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AT BECAME OF MR, LANE

A New Eagland Story of Love and Mya.
tery.

BY CHAN, O, STICKKRT,
CHAPTER L

Tt was evening In Wiltonville. The sun
Bad gone down behind the distant bive
mountalos, and the new moon now shed her
gontlo Hght on the cottages and farm hounos
and tipped with & falnt, silvery hue the
Ouotober-tinted woods *vhich skirted the vil-

on the south and east.
early in the avening, the coun-
fry atore, in which the post offlos was loept,
was already well fillod with a promiscuous
compiany of the musculine persunsion of

Wiltonvlile, comprising some of the olite of

place, with all the varfed gradations of
iltonville socloty, down to Bill Wigglns,
whao, hy common consent, was awarded the
palm for boing the vilest denizen of this av-
erag -othical New England village.

Polition]l discussion was usunlly an im-
portant feature of these nightly mssembl-
wgos, ut on this particular evoning, poll-
tlos, und In fact all ondloary toples of con.
vorsiation, wore wholly lgnored. Neverthe-
Josa, thore was & Babel of voioes, all being
apeakers an well as lstenors, for just then all
Wiltonville was shaken from centre to elr
ocumference by n now and startling sensa-
ton.

Hut the vocal clamor was suddenly hush-
&d by the entrance of the stranger. He was
&l man. and seemingly large, though this
was uncortain, he belng burled In a long,
shigsy, buffalo coat, the wide ecollar of
which, turned up and buttonsd over his
ohin, togother with a low and pecullar fur
cap, mo covering his fuce that lttle was vis-
ble but a pair of black, searching oyes. He
wore woollen gloves and rubber boota, with
his pants inside of them, and by his costiume
indicated a traveler who was bound to be
proof, aud more than proof, against the chil-
Iy night alr of mid-antumn,

“Fine ovening, gentldmen,” sald he,
blundly, approaching the stove.

“Very fine." sald Squlre Orafts, Wilton-
villo's trial justice und lending citlaen, ris-
Ing and profforing his low, busket-bottomed
chuir,

“No, keep your sitting, thank you; 'm
notL going to stop,” waving the polite justice
to his seat. To the postmaster: “Do you
koop stout bedeotds ™

“Yes, sir; somo vory nioo ones on bhanid
Right this way, sir."

“A'l'right.  But I guess I'd botter blanket
my horse,  1I'll be right back iu n moment.”
And so saying, he stopped briskly outside.

The erowd thought the strange gentlo-
min ook unnecessary pains to blanket his
harse e was so long doing It.  Bill Wiggins
guessid it was the now Methodist minister
over ty Burr's Mill;" but this theory was
immodintely exploded by the denoming.
Uengtly well-posted Dencon Brown,

“Now for thoss bedoords,” sald the stran-
ger, aa be re-entansd the store,

He soon selccted oue In the back room,
whorg house furnishing were kept. At the
sime time he confldentinlly learncd from
tho WA answer to o low voleed roquest,
& desceriptivn of & certaln man in the crowd
namod Jenas Wells,  On his return to the
miln store, he looked the compuny over,
and his sharp glance readily took in his
man,

“Wish somee one would help me s bit out-
side suld he. “Would you, sir!" address-
ing Mr, Weils,

“With pleasure;” and sliding down from
his favorite perch, Wells ancoompanied him
out of doors,

“Your numo if 1 mistake not, is Wells—
Jonus Wells!” as soon us they were fairly
ouisidae

“ILis" in o tone of surprise.  “Hut I con-
fens you have the wdvantags of me.”

UNodoubt. But it's & leng time slnce 1
wus 1ist fu the pluce. Leot's soo, you're the
soxton of the village, If I rightly remem-
beri™

“ am®

“Woll, I"'d like to have a lttle talk with
You ou business. Which way do you live
from here !

“To the north—about a mile."

“Just the diveotion Mm going; so plonses
gol luto the buggy, and we can talk as we
ride slong."

Waolls did us requosted, and the two were
dir oy joggling along,

H80 you are the village sexton,” observed
ihe Suave stranger, “How long have you
bheld the office

“Sis years come Docembor. '

“And in that thme, of course, have buried
many people i

“Many, - Oue would hardly think it Ina
small place like this, butit's surprising what
thoy 1 nggrogute.”

“Viol, 08 1 came into the place 1 heand
somothing about a recent death, of & some-
wiat mysterioas'nsture.  You had charge
of the burial, ¢h ™

“1 did, It wus a sad occaslon. The
chirch was crowded to overtlowing.  1've
B0 predly wall used to funerals, but I must
Buy Lals one took right hold of me. Tho way
bis mother and sister took on was enough
10 welt u hourt of stone.  He was a splend i
Young man; evory body llkeed him.  And
they, (oo, thero was such o paiuful mystery
connected with his death.  [U's raised o big
excitement ull about here.”

