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~ she was.
"~ heart out wilh Jonging for the sight of
_aface that i kuown to me only in

 six weeks he was back
; ﬂnb:ad to

e
PIGTUBE OR HERS?

o I alie had not liked them. Th
Basdsome pictures of & hand.
1 . s I
sthing could have induced me to
I had not been going away"
ked. with a man's usual
n to having his piclure tnken.
— Hello! what's this?”
Fed away the cloud of tobacen
at obscured his vision, and
astonishment at one of the
otographs that lul just been
robe

ure of l.{oun'ﬁ lady—

: ders, with a filler and

_robe that well beeame the

Greck features of one of the

“beantiful girla Trevor Wintoo
or Iaid eyes upon.

ell," he said, after a moment's

mplation, “that is an odd mis-

‘wonder il ske has oune of my

ps in ex e for this one of

P [ nevdr saw anvthing so love-

looked at it agnin and sgain. "t
face that W upon eae—t @
‘Were so solt and speaking, tae
atiful lips so tendbr and sweet.

vor put the hnl:}rlph on lis
ing-case. He looked at it a dex-

- en limes.

© “What & fool 1 am!” he exclaimed.
"] am certainly infatuated with that
. Tace; and what do Iknow of her? She

h dend—or she may be sowe-

haps it would Bave been proper

r Trevor Winton to go back to the
y and return the picture; but he

no such thing.

_ ?I“ it up,” he said,

he faco o

a woman whom [

—_% worship if I ever meet her.”

. wias to sail for Europe the next
lay, and the picture went with him.
- He earried it now in a leather ease in-

side of his

¢ Beantifal ph?vl Ry qﬁu 4
Beantifa ograph had ecertain-
taken bis heart by storm.
Trevor Winton traveled vvervwhere,
but somehow he found pleasare in
. Palave and Bovel alike fail-

i 777:'-_ o o futenuat hin.

. “Lwasa fool to come away,” ne
-~ said, vestlessly. “Who knows? |
Ay bave iost my only chanece of ever

g ber. Ii had gone back to

the ga I roight have learned who

Bat now—I may ecat my

- semblance.”

T called bimself a fool, but his
were too nmnﬁ for him. Iun
n Loaden, de-

return home.
at the Devonshire inn. a
hotel which Americans fre-
His room was a delightfol

— - one. with an open fire which shed a

4 w over everything.

m had formr;l a habit of sleep-
.-'_hﬁ':nllly. It was Iate when he went
to his room, but be hado’t the slight-
‘st desire to close his eyes.

He sat there with his gaze fixed on
the fantastic embers glowing on the
hearth.

it med to him that he could see
of his Greek priocess thers

51

; a book and read awhile,
but the wind without disturbed him.

was a wild storm in the air.
Rain sputtered down the chimney and
the windows rattied.

“] am more restless than ever Lo-
night,” he said. 1 wonder what ails
me? 1 canmot settle myself to any-
thing.™

The face of the Greek princess smil-
od up at him from the table.

He turned away.

“Trevor Winton,”™ he said, **you ave
eertainly a fool, or you are stark, star-

--uci!"

clock struck one. He walk d
over and opened the door of his be -
room, which led out into the main ecr-
ridor.

The house was wrapped in slumber,
and still as death.

I sap: the clerk is sound asleep.”
Trevor observed, stepping out into the
ball. *1 should like above all things

to have some cigars.”

He walked M‘ﬁ?f down the corridor,
where a dim light shone.

He looked over the stairway. There
was no ope astir, but suddenly as he
turned sbont be became counscious thut
some one was comiog toward him.

- It was the figure of a woman. clad

& fn a loose robe of some pale-blue ma-

el Lt

terial. Her golden hbair was floating
down her back in beantiful profasion.
Her face——

Trevor utlered a low cry; his very
heart seemed to cease beating. IL was
his Greek princess who was comiog
toward him—a woman walking in the
strange preoccupation of one who

Trevor held out his arms impalsive-
Iv. She could not see him. Her
bering brain was conscious of
aothing, and yel some strange al

traction seemed to draw her toward
him.

“At last!” he eried. rapturously.

=My bHeautiful one, 1 have found you!”

For the moment he forgot every-
& _ The whole scene faded from
m«nﬂﬁm. He saw ounly her, and
‘as she came straight to his side he
e SH T

| evied. T conld n

alking in

\Oh, how dreadful™ she eried, ready
to ‘%’ﬁ ears. - How could you
Forgive me, I implore you!" Trevor

help it. 1 have
loved you for six lon weeks. A piet-
ure— r]thow —_

"DE!D:"nIIa @7 she sald breath-
lesaly. Yours eame to e, but I did
DOt SUPPOsE——

Tell me who you ave!” Trevor
erled, passionately. ‘Do not let mere
vohventiogality stand between us. You
are mine—I koow it! You have loved
m!;' as 1 have loved you. Is it not
w 3]

He took a step nearer, but she turn-
ed and fed from him. Her blue robes
floated ont of his grasp.

A little, violet-scented handkerchief
foll at his feet, and it bore the name of
Alys Vaue.

vor canght it up and pressed it
Lo his lips.

“It is fate!™ he said. ~“How could 1
think it was chanee?”

The noxt morning he sent his card
to Miss Vane, Not she, but an elderly
Iady, maot hins in the parior.

