.
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Irang tor Jane to bring my tea up-
stairs, and hunted for the sal volatile
to compose my nerves, The new pro-
fessor had arrived to deliver his first
lecture to the pupils of Heliotrope Fe-
male academy. As the “accomplished
principal’'—so0 the newspaper express’
ed it—of this great institution, I con.
sider it my duty to bave a professor
ol science ndded to my corps of teach.
ers. It sounded well in speaking to
say: “Prolessor East, of Wisterin
Academy.” 1 must say it was the
aim of my life to have everything ap-
pear much better than it really was.
At a teachers’ meeting wehad discuss-
ed the matter. ‘I shall stipulate
for an unmarried man,” Iinformed
the ladies, “middle-aged, learned and
companionable for intellectunl wom-
en like onrselves,"” The teachers all
agreed with me;, but Col. Noel, my
wealthy patron, demurred at the pro-
posed advance. He came in just as
our meeting adjourned, Being a wid-
ower, andas Eva had taken her histo-
ry lesson in the stuly to learn, 1 beg-
ged him to wit down and tell ushow he
managed his dear motherless chil-
dren.

“] don't manage them, blessed if 1
do. I've turned them over to you la-
dies to manage. Keep that rascal
Jack Norrms away [rom my Eva,
That's all I ask. Bless my heart, what
can I do with a parcel of girls on my
hands!"

“My dear Colonel,” I =aid, in asym-
pathetic tone, for he certainly glanced
at me while speaking, “in my position
the care of tender, innocent girls has
become a lovely study. 1 dote upon
it. The only tronble to me is that my
care of them is too short.”

Y80 it is, and a confounded shame,
too,” and the Colonel looked at me
again, straght in the eyes.

“In my position vigilance, wisdom
and foresight are required,”” 1 said
again in my most impressive manner,
“I may safely claim for myseli these
requisities to a perfect manager of
young girls,”

The colonel Inughed good-naturedly
as he added: *“I wager she's safe—
Eva is; she will have a fortune of her
own, and that scoundrel Norrisknows
it."”

“In my position,” 1 remarked, for
the third time, “the ultimate good of
my charges 1s the aim of my lite. un-
der my roof dearest Eva is secure,
Mr. Jack Noris will never try to out-
wit me. He may be a bold ragcal, but
Mr. Jack Norris won't venture to tritle
with me." ‘ )

Col, Noel was emphatic in his assent
to this ussertion, *‘He's a dare devil,
Norisis, a wild, Larum-scarum, worth-
less scamp, but blessed if Ibeleivehe'd
have the hardihood to dely vou,”
Iaughed my chief patron, in that com-
plimentary way of his which showed
mein a gulel way his preference for
myself, 1 had numberless answers to
my advertisement for a professor, but
I tossed them all aside and en-
gaged Prol. East. The moment my
eyes rested upon him [ felt intuitively
that the very person I desired had
presented himsuif. So handsome, so
very handsome, in spite of immense
green gopgles; so gentle, and refined,
and so good, so innocently good, I
engaged him at once on the easicst
terms, Indeed, Prol. East declared
himsell so appreciative of the great
advantage ol enjoyiny our socisty
that he almost forgot the question of
salary. He was guite indifferent to
money. Ifound him willing to come
for a mere pittance which went far to
bias me in his favor, as it always
does seem hard to pay out so much
money to teachers. The flutter of
nerves mentioned above wasoccasion-
ed by the arrival of the professor.
He was actually in the house, All
the teachers were struck by his ingen-
uous manner and straight-forward,
beautiful candor

“He says he never met a mere
charming set o! ladies," observed Miss
Leonard, the English teacher,

“He says the girls are not to his
taste, he despises such young things;
he says m yeves are lovely."

“Ma [foi! Youreves, indeed!”” ejacu-
Iated Mam'selle Adele, the French
teacher. *‘He vows my retrousse nose
i piquante, charmante, ah, monsieur
is one grand gentioman.”

