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Bhe 1a an heiress, so they say,
1 & factory girl, each day
Earning bread the self-same wayp,

Bhe wears sllks and laces fine,
Cheaper prints and wools are ming-
"Twixt us sharp is drawn the ling.

8he is fair as lilics be,
L » nut-brown maid—ah, me!
Very different are we.

Yet he loves mr.r:r' whe St

That 1 long age

Ere his Jups s=d mine had pressed.
saus shre lures him with her gold—
With her hur of 1awny mold

And her eyes—a siren bold,

I'would be ashamed to look
At myself in meadow brook,
11 1 flung him, pride forsoolk,

Such a bold, coquettish stare
As she gave him, stundiog there
With the sunlight on her bar.

When I met him in the town,
Jle with smile and she with frown,
Siraight my eyeli s falleth down,

For 1read a language sweet
In his eyes—n love complete—
&he could tramp me 'neath her tect

But I care not for her gold,
Nor ber laces rare and old,
Nor ber beauty fair and cold,

For he loves me far the best,

That 1 know. As for the rest

He will stand the crucial test.

=Mem Liaton, in Chicago Inter-Ocesn.

“OLD STEADY’S” GAME.

The Trust Imposed in **Old Gris-
sly” Faithfully Kept.

*Set thar. stranger. Mebbe you'll
light? No? Humph! Life'd be too
ornery flal without my 'bacey, an’ it's
no gret, anyhow,™

*That’s as we lake it; but this is a
lonely place. How did you happen to
ectile here®™

“None ¢ yer derned—no matter.
Only folks "round this canyon don't asg
too many questions. "Tain't considered
good luck, not ter say healthy.™

“Beg your pardon; however, no of-
fense was intended.™

“Don't say no more—shake. Polly,
bring the victuals ™

Polly obeyed. the traveler walching
her attentively. She was one of the
sights be had come to see; an institu-
tion of tnis West which was so full of
interest for him. Tall, lithe, graceful,
limpid-eyed, clear-skinned, spirited
and ignorant.

She fclt his eyes scanning her, and a
flush rose under the tan of her cheek.

For the first time in her life she was
unpleasantly conseious of her bare feet
—brown and shapely though they wero
—and the feeling gave her head a
higher poise. It may have been that
that made her stumble and spill the
contents of her carthen bowl over the
guest’s knees, as she passed him in the
narrow space before the deal table.

The flush deepened, and a guick tear
of anger sprang 1o the dark eye; she
faltered—hall meaning to apologize—
but an cath from her father checked
the incipient courtesy, and turning,
she left the cabin. A moment later
Barr caught a gleam of pink calico be-
hind a pile of rocks.

0ld Stinson also saw it, and sighed.

“Don’t wonder ye say tain't fit. My
pal, thar, ain't no chance She's
smart as a full-blooded 6lly. She'd
orter ben sent East; but she won't
leave her old dad. Rough as I be,
she sticks ter me. [ orter be shot for
cusgin’ her. Wall I ain’t what I wuz;
scttin’ hers watchin’ an’ keepin® gyard
makes me narvous.”

The visitor's eyes asked the ques-
tion from which his lips refrained.

The simple dinner eaten, the rem-
pants were left to the flies, and the
men’s chairs tilted back against the
outside of the house. Something in
the younger one’s frank face and man-
per had softened *'Old Grizzly” to a
reminiscent mood, and made him
strangely inclined to gratify an idle
curiosity.

Sage-bush, rock and alkali. The
shadow of the rude home stretched
out longer ; from its shelter John Barr
looked over the wilderness, and won-
dered where in its vastness he should
find the man he sought.

“Stranger, I'v took a notlon to ye.
Ye've got a motion "bout ye 'L 'minds
me "o one I knowed. Ye look like an
honest chap. Say! d'ye believe in
ghosts?™

He put the question suddenly,
cagerly ; and a look of grieved disap-
pointment foilowed the “Not atall”
with which it was received.

“Do you?"

“Yep. I've seen 'em.™

A thought had come to the other,
pityingly connected with the gleam of
pink calico.

There was a long silence. The keen
eyes under the shaggy brows fixed
themselves on the guest’'s face with in-
tentgess; who—realizing what & god-
send his chance visit must be to thia
lonely soul—submitted in patience.

