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elster Lu, I must confess

1at ou this fFabbath day

loud has rolled acroas my broast
That ne'er '11 be cleared away.

Yexr arter fivo an' twenty year

That I've that choir blest,

' An' raiscd my voice in helptul cheer
An’ strove tér dumy best;

An’ arter all my darter’s don

... The orgin for ter pay, %

They've brorght in youngsters, one by one, -
And crosded us away,

An’, whut ie wuss, the chorister,
Tergether with-his wite,

Are stickin’ Ler the yellin’ gang
An' boldin’ up ther strife,

An’ thar's my darter Mary’s beau,

Whose bags has often rung
Through tha’ axr' church, as saft and low
. As bass wus ever sung.

But now they've got ernuther ono,
In all ther chang» erbout,

‘Who yells until y-'d realy think
He'd yell his palate eout,.

An' Georgia Brown, the orzinist,

1 eoulden’t help but sneeze
Ter soe ther way she got up thar
- Au’ thumped upon ther keys.

‘An’ ther sopranoes yelled & piece,
In which ther tenors jined,
An’' them two parls jest equeeked _an’
squealled
Ernough ter set one blind.,

An' of ther allos, siater Lu,
1 will not speak ous word,
For they du as ths others du,

An'’ that is too absurd.

But once for all, I wish ter say,
Bcfore the hours grow late,

An' my pure sonl has passed awny
Deyond the golden gate:

When I am taken ter that church,
Ter ne'er come bazk agin,

I do not want that new church cholr
Ter squeal the final hymn,
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CHAPTER VL
A PURITAN MAIDEN.
HE hardly knew
Sho was & woman, 8o
Bwectly she grew,
wns the esperience
of Dorothea Hillary.
1he most delicately
tivted flowers are
found in colder
climes, rnd the vio-
let of the forest is
sweeter than the
/, rich golden-rod of
August sun and
2 ‘,.—“—‘ fertile prairie lauds,
80 Dorothea grew in the fure-ts of the
new worli, not very warm, not with
@aming colors, or a luxuriance of pas-
sion, but in her face and in her soul were
the tints of heaven. Her eyes were a
olear brown, inuocent and trusting, and
on her lips hovere | & perpetual summer
ealm. Kuht as to heurt and brain, she
‘won her way among the stern Puritans
‘with an extreme gentieness, cud yot e+rly
she learned to endare and to obev. Even
‘while u gir', one could see that she wonld
'be & quéen in marringe and a most per-
fect ‘wife. Unconsziously, in her eves
were depths clear and full of love for her
‘nareuts and for her lover. And ye! she
thad ever one blick shadow at her feet—
the memory of her father and the sus-
;gicxoa that she herself was following in
is footsteps. And as the years passed,
the shadow not onlv lay at her feet, but
rose aud tlo ‘ted over ber. In these days
she sometimes murmured to herself a
assagze from an old book which she had
ound in her father's chest:

“Mother Mary, he:r me and give me
grare to bear my heavy load.”

She meant it us a cry to her own moth-
er, an i did not know that the words were
8 prayer to the mother of God.

Nevertheless, perhaps the Blessed
Virgin heard her.

Traces of her early life with her father
were mever efaced. In fact there were
tinges in her churacter which were ever
appearing like the recurring colors of the
evening twilizht, and Dr. Lennox mever
etrove to blot them out. When mingling
with the pioneers or their staid, young-
old children,she could be asdi.nified and
prosaic us they. But when they wero
gone and she was alone, or with her
adopted father, all the influences and les-
eons of her early life appeared. She
looked upon the trees of the forest and
the flowers growing at their feet, ® the
running brook and the stars and the

«olcuds overbead as the real things of the
world, and hence nearer and dearer to
iher than men.

So ofttimes she was content to sit for |

:hours beneath some tall oak tree, which, |
1 thick-leaved, sighed over her little head
~with an aucignt melody as oid as trees or
1¢he hi.is or nature. At such times there
rappeared in her soul those characterisiics
wwhich were like polden tints in the sky,
coming at the close of the day, as the
bust!e and worry of ts world were dying
away and the peace of the evening twi-
light reigne,

' A glorious child, dreamings alone

Xn silken folds, on yielding down,
$ ‘With the hum of swarwmiug Lees,
i Into dreanful slumbers Inll'd,

