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FOR LOVE'S SAKE.
When John Jackson |returned, after a

three year's absence, to Wyeland, he
found that both his ancient home and
himself had undergone more changes
than he knew. The place struck upon
frim with a changed aspect, and had no
answering welcome to give that which
he extended to it. There were new
names above the low-broweddoors inthe
straggling High street, and new faces
beneath them. The deep peace of the
once tranquil fields which ringed the lit-
tle town was troubled by the incursions
of navigator and collier. Coal had been
found upon the Heath estate, and black-
ened pit frames and heaps of
unsightly refuse made- hideous
the heart of rural solitude. The
purling brook in wiiich he had
bathed as a lad was now an evil-smell-
ing sewer. Many of his old acquaint-
ances, at whomhis heart leaped, failed
to recognize him, and were painfully in-
4ifferent in their greetings when his
identity was recalled to their minds.
Bis old sweethearts were alleither mar-
ried or engaged, and, oppressed by the
dignity of present or coming matron-
hood, wouldflirtno more. Some were
even dead. All these things saddened
him, and tho happy boyhood of three
Bhort years ago seemed to be centuries
away.

11 1really do feel dreadfully "old," he
said to his cousin Amy, as they sat to-

fether in the dusk, " quite patriarchal,
must have known Adam andNoah, and

been a personal friend of Abraham,
only I've forgotten all about them.
Everything here is so altered ;both
place and people seem changed com-
pletely. AsIremember myself, three
years ago, |Iwas rather a favorite here,
and now nobody seems to remember or
Jo take any interest in me. Isuppose
itis stupid, though natural, to expect to
find things as youleft them."

"And do you find me changed?"
asked Amy.

"More than anybody or anything
else."

1
'

Not disagreeably, Ihope ?""
Not disagreeably at all. Quite the

contrary. You were a girl when Ileft
you, and now youare a woman

—
and a

very pretty woman, too, Amy."
"Ah!"said the girl, witha laugh and

a half sigh, "you arc not changed, I
see."
"Iam afraidIam, tiiongh," answered

John. "The three years that have
made a woman of youhave made a man
pf me. One is a man at three and twen-
ty,Isuppose ?"
"Isuppose so,r> said Amy, with an-

other sign. "Ah! the dear old days!
We shall never see them again, Jack !"

"We may see happier.Amy, though
they Trillbe spent apart."

He could not see the pained lookupon
his companion's face as she looked to-
ward him through the gathering dusk,
and, in Irisdistraction, did not notice
her quickened breathing."

""Yhyshonld they be spent apart ?"
sho asked, presently.

"
Could not your

Trork be as well done here as in Lon-
don?"

"Quito as well. Perhaps better."
"Then why not stay? Oh, Jack,

don't refuse ! The house and the farm
are my own, now uncle has gone. You
know how welcome you are. Ihave
tuore thanIcan ever want. Mr. Samp-
Bon says the last year's income was over
Bixhundred. What can Ido with all
that? Stay here, Jack, and let us re-
Vive oldtimes.""

No, Amy. Don't think me proudor
ungrateful. ButImust not be apension-
er even on your bounty, and that is what
itwould—"

"Jack !" said the girl, in a pained
tone.

"That is what it would be, Amy;
there is no other name forit. No;I
must go back to London and work. I
can see my wayto bread and cheese
now, and shall get something better, I
hope, ina littletime."

The girl rose from her seat and paced
the room.

"Jack," she broke out passionately,
"Ican not bear it. When Ithink of

Jou toiling and slaving for bare lifein
<ondon while Ilive iv comfort here,

and every crustIeat and every thread I
wear bought bymoney that should be
yours, Ifeel as if Ishould go mad with
shame and anger. It is shameful !
What right had your father to beggar
yon tomake me rich? Ican't livehere,
andIwon't. I'llgo away and work, as
you do."

"Youare far too sensible, Amy,Iam
snre, to do anything so ridiculous. And
whatever may have been my father's
feelings regarding me, Ibelieve he did
the best thing possible in leaving the
farm to yon. Nothing but poverty
"would ever have made me work. lam
of some use in the world as it is, and
shall be moro some day."

The gill returned to her seat, and
was silent for some little time. Then
she asked :

"Tellme your plaus and your lifein
London."

"Thero is not much to tell. My
plans are simply to go on working tillI
can get a comfortable living for myself.
My life is happy enough. Ihave at
least learned the great secret that the
man who works is happier than the man
who doesn't. Ilike my work, and I
thinkIshall succeed init."

1\u2666 What do youmean by succeed ?""
Ithink Ishall make a little name

for myself and be well thought of bymy
fellow-workers in time, and thatIshall
be able to lead my own life inmy own
way."

"Your ambition is moromodest than
itused to be, Jack."

"Yes," answered Jack, with a sad
smile, "a good deal more modest I
don't know anything better that could
happen to a man who suffered under too
high a notion of his abilities than to be
thrown on his resources in the London
press world. One can't turn a corner
without coming across a dozen cleverer
fellows than one's self. A man who
starts '«ith such ambitions asIhad when
Istarted, and whokeeps them after such
a three years' experience asIhave had,
is pretty likely, Ishould say, to be
worthy of his own opinion."

