; “why
haven't yvou been to see us before?”

*Why haven't youn been 1o see me?”
retorted Mabel with the piquant off-
hand manner which was one of her
greatest eiimrms.  “That is the gues-
tion, I should think?”

Florrie's eyelnshes dropped; instinet-
ively she turned to her brother.

Robert advanced to her rescue, offer-
ing Miss Wynue his hand with an ex-
cellent imitation of composure.

“Becaunse, Mabel. vour time has
been so mach -u'c.‘llpivd.“ <aid he. +*}
told Florrie that things were changed
—that you conld bhardly be expected
to have leisure to devole to her silly
praitie.”

“How did yon koow that things
were changed?” eried Mabel, with a
resentful tlish  in her violet-blue
Gyes.

“My own common-sense told

“Wnas that the
been to see me?”’

“One of the reasons.”

“OL said Mabel, with an inde-
seribable intonation of voice, and lix-
ing her eyves npon  his with a sadden
guestioning glance, which he was but
too thankful to evade by looking an-
other way. “That was all that you
ecared for vour old friend —eh?’

“1f 1could be of any real practical
use to ¥ old friend —"

“¥ou can,” briefly interrapted Miss
Wynne.

“Tell me how, and I shall be at
your service.” * ;

Florrie put her arms around &
friend’s neck, whisperin

“This is li!:.a_-oltl tim

me

reason you haven’t

sernmbled down from |

“For Gud's sake do not break bhis
| beart for so wifling a cause as this™”

| Mabel's cheeks crimsoned, her eves
| fell to the ground.

“I have told him,” she murmured,
ssyeithin this hour.  Oh, Robert, Rob-
| ert! have Isaid too mueh?”
| My May, my own darling!” eried |
{ Dale.  *“And to think that this miser-
| able, false pride of mine failed to
measure the nobility of vour virtue!”
|  When Florrie came down from the
| observatory to the marble sun-dial,
| where the minutes were measured off
| by sunshine—ah, how appropriate it
' seems just now, this division of time!—

Bob and Mabel were sitting side by
| side on a rustic bench, and there was

something in their faces that betrayed
the truth at once.

“You have discovered our secret,
| little sister,” said he.

Florrie utterad a ory of joy.

“Ol, May!” she cried; “is it Bob?” |

“Could it be anyone else than Bob?"
! Mabel whispered, her sweet eyes full
{ of loving light.
—_—————  ——

A REMARKABLE GIRL.

She Can't Go the Literary Productions of
the Present Day.

There is a remarkable yvonng girl up
town, says the Woman-Abont-Town of
the New York Eveming Sun. She
ought vot to be so remarkahle as she
is. and the very faet that her reading
habits are worth chronieling iz a sad
commment on the eheap and perverted
taste for liternture that is, alas! (oo
chavaeteristic of the young people all
about us.

She was recently asked if she bad
read aeerinin new society novel,  of
which evervhody was talking and over
which young women particularly grew
warmly enthusiastic.

She looked a little shamefaced as she
replicd No; I tried to read it. but 1

jost couldn’, and so 1 gave it up. A
disenssion of books and writers fol-
lowed in witdeh it transpived that the

voung givl bad pever remd one of the
duchess’ novels, nor of Rhoda Brougch-
ton’s, uor of Ouila’s, nor of any of that
school of English writers whose  he-
roines thrill. aud throb.sud cluteh, and
hunger, as our dear old autocrat would
say.

“Nor Miss Aleott, nor Miss Murfee.
nor Heury Hayes, nor Marion Craw-
ford?” was asked.

She looked distressed, hut shook
head.

“Perhaps it is Howells, then, or Ald-
rieh, or even Henry James?"

Still she shook her head.

*Do tell me, then what you are por-
ing over hours out of each day®”

*I have no bhusiness living in this
generation,” she answered. =1 belong
to the past. 1 hardly know the names
of all these suthors you have heen ask-
ing about. I read what my father and
mother didd —Seott. and Diekons, and
Thackeray, and Bolwer, and Addison,
and Butler, and Macaulay.

“And no modern writers?”

