
ROY'S EXPERIENCE.
[Written for the Rr-voKThJJsroshy Len.)
"Gayly the troubadour tout*hed his

ruitar," merrily sang Roy Somers as fsfe©
drew on her gloves and looked at herself
in the glass before going out.

"Quite in touch -with the times a
xmching instance," said her brother Lee,
;tretcbing himself lazily on the sofa.-

"Say, Koy, what do you suppose he
touched it with? Pity it had not been
\u25a0ou-_hwood, and then that ]ullaby Eve
-;ang to a preadainite would have been
oxtinot," he said, teusingly. "Where are
you offto anyway, sis?"

"Woil, Lee Sorners, your memory i8
ibout as good as you are. Have you for-
gotten that Imust buy my ticket if Isail
»n the Queen of the Pacific?" said his
\u25a0lister.

"Yes: but I wanted to forget," said he,
lolefully, springing up and putting his
Jirin around her. "How can Ido without
you?" And then seeing tears fillingher
ayes he said: "My landlady will have me
down to a fine point in training for a light
weight. To save her substance she Will
nave me a shadow when you return. She
<ays in one breath, 'Have some pie, Mr.
\u25a0Somers? John, take away the pie.' And
m the morninjr she asks, 'Will you have
*negg?' and Ifeel sure she wants to add,
"Or have you had one?' "The mimicry of manner and 'tone
brought a smile to Roy's face. Then her
brother went on:

"Koy, I will miss your company so
much. You are my gauge to keep me
straight. I. wish we need not be sepa-
rated."
"Iwish so, too, dear," says Roy, tears

filling her dark eyes. "Bat the chances
ire too good to lose, and your salary
won't support us both. I hate to leave
you and go away alone with strangers,
Jin whatever is, is right, and we must be
brave about it, and possibly our long
lane willhave something nice around the
turn awaiting you and I."

"A stump to upset us likely," said Lee,
gloomily.

"We may land on our feet, then," said
Roy, cherrily, as she kissed her brother
and left him, stopping at the door to say:
"Lee, come and meet me at t>:^o like a
dear, for it is my last evening."

Roy and Lee Homers were orphans who
had lately come from the East, Lee to ob-
tain a situation in a national bank, and
Roy after some months had answered an
-idvertisoment forgoverness in the south-
ern part of the State and was to leave by
the steamer Queen of the Pacific the fol-
lowing day.

The parting came, sad, as all partings
are, but Roy was a brave little woman,
and though the tears glistened on her
long lashes she tried to appear interested
in the novel scene around" her. The pas-
senger list was filled with all nationali-. "Travel," as some one observed,
"always brings out the best in every-
one.*' Cynical ones say, "Yes, when
bey are seasick." But the Pacific gives

oo one an excuse for such nonsense, and
sue Captain declared. "Every passenger
who missed a meal on his boat Was lined

He was saying this in his cheery voice
is ue walked around the deck getting
acquainted with the people who were
;iow under his jurisdiction. Ho was an
alderly man, with a fine presence and
whs a very popular commander. He
\u25a0\u25a0stopped at ltoy's side and inquired
Kindly ifshe was traveling alone and her

Roy answered him in her
rank, bright way. Soon the dinner
.joug sounded aud he said, "You will be
a my table, and Ishall look after you, if
you will permit me, and tell me your
•mine, so Iwill know what to call you,"
he said, smiling kindly at her.

"Koy Sofners," she said simply, an-
swering him.

He grew pale, atid grasping the rail ho
said hurriedly, "Are you a native daugh-

oftibia State ".'"
"Oh, no," said Roy, "I am a New

Yorker. I have only been here a little
while."

"You must be a. relation of mine,"-said
the Captain gravely. "That is my name,
md 1 am from that State. What was

( your mother's name," he asked, "before
she was married?"

"Margaret Lee," she said softly, "but
he d led two years ago, and my brother
iud I are orphans. 7\u25a0

The Captain staggered against the rail
.nd covered his face with his hands,
toy looked at him wonderingly. Finally

ie spoke.
"She was my wife," he said, "and you

—you are my own daughter.
It was Roy's turn to be surprised.

"You must be mistaken," she said. "My
ather died some years ago lam sure. I
•annot remember him, it was when I
•vas very small."

The Captain for answer drew'from his
locket a photograph case, aiidopening it,
itoy saw on one side her mother's face,
md on the other side CaptaUi^omers,
akon years ago, but still bearing^ strong

\u25a0use mbianco to him.
"Why was it you neveT told, or wrote,

>r even came to my mother all these
years?" she said gravely, and a little
scornfully. .

"There was a grave mistake, an error,
emed impossible to correct it at the

ime. Now it is too late, too late," and
,ie groaned.

"Come to my room and Iwill tell you,
but don't scorn me, for you are all that is
eft me to love now."

Roy followed him, but on arriving at
he door the room was found occupied

oy a lady passenger who had dropped in
0 see the Captain, a golden-haired, viva-

cious little willow,with a curious gleam
in her large, light blue eyes; a gleam like
a glint of steel, showing a strong will.
She came forward gracefully, cordially
greeting the Captain as an old friend.
•le, turning, introduced Roy as his
daughter.

"Ah!" she murmured, turning and
aiming Roy curiously, "I understood

\u25a0in had no family, Captain," smiling at
lim.
"Not here; they have just come from

he East," he said, quietly.
"Your wife, too?" she asked rather

treathlessly.
"She is dead," he said gravely, "but

iiyson is out here, too. We have been
separated a long time now, but please
\u25a0iodwe will spend the rest of our lives
ogether."

"How pleasant for you; how happy
•ou willbe; I envy you their love and
•ompany. Life is so lonely when one is

;done," said the widow, plaintively droop-
ng her long, golden lashes over her eyes,

after looking pensively sweet at the Cap-
am. A curious smile crossed his bronzed

cc as Jie glanced keenly at the fair
vidow.
"I was lonely tillIsaw Lee and Roy,"

t-plied he; "Now they are* both conipan-
inable, Iwillnever be lonely again."
Although quite fascinated with the

vidow Merlin, ho had the good sense not
o divulge all his" life to her, but she
;new more than he thought, and bided
icr time, knowing that all things come
o him who waits. She sighed very audi-
)ly, and then drawing her pretty figure

up, she leaned over to Roy and said
; ,weotly, "You su\d I, my dear, niust be
inn fEitfnds. Iknow I shall love you as

;ny own daughter,"- and with another
effective droop of the long lashes, "You
are so like your father."