“Can’t you tell me about it?"

“I'd be glad ter—derned glad! Ef
ye'll ewar on yer derringer ’t ye won't
blab.™

The temptation to emile was ban-
ished by the thought of that unshed
tear in Polly’s dark eye. Humoring
the old man might help her.

“I'll swear.” he said; and did.

*Ir'ye sce $ender stun with the pile
o’ dead bresh 'round it? an’ the heap
o' rocks jest beyond ™

I.YH'?'

*“Thet's the spot. Thet's what I'm
a-watchin’, an’ hev’ got ter watch till
the owner comea. Stranger! I'm a sure
shot. 1 don't bar no foolin’ with. Ef
ye betray——"

+I shall not betray you.”

+Wall, I ain't casy mistook a-readin’
men, an’ I'm a-goin’ ter trost ye. I've
got ter, somebuddy, soon. Thar's a
gueer kind o' pain in my side "t warna
me. Twict I've lost my senses, an’
when I come to 1 dedn’t s0 much
stren’th as a baby covote. Tll lose
‘em onct too often, an’ thep——

] ain't never told Polly yit Tve
kinder hated ter. Women is narvous,
an’ I've ben a-gittin' that way myself
rul ter know what a mis'shle feel it
Lo

sober as a jedge, an’ I liked r=5"
Grizzly® an’ ‘OI' Ste " whet
the boys cailed us == "o U8 I

“When weld £°¢ 2 good pile we'd
make ax =" divvy; then I'd saddle
iy w=ave 80" take the trail fer "Frisco,
vut he'd stay here ’long o' Polly.

*‘He ’tended the ol’ woman when she
petered out, an' done more ter com-
fort the young un "an 1 could. 'Twus
'bout the same 's her hevin’ two dad-
dies.

*I'd allus stow some o' the dust whar
Polly'll find it arter I'm gone, an’ then
I'd help the boys ter hoev a good time
Whenever I come back —arter six
weeks er six months—I'd find O
Steady’ goin' on jest the same. But
onct I see in a minute 't he'd struck
his last payin' quartz.

“Dunno what ailed him, an’, smart's
he wus, he didn’t; but he told me he'd
quit diggin’, an’ afore he hung up his
tools fer good he'd show me whar he'd
stowed his pile

*"T'was all fer *his boy,’ 't wus ter a
college out East, an' 1 wus ter hand it
over on demand.

“He writ a letter—I ain’t never
larned ter read. no more has Polly—
ter tell about hisself an’ whathe want-
ed done; but blest ef he dida't drap off
suddent one night. an’ never no chance
ter tell nothin’.

**Some o' the hoys helped bury him,
an’ we fixed him comfor’ble an’ solid,
with a sten ter his head an’ his feet
Warn't none ¢' us much fer prayin’, so
the young un, she kneeled down thar
an’ said the pra'r he'd larned her Wis-
sell.

*“"Twus orful lonesome arter thst
an’ the gal eried alot; but I ain’t never
ban the same man sence.

“'T'wus in my mind allus, whar'd
‘W1’ Steady’ planted his gold! An’ how
wus I ter be as true ter him an’ his'n
as he'd ben ter me an’ Polly?

*I couldn’t slecp sca'ce none, an' one
moonlight night I went outside an’
walked all "roun’ the gully. When I
come ter thet thar heap o' stuns, as
sartin as ye're a sinner, thar sot O
Steady’ on a bowlder playin’ cyards all
by hissell !

“He'd ben a marster hand fer soly-
tary when he wus 'bove groun’, an’ it
‘peared he hedn't lost none o° his grip
down below. 1 turned all kinder cold
an’ streaked, an’ then hotter'n blazes;
but no livin® man’d ever downed me,
an' I "lowed no dead one shouldn't.

**Hello, pard! [ hollered. Henever
let on, bul jest kep' a-sortin’ an’ hand-
lin® his cyards same "s he'd allus done.
Somchow my legs felt heavy as lead,
but I kep’ on a-draggin’ myself nearer,
till all of a suddent he wus gone!

“I didn't tarry long, nuther; but
tumbled inter my bunk an' cussed my-
sell fer a blamed fool.

“Nex' night, sunthin’ 't I couldnt
help fa'rly drug me out o' the cabin
agin, an’ "roun’ till I brung up ter the
same pile o' stuns, an’ thar It sot agin,
*big as life an’ twict as nateral.’