Sowe warm suaumer days she wonld
wander knee deep through the meadow
grass, along the little brook which cir-
cled half around the town. No bird
would sing on these d ys, nor wounld any
cloud pass across the sky, and the day
would increase from heat to heat. Those |
were dreamy davs, which & poe: or a|
painter would love, and at such times all |
of Dorothex’s early lessons in nature |
would come back to her. She would bend
over a little struggling flower, hidden by ‘
the tall gruss, and speak to it as 1f it |
wore a friend. Even the coarse weeds, |
in which none e'se. unless it wmay have
been the Doctor, could see aught but
agliness and Adam’s curse, appesled to
her. The broad meadow was a great bed, !
and she drew the tops of the gruss ten-
der!y between her fingers and drenmea—l
oh! who knows of what a child dreams at !
such & time? On days when there were |
clouds in the sky and a breeze was
iblowing the shadow of the former
fcll upoa and flo.ted over the bending
,grass and she imagined the ficld to be a
miniature sea,

And to sit there, half bidden by thoe
@grass, and look out at the tall treetops
which surrounded the village, rnd out
dnto the sky beyond an1 overhexd.

ness in it, too. that was not altogether
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“You rememter Mark Hillary, who [
dinnpgearod ten years ago.” he continued,
afier his guest was secated in iront of the
blazing fireplace; “and you are also well
aware of the sirange manner in which my
child has been affiicted.”

“Does rhe grow no belter as she be-
comes older?”

“Not at all, In lodily health ghe is
some stronger, but her attacks have |
taken o more violent form. At ono time |
I might bave considered her frail health
as the cause, but as she grows stronger
her whole soul shows i'self to be in an
sbnormal! condition. If I could have
doubted it at first, when she wasill, I
cannot now, when she is well. My poor
%hild, I fear, is the victim of the Evil

ne.”

“And who do you suspect?”

“His daughter!” :

The proooun may seem very indefinite,
but it was not 1o tue Squire.

“Just before you entered I was reading
a note which I want to show you. I
have kept my eve on this daughter, and
bave discover:d, nmong other things,
that she is in communic tion with some
one, woe know not whom, un'esg it is as
I suspect. This nofe, which I wish to
show you, was iantercepted. I have kept
it in my desk for some time, but to-night
| opened it. Sce what a convicting docu-
ment it is,” and the minister banded the
“'Obey!" It
written by one who has authority.
y the one who keeps you.” Who is
it that keeps her? . Evidently 1t refers to
the Evil One, to whom she belongs.
‘And the friend you know but canuot
see.” Who would th:t be but the author
of all evil? ‘Will always providle for
you." Is not that full testimony to her
lengue with the devil? He wiom she
cannot see will provide.”

While the minister was moking these
runping comments the Squire read the
note through, holding it at arm’s length,

“Wht shall you do with it?” he asked
when the min ster hnd tinished.

“'hat is just wh t J wished to consult
you nbout. Shall I preserve it.as evi-
dence ngainst this—person, or shall I
burn it? I must confess thit I was
strongly tempted to do the latter, think-

once taught her, and nlthough sbe didl
not at first probably under tand it, the
rhythm was pleasing and she often re-
peated it to bheisalf:

The shrdows on the Western slopes,
The sky tints at the set of sun,
May thrill us all alike with joy,
But he who ) aints them wiil be one
Among a thousand, it ho caich
And mirror back tho beaities shown
In glowing sky and shadowing hills,
And His, the master hand alone.

Sometimes come floating thro’ the mind
Or surgiug thro' the human breast

A thought, & feeling rich nud rarve,
A gift to man, if but expressed,

And when one can, with roythmic words,
Move-in our breasts sansations'deep,

And strike the chord our own soul wept,
For him the poet's namne we keep,

The verses always recalled her father
and meade her sad, yet she clang to them
with childish persist and chose to
be sad in memory with bim, than light-
hearted withoat. And yet, this loneli-
ness never came to her.

But sowetimes in the falling day
An image secmed to pass und suy,
“But thou shalt be nlone no wmore.”

The imaze seemed to be that of the
mother whom she did not remember, but
whose portriit she wore upon her | reast, |
and in her heart came a numeless feeling
oflpanoe. e . o

‘or a pioneer, Dr. Lennox possessed a | . 2 g
fine library, nnd many of the ks were | })t“i(;h bark 1o, the Bquire:
80 quaint «nd old that it was a wonder he | “Obe
was allowod by the church to keep them, |
To these books Dorothea had iree ac- |
cess, and no doubt the natural bent of |
-her mind was fostered by them. Stories |
of the Crusades snd of kn'ghtly deeds
coverod many a pnge, nnd the stories !
were woven into her dreams. At an early |
dav also she came npon a botany, cnd
with t ‘e help of ber foster-father becsme
skilled in unvalyzing the flowers which
grew in the meadows and n the forests.

