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h’n one sald:

ABRINA, this s
Mr. Oaks—Mr.
Oaks, my daugh-
iter,” sald Mrs. Falr,
{ The young man,
{who was paying his
firat call on his
neighbors, whose
acre of land ad-
joined the western
border of his im-
mense farm, could
- ly repress a
smile,

Plain as he looke.., . nad read more
than most of the folk in Longbridge,
and knew Milton by heart.

“‘Sabrina fair, listen where thou art
sitting, under the grassy, cool,
translucent waves,

(n twisting braids of lilles knitting the
loose train of thy amber-dropping
hair,' "

he silently quoted from

Aloud he sald:

‘“Yours is quite a striking name, Miss
Fair."

“Well,” Mrs. Fair said, "I always did
hate Jims and Johne and Marye and
Sallys, and I wanted something extra
tor my first girl, Just then we had a
doll-fair at the church, and the min-
Ister's wife, Mrs. May, named the dolls.

“There was one lovely doll, and some
‘Why, her halr is amber-

“Comus."

color.’
‘‘I'll name her Sabrina, then,’ sald

Sod Mrs. May.

“It struck me as a lovely name, and
I had my baby christened by it. It's a
Bible name, I suppose, as the minister's
wife chose it. Bhe had Ruth, and Na-
omi, and Rebecca, and lots of others.”

Young Oaks sald: *“Ah, yes, natur-

n {ally!"—and Mrs. Falr went on:

“Sabrina’s hair is sort of amber-col-
ored, too, If you notice."

“Who could help noticing it?” asked
the farmer. Sabrina tossed her head
and gave Mr. Oaks a haughty look.

From that moment she spoke only
when addressed, and then in monosyl-
Iables.

‘‘Oh, mamma, how could you!" she

Odg cried, when their guest was gone.

‘“Telling & young man to notice my
hair—and about my name. I know he
thought it queer, for hia mouth went

londin | UP at the corners.”

ine | Fair.
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“I know he admired you,” said Mrs.
“S8abrina, don't be be a goose;
we are as poor as we well can be and
live, and here {8 & fine young man who
was struck at first sight. Everybody
speaks well of him. The farm is all his
own; he has no one but a sister, who is
engaged to be married. Such a chance
for you, and here you are turning up
your nose at him already.”

“Well, mamma,” the girl replied, “I
can't help it. You made me angry, and
he made me angry, and I shall just hate
him from now on. Besides, he evidently
thinks I am anxious for his attentions.
I'l show him I'm not; I have a little
pride. ‘Who could help noticing it,’ in-
deed! and he stared at me as If I was
& calf offered for sale.”

“1 think it was quite an elegant com-
pliment,” said Mrs. Falr.

“I do not,” sald Sabrina. “He had no
right to pay me compliments the first
time he saw me."

" “Such a high character people give
him,” sald Mre. Fair. “I think he's flne
looking, too, Breny.”

*“He's not!"” the girl replied. I don't
want to marry a farmer, anyhow; I like
the city, I shall choose a doctor or a
lawyer, or something like that."

“The worst of it is, the men choose
us; we have only yes or no to say,”
sighed Mrs. Fair. “And whoever comes
here, Breny? Do you want to be an old
maid 7"

“Just as soon as not,” Sabrina an-
swered, tossing her small head. “Any-
how, I'll never take any notice of Mr.
Oaks."

Bhe kept her word. Young Oaks, whe
bad fallen in love with her at first sight,

“POULTRY ISN'T WORTH MUCH."

called constantly, warmly welcomed by
Mra. Fair. Sabrina was obliged to go
into the parlor on these occasions, but

3d | she sat by the window and crocheted,

and only said “ah!" “yes" or “no,” when
common civility obliged her to do so.

Oaks understood her very well; he
knew she was neither stupid nor shy.
“S8he was taking airs,” she wished to
drive him away.

Every one knows that the ordinary
man is only led on by the thought that
& woman {8 running away from him,
Oaks was not superior to his sex in gen-
eral. He pretended not to notice, talked
to the mother, looked at the daughter,
made the latter very acceptable offer-
ings of fruit and vegetables, and bided
his time.

Robert Oaks was obstinate—so was
Babrina Falr. By slow degrees she be-
g&n to see that he was very fine looking,
to know that he had educated himself
very thoroughly, and to disecover that
he had a good disposition. Bhe secretly
wished that she had not begun tu treat
him with contempt, but, having begun,
she went on to the bitter end. Silence
had falled, she began to use sarcasm,
bitter speeches, contemptuous remarks.

He took them good-humoredly, and
once sald to her mother:

“I had no idea that Miss Sabrina was

.m0 witty."