“‘My dear sir," she said, quite stifly,
“my nlece has  just told me n most ex-
traovdisary tale.  She notitied me
that a gentloman would call this morn-
ing. most likely——"

*A suitor for ber hand,™ Trevor in-
terposed.  “Madam, Ilove your niece.
I desire to have her become my wife.”

CBut my dear sir” sald the old
lady. “we don’t know youo at all! You
may be a—a—Idon"t know what!”

*1 see yom register from New York.”
sald Trevor, with a smile. *You know

my father, perhaps-—James Perey Win-
ton?”

“Abem! No. I don't kvow him,
but—are yon James Percy Winton's
sonp”

Trevor never before kanew what a
great thing it was to have a father
worth several wmillions. He had no
sooner established his identity than the
old lady said, quite warwly:

“Well I'm sure 1 don't nnderstand
this nonsense, bur you and Alys can
fix it betwoeen you."

This is how Trevor found himsell
there, holding Alys Vaune's two little
trembling hauds in his, while he nsked
her to be his wife, and she gave him a
gind consent.

“I bave loved you ever since the
night my photographs came home,”
she said.  ““Your picture was amon
them, and I knew the moment [ saw it
that I should love you forever. Wasn't
it strange.

derly, “it is wot strange. In this life,
my darling, what is to be is. in spite of
circumstances. — Safurday Night,

WOMEN AS JOURNALISTS.

Thay Mast Have the Qualifientions of
Giond Neporters.

There are always young Indies who
desire to write for the newspapers and
to become professional journalists, and
the chief way in which they try to get
on & newspaper is by sending in con-
tribations u'(wsmriﬂ and essays and

ms, says an exchange.
very 1 in their way, bat nre not
plain, every-day sort of pewspaper
work. Nowadays a newspaper woman
is often a reporter.

who has gradnated out of the city
rtment into the editorial or purely
iterary, but the wewspaper woman
r excellenee is a reporter,
?:he & reporter a woman must koow
an item when she sees it, aml be nble
to relate it evenly, correctly nnd con-
cisely. If she is sent to report a meet-
ing she must know instinctively what
to write and what o Teave out—this

instinct is veally her divine affiatos.

earry her bag and a man to help ber
over the gutters. She must be brave
about going out alone at night and she
must learn, as every working woman
ought to learn sensibly, that a wodest
woman, as Lady Montagne said, has
often to be both deal and blind. Again,
she must have taet. and still again, a
tremendous sense of justice that will
enable her to wrile fairly of friend as
well as foe, and she must know that

“No." said Trevor, kissing her ten- |

These may miouth.”

|

.t.
it in the plaoe h:::ntllu |‘ﬂd Wi
w G srime :
m'nghd. namely, Switrerian
near :

Late in the antumn a falr was held
in that eity which attrnoted a In
cotcourse of peoples from the neig
borlng villages. Among these was a
young country girl, one Anon Huohin-

v, who ¢ame with a party of her

nds and nelghbors to partakeof the
Testivities of thy ocension. Late in the
evening they all sturted for thelr homes
inn llﬁle hamlet not far from Berne.
It was not till they renched thelr Fw
tination that they discoverwd yhat
Anna wis missing. Had she lageg
behind, or, a8 was more |:'mhnlsle. nd
she failed to set off at tho same time
with her comrades with the iotent 1o
follow them and to eateh up with them
later?

‘Uhis last solutiop appears the more
likely, na her corpse, frightfully muti-
lated and In an  indeseribable and
shoeking manver, was found a day or
two afterwards in a Held not far from
the maln road. Senrch was at once
made for the assassin, but without
avail. He was not to be discovered,
and after the fivst hue anil ery was
over, the affuir seemed to have sottled
down into one of those mysterious
crimes whose perpetrators ave destined
to remain forever unkunown,

The police avithorities held in their
possession a solitary serap of evidence
against the murderer.  The vietim
was a vigorous and healthy countr
girl. She had fought ha thoug
vivinly, to preserve her honor and her
lite. From between her clenchod teeth
the physicinn entrusted with the per-
formance of the yost-mortem exam-
ination had dissnguged a fragment of
buman flesh, torn off in her struggles,
from the face or the hands of her as-
sailant.  This ghastly morsel, pre-
served in aleohol, was put carefully
away so as to be ready 1o produce in
case of need.

Time went on and the batlled deteet-
ives falled to find even the slightest
trace of the mysterious eriminal.  Bug
the other day o young melical siudent
in the University of Berne was in the
act of laying aside his street coat to
put on his working jacket, when his
shirt sleeve became disarranged, re-
vealing on his wrist a strange-looking

A envious murde
hfrog ¥ e :ﬁ
ﬁ}lmm%c

in

wound which bad apparently been
cansed by a terrible bite. His com-
rades crowded aronnd him, over

whelming him with questions coneern-
ing the origin ol this singular injury.
He stammered, became confused, gave
incoherent and covtradictory answers,
und, fisally, breaking away from the
crowd, be hurried bhack to his home,

| seized a loaded pistol and shot himself

through the head.

The police anthorities of Berne be-
ing informed of this eatastrophe caused
the piece of flesh to be prodoced nomd
applied to the wound on the yonng
man’s arm. It ftted exactly, and fur-
ther investimations with® the miero-
scope provesdd the [dentity of the sui-
eide's skin with that upon the frag-
meunt. Thus strangely, and throngh
the workings of the assassin’zs guilly
conseience, was poor Anna Haehinger
avenged.  As one of the Inwyers inter-
ested in the ease remarked, She bhas
convieted her murderer out of ber own
Fhuladelphea Telegraph.

