
AT THE MASQUERADE.

011 Cl, Y DL)rrick.l
It was at the masquerade

Where I pressed
Dainty fingers of a maid-

I was blest!
What I murmured in her ear,
Which indlluet to mnine so near,

May be guessed.

.he was masked, but yet I knew
That her face

Rivaled rosy dawI in hue,
And the grace

That her presence fair distilled,
And my raptured senses thrilled,

Grew apace.

Oh, tb• batteries of her eyes
Thrilled me through

With their fire; like the skies,
Azure blue,

low I trembledl when she glanced -
Charmed, bewildered, eraz -d, entranced,

8o would you.

Why do bright dreams ever fade
Leaving chills ?

Why are bltterel doses made
Sugared pills ?

Why so near antd yet so far,
Almost through the gates ajar 1

When it kills ?

While I urged my Love to dare -
Like a knifeCame her cutting answer there
Taking life;

"George, you are the biggest fool
Ever 'scaped ir, n woman's rule" -

'Twas my wife!

LA L.
[All the Yv or lRound.]

I.

We colonists are apt to say that there
is no twilight in New Zealand, when
waxing sentimental over memories of
the land of our birth, and recalling
many a pleasant half-hour "between
the lights."

But although we have no lingering

dusk, sunset with us seems to have a
peculiar beauty, an(d a tender power to
steal into one's heart. Many a time
have I, rough colonial as I am, stood,
on my way home, to watch the fantas-
tic clouds and colors of the sky as night
drew on.

Such a sunset-glory lit up the whole
sky and the scarcely heaving sea
beneath, one autumn evening many
years ago, as I was riding home on a
tired horse after a hard day's pounding
after the outlying sheep.

At that time I was about 30 years old,
and had a snug billet as manager on
one of Lulworth and Clint's great runs
near Nelson. Five hundred a year,
with unlimited grub, and a sufficiently
weather-tight house on the station, was
no bad thing for a penniless man with
no interest; and I often plumed myself
on my own good luck when I came
across other fellows with twice my
brains, and a little money, who could
hardly pay for their bread and cheese.

"A beautiful sky, Sprightly," I said,
patting my old chestnut as he carefully
picked his way down the face of a steep
hill covered with manuka scrub and
yellow ferns; "but wind to-morrow, and
rain before to-morrow night."

Sprightly shook his head till the
bridle rang, and stepped out at my
voice. Winding down we went, till the
interminable hill ended abruptly in a
level reach of sand, along which he
could canter for a couple of miles.

The sunset colors were fading from
the high peaks we had left, but enough
light lingered on the flat to give bril-
liant hues to the rocks which towered
above our heads or lay like fallen giants
in our path, while far out to sea, beyond
the shadd,,w of the shore, stretched
a long streak of amber.

I rode that way twice a week, as a
rule, sometimes oftener, but never do I
remember to have met a living creature
to exchange good-night with till this
particular evening, when no sooner had
Sprightly started at a weary canter over
the flat than I pulled him up short in
sheer amazement, for there in front was
a fellow dressed like a picture, riding at
a foot pace just in the direction we were
going in too.

"Who the deuce can it bI ?" was my
first mental observation. "Ten to
one it's some new chum come to spy
out the land; though I'll answer that
chap don't know a sheep when he sees
it."

As I nearest my unconscious rrienu
I took in the fact that he rode his horse
like a gentleman ; that his saddle, bridle
and saddle-bags were new and glossy;
that, in fact, fron his j:unty wideawake
to his English-made boots, he was a new
chum. Riding up alongside 1 observed
a white collar and a pair of dog-skin
gloves, which removed any lingering
doubts as to the fact.

"Good evening mate," I called out
when I got up to the stranger; "going
far to-night?"

"Not much farther, I hope," he an-
swered, turning a face of alnm st girlish
beauty upon me, and slightly raising
his hat. "But that is a •question I
should be glad to ask you; thatL is if you
know this part of the country well."

"Lived here these six years, and
know every corner a sheep can hile in,"
I answered, rather grimly, contrasting
his high-bred accents with my own col-
onialisms.