“] don't believe in Hattery,"” inter-
jected Miss Wenham, Nobody insults
me b.“ compliments, The professor
thought I was one of thegirls. Indeed,
I never saw & man 8o amazed as when
I told him I was ateacher,” MissWen-
ham looked every day of lorty-five
years, _ _

“He is very near-sighted,” I remind-
ed her. = _

“Not at all," insisted Misa Wen-
ham. *“‘He only wearsglasses to shade
his eyes, and he always says just
what he thinks."

Putting on my glasses [ drew out a
note. 1t was trom the professor. |
was determined to read it merely as
a check to their vanity and conceit,
“Let me see,” [ began, quite as if the
idea had that moment occurred to
me. “He says In this note: ‘'l am
coming early to have a better oppor-
tunty of knowing a lady whowm I have
long admired for her talents nnd
erudition.' "' Without the smallest
notice of a decidedly envious laogh, I
foided the note and went to my room
to read up on the miocene period,
The prolessor was to lecture on the
miocene period. After taking my seat
and leaving my glasses on the tabie—
they elways made me look ten yvears
older—I went down to gee Prol. East.
To my amazement theresat Mam’selle
Adels in her best blacksilk, with crim.
son trimmings, talking in her execit-
able [oreign way! There, on the other
side, was Miss leonard ln her best
plaid, =miling in  her bland

| stibject,

amiability. Miss Wenham in her
Bunday cashmere ogled him in
front. To do the rofessor
justice, he seemed restless and in evi-
dent expectation of some one else.
As he turned at once to me, 1 felt cer
tain that 1 was the person for whom
my handsome young professor waited,
Wea discussed extinet pachyderms of
the miocene period, made some
atrong points, to which he yielded
without argument. Mise Wenham
whispered quite audinly that the pro-
fessor had not a chance to putina
word.

When we were passing into the lec-
ture-room I observed that he looked
at Edith Bands, who contrived to be
in the way, and that she laughed
rather pertly. Before I could speak
to her the professor sald in nlow
tone: “What a great fignre you have,
my dear lady, queenly, positively
queenly.”

I heard that silly Eva titter zo
rudely that common deécorum induced
me to send her to a back seat. She
18 considered beautiful by some peo-
ple, but to my thinking ber f{ace is
weak; besides, she has around, chubby
fisure, T had it from the professor
himsell that he admired a queenly fig
ure, The lecture was rather obscure,
of course. Isaw that the prolessor
was very deep, but I am sare the girls
appreciated their privileze, Eva Noel
turned very red and almost choked
with laughter. If it had been any-
body else but Prol. East 1 might have
imagined that he became a trifle mix-
el and confusing on the mniocens
strata, but then he was certainly a
handsonmie man. By the merest acci-
dent I bappened to be in the hall when
the professor was putting on his over-
cont, and found the teachers around
himin an admiring cirele. 1 must gay
that my acomen nnd knowledge of hu-
man nature never evinced itself so dis.
tinot!ly as when 1 engaged Prof. Bast.
He turned at once to me and spoke in
the most complimentary manner of
myobservations of the teritary epoch.
»Nothing ever interested me so much.
We must talk it over thoroughly, i is
most absorbing,” he declared. *Be-
sides, we don't often have the advau-
tage of such an intellect as yours to
clucidate abstruse matters.”” Which
proved how very much intevested he
wnas in the subject.

Eva Noel came in from the library
for a book just us theprofessor closed
the door behind him. I noticed that
she wore a buttonhole bouguet with
a incgueminot rose and smilax, which
I am positive the professor wore de-
livering his lecture, The artful mins
must have picked iv np gomewhere,

“How did you come by those flow-
ers. Miss Eva?" [ demanded severely.

The girl turned very red. “Some-
body vave them to me," she said, in
insolent defiance.

“You wicked girl," broke in Miss
Wenham; “do yon remember Ananins
and Sapphira? Those are the profes-
sor's flowers. Vain creature, to sup-
pose that he wonld give them to a
chit like you! It is ehameful.”

Eva reddened more and more, but 1
conld see that she was titlering and
langhing to herself while [ sent her to
bed. “I will speak to Eva to-morrow,
She can’t trifle with me. Ido believe
I can see through a millstone. No one
can blind me,"" I snid in a tone of deep
meaniong.