"Have you many friends in Lon-
don ?"
"Ibelieve Ihave as many friends,

Amy, as any man who ever lived;real
friends, Imean. Ishall never be able
to repay the kindness Ihave received
from some of them. They are splendid
fellows. Most of them might be more
jnoral, and all of them might be more
industrious ;but they could not be more
generoiis, more helpful, more happy in
their friends' success. Ibelieve firmly,
Amy, that ifyou want friendship and all
the virtures it breeds, you must come
to Bohemia for them. Idon't want to
disparage respectability, but it does
seem to me that directly a man begins
to pay income tax he loses his sympa-
thies."
"Ihave heard that theory before,"

said Amy. "But you may findfriend-
ship outside Bohemia, Jack. Idon't
know that my sympathies have degen-
erated at all. althoughIpay income tax.

or, a£ least, Mr. Sampson" pays it for
me."

"Youwillnever be anything but what
youhave always been, Amy, the dearest
girlin the world."

Simple and chivalrous soul as he was,
he could not have conceived a more
cruel torment than the tone of voice
and form of words wherein he spoke.
Gratitude and tender regard andplayful
affection were all expressed there, and
yet the tears welled up in the girl'sheart
as she listened, and, but that they were
held resolutely back, would have
dimmed the eyes that regarded their
idol through the fast-gathering gloom.
She was silent, fearing to trust her voice—

and Jack, too, held his peace for a
littletime."

You were always my confidante in
the old time, Amy," he said presently."

Aman must have somebody to tellhis
secrets to, at least Imust, and should
really like to tell you a littlestory."

She waited, more than ever afraid to
speak, and he wenton, taking her silence
for consent :

"Youhave heard of Mrs. Farnaby,
the authoress ? A friend of hers took
me to one ofher evening receptions and
introduced me, and she was kindenough
to give me a standing invitation for the
eeason. Itwas the one house that was
open tome inLondon, and Icannot tell
you how dear those evenings were to
me, and how they stood out from the
re&t of the dreary week. One nightI
found myself seated next to a young
lady whomIhad not seen before. She
struck me particularly by reason of a
strong likeness Isaw, or fanciedIsaw,
inher to you. Ispoke to her on some
commonplace topic, and we fell into a
conversation that lasted the wholeeven-
ing, untilshe went away inthe company
of an elderly lady, whoseemed tobeher
chaperone, or guardian, or companion,
whatever the phrase is. She was there
the next night and every night after, and
we were there together a good deal. I
assure you honestly, Amy, that until the
season came to a finish, and Mrs. Farn-
aby's receptions ceased for the year, I
had no notion of myreal feelings toward
the girl. But itstruck me suddenly, as
Iwas dressing for the last of the even-
ings, that Iwas in love with her. I
went to tne house withthe intention of
doing something decisive

—
what, Idid

not know myself. She didnot come. I
waited the whole evening, hoping for
her appearance, long after allreasonable
chance had passed, and at last went
home feeling asIhad never feltbefore.
Icould not work or sleep for thinking
of her.

"Nearly four months passed before I
saw her again. Iwas walkinginthe Re-
gent's park, late one afternoon inDe-
cember. There was half-frozen snow
on the ground, and more in the sky
waiting to fall. Iwas thinking about
her, andIfeltdulland miserable. Isat
down upon a bench and litmypipe, and
tried to drive her from my mind by
thinking of a storyIwas writing' at the
tune. ButIcould think of nothing
but her. The night was closing in, and
a park-keeper came and told me that
the gates would soon be closed andI
must go. AsIrose to obey, a woman's
figure fluttered by me. The light was
dun under the trees, and she passed
quickly at some distance. ButIknew
her. Itwas she —

the girlIhad lost.
"Icould not tell you, Amy, how the

story she told moved me. Itwas a
common-place story enough, Isuppose.
Her aunt, the lady who had accompan-
iedher toMrs. Farnaby's, had lost the
income on which they had lived by a
piece of heartless rascality. The injus-
tice was so flagrant that Icannot con-
ceive how the law of any country could
countenance it. But legal redress was
impossible, according to the highest
opinions, and they were ruined. They
had never been rich, but they had had
enough forcomfort, and now they were
reduced to complete poverty and were
subsisting as best they could. A far-
away relative had discovered them

—
a

successful man of business withwhom
they had never had any communication
for many years. He had offered them
assistance, and for some time their bur-
den had been greatly lightened by his
aid, though they still worked for
themselves and preserved their inde-
pendence as much as they could. Their
relative's help had been continued for
some time, they suspecting no ulterior
motive, when one day he proposed to
the aunt for the hand of the girl. Tho
aunt made no definite reply, merely
promising to use her influence on his
behalf. The offer was refused —

and re-
fused, Ibelieve, Amy, for my sake

—
and

he withdrewhis assistance and left them
to fight their way as best they could.
She told me all this quietly and calmly
as we walked together. Ican tell you
what she said, but what actor could hope
to imitate the calm, despairing resigna-
tion of her voice [and manner? Itold
her that if she would put her destiny
into myhands she should never know a
want Icould supply. Itold her that I
loved her, and had loved her since the
firstmoment Ihad seen her. Ipleaded

ihard
—

all in vain. Her place, sue said,
was with her aunt, to whom she owed
everything, and she would never consent,
to cripple me by adding the burden of
their poverty to my own. Iargued
against her resolution

—
allinvain. She

was adamant. She said, frankly and
freely, that she returned my affection,
but she begged me to believe that any
renewal of my proposal would only in-
crease her trials. Ilonged to offer her
assistance, but Idared not do it,and
she left me, begging me to make no at-
tempt to follow her. For days after I
haunted the spot on which we parted,
and at lastIsaw her. She told me she
hadsecured an engagement as companion
to a maiden lady, and she left London
next day. Irenewed my pleadings

—
still invain. Iasked for a souvenir

—
some littletrifle by which to remember
her

—
and she gave me a photograph. I

have never seen her since."
There was silence for a moment, brok-

en only by the twitter of the leaves in
the garden without.

