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AN UPRODOTED OAK.

BY M, SAPOLECON N, NORANGE,
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ROW JACK WENT HOME.

BY MRS . 5 VALESNTINE.

'W be true tome,Jean-
nie, aond o= I hope for
Heaven, I will be ever
faithiul to yon.”

Jock Symmes said
these words solemnly,
as he held his fair be-
trothed in & close em-
brace before saying
his inst farewell.  For
he was going to tha
far-off Stute of Colo-
. rado to manage aming
of which he was part owner, and he
would not be back for a year, when he

hoved the bells of the old charel would |

veal ont merrily for his marriage with
Jeannie Trombal.

Jeéannie wounld bave married him
then, asnd done away with the cruel
parting, but Jack wax more worldly
wise, and thonght it more honorable to
wait until be could suppurt ber as she
was accnstomed to living. So he had
gladly availed himself of the oppor-
tunity to purchase part of the “Lone
Gulch” mine and becoms its superin-
tendent for the first vear.

“And you will write often tome, Jack
dear?” she asked, turning her lovelit
eyes sadly up to his, trying vainly to re-
presa the sobs that seemed to stifle her.

“We ehall be twenty miles from the
station, my dearest; bnt every Wednes-
day, no matter what the westher, I will
ride over and leave my letter snd re-
ceive the one I always hope will be
swaiting me from yon.”

The girl sighed ; once a week seemed
too seldom to hear from her lover, but
she kvew it was the best she could ex-
pect, and she tried to feel satisfied.

Then came the last sad parting. Then
he covered her face with passionate
kisses, and she clung to him as if they
must not part.  Jeck gently took her
hand in his, gave one last kiss and
rushed away without one backward
glance, lest his strength should fail and
he find it impossible to go.

Saddened and depressed by this part-
ing, Jeannie waited impatiently for her
first letter., When it cams it was full
of descriptions of a strapge life ina
rough, new mining distriet. But the
letter did pot half reveal Jsck's sston-
ishment aud dismay st the hardships
and privations which he found he must
face, because he knew his little sweet-
heart would be anxious snd grieve i
she thought of him amid such surround-
ings. Bohe bravely kept all the un-
pleasantness to himself, and presented
only the bright side to her. He dwelt

his great love for her, and filled

ture. By a year's good management he

hoped the mine might be made salable

at a large profit, aud he could retum to
a rich man,

loved him more for the separa-
tion; end Jack rode faithfully the
the postoffice every

Wednesdsy to exchange letters. Her's
were more to him then his daily bresd,
and he put them reverently away after
he had read one so often he almost
knew its contents by beart. Thus the
time passed. and winter came on. In
the spring Jack hoped to sell oat, and
Jeannie wrote of the wonderinl trous-
seau, that was being prepared for the
future “Mre. Jack Symmes" and of the
home they hoped to have “when Jack
comes home,”

Christmas-time was drawing Dpear,
and Jack hsda handsome nngget dug
out of the mine, which he wanted to
send to Jeannie. The Wednesday be-
fore that holiday he made his vreparn-
tions to ride over to the postoflice; he
mounted his horse, and stopped s mom-
ent to spesk to one of the officers, who
with himself and two other men, dwelt
io a little eabin near the mine.

“Mr. Symmes, I don’t just like the
looks of the clonds,” said Flynn: “it
looks like & heavy snow might be com-
ing.”

Flynn looked anxious, but Jack only
cast a careless glance at the heaveus,
and shook his head.

Perhaps his mental picture of Jean-
nie’s delight at receiving the nugget
from the “Lone Gulch” on Clristmas
day bad made him imprudent, for he
said: *“I think not,, Flyon. Yon've
predicted asnow for a week and it's failed
to put in an appearance. Dint Hero and
I can beat any kind of s storm,can't we
old boy?" and, lightly touching the
horse with his whip, he rode away,
looking back to wave an adiea to Flynn,
who stood watching him auxioosly, ns
he rounded the road and passed out of
sight.

