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UNCLE WILLIAM'S PICTURE.
BY JAMPA WHITCOMB RILEY,

TUncle Willinm, last Juoly,
Had his picture touk,

“Have it done, of cource,” seys I,
“Jes the way von look 1

(All dreased up, he was, for tho

Harbeeue and jubiles

The Old Settiers holt.) 8o La—
Last Lo hisd it took.

Lide sha'd conxed and begged and plead,
Bineo her wother went |
But be'd cough and shake his hesd
At all argyment ;
Mebby clear hiw throat anud say,
“What's my likenoss ‘'mount to, bey,
Now, with mother gone away
From us, like she went ¥

But we'd projick’d round, til wo
Got it figered down
How we'd git bim, Lide and me,
I'rivin' into town ;
B_l'!.lﬂ'm! how well be looked, and fleshed
1 p around the face, and freshed
With the moroing air ; aud breshed
His coat-collar down,

All soprovidential! Why,
Now he's dead and gone,
Picture ‘pears =o lifellke I
Waut to start himon
Thetn old tales he ust to tell]
And ol talks, so sociable,
And old sopgs he sung so well
"Fore his voice was gone!

Face i sad to Lide, and they's
Sorrow in the eyes—
Kisses it sometimes, and lays
It nway and cries ;
1 smooth down ber hair, and low
He is happy, anyhow,
Bein' there with mother now—
Bmlle and wipe my eyes.
—Century.

TWO

MISTAKES IN LIFE.

BY A. MILO BENNETT.

LAGUE upon this
P quiet life; here I

have been for three
months, and have
hardly seen =a
blessed soul; there
is absolutely noth-
ing todo, sud it is
barder to do mnoth-
ing, than anything
else I know of, I
had suoch lovely
times in New York.
Frances, I shall
## die if you don’t find
some excitement for me., Why don’t
you do something rash—fall in love,
and—well, that would be rash enough,
would it not "

“Indeed it would for me, but for yon,
—well, there, I shan't say what I in-
tended, but you needr’t have a spasm
over it,". as she saw the change of eolor
in the face of Miss Bertha Peppard, the
young lady who had seemed to find the
last few months so dall, and then ad-
ded, “Bat why do yon say you have
sgen noone? It seems to me that you
have been over-run with company. I
don’t believe there is & single young
man, or married one either, for that
matter, for twenty miles aroand, who
has failed to pay you a pretty compli-
ment of some kind. Why, I wonder
that your pretty head is not turned by
s0 mach homage as von have received:
but, law! you take it as a matter of
course, trest them all alike, and act as
imperious as any queen. If1 counld, I
would be ashamed of you for their
sakes.”

“Oh, but that's too common. Iam
desperate. I want some excitement in
which I could get & chance to break
my neck; a fox-hunt, a big cyclone, =
war, or,—or,—aomething to break i
awinl monutony.”

“Excitement? You shounld go up
and examine There's nothing
good enough for you here. Dress up
as a man and go and fight the
Indians. Ido hate to scold, but I just
think you peed it; you are rimply in-
corrigible; pick out some good history,
and store your mind; prepsre yourself
for usefulness here, and in the life to
come, as your Uncle Jasen would say.
Yon were formerly so contented, but

speaker was a beantiful youn,
octoroon, in the position of waitings-
maid to Miss Bertha Peppard, who was
the only davghter of Henrica P pard,
one of the wealthiest planters ineioni.v
isna. He was s descendant of onme of

tempered it all with s certain ‘kindli-
ness which made her a favorite with
all who knew her. :

It follows that she was s besutiful
girl, for the climate was responsible
for her clear complexion, and her dsily
exercise, riding and boating, for the
symmetry and roundness of her figure.
There was not a single angle in her
profile, and all this withont a tendency
to obesity. Added toher other charms
were the prettiest eyes, shaded with
long, beautiful eye-lashes, that it hsds
been my good fortune to see, even
among Southern girls noted for such
charms. Her grace of movement, and
her proud, careless demeanor lent an
additional charm which was simply irre-
sistible. There was nota young man in
the county who would not have felt
himself growing larger could he but
win & smile from her; and of this faot
she was perfectly aware, for who is so
conscious of her power as the beautiful
women: Half of them had been at
her feet since her return from New
York, where she had been attending a
celebrated school for young Indies, but
she seemed indifferent to them all; and
Dame Rumor was beginning to call her
beartless, although she could bardly go
80 far as to call her a coquette, as her
actions gave no foundations for sucha
sobriquet.