"Ah! then you can tell me where is
this Wyke station?"

"This Wyke station," I replied in
my crustiest manner, "is where I hope
to be eating my supper in half an hour's
time. And pray, sir, what may be your
business there?"

The new comer turned to look more
closely at me.

"Why, you must be-of course you
must be-Ralph Westcott, the very man
I am going to see."

"I am Ralph Westcott," I rejoined,
seeing he paused, as if expecting me
to say something.

"I thought so. Well, I am Fairfax
Clint. How d'ye do! I am awfully
glad to meet you on this dreary and in-
terminable mudflat." So saying, he
extended his hand with such a cordial
gesture that I felt ashamed of my bear-
ish manners, and gave him a hearty

'gidn't the governor write and tell

you I was coming out?" Ie auked, as we
resumed our journey.

"Several mails back he wrote that
yon might possibly be sent out, but I
never heard anything certain."

"Oh! well, you see, Westoott, the
governor is getting old, and closer and
more suspicious every day. Lately he
won't even allow a fellow an opinion of
his own. So one fine morning I got
marching, or rather sailing orders, and
here I am."

All this was said in the same quiet,
rather bored manner which had set my
back up before; still I could not help
softening to the boy when I looked at
his face and saw how unfit he would
prove for station life.

"And what do you intend to do, Mr.
Clint, now that you are here? " I asked,
after a pause.

"Do? Oh, nothing that I know of. I
suppose I shall stay with you till I get
orders to start again. I'll go about with
you, unless you don't want my com-
pany; and 1 suppose I must write
a "report" for the governor's benefit,
every month, in which I hope you'll
held me."

He laughed as if there was a joke
somewhere, but for my part I felt rather
put out. Here was a great baby sent
out for me to take in tow, and yet all
the time he was my "boss," and had
to report on my management. I was a
bit of an autocrat on my station, and
resented this.

Fairfax Clint seemed to guess what I
was thinking. "Look here, Westcott,"
he said, touching my horse's neck with
his whip, and speaking in a more manly
and earnest tone, which I liked better,
"my father's all wrong in this busi-
ness. What's the use of his sending me
out to overlook his runs, when I know
less than a chilt about such things;
but that's no business of mine, and still
less of yours. Let us be friends while
we are together. Forget that my name
is Clint at all I Call me Fairfax, and
fancy me a new hand you're just picked
up to clean your boots and addle your
horse. I can do both, I assure you."

All the while he had been speaking
we had slowly climbed a steep bill,
clothed with white flowering, manuka
and fern. As he ceased we reached the
summit, and began to descend on the
other side, so my only answer was to
tpoint out the stock yard in the valley
at our feet, flanked by a single storied
wooden house.

"There's Wyke station. I've lived
here for six years, and am glad to wel-
come a son of the firm to it."

"That's kindly said," he answered
gravely, falling back in the narrow
path. "I'll follow you, and only trust
this brute is sure-footed."

We reached the stock-yard and tied
up our horses, the dogs rushing out to
welcome us, and Tom, the cook, open-
ing the house door and showing a warm'
glow of firelight.

"Come in Mr. Clint," I said, "and
he prepared to rough it. This is the
kitchen; here's the parlor, which is the
drawing-room, smoking-room and feed-
ing-room in one; you see there is no
lack of dry wood here, so we have good
fires; here's my bedroom, and yonder
room shall be got ready for you by the
time supper's over. Meantime, make
yourself at home, and use mine," and
having, as I thought, done the honors
handsomely, I kicked the smoldering
logs into a crackling blaze, and left him
in possession of my sanctum. When I
came in from seeing to our horses I
found Clint in the kitchen, already at
home, chattering to Tom, as that old
rascal fried mutton-chop and pota-
toes.

"By Jove, I never thought of my
horse," he exclaimed in consternation,
as he caught sight of me ooming in
from the yard with his and my saddle;
"why on earth didn't you tell me,
Westcott ?"

"Did you think wr kept a groom
here ?" I retorted. "N -ver mind, young
'un; you shall do boi ' horses to-mor-
row, I promise you. Sh ,w a light, Tom,
while I wash my hand. and then for
supper, for I'm starving ."