A Settler’'s Cabin ﬁn_ﬁ;;f;_lh ¥e.

L o
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e a0 1% i S Mok
's pa ‘e, ure calle r-
beauties ure fonnd ot far

toum, in the towns and o

of  Akhalizig, Ozergetti and
Loogdidi. 'l'he{ are also to be found
in the north of the Uancasus, about
Anapa, and the small villages extend-
ing from that town to Lochl, on the

consl. hoy are mostly r peasant
girle, ‘They huve !ovol;m’u ep: but
withont muach ex slon. 1 to the

nge of 14 they have sitractive featnres,
but after that agoe they gradually beﬂl.n
o grow comrse in appesvance. The
halr is sometimes fair, sometings dark,
and always abundnot.  They marry ot
about the age of 183 or 14, and “0
rapidly afterward that at 20 they look
like women of 40

It was from the neighborhood of
Loogdidi that the sulians of Turkey,
in the days of their empire. procured

girls for their havew, The poor Cir-
onsslan  parvents readily is d of
their offspring for a few plasires, a

hotse, or n gun, and the girls were
borne away to be sold al an enormouns-
Iy sdvanced price in Stamboul,

Here it was that Sultaneh was found,
the fair Cireassian who exercised such
a baleful infloenes over Abdul Asiz,
and lod him to that neglect of his in-
turests which altimately cost him his
throne auwd his lite. Sultaneh was the
danghter of n peasant in humble eir-
cumstances  living  neénr Ozergetti
Even when only 10 years of age she
was toted for benuty and her fovely,
lustvous eye«  She wns picked up at
11 by a slave dealer from the Turdish
enpital. who paid for her the nnusuall
high jpries of 100 pissires. He too
her to Constantinople and put her on
oxhibition after the fashion still preva-
lent in that eity, althongh no longer
countenanced by law,

The dealer does not go inte open
market, aml he does not eall in the
publie. Like a dealer in bigh-class
paintings or statunry, ho has his line
of customers, and extends to them a
special invitation. They come and
view the buman ehattel. and the high-
est bidder carries off the prize. These
sales are Fuing on all the time in Con-
stantinople, and the governmeut winks
at them, while to westorn ears profess-
ing a horror of slavery.

f)lrns Pacha, al that time goversor
of Karpool, in Asiu Minor, was on a
visit to Constantinople, on a summons
from the sultan, to explain some dis-
erepancies in the revenue returns from
his |In'os-inw. the disecrepancios being
that Dirnz was wvaxing rich and the re-
turns in the way of revenue o the Im-

vial Treasury were getting r.
Such a condition of alfairs was allsuf-
ficient for the sultan to take action on,
without any abiruse examination of
necounts and detailss. The Torkish
ruler had so objection to Diraz Pacha
robbing somebody., but it must not be
the suitan. C-nsequently Diraz was
in disgrace and apprehensive of some-
thing worse, when he had the good
fortune to be invited to see a young

Cireassian  slave.  Her rarve beauty
im eodd Dirnz. as it impressed every-
body else. He bid an extravagant

prica and woun the girl. That seme
afternoon she wns on the way to the
sultan's palace as . gilt from the de-
linquent governor of Karpoot. Diraz
Pacha went back to his post with a

Just at the foor of the little bluf | clean bill of health.

Onee in o while | shoead, with a backgronod of trees,
there will be a more noted individual | was o

log-cabin of hewn timber,

de- | weather-stained and geav in the sum-

mer sun, absolotely aloue and looking
as if lost in this untrodden wild. Point-

house =0 long as you want it.”

The emigrants tramped through the
tall, lush grass that coversd avery foot
of the vew Kansas soil, their eyes fixed
engerly on the log-cabin befora them.
The Intch-string hung out hospitably
from the door of split “shakes ™ and

Furthermore, she must be able 10 g0 | {he party entered without ado. Every-
| around alone without having a man to

thing was just as Younkins had last
left it. Two or three gophers, dis-
turbed in their foraging about the

premises, fled swiftly ot the entrance
of the visitors, and n flock of black-
bivds, settled aroumd the rear
house, flew noisily neross the ereek
that wound its way down to the fork.
The floor was of puncheons split from
onk logs and Iaid loosely on rough-
hewn joists, These rattled as the
visitors walked over them. At one

the newspaper is not a vehicle for per-|end of the cabin a huge fireplace of

sonnl spites, animosities or spleen, any | stoue laid in clay vawned for the future

more than it is for gush or the waunt-
ing or aggrandizement of people be-
vound their just merits. She must also
kunow how to unite common-sense Ea-
glish, shorn of fineness and to do her
work quickly. In a newspaper office
no one has tinte to wait for inspiration.
The ery of copy is spur enough for
most writers, and it s the counstant
ery in a composing-room

Apropos of this the writer i= templed
to tell a story at the expense of a love-
Iy and gifted lady who began a few