{ A stray sunbeam fell on Jack Symme’s
| golden head, just ss bhe dissappeared,
and Flynn diswisted his fears af this
| good omen.
| “Aletter and package from Jack,”
said Mr. Trumbal, tossing them in Jean-
nig's lap, as she sal musing by the fire
Christmas morning, “Dear old boy,”
she murmured, fondly. *“I wonder if
mine reached him in time to take away
the dreariness from his Christmas day 2"
and with an inward prayer for hia safety
{ she tore open the letter, and was lost to
| all else nntil it was read through. Then
| she opened the paeket his loving hands
! had sealed, and in the midst of her
plessure at the gift she rejoiced in the
love of this brave, true-hearted man.

As for Jack, Le reached the Iitile
trading station 8 few wminotes after
noon, and rode up to the postoffice,
which was the express office also. He
sent his packsge, containing the nugget,
and his Jetter, and received the wail for
the camp. He sorted the mail carefnlly
until he came to the weekly letter from
his sweetheart so far away, and placed
the rest in the pocket of his great cost.
Then he mounted Hero again, and
started slowly on the homeward trail.
Letting the horse jog along at his own
gait, Lie tore open the envelope and be-
gan eagerly to read. The letter was so
bright and full of the confessions of a
pure, young love, that he became com-
plately engrossed in its contents and the
train of thonghts it evoked. Instead of

a fair lawn surronnding & beantifal
bouse, and in the doorway s fond wife
was standing, waiting for her loved one
to come home, The woman was Jean-
nie, and he was the husband for whom
she waited in the doorway of their own
home. No wonder this vision engrossed
his whole mind so that the low-haoging
clouds that apveared on the horizon
passed unnoticed.

Presenly the snow began to fall
softly, but in large flames, and this
ronsed him from his happy reveries
Though at first it came softly and
llo‘}\‘, it soon ulﬂn:rt:icnr and faster,
and Jack to a guicker gait.
He was no;“f:d all nl-nnoi and E::n
smiled as he recalled Flynn's anxiety in
the morning. But soon unmistakable
signs of & severe snow-storm mroused
Jack from his sense of security, snd, for
the first time since he had owned Hero,

he nsed thespura The s
and indignant, jumped so violently that
Jack was pesrly unseated. * old

boy, you must forgive that, he said,
aoothingly, “for we must
as quick 88 we ean. Old Flynn was
right after all.” Thus urged, Hero be-
came guiet, and stepped out grandly.
Now, the snow was coming in
whirls snd gusts, and and
=
Hero kept on "
courage him and to ap his
ﬂ patied the horse and
to him from time to time,
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s wild stretch of hill conntry he beheld | turbed his

out of this | poin

conld nor make sny scourate caloula-
tion, but thooght they were nearly
home, when it grew dark, and the trail
was completely lost.  His heart thrilled
with & great fear as he realized he could
not tell which way to turn,

“Hero,” he said, bending low and
speaking in Lis ear; “Hero, yon must
find the way: for my sake. Hero, and
for—hers,” and his voice ended ina sob.

The horse struggled along bravely,
as if he conld understand what life
meant to those two young lLearts. But
it was Lurd work, and he was blinded
by the snow and chilled through with
the cold; and presently, with an almost
humnan groan, he sunk exhausted in a
snow-driit, and counld not rise sgain,

and

bitter ery rose to Jack's lips,
he tried desperately to yush forward on
foot. But whichever way he tarmed
the snow was piled up in walls, and he
realized they were in a drift, and es-
cape was impossible withont a mirncle.

At last he sunk down by Hero, and
threw his arms around the gallant
horse who had tried his beat to save his
master. He called and called for help,
but the wind had arisen, and his voice
teemed to sail aimlessly away and the
spirit of wind to snswer mockingly.
Once he thought be heard an answer-
ing cull, but though be strained his
ears to the utmost, he could not hear it
repeated. Then he gave np hope.