This effusive little speech missed its
mark. The Captain was gazing lovingly
at Roy. and she was reading his very
;.oul, as if tojassurc herself that ail he had
said was true; but she thanked Mrs. Mer-
Un politely.

At the first glance of the widow Roy
iiad taken instinctive dislike to her. The
cool, steely glitter in her eyes repelled,
nnd yet attracted her against her will.

The dinner gong sounding, Roy went
down on her father'sami, the littlewidow
olloning with a decided pout on her ripe,

red lips. This new-found relationship
interfered with her plans.

The dinner hour passed pleasantly;
ioy was happy and chatted away, and
he little widow was charming every one
vilh her wit and gracious, lavish smiles.
After dinner she pressed Roy to come to
;ier room; and Roy consented, she had
not been long there when she had a curi-
• mSjSleepy sensation stealing over her. A
veight seemed on her*brain. She triedto

1brow it oTi", and • listen more attentively
o Mrs. Merlin's voice, but it sounded far

\u25a0>ff, and beat like a faintpulse in her ears.
lioy had never fainted in her life, but

wb^n she recovered consciousness she I
was in her own stateroom, and the stew- j
ardess, Nellie, was bathing her head, and j
Mrs. Merliu wa< saying, '"Ah, poor dear, j
the heat and motion of the boat was too
much U»r lier," meanwhile passing her
.je">v2le<i bauds over Roy's brow, and
nourishing them, it. seemed, unnecessar-
ily iii tfe&aif, till even the stewardess, no-
ticing th 4tlushiu^ gems, said: MLord,
Miss ihiiin, how yer rings shine; every
last one of them iikfesparkess."

Mrs...Merlin left Roy for a little while
and sought the Captain, first telling him
"Roy was sleeping oil'a bad sick, head-
ache." Itwas late when she left his room,
but .she had adroitly found out most of
his history; her bright eyes and sweet,
smypatlietic smiles and judicious en-
couragment had won his confidence.

The next day Roy kept her room ; her
brain seamed torpid; she could not
think; bewildering ideas crowded her
mind, but no definite subject. Before
night she had an idea that at the next
stopping-place, a seaport town, she must
leave the ship. Mrs. Merlin never left
her. When she was tossing restlessly on
her bed, those small, jeweled fingers were
ever ready to smooth her hair or touch
lightly her forehead.

The fog had come in and Captain Som-
ers had to be on duty. He longed to be
with Roy, but, save for a few brief mo-
ments, he could not spare the time.

The first officer of the steamer, Mr.
Bell, had been introduced to Roy and had
fallen desperately in love with her sweet
lace and pleasant manners. Bell was a
fine fellow, and Captain Somers thought
everything of him. He was a fine speci-
men ofmanhood—a six-footer, with light
brown hair and mustache, and a clear
blue eye that was not asnamed to look
his friends in the face. With a keen appre-
ciation of fun, honest and manly, he
was altogether an agreeable fellow, and
when on duty every inch a sailor. The
words of the old song applied to him:
"For his heart was brave and free; ever
open, like the sea." On that first day
out he had taken every opportunity to be
near Koy. She had thought him very
pice—in fact, it was the old story of mu-
tual attraction. Looking over the sea he
would think dreamily of the girl su n<;:r

him, and how bright life would seem if
he could always b.; with her. He would
start from his revery with a sigh at the
impossibility of such a thing, and the
steamer's engines would echo a poufl-
pouff as ifvery cynical over such a sud-
den attachment to an\ acquaintance on tho
first officer's part.

The stewardess, Nellie, ever ou the
alert for seasick passengers and tips,
seemed to scent a love affair, and, being
very much in love with the first officer,
was exceedingly jealous of the few atten-
tions Bell had paid toHoy.

Nellie was an original character—a
feature of the boat. Her robes were
features, too, in their cut and make; a
tilt in the front breadths and a dip in the
back ones gave her the appearance of tho
pert little bird called a wagtail, as she
rliited to and fro, taking sea biscuits and
hot coffee to the rooms.

One morning as they were making the !
first port the air was misty and cool. The I
first officer, offduty, was sitting on the
steamer rail patiently awaiting Roy's ap-
pearance, not knowing she was sick.
Nellie came liirtingby; and as she passed,
with malice intent, she sent a whole cup
ofcoffee over him, pretending the while
that the motion of the boat had caused
the accident. Bell was too much of a
gentleman to .swear at a woman: but, if
glances like arrows could have pierced,
Nellie would have looked like a feminine
St. Sebastian. She grumbled an apology,
but Bell was too mad to heed itas he tore
away. Nellie could be heard muttering
audibly, "Sitting for all the world like a
frog on a log waiting to be shoved off;
gawking at her door as if his eyes were
gimlets and could make a hole big
enough to see that pale-faced ruin. And j
she's as shailer as a pie-plate and would I
lloat in mighty little water, and the yal-
ler-heded widder woman is after the
Capting. It must be in the minx." And
Nellie sniffed contemptuously, and went
below to row with the cabin boys to vent
her feelings.

Roy felt too weak to arise, and all that
morning the widow was on the quarter-
deck, and the Captain was ready to de-
clare "that she was the kindest little
woman- be -bad- -ever met." She would
rush down the stairs every half-hour to
see how the dear child was feeling, and
never once failed to tell the Captain when
she went.
"She was charming, sometimes witty, free

and easy, but not bold.
Like an apple, ripe uud mellow, not too young

and not too old."
And Captain Somers was losing his head,

grey as it was, and his heart, too, almost,
under the charming sweetness of the
Widow Merlin. Her smiles were all for
him; even her sparkling eyes would
soften dangerously when she met his
glance and her long lashes, quickly
shading them as she smiled, would have
won stouter hearts than his, for be it
known sailors have usually tender hearts.