“Yeat so I understand, But, Mr. Wells* |
—lowering his voics, and putting his lips
eolse W the othor's ear.—“I'm Inclined 1o
thivk it did'nt disturb you so very much,
Al orall!”

Mr. Wells gave 8 nervous start,  “Why,
sl he excaimed, “what do you mean 1"

“Oh, nothing," sald the stranger, evasive
Ly, "only one gots used to death, when con- |
skuily brought In contact with iy, you
koow. "

*Tru, quite true, sir,”

“I'hiore was no post mortem1"

*No; his relatives wouldn't consent to it
There were no marks of violence whatever
ol his person, and how he came to his death
is truly n mystery, though 1t seems 1o be
the gogoral lmpression he made way with
himsclf by poison."

“Why do they think sot™

“Well, there's quite a history connected
Wwith the affair. You see, the way of It wus"

—here Mr. Wells was on the polnt, evident-
1y, of imparting some interesting facts, but
was interrupted by his companion who said

“Heg your pardon, but | think you'd bet.
r defor the whole particulars a while, till
we have more leisure.”

“Very well, just as you say. It don't mat-

or much, as I know of, at least to you and

Ene, how he came to his end. Time, perhaps,
will tell the story, It looks to ms, though,
Hko foul-play. Bome folks mistrust a strug-
who came along the day before, but us
didn’t call at the house, and being s the
Young man was known to have little, if any,
monay by him, and had no encmics, I really
don't know what o think."

“How loug after his death was the funer
allv .

“Not gquite three days I think. Leot's see;

Tuesday morning, and wss burted tils aftor- |
noon, '

“Was he usually hearty and robust1”
UDecldedly so.  Never knew him to be

And the versclous il Wiggine ndded
whnt he termed “a olinolet," to the effect
siek buil once, that was aoout the fimo—" that iast Sunday, whon passing Colons|
“AN T want to know, Is about his gonornl | Armstrong™s on his  way homs fram the
health. Was the body mit Into & grave, or | “corner' he saw o light in the parlor at
into m tomb i l procisely twenty mioutes of twelve, All
“In n tomb," the various evidedcs was duly walshed, und
“And is it intonded to lot the remalns Ho | compared by the solf constituted gran) jury

there permanently I

“Yeu. But, bogiog your pardon, sir, T |
onn't help saylug that, for a stranger, you
show a surprising interest n the matter."

“Ah! Wall, fact is, I have o little intor-
ost in that gquarter, [ confoss, Furthermore,
I haven't much doubt that & handsome pres.
cutrould increase even your own inter
est.’

“What mean you, sir, by such tallk!” de
mandod Mr. Wells.
“Nothing further than a mero business

ohecked his horse to a walk.
Mr. Wells; it is quite evident that you don't i
recogulse me, although we had certaln Inter-

oating doalings with esch other on a partic. 1
ularly Interesting ocenslon, some elght years ’
ngo. My buying the bedoord was only "

you out of doors. Heet Perhaps, John |
Wells, you may not have forgotten—" hero
ke placed his hoad close to his companion’s
and sald something in a low tone, which had
immediate and marked offect upon his lsten-
er, who became greatly agitated.

“(Good heavens " he excluimed, s it pos.
alblat Little did I dream I was riding with
Doctor. " .

“Hush, hush. Even the winds have cars
and tongues. 1 beliove we now understand
each other, so lot's at once procesd to busi-
ness. I now wariof you just such (mpor-
tant ald as you guve me In a little case elght
yoars o

Mr. Wells »sotested, bent about the bush,
ploaded this and that excuse, “didn’t want
to be haunted by mnother such memory,"
oo, and—yiolded to the tompter,

“There, now, the thing is all sottled be-
tween us,"' sald the doctor. “I shall rely on
you, as I did before, and I know you won't
g0 back on me,  Where's tho keys!"

“T'o the tomb "

InY‘-_..‘H s

“In my trunk, up in my chamber, ‘There's
my louse, right ahesd; I'll got 'em in a
twinkling."