“I started fer him—it—plumb
straight. but fust 1 knowed, thar wus
my feet a-laggin' agin 's ef they
b'longed ter somcbuddy else. Thet
time, though, I edged a leetle clusser,
an’ spoke oul good and gritty.

*“What's sent ye back, OI' Steady?
Didn't we do the plantin’ job all
reg’lar®” He wavered, an’ twisted, an
sqirmed ‘roun’ consid’able, an’ then—
he warn't thar!

*Thet blamed thing went on fer
seven nights; me a.gittin’' madder an’
it a-petlin’ sassier an’ stayin® later. till
I got so clus’ I could a'most tech it

“The las one, 1 got a good look over
his— its—shoulder, an’ blest if ever
one ¢ them spook cyards warn't spades
—aces o spades! 1 couldn’ help larfin’.
“Say, pardner! whar 'd ye git thet pack,
be they from above er below?

“He didn’t take no notice, jest kep’
on a-shufflin’ an' dealin' em out on
thet bowlder, one arter another, sce
arter ace. We begun these pertracted
moetin’s when the moon was in fust
quarter, an' now ‘twas later 'n later
ever’ night afore he'd come ter time.
I thought I'd settle the hash then an’
thar.

“ ‘I ast ye onct, pardner, what sent
ye back, an’ now I ax agin’.' I'd ben
doin’ consid’able thinkin’ an’ oal'lated
I'd struck a lead at last. ‘Wus it
‘cause ye didn't git no chance ter tell
"bout yer pile?

*“Thet spook stopped shufflin’ an’
raised its head ter onct. I follered up
the trail. ‘Ye don't play nothin' but
spades. I rockin thar'll be some dig-
gim’ ter do.’

“0l' Steady's eyes looked from his
infarnal aces inter mine. I thoughta
blizzard 'd hit me; but 1 braced up
onct more. ‘Be—ye—a-settin'—on—
the—spot—pard? I chattered.

“Hope ter die el he didn't smile
The gladdest, relievedest’t ever yo ses.
It made him look so pertlike 't I clean
fergot 't he'd ben dead an’ buried, an®
I wus o tickled ter think I'd foun' out
what he wanted, 't I jest clapped my
ban' down heavy om his shoulder!
Thet is, I clapped hearty nuf, but thar
warn't nothin’ ter hit but the stun whar
he'd sot.™

The miner relapsed into revery, a
peculiar smile hovering over his stub-
bly lips. John Barr was smiling, too;
the mingled pathos and bathos of the
eerie tale amused while it touched him.

His bost suddenly looked up and
fixed anew his piercing gaze upon him.
The scrutiny was again sustained in
perfect calmnesa. If it was 8 madman
with whom he had to deal he would be

*Ihar, stranger! 1 don’t in common
ax n0 queslious o' them ‘at eals my
victuals—who they be ner whar they're
argoin’. But [ dew now. What's yer
name?®

“Pardon me, I forgot; Ishould have
told you at first. John Willett Barr.™

The settler stood up, put his scrawny
hands to his mouth, and blew n shrill
whistle. At the third repetition an
answering salute was heard, and the
pink-calico mown came in sight.

The oval cheek was redder from
shame than exercise, aa the girl ad-

*What fer ye want ter know?"

*No matter. [ want it.”

“Fer him?

“Thet ain’t 30thin’ ter yo."

“Yos, pop, it be. I promised ter
keep it till his own oy’ come from
the States. I promised agin thet last
day. Don't ast me ter gire it up ter
nobuddy else.™

“Young un'. what wus O Steady’s
name? He larnt it to ye s0 't ye could
spell it out like a scholard.™

*Idon’t soe no call—-"

“Say it, 1tell ye. Don’t ye dar® po
agin me!™

The impatient words werse addressed
to the reluctant girl.but “Ol' Grizzly's”
enger gaze was on the stranger’s face.

With slow distinctness, feeling her-
sell a traitor to a sacred memory, she
prenounced the words:

*John—Willett—Barr."

The traveler paled from the shock,
whose truth was sadder than he
dreamed. A moment later he rose
and disappeared in the canyon.

‘Daddy. what fer did ye make meP
I want ter tell nobuddy but the 'boy’."