There way n school in Sagnanck, kept
in a small cabin, one of the first crected
and the first deserted by its owner when
he became wealthy enough to build a
more preientions home. Herethe Puritan
children were gathered dry by day to
memorize the alphabet and struggle with
the mysterious orthograpby of the En-
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glish 1 nguge.

Dorothea’s dreaminess made it a ro-
mauce to her.

pleasant in her memory,

. CHAPTER VIL,
IN THE MINIRTER'S ETUDY,
Mr. Granville's stud

k nds of wood snapped and blazed in
their season.

fir-place. In thisroom the minister spent
most of his time, for the years had added
to his load until be was glad to retire
from his family, and so lose sight of their
strange and painful condition, So, after
having finished his sermon for the com-
ing Sunday and read for the hundredth
time his favorite volumes, he was wont
to move ‘his great arm chair from the
table to the side of the fireplace, and,
lesning back in its capacious depths,
give himself np to thought. Here, sur-
rounded by the cheerfulness which every
work-room giives, the minister could at
times for.et his sad affliction and grow,
for a few minutes, comparatively huppy.
But nenenllg in‘tbhese half-hoars in the
dusk he sat brooding over bis triuls and
disappointments and the calamity which
had fallens-upon his:family, . Thé dim
suspic.ons entertained ten years ago had
been incrensed and remaered more vivid
by the perusal of such works as Cotton
Mather, and frequently after his sermons
were fini-hed he indulgedin long sittings
by his fite pouiing over those stories of
witches and witcheraft which so stirred
New England and spread fear over her at
the beginning of her life.

It was a cool evening in early autumn
—in fact, the anmiversary of the trial
with which our story opens, although
Mr. Granville did not remember it. The
trial itself, however, was very distinct in
his mind, as was every point in his ene-
my’s life. The man had spent long hours
meditating upon this one absorbing
theme, and recalling every event or word
in Mark Hillury’s life, until he had be-
come & monomaniac, and the thought of
this rough wood-chopper was scarcely
ever absent from his mind. Every scrap
of intelligence concerning him had been
carefully preserved and studied. Every
word the man had ever ultered in the
mminister'’s heiring, or in’ the hearing eof
uny who would communicate it to the

| minister, had been noted and dwelt upon

daring these after-sermon mcdittions,
He bad made a study of the man's life,
and had even gone to the trouble of in-
quiring into his antecedents minutelv,
But all this was nothing compared with
the awfnl anxiety bis disappearance gave.
Long hours the minister sat in h s study
speculating upon it. Sometimes he
paused at the end of a paragraph in his
sermon to gaze abstriotedly ont of the
window and recall that last act in Mark
Hillary’s life.

Then, again, this was a favorite theme
for his evening reveries, and often ex-
tende | them far into the night, until his
family, and, indeed, al} Sagnauck, were
wrapt in sleep. So the peer man wearily
wore his life avay.

On this particulsr evening he had been
even more troubled by his gloomy
thoughts. In his imagination he could
feel an unsecn presence in the very room,
andin h.s beart hope died, as he said to
himself: :

“The man or his spirit is neer.”

This feeling was so strong that he
aros2 and dia what at no time Lefore had
he courage to do, or whieh his sense of
bonor would allow. He went to bhisdesk

Au!!
~what a quiet happiness that brought, and | ]
what f:?neiec. ql:x!i)o! and dreamfal, tilled | opening it, he admitted the
the child's mind.. There was n lonesome- |

and took out a little yackage which had
been intercepted on its way to Doroth-a
two years before. This evening he tore
off the wrapper, and in his hand lav a
piece of birch bark, such as was often
used by the Indirms and by some set-
tlers for writing paper. Upon this bit of
birch was this sentence:

“Dorothea: Obey the one who keeps
you a,nd the one who watches over you,
but whom you cannot se¢, will always
provide for you.” A