II.
Before a week was ov, r Fairfax Clint

was familiar with every corner of the
run, and had made .imself popular
with all hands.

Never did I know a human being with
such a gift of fascination, or such an
inexhaustible flow of spirits and quaint
humor.

Yet he was never noisy, very seldom
laughed, and about his face and voice
sometimes seemed to hang a melancholy
shadow. I thought, afterward, a fore-
shadow of what was coming.

But, as I say, never was there a man
so popular; even our rugged old Scotch
shepherd found a smile for Clint's
cheerful "Well, old Thistles !" while as
for Tom, our cook and man of all work,
I verily believe the happiest moments
of his life were when Fairfax took it
into his head to assist in the kitchen,
making Tom fetch the ingredients and
wait on him while he elaborated uneat-
able dishes for our evening meal.

Though at first I had hated the idea
of any one always following me about,
and had perhaps found Clint's ignorance
rather boring after the first amusement
wore off, still I got quite to miss the lad
whenever he went off to Nelson for a
day or two, and to feel lonely and oil
nry feed when I sat down without huis
face at the other end of our table.

Among other of his fancies, when first
he came, was one for a garden. "Waste
of time," I growled; "the weeds will
outrun the flowers." But he laughed
at me, and set to work all the same, and
really he worked well; for though dig-
ging blistered his hands, and the sun
scorched his face brick color, he perse-
vered until he had a plot of ground
fenced in and planted to his mind.

"Flowers are great humanizrs," he
would say; "only look at these chil-
dren, my dear Ralph."

"The children" were a dirty, ragged,
barefooted quartette from our second
shepherd's hult, who hovered about
wherever Clint was, and worshiped
him as a wond•iful being from a world
afar.

Poor little wretches! At one time I
had made some efforts to improve them,
and thinking it best to strike at the
root of the matter, began by urging
their miserable, reprobate mother to
introdu.ce something like order and
neatness into their hut. But, I never
made the attempt twice, being met by
a torrent of half tipsy abuse, and
threatened with the loss of her hus-
band-an invaluable station-hand, and
one I should really have been unwill-
ing to lose.

The only step I could take tolmitigate
the nuisance was to remove the whole
family to an old hut a mile further from
the station, where Mrs. Mahaffy's pecu-
liarities were less obtrusive. It would
have seemed a wretched place, perhaps,
to many an English cottager, perched
on a hillside, roughly built of planks
half an inch apart, and thatched with
towigrasa. But, such as it was, I've
known people to live happily there, and
make it look neat and pleasant too.
Pretty it could not fall to be in such a

eituatoun;. and it always seemed to'me .
sin to poison such a view with cabbage-
stalks, and,patato parings,!and heaps of
etlnklng museeYshells "

Did the miserable, shock-headed imps
who sprawled among the fern, hatless
and shoeless, never see the yellow sands
below their hill-side, and the restless,
never changing sea? Did they never
look up and learn anything from the
peaks overhead, which, clothed with
dark shrubs and leafage, towered above
till they set a sharp gleam of snow
against the blue of the sky?

These are some of the questions I
used to ask myself when I first went to
Wyke ; but you see I had other things
to think about and, like most reform-
ers, after I had removed the blot a lit-
tle further from my own door, L forgot
all about the needs, material and spirit-
ual, of the young Mahaffys.

In fact, I felt,half amused at the con-
cern and disgust Clint expressed the
first time his wanderings brought him
in contact with this interesting family.

"Ah, my boy, at first I felt justas you
(1do; but I found it was waste of time,
as you will."

However, whether Clint was more
persevering, or whether he found out a
better way to go to work, I can't say;
but to my amazement, on Sunday after-
noon, when the Rev. M,. Hooper, a
right good parson, rode over as usual to
preach to us, and the station hands
were mustering in our veranda, up
came a little procession, with very clean
and shy faces, and new pinafores, which
for the life of me I couldn't identify.
The truth only dawned on me when I
saw Clint, with that indescribable grace
of his rise from his rug in the corner
and take Lil, the eldest girl, by the
hand to show her a seat.