“Some one ought to give the pro.
fessor a hint of Eva's duplicity,” sug-
gested Miss Leonard,

"Perhaps it would be just as well
togive him a hint of her shocking be.
havior towards that dissolute wretch,
Jack Norris," supplemented Miss
Wenham,

“I shall certainly do s0,"” 1 returned
in vmllﬂmtw approval. *“Prof. East
must be warned—he is such & good
man—such an innocent, unsuspecting
disposition—we must take care ol
him. [do flatter myself I am o judee
of men—yes, he must be told about
Eva Noel."

The teachers agreed with me perfect-
ly; indeed, 1 could not recollect whan
we were all 8o unanimous upon any

I thought over all I had to
Fay to the professor, until I had ar-
ranged qute a happy and affecting
way of putting it. l’miuly it was my
duty to secure the professor against
the artsand wilen of this, weak, pretty
face—agirl without the faintest claim
ton queenly figure,

Protf.East arrived much earlier than
wis expected. However, the moment
I heard of it I saw my opportunity 1o
give him a precautionary hint ahout
Eva's indecorns, artfiul ways, The
parior door was partly open, and the
professor’'s voice audible from within,
I haul the curiosity to stop and listen.
My position demands watchfulness.

“Don't be alarmed,” he was =aying,
“my luck never wavers, That old
drazon is no mateh lor me."

“Bat I'm dying with fricht all the
time. How can yon do it."”

The voice was no gther than Eva's.
She broke off into & laugh, Lut turned
first red then pale when 1 walked in,
holding mysell very erect and assum-
ing my most commanding aspect, It
evidently impressed the professor, for
he \n;: on Lis immense green glasses
and at once began to talk to me of the
tossils of the tertinry epocn. I made
my points about extinet pachyderms
while 1 had o chance, They were tell-
ing and powerful, and, I must say, de-
livered in an eloguent and sclentifia
style. Ihad bern awake until two in
the morning reading npon the subject,
Prof. East turned lus head on one
side, then the other, and looked med-
itative,

“I am lost in admiration; 118 your
fiure—the form ef Juno superb! in-
s{nriu;:"' he suddenly declared, with
the delightful, ingenuous candor which
I discovered from the very first as a
beautiful trait of his disposition.

“Don’t flatter me, you dear, nnugh-
ty man!" Iexclaimed, as I shook my
head at him

“Filattery?"' he retorted: *“Iam an
unsophistocated lellow, always letting
soma truth slip out and givingoffence,
Abh, me, 1 know you are furious,”

“Don’t apologize, 1 know the truth
will slip ont,” 1 said very kindly; he
did Jlook so wonderfully haud.
some, even with those hideous green
tlasses on. *“We quite understand
each other, and 1 may say are 8o con-
genial that we are sometimes imposed
upon. [Ifeel it my painful duty te
warn—yes, really warn—you against

a pert, forward, Ingolent girl, as shal
low and vain as a peacock.”

The proleseor came a #tep nearer.
“] think I know who you mean he
whispered. 1 fairly lost my temper—
not with the professor—not at all, he
was 80 good looking, but with that
abandoned girl trying to attract his
attention. It was scandalous,

“Bhe s an unprincipled, designing
creature,” 1 went on,

“And so desperately homely,” he
added.

“I know you must think so," was
my trinmphant reply; *but would
(on believe it, some people call Eva
Noel pretiy?"”

“Where have 1 heard that name?”
he guestioned thoughtfully, “Oh, I
have it,the little girl just now Iscarce-
ly noticed; very ordinary, is shenot?”
“Fearfully 80,” T ascurved him, *"She
has been badly compromised by a
shocking aflair with a dissolute scoun-
drel. Jack Norrie, 1 watch her very
closely. The miserable knave can't
trifle with me. | beg you to romember
that this is a mark of my confidence,
purely confidential. {mean to out-
wit that rascal Norris, and, of course,
can't wllow you to be taken in, Come
to me if Eva speaks, or even looks at
you, my dear professor. 1 will pro-
tect you.”