1t was over a mile to the graveys.d, which
was at the foot of a long, gentle descent,
down which the doctor arove rapudly. Ty-
ing the horse In 4 crazy old shed, once used
a8 a powder house in long-gone militla days,
the doctor doffed his fur coat, snd, taldng o
big, convoy sack and u dark lantern, he and
Whells hastened hito tho cometery,

The sky, so clear whon the two left the
stors, was now interapersed with fleecy,
white clouds, drifting slowly to the east-
ward, and, us if to fuvor their undertaking,
the moon had gone down leaving naught but
patches of starlight to reliove the deopening
gloom,

Gropling among the graves and tombstones,
they presently reached a low tomb, at about
the centro of the enclosure,

*Is this the place!” asked the doctor, in a
low voice,

tIY“.H

“Hush! I thought I heard something, "
sald the doctor.

They listenod a moment, but heard no
sound,

“Only my imagioation. You have
matchest Very well, wo shall need them
We'll make a quick fob of it.»

Wells unlocked the tomb door, and they
descendod several stone stops to the fnner
door. Hero the doctor produced a match
and seratehad [t on the masonry, but {t was
so damp down there, It did not imnite.
A secoud sttempt with another muatoh on
his cont sleeve was sucoossful, und he lght-
od the lantern and held it 16 the door, while
Waells withdrew the rusty bolt. Just then
the doetor thought he saw somothing move
on the floor. Tippiug the lantern so as to
throw its light thore, thay both looked down
at the same lostant, and saw o small ser-
pent erawling briskly away. Wells sprang
towards the loathsome reptile to crush it
with his heel, but it quickly glided into
hiole, through a crack in the stous work, and
disappeared. Returning, he put his hand to
the door and stood, hesitating,

“Why, Wells, what alls yout" asked the
doctor. “Does the sight of a sunke, always
affoct you thus!™

“No, dootor, it aln't that. Fact ls, I feel
mighty strange. To tell the houest truth, I
do dread to enter that room."

“It's only the nerve. Braoe up, and we'll
soon be through with our little job.  I'l lead
the way. How high up is he?

“Lower shelf. There's only one other—
his father—on that side, and he's on the
shelf aboyve.”

“All In our favor. It won't take more'n o
fow minutes. We'll quickly unscrew the
lid und put him into the sack, and in five
minutes more we'll be in the carriage. So
come on,™

The doctor pushed In the mnssive door,
which swung, croeking ou [ts rusty hingoes,
and they both passed ln. Then 2ae dovtor
held up the lantérn w0 as 1o shed Its full |
light into the forbidding vault, when—great
heavons! thers mot thelr vislon a sight so
appalling, so utterly horeible thut Jonas
Waolls, stunding & moment spellbound, his
ryes almost starting from their sockots,

prang from his companions side, and, utter

| Bt their castomary session in the post ofire,

considoration,” snld the other, quietly, ma he | ths mn'n road to Bernard Ushor's meadow,
“Look here, | tojudge from thelr manner, thestroll was no-.

little ruse on my part to find you and got | stitaly old pine, which togather with the

| muoch for him

this and that wow put wogzoether; the chain
was considerad complete; and acoordingly
en indictment was found sgalust the sald
Herbert Lane.

Howover, In justice to the Wiltonville
geand jury, must b admitted that Mr,
Lane was decidedly attentive to Miss Bare.
rett. And whon, ofa certain afternoon, soon
aftor the indictment by the grand jury, as
Mr. Lano and Miss Barrett wero seen walk-
ing lelsurely together down the path from

wise disagrecable to either party. And our
duty as an impartial historian compels us to
stato thut when the young couple resched
the borders of the meadow, thoy seated
themsalvos on a flat, mossy rovk, beneath a

surrounding tress and shrubbory, formed a
charming sylvan retreat, such us THanin
herself might select for her favorite haunt.
Mr, Lano produced from his cost pocket a
little volumo of poems, and bezan lstlessly
turning over its leaves, It soon dropped
from his hand to the ground. And very
soon he held, instend, a little hand within
his own, Mr. Lane had a story to tell; it
waa an old, old story, but he evidently had
un approciative listner, And when, about
half mn honr later the two were retracing
their steps to the villago, they appaared to
have an excellent unlerstanding. Tho
protty school mistress, though a trifle more
sober and pensive thun was wont, looked
prottier and more radiant than ever; while,
a8 to Mr. Hurbert Lane, why he was in
such positive, comparative, supurlative
good spirits, that ho donated a sllver dollar
to the first barefooted urchin he met, who
evinced his de'ight by turning three somer.
saulte, and then starting st a dead run for
the nearest candy shop,

The Wiltonvillo grand jury was only a
little premature in their verdict—Miss Bar-
mtt had  actual'y conssnted to change
hor naine o the not-distant future to Mra,
Lane,

But one evening, when Lano was buck at
his post of duty in the eity, he recelvel o
letter—i bad letter in more senses than ono,

it beinz not poorly written poorly
spelled and  of shooking grammar,
but bad i the message it contain-

ed, It came from Miss Pationes Green, ana
informed him that his “girl was o galantin
round with a good-looking stranger, who hed
Jest cum to town, and folly sed they was En-
M"'"

The result was, Mr. Laue was dreadfully
jealous, “Miss Green wus o disinterested
party,” he reasoneld, “and had no cause to
tell him other than the truth.”