*Yender's him!"

“Him? Gh, Lordy™

To both minds returned the same
picture—the voor and barren death-
chamber of *OI' Steady,” his vain el-
forts for speech, his hopeless longing
for the loved presence which had come
—too late.

The moon had risen when Barr re-
turned to the cabin. By the light of a
kerosene-lamp he eaw the girl within
watching over a bulky envelope which
lay upon the table.

She ross (0 moet him as he came
within a fow feet of her and paused.
Lifting the lamp, and shading it with
her hand so that the rays fell full
upon his features, she examined then
even more critically than her fathe
had done.

She would have risked life to de
fend, or to deliver to its rightful claim
ant, her sacred trust

“Sw'ar ter me, stranger; be you his
‘boy’? Be you— John — Willett —
Barr?™

The sorrowlul regret in the face
confronting her was too genuine for
further doubting. With a sigh of in
tense relief she held out hor band and
the letter.

He took them both, and with the
deforence due a Quean bent and
touched the brown fingers with Lis
lips. Twice that day Polly's eyes had
filled with an unaccustomed mist, bu*
:.I;is time she hid them in her cham

.

The old man and his guest sat dowr
outside. Neither was inclined [m
speech. There would be time for suck
later—that hour was for silence

It might have been midnight when
the elder’s hairy hand reached out and
touched the other’s sloeve; left it to
point silently over the moonlit sward
to the pile of rocks bordering the
gulch.

The young man's eyes followed the
gesture, then came suddenly back and
met the trinmphant gaze shot to him
from beneath old Stinson's beetling
brow.

“He ain't sot thar' afore sence I
foun’ his pile. 1 cal'lated ef he wus
hissell he'd be on han' ter-night ter
meet his *boy’ ™"

With arms extended, and a glad cry
a8 of childhood, Barr ran toward the
group of bowlders. Dimly, through
her healthful slumber, Polly heard
that happy “Father! and smiled upon
her pillow. *“Grizzly” heard it, and
felt & burden lifted from his faithful
heart. The echoes of the canyon
caught it up and tossed it back to one
another in sweet succession till it died
upon the night wind. Did it reach o
the hungry heart in the lonely grave,
and guiet its unrcst? Who can tell?

L4 L - L L - L]

“I dare not, John. We have been
80 differently trained. You have had
a lifetime of learning. I one little year.
1 am so ignorant! [ nm not good enough
—no, | won't say that! 1 am as good as
you—as good as any of those beautiful
women I see; but they are far better
fitted to marry you.”

A twelvemonth of culture had mot
deiracted from the proud, free grace
of the creature who had grown up in
the wilderness, and it was quite the
old Folly who tossed back her preity
head, folded her shapely arms, and sot
her chin firmly to withstand her plead-
ing loven

He came close to her, but he dared
not touch her. Once his lips had
caressed her fingers; would they ever
reach her perfect mouth?

*“Darling, what has learning to do
with you and meP? Shall 1 tell you what
I see, always? A fresh-made grave in
a lonely place, & group of rough men
and a weeping girl. knceling with
folded hands and upturned face. “Old
Steady’ knows, as I know, that no other
than his Polly can be wife to his boy.
Come!”

He held out his arma A moment
later, with the slow, sweet yielding ol
the conquered wilding that she was,
she drooped to let them fold about her.
—Evelyn Hunt Raymond. in Leslie's

Newspaper.
A Change of Sentiment

Miss Mabelle Hartless (reading let-
ter)—Why. mamma, this letter is trom
Cousin Fred, and he says that Uncle
David Whyte is dead.

Mrs. Hartless—Heis, eh? Well, it's
asmall loss The stingiest old akin-
flinl on earth! I never could endure
the man!

Mabelle—But, mamma, just listen—
he had his life insured for ten thousand
dollars in our favor!

Mrs. Hartless—He did! It can’t be
—dear, good old soul that he wast}
always knew he was kind at heart
Ten thouaand dollars! We must go into
mourning at once!—Drake’s Magazine.

—A mrsieal clock over a hundred
years old furnished twenty-four pieces
of musiec for the recent entertainmen’
of the guests at the golden wedding o

lery in the main oxhibition building,
devoted especially to them, and pre-
sent to connoissenrs mnd admirers of
this ancient art a varied and attractive
display. Here are grand 1

historic scones. portraits and studies
from aprimal and bird life, in such
numbers as (o constitute a veritable
fine arts museum.