One young man, Hurold Bouillon, a
rich young plarter, had been showing
her marked attention.

He was a typical Sonthern geatle-
man; chivalrous and open-hes y im-
petuons and head-strong, and generous
to a faultt He placed women on an
equal with the gods, and therefore
trested them with the consideration and
deference so ustural to the true South-
ern gentleman,

Bertha rather liked him before going
North, and they had been much in each
other’s society, though at that time the
idea of marriage had not entered her
mind. Since her return he
pewed his attentions, and she counld no
longer mistake his meaning, although
they were of such a delicate nature,
and so veiled behind the screen of re-
serve, that no lady would hsve felt
justified in refusing them, evsn had she
penetrated their purport. Bertha
trampled upon her conscience and ac-
cepted them, and daily excursions
down the bayou, or through the Ilux-
uriant foliage peculiar to the climate,
on horseback, seemed, to the curions,
more than likely to result in something
other than mere friendship.

This idea was shared by Frances, and
on this occasion her speech had been
intended to bring out the true state of
affairs.

Frances, although in the position of
waiting-maid to %erthl, WaS, B8 are
many of the beautiful young octoroons
of the South in a like capacity, on most
intimate terms with her mistress, and
shared most of her confidences. She
had been educated by Mr, Peppard, and
under the same governess who served
Bertha, and was fitted by long associa-
tion, on such friendly terms, to be no
mesn companion for her mistress, whom
she idolized.

It may not have occured to Bertha,
but her style of beauty certainly acted
as an elegsnt foil to enhance the beauty
of that young lady, by reason of the
sharp contrast between them, for beauty
is more perfect when in

this | in keeping with it.

Be this as it may, the peculiar lsn-
guishing eyes, snrrounded by the long,
dark eye-lashes peculiar to the creoles
and inhabitants of Lousiana, and her
tall and symetrically i
form, attracted nearly as muchattention
as did ber mistress, and one ecould
hardly have guessed from hercolor that
she was an octoroon.

She was perfectly devoted to Bertha,
and, strange as it may seem to many
Northern people, the attachment was
heartily reciprocated, for had they not
been together all their lives? Had not
Frances, on more than one occasion,
proved her love by little self-saerifices,
und would she not die for her, if thers
meoooeln'on for it?

“Do you love Harold, Bertha, or was
I right about the boarding-school ro-
mauce ?”

“Hit down, Frances, here, beside me.
I want you to tell me what I shall do.
There was more truth thsn you
in the romance, as you cull it Iamin
ascrape, (that's a New York word),
and such » ; llﬂm to tell
something even musin’t
, and I am balf afraid the trees and

flowers will seoret.
“Xou hnm-illldl

had re- | him.

friends, and I thoughtI loved him
dearly before I went North. He was the
only person I cared about, and we were
slways together, but I didn't know what

love was. 1 was rumantic, and had lit- | said

tle experience in the world, and I mis-
took my own heart. 1 was mistaken
then,—and Oh, Heaven!—since then I
have made s greater mistake. I have
ruined my life, and perhaps the lives of
othera,

“You have heard me speak of the
Mumfords, of New York? Well, Mra,
Mumford took an especial liking to me,
for some reason or other, and gave a
magnificent party in my honor, so that
I might meet Mr. ur Pembroke, a
relstive, in whom she took particular

interest. I thivk she was de-
termined that we  should be
married. To make a long story

short,—well—he forced himself mpon

me in such & way, and was so attentive | YOU

and kind, that I fell hesd over heels in
love wilh him before I knew it, and—"

“You sare engaged? FPoor Harold!
And papa and mamma? What
will t sf say ?”

“Yes I prowised to be his wife, and—
Oh, Frances! if you knew how I have
suffered this last month.™

“Buffered? Why, does he mot love
you? Do youn deabt him?

“Oh, Frances, you don’t—vou canno}
understand. I am a fickle witch, and I
hate myself; I despise myseif!” and she
drew herself up and clinched her hand
with the intensity of her feeling. *Yes,
1—I--love him. It must be thatI love
him, for I can love ne other. I am
bound to him by promises that cannot
be broken ; he loves me; would to God
that he didv’t. He loves me more than
life itself, be tells me, and I know not
what he would do to himself or to me
should 1 be false to him.