“When a man is in love with a wom-
an, she can’t do anything wrong,” Mrs.
Fair sald one night, as Sabrina lay at
her side in the darkness. “And when
he is not, she can't do anything right.”

“The next compliment Robert Oaks
pays , I'll slap him in the face,” Sa-

id.
Felleve you capable of it,” sald
Mra Fair,

1 moment more Sabrina heard hep
cryid's softly.

- .

"Why, mamma!” she sald.

“If you really knew how bad things
were Breny,” the elder woman an-
awered. “I don't belleve we can get
along three months more—I do not; and
there's plenty for both of us offered—
and such & man! And you haven't an-
other beau—oh, Breny."

Breny pretended to be asleep. Secret-
ly, she was repenting bitterly.

By this time she knew that her moth-
er only said what was true about Rob-
ert Oaks; but, nevertheless, she refused
to come into the parlor at all when next
he called.

That day Robert held out both hands
to Mrs. Fair as he sald good-bye.

“I suppose I might as well stay
away,"” he sald. “I think I must give up
an idea I had of making friends with
Miss S8abrina.”

Mrs. Fair was too forlorn to deny the
truth.

“l appreclate you, Mr. Oaks,” she
sald.

“Thank you,” he replied, and was
gone.

Weeks passed, he did not call again,
but secretly he still watched and walt-
ed, expecting some recall from Sabrina.

He did not know that In order to
keep the cottage a little longer the Fairs
were living on bread and molasses and
rye coffee. Such diet did not agree with
Mrs. Fair—she fell ill.

The doctor came and ordered wine
and chicken broth. S8abrina walked into
the village that afternoon and sold a
pair of earrings to the jeweler and
bought the wine. As for the chicken,
she had a plan. Sabrina was a queer
creature, and I am sure that when I
tell my readers what she intended to
do they will be quite certain that she
was destitute of moral principle.

Sabrina Falr intended to steal those
chickens, and to steal them from Mr,
Robert Oake.

The great, clean, well-appointed
coops were close to the cottage garden,
and by loosening a paling she could
easily slip In,

At midnight she set out upon her er-
rand, cloaked and velled, as she be-
lleved, beyond recognition.

Trembling with agitation, she grabbed
& rather small and skinny little hen,
and stumbled home with it, turning
faint as she reached her doorstep.

However, the chicken broth dld her
mother good, and she explained that
she had mold her earrings, giving Mrs.
Falir an idea that a fabulous price had
been paid for them; and from that time
the two women liven on chickens and
fresh eggs. There were always a few
eggs to be found on the Oaks place
without much searching.

By degrees Babrina grew bold. Her
heart no longer palpitated with fear
when she drew away the palings and
slipped through the aperature into
Farmer Oaks’' hencoop.

“I'll get a good roaster for Sunday,
mamma,” she said one day, “if you're
not tired of chicken.”

“I like poultry better than meat,” the
unsugpicious lady replied. “It's a shame
you ould part with your jewelry,
though.”

“Oh, earrings are out of fashion, you
know,” salid Babrina.

Her mother did not ask of whom her
daughter bought the fowls, nor did she
guess how at midnight she opened the
kitchen door and hurried away to the
scene of her former depredations, with
& cool audacity born of success in evil-
doing.

In ten minutes she had a fine speckled
hen in her basket, had pocketed six
eggs ,and was stooping to creep under
the fence, when a volce behind her said:

“Poultry isn't worth much, to my
mind, without proper fixings. I've got
the basket all ready for you. The things
are fresh, anyway. The cranberries I
got over in the meadow, and there's
sugar for them as well."

Sabrina Fair uttered a scream and
leaned against the fence, white as a
ghost in the moonlight.

Farmer Oaks tood before her; his
hat on the back of his head, his hands
in his pockets, smiling benevolently.

An Instant more and a flood of hot
tears burst from Babrina's eyes, Never
was human being so bitterly mortified
before.

‘“Mother was almost starving,” she
sald. “She’s been sick, and there was
no money. That's my only excuse.”

“Why didn't you come to the fence
and tell me to bring over what she
wanted?" sald Oaks. “The idea of your

‘mother wanting anything I had plenty

ot!‘l

It occurred to BSabrina to look
haughty, but she could not manage it.
The tears fell faster than ever. Oaks
drew an immaculately clean handker-
chlef from his pocket and wiped them
away.

“Don't,”” he sald, tenderly. *“Look
here, Breny, ‘all of this {8 mine and
thine: "’

Babrina was not aware that he was
quoting from the “Lord of Burlelgh";
but the speech was pretty and she al-
jowed the young man to put his arm
about her walst,

“You've lilked me better than you
would let me see for a long while, my
dear,” he said. “I've loved you since
the day we met.