That night the boat swung in to the
pier at a noted watering-place. Many
passengers not awaiting the train left
the boat to take carriages to adjacent
towns.

At the 8 o'clock breakfast Captain
Somers went around for Roy. She was
not there. Her satchel, her shawl strap,
all wore gone. He went ou shore but
could find no trace of her. He was nearly
crazy with gfief.

Mrs. Merlin came on deck buttoning
her wrap, and begged toknow ifshe could
not do something. "The poor child; how
sad; could she have been kidnaped,"
murmuring all this breathlessly, sympa-
thetically. *

Mr. Hell was told, and he,'too, helped
in the search, but she had disappeared as
mysteriously as if the ocean had swal-
lowed her. The Captain could not wait.
He put the case in a friend's hands; one
who promised to do all he could to find a
trace of Roy.

But only her brother Lee had one let-
ter from her, telling of "the newly-
found father, and then at the last a hint
ofdisgrace for them both, and of their
having no.right to their name, and a
wild appeal .for hina not to speak to the
Captain, and a threat if he did that she,
Roy, his sister, would never see him
again." NO address and no postmark.
So there was no clew to follow. The
steamer arrived. Captain Somers sought
Lee, and told him his life history, and
Lee was satisfied, but very much worried
over Roy's strange leaving her father so

jsuddenly, but he added: "Roy is a plucky
little soul. She will turn up some time."
And Captain Somers could only wring
his boy's hand, and hope and pray so;
pray that nothing had befallen his newly-
found idol.

In an old mining town up North tho
school term had commenced, and a new
teacher, a young lady, had been engaged.
Though thin and rather wan looking, it
was not hard to recognize Roy Somers.

Life here was very different to her. She
misled her brother's companionship, and
the thought of her meeting with her father
always brought a glow of indignation to
her cheeks. When he/ thoughts went that
way she thought quickly of Mr. Bell.
He seemed in her present state of mind a
counter irritant. Then she would sigh
softly, "But he was exceedingly kind,
and so nice—so nice."

There must have been some mental
telegraphy at work, for Mr. Bell would
look at the north star and sigh, "She was
so pretty and so nice."

The mining town was between high
hills, and the main street boasted a
wooden sidewalk, but so Bteep was the
grade some thrifty townsman had nailed
cleats all up it, "to keep people from go-
ing back ou theirselvea or forrard on
somebody else when a gitting up or
down," he explained. A hotel, a meet-
ing-house for itinerant ministers, a
schoolhouse, several saloons, and dwell-i ings for about two hundred people con-

I stituted the town. Roy had tound an
abiding place with an old couple who
rented rooms, and "ate you or you could
eat yourself", described jld their vernac-
ular the European plan on which they
took boarders. The old lady was a nice,
clean, thrifty soul, who waited on table,
and was always asking Roy if she was

j sugared, and if paw had passed the
Jersey to Mrs. Soiners»(she would always
.say Mrs. for Miss). By the Jersey she
meant the milk, and paw would always
tee-hee huskily at the joke, that was
badly worn out after a week's use. Still

I they were very kind, and Roy was coin-
j fortable.

"Paw" was musical, too, and had the
honor of being caller for numerous

I dances held in the town. Mrs. Scott

would say after supper, "Now, paw, get
out yer gueifar and tune up something ,
tooney for Mrs. Somers and me to go to
sleep on."

Her school interested and amused Roy. j
One of the pupils, a colored boy named )
Thomas Jefferson Carson, worshiped j
Roy, and when she told him to do any-
thing, he would invariably reply: "1

I mann, honey, anything you telled me I
! does, even if I cuts oft' this good-tur-
nuthin' hed."

He had brought a yellow dog one day j
for a present, and as he answered to the I
name of Chromo, Roy would not change
the name for another more classical but
l&ss appropriate.

Early in the spring a flock of wild '•geese had passed, and a young goose ;

whose wing and leg had been broken, fell
from the ranks. Tom had found it,
tended itcarefully, and although disabled,
it could go around very comfortably. He
had brought this, also, to Roy. She as as
extremely fond of pets, and these two.
Chromo, the dog, and Troy, the goose,
would follow her everywhere except to
school. She grew quite attached to them.
Troy was a most affectionate bird, and
loved to be caressed. She would arch her
glossy neck for the touch of her soft lin-
gers, and give a soft honk of satisfaction
as she settled down at her feet before the
lire on the open hearth. And paw would
say: "Maw, ain't them three just like
the pictur' of the happy family in tho
Bible—Mary, John and so-forth?"

December came, and Roy was busy
drilling the children for a Christmas en-

j tertaiument. So. little time for thinking,
and very little time for visiting, except
now and then a walk across the ridge to

| Betty Martin's cabin. Betty was wretch-
i edly poor. Her one child, a son, had

supported her. Now, he had been in the
valley hospital for some weeks with
rheumatism, and "the wolf was very
near her door." She hated to go to town
and beg. The boys were a mischievous
lot, and when they saw bet on the ttt
they would call out, "Hi! lio-tty Martin,

I tip-top, tine; couldn't get a husband to j
please her, please her—couldn't get a hus-

l band to please her mind !"
Betty naturally resented this, and her

wrathy rejoinders only added fuel to
their fun.

Roy heard of it, and gave her pupils a
serious talking to about tormenting the
poor old woman. Thomas Jefferson, with
his usual volubility, said: "Yes, mann,
and Iwilllet drap a rocky stone on any
feller's hed as I hear doing it. Fader
says, anyways, <iord<;ots mad when yer
yell at an old pusson wid one feet in de
graber and de odder all buter, and he
will put you on de anvil of his rawih and
pound yer wid de hammer of his indig-
nation," and Thomas J. rolled his eyes
till the whites alone were visible, and as
if ho could see the hammer coming.

Roy could hardly keep a straight face
at this speech, but the other children
were serious till one boy said: "Tom
Jefferson makes a good deacon preachin',
but he is better at vellin' at Mrs. Mat-
tin."