With an aching head, and a sad, sad heart,
he went mechanioally through the day's
duties, little heeding who came or went,and
not infrequently handlng out a wrong orti-
cle to a customer, in his absentmindedness.
Sometimes, he would resolve to thiuk no
more about her; then, with the strange in-
consistencles of a mind, racked by conflict-
ing love and jealousy, would seck exouses
for her conduct, and dwell on her seoeming
artlessnoss, and evident affection for him,
The upshot of all which was, he solicited,
and obtalned a few days' leave of absenoe,
and went forthwith to Wiltonville,

As ho rode [nto the place from the railway
station, whom should ho meet, but Miss
Barrett and a strange gentlemen, taking an
evening wa'k. He coolly bowed, which

salutation she, with erimson face, coolly re-
Larnel.

Late that night he paced buck and forth
past Colonel Armstrong’s. By and bye, he
erept lightly to ono of the still illuminsted
parlor windows, and peersd cagerly through
unarrow vertioal space betweon the curtains
and window frumo. What he saw confirmed
his darkest suspicions, There, on the sofa,
sal Miss Barrott, and beside her the huand-
some gentleman he had met walking with
her—the two engaged in low, but upparent-
1y sarnest conversation,

Mr. Lano and Miss Barrett had a private
conference noxt day. It was o stormy
meoting, and their lest. Aoccusation, stub-
born pride—no unbending by elther party,
And so they purted,

At ubout six o'clock In the morning on
the day following this unhappy interview,
good, motherly Mrs, Colonel Armmstrong,
tappod at Miss Barrott's door, and was at
once admitted. Miss Barrett was up and
dressed, but looking quite 1L

"1 have called thus early,” explainad the
good woman, on a matter of personsl mo-
ment to you. Bluntly and to the point at
onee, I wish you would tell me, confidential-
Iy, if you still love Herbert Lane("

“Why, what & funny question.'

“Yeu; but for your sake, I wish vory much
to know, Tell me, my dear, do you care

“Yea; 1 believe you are too honorable w

that he bind vislten her school thede times, | apple biossoms, and the beos hum ma.dly,
and “folly” sald the twoe wore ongugod. | as they fly from fower 1o flower; whi'e on

the soft summer alr comes the unmelodious
tones of the cow bolls, and the pleasantly-
tinkling sheep bell of the herds and flocks
grating on yonder groon hillside and pas-
tures.

It wae & quarter of nine by Squire Craft's
witch, There is tobe a “horseswapping”
frinl mt “Meed City,” of Ridlon v, Shaw, &
little over & mile from Wiltonville villnge,
and the squire is on his way there nfoot and
alone, to try the case,

Just s little beyond the lvy.coversd domi-
cllo of the Widow Green and her daughter
Patlence, he meets auother pedestrian, o
youngish man in a gray busivess sult, with
long black whiskers, sud curley black nair,
und o vuff-colored truvoling bug at his side.
He stops, and secosts the squire with the
question :

“You resido in this place, do vou not, sir"

I do," said the squire,

The strapger romarked that he was a
visitor in Wiltenville some years before, and
then inquired concerning things in general,
and cortain of eitizens, particularly of Jonas
Wells,

“ge'sallve and well,” sald the veluble
trial justice, “'Used to be sexton, but some-
thing happened to nim once o twles, nobody
knows what, though folks asy he got awful-
1y scarad, and he wont out of the business.”

“Well—lot's seo— wasn't there a school
mi'am about whom they had a great ado—a
M'ss Burnett, or some stuch game! "’

“Yes, Hariett, Miss Ne.lle Barrott. Yeos,
there was quite a time about her apd her
follow, who died so suddenly and mystori.
ously. You seo the way it was, sho wus en-
gazed to this man, Herbert Lane, when a
half-brother, just home from a long voyage,
came to see hor, and Lane happened intown,
from the eit; just st that time, and seeing
hov pretty budge with this half brother—
Parlkhurst was his name—and not knowing
their relatiohship, and some mischisf muker
haviog written him that Miss Barrett, was
a-gullantin’ round with mnother beau, why
he got dreadfully jealous, and the result
was, he gave her a firstclass blowin' up,
and she waus (oo gritty to explain the whys
and wherefores, and they parted In o hafr.
That very night Lane died, nobody kuowa
how, which bronght her dowa sick; and
when she finnlly got woll, she wasnt much
bettor than love-cracked. She often goes Lo
his tomb, and places frosh Howers upon it;
and every fair day she goos down thes path
to Ushor's mendow, where the two ussd to
steoll together, Just turnel in thers as 1
came wlong. But excuse me, sir, I've got to
tend to a law cnse over to Meed Clty, and 1
must be going, as ‘tis most court time.”