“I've read George Eliot and George
Sand and a little of Balzac. I've tried
to read the present-day writers. [
really have. Botl can't. It is like
trying to drink vin ordinaire with the
flavor of Johannisberzer still on ooe's
lips. I would hear some book most
lavishly and enthusiastically praised.
I would send for it and begin the first
few pages. I seldom got further. It
was too much of a wrench,and I would
shut the valume und go back to dear
old Thackeray, and Lamb, and Whalter
Savage Landor, and the vest of the
saints. The first books I ever read
were of the old-fushioned kind; my
father used to read Dickens, and Ma-
caulay, and ‘Don Quixote’ aloud to us
every night after dinner, and I grew
up in the companionship of these writ-
ers. After that I was never able to
form a taste for anything less, I do
sometimes feel ashamed when I hear
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ETERNAL GRATITUDE.

“This affuir has gone far enough,
Susan. Geoffrey Herviman is not the
proper person to be my danghter's
constant escort, and 'l have no more
of it,” said James Raymond to his
pretty  daughter, who stood gazing
after the receding form of a young
man who had ']mtl left the house,

Susie turned away without & word;
but angry, resentful feelings filled her
heart az she thouisht:

“There's nobody like Phil Williams
in futher's estimation, and he can’t sce
any good in anyone olse”

8o far, she had been a dutiful and
obedient daug.tor; but she was sev-
entecn now, and she at once decided
that this was ber own affair and if
she loved Geoflvey, it anean’t necessary
thint he shonld  beadored by the whoie
fumily. They would not be oblizwl
to live with him if she show'd marry
him

She mansred to gsend a note to her
lover, inform nz him of her father's
np;mﬂilinu, and counsclling him to
wait nntil a hetter acguaintanee should
give the iml'n-turmu old gentlemen o
more exalted opinion of the man of
her choice.

But Mr. Horriman had less faith in
the result of a betler acquaintance;
aml besides, he reflected that even
Susie’'s maturer judgment might not
eonlirm her girlish opinion, and he
had worldly wisdom enounzh to know
that his only chance was in completing
the bargain at once.

And =0 there was a eclamdestine
meeting, and a few evenings later a
earvinge stopped a short distance from
My, Rn\'mumr-s dwelling: and toward
midnizht the notes of an owl, three
times n»rentvd. floated softly up from
among the trees in the orchard, while
with a nervously-beating heart, Susie
stood listening by the open window,

Yes, there it was agnin—repeated at
an interval of thirty seconds—and for
a single instant a light flashed from
the window, as a signal that the coast
was clear;: and then, dimly visible
throngh the doubtful starlight, she
descried the form of her lover emerg-
qu from among the trees,

She trembled with apprebension.

Nearer came the approaching form,
and u lndder was firmly placed nst
the windowsill. Trembling like a leaf,
but undsunted and determined, she
descended to her anxious lover. .

“Make haste, my darling!” urged
her lover, clasping her hand, and
suu-tinE toward the path leading out
thro the orchard; but as they
turned the corner of the house, a most
unexpected sight was presented to
their view.

There, within ten fect of the run-
aways, stood ber father, with a huge
lettier—bed clasped in his arms; and
elosely following came the mother ear-
E:ga couple of portly pillows, and

tly after her came Annpie, with
ber arms full of blankets and bed-
a:ﬂltu. while brother Tom brought up

e rear, supporting a washtub upon
his shoulder with one hand, and ecarry-
ing an old tin tea-kettle in the other.

“Just wait a moment, danghter,”
said the father, pleasantly. “You
came near forgetting yomr bridal out-
fit, and no ehild of mine shall ever go
destitute from the parental roof.
Here, young man, just lend a hand,
will you? This feather-bed seems
monstrous heavy, someway.” .

“Just take the side o'this tub will you,
Luke,and help me to carey it out to vour
vehicle?” said Tom, elbowing his way
past the feather bed and setting the
tub down in the path at the feet of the
astonished pair.

“And here's the identical pillow that
I've been saving for you for the last
five years. If liml a thousand dangh-
ters, I'd make pillows for them all!”
said the mother, pressing forward and
reaching them toward her.

Poor Susie! The very ground seemed
sinking beneath ber feet, and the shock
of an earthquake coulil searcely have
carried the cansterunt on to her heart
that she felt at that moment.

Tears of shame and vexation came
welling up to bor vyes for o brief in-
tervaly but the case was desperate, and
it was a secomd  edition of her father’s
own will that assertad itseif a moment
after.