"A woman worth loving," said Amy,
when she could trust her voice.

He heard the words, and knew noth-
ing bpt what they told him. Filled
withhis own thoughts, he had none to
read the heart of the woman who
spoke—

and speech is surely, inmany
ways, the weakest dialect of human lan-
''

Have you the photograph withyou?"
6he asked, presently.

He took it from his pocket and gave
itinto her hand, which trembled a little
as she took it. She walked to the win-
dow to examine it by the faint light
that yet filtered through the leaves.

1
'

What is her name ?" she asked."
Ishall never speak her name again,

Amy. Do not ask me.""
Car jol'aime troppour que jedis
Qnij'ose aimer,

Et jeveux mourirpour ma mie
Sans lapommer,"

quoted Amy,with an attempt at a laugh
which was hardly a success. "But sup-
pose Iknowit?"

"How could you know it?" asked
Jack.

"Because, lam awitehj" answered
Amy, "andknewevery thuur. "Come.

willyon tellme or shall 2 tell you?"
"Tellme."
"What do you say to Ada Stanley?"
Jack rose to his feet thunderstruck ;

but before he could speak a light step
was heard advancing along the gravel of
the garden path, and a female form
darkened the window."

The lady herself," continued Amy,"
just in the nick of time. Miss Ada

Stanley, Mr. John Jackson."
A light knock came at the door, and a

neat and rosy-cheeked country lass ent«
ered the room, bearing in her hand a
lamp. She was followed by a middle-
aged man, tall and strongly built, and
dressed indark gray broadcloth. Ano-
ticeable man, with a peculiar set expres-
sion on his face.

"Good evening, Mr. Tescam," said
Amy.

"
Youknow my cousin, Ithink."

Mr. Tescam bowed and extended his
hand towardJohn, who took itmechan-
ically, withoutremoving his eyes from
Ada, who stood trembling just within
the Afindow."
Iwas just thinking of taking a stroll

inthe garden, Mr. Tescam," went on
Amy;

''
ifyou would favorme withyour

arm, I've no doubt my cousin and Miss
Stanley willbe able to amuse them-
selves for a littletime withoutour help."

The stranger offered his arm with a
formal and rather old-fashioned court-
esy, and they left the room together and
passed up the garden walkin silence.
They reached the rustio bench beneath
the drooping branches of an aspen, and
here Amyquitted her companion's arm
and took her seat."

Youhave something to say to me,"
she said wearily. All the sprightliness
of amoment ago had vanished.

"Yes," said Mr. Tescam, slowly. "I
have something to say to you which is
soon said;Ihave come to say

•
good-

by.
"

She could see that the set expression
ofhis face, dimly discernible through
the evening gloom, had deepened, and
that the hand whichheld the lappel of
his coat clutchedit hard.

1'Why good-by ?" she asked.
"Itis best, "hesaid simply, struggling

hard with some powerful passion which
he could scarce express. "So long asI
remain ;here, so long as Isee you,I
must speak, andIknow that there is no
hope ;Imust get away from you and
fight itdown. Iam trembling now, only
at the pressure of your hand upon my
arm, the sound of your voice."

The clutching fingers tightened in
their grasp as ifthey would have stilled
the beating of the heart below.

"When Ithinfc," he went on, with
his gathering passion battling with the
strong restraint he had put upon him-
self; "whenIthink that another suitor
might appear who should be more for-
tunate and who should become toyou all
thatIdream, day and night, of being to
you;when Ithink thatIshould stand
by and see you happy in his love,
nursing his children, Ifeel as ifIshould
go mad. Iammad now, at this moment,
when Ithink of it."

Had his successful rival whom his
heated imagination had conjured up
stood before him in veritable flesh and
blood, as he stood there with extended
hands clenched before him,his lifewould
not have been worth a pin's purchase.
With a stong effort he controlled him-
self and went on after a vain attempt to
moisten his dry lips with his drier
tongue.

"You see," he said. "If the mere
thought of such things has such an ef-
fect upon mo what would their reality
be? Imust go away and leave you.
Itis the only thing to be done. Ihave
no right to persecute you with mypro-
testations,and so long asIremain here I
must speak."

He paused, perhaps expecting some
answer, but she was silent.

"Good-by," he said, extending his
hand."

What ifIwillnot say good-by ?"
He withdrewhis hand with a quick

witchof his breath.
"What ifIasked you not to go, but

to remain
"

Again he made no answer, but stood
looking at her through the dark, breath-
ing heavily. . •
"Ido ask you toremain," she said,

rising,
"

and toforget the answer Ihave
given you."

She had expected some wildoutbreak
of passion in answer to these words.
But all ho did was to throw one arm
about and press her to the heart whose
quick 'throb was audible in the utter
stillness of the night, and so for amo-
ment they stood."