Through all the service Lal kept her
eyes fixed in humble adoration on
Clint's face, riing or kneeling as he
did ; and, after that, every Sunday,
whatever the lapses in the week might
be, she never failed to appear, scrubbed
and tidy at the service hour.

"How on earth have you done it,
Fairfax?" I asked the same night while
we were having our last smoke before
turning in. He laughed. "My dear
fellow, don't ask me. I never felt more
astonished in my life, or more humbled,
if you can understand. I did give Lal a
talking to about a week ago, and a few
shillings to rig out the kitd afresh, but
I had no notion that what I had said
would have produced such a stupendous
effect. And, to tell you the truth,
Ralph, I felt ashamed to think how
little one really trios to do, when I saw
that poor girl coming tip so bravely just
for a few words of mine! If you won't
laugh, old fellow, I am going to have
Lal and her brothers up twice a week
till they know how to read."

"Laugh! I honor you for it, only
won't you ind it awfully grind?"

" Why, yes, I'm afraid I shall," an-
swered Fairfax, knocking the ashes out
of his pipe and staring at the fire; and
yet I can't look at a poor wretch like
Hal without feeling uncomfortable. I

suppose it's what persons call con-
science; and my conscience won't let
me rest till I've taught these young
savages, at any rate, what little I know
myself."

So Clint's evening school began-be-
gan at the kitchen table after supper
was over-the pupils being Alice Mba-
haffy, popularly known as " al," and
her brothers Bill and Ted; and the
schoolmaster being that ineffable swell,
Fairfax Clint.

Ted and Bill having grown up like
young goats on the open hill-side, were
sharp enough to all out-door signs and
sounds, but hopelessly dense when it
came to the alphabet. But Lal proved
a wonder to herself and a source of
pride to her teacher. Never was a
girl so determined to learn what at first
seemed perfectly incomprehensible and
bewildering. Many a time have I gone
to the kitchen to look on, and have seen
Lal, with knit brows and flushed face,
bending over her books, and muttering
fiercely between her teeth: "I'll see it
sometime, Muster Clint; let me try
again! but I'm such a fool to-night."

One night, long after the little class
had been dismissed. I found Lal crouch-
ing against the outer door in a wild fit
of weeping.

"Halloo, Lal, what's up?" I asked,
pulling her into the moonlight; "has
that precious mother been hammering
you again? But no answer could I ex-
tract except a not very polite request to
leave her alone, and, wrenching herself
out of my grasp, she ran and hid herself
among the manuka.

This little incident would not have
remained probably in my mind, but for
the chance remark of our parson one
Sunday shortly afterward. I had been
riding part way home with him after
service, and as we went up the hill by
the Mahaffys' hut, we came on Lal, ly-
ing asleep full length under a wild
cherry tree, with her hands behind her
head for a pillow, and an open spelling
book beside her. She seemed to have
cried herself to sleep, for the long
lashes resting on her cheek were wet
and matted into little points, and she
sobbed as we passed by.

"That poor child! I am afraid her
mother ill-treats her," said Parson
Hooper; "and what a pretty girl she is
growing!"

Pretty! I was too struck with this
now view of Ltl to dispute it, and my
companion passed on to other subjects,
but as soon as I parted from him I rode
back quickly to the spot where we
passed the sleeping girl. But she was
gone, and I had to ride home without
deciding the question whether parson's
eyes or mine had been mistaken. At
the veranda door, however, I saw Lal,
with her milk-can, waiting till Tom
chose to find time to fill it for her, lean-
ing cross-legged against the door-post,
and looking moodily out at sea.

I walked up and took a critical sur-
vey. A long-limbed girl, with a very
short and rather ragged stuff frock;
bare feet, brown as berries; arms and
hands to match; a good deal of brown
hair, which lately she had taken to
brushing and tying back with a scrap
of faded ribbon; a thin face, with a
flush of bright color in the cheeks; and
a pair of brown eyes, which were al-
ways watchful anil suspicious to me,
but soft and wistful to Clint. My eyes,
sharpened by the parson's careless re-
mark, took note of all these points;
and I summoned LUl sharply to me.