Roy walked over one evening to see
Betty. She found her in tears, because
she had "nuthin" to send her boy for
Christmas, and "nuthin'% for herself. Roy
would willingly have given her sonic-
thing, but her salary had not been paid
and she had no money on hand. The
Trustees said it would be all right when
the miners had a "clean up." Every-
thing depended on a "clean up," and it-
must be a. good one that would settle all
accounts for that year.

She walked home in the twilight very
soberly, thinking how she could possibly
help Betty. Itseemed a hopeless case, and
tears filled her dark eyes. Ifonly Lee
would help. But she would not write him
for she knew he was with tho Captain,
for a cautiously-worded advertisement in
the city papers caught her eye. It was
from Lee, asking her "to write and get
an explanation." Whenever she thought
of doing so a repulsive feeling came over
her, and she literallyhad not the strength
of willto combat this. She seemed to
see a pair of glittering blue eves watch-
ing her and forbidding her to do it.

As she walked along the idea came to
her to kill the wild goose, her pet Troy,
and give that to Betty for her Christmas
dinner. That was really all she had to
give; but could she sacrifice the pet for
poor old Betty ?

The evening had grown cold, and a
light snow was falling, whitening tho
ground; the wind whistled througli tho
dark piae boughs. Roy felt dreary,
lonely and heartsick for her brother.
And could she now give up the one
thing that seemed to love her. The tears
came. She brushed them away bravely,
and without giving herself time to think
or say a word to the old couple, she went
in tho house, caught up Troy and an old
apron and retreated. She had never
killed anything in her whole life, and her
hands shook nervously as she picked up
the wood ax. The goose was contented
to be within her arms, recognizing her
mistress, and she stooped her head and
kissed her glossy feathers, with a little
sob in hor throat, but the thought of old
Betty's misery and want gave her cour-
age. She laid the goose on the wood
block, and with one quick blow of the ax
the head rolled off. She flung the body
down and rushed to the house and to her
room like a whirlwind and had a good
cry. Then she went outside, picked up

j her dead pet, wrapped her in tho old
i apron, and by the light of the young

moon went again to Betty's cabin. Tho
old woman heard her call at tho door and
came quickly.

"Ihave brought you a Christmas din-
ner," she said in a shaking voice, as she
handed in her pet, and never waiting for
the old woman's thanks she sped away
over the new-fallen snow to her homo.

She was late for supper, but to Mrs.
Scott's inquiry she said, briefly: "Ihave
been to see Mrs. Martin." Chromo came
up to her and snitted suspiciously at her
dress, then licked her hands, but, con-
trary to her usual custom, Roy never no-
ticed him. Mrs. Scott said to her hus-
band: " 'Pears to nae Mrs. Somers has

' something on her mind more than com*

"Wimmin mostly do," said he. "It's
always soinethin' more than extra they
do and think; that is, accordin' to their

jown notions."
The evening seemed unusually long to

Roy. A depressed feeling seemed in the
air. Even the "gueitar" music did not
sooth her. And when the old man picked
up his violin, and practiced calling for an

j imaginary dance, and although Roy
could distinguish the tune of "Iwant to

[ be an angel," arranged to the words:
"Honors tue the right, honors tue the
left; salute yourright hand pardners and
all promenade," she did not even feel
like smiling; not even when Mrs. Scott
seized a chair and executed a waltz with
elephantine agility, and beamed brightly
as Scott said: "That's well dun, maw."

The next morning before 7 o'clock the
bell in the meeting house was rung
vigorously. As it was only rung for
services and fires, this created general
alarm, and every man, woman and child

| in the neighborhood ran quickly up the
I street to see what it meant. They were
met on the steps by the Justice of the
Peace, an important feeling man. very
large as to size, very small as to brain.
When the crowd asked the cause of the

I ringing of the bell, he cleared his voice
and said: "Friends, citizens, Mrs. Betty

j has been foully murdered, evidently last
j night, and her body disposed of."

A thrill of horror went through the
crowd expressed in a prolonged "Oh!"
and a chorus of voices asked, "Who done
it? Who done it?" "Swing'em to a

I pine so he can't touch bottom novvhurs!"
"He deserves it. Poor old woman;
never touched anyone in her life."

"Well, yer can't prove it by me," said
the J. P., "but Sammule Carson sez that
the blood tracks go clean to Mrs. Scott's
cabing, strait from Mrs. Betty Martin's.
Itlooks black as darkness, and if yer
willfollow me we will unravel and un-
wind this double and twisted mistery."
Amurmur of assent greeted this pro-
posal.

The Justice of the Peace and the Dep-
uty Sheriff led the procession. Mrs.
Scott saw them coming, and opened the
door quickly. "This air real neighborly
of you," she called •> ;t, "to give paw,
Mrs. Somers and I a surprise before tho
day gets aired. Com- »in, come in, do,"
she said, hospitably.

But the Justice of the Peace said sol-
emnly, "Miss Scott, it ain't no such fool-
ishness as that we cum about. There is

B
tracks from your cabing to ML-.s
l's, and she is murdered—dead."
id! dead!" screamed Mrs. Scott,
! Paw ! do you hear that!"
; came forward and said: "Miss

Martin! Lord bless me soul and budy,
Miss Somers only seen her last night,
and she was well and hearty; leastways,
1 never asked, but I presume likely she
was."

"Mebee Mrs. Somers knows more
about it than you. Call hef here, please,"
said the J. P.

Roy came at once. Her face was pale
and her eyes heavy, as if from want of
sleep, and she walked as one in a dream.
The loud talking and a glance at the crowd
aroused her some. "Mrs. Soraers, did you
or did you not see Miss Betty Martin
last evening. She is dead now, and has
been murdered. Do you know anything
of it?" The coarse, loud voice, the sud-
den ill news, startled Roy. she looked
around helplessly a minute, then fell tar-
ward in a taint.

"She is the gbilty one; Lord help us,"
said the Sheriff. And in a few moments
Roy was picked up and carried down to
the town, Mrs. Scott following weeping,
and all the children and women follow-
ing her example. Paw Scott hobbled
along, fastening his suspenders as he
went.