There is one thing of whichImust
warn you," Amycontinued. "IfIcome
to you, it is with no more than the
clothes Iwear. Ido not doyou the in-
justice to think that you love me for
what you thinkIshall brirg you;but
Imust, in justice tomyself and you, tell
you this. This property ismine so long
as Iremain single. When Imarry it
passes to the next of kin, John Jackson.
You knew my uncle, and how strange
his ideas were upon many subjects. If
you choose to take me, penniless as I
am, Iam yours."

He bent over her, murmuring inartic-
ulate words of passionate love. What
didhe care forlands or money ?
. "Ihave enough for both," he said.'•Let itgo without another thought."
"Egad," said a voice, at which they

both started. "Iseem tohave got out
of the frying-pan into the fire.""

Good evening, Mr. Quodling," said
Amy, calmly. "You couldn't have
come at a luckier moment,"
"Iam glad to hear it," returned Mr.

Quodling, with a short fat laugh. "I
was beginning to thinkIwas very much
in the way. There's a couple in the
parlor, your cousin John and Miss Stan-
fey, in a state of most complicated mis-
ery, chiefly due,Ithink, to my appear-
ance. SoIrelieved 'em ofmy company
and came out here ; and, by Jove !what
quarter's the moon in,Tescam

Mr. Quodling was the one solicitor
and land surveyor of the district, and
was a widower and misogynist, having
expended the whole of his admiration of
the fair sex, at least according to local
report, upon the composition of the epi-
taph of Mrs. Quodling, deceased. y

"Mr. Tescam," said Amy, ignoring
the solicitor's flippancy, "has done me
the honor to request myhand." (Mr.
Quodling whistled.)

"
Inave accepted

his proposal, and have informed him of
the clause inmy uncle's willwhichpro-
vides that the propertyIat present hold
goes, on mymarriage, to mynext of kin,
my cousin John, of course."

Mr. Quodling stared blankly at the
speaker.

Mr. Tescam is quite content with
the arrangement," proceeded Amy, with
a calmly business-like aspect ; "so that
you willconsider the matter settled and
take the necessary steps."

"Why, what on earth
"

began
Quodling, witha bewildered face : but
Tescam cut him short.'

"Miss Jackson has stated the case
quite correctly," said he, "

andIhope
there will be no more delay than nec-
essary."

"ButIprotest," said Mr. Quodling,
"against my client robbing herself
in Sgfe

nDon't trouble yourself to protest at
all,Mr.Quodling," said Amy. Then in
a rapid undertone : "Be quiet and
say nothing. What business is it of
yours?"

She moved away with Tescam, and
leftQuodling plante la.

"Is the womanmad?" gasped the law-
yer, "or is ita dream? There's no such

Erovision in the willat all
—Iknowitby

cart."
He stopped as though struck by an

idea which aided him in the solution of
the difficulty.

"Well, I'm blessed! this is a go!"
he exclaimed. And, having thus relieved
his feelings, he followed the couple into
the house.

"Jack," said Amy, as she entered on
Tescam's arm, "Ihave something to
tell you which concerns us both. Sit
still, Ada—Iam by no means sure that
it doesn't concern you too."

With this preface she repeated what
she had already communicated to the
lawyer, upon whomJack turned for as-
surance. Mr.Quodling, withhis hands
thrust to the bottom of his pockets and
his eyes examining the ceiling, backed
Amy's statement with the internal addi*
tion, "Lord, forgiveme!

"
Jack sat glaring about him, stunned

by his sudden accession in fortune.
"AmImad?

"
he asked, unwittingly

quoting Mr. Quodling.
"Oh, no," replied that worthy, "you

are not mad." He bestowed a" glance
on Amy,as though tosay, "That way
madness lies,"and turned his eyes again
to the ceiling.

Jack crossed the room to where Ada
sat, the color of a peony, and took her
hand."

Amy,"he said,
"

confidence forcon-
fidence ;you have introduced me toyour
future husband. Let me make known
to you— my future wife."

—
Belgravia.

THE TOAIVAUTO THE RAI!Y.
El... W. KIIEY.

•:'3 cnrions-lllte," ptiithe tree-toad."'•!:.i; twittered for rain allday;
iiid
'

aot ii) toon, and holered tillnoon,
Bur the bud, lie's blazed away

TillIjr.s-t c;nmb down in a craw-fish hola,
Weary at heart and sick at soul!

'

••Dozed away fcr sin hour,
AidItackled '.be tUi.'i"again ;

Aii'.xsnn^ ;.i;d sua?, till1knowecl mylung
Was justabout to give

—
Airlthen, thinks I,'eft itdon't rainnow,
There's nothing insingin' anyhow!

"
Or«c in a wltile same fanner
\V..nid come a-driviii'past;

Aml he'd hear mycry, and (-top and sigh,
Xiii;jfst laid'back at last

Andnoliered,
'
Rain I'tillIthought my thioab

Would bai-bi open at ever' note!