“ *Obey th- one who keeps you.” TFhat
is damniog,” murmur:d the minister,
and his lips turned pale. “Itis a message
{from the evil one, and I have had it con-
coaled in my desk. No wonder we have
been afflicted. But, is it not necessary,”
he continued. after a pause dnuring which
he was plunged in deep thought, “is it
not neccssary that I keep it for st
mony?”

but while he was vet undecided wheth-
er to cast the evil bark into ttoe fire, or

lav it away and brave the dancer in the |

work of convicting a w.tch, the case was
settled by n rap at the door, and, hastily
pioneer
s%uire. <

Come in, 8quire, come in,” the mirn-

wunpleasant. For somewhers bovond

those woods ghe belie. ed ber father lived, !
) ! wished to speik to you upon a subject ' she could reach the desx a pane of class
Sit down, 1 pray | was dashed in, a Llick, hairy srm thrust

l quickly through tho apesiure rnd a hand. |

and the seme sky was over them both.
There was a little poem. or rather the
#rcgument cf & poem, which her fatker bad

TOu.

ister =aid; “you
wanted sou. I have for somo moaths

that is 4roabling me.

It w8 disagreeable work
for the majority of the children, but

Each simple tale which
she found in her reader had its interest,
and she sapplied the clouds and the
flowers to make it beantiful. In alter
years these days were among the most

was in a corner
of the houss and looked out upon the
street. It was a very cozy room, furnished
with a moderate library and writing desk
nnd a snug fireplece, in which the various

: An arm-chair made out of
twisted boughs of hickory stood by the

have come just as I’

ing only of the safety of my family.
But perchance I had better keeiit,” con-
cluded the minister, with a sig

“By no menxns, I beg of you, my dear
sir,” responded the Squire, earnestly,
“He who holds the devil's writing will
foon have the writer in his house. It is
by God's grace that he bas not come to

ol2im his own ere now.”

But just as the minister was about to
drop tke piece of bark into the fire, the
stuay door o:enod. his_eldest daughter
entered, snd t{he minister, instead,
dropped it upon.tne tabis néai hiw,

Achsah was clad in white from head to
foot, and to the two men, whose imagina-
tion was excited with thoughts of witch-
cralt, she appeared like a specter. And,
indeed, the appearance of the girl at such
& moment and insuch & manner was
startling. BShe was now tall and slender,
and ber height was greatly increased by
the long robe of white; her face was pale
and would have nppearad deathlike had
it not been for the piercing black eyes,
which seemed to gleam with an unholy
light, as she stoog in silence and gazed
into the fire. A log upon the hearth
broke in two and fell between the and-
irons and blazed up afresh. As theflames
sprang up and illomin ted her face with
their rosy light, the imagination of the
Squire saw plainly the traces of some
strange power which was working upon
her, und he feltas if be weie indeed in
the presence of an unfortumite one over
whom the evil one was hovering, He
shivered and involuntarily passed bis
hand over his eye=.

“Achsah, what do you want?” agked the
minister, anxionsly. . . wd” s

“I camein for that,” eaid the: girl,

inting to the birch bark. The two men
ooked at cach other in silence. Achsah
reeched out her hand and took the note,
walked stiffly across the room and laid it
uvpon the open desk by the window.: This
done, she returned, sat down upon a
stool at ber father’s feet and became ab-
sorbed in watching the flames in the fire-
lace o8 they leaped up from the burn-
ng wood.

Horror-stricken, the minister and the
Squire sat in silence also, watching her.

Soon the door opened and Ashubah, the
younger child, came quietly in. nnd, with-
out heeding the group by the fire, walked
! directly to the desk and took up the
| birch bark, which she gazed at as ‘if
chnrmed and unable to turn her eyes
away.

Achsah arose from her seat, went over
to her s ster and witheut uttering a word,
took the note from her and laid it back
upon the desk.

Ashubah made no pretest but returned
with hersister and sat down on theop-
posite side of the tire.

Neither uttered a word erappesred con-
scious of the Squire's presence. Both
seemed %o L3z in a tiadce, so still were
they, »nd so supernatural wase their still-
ness for enes 5o young.

The Squire watched Achsah, who was
seated in the shadow of the fireplace ne «r
him, the more closely. For about five
minutes, but which to the exeited man
| reemed like an hour, she sat perfectly
motionless, Her fir.t emotion was a
shudder, and then the Squire saw a look
of fenr pass over her face and transform
ber features. Her eyes turned to the
windew, 1In looking areand to feollow
her gaze, he saw that her sister was of-
fected in the same way, and that the
minister was pale and trembling. .