“Frances, I learned sad truths to-
day. Harold loves me madly, poor fel-
low, and he has asked me to marry

He pressed his claims in such @
passionate manner, when I jtold him it
could not be, that I actunally became

afraid that be wounld do something
rash, and—J had no right ‘to listen to
him; I should not have gone out with
him. I have proven myself false to Ar-
thnr and to Harold, and if I tell all, I
will be despi as much as I despise
myself; and yet I could not resist. I
was mistaken once; I am not mistaken
now; I love Harold Bouaillen in spite of
myself;in spile of Arthur; in spite of
my promise. I love him as T did not
know it was possible to love, but Imust
keep my promise., Imnst and will
keep my promise, or—I—I shall go
mad.”

At the thought of her terrible posi-
tion she raised her voice and flung the
speech out with a vehemence, which
left doubt in the mind of Frances as to
whether she were notin reality mad.

“And more, Frances; he has asked
papa’s consent, and mamma and he are
dreadfully vexed at my obstinacy and
pride, as they call it. Oh, why did I
promise? Why did I promise?”

“Yes, why, if you did not love him?
I eannot understand you, but I am
for you, dear;” and she lightly
her hand, and tried to comfort her,

“T deceived myself and I deceived
him. Oh, 1 am not worthy of him. He
ia the soul of honor, and I—" and the
tears sprang to her eyes,

“Arthur Pembroke is a splendid fel-
low. Heis tall and beautiful; he has
lovely black eyes which fairly snap
with ambition, and he is *he sort of man
to eatch s young girl’s fancy; but, bet-
ter than all, he isa man, an honorable

ed | man, one of the noblest that aver lived.

He could say no ill of any one; he is
generous and unselfish; he is brave,
patriotic and true, and I—love him,
but—"

sppearance in
these paris I'll challenge him, and kill
him, or die in the attempt.”

The was none other than
Harold n, and the rage ex-
pressed in the manner he hissed out his

words, tened the girls, even had
his sudden appearance not done so, sad
ﬂlmdlw&ehomnhﬂw
e et R
- - in
stinotively. stood motionless for s
moment, his 'whole face working eon-
vulsively, and then with a low, stiflad
half fell into s rustie bench

pain on his face, appealed to her
more earnestly than all of the
words he could have summoned
to his aidl. Before she could speak, he

“Forgive me; I was sogered; I was
orazy, and knew not what T said I
had no right to speak, much less to
speak us I did. I—I—wish you joy—
but—T1 had rather yon had killed me.
I was accidentally passing, and was riv-
eted to the ground by your last words
You have driven a dagger into my heart.
Have you no love for me? No p“i?
0O, you know not what you do,” and he
too{ her hand and looked pitifully into
her eyes. “Cruel, cruel eyes—no, no,
not cruel. Berths, my angel, speak to
me! 1)o you love this man as you say?
Let me hear it again, and I shall go,
never to return.”

“Harold, 'tis I need forgiveness, I --
misunderstand me. I—I am so
sorry 1 wounded you eo,” she said be-
tween her sobs. “How can I tell you?
Ihave made a mistake. Yon ecannot
know how I love you. Ilove you, Har-
old, snd you alone. Fatal moment
that I acoepted your attentions I
thought I loved you years ago, but that
was another mistake. Thatwas i
to the love I now bear you—but—.
have plighted my word to another,
whom idle fancy made my hero. I
thought that was love; it was romance,
and I am doomed fo pay for my folly.
He is noble, and all tﬂnﬁ you heard me
say of him, and I was trying to make
myself feel a love for him which is his
due, but which I cannot give him. My
vehemence was the result of the batile
waging between my conscience and my
heart. Ilike him but Ido not love
kim; I love you alona. When I came
home and learned of your eon-
stancy, and found you so good to me, I
knew I had made a mistuke. When
you asked me to be your wife, this
mornjpg, I was frantic, because I
::hhtimldzochakmy promise

thought it wicked. I thonghs
myself & wanton, to allow your atiens
tions, but I copld not keep away from
you. When ¥ said what you overbeard,
my heart was breaking, for I was trying
to make myself believe the words m;
mouth was framing, but in vain the
fort. 1loveyou, and now I “know I
have loved you all the time,” and she
laid her head on his strong breast and
sbandoned herself to the tears of joy
she could not restrain.