"BatIfetched her! oh,Ifetched her!
Cause a little while ago,

AtIkindo' net with one eye shet,
And a-singiug soft andlow,

A voice dropped down on my fevered brain,
A-t'ayiu',

'Ef you'll jest hush I'llrain!'
"

The Largest Arsenal inthe World.
The greatest manufactory and store-

house of cannons and war materials is
WoolwichArsenal. Ithas withinits in-
closure 280 acres of land, of which some
160 are covered with buildings. When
infulloperation it employs 18,000 per-
sons. The amount of ammunition stored
there is immense, and cannon can be
counted by the hundred. Inthe store-
house a stock of 20,000 cavalry saddles
are kept constantly on hand, witha cor-
responding amount of horse-shoes, nails,
halters, traces, collars, harness for trans-
portation trains, etc. One of the most
interesting sights is the manufacture of
rifled cannon, the very processes of
which are going on indifferent shops all
the time. These range in size from
three-pounders to 100-tonners, and the
machinery required to make and handle
them is very heavy, the largest forging
hammers having 600 tons force. The
steel coils of the cannon are made from
steel bars, the largest of which are 300
feet long and a foot thick. These are
coiled ina spiral by aheavy, but nicely-
working machine, and are welded to-
gether by the heavy hammers as per-
fectly as an ordinary piece of ironina
blacksmith's shop, and with compar-
atively few blows. The machinery used
is some of the best in the country, and
much of it was made itManchester.
One lathe-room has over an acre of
space, closely filledinwith 2,000 lathes,
and a busy sight is to see them all in
motion. One machine for the manufact-
ure of fixed ammunition turns out 250
cartridge molds every revolution, and
has the capacity of 250,000 daily. The
several shops and buildings are con-
nected with railways for moving ma-
terial. These aggregate a .great many
miles.

Feeding Fowls by Machinery.
The process of feeding fowls by

machinery in France is thus described :
Imagine the top of a round tea-table
divided off into sections, witha parti-
tionbetween each section and a board in
front with a half-moon shaped aperture
in it. In each of these sections is an
unhappy duck or chicken confined by
chain to each leg, and under each is
fitteda tray which receives the dirtand
is emptied each day. Through the cen-
ter of this structure goes a round post,
and there is a series of such tea-table
tops to the roof of the building, each
with its divisions and imprisoned
fowls. At stated intervals a man comes
around with a somewhat complicated
machine, filledwitha kind of thingruel,
and fitted with a pipe at the end of a
long india-rubber tube. He introduces
this pipe down the throat of a duck,
presses down a pedal with his foot, and
a certain quantity of food is forced into
the creature's crop, a disk above show-
ing exactly what amount of force he is
to use, and how much foodpasses. This
process is gone through with each fowl
tillall are fed, and it is repeated four
timesfa day for ducks and three for
chickens. Two weeks suffices to fatten
a duck, but three are necessary for a
chicken. Apart from the necessary con-
finement of the birds, the process does
not seem to be at all a cruel one, as the
amount of food forced down their
throats is not excessive.

A Minister's Predicament.
Daniel Webster had an anecdote oi

old Father Searle, the minister of nig
boyhood, whichis too good to be lost *

Itwas customary thento.wear buckskin
breeches in cool weather. One Sunday
morning in autumn, Father Searle
brought his breeche3 down fro-n the
garret, but the wasps had taken posses-
sion during the summer, and were hav-
ing a nice time of itin them. By dint
of effort he got out the intruders and
dressed for meeting. But, while read-
ing the scriptures to the congregation,
he felt a dagger from one of the en-
raged small-waisted fellows, and jumped
aronnd the pulpit, slapping his thighs.
But the more he slapped and danced,
the more they slung. The people
thought him crazy, but he explained
the matter bysaying :

"Brethren, don't
be alarmed ;' the word of the Lord is
in my mouth, but the devil is in my
breeches!" Webster alway3 told it
withexeat glee to the ministers.

SACRAMENTO.

It was an odd name for a girl
—

Sacra-
mento.

So the girl herself thought as she
stooped down beside a spring at the foot
of a cottonwood tree and lazilydropped
her pail into the water.

"Itought tohave been given toa boy,
ifitwas a fitname to give to anybody,"
she said, quite aloud. "Butlam more
boy than girlanyway."

This last was added rather bitterly, as
she looked at her brown, rough hands
and her bare ankles, and thought of the
"boy's work"she had to do.

And itwas hard tobelieve that this
was the best kind of a life for a young
girl like Sacramento. Here she lived
alone, for her father was down at the
mouth of the canon all day. The gar-
den work she was obliged to do, and
the care of the cattle fellupon her. It
was not often that she saw any person
but her father, although now and then,
in spite of herself, she came incontact
with the rude men of the mining camp
up above.

Yet Sacramento had her dream
—

one
that she

"
scarcely dared toown;" but

itcame to her often as she went about
her work.

She knew that down at Santa Barbara
and in the towns along the coast, and
far, far away across wide stretches of
the continent to the great East, there
were girls who livedvery different from
her life; and she dreamed of such a life
for herself.

"Oh, ifIcould only go away from
here !" she cried out, almost as one cries
for help. "IfIcould only go down to
San Francisco and go to school there for
a single year ! Ah, ifIonlyhad $500 i"

Suddenly there was a step
—

not of a
man, but a horse

—
on the bank behind

her, and then some one spoke. She
knew the voice without looking up. It
was Pete Larrabee, a fellow who lived
down on Hahnemann's plantation, two
miles along the trail. He sometimes
rode by. He had not heard her last
words at all; yet strangely enough his
own were a repetition of them."

Five hundred dollars, Sac," said he.
"Five hundred dollars in gold! D'ye
want ter earn it? There's yer chance,"
and he threw down toher a bitof paper
crumpled intoa ball.