"Well, Mr. Westcott," coming unwil-
lingly, and scowling at me with her
straight, black brows.

"How oll are you, Lal?"
"I'se turned 15 last summer; but it

ain't no business of yourn, is it, Mr.
Westcott ?"

"Not much, perhaps; but you are
growing a big girl, and ought to go to
service somewhere. Wouldn't you like
to go away from this dull place?"

"Go away from the station !" echoed
Lal, all the color fading out of her face
as she raised her startled eyes to mine;
"I couldn't do it! Besides, who'd like
to have me for a servant?" she added,
with a scornful little laugh.

"But if you'd like to try it, In, I

outld try for you," I went on, but she
inter•rpted me fleroely :

''Look here, Mr. Westcott I know I
ain't a good girl, but I don't know as
ever I did you any harm that you should
try and drive me away; and I can't so,
I can't, I can't! I should die if I
couldn't never see his face nor hear
him speak."

In the frensy of passion and excite-
ment that possessed her, Lal had fallen
on her knees and clutched my dbat with
both her hands, looking up with an
agony of supplication, as if I could de-
cide her fate. Here was a pretty situa-
tion for Ralph Westcott, manager, to
stand in!
"Lad, my dear, don't be a fool," I

uttered disjointedly. "What nosense is
this? You shan't go away unless you
like, but for Heaven's sake get up and
behave yourself! There, that'b better,"
I said, as she dragged herself up on to
her feet, and stretched out her hand
mechanically for her milk can, which
had rolled off the varanda. "Now.
Lal, be a good girl, and go home, and
make up your mind never to talk such
nonsense again. You know Mr. Clint
is a gentler, an, and will be a very rich
one when his father dies, and how could
you for one moment suppose--"
Lal put up her hand with a pathetic

gesture to stop me.
"Lord," she cried, with her bitter

little laugh, which always made me
angry; "it's you as is talking nonsense
now! Don't you think I know he's set
above us like the stars; and as if he
could ever look at the likes of I. But
that don't make no difference to me
that I know of," she added, dropping
all at once into a low tone of indescrib-
able despair, and turning away. At
this moment we both saw Clint return-
ing with the dogs from a bath in the
river. He stopped a moment to pick a
peach as he passed through old Reuben
the Maori's garden, I)ut ie heard his
clear voice singing: "Then tell me how
to woo thee, love; then tell me how to
woo thee," as if in unconscious mockery
at Lal's misery and pain. For once I
felt really out of patience with Clint's
beaming good humor.

"(}o home, child," I cried, sharply,
and Lal vanished without another word.
I walked over the fence to meet Fair-
fax.

"Ralph, my boy, you look very glum?
How delicious these peaches are," he
added, feasting on another.

Should I tell him Lai's secret and
beg him to.show the wretched girl less
kindness in the future?

Whether wisely or not, I spoke.
"Fairfax. I have been talking to that

poor girl La. She is nearly gruwn up
now, and I want her to go out to ser-
vice."

"Whew! my prize pupil I" cried Clint,
making a long face. 'Well, my dear
patriarch, and what will Miss Mahaffy
say to your kind proposal?"

"Well, really, Clint, it's too absurd,
and yet it's a pity for the poor little soul,
too. The fact is that sue has such a
profound adoration for you that nothing
will induce her to consent to it."

Clint looked amazed and then an-
noyed.

"Alas! alack ! is this to be the end 'of
my philanthropic efforts?" he cried. at
last. "You don't really mean, Ralph,
that she won't go because--because-
Upon my word, it's too preposterous.
Well, Ralph," he went on, pettishly,
after a pause, during which I lit my
pipe and tried to look more comfortable
than I felt, "what's a fellow to do now?
Poor Lal! she tried so awfully hard to
learn and get on. Perhaps you misun-
derstood her."

T oha..k my ha1-

"I don't pretend to understand these
things, Clint, but it is a very real thing
with her. How would it be for you
to go on that visit to the Vernons you
are always intending to pay? Stay a
week or two, and i'll undertake to talk
to Llal, and make her take a place at
Dorald's farm, at 'ere-weni. I know
they want a dairy hand."