The stranges continued on, and pretiy
soon loft the highway and turned down the
Usher meadow rond, He ovidently had o
curiosity to geta sight of the “love-cracked”
school-mistress who was the heroine of the
Wiltonville deama of five yoars ago. Whe:n
part way to the meadow, he rested himself
ou & flat rock, in the shade of a tall pine, and
awilted her return. He did not have to wait
long, for presently Miss Barrett was scen

VOMEN SUFFRAGE.

Who Wants Famale Pollacemen
and Soldiers?

Lot no man or woman be mistaleen as
to what this movement for women's
suffrage reatly means. Weo none of us
wint to turn the world upside down or
convert women into men. We want

FOR THE SULTAN'S PLEASURE.

An Electric Dog Cart Which Has
Seats for Four,

At the skating rink, Camden Town, &
private trial was made of an electric
dog cart, which has been constructed
by Messrs. Immisch & Co., of Kentish
Town,to the order of the Sultan of Tur-

women, on the contrary, above all
things to continue womanly —womanly
In the highest and best sense—and to
bring their true woman's influence on
behulf of whatsoevar things are true,
honest, just, pure, and of good report,
to bear upon the couduct of public af-
fairs. Some peopla attempt to meet
the claim of women to representation
by the absurdly frrelavant remark, for
I cunnot eall it an argument, that wo-
men householders ought not ta vote for
members of parliament bscause they
caunot be policemen and cannot be
soldiers. Who wuats them to ba either
policemen or soldiera? There must al.
ways be a certain division of labor be«
tween the sexed, The physienl con-
stitution of & woman fita her o per-
form certain duties on which the wal.
fure of socloty in a high degree depends,
The physleal condition of a man fits
him for cortain dutles, one of which is
that of external defanse. And there ave
vertaln other duties which men and wo-
men mustundertake jolntly and in co-
operation with one another, and from
which the total withdrawal of one sex
or the other is fraught with danger and

koy. The vehicle presanta the appenr-
ance of an ordinary four wheeled dog
cart without shafts. Tt is made of
walnut, and has seats for four persons
~two In front and two in back. Bo-
nenth the seats are placed the aceumi-
Iators which supply the electricity 1o
the motor., The accumulators —twenty-
four in number--are of especial type
and contain a oharge sufficlent to pro-
pel the wvehicle for five hours at an
| average gpeed of ten miles per hour
over an ordinary track. Their wolght
is ubout seven hundrodweight, and that
of the carriage, nll comploto, a lttlo
over eleven hundredwelght. The
motor {8 one of Messrs. Immisch's ono
horse power type, and in this case uses
a carrent of twenly amperss, with an
eloctrie motive power of forty-elght
volts.  The connection between the
motor and the earriage is ofocted by a
chain runhning sround the off hind
wheel, the revolutions of the motor t
those of the wheel being as elghteen to
one. When the vehiele is ronning at
& speed of ten miles an hour the motor
m=lees 1,440 revolutions per mintue and
developes a thras-quarter horas power.

mischief. Those whoare in favor of | The steering is effeoted by means of an
woman's suffrage  mantain that | adaptation in the fore carrlage. A
the duty of loving one's | shaft surmountod by the steoring hand-

country, of understanding her '
interests, of endeavoring to inflasncs
public affairs by the choics of m:a of
high charactor and trae patriotism to
serve in parliament, is one which is
ineumbent on women as well as on men,
There is nothing in the nature of n wo-
man which fits her to be o pollosman
or & soldier; and there is nothing 1w the
nature of woman which untits her
to love her country and Lo soeva hop

le passes through ths footboard, and
torminates in a pinion which works in
a wothel rack fixed above the fore
axletree.  The driver thua possesses
perfect control over the direction of
the vehicle and ean regulate the spesd
by means of  footbrake acting on both
hind wheels, Immediately in feont of
the driver also is the switch for com-
pleting tho current, and in order to
| obviste any jur at starting three resis-

by helping to send good men to pro- | anees are provided, In its ecourse
mote sound legishution in parliaments | round and about the skating rink the
Poople sometimes talle as if fzhting | earvinge  traveled with remarkable

for one's country were the only way of
serving her. Surely that is taking a

smoothuess, st & very good speed,
rounding the corners with great ense.