VEears ago A career as a  society  re-
porter. Every week her copr-went to
the editor beautifully writien aod

fanltless, considered as copy from the

But I'd

printer’s point of view. But any little
su stion she wanted to make she run
in along with the article in the followa
ing fashion: “Mr. and Mre. Browne-
Smyth gave on Moniday an elegant
blue dinper of fourteen covers. [For
goodness' sake spell ter name Smy
—Jast week it went in Smi, and
ahe was as mal as hops about .7 Mrs,
Indigo Blueblood has sent omt cards
for a ball, at which she will introduce
into sociely her lovely danghter. [This
is all right. This Mrs. Bluelhlood has
some sense and doesn’'t in the least
mind seeing her name in priot
the other Mrs. Bluebloood we had the
fuss with.] Mrs Uplown gives a pink
tea as soon as Lent is over. [Don't

It's |

comfort of the coming enants. Near-
by a rude sot of shelves suggesting a
pantry, and a table, home-made and
equali‘\' rude, stood in the middle of

the loor. In voe corner was built a
boedstead, two sides of the house fur-
nishing two sides of the work, and

the other two being made by driving
a stake into the floor and connecting
that by string-pieces to tha sides of the
cabin. Throngs of buifalo-hide formed
the bottom of this novel bedstead. A
few stools and short benches were
seattered about. Near the fire-piace
long and strong pegs driven into the
logs served asa ladder on which one
conld climb to the low loft overhead.
Two windows, each of twelve small
vanes of glass, let in the light, ove from

]
of the

In order | jng 1o it, Younkins said, “That's vour |

1

l

1

the end of the eabin and one from the |

back opposite the door, which was in
the mi(\dlu of the front. Outside, a
frail shanty of shakes lenned agains
the eabin, affording a sort of outdoor
kitchen for summer use. —Noak Brooks,
e S Nicholas.

Rather an Unpleasant Place.

A goentleman who has been visiting

| Butte City, Mont., gives the St. Louis
Globe-Democral a rather disparaging
account of the place. He says: ““The

day I left, what with a winter fog and

| the smoke, which pours from the chim-

slick her down at the tail end of the |

colamin, whatever you do. 1 wanl 1o
please her. anyhow, because last week
she just went in as one of the "many
others.”]"

It it bad not been for the ddiscrimi-
nating editorial blue pencil. that fash-
fon and society column would have been
delicious realling on Sunday morning
—since a printer “follows copy.” and a
parénthesis on the paragraph's ‘brim,
a plain parenthesis is to him, and it is
nothing more.

SaIrey s mon,

He was a little, white-haired, withered.
up old man, with a weather-beaten
face peering over a seraggy fringe of

chin whiskers. Hesatin a vear seat
of the Iast carof the Cape train, pgaz-
ing through moist eves at a little

shaver perched opposite. The con-
dueter knew him and stopped when he
punched their tickets to ask:  “"Where
did you get the boy, Uwncle Seth?”
+He's Bairey’s,” replied the old man,
choking a sob. T vever sot cyes on
him afore a week ago yisterday. Yer
see, when Sairey roun off an’ merried a
ood-fer-nuthin’ scamp, wother 'n 1
cinder felt we wnz done with hor.
Las’ week I got a lotter—the fust fur
five years—sayin' she wuz mighty low.
Blud’s thicker's water, an' 1 started
faor town at onct to bring her hum.
Buat she wuz too fur gone—died 1he
day I reacbed her. I found that leetle

r thar, aa' his mis'ble father
wouldn’t ¢t me hev him till [ bought
him—jes® like be wuz a dumb beast.
bey bad bhim if I'd bed to

gel the place—he's got Sairey’s

|

neys of hundred of rock-crushers and
roasting furnaces, was so dense that at
noon you could not see ten feet in front
of you. The electric lights were turned
on, but standing directly under one of
the towers used in light{ng the city, the
cluster of twenty thirty - two - candle
power globes looked like a small star.
The death rate is very heavy; for the
week | was the.e there were fourteen
funerals a day. Ppeomonia is very

prevalent, quick and fatal in Butte. The |

miners who bave been there any length
of time look pale and have the appear-
ance of being leaded. The roal cause
of so mueh of the sickness is the pres-
ence of gases in the air set free by the
process of burning the ores.”

He Turned the Farmer's Wrath.

A voung newspaper man who last
spring found bhimself in Whiteman
counuty, Washington, 500 miles from
lris base of supplies and “broke," hired
out Lo o farmer. He was set to plow-
ing with & pair of horses, bat both
man and beasts being new to the busi-
ness, the furrows looked as if they
were the result of an earthquake rather
than of design, so crooked and zigzag
were they. At the close of the day the
farmer rather testily criticised the job.
The newspaper man felt that his doom
was seaie«i {mt mustered courage to
reply: *I know the rows are rather
crooked, but the sun was extremely
hot to-day, and it warped them,” The
answer turnedl away the farmer's

|

From the frst the fair Circossian
fascinated Abdul Aziz aod from an
artless child of the mogntaineg she he-
onme a= active an intriguer as any in-
mate of the barem. Powerlul oficers
feared her influence, and former favor-
ites learned to bate her.  She used her
power not always disereetly, and it
wns obvious that it weakened the sal-
tan in the opinion of his sabjects; for
the Turk s cminently jealops as well
as contelmptuous of feminioe iuterfer-
ence in state affairs. The overthrow

|of Abdul Aziz and his untimely death

are mintter= of history. and it is well
known in Stambanl that n woman was
ehiefly responsible.  Sultaneh disap-
peared abont the time that the unhap-
py sultan perishied. Her fate is n mat-
ter of conjecture.