So Clint agreed, and, as the boat was
going across next day for stores, we
had no time to discuss and unsettle the
matter. Lal, of course, saw the boat
start, for she and her brothers were
always moving before any one else on
the run; and Clint waved his hand to
her, and called out in his cheery way,
"Good-by, young 'uns. Stick to your
books, and I'll bring over some nice
new ones when I come back." Ted
hallooed out "Good-by!" and no one
but I noticed that Lal said nothing,
but gazed with straining eyes after the
boat till it had disappeared round the
point, a'ld the level rave of sunrise
turned the gray sea to gold.

For my own part, I turned in to
breakfast with a weight off my mind,
for LaI certainly was a pretty girl, and,
though I believed Clint to be an honest
young fellow enough, still there is
something pleasant in being worshiped
by the only girl about the station. So,
altogether, I was glad to get Fairfax
safelyoff on a visit to a neighboring
station, where I knew the dashing
Miss Vernous would soon give his
thougih.s a new direction.

Some weeks went by, very busy weeks,
and I had begun to get used to being
alone again, when I received a message
from Clint that the next time the whale-
boat went over to Nelson he would re-
turn by her, as a letter from his father
had recalled him to England sooner
than he had expected.

All the time of his absence I had seen
little of Lal. She had given up coming
to the station, always sending Ted in-
stead; and I had really almost forgot-
ten our scene in the veranda.

The day after I got Clint's message,
however, I chanced to meet her as I
rode home over the mudflat. It had
been a dull, foggy day, but as evening
closed in the wind began to rise fitfully,
make a little sudden stir and moan and
then die away into an ominous silence.
As I hurried Sprightly along I overtook
Lal, walking home slowly under a load
of pipis she had been collecting -for
supper off the rocks. At first she
seemed inclined to let me pass without
recognition, but when I drew up, mean-
ing to warn her of the coming storm
she ran to my side and laid her hand
on my bridle.

"Isn't he never coming here no more,
Mr. Westco;t?" she asked, in such a
despairing tone, I could not find it in
my heart to scold her.

"Why, Lal," I cried, "how ill you
look! What have you done to your
cheeks and eyes ?"

She shook her head impatiently, and
repeated her question: "Is he never
coming home ?"

"Well-yes, child. lie's coming to-
morrow; but only to say good-bye. He
will be off to England, and to all his
friends.there soon."

She scarcely seemed to hear the end
of my speech.

"To-morrow?" she said, crouching
down in a heap upon the seaweed-
strewed sands, and rocking herself to
and fro. "Shall I see him to-morrow?"

"Lall" I cried impatiently. She
sprang to her feet.

"0, Mr. Westoott don't scold me.
Look here," and sIe pulled up her

ragged sleeve to show me her arm,
wasted and shrunken. "'I can't eat nor
"Ilep, nor do half of the work I used to.
I'm starving for a sight of his face, and
what harm can it do him for me to be
happy just one day?"

Poor Lall I was not a particularly
soft-hearted chap, but the sight of her
distress gave me a queer feeling in the
throat, and I rode on without speaking.

The night set in as I expected, with
sharp storms of wind and rain, and by
the time I had got home and had done
supper there was a high sea running.

"The boat '11 never start to-morrow,
Tom," I remarked, an, for company's
sake, I turned into the kitchen for a
smoke.

Tom looked doubtful. "I'd feel more
sure o' that sir, if old Peter had gone
in her. He s a safe hand and a'most
overcareful; but young Peter is rash
and won't wait for weather."

"Don't croak, Tom," I retorted;"
"besides, the weather may mend before
midnight, when they'd be starting, and
then Mr. Clint will be there, and he's
sure to wait if there's any danger." But
as Tom still shook his head and persist-
ed in calling to mind all the shipwrecks
he had ever been in, I gave up the ar-
gument and went to bed, telling him to
call me at 6 o'clock if I wasn't stirring
before.

It seemed to me that I had only just
dropped asleep, when his voice at my
side awoke me next morning. "Mr.
Westcott, sir, it's ; o'clock, and an awful
nasty sea on. And I've been down
"wice to the beach, and can't see noth-
ing of the boat."