$500 Rewahd— The above amount willbe
paid forinformation leading to the arrest, dead
or alive, of Walter Somers, who has worked for
some time past on Maxwell's ranch. Said
Somers is about 18 years old and five and a
half feet high, rather good looking, with light,
curly hair, blue eyes and a light mustache.
When last seen he had on a black slouch hat,
gray business suit withblue flannel shirt, and
boots withred tops marked withthe maker's
name.

The name of the county Sheriff was
signed at the bottom of the bill. Sac-
ramento, having glanced it through,
looked up."

He's been stealin' horses," exclaimed
Pete; "got off last night with four of
Max'll's best somewhere. That reward
won't do much good, though. Ther
Kegulators'll lasso him and string him
up long 'fore ther law'll git started.
They're hevin' a meetin' now up at the
Gulch. Itell ye, they are mad. They'll
make quick work ifthey ketch him. Yer
father's there. Ye needn't look fur him
home afore night much."

Then, after a wordor two more, the
man rode on;and presently Sacramento
took up her pail, and, with the Sheriff's
billstillinher hand, went slowlyup the
bank and across the trail toward the
house, thinking very seriously about the
$500 allthe while.
Itwas some hours after this, and the

afternoon sun was going down behind
the tops of the mountains, that Sacra-
mento, having finished her housework,
was preparing to sit down on the porch
to do her sewing, when she was met in
the doorway by a young man she had
never seen before.

And yethe was nostranger. The girl
knew himinstantly, although the slouch
hat was pulled down over the flaxen hair
and blue eyes, and the gray pants, torn
and muddy, had been drawn out of the
boot legs so as to no longer allow the
red tops of the boots with the maker's
name be seen. Itwas the horse-thief.

She did not, however, express any
surprise as soe saw him. She was ac-
customed to the sight of rough, evil
men, and at the first glance she had
felt that this one could not be either
very wicked or very dangerous. He
was not much more than a lad, and had
an air of gentleness and good breeding
about him that six months of Western
lifeand the miserable plight he was in
at the moment had by no means de-
stroyed. He seemed to be short for
breath, too, and he was trembling as if
he had been running.

Instinctively he raised his hand to.
wardhis hat and then, bethinking him-
self, dropped itagain."

Could yougive me something to eat
and drink?" he asked in a hesitating
voice.

"
Anything willdo. lam very

hungry. I—lhave had nothing toeat
since last night.""

Come in," said Sacramento, gravely.
Inher voice was neither kindness or un-
kiudness. She was tryingto realize the
situation she was in. "Come in and sit
down."

Then she went into the closet near by
and began taking downfrom the shelves
milkand bread and meat, as she slowly
did so turning over the matter in her
mind. Here was this man, who had
been stealing horses, and for whose cap-
ture $500 was offered, inher kitchen.
Five hundred dollars! Exactly the
earn she had been wishing for

—
the sum

that would take her down to San Fran-
cisco to sohool and help her make a
lady of herself. . Andthis sum might be
hers if she could in some waysecure
this stranger or somehow keep himin
the house until help arrived, Help!
Why, she hardly needed help. He was
weak and exhausted, and in the drawer
of the kitchen table there was a loaded
revolver which she knew, well how to
use.

She came out presently and set the
things before him, bringing also a tea-
pot from the stove and pouring for him
a cup of tea. Then she went and sat
down by the window and watched him
furtively as he ate.

In spite of his caution he had taken
offhis hat while he was eating. She
could better see what he was like. It
was an almost boyish face, worn, butnot
wicked, with the curlinghair lyingin
damp clusters upon his pale brow. In
the hands, small and well-shaped, and
inallhis motions and manners she felt
that she could read something of his
story. She had heard before this how
young lads in the East, filledwith ro-
mantic notions about Western life and
adventure, sometimes felt their way out
to the ranches of the Pacific slope. Per-
haps he was one of these.

As she looked at him, fancying all
this, and realizing the terrible strait he
was in, and the probable dark fate that
was before him, her heart yearned with
true womanly sympathy ;and her feel-
ing found expression before she was able
torestrain herself.

\u25a0 "Oh,how could you do it How
could you do it?" she suddenly ex-
claimed, her vnicA auitA fullof -what she
felt. -. \u25a0 \u25a0-:':>:\u25a0;•; ::-\u25a0:\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 y;:rx.

Be looked up at her in wonder ;but
as his eyes met hers he understood her.
"Ididnot do it. Upon my honor I

didnot!" he said. "Itwas that man
Dennis."

Sacramento breathed a great sigh of
relief. Horse stealing was held in that
section tobe a crimeworse than murder;
and she was byno means free from the
popular estimate of its grave nature.

MOh, lam glad of that !" said she.
"But

—"
She hesitated, and then went

on, doubtfully. "But then how was it?
Why did they say it was you ? And
why didyou run away?"

"Itwas Dennis' doings, their laying
itto me. He did that to clear himself.
And after that, you knowas well asIdo,
thero wouldhave been no use in trying
to prove myself innocent. They always
hang a horse thief first, and then con-
sider his guilt afterward. Ihad to run
to save my life."

"Doyou know that there is a reward
offered for your capture ?"
"Iknow the Regulators are after me,"

answered the young fellow,suddenly.
"They camo pretty near catching me,
too, this noon. Ijust escaped them and
came down the canon by the mountain
trail. Ihave had a hard run for it,and
what with no sleep or food for twenty-
fourhours Iam about used up. Ifelt
as though Icould not go another step
when Isaw your house. You

—
you

have been very good to me. Isnail
never forget

—"
"

But what are yougoing to do now?"
interrupted Sacramento.