*We will wait fordeath together, old
fellow,” he =aid, drawing siill closer to
Hero. Hero mbbed his nose softly
against his hand in answer, and then
they quietly waited.

At first it was very cold. Then Jack
did not notice the cold mueh and sunk
into & sweet slumber, apd sll earthly
things faded awar, and he had a glor-
ous dream of heaven. Jeannie, in sngel’s
garb and gleaming white wings, came
to geceet him with outatretched hands,
s great light shining on her face. As
he looked farther he saw that this
light was reflected from the Divine
Presence seated on the great white
throne. He fell on his knees before
him, in rapt devotion, and the Presence
smiled upon him. Then the vision
faded away, and not even a dream dis-
is repose. Horse sud rider lay
perfectly still, and the snow drifted
and drifted, and covered them with its
soft white msntle. Jack had gone
home!

In the little snowbound ecabin the
three men waited snxiously for the re-
tnrn of their msie, but he did not eomé.
When the storm was over they hunted
for him, but the snow was yet so deep
they could acoomplish nothing. In a
few days the snow begun to melt a lit-
tle, and the search was renewed.

In a drift, not tweaty rods the
csbin they found him, the light from
the glorions Presence he had
his dream still reflected in his beanti-
ful cold face. And his hand held her
lsst Jetter tightly clasped in ils cold
fingera
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A Marriagry Burean.

Eight hundred marringeable people
are registered on our books,” esid
the pleasant woman clerk ata quiet
and unobtrusive looking matroimonisl
agency in New York. “They come from
every class, belong to all oceupations,
religions and nationalitics. They are
voung and old, rich and poor. We

ve farmers' widows and daughters,
country girls and city girls, heiresses
and servant girls, clergymen, “lawyers.
These are the classes we can introduce,
but it does not follow that s marringe
will always result from an introduction;
we simply use our best judgment in in-
troducing pecple who will be mutuslly
pleased with each other. We rigidly
wnvestigate the cnaracters of those we
introdunce. We know whether they
have a legal right to marry, their dis-
positions, income, health—everything.
They cannot deceive ns. Many come
to us who are living alobe in this big
city and have no opportunity to meet
congenisl companions. Marriages re-
sulting from these introductions gen-
erally prove happy. Yon see we know
more about the parties and they know
more about ench other than people who
just meet casually or accidentally in
social gatherings, boarding-houses, and
even in private homes.” They certainly
seem to have an opportunity for know-
ing, if one may judge from the photo-
graphs and deseriptions which every
applicaut is required to give and leave
open to investigation, for they are
amusingly clear and minute, To enjoy
the privilege of registering his or her
name on the agency’s books. the seeker
of Hymen must pay na feeof 35, A
sum equal to the average income from
the male applicant for one-half month,
estimating frum the results of the past
vear, iz contracted io be psid when the
engagement or marriage results from
introductions given. The unfortunate
whose income is less than $10 will not
be acvepted. Gentlemen pay 50 cents
for every personal interview with every
Iady to whom they are introduced. An
hour's interview is allowed. For those
who do not want to cr eannot write their
own letters, npon the paymentof 20
cents a “well educated clerk, with busi-
ness tact and clepr judgment,” will do
it. The two people who agres to be
helpmates for life, know each other’s
“nge, weight, height, nationality, ocen-
pation, religion, total value of all prop-
erty, both real and personal; total value
of annual income from all sonrees,
amonns expected fo be inberited, health,
views in regard to the use of tobaceo
and aleoholic drinks, aceomplishments
and ideas about marrying suy one dif-
‘ering in religion or nationality.” Not
bad ideas certainly for those to whom
they commend themselves, but to the
pure-hearted mortals who hug their
sweet illnsions and believe love isdivine,
and comes unsought and unbought,snd
despite the philosophies of the wordly
wise, the pessimists and cynics, think it
is the only thing that makes life endur-
able, especially married life, is a cold,
businesslike proposition—the day with-
ount sunshine, the night without stars.