Summoning all her courage, she de-
termined to stand by her lover at all
hazards and so to procluim, if she
must suffer msult, humilistion, and
abuse for his sake, they could just pile
it up; but she would marey him, and
him only, if it was for twenty yoars to
come. aml she wonld just tell them so,
then and there,

She turned to him for support and
envourazement in this defiant declara-
tion: but he had tled, and left her to
meet the storm alone,

Poor givl!  She was willing to brave
whirlwind and tempest, to 1\':|'l-k through
fire, if need be, for his sake: bot cow-
ardly desertion in the hour of severest
trial was too much. All the brave,
deliant spirit died out, a feelin : of ut-
ter hel :lvssm'ds came over ber, and
the sudden resvulsion ecaused adizzy
faintness to creep through her heart
and brgin, and she sank insensible
upon the ground.

The futaer dropped the feather bed,
and earvied her into the house, where
she was restored to consciousness,

Tears of shame amd mortilication
rolled down her pale chieeks. amd she
tarned her tace away to hide them.

My daughter,” said the father kind-
Iy *I had intended, to- invite him into
e honse amd agree to your marviage,
if you still persisted in_your determin-
ation to marey him, Shall Ibring him
back?”

“Not till I'm able to wring his neck!
sho answered, with all the fieree imdig-
nation of her outraged feclings and
wounded pride sorging up from the
depths of her heart and flhshing from
the dark eyes so recently beaming with
tenderness for her recreant lover.

He sent her a letter; but she prompt-
ly returned it unopened,

She was taking a stroll in the or-
chard one day, when she very unex-

pean'e talking so glibly about these
= ®gers. 1 know Iought to be. =™
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pnee to all athers,” 'hasa'am.- pothi
I didn's,” <ald Susce, decidodly.
that now.”
o1 want you to ;

Answerod.

Nelson, next week.”

SO, L ean't. | oean't!” eried Susie,
iteously. “Every une will be -
ng at me anil teasing me, and I ean
not bear it." i '

“No one shall say & word to anno!
sou without bearving from me then
there!™ he sahl, encouragingly. *It
i not to be supposed that a girl like

on ety get over a liking for a man
ike him all nv onee. But 1 wounld be
ladl to have yon go and convinee Mr.
Terviman that be has not broken your
henrt entirely.” X

“My heart will never break for such
s cownrdly miscreaut as he!” she an-

swensd, indignantly.

“Come, then, and satisfy him that
{inl don't mind seoing him firt with

allie Dean any more than if it were
myself.” he sabl, persnasively.

“Phil, have you resliy the eonragce
to tike w e where every one will be ritTi-
euling us both?” she asked carnestly.

“Yes, and shivld you from all an-
noyance while you are there.” he an-
swersd, promptiy.

“*Then I'll go!” she said, with a feel-
ing of greater respect for Phil Will-
fnm2 than she had ever known before.

Mr. Herriman was at the party, and
Busie recognised bim with the polite-
ness due to o poest at the same 'mu-m.
aned troated him with the nnaffected in-
difference of an ordivary sogquaintance,
which was infinitely more plensing
than a decided expression ull resent-
ment would have been, for it looked to
him as if she cared too little to be
angry.

ﬁ: the conrae of a lew woeeks he was
marriead to Mollie,

Three years passed away. and hav-
ing acquiredl a comfortable home in
wiich to plaee her, Phil Willizms led
Susie to the altar without the necessity
of an vlopement.

Mr. amd Mrs. Herriman continued
to live upon the forty-aere farm given
them by Mollie's father.

Susie had never visited them siuce
their marvisee:; but one morning,
shortly anfter settling down to honse-
kevp ng, Phil asked Susie to ride to
town with him aod baving business
with My, Herriman, he drove round
that way.

They found Mollie out attending to
the pigs amd poultry, carrvying a child
in her arms, and followed by another
little one just ol enougzh to toddle
after her.

She tried to eonceal the fact that her
husband was still in bed; for, having
been to a party on the previous eve-
ning, from which he lli\l uot return
until four o'clock in the morning, he
was making np for his loss of sleep,
while his wife took eare of the children
amd attended to the farm.

There was a fecling of
heart when she noted the weary and
discouraged look upon Mollie's fes-
tures, as she tried to make satisfactory
excuses for her husband’s too appareut
negligence; for a troe woman always
endeavors to conceal her busband's
faults.

After leaving the place, both were
silent for a few moments, then Phil
said:

“Susic, do you envy Mollie her hand-
some husband?”

“Oh, Phil,” sald Susie varnestly, “1
was just thinking -

She pansed.as if unwilling to proceed.

“Of conrse yon were, and so was L™
gaid Phil. “*Susie, I have a secret that
I haye never tobl you."