“Harold, would it be as great a crime
to break my promise to him, as it wonld
be to marry him without love?”

And the answer came:

“Leave that to a higher Judge, who
made you as you are. I think not,” and
each scknowledged Love tobe a ca-
pricious snd powerful master.

A Big One.

Big ships have not yet had their day.
A monster vessel has just urrived at New
York from Calcutta. She is called the
Pinmore, and was built at Greenock,
Scotland. She is 310 feet long at the
water line, 424 feet beam, 24 feet
7 inches depth of hold. She is built of
steel throughont, having a steel hull,
steel decks, steel honses, steel masts
and steel spars. Three of
masts sre 153 feet high, and the after,
or jigger, mast, is a single casting of
stesl, 146 feet long from heel to head,
being the longest pi
on board a ship, re are 700 yards
of canvas in her mainsail aloné, 600 in
the cross-jack and 520 on the foresail
With all sail set on her recent
she covered 308 miles in one day, which
means & sustsined speed of thirteen
miles an hour, The Pinmore carries a
crew of thirty-four men. Below, the
Pinmore presents an immense sweep of
hold, in which 5,000 tons of cargo may
be stowed. There is a vessel certsinly
that ought to the heart of any
“old tar."—Buffalo Commercial,

to Australia resdy to be friend; climbed

there. Mr. Puliman will drive &

colony thense to s table,
on the wall, and got

HOW WOMEN SHOULD RUN.

They Can Easily Learn to Do It Grace-
faily.

Two men were walking on & New
York pavement the other day when one
of them mddunlmluuko& his com-
panion’s sleeve. “ k at that,” he said
quietly. “That® was a woman running
for a street car. The car had s
but it was one of the impatient Broad-
way ones, and the conductor’s hand
was suggestively on the strap. Two or
three vehicles ver; in t{w wsye,cl:lut the
womun, carrying herself perfectly up-
right, her skirt gathered in one hand
just at the right spot to have the
eries clear the ground properly, ran in
and out between them with great skill
and stepped aboard the car. She did
pause a moment on the platform to re-
gainherpoi.senttarher chase, but with

erect and easy gail entered the

car and sank into a seat. “When I was

g," said the man who had directed

is friend’s attention to the episode as

they passed on, “I remember it used to

be said that ‘grace adorns & woman un-

til she begins to run,’ but that woman's

grace did not forsake her even at the
critical moment.”

In point of fact the old saw has guite
lost its pith. It does not hold in either
proposition. Grace does not adorn all
women even to the running point, and
many women, like the one who excited
the comment just guoted, ean run with
elegant ease and pleasing effect.

It all consista in knowing how. Ten
years ago that same woman, perhaps,
would have run with head thrust for-
ward, torso well in advance of the lower
limbs, jeopardizing the center of gravity
and compressing the lungs and air pas-
sages just at the time when extra breath
was needed. “We run with our legs,”
said a professor in a gymnasium for

&lﬂw other day, “

the conventional out-
stretched arm movements, Said a pu-
pil of one of them recently: “Wedo
everything in our exercise praclice.
We wag our hoeads and stretech our
necks and work every separate muscle
we own. Ishould not be surprised at
any time to be asked to elevate my eye-
brows for ten consecutive mmnt:.. w'to
Y.

80 perfect “that if every musecle struck
a note in this wonderful instrument of

habituall enplﬁynmly sbout s dozen
m:rlphllborhl_llly aa she

BE3

o

tening on—all in & manner that was »
revelation to the onlookers,

Only one sceptic had the temerity to
say that he didn't believe even these
agile-girls ocould olimb elegantly inlo
the upper berth of a sleepi , and,
to be frank, not one of them dared
dum the assertion.

their knowledge is valuable in
unexpected places, however, is often
proved. y,” said s young belle
the other day, “i

ing me on
fallen over quite if I had not known juss
the movement to protect mvself,
once steady it was easy to rise with &
single motion erect upon my feet. The
other gir i
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charmer,” and they all unite de-
claring that this gigantic serpent was
formerly the property of the old
“charmer,” and it was at least one hun-
dred and fiftesn years old wm%
woodchopper on
January day of 1891
Dangorous Ink.
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