very one-sided view of a nation's | —Liverpuool Post,

interests. Al work well dons, all e —
sorvice in lifting up the lives of others | A Voies from Vassy--A Hugues
to a higher level, *All wos have wished not Call.

or hoped or dreamed of good,” forms | The London Nonconformist oalls at-

boetray my secret, and so 1 will tell you that
1 still love him—aye, botter than Hfe itself s |

“1 am so sorry. 1 did hope you had coased
to care for him. But I wanted o kuow the
truth about i1, however."

| first carefully

| at my request drove me to the noarcst ety

the real treasury of national graatness,
I have no wish to disparage the use-
fulness, the @ scessity: of the army and
the police foree; but elvillzaation owes
guite ns much to that great host of

approaching. As ghe came up, he could sece
that she was hundsome, albelt having a pad,
care worn look,

He rose and walked toward her, and when
they met he uttered & pleasant “Good morn-
ing.” Evidently a little startied, she was
about to puss him without speaking, making,
however, the slightest inclination of her
heoad.

“Pray, don't be alarmed, Miss Barrott,"
said he, “‘we have mot before.”

“Possibly, sir,” she answered:
fall to recognize you."

The stranger thereupon produced a little
gold lockot, which he opened and held it up,
with trambling hand, to her gnze, No
wonder Miss Harrett gave an exciting start
and turned deadly pale, for the locket con-
tained a plewure of hersolf, and there bad
never beon but one just like that in exist
ence and that had been burled with her dead
lover five years before!

“Don’t be nlurmed,” said he, returning the
locket 1o its wocustomed place, “for [ am
noghost, but a roturned wanderer.” Andso
saving, bhe removed his  hat, his false
whiskers, and us the fainting girl fell
nguinst his sirong srm, there was disclosed
to her amazed scose the unmistakable face
and features of —Herbort Lane.

Consclousness having returnsd, Miss Bar-
rett was the excited listoner to a strange
story. la brief, her lover had been a vie-
tim of syncope—a perfest resemblance of
death, of which exceedingly rare though
well-authonticuted cases are recordsd

“And ah! how can I describe that terrible
awuking,” he contioued, “how, with a
sense of suffocation, I, In my agony, burst
the weak coffin Iid. only to flid myself
doomad to & slow, horrible death, in that .
bincle, stekening scpulcher! Thew, how I
suddenly heard volcos at the door of my
b} f} &) by . ;
:':::“; :;,?m ?:I;l‘:_!.?: ::;::uld‘wnz' prt'::: shaped. The heud of the house had
turely. How they eatored, two of them, | notice that he was called upon to pay
with a luntern, and seelng moe there, in the | for n groal wmay barrels of sugar, nnd
bhabiliments of death, oue, with a scream, | ¢ho wife hud wondersd ot the family's
ook to his hools, whilo the other, who enormous consumption of that article,
proved to be a docior after my body for dis - 1id X wondar N T
sootion, bravely stood his ground, sod, find- | but she did wot “_' 0_“ SRy Torty
ing I was @ belng of earth, helpad meoyt, | pecially as the girli under pressure,

readjusting the broksn | confessed that she hud regularly been

cofin Ud, el then locking the tamb door: using the sugar to quicken the fire.
wrappad e lu o cloak and buffalo ot an mum.” she sald, **waé must
have the fire, an' the conl burns that

half are womon, throuzh whose lubors
alone there is anything worth pre-
serving, as to the army and the police
foree  for preserving it—Woman's
World.

et s s T

A New Fire-Quickener.

The servant girl who pours herosens
oil on the five seoms to have disappony-
ed pretty completely. Perhaps she
has been to a considerable oxtent ox-
terminated, At any rate, we don't of-
ten vead of cases of explosion and con-
flagration, though the vigilant house-
keeper, if she happons into the kitchen,
may still detect an odor which tells her
that the girl must have pourcd ofl on
the kindling either befora or aftor it
was ignited. But the listener has a
cise which may explain why kerosene
accidents are not so frequent. The
servant givl has discovered a new fire-
guickener.