The teachers interrupted me by
coming in at that moment, but the
professor pressed my hand gratefully
and thanked me in the sweetest
way AS he went ont to
the lecture-room. It quite startled
and kept me awake long alter my
hour lor retiving, and then, late as il
wns, leaught a glimpse through the
window of PProf, East movina through
the shrubbery in the moonlight,gazing
up at the windows,perhaps at mine,
The professor isso unsophisticated,
and so very vood,

1 believe 1 mentioned above low
perturbed and broken my rest was on
that eventinl night. Several nights
have passed since, but as far ne I can
see there is no prospect ol anything
but wakeful nights for a long time. 1
I slept rather late in the morning, aft-
ec the night that unprincipled heart-
less, wicked man delivered his last—
shall I call it lecture?

Miss Leonard met moin the study,a
stibdued excitement visible about her.
Eva Noel must have gone home with-
out leave; the servants hnve seen

nothing of her; the girls profess.
ed eqgual ynorance, BShe  had
not heen seen since retiring the

night before. It was mysterious, In
my position mystery was not to be
borne. Isent & messenger to Eva's
home. The messenger returned with
the appalling news that Eva had not
been at home. The mystery deep-
ened. [ had the cellars and garrets
searched, the cistern drageed, the
clothes presses examined, and even
the great soap kettle raised to see if
she could be underneath. To no pur-
wose, Miss Leonard rushed suddenly
into the study, and handed meanote.
It explained all:

“Dear Mudam—I have relleved you of
the care of Ky Noel, Weo were mnrried
this morning. [don't charge youn eent
formy two lectures, I'll even finish the
course If you will post me on extinct
pachyderinm, Javk Bast Nouwis.""

Prof, East and Jack Norris was one
and the same. The perfidious wretch!
Where is the salvolatile!—Family
Fiction.

—_—— . ———

The Future of Our Families.

What is our duty as regards provi-
gion for the future for those who are
or may be dependent upon us? There
are two facts that point the path ol
duty too plainly to be misunderstood,
The first is, that publicopinion is dia-
ly strengthering in the conviction
that, in view of unzertain business
ventures, unexpected reverses and un-
falfilled business plans, all ending in
enrly death or, at least, belore life's
expectancy, that it is much the duty
of the head of the family to protect
the life which produces the bread,
clothing and homes of the family,
by sharing with a large nume-
ber of persons the risks on a
certain amount of valuation on such
alife, as it is Lo protect the house
which shelters the family by sharing
the risk of its loss by fire with o large
ninmber of owners of other houses.
Thix kind of public opinion shows no
mercy to the householder who fails to
insure his house, and the time hastens
when the same public sentiment  will
gay of the deceased protector, what
ever other good things he may have
done, he [ailed in his duty to accept
the propositions of those who offered
to share with him the risks of a por-
tion, st least, of the valnaticn ol his
life,

The second and stronger motive re-
sults from the Inward consciousness
which approves this public sentiment,
and which will be clear it we remember
that only one-fifth ol the deceased are
#oivent, that is, only one-fifth leave
anything jor friends after the liabilties
of their estates are pad. "Two-filths
bave enough to pay their indebted.
ness, and the other two-fifths do not
leave unything. Every individual in
commencing li'e hopes to he of the
one-filth, but fourdifths fail of this
end. It would seem from this, that
fmilure is the rule of hfe, aud financial
suceess 18 the exception. Iv 1s well
known in business ventures that s
small fraction only secure their aim.
A few succeed and the courage of the
struggling musses is kept up, as they
point to their success,

Now, friend, saying nothing of the
uncertainty of the life which would en-
able you to secure what you desive lor
the family, your chances are too
small in the stern competition of the
age, for you to rely on business sue-
cess nlone tor this result, Join our
Order and secure & certainty, and
then you will enter upon the race of
business and all the strugeles of life
with the more confidence and stronger
hopes. It will give peace to your pil-
low and strength to the day's batile,
The expense 15 s0o small and the ad-
vantage so great you cannot aflord to
neglect this o wportunity. Remember
still further that now is the only sure
time; sickness or death may be ap
proaching. -Rainbow.