Roy came to as they reached the school-
house, but did not seem to realize her po-
sition. She kept murmuring, "oh, I
must leave to-night. I must. Killed
her, killed her, lelt her, left her." These
incoherent utterances seemed a proof of
her guilt, and her appearance strength-
oned the theory.

The crowd followed into the school-
room, and the preliminary trial wan com-
menced by the Justice of the Peace, who
recited the history of the blood marks
"and how Carson could see nothing but
emptiness in Miss Martin's cabin."

Then he called Carson on the stand.
He commonced with questioning that
colored person thus:

"Mr. Jabe Carson, how many children
hey you?"

"Ten," modostly replied Carson.
"Allthe same color as you?'
"Well, sail, no. Dejr ranges all do way

from dusk till midnight, in \u25a0hades,
sah."

"l»iil you see the murder or the mur-
dered?"

"No, sah; but Thomas Jefferson, my
third son from tho last, sab, :-aw de
bloody tracks and traced 'cm to Mr.
Scotfs; and, sah, an apun—a woman's
spun—wrapped rouud de boolge in de
do' post, .sah."

"That will do, Mr. Carson. Call
Thomas Jefferson."

The boy came, trembling like a leaf,
and his eyes big with horror. He gave
one despairing look at Roy, but she did
not heed him.

"Well, my man, now tell tho truth.
What do you know '.'"

The boy looked up and said, in a loud
voice, "Nuf&n', sir."

"Nothing? You did, sir. You saw
blood tracks to Scott's cabin. You said
so."

"No, sah, not a bloody gpot as big as a
blue jay bird's car. IKnow nullin". 1
seed nullin' and iso nufiin' to tell."

The story fell glibly from his lips, but
great drops of perspiration stood on in.s
black lorehead. Coaxing, threats, curs .s
even did not move tho boy to speak an-
other word.

Roy meanwhile was slowly recovering
her wontt d manner. She came as one out
of h deep sleep, just realizing something
was happening but ignorant of its cause.
The women of the town gathered around
with kindly questioning sympathy, but
tho Sheriff said, brusquely: "No ques-
tioning the prisoner tiil the Distreek At-
torney comes. We have sent for him.
lie will be here before to-morrow. The
prisoner will be put under care at the
hotel till he arrives."

During all this time the Captain and
Lee had not been idle in their search.
Mr. Hell, the first offlceilbelng in love,
was just as anxious and more so. Kno%v
ing she intended teaching ho wrote t<>
every school trustee in the State, and
finally happened to reach, by letter, tho
mountain town where Roy was teach-
ing.

Highly elated at his success he obtained
a month's leave of absence, and, with a
party of young men, joined n hunting
party, and, on the very day the District
Attorney came up on the stage, Bell and
his friends were passengers. Bell and
the lawyer got in conversation, and he
told Bell "that a trial was to be held in
that town," and added, "if you want to
see how law works so near heaven you'd
better stop over."

"Who are the parties?" inquired Bell.
"A Miss Somers, a teacher, is held for

murder ofan old woman."
Bell nearly lost his balance off the seat

at this announcement.
"Do you knew her?" asked tho lawyer,

noticing Bell's agitation.
"Yes,' he replied; "and there must be

some mistake—some tocrihle mistake."
"Ihope so, Iam sure, said the lawyer.

And neither spoke again tillthe town was
in sight.

Mr. Bell was too taken up with distraet-
'ing thoughts to talk, and the lawyer was
retlecting on the case.

The stage rattled into town and drew
up at the Palace, a mobt pretentious
name for an extremely unpretentious
looking house.

I
Hi, Hank, yer airly," greeted the
ver, as be swung offhis seat and threw
reins to tho hostler.
Iso by steam nowadays," he replied,
igh pressure."
How der you manage steani? :> in-
red another.
The high esteem in which I'm held
the boss," said Hank, as he pulled off
gum coat, and the crowd yelled.
Hank's oheek would split a cyclone in

two if it hit him," said an envious man,
as he heard a laugh at the popular dri-
ver's pun.

The Justico of the Peace was on hand
to greet the lawyer and point with his
finger to the window of the room upstairs
where the prisoner was, and tho lawyer
nodded and said: "After dinner; for
even death sometimes waits till a man
dines."

Bell and his friends went in to regis-
ter, Bell inquiring if he could see Miss
Somers.

"Not just now," said the clerk, nerv-
ously. "She is sick, Ibelieve."

"Give her my card, then," said Bell, as
he produced one. and the clerk took it
upstairs, between his finger and thumb,
as ifhe was afraid it might get away.

Thomas Jefferson had left town. No
one thought of detaining him, but it was
not very long after the stage came in an-
other vehicle drove up, Thomas Jefferson
driving, and on the high board seat sat
Mrs. Betty Martin. The crowd yelled
and cheered, a few mystified, puzzled-
looking people Avore silent, and no less
than twelve went to help Betty alight.
Soon as she was ou the ground she said:

"Gentlemen, hero Ibo back to tell you
Iain't dead, nor murdered, and I'll thank
you kindly to let out Miss Somers that
committed the murder. It makes me
sick on my stummick to see sich fools,
and that Unjustice of the Peace is a whole
team with a dog," she said scornfully.

"Well, there—there was murder ail the
same," said the Justice of the Peace, de-
fending himself, or trying to. "Isaw the
blood myself."

"Carn't yer tell goose blood from mine,
or is it so much like yourn. Tho critter
that Miss Somers sacrificed for me
dripped ail the way from Scott's cabin to
mine, and Itook it to Jim at the hospital,
so we could Christmas together. Jim said
'three of a kind make one of a pair.' "Betty laughed and then continued: "And
Thomas Jefferson, if hia hull hide is
black he has a white heart, and don't let
his imagination run sideways with him.
Cum clear over to Jim's hospittle."

"Crazy to tell you was dead first, I
guess," sneered the Justice of the Peace.

"I'llbrake yer brack head wid a brick
if yer say so," said Thomas Jefferson.
"Iknowed it all the time. Mrs. Somers,
the honey, nebber done went and killed
Mrs. Martin. I knowed Jim would
know, and Iwent and found the coppse
and drug her back," he said triumph-
antly.