“Well, let me hear it,” she replied.

“Not till you promise forgiveness,”
he said, tensingly.

And at last she promised.

It was [ who first discoversd your
intention to elope, and gave the infor-
mation that cheated you out of the
handsomest husband in the county.”

Susie starsmd at him in astonishiment.

“You promisad forgiveness, remem-
ber.” he saild, langhing at her look of
astonishment.

“Not forgiveness, bt elernal grati-
tadde, Phil.” sho =aid, with a heart overs
Howihg with thankfulness for having
escapod the consequences of her own
girlish rashness. .

THE CONCO SAVAGES-

Herbert Ward's Account of the Horrible
Human Sacrifles.

ity in Susie's

The victim is placed on a block of
wood, with his legs stretched out stifl
in front of him. Beside each aokle a
small stake is driven firmly into the

und, the same at the knees and at
the sides, running up under the arm-
pits. These are then firmly bound
together by eords, securing the body
rigidly in its position. His head is then
placed in a kind of cage formed by a
ring of cane fastened round the neck
with numerous strings attached to it
which are drawn up over the head and
tied together in a loop. A pliant
young sapling is now stuck in the
ground about twelve feet from the vie-
tim and bent over 4oward him until the
extreme end is canght in the loop, and
all the strings round the ring drawn
taut and the neck stretched stiff by the
strain.

The executioner then makes his ap-
pearance, escorted by the young men
and women of the village,each holding
over him a palm-leaf fan, forming a
kind of canopy. On machiui the vie-
tim they fall back and leave him there
alone. He wears a cap formed of large
black cocks' tails; his face is blackened
with charcoal down to his neck; his
hands and arms are also blackened u
to the elbows, and the same with h
legs down to the knees. Around his
loins he wears severnl wild-cat skins.
Standing in front of his victim, he
makes at first two or thres feints with
his knife, to get the proper swing.
Theu deliberately bending down and
taking a picce of chalk, put there for
the purpose, he draws a thin line
around the neck, and putting a little
fine sand ou his hand 50 as to get a

ood grip, with one quick blow of his
ﬁnila. severs the head from the tronk.

whole village is wild iu expectation of
the event. Group of dancers are to be
seen, drummers at work. and every
kind of musical intrument to add to
the tumult. The head, after being
severed, is jerked up in the nir by the
released tension of the pole.

Then, upon the sight of the blood,
their vilest and most inhuman passions
are aroused. They act like wild beasts,
elutch at the head. smear each other in
the face with-the blood, and a general
scrimmage always ensues, resulling.
more often thau not, fatally.—Seribuer.

Flone Polishing.

Do not use  *palishes” peddled or
recommended by swny one. A man
must work at least 2 vear or two to
learn the business of polishing, so do
not think that & womau can learn o
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Until just before the execution the

speculation than in the butcher husi-
ness.  Acting upon this ides Powers,

rowing what money he could, seray
together a few thousand dollars, whict
be deposited in the office of a Pine
elreet broke firm. .

He wasn't particular, he said, as tc
what stoek be should bony, and finally

ocd purchiase.  leaving instructions
with his brokers to buy 100 shares fior
his account. This was done and Powers
wis duly credited with the stock, for
which had been paid $24 per share.

Meanwhile the ramors enme pourin
in from Virginia City about the greal
north end strike, and Sierra Nevads
began to fairly jump forward. ootil it
was quoted at $175. This would have
satistied any ordinary man, but not s«
Powers. Insteml selling he gave
orders to buy more stock.

In the eourse of the next two
Sierra Nevadu had reached §250 per
share, nud Powers, with 300 shaves tc
his credit. was in debt to his brokers
about $40,000. He conld have realized
at this point n elean profit of over $45,-
000. His brokers begged him to sell, but
Powers was oldurate. Ho swas after
a million, he said, and as long as his
margius remained good the brokers re
mained satistied.

Powers then sold out his business en-

ditional margin. He n to loek uy
favorable sites for the resilence he in-
tended to put up that, be asserted wonld
“beat them *nob heel’ affairs all holler.’

Haring, like a skyrocket, reached it's
highest point, Sierra Nevada now be
gun t come down, at first slow]
und then more rvapidly even than
went up. Powers gone to the
conulry for a few days to look at s
ranch he bad inmtended purchasing.
His brokers hul wired himi to return,
and he had supposed that it was be.
causc his stovk had reachesd the $1,000
limit, at which figure he had left orders
to sell.