Skeggs' Bound Girl,

"Now be quick about it, and don't
stand there lookin' at me that way.
Them eyes o' yourn is enough to give
one the creeps, they air that ugly. I
wigh they'd a sent one a girl with blue

es, 1 never could abide black ones,
there's momething so ovil in 'em,
[Crash,] Well, jest look there! if that
ain't the second dish you've broke
this wesk. I'll eufl you for that, I
will. You'll go without your dinner
now, too, We'll see if you can’t learn
to be more careful. Sech n thing as
you air 18 enough to wear one's life
Dnt...

The “thing" referred to turned to
her work., There was a sudden scowl
upon the face—a little dark, coloriess
face, lit up with great, black, wide-open
eyes, that were just now shining with
o vindictive expression that was any-
thing but pleasant. “How I do hate
her,"" she was saying to herself, as she
clinched her small fists, “She is al-
woys callin® me ugly, Asifleould help
it.” Then shefellto wondering it by any
means the color of her eyes might be
changed. She had never heard of such
o thing, but if they only could, what
a great boon it wonld be to her. Her
mother had thought her eyes benuti-
ful, but shie was =0 diffevent from any-
body else. I she could have them
chianged to blue, just exactly the color
of the eky, how pretty they would be,
Bo engrossed was she with the iden
that she forgot fora time all about
her mistress and her surroundings,
But that rasping voice again broke
the silence. *“Do dabble away there
inthe water, an' be all the forenoon
washin' them dishes, "Pearsas if you
trivs to see howaggrivatin® you kin be.
You never HHI‘J!I) think I reckon, that
you ought to do somethin' to pay for
the home, an' clothes, and vituals yon
git; but that's the way with sech eree-
ters as you—they're always ongrate.
ful. Idon't know what ever put it
into my head to want a boun’ girl
anywny. If vou don't do better I'll

{uat,"t'ufn you over to the poor-house,
will.!

The “ereeter' looked at her mistress,
If she only dared to speak what a re-
lief iv would be. What ugly, hateful
words she would gpit forth. A home?
And what a home! A bare room in
the garret, with ahard, secant bed. She
did not mind that, if they would only
spenk to her kindly sometinies, orgive
hor now and then n word of encour-
ngement or commendation. Clothes?
Look at them—eoast off gnrments of
her mistress, hastily cut down, il fit-
ting, faded, and worn. She did not
enre for the holes in them, or for the
fit of them. If they had been put on
her by loving hands no queen in robes
of velvet would have been happier.
Food? The very coarsest. She was
never allowe 1 any tid-bits. With what
hungry eves she somoetimes watehed
Mrsa. Ekepus earvess her boy, Bammy,
and feed him sweetments—hungering
not so much for the swestmeats as for
thecaresses. Would nnybody everlove
her agnin? she wondersd. Not since
the day her mother, with an eflort,
turned her white face toward her, and
laying her thin hand upon her head
tenderly, had whispered, for her voice
was nearly gone:  “Janie, be a good
girl, and we will eet agzuin by and
by.” had there been n loving wornd
spoken to her. That wns only two
vears azo, but it seemod an age to the
little waif. She had looked in tearful
perplexity while they serewed down
the lid of the rough coflin in which her
mother lay, but no one paid any at-
tention to her. She remembersd one
neighbor woman hiad said to another:
“What an uncanny little thing it is;
she's all eyes.” After they had earried
her mother away she waz sent toa
children's almshouse, and in n little
time a home was provided for her “out
west'” in the Bkeggs family. She was
known as Bhkeges' bound girl, The
neighbors sometimes romarked that it
was very kind of Mry, Skeggs to take
that girl to vaise; they wouldn't want
such n responsibility,

“Well, what air you standin® there
about? Why don't you scour your
knives now! You always have to
wait to be told. And do take them
eyes oft me. I I had such ngly eyes
I'd never look at ennybody.” So the
day wore awny, The days since she
came to the Skeges family were always
tedious, but this one secemed nnusual-
Iy long, perhaps because she had to go
without her dinner. Ehe had snateh-
el o erust unperceived, but toward
evening she felt faint with hunger, and
oppressed  with an  unaccountable
Lieaviness,