“Qur enemy is near!” he gusped, as he
| met the Squire’s eye.

' Looking then towards the window, to
see what had so teriitied the giris, he saw
| a black fantastic face jecring into the
room from She outer durkness, The light
from the fire fell upon the window and
| made the sight most ghastly. It was a

large hea |, surmounted with a fantastio
i cap, from which the Squire could ses two
| small horns protruding. The face was
! d rk, except in places where touches of
| paint illominated it, and wor~ a maliz
| nant gneer as its sharp black e watch-
. ed the cowering minister and his daugh-
ters, c

“Did you ree that face?” asxed the
Sgnire in & low voice which trembled
with fear.

*Neo, but I knew it was near. You see
the effeet. O, God bave mercy!” And the
minister bowed down and hid his face in
his hands.

The girls, however, never took their
eyes from the particular pane of glass at
which the face had appeared. And it was
curious to note the different effect this
apparition had wpon the two. Ashubah,
after the first shudder, »ecovered her
calm manner and plackd face, while
Achsah, from trembliog passed into an
| exnlting state and sat emiling and re-
turn'ng grimace for grimace with the
head outside.

i If the Squire for a moment supected
i this face to be that of some boy bent
upon a frolie, the suspicion was soon
d spelled, when, afier the minister had
{ hid his face in his hands, he saw his eyes
bent intently upom an object lying upon
the desk. It wus walohingihe note whioh
Achsah bad placed there. She also, it
seemed, had observed the look, for she
urose and started toward it. But before

.

grasped the note. Acheah utterrd » ory.
The wbole was done so quickly that
when the minisier Jooked up, sturtled by
the sound of breaking glass nnd Achsah's
cry, the arm had been withdrawn and the
piece of b rk bad disappeared. The cry
of the pirl was answerad by a ha'sh,
grating lnugh, which was echoed from
the woods around, and for half an hour
peals of diabolical merrimeunt were hesrd
sbout the bouse unt:l thoy died away in
the distance.
CHAPTZR VIIL
AFTEL FIVE YEARS.

Five more yenrs passed in the history
of Sagnnuck siuce Mark Hillary’s disap-
pearauce, and Dorothes, the girl-witcn,
was weventeen years old. She had grown
up in these woods ot New Lngland free
and untrammeled by the affectations of
fashion. )

Like n sturdy plant which needed only
sun and air, she grew. It need hardly be
said that her face was fair. Indeed,
from it she de-erve.l the name of w tch,
for truly it was one molded to bewitch
the hearts of men, and many of the young
pioneers thore were who also felt its
power, ;

She was of medium he’ght, with a body
well built. Her hands were finely shaped;
her hair and eyes were brown. It was of
the lutter a pozt has wr.tlen:

“Brown eyes soem some rich, tempting wine

That might lead one {o love th.m all too well.”
And again:

“T know full well {wo decp dark eyes,

If brown or black, 'twerc somelimes hard to tell.

Right black in anger, brown in tenderness ;

But when the lony dark lashes hlf disguise

Their Jight. tho usual fearloss frankness flies,

And then there lurks in di:n, secret mistiness

A gleam 80 gubtle in its shadowyness

1 tear to glanco, leat (here =hould sudden rise

A flood of passivnate tenderness, so deep,

8o strong, vl as it were nll in vain to fight

1t3 wighty tide; to brave it were unwi

Lest I should be, if o'ex me it should sweep,

Soul-blinded by the glorious dark light,

Till all the world seems naught but two dark

eyes,”

Many were the lovers who came to her,
although each psrent warned his own son
against the wiles of the miaiden, for now
the suspicion of the minister hal grown
to be 8o positive that the girl really boro
the reputat.on of a witch. 3

This was augmented by the delection of
several myster.ous vi-is DorotLea re-
ceived from some unknown person. Ono
evening, sbout a year after rhe was left
alone' 1 BSagpauck, the minister was
walking through the wor.'s north of the
village, when he heard two persons con-
versing, ard, approaching, discovered
Doiothea. Her companion disappeared
as soon as the ministers footste s were
heard and tbe latter could not rdentify
him, But the visitor wore the garh of »n
Indian, Doiothea’s reticence with re-
gard to the visit added to the ministe:’s
belief in het guilr, s i

Atter this first visit, Mr, Granviile was
on the mleit to detect Do.othea in other
delinquencies. He made  excuses to be
much fiom home, and seldom failed to
fo.low her when rhe wns sent upon any
orrund which would take her into the
forest. So the man of God became a spy
upon the poor girl.