“Tomorrow I am coming over to ask
your mother when I can have you both.
Sister Jessle 18 to be married soon, and
I need a wife and a mother-in-law—
and there's no woman in the world I
could love but you."” Then he kissed
her, picked up his burdens, and led the
way under the fence, S8abrina following
meekly.

When Oaks had gone away, leaving
the baskets on the kitchen floor, she
stood looking after him until she heard
her mother calling downstairs:

“Breny, what are you sittting up so
late for?"

“I've been to take a moonlight walk,
mamma,” Sabrina replied.

“At this time of night—are
crazy?’ Mrs. Fair inquired.

“Oh, I had an escort,” Sabrina re-
plied. “Mr. Oaks was with me.”

“I do belleve you have come to your
senses at last,” cried Mrs. Falr ecsta-
tically. .

“Yes'm, I have,” was her daughter's
answer, 'and I'm awfully happy,
mamma.”

you

Her Serious Alarm.

“Mrs. Johnsing,” began the messenger
who was deputed to break the news
gently, “your husband, while a little
under the influence of liquor, tried to
butt an express train off the track—."
Mrs. Johnson threw up both hands.
“Man!" she exclalmed. "I bet befo' ter-
morrer mornin’ dat rallrode company be
down here wid a constable an’ take my
goods an’ chattels fer damages. Whar 1g
dat fool nigger—in the jail?”"—Cincin-
nati Tribune,

b

MODERN VENETIAN WOMEN,

Thoy Are Rarely Pretty, Often Charm-
ing and Usoally Handsome.
Venetilan women are rarely pretty,
often charming, generally handsome,
says Harper's Magazine, And all of
them, without exception, walk splendid-
ly, not taking little, minecing, feminine
steps, but with a fine, grave stride, duo
partly to the fact that they are accus-
tomed to wear heelless slippers, which
oblige them to plant the feet irmly and
whole foot at once, without a chance of
tripping on toea or pounding on heels,
a8 women who wear light tight boots
are able and apt to do; they walk with
much the same actlon as if they were
barefooted and just as well. And they
use the whole body In walking, not with
the undulatory motion of Spanish wom-
en but with a movement of the whole
back and shoulders in the exact swing
of the stride. Venetian women do, how-
ever, remind one In many ways of S8pan-
ish women in their way of doing the
hair, of wearing the mantilla, for in-
stance, the Mooriah element coming out
in both, so that in Venice, for instance,
one finds, quite as a matter of course,
an Autico Caffe del Morl, a cigarette is
still known as a spagnoletto, and the
dlalect touches Spanish at all points,
The types of Venetlan women vary In
every quarter; the women of the Cas-
tello have quite a different look from
the women of the Dorsoduro. In a sea-
port town there is always a certain
intermixture of races, and Venice, with
the different layers of its different oc-
cupations and conquests, {s variable to
A greater degree than most seaports.
Women and girls, even children, dress
exactly altke, and there i{s nothing more
comical, more charming, than the little
people of 12, who look like 20; brilliant,
fascinating little people, at once very
childish and very mature, with their
hair colled at the back like thelr elders,
their skirts down to their heels, their
shawls, too long for them, dangling to
the ground, but worn with an alr of In-
finite Importance and self-sufficiency.
And the colors of all these women, the
elegant olives, the delicate blondes, are
thrown out so well, so finely adorned,
by the vivid colors of shawls and
dresses and stockings, which would be
gaudy elsewhere, but which here in the
heat and glitter of such an atmosphere
are always in place, never immoderate,
They are all a part of the picture, the
great genre picture which Is Venice,

NO FISHIN’ HERE.

How an Oll Oity Angl En

Such an Admonition.

An Ol City gentleman, who, like many
others, is fond of fishing for trout, had
nearly finished a day's long tramp on
a stream which was strewn with cut
poles, balt boxes, and other evidences
of the native angler. He ha@l noticed,
but ignored, an occasional sign tacked
to a tree of “No fishing on this stream,”
not allowing the weather-stained ad-
monitions to interfere with what little
enjoyment he was getting. The day
was nearly over and he was nearing the
mouth of the stream, when he was
halled by a resident of a neighboring
farm house,

*Hello, Cap'n!"

“Well

“Ye been fishin’ up there?”

uYe’.l'

“Can ye read?”

“Yes."

“Did ye see that sign tellin’ ye there's
‘no fishin' up here? "

“Yes, and it's true, too."