She was drawing a pail of water at
the well when Sammy eame in from
the field with hig father. He was a
grent, overgrown, ireckled-faced boy
of 12. Jis tather went on tothe barn,
but Bammy, seeing that Jaue had just
about got her bucket to the top slip-
ped up belind her, geabibing her arms
80 .'-Ill‘i]f'lll_‘," that in fright she let go
the windlass, and away rolled the
heavy bucket to the bottom again,
SEammy, who thought it his legitimate
right to tease the “boun” girl” when-
ever he chose to, burst into loud.
laughter, but Jane had borne much
during the day, and this was the last
straw. Enatehing up s stick that lay

convenient, with a voice full of pas.
sion she declared she'd “kill him!’
Thers wns no doubt murder in her

heart, but the slenderness of the stick,
and Sammy’'s overgrown bulk, were
insurmountable difliculties inthe way,
Something vnosual in her manner
convinced Sammy she was terribly in

earnest. He ran into the house cry-
ing,“Ma, Janesaysshe'llkill me.” Mrs,
Skegus went Sanmy for hisn father,
Consternation  seized the family.
What should be  done with
0 ¢reature that showed such
dangerous  proclivities! “It's boen
and bred in  her,” moaned Mrs,

Skeges, “‘and however air we goin' to
break her?™' It was decided that she
must be whipped, but Jane was like
an animal at bay, duamb, but full of

fight. Bo Mr. Skeggs was obliged to
give her & good beating belore e
could subdue her. She was then

dragged up stairs and threpst into ber
little room. Bhe sut down on the one
rickety wooden chair by the window.,
¥or a time she was couscious of only
one fecling, and that was anger; but
after a while other thonghts took
possession of her. Ehe went back to
her parting from her mother, and

wondaered what she meant by eraying
they would meet again. 8hehad heard
something about heaven. Her mother
had said she was going to her home
in tho aky. Mrs, Bkegas had told her
that only good people went to heaven,
and if she didn’t mend her ways she
would neverget there; God conld pever
love such an ill-natured, ugly ereature
aa she.  8till her ideas of heaven were
very vague, Shelooked upat the broad
expanse of blue, where the stars were
just boginning to twinkle, for twilight
was just disappearing into the deeper
shades of night, She thought the sky
very beautiful, but how did people get
there!  The nche in her heart seemod
the biggest part of her now. It filled
her breast, and choked her breath.
Someone opened her door and put o
(ﬂutv of bread and a mug of water on

he floor. She was not hungry now,
g0 she sat «till, watehing the stars nnd
listening to thefrogs croaking in the
mendow swale, and the crickets chirp
ing under the window. Buddenly a
voice seemed to speak to her: “Why
don’t you leave them?"" Sbhesprang to
her feot electritiod,  Why had she not
thought of that before? Yes, she
would go. Eagerly she ate ol the
bread and daank thewator. Then she
snt downto wait for the family 1o re-
tire, How the stars sparkled and
laughed in her face; the very frogs
geemed croaking:  “Come!  Come!”
She clasped her hands together in ec-

stacy. She would go out into the
beautiful, unknown world. What
might she not find?  Perhaps—aye,

werhnps she would find heaven, Ehe
Iimqul—mll\‘ an owl hooting mourn-
fally in the distance.

At 10 o'clock the house wus all
quict, Jane got out of her window
upon the roof of the low porch, then
crept guietly to the corner furtherest
from the larmer's sleeping room and
oasily slipped down the post to the
ground, She hurried to the open high-
way, Awestricken, shelooked avoynd.
She had never boen out st night ne
before, but she would not go back, not
the worst of hobgoblinsg could equal
the horrors she was leaving behind.
Bo she walked on, After a time the
moon eame up and looked smilingly
down upon the wanderer. “What
a kind face it has,” she thought; “may
be that's God," and she was no longer
afraid. Thedark slindows of the trees,
with bright patches of moonlight be-
tween, charmed hor. The scene res
minded her, some way, of the fawry
tales her mother used to tellher, On,
and on she went, but how tired she
was growing, and what astrange, con-
fused feeling in herhead, She wasnow
in the outskirts of & village. Creeping
under a vine-clad porch ghelaid down.

““John, see, she is coming to. Why,
the poor littlopalething! What beau-
tifnl eyes she has, John,"

“Oh," thought Jane, “this must be
heaven.," She looked up; a sweet face
was bhending over her.