"
Youare not

safe here."
"Iknow it. But Ithrew them off

the track at noon, and Ido not think
they are within fivemiles ofme. Now
Ihave had something; to eatIwilltake
to the woods again. Ihope Imay get
away. IfIdon't"

—his voice trembled
and tears came into his eyes. "IfI
don't, Ishall get a hanging, Isuppose.
Oh, what a foolIwas not toprefer home
to this sort of thing. And yet,Iwould
not care so much either, if it wasn't for
my father and mother." Andthen the
poor fellowfairlybroke down.

"Hark !"Sacrani-u^) exclaimed. She
had been crying, too;she could not help
it.

They both listened. In a moment
they heard plainly the sound ofhorses
coming down the trail. The girl turned
withinetant self-possession.

"Go in there! Quick! Quick! There
ia not a moment to be lost ! Here, take
yourhat !"

And handing his hat tohim she half
pushed him across the room and intoher
own little room that led off from it.
Then she hurriedly cleared the table
again, barely finishing the task as the
horsemen halted at the door.

There were three of them. One was
her father. Sacramento Jinew the other
two men by sight. They were rough,
but of the better sort of those who made
pp th3 dwellers in KellyGulch. The
faces of allthree were stern and forbid-
ding, and they evidently had been riding
hard. They dismounted together."

Sac," began her father as he entered
the door, "lievye seen anything of a
young chap, afoot or a-horseback, com-
ing this way ?"

Sacramento had expected the ques-
tion and wa3 ready for it. And she
meant, if itwere possible, to answer it
withouta lie.

"Ayoung chap 'about 18 years of age
and •five feet and a haii high, rather
good-looking, and with red-top boots
on?'" replied she.

"Yes !yes !That's him!"cried one of
the other nien, eagerly. "Have you seen
him? Has ho been here ?""
Iwas only quoting from this hand-

bill,"said Sacramento, taking the paper
from the shelf where she had laidit.

"Then you hain't seen him at all?"
asked the father.
"Ihave been right here all day, and

nobody ha3gone by except Pete Larra-
bee. Itwa3 he wiio gave me the bill.
Are you sure he came this way, the

—
the—

horse-thief?*'
"No; but we didn't know but he

mighter. The chances is that he sloped
off to the mountains, meanin' ter go
through Stovepipe Pass. They'll git
him, though, afore sundown."

"It's sundown now," observed Sacra-
mento.

"Then they've got him now," was the
sententious response. "And we should
be too late for the hangin' ef we sh'd go
back. Leastways" —this was added to
his companions

—
"you'd better come in

and have a bite afore ye go."'
So presently the three men sat down

to the supper that the young girl quick-
lyprepared for them. And while they
where eating she herself, at her father's
bidding, went out to take the saddle off
Bueno, his horse, and give him his feed.
As she approached the door once morea
fewminutes later she heard words which
caused her to stop and listen.
"Idon't like ter say anything against

thet kido' yourn, neighbor," one of the
men was jing, "but it hes kinder
seemed te* xae all ther while's though
she sorter hed some 'at onher mind like.
Ye don't s'pose she knows anything
'bout thet young feller, arter all?"

Sacramento's father laughed at this
as though it was too absurd to be con-
sidered.

The other, however, was not to be
laughed out of his suspicions.

"Furall we know," persisted he, "she
may hey himhidhere somewhere on the
premmysis."

"It's easy enough to see," returned
the proprietor of the said "premmysis,"
testily. "Where d'ye think she's hid
him? Inher bedroom ?"

As he said this Sacramento, who was
nownear enough to see into the kitchen,
saw her father rise from his chair and
step to the door of the room where she
had concealed the fugitive. Her heart
almost stopped beating as she saw him
push open the door and enter the room,
followed byhis companions.

"We'll make a clus search of it
while we're about it," she heard -him
say within.

And then she stood there in terrible
suspense upon the porch, expecting
every instant to hear the shout that
would followthe discovery of the fugi-
tive.

But no such shout was heard ; and
instead of it,a moment after, the two
men came out again, her father still
laughing at his friend.

What could itmean ? Had the young
man been able to conceal himself inthe
room and so evade their search ? That
was not possible. Then she though.!; of
the window. Could he have escaped
from the room by that ? The window
was so small she could scarcely believe
that he could have crept through it.
And yet he must have done so.

She went hurriedly to the back of the
house, and then downbeyond the horse
sheds. No one could be seen. She
halted a moment under a live-oak tree
just at the edge of the garden. The
evening wai very calm and still, and the
twilight shadows were deepening fast.
Was it the rustling of the wind in the
boughs overhead that caught her ear?
She listened."

Hist! lam here
—

inthe tree."
The words came ina distinct whisper

from directly above her.
She stood and thought a single mo>

ment before replying. Then she said,"
Youmust get away from here at once,"

inan eager whisper.
"

One ofthe men,
suspects something, and they may at
any moment make a search of the place.
Iam going into the house a minute.
Get down at once and go through the
garden and across the trail to a spring
that you will findthere. It's at the foot
of a big cottonwood tree. Stay right
there untilIcome."