"Get out, you old fool!" I roared.
"You don't for one moment suppose
they are anywhere but safe in Nelson
harbor ?"

Tom vanished, but I got up thor-
oughly uncomfortable all the same and
hurried down to the beach without
waiting for breakfast.

Tue sea looked nasty, truly. A
line of white breakers thundered over
the rocks, and threw their spray high
into the air; a thick spray hung over
Nelson and hid the outlines of the coast,
but here and there a white swirl of
waters showed a dangerous spot to be-
ware of. After a look round I was re-
turning, when I spieda little figure sit-
ting perched half way up the face of
the cut, on a little shelter formed by a
projecting ledge.

"Lal, you silly girl, come down l
There's not footing for a bird there;
and what good can you do? They've
never started, I'm sure. Come and
have some breakfast with Tom." But
I might as well have shouted at the sea-
gulls, for she never moved.

When I came down again she was still
there, deaf to everything except the
thunder and the roar of the sea. The
storm seemed to increase as the morn-
ing wore away, and even Tom had come
around to my opinion that young Peter
never could have put out in such a sea,
when we were startled by a message
from Lal. She had sent to say she saw
something-driftwood it might be-still
it was something.

Never, as long as I live, shall I forget
the horror which clutched at our hearts
and blanched our faces as, for a mo-
ment, Tom and I stared at one another
while Ted breathlessly delivered the
message.

Of course we followed him at once
and stood again peeping out into the
fog and spray.

"I see nothing, Lal," I shouted.
"Whereabouts is it now?"

Lal for answer thrust out her Iong,
bony arm. "There 'tis!" she cried;
"and 'tis-Lord have mercy I-'tis our
boat ."

Not one word more did any one say.
Some half-dozen men, we stood there
helpless, watching the little spot grow
and grow till we could make it out as
Lal did, to be our boat. Now she is
down in the trough of the wave, now
she rides on top, now she's near enough
for us to make out the six dark figures
in her! They areallttlere, thank God for
that! Now we lose sight of her again,
and I shout hoarsely to Lal. "All
right," she pants; "they are safe past
Split Rock, and they are going to beach
the boat."

I clamber up on a fallen mass of rock
and can see Lal is right. They are com-
ing in on the breakers and will let the
boat drive ashore. She will go to pieces,
but it is their only chance.

We watch breathless, and no one
speaks, although old Peter stands be-
side me, and he has twc sons in
peril. One tremendous wave dashes
them almost within our reach-not
quite-they are swept back, and the
boat goes under. A moment more, and
she re-appears bottom upward among
the boiling wat re, and with a wild
shriek Lal springs from her watching
place into the water beneath.

"Mad fool !" I cry, breaking into wo-
manish sobs and rushing forward with
an idea of doing something-anything.
But old Peter lays a shaking hand on
my shoulder.

"Don't 'ee throw your life away, sir.
She've got. him by the hair, and if any
one can live in such a sea, I'll back
Lal."

"But your boys, Peter?" I gasp, com-
pletely knocked out of all self-com-
mand.

"I be watching," said the old man,
giving me a little shake in his sup-
pressed excitement. "Nobody han't
come up yet but Master Clint, and Lal
have got he tight."

There isn't much more to tell. Out
of all the six, only Fairfax was saved;
though the bodies were washed ashore
next day.

Lil, whose love gave her superhuman
strength, had kept Clint's head away
from the rock which ciushed the life
out of the other poor lads, and almost
the next wave rolled both to our feet.

It took us a long time to unclasp
Lil's hands, and I don't believe she
ever knew that she really had saved the
man she died for.

She was buried, when Parson Hooper
came over the next Sunday, in Clint's
little garden, with Peter's two sons and
the other poor fellows; but it was many
months before Clint could crawl out so
far, or hear how his life had been saved.