And his labors wers not without result.
Twice during that year he came upon her
in the forest holding secret converse
with some unknown person, and as these
meetings were nlways ut night they con-
firmed the susp cious about the girl. It
was also learned that after these inter.
views Dorothea always bad a supply of
money about her, and that once she
brought in from the forest a bundle of
furs, which were made into a cloak for
her protection 1n winter.

One night in October, as the minister
was prowling about in tue woods, go.nz
where his diseased fancy led him, he
suddeniy found bhimself in the little
opening in front of Hillary's deserted
cabix. “At' the Fame moment a m-n
dressed as an Indian came out of the
cabin door and hastily disappeared in
the woods. Mr, Granville, on the scent
for anything wh ch might convict the
girl, entered the deserted place and be-
gen o winute search. He was rew. rded
by finding a small package—a piece of
folded birch bark.

“No doubt it was a message from her
moster to Dorothea,” and he carried it
home with him.,

An enmity, teo, had arisen between
Dorothea and Aebsah Granville. The
latter could not meet the former withont
her little weaz. ned face drawing up into
a scowl, and emce she cried out that
Dorothex had hurt ber, although the two
girls were several yords apart. This had
occurred in front of the meeting house
one Bunday morming as the people were
coming out from preaching.

“You'child of the devil!” the father
cried. “Will nothing satisfy you? Why
do you so persecute that poormrl?'

“Child of the devil!” Dorothea an-
swered, “Methinks thad is rough speech
for a holy maa of God. But how can I be
Dorothea, ‘Ged’s gifty’ and come from
Satan?”

“You need not play upon words with
me, for I know you. T»ll me, if you are
God’s gift and not the devii's ehild, who
it is you go into the woeds to meet?”

“That I may not tell, reverend sir.”

“No; the tyuth you say now. It wouid
be to your shame to mention bim whom
you meet.”

“Nay, sir,” Dorothea answered, blush-
ing; “there is no shama about it. But
whom I meet does not concern you, and I
shall not tell you.”

“Perhaps yon will not deny, then, thnt
you received f1om him momey and furs?"
the persecuter said, in a tury, .

’Iﬁve you been a spy upon me? Was
it not enough for yvou to-drive my father
from his home? ave you no mercy that
yon follow and perseonte a helpless
child? Whether I receive-aught from any
one does not conceim vou. And now
let me go on.my way, for it is not seem!,
for you t6 bo'd such converse in front of
the meeting-house om the Lorl’s day.”
And without waiting for a reply, Doro-
thea made her way to ber adopted homo.

[TO BE CONTINUEI.]

Josh Eilllings™ Philssephy.

It iz a good sign when praize makes
a man behave betten.

‘When I see a poor and proud aristo-
krat purtiklar abcut punktillio, he al-
wus puds me in mind ov a drunken
man trieing tew walk a erack.

Our wants, after awl, make most ov
our happiness. When we hav got awl
we want, then eums fear lest we loze
what we hav got, and thus possession
fails tew be happiness.

Dangers are like a old bath—very
dangerous while you stand stripped on
the bank, but oftex net only harmless
but invigorsting, if you pitch into

em.

Take awl the hecys that hav
cam tew pass, and awl that hav caught
on the center and failed tew cum tew
time, and make them up into an aver-
age, and you will find that buying
stock on the Codfish Bank ov Nufeund-
land, at 50 per cent., for a rise, iz, in
comparison, a good spekulating bizzi-
ness.

It iz awl important thad fashion |

should be perfumed with waz mutch
morality az possible, for it controls
wore people than law ot piety duz.—
New Yark Weckly.

LAY i s T MJ&.“-L.’—“M%,\ o e

HANNAH'S JERSEY.

BY CLARA M.
«A fine Jersey!” Wal, yes, sir;
8he's made o’ ths right kind o’ stuff.
“«Bay her!” Ah, no, sir,

You haven’t money enufl.
“Gentle?” To me she's allus bin so,
But she hatas men like pizen,

An' to show it she's nover bin s'ow,

HOWARD.

«Wouldn't own sich a critter.” Wal, no, sir;
To milk her you never would try,

Fer jest let Jabez come nigh her o
An’ see how she'll let her heels fly.

«How does she know the difrenca?”