Tnen she went back hurriedly to the
house. The three men werestillsitting
at the table, and Sacramento feltrather
than saw that one of them stillregarded
her suspiciously as she came in. She
didnot speak to them at all, but went
directly through the kitchen toher own
room, and ina moment came out, went
about her workinthe kitchen, and took
up a pail, apparently to go to the spring
forwater.

Ten minutes later, standing in the
shadow of the cottonwood, young Som-
ers heard a step, and then Sacramento,
leading Eueno all saddled and bridled,
appeared. He started forward.

11 Hush !
"

she said, •« they may come
out at any moment. Listen to whatI
say. Your lifedepends upon it. You
must ride straight down the trailfor a
quarter of a mile. Then close by a big
cottonwood, just like this, you will
strike a path to the left. Bueno will
know it,once you get him init. Itwill
bring you out, half a mile on, at a cor-
duroy road that crosses the swamp.
This end ©f the corduroy has got out of
order and there are some logs laid.
Lead Bueno across and then pull the
logs away. If you can do that itwill
make trouble for those who followyou.
Beyond the swamp is a big plain. Strike
straight across it, keeping the moon
square on your right

—
the moon will be

up by that time—
and three hours' rid-

ing willbring you to the new railroad.
After that

—
God help you to get safe

away !
"

Sacramento paused, and put out her
hand.

"
Can you remember ?

"
she de-

manded."
Ican, but lean never forget

—"
"

Never mind that. Here, take this.
Itis a littlemoney. You willneed it.
Now mount and ride^

—
slowly, a little

way, and then foryour life."
The young man stillhad hold of her

hand. The tears came into his eyes.
The next moment he was gone.

The next morning Sacramento told
her father the story and coaxed him into
forgiving her. And the followingafter-
noon a man brought Bueno over from
the railroad town;and then she knew
that the fugitive was safe.

Six weeks later a lawyer from Santa
Barbara appeared with a letter from
Walter Somers. He was with his friends
at New York, and he begged Sacra-
mento to accept, as a gift of gratitude,
at least the amount of the reward that
had been offered.

Andso itwas that she went down to
San Francisco to school that winter,
after all.

— Youth's Companion.

>~ew York Hotels.
Frank M. Pixley writes to his San

Francisco Argonaut that the hotel-
keepers of New York are the colossal
bandits of the age. A hotel inthat city
is by him deemed "an organized con-
spiracy, perfect in allits details, audac-
ious beyond any conception ofmedieval
baron or Highland cattle-thief. Eobin
Hood and his merry foresters were gen-
tlemen compared with the New York
inn-keeper and his associates of clerks
witiidiamond breastpins, his extortion-
ate hackmen, his boots, and portere and
obsequious waiters." He was brought
to that frame of mind by paying gl2 a
day for two persons ina seven by twelve
parlor and a bed-room like a dry-goods
box, withextras and fees raising the cost
to about $15, and then getting very or-
dinary fare.

A Good Scheme in Schools.
Ina public school at Waukesha, Wis.,

an ungraded department has for moro
than two years been maintained with
satisfactory results. Dull,truant, feeble
and vicious children are relegated to it
from the other departments —

all those,
infact, who are not able togo on with
the workof the regular grades. Special
methods are adopted ivteaching these
children, and after a few months in this
room they not only regain their lost
standing, but are often able to enter a
grade inadvance of their former class-
mates. The teacher in charge of this
school attributes this result chiefly to
these pupils getting ridof the drudgery
of the graded departments. There could
hardly be a stronger argument in favor
of more lively and intelligent methods
inour public schools.

—
Exchange.

Imitation Gems.
Those now produced in Paris by

chemical means so nearly resemble the
genuine article that even connoisseurs
cannot readily distinguish them with-
out the use of scales or files. The
following oxides supply the coloring
substances employed :Gold, for purple;
silver, for yellowish green; copper, for
bright green; iron, for pale red; cobalt,
for blue; tin, for white; manganese, in
small quantity, tomake the glass devoid
of color

—in a larger to give if an ame-
thyst hue

—and in great quantity to
make it black and opaque; antimony,
for reddish, hyacinth color.

Comet Seeking."
Tho number of comet seekers is so

few, compared with the amplitude of
the tracts of sky tobe explored nightly,
that it is probable that many celestial
visitors escape detection. Several ob-
Bervers may be simultaneously at work
upon one region, while larger areas may
be left entirely unexplored. To prevent
such unintentional waste of time and
labor the Science Observer suggests a
mapping out of the heavens and an al-
lotment ef special tracts to particular
observers, who shall agree to explore
them nightly.

AGeiuian painter once obtained per-
mission to paint some great court cere-
mony in which the Emperor William,
and his son Fritz were the central
figures. The Emperor asked the artist
to show him the sketch of his picture.
On examining it he noticed that the
Crown Prince was represented standing
withone foot on the steps of the throne
dais. He at once asked a bystander for
a pencil, and altered the eketch, which
was returned to the audacious artist
with the significant words "not yet"
writtenunder the figure of the Pnnce.

(Jto to the head, VictorHugo. What
livingman could say more than this in
four lines • "Man is master neither of
his lifenor of his death. He can only
offer his fellow-citizens his efforts to di-
minish human suffering, and to show
his unshakable belief in the extension
of freedom."
In1830 John Forbes was Collector for

Vermilion county, 111., which then in-
cluded Chicago. Rather than incur the
expanse and trouble of a journey over
the prairies to that town, he paid Chi-
cago's taxes out of his ownpocket.