The men cheered Thomas Jefferson,
and a loud call for Miss Somers was
heard. She came down the_staira and
stood at the door. Betty flawToward her
and kissed her hands, aud the men all
flocked around to ask her forgiveness for
their suspicions.

"Inever realized it, friends," said Roy.
"I have been ill, and my head ached so,
and I feltso oppressed I did not know
what all the fuss was about. To-day I
feel much better, and have been told the
whole case. It was circumstantial ev-
idence, but Idon't blame you, as Icame a
stranger to your town and gave you no
confidence. Still—" She paused, and

here lior eyes fell, for the first time, on I
Mr. Bell. He came forward and shook j
bands with her cordially, and turnint: to
the men he said: "Miss Somers is .1
daughter of one of the most popular
Captains on this coast. Your hasty Judg-
ment has led you ail into a grave error.
As Miss Sonip.rs was too sick to realize her
danger, therefore she was not worried, as

I she might have been, over this case. She
I will probably forgive you, but not forget
i your kindness in wanting to put a rope
jround her neck."

"Youare jealous of the rope, I think
! likely, Mr. Tenderfoot," piped a voice
jfrom the crowd; and Bell colored as he

i ted Roy upstairs.
The meeting was too much for Roy. !

; She reached the room, threw herself on
i the sola and burst into tears. "You have, made me think—think of everything.

Why did you come." she sobbed. "
"Because I could not help it. I am

jsorry if I worry you," said he. "Miss
I Roy, please don't cry. You distress hip."
And he sat down on the sofa beside her
and drew her head down on his shoul-
dor. It seemed the most natural thing
for him togdo, yet his heart was beating
like a trip hammer at his own temerity.

"Icame because I love you,*' he con-
tinued. "Would it bo vory hard for you
to love me—to be my wife?"

Roy raised her head and lookod at him
sadly.

"You—you," she said, "want mo for
your wife. You don't know that L have
no name, no right to the one I bear."

"I know your whole history," ho re-
plied. "I beard it from your father,
Captain Somers, Do you care to hear it
before you give me my answer.'

She nodded assent, and he went on:
"Your mother's tirst husband was v
drunkard and a gambler. Life with him
was impossible. She returned to her
home in the East and left him in Califor-
nia, Report reached her of his death,
and, after B time, she met the Captain
and married him. Then came a ran
that he was living. Tho Captain left v
mother and you two children in a q
town in New York State, and came V.
with his ship to find out the truth. He
was wrecked on the Island of Fernandez.

>n£ time elapsed be aid leave
there, and, Anally, on reaching San Fran-
cisco he wrote and telegraphed, bat re- j
ceived no reply, lie found out, how-
over, that the first husband had die • 1 d
tiir day he married your mother—eight •

1 hour tremony. Now tell me ;
who told you differently, aud what made
you leave the steamer that night?"'

Roy shuddered and bid her face, then I
mastering herself she said:

"Mrs. Merlin told me I most, she told
me h»< killed my mother.' 1

"And you believed her," said Bell,
"without asking the Captain, or giving
him a chance to defend himself?"

•\u25a0I had to go. Sh<; made mr, and—and
—last week she would not lei mo wrilo my
own brother Lee."

"Was she here?*'asked Bell, in a won-
dering tone.

"Only at night. And this week 1 could
feel hur hand, hear her voice in my car.
Oh, £am so afraid of her eyes. Mr. Bell, !
don't let her come near me, will you?"
she said, pleadingly.

"Nonsense, darling,*' bo said, fondly,
cutting s protecting arm around her.
"I know now the whole tli ti 114 is in a

nutshell. She is a hypnotist, and hypno-
tized you to get you out 01 the way; 1
knew the name Mtferlrnr1 was familiar.
Why, sho was very clever at it. She
made your father feel as if he was a net-

work of strings, and she hold the main
brace and made him do what she wanted
him to. I believe she was in love with j
him, but it is all over now. She is dead
and at rest, I hope. Acable-car sent her
below hutches.''

"Is Bhe dead?" said Coy. "Oh, Iwon-
der if it is a sin to be glad."

"No; I'm sure not," said Bell. "You
have not answered my lirst question yet.
Would you find it hard to lovo me?"

"No, said Roy, softly.
Bell bent down and kissed her cheek

tenderly.
11 Will you be my wife?" he asked

again.
"Yes, ifyou want a wife so easily influ-

enced," said Koy.
"My dear, you are the woman I want;

and the poet Bays: "Though she bends
him, she obeys him. Though she load
him, yet she follows.' And so, if you
love me it will be all right, for 3-011 are
the dearest littio she 1 know, and 1 have
followed you a long way."

"1 know," said Roy ereatfully, smiling
at him. "So ifyou really care for me; are
you sure, dear," she asked softly, "that
you do?"

His answer was a kiss that sent a happy
light into her dark eyes. So we willleave
them to discuss a future tili we see what
the murdered woman was going to do.

The towns people had started a collec-
tion for her, given her a turkey and a
basket of dainties to take back to Jim,
aud had hired Thomas Jefferson to drive
her back the following day to snend the
Christinas with Jim.

The next day Roy held a reception and
had to forgive the whole town, and they
presented her with eight largo nuggets
found in the "clean up," besides her
overdue salary.

The stage took Bell and Roy to the city
Christmas Eve. The Captain was off
duty, and Lee received a telegram to look
out for them.

The Captain met Roy with open arms,
and her brother Lee was actually beside
himself with joy.

Mr. Bell stood quietly by, and, after a
few moments, he said:
"Iwant salvage. Captain, for bringing

in this unmanned yacht. I will be
owner aud Captain if you will let me
have her—for I've 'cast my lead in the
sea of love full twenty fathoms deep'—
the derelict willamply repay me."

"God bless you—yes," said Captain
Somers, shaking his hand; "but not yet—
not quite yet till 1 know her myself."

But Bell was happy, and so was Roy,
at even this reply.

Lee rather grumbled at what he called
Roy's hurry to leave him and their father.
"I never thought you would marry such
a quiet fellow as George Bell, anyhow.''