Then the tired sportsman stepped on
to inspect a likely hole, and it wasn't
until after he had put on a fresh bait
that a light seemed to break in on the
farmer’s understanding, who grunted
and faced about for home.—Oll City
Blizzard.

A SAWED-OFF MOUSE TRAP.

Cut Out One Hole to Please the Cus-
tomer.

The willingness of the country mer-
chant, when he has competition, to
oblige all customers, 18 sometimes al-
most pathetic. The other day a farmer
entered one of the rardware stores in
Reading, Mich,, and asked to see a
cheap mouse trap. The dealer handed
him down a wooden trap that had three
holes for mice.

“How much?"’ asked the farmer.

“Ten cents,” sald the merchant.

“That's mor'n I can afford to pay,”
sald the farmer. Got any for five
cents?"”

The merchant had none for five cents,
and the farmer was about to depart,
when the hardware man called out:
“Hold on a minute!” He took the ten-
cent trap to the back part of the store,
took down a saw and sawed out one of
the holes and the catcher with it, says
the Reading (Mich)) Hustler, and
brought the mutilaied trap back to the
farmer ,who pald hia five cents and went
away with the trap, apparently well
satisfled.

A Wonderful Goblet.

Dr. Guthrie tells this story of a won-
derful goblet, which the genius of a
heathen fashioned, teaching a moral
which many a dewthbed has fearfully
fllustrated:

Having made the model of a serpent
he fixed it in the bottom of the cup;
and there, with gray eyes gleaming in
its head, and fangs raised to strike, it
lay, colled for the spring. Beneath the
ruby wine, the cup 18 ralsed, the
draught is quaffed, the dregs are
reached, and now that dreadful head
rises up, too late to warn. And so, when
pleasure’s cup 18 nearly emptled, and
the sinner with unwilling lips is drain-
ing its bitter dregs, shall rise the ghast-
ly terrors of remorse and death and
judgment on his despairing soul. A ser-
pent lurks at the bottom of guilt's
sweetest pleasure.—Nashville Christlan
Advocate,

T, 1 &

Mr. Paderewski recelved a letter from
an invalld English lady the other day
requesting him, as she was unable to go
to his concerts, to come to her house
and play a few pieces, for which she
offered him the munificent sum of $2.50.
This incldent leads the Journal des De-
bats to relate a similar experience that
occurred to Sailnt-Saens, when he was
already a member of the Institute. A
lady in the provinces, who was bring-
ing out her daughter and had made up
her mind to get the best there was, re-
gardless of expense, wrote to him that
she intended to give a ball and wanted
him to provide the music at the plano,
for which she offered to pay him $5 and
a second-class return ticket.

C

ASTOR A RESTAURATEUR,

John Jacob and the Shanley Hrothew
to Open a Cafe on Upper Browdway.
John Jacob Astor a restaurateur! It's

a fact, and the big block of land at

Forty-second street and Broadway 18

#oon to be the site of ¢ restaurant

which may vie with the best In this

country or Europe, says the New York

Sun.

For years Acker, Merrall & Condit
have occupled the corner. It 18 now In
that part of the city which embraces
half a dozen theaters and lota of hotela.
Bome weeks ago Thomas J. Shanley and
his two brothers, who conduct a chop-
house opposite Daly's theater, got an
option on the property and then aps
proached the owner, John Jacob Astor,
They asked Mr. Astor to bulld an ups
to-date restaurant on the property,
where now stands a ramshackle twos
story bullding. Thomas J. Bhanley sald
laat night:

“We expect In a short ime to bulld
A restaurant that will astonish the
world, Before I went into this busl:
ness I was buyer for a large dry goods
house. I went three timesa year to Lon-
don, Paris, Berlin, Vienna and lots of
other continental cities. I saw what we
needed In the restaurant line. Accord-
ing to our plans, which Mr, Astor is to
follow, we will have a building at least
three storles high. On the roof is to
be an open-alr restaurant. Below we
are to have one room for men and
women where smoking I8 not allowed;
another for both sexes where smoking
is permitted. There is a'so to be a cafe
for men and a banquet hall for meetings
and big dinners. The roof restaurant
will, I think, appeal to those who like
to dine comfortably, and you know
what heat Is to the average New Yorker,

“One unique feature will be an orches-
tra so situated in a court that the man
who chooses to spend seven:y-five cents,
or whatever he cares to, will hear as
much as those who are In the other gal-
leries. I have always considered what
people want, and when I say that our
business in this small place amounts
to over a quarter of a million of dollars
& year you can see what a larger place,
In a better location, perhaps, will
amount to, Mr, Astor sald that his
new hotel would take so much money—
it is to adjoin the Waldorf, you know—
that he hadn't as much to spend on our
new place as ordinarily he would have.
However, $200,000, we understand, s the
amount to be used.