It was in Boston, nnd not long ago,
that the mistress of a house, not much
given to going in the kitehen, entered
one day unexpected just in time to
catch her kitchen maid in the net of
emptying o spoonful of granulated
white sugur into the fire. Sugur is ex-
eeedingly inflammable, and its applica-
tion made the fire insh up In excellont

“but I

b (TTLTS

where, under o fulse opame, I remained

|
silent busy workers, of whom at least

“Why, what am | to understand by thisi"

won wild shriok of torror, led from the | asked Miss Bareett, in sudden alarm.

awhile, till fully rocovered; then, wisning
to be dead to home and friends and all that

aread charnel bouse, up the stone steps, out
through the graveyurd, where every shrub
and tombs!ono was & mocking pliantomw, out
upon tho road, and away towards his home
—on—on—oa—Hitle knowing what he did or
where he was, only that he nereased the
distanes berwoen himself sud that terrible
LR b FTLE ‘

CHAPTER 11,

To muke our narrative intelligiblo, it is |
necessary, ot this point, to go back a fow
mouths prior W the events just purvated.

A youug man named Herbert Lane, be
longing in Willonville, clerk in & hard. |
ware storo in the elty of N—, had come home |
to spend his annual vacation. Awsd the |
same Mr. Herbert Lane had not long boen
ul bis parental home ere & sensational ru. |
wor concerning him wus sfioat on the Wil |
touviile uir. Starting from the upper end |
of the village, where Miss Paticance Green,
u gossipping spinster, kept s vocal tele.
graph station, it flashed through the main
villuge to the extrems lower end, 1o vocal
station number two, In the small, time
stained cooper shop, whercin Mr, Bill
Wigging, shaved hoop poles, and, after
divers zigmugings aond gyrations, finally
brought up wt grand station numbor three,
the post efoe, where all local gossip
was pretty sure, like Noah's dove,
to fnd & lodgment. Yes, It was

| heart.  No, my dear friend, you can never

"y |

positive fact” so Dame Rumor asseried, |

that Herb Lane bhad fallon desperately in
love with Miss Nellie Barrety, the
pretty school mistress from West Chester,
who was tesching Wiloville school; that
be was spending most of his cvenings st

today is Thursday- he was found dead

Colonel Armstrong’s, where she boarded;

“Oh, my poor girl—my poor, dear girl," | have been doar tome, 1 went West by menas

stow thut wme heart is broke waitin' on
it."—Boston Transeript.

— e

exclaimed the eye bedimmed mutron, put
ting her urm around her walst. 1 am sot ry |
yYou love Mr. Lane, beeanse —bhecause—ho
can nover be yours, My poor child! Heay
en lanows I pity you from the bottom of my

meot your love sgain on the shores of time.
May God give you strength to bear the blow
—for Herbert Lane s dead ™

it wus only too true. A young mun, o
ueighborsud friend of Laue's,calling on him

| very varly that morning, and. directed by |

his mother 10 his bedroom, hed mude the
dreadful discovery, There wis nothing to
indicate that he had beon murdered ; nor, on |
the otner hand, that be hed committed self-

| destruction, But he was doad, and lheml

Was consequently much tallk and great ex
cltzmeont through ell that regiou,

To the worthy “school mistress from West
Choster," the shock was for s time over- |
whelming. Imagining that she herself had
somohow beon the indirect cause of his |
death, remorse and grief so preyed upon her
m_ud that she became criticall® (Il  And
when, after weeks of suffering, she rallled,
and at length regained ber wontod health
und strength, she horself know thut she wes
chauged —thoroughly, redically changed,
and that the Leautiful world sbout could
never to her be the same bright world again,

Aud now we pass 1 certaln events which
have au important bearing ou our story,

CUAPTEN 111,
Five years bave rolled by, and we are
onod more in Wiltonville, It I3 & June

moraing, The sun shines clear and bright,
the lilace wre In bleom, the alr is fragegut of

Nothing but Limburger.

of money kindly lent me by the good old l
Ocensiounlly harrowing accounts of

doetor.

“Fortune favored me, and 1 soquired a | E ARt R B
competsnce, But the yearaing came over | $he sulferings of the survivors of ship-

me o see again my old home, my | wreoks are pablished, and 1t makes
mother and sistor, and to learn what | pac's vlood run cold to hear of people
became of you,; so 1 sturted East, and here 1 out for duys in an open boat with only |
wm "

two ormckers and a bucket of water to a
mana, and is the days puss by and no
friendly sail comeas in slgzht the rations
are reduced to one cracker and
buckets of water. nod Iast lots are
| drnwn to deeide ns to which of the party