What $200 Did in R all Street.
August sixteenth, s1,8, B. 8. Webb. Philadel-

phla. Pa.. wrote Messrs. Lawrence & Co., bank-
ers, New York: "Dear Sirs-Yours containing
remit'ance for $1113 25. as profits ol my 200

shares. is received. Accept my thanks, for I
sm very well sati-fled. As you reonlest. You
may use this letter. I would r.-eommenLd every
one who feels disposed to sp.culate to seond for
your circular." This Is but one instance out of
thousands. by whlch the new COMBINATION
SYSTEM of operatIng In stocks enables people
with large or snall capital to makgestmilar
orofits. By thIb ereellant plan. the orders ,,f
thou;ands of custnme S from city anrd countr

ouerotd as a )IGHrY INDIVIDUAL AC
COUNT. Each menmo r of the combinolation a -
cures all the sdvanotges of the largest capital
united with exoerlenced skllk. Profits divided
monthlbr; s1o Dnvttu"d returns uio. ors per cent
on the toek: $75 will make Uim0. and so on, ac-
cording to. the msarket. Mesrs. .awgrenre k
Co)'s new fircular (maled free) has "two uner-
rinu rul•s for sueess." and l ee"-
t ot. so th onat ine canwrof&tab

's ,arr.
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DEMOC RAT

JB ?R97 IlUTO

has just purohased from a low market asn w
cellent assortment of

STATIONERY

For Jobbing Purposes,

Which we are prepared to offer our oastomemS

at prices to suit.

Ledger Papers.
We keep a full lineof BOUTHWORTES ee•.

ebrated Ledger Papers. These papers Wn1
awarded the Gold Medal at the Centennial Lg
"unsurpassed excellence." their superl•titL
consisting in GREAT STBENGTH. 1lND.
FINISH, and PERFECT BIZING.

BLANK BOOKS
Manufactured to order, on short notice, iesh
these excellent papers.
IMPERIAL LEDGER PAPER.

SUPER ROYAL LEDGER PAPER.
ROYAL LEDGER PAPER.

MEDIUM LEDGEB PAPERI
DoYn LEDGER PAP

FLAT PAPERS.
Of all weights and slzes used in this market tog

general )obbina purposes.

BLOTTING PAPER.
We have a superior lot of TREASUBY BLOT.

TING PAPER which we can sell at a low ADg
Lithographed. Printed or Plain.

VISITING CARDS.
We have In stock the finest assortment

VISITING CARDS in this city, which we fuo
nish to our customers at the low rate of

50 cents per pack, Printed.
VISITING CARDS-The finest super Q0. fg

tol. white and all the fashionable tints,
GOLD EDGE VISITING CARDS.
SILVER EDGE VISITING CARDS.
BED EDGE VISITING CARDS.
BLUE EDGE VISITING CARDS.
BEVEL EDGE VISITING CABDIS.

With square or round corners.
GOLD DUST VISITING CARDS,
SNOWFLAKE VISITING CARDS.

(Eight different tints,.)
DAMASK VISITING O~ARDB.

BEP VISITING OhARDB.
ABABEBQUE VIBITING OARDB.

MOBNING GLOB! VIBITING CARDS.
PHANTOM VISITING O•ARDS.

ORIENTAL VIBITING CABDB.

PROGRAJME CARDS,
The very latest and most attractive style

CARD BOARDS.
of every description in great variety.

BUSINES CARDS.
ADMIT CARDS.

DIAMOND CARDS.
SHOW O••I ,

WEDDING CARDS and
WEDDING ENVELOPEB.

JAPANESE CARDS and
JIPANE8E MSYE[OPU

:omstrln- new.
LADIES' INN 'TATION&an.

'NVITATIO., Z VYALOP•i

LETTER HEADS,

NOTE READS,

BILL HEADS,In stock or ruled to order on best HOLTOKI
oaper. laid or wove, lithographed.or printed Is
the best style.

JOB PRINTING.
Our offioe being all NEW. bought with espelalreference to the wants of this city, we are er.abled to turn out SUPEBIOB WORE in a most

expeditious manner.

Estimates furnished on all classes of workwhen required.

Call and see samples and et our Slares be-ore ordering your work.

DEMOCRAT PUBLISHRIO M

PROPRIBTORSBB
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