Caught.

In the early days of Indiana, there
lived on the banks of the Ohio River
sn eccentric character named John
Brown, who was noted for the facility
with which he conld extend the truth;
in fact, hie was never known to tell the
truth if he could sveid it.

Early one spring morning Brown
started for the county seat on horse-
back, riding at & brisk pace, and soon
eame up with two of his neighbors who
were working along the One of
them immediately asccosted him with:

“Hallo, Brown; can't you tell ns a lis
this morning ?”

Brown stopped his horse, and assum-
ing & very serious expression of counte-
nance, replied:

“]I would, but Neighbor Adams died
last pight, sod I am on my way fo Cac-
pelton for a coffin; and his folks fold
me to ask if you eould not come
over and help to dnfh&n grave.”

After making this remark Brown
whipped up his horse and rode rapidly
in the direction of Cannelton. The two
naizhhr: immedistely quitted

AN AMERICAN DUELIST.

In His First and Last Serfous Meoting He
Was Succesaful.

“The year was in 1861, and the scene
in Paris,” said the Major, as he leaned
back and smoked hiscigar, contentedly,
*I was then a second in aduel, and the
man who just left us was the principal
I was never connected with a duel be-
fore or gince, nor wus he.”

It was immediately before this utter-
ance, that a tall, soldierly-locking man
had walked away from a_ group of gos-
sipers in the corridorscf one of New
York’s greatest hotels. He had listened
and said little while the rest of ua
talked, and now, as he had found some
one to talk for lim, the rest of us lis-
tened with interest.

“That man,” said the Major, I may
as well eall him General Clark, was
born and reared in Massachusetts. He
was graduated at Harvard and then
went abroad in the mid-fifties and
studied at Heidelberg, Vienna, Paris—
wherever there was anything to learn.
Combined with a passion for study
was an intense love of all manly sports.
His vacations at home were speat in
hunting excursions in Canada or the
far West, and in Europe he soon feil in
with men of similar tastes and adopted
similar recreations,

“It was while serving an apprentice-

by day, while he read the clasfes nt
night, that Clark heard of the firing on
Fort Sumier. He was not one of the
kind to be ont of the way when there
was any call upon his patriotism and
he set out, post haste, to offer himsalf
for the fight, He reached Paris—and
here my story really begins, for all
that had gome before 1 have since
Jearved.

“I was seated ina pleasant cafle, diun-
ing. when Clark, whom I did not then
know, entered, seated himselfand gave
bis order. There was st the next
table, a mthor tumuitnons party of
young French blades, and they seemed
to recognize him as an American. At
least they at once began a running fire
of chaff directed at Americans in gen-
eral, and the war issues in partiou-
lar, which was very galling, even to me,
and I am not sensitive. At last ope of
them said that a regiment of French
cavalry could merch unopposed from
New York to New Orleans, and that all
Americans were shupkeepers and hence
cowards,

“Clark, who had not op to this time
sppeared to novice what was said, then
wheeled in his chair and asked, in the
purest French, whether the person who
made the last charge was sincere in it
The reply was simply a reiteration, and
before the words were fairly out of the
man’s mouth a glass of Burguudy was
dashed in his face.

*Half blind with rage and more than
half blinded by the wine, the man
made a dash at Clark and was promptly
knocked down bys neat left-han
blow,

“This ended the matter for the time.
Clark turned and dropped his card on
the table before the friends of his dis-
comfited enemy, then re-secured his
hat and coat, paid the wuiter and
walked ont.

*1 followed him.

“‘I see, said I, ‘that you are an
American and that you have business
on hand. Iam your countrrman aod
would gladly aid you” Of course I in-
troduced myself in dne form.