“Itis Indecd w stranze, strange story !
commented his half-duzod companion

“Yes: my preclous one, it Is a strange
story. But, Nellie, the sequel to my story
is for you to eIl With you lies the power i
tomanke it sweet or hitter. Five years ago
this month, on this very same spol, you gave

yoursalf to ma. WIll you again coussnt to | s in the best condition, ete,  But suys
be my wife!" the Portlund Orogounlan, all these
There wus no coyness now, no looking | stories pale into insignificance com-

downward with biushing faee, for years of
aorrow had changad the ouoe merry-heart-

od girl to a subdued woman, Looking up | - Lake wver lately
quietly, trastfully into his face, she oalmly, who got aground on La . =

yot earnestly reaponded : | while after & raft of piling, ']'?my were

“] wm still yours—ever yours, through | fust in the mud for fourdays with noth-
life, through desth and eternity."—Yankee | {0 eat but Limburger cheese. What
Blude. ; | their sufferings were no pen can de-
soribe.

and the crew or the stesmor Rowensa,

A Warning to Authors,
*No," she sobbed, in the sanctity of Evarts' Ccrmpasison,
her boudolr, “no, I can never marry | The desth of the elder Murn recalls
& man whose monogram ls prieted in [ Senator Evarts' comparison of the ad-
green and who writes with purple ink. | ministrations of the silent Grant and

- -

Oh. if he had only asked me 1o marry | the teetotaler Hayes. +In the l'uf'-
him, Instead of writing to me, things | mer,” he sald, *it wus 'Mur'nmn
would have been so different!”—Har- | eabloet,” but ours {5 ‘extra dry.'"—
per's Bazar, Phlladelphia Times.

two |

pared to the sufferings of Captain Stott |

| tention to the somowhat singulur cir-
cumstnnce, which is serlously illustra-
tiveof the revolutions and revenges
]w"r:n:-.l by time in its stoady, onward
| march, . Readers of French history will
remember that it was at Vassy, a vil-
I]It:t- in Champagne, where ocenrred
the disaster which brought the Catho-
| lies and Protestants into open colli-
slon. It was Sund\y morning. The
Protestants of the plice, Huguenots, us
they were called —had met for worship,
The Duke of Guise, the head of the
| Catholles, and brother of the famous
Cardinnl  Lorzine—uncles  both  of
I deotland—on his way back to Germany,
where be hnd property and relatives,
huppened to pass through Vassy, dur-
ing the hours of worship., Psalin sing-
ling was heard as he and his train
'p:us«-.l the meating house. It was a
u de, rursl burn.  “What is this®
stiid the Duke. *It is the Huguenots
of Vassy at worship.™ A scowl passed
over the Duke’s countenunce. The
| hiot was taken; the barn was invaded
| by armed men; a violent scuffle ensued,
and as the result some sixty Hu-

|

guenots perished. All  this  hap-
r[)t*lh'll in 1562, In the drenry
and destructive veligion wars which

followed, ull teaces of the Huguenots
of Vassy disappeared, The massacre of
1562, however, never censed to be a
living memory; and the Huoguenots who
contrived to remain in France in spite
of St. Bartholomew's Day, and the Re-
vocation of the Ediet of Nates, and the
Huguaenots of the Dispersion ns well as
in Englund, in Hollund, in Germany, in
Amerien, have all g common interest in
this historieal episode, and in the spot
which it had made sacred. It now ap-
pours that the barn has survived the
ravages and wreck of this long period
of two centurles and a quarter. It
stinds whore it stood in 1562, But the
m st lnterosting part of the story ree-
muins to be told. The Huguonots or
Protostants in Yassy and neighborhood,
under wiser laws and u more humane
goverment, have lavgely incroased in
numbers; aud It bas begn resolved by
thoem w buy the barn, and build a
modern Christinn church.  Four thous-
and dollars is needed to put thom in
pogsession of the old barn, The Prot-
‘ ostants are not rich; but they have faith.

One Is tempted 0 rise the guestion
whether this 1s pot an opportunity for
the widely dispersed Huguenots, many
of whom are rich, Why should not the
ery go abroad, “Help for Vassy?"
Why should not the descendunts of the
Huguenots unite and build a sultable
memorial at the old and honored
place?

-

Theatsr Properties,

Joerseyman—*1 see you're goin' to
play i plece ealled ‘Midsummeor Night's
Dream.™™

Theater Manager—+Yes. Would you
like to see it?"

“No. Is'pose it's mostly moonlight
and thunderstorms, and sich. I know
all about thenters; but I thought maybe
you might want to buy some chickens, ™

“We have no furm scene in it.”

“Oh! Well, they'ro young an' lively,
an' thelr wings ain't ¢lipped yet. You
might use 'em for musquitoes.“"—New
York Weekly.