An especially noteworthy piece is
the “Letters, Science and Art in An-
tiquity.” The herons and storks, too,
are roemarkably lifalike. There is a
certain softness and delicacy about
these pictures in tapestry work which
the original picture in oil colorslacks;
original picture, we say, for all these

tapestry repr tatl are coples of
oil paintings by celebrated artists
The fesh tints, the summer and

autumnal foilage, the MAowers, the
lights and shadows, are all remarka-
bly true Lo natare, and as we gaze, the
wonder grows that this can be really
a web from a hand-loom, woven from
woolen wool.

A visit to the Gobelin factory, near
the Jardin des Plantes in Paris, fol-
lows very naturally an examination of
the display of tapestrics at the exposi-
tion.

This establishment was brought to
Paris early in the Fifteenth Century,
and was bought by Louis XIV. in 1662
The firstof the name ;was Jean Gobe-
lin, who died in 1476. He discovered
a peculiar kiod of scarlet dye, and ex-
pended 20 much money on his estab-
lishment that it was named by the
common people La Folie Gobelin.

Many of the pleces shown at the
present exhibition belong to the time
when Jean Gobelin personally wrought
or directed the weaving, and they are
now rated at fabulous prices.

At present the Gobelin factory is
under state patronage and control, ex-
clusively, and receives an annual sub-
sidy of nearly a quarter of a million
francs from the French Government.

About one hundred snd fifty weavers
—who may with propriety be called
arlists—are at present employed. The
work is done entirely by hand. The
warp threads are sireiched per-
pendicularly in the loom, and the
weaver stands behind the warp with
the light in front of it Each thread
of the wool is put in separately and
pressed into Its place with long, slim
ncedles. The colored filling or wool
is wound upon bobbins, also by hand,
and wo were told that thirteen thou-
sand different colors and shades of
color are made use of in weaving the
pictured designs.

The painting of which the tapestry

grow whar deco’'n won't t
—Arkansaw Traveler. i

—This is a world of vicissitudes. To
day & man is pressing his suit for »
wife; to-morrow a tallor is pressing his
suit for his wedding. and the next day
nlawyer is pressing his suit for a di-
vorcs. —Dansville Breeze.

—DMen rarely if ever do great deeds
when they deliberately set out to dc

I

them. The deeds that b
rable are thoss which are born of »
self-forgetiul doing of the present duty.
—Christian Intelligencer.

—There is a burden of care in get-
ling riches; fear in keeping them:
tempiation in using them; gullt in
abusing them; sorrow in losing them;
and a burden of acoount at last to be
given up concerning them.—M. Henry.

—*The greatest obstacle of being he-
roic is the doubt whether one may noi
be going 1o prove one's sell a fool; the
truest heroism is to resist the doubt;
and the profoundest wisdom to know
when it ought to be resisted, and when
to be observed. — Hawthorna

-—Moral courage is moro worth hav-
Ing than physical; not only becauss it
is & higher virtue, but because the de-
mand for it is more constant. Physi-
cal courage is & virtue which is almost
always put away in the lumber room.
Moral courage is wanted day by day.

-
od Doa't Waste Your Time

a experimenting with doubtful

rune:::zthn Dr. Pierce's Golden Medi-

cal Discovery is so positively certain in its

curative action as to warrant its manufact-

urers in supplying it to the public, as they are

g through druggists, under a duly ex-
ecuted co ol guarantee, that it will
plish all itis ded o do, or

mouney puid for it will be prom returned.
It cures liver or Mlhnmw indi-
gesting or n:nr:pu. all humors, or blood
taints, from whatever cause arising, skin
and scalp discases, scrofulous 8,
(not excepting consumption, or lung-scrof-
ula), if taken 10 time and given s trial

SR s
Thousands of cures follow the use of Dr.
ﬁln'lmmhneno_f{. 50 cents.

Many—"Mebby I'm ugly sow, mum, but
in me day I've broken a great muny hearts.”
Mistress—"Well, Mary, if you handled
hearts the way you do my best china, I be-
lieve you."