Nis Ancvestors Were Shoemakers,

Daring the Cleveland Administea-
tion Secretary of War Eodicott was
ous of the best euntertniners in the
Nutioual Capital, At one ot his famous
dinner parties Seonator Ingalls found
himself placed by the side of Mrs,
Eundicott. In the conversation which
ensued the lady dropped some ramarks
about the Endicott family, which bad
done so much for New England in the
days of its earliest settlement.

=0, yes," remnrked the Senntor. 1
know all about the Endicotts. My own
ancestors came over with them from
Eugland in 1628."

“lodeed,™ =aid Mre. Endicott, evid-
ently wondering, “and yot [ canoot
recall the name of Ingalis,though I am
anlmost certuin that I have in my mem-
ory nll the names of those on the May-
flower that needed to be kept record-
od.” And then the blue-blooded weman
looked puzzlingly and questioningly st
the Western Senator.

~It is hardly surprising,” said Mr.
Ingalis in reply; *“‘indeed, I should be
astonished if youn ecould reeall their
names, for," and his voice was strong
enough to be heard far down the table,
*my people who came over in the May-
flower were shoemakers, nnd I under-
stand that they made good shoes.”

Mus. Endicott smiled, and ever since
the blue-blooded Massachusetts woman
and the bright Senator from Kansas
have beon the Kindliest of friends. —N,
¥. Star.

His Wire Is Suspicious.

He was standing in a doorway on
Jefferson avenue and presently he
halted a pedesirian with a wave of his
hand. and beckoned him to approach
and said:

*How do 1 look?"

“Why. vou present n pretty shabby
appezrance, if vou waunt an honest an-
swer,” replied the surprised citizen.

“That's good. Shabby refers to my
dress. How's my f:i\'i;lr appearance?”

*Pinched amd hnngry.”

“That's excelient, Do I look like a
man who had money?"

..N“'n

*Would you class me as hard up and
friendless?"

“I certninly wounld.”

“Thank you. Tosum up, you would
set me down as a vietim of unfortun-
ate circumstances who couldn™ get out
of this town too fast?”

“I'hat’s about it."

“Thanks. Here is a Jetter I have
written to wy wife, asking for money
to ;l:ul. home. She's a suspicious woman
and she won't take my word for it
Please write at the bottom:

“*Attest: It's a durved sight worse
than he says it is.' And sign your
vame."

The citizen complied and the letter
was at once taken to the postoflice.—

Free =

Royal Saxon China.

The royal Saxon collection of chin
the finest lot of Dresden china in u:&

i : - I1d, has just been Ly increased
wrath, and, iostead of being disc POt Egreally
the Fow=satuer wos 'i:d . much R the .::déh_‘ lo ': of l.;l::u. 14,000
easier nml pleasanter s DOW : : Gm ; _ The
the hrmtrJ: son<in-law. fl museum contaios 000
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ng from row.

ing Iu our dory on Salt Pond. We
set up o d':'l_r the day hefore and,
naturally, weo wanted to use i, even

though the wind was southwest and
tho sun scorehiog. Tt was hard, how-
ever, th come back to the tent and
know that we conldn't have any din-
ner until we had proparved it.  Fortun-
ately Maria Jane dru{uml in at this
moment, vigorons puml alért as ever.
She said that Marsh wis  pretiy tived;

#ho left him tr IuF to rest, and took
Is:“hll" energetically in the matter of
# 1

"Di:ﬁtll- you know.” she went on in
answer to our guestions, *'that My
Rankin ain't well? e ain't. Idon't
know’s I'm called upon o make be-
lleve I'm sorry, for I ain't, one grain.
He's one of them  kind that's alwaya
plensant and smilin'—never says a
cross wonl.  But he will have his own
way if bo cuts yer heart ont all the
time and seos it a-blesdin', and he'll bo
just as soft, and you'd be sure to think
twns you that was the wreteh, and
likely's not you'd IuF his pardon,
mooin's ho was g0 gentle.  In the end
you'll find out be's done jost what ha
enlkilnted on doin' all the time. When
you plead with him, and ery and groan
and agonize, as it were, he'll smileand
suy:  Sho, now don't get exclted.' |

e there wouldn't vone of us git
exoited If we were as sure of our own
way as that man's always been. But he
nin't got no bad habits,  You ean't put

our inger on a thing he's Jone. For
all that, [ beliove he killed bis fiest
wife.
Lof it

loasant and 8o oussedl. She never

ad her own way in a thing. They
say she was as delikit as she conid be,
and she was a perfect pleter to look at
I remember when she was  married,
and 'peared as a bride. | was  a little
tot, and set with my mother two seats
behind where they sot. | reek’lect exs
netly how [ felt and what I thought
when they walkwd in slow along the
broad aisle, she haldiug on Lo his arm.
I didin’t ook at him at all, but 1 stared
at ber all the service. 1 was blacker
even than I am now, and she was like
n white rose, 1 thought. She hadn't
hnd good health, aud she'd had o spell
n few months before of bleedin' at the
lnugs, but they said she' gol over that
and was well. She had on that fost
Sunday a purple vewel bununit with
a long white ther. 1 o'n soe jest
how the plume lay along over the vel-
vet. Isot and stared and stared.
knew I never could be so interestin’ as
to wear a ||u||'p|u bunnit with a white
feather 'n bleed at the lungs”

Mavia Jane took a large handful of
'wa-pmln from the tin pan  and was si-
ent for atime reviewin

was the sound of talk and high laugh-
ter from a small aailboat that was gﬁ-l-
on the sands below the blulf. How
hot §t was!
is In some other quarter than the south
or west that it is cool on this coast,
notwithatanding the hotel advertise-
ments.  Amd In sunuoer, i vou will
notice, the wind s usnally  either in
the soulth or west, or belweon those
two points, and then itis at the bottest.
Then, also, there is constant danger
that the ma'sh will send forth its mys-
tervions, hellish odor, I am  choosing
this lattey sdjective advisedly. The
word infernal i= not sufficiently strong,
as you would say yourself if you had
ever happencd 1o be here when, ns
the natives =ay., ““the ma'sh was a
smellin’.”