"Oh," said Roy, "he is not quiet when
we are together. He don't need to talk

much. Ho is not like you. He lets me
talk vome."

"Ob, Is that so?" langhed Loo. "Bnt if
h" la as ante) asht was last night you
might ]>i'.t a wax-covered phonographic
cylinder In him, then be*d go like a buzz-
>a\v."

probably was not old enpngh, or
ienced enough, u> know thai si-

lence is one of the syni]itoins of Cupid's
epidemic

The holidays brought happiness to Roy
and also to her father and brother, and
Mr. Ball was as radiant as a lover should
bo. Tho clouds of an unuauai experience
had almost dimmed the lifetime of each
one, but tbeyoonld reflect that
The world is a trivet AaDce iiiwliiih we find

od and bad have farious purtsas
Bttt wh'Mi tlicy^e ended— th« gnat masquer-

One goes to uiOi-y, the other to a shade.

THE MODEL AMKIIHJAN GIUL.

A practical, plain young gift;
No!-utr;iid-oithe-ia;n >i>nng girl;

A poetical : osy,
A roddy and ro»j .

A helper-of-eelf \ouug jjirl.

At-home tn-her-place youne girl;
Anevir-uiil-i.ue young girl;

A \u25a0 :: i - rene,
A life that Is clean,

A princoM ot-peaca young girl.

A \vc;ir ln.wiv, n-liair young girl.
A free-from-a-stare youn^ girl;

A wtisii'-ni.t-aii-lioiir,
No pale ; ai lor Bowear,

A ji'.c ari'-< f-lKalih young girl.

Plenty room to her shoes—tills girl;
a tree (rom-the-blue«—this girl;

Noi a bang ox) her browj
No* a fraud will allow,

She's just what .she seeni>—this girl.

>.'ot:i reader-of-tra»h young girl:
Not a elivup-joweT-tiash young girl;

Not a Btpper of rum,
No! ti chewef of s«um—

Kemarkubly sensible girl.

At-ti-n-in-her-hc d young girl;
An active, aspiring young girl;

An ciily riser,
A dandy ilespiser,

We houor this lovable girl.

A lover-of-prose young giri;
Not a turn-up-the-node young girl;

Not jjiwnto .splutter,
Not "utterly utter,"

A matter-of-fact young girl.

A rightlyambitious young girl;
Red-lips-'o-dclioiou.s young girl;

A clear, sparkling eye
Thai says "1 will try''—

Asure-to-saeceecl young girl.

An lione-tlyodurling young girl;
A never-swn-flirting young girl;. A<)ui''t. demure,

A modest ami pure—
Ant-to)-;>-,v ill- juuiiggirl.

A sougiit-evcrywhere yonng girl;
A future-most-lair young girl;

An ever disc.«?t,
A\'e uo seldom meet—

This queen-ot-the-queens young girl.
—VirgilA.Pinkley.

WHAT LOATE IS.
Love i< the center and circumference,

The cause a&d aim of all things; 'tis the key
To joyand sorrow, and the recompense

For all the ills that ha\e been or may be.

Love is as bitter as the dregs of sin.
As sweet as clover-honey la its cHI.

Love is t he password whereby souls eet in
To lv ayen—the gate that leads sometimes to

hell.

Love is the crown that glorifies, the curse
That brands and burdens. It is life and

death.
It is the -jt at law of the universe,

And nothing can exist without its breath.

Lore is the impulse which direct.* the world'
And all things know it and obey its power"

Man In the maelstrom dH his passions whirled*
The bee that takes the pollen to the flower.

Tho earth, uplifting her bare, pulsing breast
To fervent kiss* g'of the unoioaa Boo—

E "h but obeys creative Love's behi st.
Which everywhere instinctively is done.

Love Is the only thing that pays for birth,
Or nuikes death welcome. Oh, dear God

above
This beautiful, but sad, perplexing earth,

lJity the hearts that know—or know not—
Love. Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

Substitutions of well-known adver-
tised articles seem tobo the order of the
day. We deem it only justice to our
patrons to warn our readers against this
form of piracy. When you want an ar-
ticle ask your merchant or druggist for it
and don't accept a substitute.

The Six New States.

The two Dakotas became States on No-
vember 2, ISS9. aud Montana on Novem-
ber Bth, and Washington on November
11th. Idaho was admitted into this rank
on July 3, 1890, and Wyoming eight days
later, or July 11th.

Doctors? Pshaw! Take Beecham's Pills.
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A prompt return
of your money, if you get neither
benefit nor cure. Risky terms
for the doctor, but safe and sure
for the patient. Everything to
gain, nothing to lose. There's
just one medicine of its class
that's sold on these conditions
—just one that could be—Dr.
Pierces Golden Medical Discov-
ery. ' It's a peculiar way to sell
it—but it's a peculiar medicine.
It's the guaranteed remedy for
all Blood, Skin and Scalp Dis-
eases, from a common blotch or
eruption to the worst Scrofula.
It cleanses, purifies and enriches
the blood, and cures Salt-rheum,
Tetter, Eczema, Erysipelas, and
all manner of blood-taints, from
whatever cause. It costs you
nothing if it doesn't help you.
The only question is, whether
you want to be helped.

"Golden Medical Discovery"
is the cheapest blood-purifier sold,
through druggists, because you
only pay for Me good you get.

Can you asr more ?
The "Discovery " acts equally

well all the year round. Made
by the World's Dispensary Med-
ical Association, at Buffalo*, N. Y.

GAS ENGINES!
The latest and best invention

for Pumping, Spraying Fruit
Trees, Running All Kinds of
Machinery, Electric Light
Plants, etc.

tatumFbowen,
84 and 36 Fremont Street.

SAN FRANCISCO. CAL

DR lBiFß<?.Tt**M'<k Treatment for the caretic WAftd lUH O o:| jn»r Manhood, tmpo-
tcnc<s Lack ofDevelopment, Kirtneyand Mad-
der Ottoman, Kniwlutm. VnrloocHc. «t<-.. with-
outstomach mediririPi. :.(.ralluro»oi rclantei,
COKS assured. KF.4LKIITItKAI'ISKKIiEE.
MARSTON CO.. Id &>»rkPbM, l.w X«rW

HB R-, From 1563 to 1885—about
jgra !22 years—I suffered with rheu-
matism of the hip. I was cured by the use of

I St. Jacobs Oil. T. C. DODD.