Rev. Dr. Berr, Editor of the Mid-Conti-
nent, Kansas City, Mo., says in its issue of
Uct. 1st, 1857 :

It is to be believed that Dr. Bhallenberg-
er, of Rochester, Pu., hos & sure remedy fur
Pemnndﬂue. A gentleman in our em-
ploy suffe grealy from Malaria, and
iried many remedies (o e purpose; when,
seeing this axTibore advertised, tried it,
was immediately reiieved, and finally cured.
This was |wh3:nn:bne. and he had

is o be a copy hangs behind the
weavor-artist. Its dimensions are ac-
curately outlined in pencil upon the
warp. With almost Infinite paticnce
and care the work of reproduction then
begins, and continues moanth aflter
month, and even yenr after year. A
single weaver rarely produces more
than a square yard ol tapestry in a
year.

Men only are employed as weavers.
The art has descended from father to
son. and it seemed to ibe writer that
there was that in the faces of these
calm artisans, and in the singularly
measured, yet thoughtful movements
of their eyes, which betokened a de-
scent of this hereditary French akill. —
Youth's Companion.

- —e

COMPLETELY ROUTED.

A Claver Attack Which Ended in Defeat
for ithe Aggressive Party.

They sit by the ocean, he and she.
She is a stylish, handsome, interesting
Bar Harbor girl, with all a Bar Har-
bor girl's energy. He is a rather
good-locking young man, faultlessly
dressed and with all the languid in-
difference of n New York aristocrat.

In the popular phrascology of the
day, she is playing him for all she is
worth.

“] know the kind of a girl you like,"
she says, casting a pair of rapturous
brown eyes shyly on the ground amd
speaking in the timid tones of an En-
glish debutante. *You like the mod-
est, retiring, sweet little wayside but-
tercup kind—the ‘I can not permit you
to kiss me, plense do not do it again®
kind, don’t you?®"

“No,” he replied, *I don't believe ]
m'ﬂ

“Then,” she continues, straighten-
ing up, throwing out a bosom that
tells of many a long graceful overhand
stroke in the tennis court and letting
her voice gurgle out in the rich toner
of = contralto. “you like the bold,
fearless, energetic, sarcastic Western

ri?"”

“No,” he replies again, with a lan-
guid drawl, *] don’t believe I do.”

“Perhaps you like the d tie girl,

i don Te “hag
work been so abundant u’:‘mm re-
munerated in the city as during tho exhibi-
tion seasgn.”™

who is profitably
nerally & py man. If you are not
ﬁ:pp you have not found
e

street, Mmh& Va., and

“Ix what light,” asked the teacher, “did

Of health and streagth renewed and of
ease and comfort follows the use of Byrup
of Figs, as it acts in barmony with nature
cleanse tho system when
castive or bilious.  For sale in 50c and §1.00
bottles by all leading druggists.
Sover e T

for dinner, James." Riaggors—
“All right. Sce that she is ughly
Ir are tired taking the la old-fash-

griping pills, Carter's Little Liver
Pills and take ma‘gntnn. A man can't

stand everything. One pill & dose. Try them.

-
Dox't Wheeza and con when Hale's
Honey of Horehound and ﬁr‘* will eure.
Pike's Toothathe Drops Cure in onc minute,
g

e s
Wazx the Czar of Russia visits his father.
in-law, the { Den.
o King o mark, be pays all
Ko stoaxazn should visit the city without
smoking *‘Tansill's Punch” 5. Cigar.
e ST A S LA S
Waar call the of the oyster
s Inhnm,r hwnql: the sbducta
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with her common sense and her
strength of character? she ventures
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“Na, I don't like that kind, either.™
“I would hardly have said that you

/| liked the Janguid but brilliant and

witty soclety queen,” she remarks,
“but then, chacun & son goul"—a sil-
very laugh.

*I don't"
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and metaphorically all by himsell -
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—A Memphis policeman, who was
ealled on the other day to shoot a dog.
managed to hit a boy in the leg, a man
io the foot and a horse in the head,
and, while he was scattering two or
three more bullets along the street, the

vanoed to hey Iather's side, Sbe had

a Hellertown (Fa.) couple.

dog trotted ofl.
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BSold by all druggists §; six for§5. Prepared oaly
by C. L. HOOD & CO.. Lowesil, Mass.

100 Doses One Dollar

Office, 44 Murray S8t.. New York,
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