Nevertheless, we were glud to be in
a tent on the South Shore. The life
was froe and  eharmine.  The veovle

thus far had n constant Interest tor ns,

We felt that it would be a long time
yet before we should be tired of their
different phases of character. Al=o
now, and for almost two months more,

there would be the kaleldoscope of
fashionable life to wateh at a distance.
This movement of gayety was just tar
enough away to amusy without fa-
tiguing, I some unutterably fasci-
nating belle came to us for n glass of
water we could examine her more
nearly, while she examined us,

Just now we had also a visit to which
to look forward, or we did have until
we heard Marian Jane's words this
morning. When Randy Rankin had
left us the day she had called, she had
given us a special invitation to spend
n day with her in the following week.
She named Wednesday, for on that
day the baker eame slong the ridge
heve by the shore and then went over
to the Two-Mile, She was confldent
he would let us go  with him.  Buat we
had said we would go neross Salt Pond
in our boat, then hive a horse and ear-
riage at one of the hotels on *“‘the
road.” This arrangement had greatly
shocked her, ns being extravagant in
the extreme.  She sand they were mon-
strous dear at them livivies. We prom-
ised after ber remonsteances that if
the wind should be in the cast we could
venture to walk from the road.. Thus
the matter was left.  For same reason,
we hardly knew why, Mrs, Rankin
had interested us prestly we were
very degivous of makin s that visit

ra. Yates remained sileut =0 long
that we asked her about Mre. Rankin.
Was he il1?  Instewl of replying she
went on from where she had left offl

“Wall, old Rankin—though ho wan't
old then—didn't have his wife but a
year. She had one child, John, that
lives under the cliff yender, and died
in two months after. Lucky for her
and good ‘nough for him, [say. He
was edgin up to Randy Sherman in
les'n six months, ploasant as « barsket
of chips, jest as he always is. 1 tell
you, you ¢'n hev some hopes of a man
oFf woman as sometimes rares up and
is mad, aud gits in the wrong, and is
sorry. But when you find one that's
always in the right and never gives in,
look out, 1 tell ye! Randy Sherman
was teachin' school in  that very same
gchoolhouse where Mr. Rankin lives
now when he began to shine up to her.
1 s'pose she thought he was sweeter
nor honey. Anyway., she married
him, and 1 don't” reckon she's seen
many happy days sence. Women is
fools! Fools; I say!”

Maria Jane made such a violent ges-
ture that the peas fell out of her lap
and rolled over the floor. Max rose
slowly from under the boed and cas-
ually ate all the peas he could find.

“Most everybody Dblames Randy, of
course. They say there never was a

leasanter man to git alonz with than

r. Rankin., There's only a few as
has a kind of sens¢ of what he really
is. Wall, whatever he is, he's got to
#avl hie waile nnw foar I Jda holiove ue

I gaid, that the Lord’s goin’ to take
him. He's sick, and Randy, soon’s
she heard of it, which was night be-
fore last, was gone over to nuss him.
She's wuth fifty of him, I say.”

Evidently we should uot spend the
day at present with Mrs. Rankin.

'f‘he story that Mrs. Yates had told
kept in our minds. The next after-
noon an *‘east turn” came up, so that
it was really cold sitting out in front.
We started out for a walk along the
cliff road,which winds alon,
sea and eclose toit. Ca - were

above the

whirling by us and the dust flew. By
this time we knew just where were tho
s RN

And 1 sh'd think she'd ben glad |
Yes, be jest killed her a-bein' so |

. | which *’m ;

I | eyea.

|

of Unat schoolhoties where the Renkin
W, . .
Allghting. we walked through a

of | #mall patell of awuet forn that sent up |
tiy v s ador of wild X
l::'un. Wn:ulﬂ.-ﬁ.'un " I“‘:‘ﬂzﬁ

the luim'g‘ we

gray nind wisty tn its

bufore mwe. Pliore wys
worighr alone, its old vl nt vearly
:Hl TR A II"“ liull:m ﬁ:‘lﬂm

Now that we were hiers we '
folt that we might be intruding.
gat down in u of sweet
Heweot fern” they call it here, and the
boys sometimes dry its leaves and
make clgars of them,

Prescutly wo heard s sound at the
door, and, looking, saw the unt
form of Rawdy Raokin standi
Hor facn was turned awa nfrmn us
und toward the water. Hor dark ging-
ham gown hung -l.rnirht down. Bgo
had her hands elisped tightly before
her, amd she suddenty flung them u
ward, Thore wns not & house in
sight—a fog was setting fast over
everything. .

Tursiug to go back in the house, she
mnw us and started.  Then she recog-
nizod ue.  We pose and she ste wd
out in the tall grass abont the nld': at
nlojmitone,

“For mighty glad yvou've come,” she
pnid bhoarsely., I didu't dare leave
him, and I aid wish somebody was
hl:tli-."