“What doyou supposeever hrought
her to our porch, John? How pitiful
and uormw'ul she looks. I wonderif
she lny there all night? Here, Mazgie,
get the tub ready, we will give her a
bath and put her right to bed—her
pulml;  Seems feverish—make her some

el
. Yes, it must be heaven, for had they
not spoken kindly to her, and called
hes eyes beantiful. Bhe felt she could
be good here, *It must not be so
hard to be good when people are kind
to yvou," she argued.

Jane lay in that soft bed sleeping
the most of the Yime, bt when awnke
only about half conscious until the
alternoon of the vext day, when o
voice from the ndjoiningroom reached
her enrs,startling her into the full pos-
session of her fwenltws, “It's my
boun' girl, sure. We've been lookin'
everywhere for her. Bhe's an awful
lrin-m-. too. Why, the very day she
eft the little wreteh tried to kil my
boy Sammy,"

Jane got right out of bed, Where
were ber clothes? She could not find
them. No matter, she must go in her
night-clothes—anything to get away
from that woman. Bhe tried to raise
the window, but sle had no gtrength.
Everything seemed growing dark.
When o few minutes Iater the good
lndy of the honse came in to look
after her charze she found her on the
floor in a dead [aint. They restored
hier to consciousness, but she saon be.
came delirious,  *Don't let them take
me back,” she raved, lean't be good
there. | want to stay here where they
love me,” T afow days the fever had
done its work. The “little wreteh"
lay quiet and peaceable enough, with
her hands erossed on bher bosom, and
eyelids closed over the black eyes for-
ever. Bhe was well out of the reach
of the Bzeggs family —the bound girl
was free,
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Shattering Our ldols.

A Boston sen captain,who has been
alloat for more than florty years,
suys he never yet henrd a sailor use
such expressions as “shiver my tim-
bers' or “bless my toplights.” I this
b indeed true, it demolishes 4 most
cherished acceptation in our boyish
readings and dreams of the sea. Un-
sny those cruel words, oh, sea rover,
or a million grown-up boys will have
wrested from them the most delight-
ful of their memories of romance.
Think, too, of the dangerous prece.
dent thus established. Otber ruthless
ones may despoil us of the benevolent
bandit, his gorgeous trappings and
palatial cavern in the bowels ol the
earth. It may even transpire that
such expressions as “odd fish.™
“zounds,” *forsooth"” and ‘now, by
my halidom," were never employed
at all, and that in the old days men
went around saying “You can bet
your sweet life,” “checse the racket.”
“what areyou giving us,” and “rats,"
just as they do now. Leave us, prith.
e, these sweed and !mlluwul memo-
ries and take somethinz else.—Texas
Biftings.
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“I tell you," exclaimed Foge, dog
matically, *that woman is not equal
toman."” “That's true,” remarked Mes.
F., who hitherto had taken no part
in the discussion; *“true, Danlel; and
it is also true that $L is not equal
to 50 cents." —Boston Transeript,

After Thirty Years.

correspondent of the Atlants
Constitution has recently had the
plessure of interviewing a Mr. James
H. Whiten, who has just returned
from a thirty-years' stay in the wild
West. His experience in the froatier
life, which s full of Indian skirmishes,
bear hunts, ete., is quite mteresting,
but the separation from his wife for a
period of thirty-years, and what led
to their meeting, in the mosat intersst.
ing teature of the story,

In Jannary, 18567, Mr. Whiten was
married to Miss Nancy Fowler, a
beautiful young ludy who resided near
Westminster, 8. . Young Whiten
was very ambitious to prepare his
wife & commodious home, both being
very poor at the time of their mar:
ringe. Hemadeup hismind to try his
fortune in the West. The gold fever
wan spreading through the West

at the time like a contagion, and
Pike's Peak was the objective point.
Bo in the lollowing spring, when
winter winds had given place to the
breezes of spring, and belore the
honey-moon had fairly waned, vows
of everlasting devotion and hdelity
were exchanged and Mr. Whiten turn-
his fnce westward.