“The place will be equipped with the
newest and best culinary arrangements, |
and I shall leave for Europe shortly
to get the best chef I can engage. The
waiters will be English-speaking ones
—I don't fancy forelgners—and if there
is anything to eat to be had anywhere
we will have it, and it will be properly
cooked, too. It will be & new departure
in & way, but we hope to make it a
success,"

MARK TWAIN'S STORY.

He Is the Author of “Joan of Aro” Im
Harper's Magasine.

The Hartford Courant says that "it is
now known for a fact that Mr. Clem-
ens |s the author of the "“Joan of Arc”
romance, now running its serial course
in Harper's M#gazine. This has been
guessed from the repeated occurrence
of phrases and modes of expression,
which are eminently characteristic of
Mark Twaln. It is surmised by the Lit-
erary World of Boston that ‘‘the cloak
of anonymity' is used because the au-
thor may deem this his masterplece,
and dislikes to have it hampered by re-
membrance of the work he has done in
the past. This may be so, and If it be
Mr. Clemens, we sould suppose it llkely
that he would be glad to shred away his
old allas, Mark Twain, and be known
by his real name, as an author—just as
many & popular writer has longed to
do. Dr. Holland for example, grew very
tired of being called “Timothy Tit-
comb,” after the reason for using that
name no longer existed. But the “'Joan
of Arc,” which s exceedingly Interest-
ing, I8 not the first work to show Mr.
Clemens as a writer of deep and strong
purpose. He i# a humanitarian, a mor-
alist, a philosopher in his treatment of
human life, as even “Tom Bawyer' indl-
cated, and as the "Yankee in King Ar-
thur's Court,” *The Prince and the
Pauper” (that beautiful apologue of
“all sorts and conditions of men'') and,
above all, “Pudd’'nhead Wilson,” have
abundantly proved, The last-named
tale of slavery I8 one of the most pow-
erful pictures of the evils of *‘the pe-
culiar institution” ever written, rank-
ing beside “Uncle Tom's Cabin.” A
scholar Mr. Clemens never can be, for
he has walited too long, and thus he
fills this romance of France many cen-
turies ago with expressions which be-
long to the uncultured west of the
United Btates of his day, and to "Mark
Twain" above all. Nevertheless, “Joan
of Arc” I8 golng to be worth reading.
We may hope that Mr. Clemens has
read De Quincey's brilllant essay on the
Maid of Orleans. It Is In line with his
conception of the character.

“WALKING EGYPT.”

A Curious Semi-Religious Custom In
Bouthern Georgia.

“You pretend to know enough
come to congress from Georgia,” re-
torted the colonel disgustedly, *and
don't know what ‘walking Egypt' {s8?
Well, it's a grand Indian file procession
to which the colored race gives way once
a year in its churches. They lift up
their voices in a horrible wall, the con-
gregation does, and suddenly a negro
jumps up In the aisle. Next a sister
jumpse up. She places her hands on his
shoulders, and there they stand jump-
ing up and down, stiff-kneed, like you've
seen sheep when feeling festive., Usu-
ally these two are a misfit—he a small,
runty little fellow, she a big, strapplng
wench. The singing moans on. Others
get up until the whole congregation is
in procession, hands forward resting on
the shoulders in front, like a lot of pen-
ftentlary people going to dinner, Kesp-
ing a jerky time to the moaning, the
procession, like a long, black centipede,
jumps and jerks its way up one aisle,
down another. says the Washington
Post, “until thelr religlous fervor has
cooled. That's 'walking Egypt,’ and I
suppose the rite was Imported from
Cninea 200 years ago."

to
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Saved from St. Vitus Dance.
“Qur dauﬁht.cr. Blanche, now fif-
teen years of age, had been terribly)
afllicted with mervousn and
lost. the entire use of her right arm.
We feared 8t. Vitus dance, and tried
the best ph ans, with no benefit.
BShe has taken three bottles of Dr.
Miles' Nervine and has gained 31
a?undu. Her nervousness and symrf
ms of St. Vitus dance are entirely
gone, she attends school regularly,!
and has recovered complete use ot
her arm, her appetite is splendid.”
MRS, B, B. BULLOCK, Brighton, N. Y.

Dr. Miles’ Nervine
Cures.

Dr. Milos' Nervine is sold on Eltln
that the first bottle wi neflt.
sellitat 81,6 on fo or

d.

il brsenst s i
For Bale by all Druggists,
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