Wal, sir, she knows mcra’'n you think;

You see Jabez abused her

While tryin’ to lern her t> drink.

«How wus that?? Wal, sir, I'll tell you;

It happened In this way: Yer see,

'Twas in springtime — he men wer all bizzy,
S0 the milkin’ fell on Jabez an’ me.

Now he hates farmin’, docs Jabez,

An’ work allus makes him foel sore,

Fer he was ralsel up in the city—

Wus clerk in a dry-goods store.

But father's broad acres wur temptin’,
An’, as I wus the only child,

He proposed. Ot course I accepted,
Though T think now I must hev bin wild.
Father wus sore disappointel

‘Cause I choze a husband from town;

His fclks thot he'd married beneath him—
Fer him 'twas a ml:ey cum down

To change hisstore close fer blue drillin’,
An’ knuckle right down to hard work,
Though I'll say this much for Jabez:
He's naver bin known to shirk.

But Le likens himself to the eagle,

T.ed down to the ba~nyard fowl

I fail to see the resemblance—

He’s more like a great stupid owl.

He boasts of his great eldication,

But sez ’tIs all wasted down here,

\WWhere we're only a set of clodhoy p2rs;
He feels quite above us—that's clear.
Yet, with all of his top-story knowledge,

“GENTLE? TO ME SHE'S ALUS BIN 80."

He's lettin’ the farm ran down;
His heart’s not in his work, sir,
An’ he's allus lcngzin’ fer town.

When father was livin’ "twas difernt,
Fer he allus Jooked after the farm,

But ho wus allin’ all winter—

Thot he’d git well when 'twas warm—
But he died. An’ then Jabez

Sed the farm didn't ray an’ we'd sell;
But I thot different; 'tis my home, sir,
An’ I'll not leave it, at least fer a spell.

I tell him his brains an’' his Jarnin’
Are just as much nezded here

As they ever were up in the city,

Fer the farm neels a good financier
To make thinzs come out even,

An’ balance the proflt an’ loss—

To know what crops pay the test, sir,
An’ not get cheated buyin' a hoss.

The farmer needs somethin’ of science,
Likewise a bit o’ the liw,

To understand effects an’ thelr causes,
An' to make all his trades "thout a flaw.
Of medicine, to, he needs knowledge—
How to give lotlons an’ pills,

In order to care for his stock, sir,

An' cure their numerous ills.

An’ then he must be a good fight>r,

Fer tell of a gineral you know,

Who fought sach a numberless army,

As the persistent potato-bug foe,

To say nothin’ of "hoppers an' chinch bugs,
Of tramps an’ lightnin’-rod men, too—

An’ to vote for the rizht muan ot 'lectlon—
Is there aught he don’t need to know?

But Jabez, like zll city-bred people,

Looks down om us plain country folk.

Guess they'd find 'thout us furmers

That livin’d soon be a stale joke!

Wh»'d furnish sheir bread an' their buttes?
Where'd be their pork an’ their beef?
‘Who'd keep all thelr big mills a runnin?
Yes, without us they’d soorn come to grief!’

Without us where'd be your railroads,
With all thelr rush-an’ thefr noise?
An’ where'd your great men all cum from
If the fairmer quit raisin’ boys?
When I talk all this to Jabex he scorns it,
An' ses I'm not up with the times;
Thinks he can live without farmin’—
From his brain coin.dollars an’ dimes.
He thanks God he was not born a farmer,
'Tis such a low calling; but then
*T'is the noblest an’ first occupation
God ever gave untoe.men,
Fer wasn/t Father Adam a farmer?
An’ the garden of Eden a farm?
Then why scorn $he brown-handed toiler,
Who from the earth gains a livin’
By the add of his strong right un.n?

- - - -

Let me see! Where was I?

Out to the barn, I think,

Doin’ a part o’ the milkin®

An’ learnin’ the calf to drin.

Wal, the helfer—her mothep-—was res..ve:
At bein’ deprived of her calf,

An’ Jabez got riled putty casy—

He's got tod much temper by balf—
But he manazed by some loud takin’®,
An’ several sound blows from his fist,
To frighten her into submission—

On beatin’ he’d allus insist.

Wal, witen we'd finished the milkia',
There was the calf to be fed,

80 he backed it up,in the coyner,

And into the pail jammed fits head.

The calf choked an’ strugzied—

I sed «Jabez, that's not the best way,
Father allus——.” «You shet up, Hanpex!»
An' ¥d not a word more to say.