“After looking at me intently for a
moment he n.ig: ‘I believe you can
assist me. I have nointimates now in
Paris. That man will certainly want
satisfaction, and, while I disapprove of
dueling, st this time and on such sn
issue, I will ﬂ{bt It is imperatively
necessary that I leave Paris at noon to-
morrow, if I am alive. Now, like a
good fellow, place yourself in the way
of these men, let them know you are my
friend, and if they ask a meeting, let it
be at daybresk and with swords.’

ship in the Tnrkish army and shootiog | ;

man and made no aggressve move-
ment. Then he said, ‘Monsieur, have a
care for your left shonlder.” Nof two
minutes later, with a lightning turn of
the wrist, his sword piaked the of
his antagonist in this very spot.

“There was, of course, & suspension
of hostilities for the time, but the
Frenchman, his wound once
declared Limsee!f dissatisfied, and, fen
minutes later, after a similar i
dropped his wespon, his right shoulder
being the worse for his experience. Of
course this ended it

“After breakfast I was walking with
Clark whea I suid, ‘T now see why you
preferred swords'

“‘Do you? he asked. ‘Come with
me." Then heturned into a shooting-
gallery, took up a pistol at random and
struck the bull’s eye eight times ount of
ten shote. ‘I knew,’ he said, ‘that I
eould kill him with s pistol, and I did
not want to do it. I knmew he might
kill me, and I did not want him to do
it. I was nuite certain that he could
not do me, and I would not do him, any
serions damuge with the sword."

¥ “Where,' I asked, ‘did you leam to
fence ¥

“First from our butlor, who had
been a maitre d’'armes in France.
Then by practicing in every eapital in
Europe.’

* ‘And this is your first serious meet-

8%
**Yes, and my last.""—Detroit Free
FPress,

Almest Killed by Kindness.

Deserters from the army are seldom
caught, owing to a general unwilling-
ness to give information that will lead
to their arrest. Some years agoa young
graduate from West Foint was sent lo
the West, and dotailed for special duty
with a squad of Indian sconts, So long
as he was with his party he, of course,
was able to keep his bearings, but one
day, returning E—om an expedition into

dinner, and, after dininglhe directed the

would follow an hour or two later. Not
aconstomed to the mountains, bhe lost
his way. The Indians came tothe

without him snd reported that he

oot overtaken them, but as they were
directed to go on they obeyed orders
and did not return to search for him.
HSeveral days passed, and as no news
came of the missing officer [his friends,

Indians totrace him up, They followed
his trail for two hnndred miles, and

seen by miners and prospectors, bué
eould get no information from them As

to the direction he had taken, for he -

was supposed to be a deserter from the
army, and no one would aid the soldiers
to run him down. He wasfound st last
after over a week's wandering, almost
dead, and delirious from hunger, thirst

a and exposure, all of which he owed to

the general sympathy for deserters, for
had the civilians sided the scouts he
l;night have been overtaken in & few
ours,

Insarance and Elsetricity,

The prejudice that seems so often to
be earefully worked up sguainst the
electric light on the ground of danger
from fire is found bottomless wherever
there is the least regard for ordinary
precautions, as with awn:z other agent
of use to man. Several thousand houses
in Philsdeiphin have the electrio light,
and the inspector there in his last sn-
nusl report states that there was nota
single fire or a single dollar lost. Sl
more striking is the evidence from the
electric light companies themselves,
Until sbout & year ago fire companies

st ridienlously exorbitant rates. The
station took the matter in haod snd
e ) ok v
ing is sim i T a0 com-
u:g! is on lb’;mnli solid basis, while

ce from outside isnow offered
them at the ordinary rates. t‘.aaml‘lll
com g , is selling a
mﬁgd construction, 8o Mhﬁ
losses shonld tend steadily ﬁllﬂ.ini-’
mum.

the mountsins, the party stopped for
Indians to go on to the post while he

who esteemed him highly, sent out the:

repeatediy had news of him, ashe was

refused to insure central stations except
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