Heor serngey face was porfectl 1-
Il She had not slept sinee sha’cr:nc
1o the place,

“How is he?" we whispered.

“He's goin' fasi. 1 don't expeet
he'll Inst move'n to the turnin® of the
tide, and that's at eighteen minutes

ast 7 to-night.  I've just ben a-lookin'
into his almanne to fimd  ont; it's com-
in' In quick, ain't it?  Just listen.”

We did not rreold to listen.  The roar
of water dashiag over rocks, sucki
up through chasms, amd pounding on
ledges was plain enough to hear. It
was now nearly 8 o'clock.

“He ain't kuown me senee the first
half-day I was here.  Then he told me
he was much obleeged to me for com-
in' and "twas more’'n he expocted, 1'd
knows I've done right s-separatin’
from him."

She lookel off again o the ocean.
Then she eried out piecvingly, “But
God knows | conldn't help it! He
knows | sh'd have to do the same
thing over nguin! 1 should! I should!”
She struck her hunds to together. Her
hollow eyes flamod. She was remem-
bering her life with the man who was
dying.

“Hush!" we said.

My friend put her hand on the wo-
man's clasped bony fingers.

She felt the tonch and  looked down
on Carlos, her softening in a
strange, silden way that dimmed my
It was almost as though she
l:mllnwer felt a touch so geatle and so

Il
“Come in,"” she snid a moment after,

in a faint volee,
And we went in. We knew that

those days. | we should not leave her again that
The bot wind fluttered the wot; there | night.

t was the
had aver soen.

most  lonesome room I
The desks had been

ing by 50 near as to seem to be almost | removed, but the floor remained as it

had been in the old time, when a coun-

It is only when the wind | try schoalhonse floor was made slant-

ing from the back of the baildin
down to the front, where the teacher's
dusk was plaved on a  platform about
six inches high. This platform was
still there snd on this, as the onl
level plave, Mr, Rankin had his %
which was o substantial lour-posted
ole.

The windows were high and small
Ar. Rankin had evidently disposed of
2 good denl of his first wife's furniture,
which he had taken when the se
tion occurred between him an
present wife.

The cook stove was rusted irrepara-
bly, which is o thing which happens
quickly here by the salt water. ©On
top of it was a =small kerosene-lamp
stove, whose flame was heating some-
thing in o tin digh covered with a blue
saticer. There were three chairs of
black wainut and haireloth, very dusty
and daunbed.

The figure on the bed was perfectly
still auil breathing deeply.

Mrs. Rankin sat down beside him
uid began mechaunieally to move & fan
over the ghastly face on the pillow.
We sat down silently, each on a hair-
cloth chair. All the windows were
open, and through themy  and the door
the salt air came in damply and
strongly. The broad flame in the lamp

avercd apd smoked.  The soynd
the swilt, hmnminkg tide rp:h‘uj:dllg
place. 1 had not sat there five min-
ites before 1| was absorbed in  listen-
ing to that tide, anid almoest counting
the distinet sonmds that the large
waves made as they broke on
rough beach below us,

My friend rose and took the fan
from Handy's hand, standing beside
ber and wielding the fan slowly. Ran
dy sat rigid. She was watching the
man's fuce.

At last there waz a changa in the
sound of the rollers—an indefinite soft-
ening. We knew that the tide had be-
gun o go out.

In uncontrollable, but silent, ex-
citement I rose, standing still. A
quarter of an nour must have passed.
Then I saw the sick man open his eyes
and look nt his wife.

“Randy,” he said, in what seemed a
perfectly natural voice, 1 guess we
won't have the Tree of Death hung up
in the sett'n-room any longer, sence
you Kinder don’t like it.”

He torned his head more comforta.
Lly on his pillow and closed his eyes
agnin.

The Lord has given Raudy Rankin
her freedom.—New York Tribune.

e —

Origin of the Game of Billiards.

The game of billiards wnas invented
about the middle of the sixteenth cen-
tury by a London wnbroker named
Willlam Kew. In bad,stormy weather,
when trade was slack, this pnwnbroker
was in the habit of taking down the
three balls of his sigo, and, with a yard
mensure, pushing them about the
counter. *'billiavd™ fashion, into boxes
fixed at the sides. In time the idea of
a fenced table with pockets suggested
itself. A black-letter manuscript of
1670 contaius the following in reference
to the gnme and its originator: *-Master
Will Kew did make un (one) boarde
wherebi a game was played with three
balls; and all the lynunge men  were
greatly recreated thereat, chiefly the
young clergymen from St. Pawles;
henece one of ye strokes was named a
‘cannon,’ having been by one of ye
said clergymen ionvented. The game
is now known by ve name of ‘bill-
yard,” beeanse Willinm, or Bill Kew,
did first play it with a yard-measure.
The stick used is now enlled a “kue,' or
kew, in memory of Mr. Kew, who has
been dend sometime.™ It is easy to
understand how *bill-yaril™ has n
modernized into “billinrd™; the trans-
formation of “kew" into ‘cue" is
equally uapparvent.—St. Louis Republie.
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Your

The
row. sh be firs
and without
hem is

vow, while the [
ing r on; tell me w
aRtmats of whish Gureals wers mule
animnls of w menly wers
Nature's ueodln‘t.br:;‘“ ere. Surely
ROIIE OBE CRY ZURLE, -M Yes,
lur:: lhnml,_"?lth fibres of its for
t rend; and a very rpose
lhguurrnd. I am sure. ™

1 see some one biting off thread?
Have you not sesn the edge ol a tooth
worn and uneven from biting off
thrend?  Thrend of all kinds should be
broken, or cut with a slanting elip of
the svissors,

But the peedles.  Who made the dis-
covery that bone and ivory skillfully
shaped made better nesdies than thorus
I do not knyw; peither ean I tell you
whose wise ead invented 0 way to
make them o steal.  Needlea of steel
were first imade in Germany four een-
turies ago. Spanish need were at
one time celebrated. For two hundred

enrs they have boen manufsctured in
ﬁnl»lnnd. nnd English needles are now
the best in the world.