It was witha ve Tous counten
ance that he greeted his broker, whor
he met on the strect. :

“Well.” said Powers, ~“have you sold
the stock?”

“Oh, yves, ™ said the broker: “we had
to. You see it began to fall, asd Yo
protect ourselves we had 1o Jet it ali
go at 10, and you now owe s £750,
which [ hope you ean settle™

“What? " fairly gasped the astonish-
ed Power-. “letit o at 1407 And
you say 'm in deln?”

“Yeu " replied the broker: “we told
you to sell, but you wanted the earth,
aml 1 goess you'll have to go back I
Your trade. ™
. When it tinally dawned on Powers
that the broker realiy spoke the trath
he was almost oveércome with grief and
disappointment. He rallied, however
and if any one now wants a choice
steak “Johuny” Powers, who works for
n l:lrgr market concern on Pine street,
is just the man to go to.

ih- vill probably tell yon that he
ought to be and might have been 8
millionaive. bt the guality of the meat
will be good just the same.—AN,
Worid.

-

Royal Fish.

While oldd and wise heads of the
Onited States aml Eugland are 2
ing on a dignifiel guarrel over Ee
ownership of the seal in Beliring Sea,
lti.:l me tell you something aboat royal

1.

You know that Kings and Queens
have many rights and perogatives.
Well, one of these perogatives of En-
glish rolers in olden times related to
royal fish. Royal fish are st n and
whale, which are considered the finest
of deep-sea fish. For this reason, “on
sccount of their superior excelience,™
whenever one of Lhese fish was thrown

ashore or caught npear the coast of
England it became the property of the
King. This seems very unjust to those

who might secure the whale or stor-

n, for they were compelled to Jive
t up without receiving any pay ow-
ever the King had some gronnd for
claiming these royal fish as his proper-
ty, because it was he who gnumnnd
protected the seas from pirates and
robbers, and in those days there were
very many of them.

he most peculiar feature of the
custom of royal fish was this—that
while the whole of the sturgeon be-
longed to the King., only half of a
whale did. For it was a prerogative,
as it is called, of the Queen that the
tail of every whale caught in the way
I have told you was her property, while
the head was only the King's. The
reason for this division. as given by the
old records, was to furnish the Queen's
wardrobe with whalebone; and this
reason is more amusing than the cns-
tom is peculiar, for the whalebone lies
entirely in the head of the whale. But
there are many more as strange and
amusing customs recorded in England's
early laws

right to reyal lish was considered

of great importaosce, and was carefully
guarded for many generations. It was
also a prerogative of the Kings of
Denmurk and the Dukes of Noﬂnand{.
and from one of these it was probably
derived by the Princes of England.—
W. R. S.,"in Harper's Young People.

Cowhide Horseshoes.

In Engiand and on many partsof the
continent they have been for a long
time using a horseshoe made by com-
pressing common cowhide. It is com-
pressed of three thicknesses of the cow-
skin pressed into a steel mold and then
subjected to a chemiecal pre on.
It is claimed for it that it much

split hoofs are never known in horses
nsing it. lthﬁﬂuﬂy smooth on the
bottom, no calks being required, the
shoc adhering firmly on the most
polished surface. Its elasticity pre-
vents many sprains, the horses steps
being lighter and surer. Straw,treated
with chemicals unknown, has been
used for centuries in Japan.

A Wonderful Stone.

A man living near Kingston, Ga.,
has found a moest wonderful stone.

While plowing on a sandbar in the
Etowal Rivar he saw something shin-
ing with the most brilliant of lights

just to onasideof him. He stop

by mortgaging his business and bor. | ¢

settied on Sierrn Nevada as  oeing o)

weeks |-

tirely and put up the procewds ad- | tete styles.

lighter, that it lasts longer, and that |

PACIFIC COAST AGENTS
Conner's U. S, Foundry,

Barmbardt's G. W. .m

Beton, Waldo & Co

INJUBATOR €]

‘
#

Patent Mackine made Bags -
512 to 516 Socramoenio St. SAN FRawisos.

Powdered 93 1-100 Caustic Soda.

SHEEF WASH.
Calvert’s Curbolic. For sala
son & Co,, Sole Ageunts, 104 Market 8t., San -

Pulmonary Balsam.

A Superior Bemedy for all

¢ roial Potash, etc

T. W,
by  Jack

-
i

.
=