«Ther's no use in her suckin' my finger,
That's a reg'lar old fogy plan;

I belleve in new ways t0.do things—

1'm not that kind of & man!»

Al} this time the calf wus a strugslin'—
She didn’'t ssem to like she “new way™— |~
An' landed Jabez plump in the gut.er,
Whicy badn’t been clean d that day.
Some way ashe was a fall n’,

His head got , ammed in the pall—

He tarew his hands u3 blindly,

An’ caught ihe old cow by tac tailh

Of course at all this.commotion, i
Though a staid an' digniticd beast, v
She kigked, and hit poor Jabez

A dozen t mes at least—

*Thout hurtin’ him much tho'—

An’ he ro e, very black in the face,
Swore at farmersiand farmin’,

An® cursed the whole bovine race.

Teen he knocked the calf down with the
milk-stool,

An® kicked it until I crled,

And, though I krow it wus wicked,

I wus glad his four boys hed died;

Fer if he’d abw:e u poor helpless creetur,

Why wouldn't he abuse his own child?
An’ I thot how different was father—
8o gentle, so kind, an’ so mild.

1 Jovked at the calf, "twas a gasphn’,
An’ I took her poor 1 oad on wy knee,

Rais>d her up gently an' fad her,
An’ that's why £€ho's gentle with
She hates Juber, an’ fears him,
An’scm? way I lost my ro:pect

Then an' thar, in spits of his Jarn
His brains an’ his great intollect.

Fer & man o' his boasted knowledge s

UCAUGHT THE OLD COW BY THE TAIL.®

To be s0 easy upset!

Somehow I felt sort o' disgusted,

An' I hain’t rot over it yot!

I wouldn’t giv * a mlll on the dollar

Fer a man, tho' he's smarter by halt

Than all the wise m-n in croation,

If he'd abu e a poor little calf.
Hanvey, Wis

A BOY MURDERER.

The Youngest Convict in the United States.
‘Wonderfully innocent-looking is pris-
oner No. 1900 in the Yowa State Pris-
on, a slim boy eleven years old} ,
rather a handsome boy, with

photograph shows,
risoner ever received at the pr
it is believed, at any other State
prison. g
Pirisoner 1900 is sentenced to the
Jowa State Penitentiary for life. His
crime was the brutal and premeditated
murder of his father and stepmother
near Edgewood, Clayton County, in
July, 188Y. i
Early one morning Wesley drove the
old farm team furiously up to a neigh-
bor’s house. He had the baby in the
wagon with him. He had an awful
story to tell. When he arose that
momingi and went to his parents’ room
a terrible sight met his eyes. ]
Lyiog stretched out on the bed was
the body of his father with s bullet-
hole through his head. Half on the

bed and half on the floor was the body -

of his stepmother. Her head was
beaten toa jelly. On the floor lay a
heavy club, smeared with blood, and
his father’s old muzzle-loading rifle,
with which the ghastly work had
done.

The community was
many peo'Fle were throwd ung
picion. The eldest son prov
alibi.

YWesley, the ten-year-old boy, main-

WESLEY ELKINS,

tained his story. He showed ne sign
of grief. No tesr came to his eve.

related again and again the deju]
his borrid discovery. It was
the same. ;

day this 10-year old child called the offi-
cials into-his cell and confessed that the
work was his. There was no breaking
down, no tears. Ceolly and calmly
again he detailed the story.

His father and bkis stepmother
whip: him and he would not stand
it. He waited until his brother was
gone away and he wns alone in the
house with his parents. At 3 o’clock
in the moyning he got up, stole down
stairs and loaded his father’s old muz-
zle-loading rifle, which hung on the
wall in the bed-room. He put the muz-
zle to his father’s forehead and fired.
As he had expected, his step-mother
was awakened by the report and
leaped out of bed to strike a light.
‘Wesley knocked her down with a club
which he had ready. Then, to make
the matter sure, he beat her head to
a jelly.

Belore the Rise.

Bull—It’s my drink first.
—No, 'tain’t, it’s mine.

—Let’s toss up .fgr i&.‘—-hum& f
1. A'Muddy Day in Blackville.

Mr. Bloomfield (c;t'ltinning a fath-
erlylecture)—Allas foller in yo' fader’s
footsteps, Clemmy, an’ youll be pritty

sure t’ kim t' no hahm."~-Judge
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