I # "ALL RIGHTI ST. JACOBS OIL DID IT." $

\u25a0 A MAN WITH A PAIN

MAYcover itwith a plaster that £i
iv 1 *

jM ,;'\ will not let the pain get away

\u25a0 S^ if it's an ordinary plaster, because

'**' I common plasters are not absorbed.

K|J But Woods 1 Penetrating Plaster

ti*M FM\ dissolves the matter that clogs | •

9rm aJLjilfiic the pores, penetrates (goes through)

\u25a0j^^^^'" l^e skin and stops pain. %
Eackacho, Kidney Pains. Woods' Plaster IS WOrth taking

Plact a Woods Pl-.ster on the ! ick o»et i , . t-. . \u0084 , v&
the Sidneys. trouble to get. Druggists sell tnem. 1

\u0084_J

tf^-d^y MIMHOODRESTOREDS^^l't^femg 4PBI W& ten am»rantee to euro oil nprrou:i disvas-39. ;-uch as Weak Memory,
Vv • rii *V^ \S\ I;'"""'! U~ain I'owr-r. 11.-i. iache. W:ikefulnes!«. Lost Man!>u<»!. Nightly Kr.u.i-

" ZJmL \* djw-j sioiis, Nervouflness. Lassitude.all drains and loss ofpower i>: the Ut'nerati.o
KJ ~ trFj% T <flM9** Organs i»i cither ?f»x cause iby over exertion, youthful errors, or oxonssivn

i \u25a0 '/J A v «- iuse of tobacco, opium or stimulants wbicb soon lead to Infirmitir.Coßsamp-
\jMJtaECH^^aJ3f^LJfc.* tiori and Insanity. Put up cn-onfent to c;Trry in vest packet. SI per pack-
MSvKHMßmrv^<*«t^ftat . bymail; lifor So. With ererr S3ordsr w« giMawrtttcn i tarontw tocuri

"•.as-daftw \u25a0 ; (Mfltoney. Orrdar fro*. AiidresaA'crvonoid v «,., chtcaso, 111.
F«r Sale at JOSEPH HAUN & CO.'S, Druggists, Fifth and J Sts., Sacrameotoj

In all these good qualifies
Mastiff Plug Cut stands
at the hea d ofSmokin^Tobaccos
J. B. Pace Tobacco Co., Richmond, Virginia.

I C SHAW $ CO.,
1023 Eighth Street,

BRANCH AGENCY FOR THB

World-Renowned Knabe and Fivo
Other First-class Pianos.

*»- SPECIAL INDUCEMENTS TO HOLI-
nAY TRADE. d9-tf

J. W. GUTHRIE, Spenoe Heaten

HD TTIiDIP'O! WOWDERFTJIi GERMANUK. LILDHj0 INVIQOttATOR. - Wealcmen and women should usa
Dr. liiebig's Wonderful German Invigorate!
No. 1. The greatest tonic for the brain andnerves, gives health and strength to the re-
productive organs and cures nervous debility.
Impaired development in youth, premature
decay in old, seminal weakness, gleet. Invig«
orator No. 2 cures bladder and kieiney dis-eases and leucorrhea, prostatorrhea, the com-plication preventing the cure of above com-
plainU. To prove its merits asl bottle given
or iont free. Call on or address DR. LIEBIQCO., Specialists for Diseases of Men, 400
Qeary street. San Francisco. d£w

MANHOOD RESTORED.

n? j3 v*! Written Guarantee

Before &After Use. llTvS^i
Photographed from life. Generative Organs in

1 i \u25a0!\u25a0 nKani (."itiier sex, caused by
over-exertion, youthful indiscretions, or the excessivenxof tobacco, opium, or stimulants, which ultimately
lead to Inarraity, Consumption and Insanity. Put up
in convenient form to carry in the vest pocsrt. Pries
|1 ft packace. or 6 for $5. With ovcry (3 order we give a
written guarantee to euro or refund thomoney- Sent by mail to any address. Circular fxoa
la plain envelope. Mention this paper. Address.

MADRID CHEMICAL CO.. Branch Office for U.S. A.
255 Dearborn Street, CHICAGO. ILL.

FOR SALE IN SACRAMENTO,"CAL., BY
Peters &Ray, Apothecaries, N. E. Cor. gth &K. Sts.
T. F. Phillips, Druggist, N. W.Cor. 6th &K. Sts.

Tfl till?AV OjriJSnutvinx from
E fifrAKMrN^ ea-cts ot\u25a0 V Wf Baftl* HI\u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0 youthfulerrors

early decay, wasting weakness, lost manhood, etc.,
I will fwnd a valuable treatise (.^aledi containing
fall particulars for home cure, FREI2 of chargo.
A. splendid medtcal work; should ir. read by every
man who is nervous and debiiiiuted. Adtiresa,
Prof. F*C. I'OWLKR, Hloodas, Conu.

~j7fRANK CLARK,
! UNDERTAKING PARLORS,

1)17-1019 Fourth St., .Sucramento.
ITOIBALMINO A SPECIALTY. GEORG3
jj H CLARK, Funeral Director and County

I'oronor^ Telephone No. 134.

\\\ j. lAYANAUGH,totetafcer,
So. 513 J St., bet. IMtth and Sixth.

i LWAYS ON HAND A LARGE ASSORT.
r\ ment of Metallic and Wooden Casket*.. v ul Cases, Coffins »nd Shrouds furnished.

orders will receive prompt attention on
notice and at the lowest rates. Era-
g a specialty. Offic« open day and
Telephone No. 305.

"

JOHN MILLER
(Successor to Fritz AMiller),

i UNDERTAKING PARLORS,
tiAK X KTREBT (ODD FELOWS' TEM-

: il\J>) pie). A complete stock of Undertaking
i Goods always on hand. EMBALMING A
fcPKCIALTi.. i^ienhoae No. IS6.