Your hems are ready to sew?

Hide the knot under the edge of the
hem, and make the stitches equal dis-
%meu gprrl. g‘l‘rtlug the ”.dll le l;!l.&t;

v sion uy it passes throng
duﬁ:ﬂ Use it earefully, dears,
while 1 tell you with what skill and
Inbor it is fasbioned for your hands.

Large colls of wire are eat until each

Elm is the length of two needles.

‘hese pieces are made straight, and
sharpened at the ends; then two eyes
are stamped near the middle, with a
cross-cut between. These twin needles,
pow head to head, are fited IELM
esch lies by itsell. Bot it is from
bein ,{- to begin the work for
it dedg:ul. It must be
amoothed where the filing was d'ﬁ
heated to redoess and plunged into
to temper the steel; sand und emery,
mn{ powder and oil, must polish
ght; sonp and water must
it.  And even then it is not ready
use. The eye is to be made
that the thread may not be
final polishing is required t
daiuty en for the work

The needle was tempered —
bard—that it might not be
Tempering :‘:ul ?’ done
wa melimes by beating
and cooling slowly in waler
times the cooling is done by &
“?’ 'l:'eet hieh perha

n a lecture, w some

our mothers and mnduull’:m

endell Phillips wid the
discovery of tempering steel by
nir. which just here will interest you;
onee upon a time, nulmw
knight who had broken his s
to an srmorer to have the pieces weld-
ed together. When this had been done
the heat of the fire had softened the
stewl. Seiging his sword, the kunight
hurried away, not waiti for ihe
plunge in eold water which shonld have
tempered the blade, Moonting his
horse. he rode up the mountain
cooling his suor-rby waving it back-
wanl and forward in the keen Rﬁ'll?
air. unconscionaly giving it, as he af-
terward lenrned, a temper far exceed-
ing that which it would have received
ut the sroorer’s had.

Aod vow sre you all doing
best? You are nol too younug to haye
learned nlrendy the truth of Lowell's
Hue, “Work that's half done is alm

=

for
smooth,

asking to be done n." — L
:‘hbcr Robinson, in Harper's Young Peo-
.

SHATTERED BY SCIENCE.

Allthe Romance of Hog-Killing Time Has
Passed Away.

An old time h
find now. Meat is bought too cheaply
from the West. The prairie farms,
where corr s burned as fuoel, raise
hogs too oasily to allow Southern
farmers the luxury of killing and
curing their own meat.  You go to the
packing houses of the West and drop
a porker into the slot. In fifieen min-
utes he comes out clear-ribbed and
sugar-eured lots—with a can of pure
lard thrown in, and all the hoof, hide
and tallow present and sceounted for.
The poetry and pleoty of theold plan-
tutions have given way to the steam
packing mills with their millions of
pounds a month.

Farmers used to wmake their hams
from necessity. Now they put them
up as a luxury. It hes gotten sothat
nove bat well-towle farmers can af-
ford to raise their own meat. In those
days of the steaming Gypsy pot, the
hickory ashes, the fat pen and the

in December. Sometimes a mild win-
ter robbed the farmer of his meat. Oe-
miolnllz his y and smoke house
were I tween the suns; bot
there was and plenty in the
killin&:u plantations. It was a
&u Southern ;lm enjoyed
a proportion o products
hhﬁ:bom any class of hired labor
the world, and statistics show that the
slave was a consumer of
mal food than any class of laborers in
Euarope, and larger than any other la-
boring population in the United States.
You rarely see that rarves sle of
a roasted pig ship upon the table
entire, like the peafowl in all his glory
on the tables in Florence. There was
the mellow apple io his mouth, eaught
in his expiring effort, and there, pre-
sorved with culinary skill is the ecsta-
tic twist of his tail. Now the rail-
roads and steamships have brought
about a division of labor. Your hogs
are steamed in Chicago, your cows
astured in Michigan, your turkeys
ressed in Vermont, your syrup boiled
in Cubs, your ice-cream frozen in
New York, your cufls washed in Chi-
na, and your eotton by and by will be
grown in India and Africa. Then
there will be nothing left in this solid
and sunny South but to cultivate mel-
ons in summer and millionaires in
winter and write aboot the good old
times. —Augusta (Ga.) Chronicie.

How to Heep Shoes Soft.

When shoes are only blacked the
leather soon becomes hard and dry, the
best-fitting pair will be uncomfortable,
and here nod there little cracks will
appear, which will soon become chasms.

very week or two the blacking should
be w?pml off with a damp cloth, the
shoe should be allowed to dry and then
be rubbed with the best harness oil
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Pulmonary Balsam.
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