Alter roughing it flve years among
desperadoes  and  Indians, and
having gathered considerable mon-
ey, he decided to return to his
Nancy; but not so to be. Thecivil
war was then in full blast, and while
Rm!nn through the state of Texas

Ir. Whiten wns called upon for his
services and had to respond. During
his term many letters were written to
the precious one, but no answer ever
came. Through an acquaintance he
waa informed that his wife had refuged
to parts unknown. In the soldier's
camp,in the state of Kansas, thenews
of Lee's surrender reached him. Being
destitute of means on which to travel
and having learned through an effort
to establish a communication that
vhe one was dead for whom it was his
pleasure to live, be roturned to Colo-
rado there to spend the remainder of
his days in the solitude of the Weat.
“For twenty-two years,” said Mr,
Whiten, *'I wandered over the plains
and praivies, my thoughts ever carey-
ing me back to the place where

kissed her good-bye.” It
seems that his grief, instead of relax.
ing, grew more poignant. In the fall
of 1887 he met an old Iriend, Jow
Steel, in Montana., Mr. Steel told him
that it was very likely that his wife
waas still living: that he had a faint
recolleetion of w marei in an ad-
joining county of a Mr. Bouthern to a

Irs, Whiten, who had longsince given
up her former husband for dead, and
that S8outhern was dead, #o he was in-
formed, and that the widow's post-
offico was ort Madison, 8. C. Elated
by these glad tidings, Me. Whiten di-
rected three letters to Fort Madison,
one to Mrs, Bouthern, one to Mra.
Whiten, and one to Mr. — VWhiten,
f supposed son of his, Eagerly did
he wait for a reply, but none came.

The letters remained in the office till
one day the posimaster at the place
was fixing to make a legal disposition
of them, when a countryman, Mr.
Latham, chanced to step in. The
]matmuber casually asked Latham il
6 knew ary one by the name of
Nancy Southern or Nancy Whiten.
Latham happened to be well ncquaint-
el with the widow, and, by the re.
quest of the postmaster, carried the
letters to Mrs. Southern. She an-
swered him at once, explaimng her
second marringe; that she had heard
he was dead, and expressed great anx-
vty to see him. Mr. Whiten at once
took the train for Westminster, 8, (.,
having been, by her letter, informed
that she lived at the same old place,
Arriving at Westminster, he proceed.
¢l to the old country homestead,
where the parting took place. There
under the willow tree in the yard,
where they parted thirty years be
fore, they met again. Time and troub.
le had, of course, lelt its 1mpression
upon both. Said Mr. Vhiten:
“Thoogh the black curls she once
wors were streaked with gray, and the
sparkling eve was dimmed, and the
rose had leit the cheek, yet she was as
dear to me as ever, e are now liv.
ing together as hnprlly as when we
parted in the spring of 1857, My son
came to ses me last Christmas—the
firet time [ ever saw him—and we all
had & jolly time.”
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Vulgar | mitation,
Adolphus Trollope.

“There was an old gentleman who
had a very tolerable notion of what
is vulgar and what is not, and who
characterized ‘imitators’ as n ‘servile
herd," and surely if, as we are often
told, this is & vulgar age, the fact is
due to the prevalence of this very
tap-rout of vulgarity, imitation. OIf
course | am not speak ing of imitation
in any ot the various cases in which
there 18 an end in view outside ol the
fact or the imitation. The child in
order to speak must imitate those
whom it hears speaking.

*It you would make a pudding you
must imitate the cook; il a coat, the
tailor. But the mmitation which is
essentinlly vulgar, the very taproot
as | have said, of vulgarity, is inmuta-
tion for imitation’s sake. And that
is wny I think modern slang is essen-
tially vulgar. If it is your real opin.
lun~right or wrong matters not—
that any siang phrase expresses an
idea with peculiar accuracy, vividness
or humor, use it by all means, and he
5 a nacrow blockhead who sess any
vulgarity in your doing so. But for
heaven's sake, my dear Dick, don't
use it merely because you heard Bob
use it."
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Mrs. Finnigan: "He's neo better,
doctor. You towld me to give him as
much of the powder as would lay on
six pince. I hadn't a sixpinees, but I
gave him as much ss would go on five
pinnies an’ two hallpinnies, and it's
done him no good a% all, at all"—
Funny Folks.
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