
PaiJ Her the Homage a Chinaman Doe^ t.i Mis J..,.

M'\u25a0.'\u25a0'\u25a0 \u25a0 \u25a0 Iknew of a \vi man \u25a0'< '\u25a0\u25a0

:•.; il»lf as the plot of a dime
romance. 1 1< r story wa . \u25a0\u25a0 hi ipered alM>ut

intil :• came to the eai of Mi iHiph int. who
promptly made a novel one ol Ik r hesi out o| v

I'\u25a0 \u25a0\u25a0 illage where he !s \u25a0- 1< ! v . a e< immtmil \
•\u25a0'\u25a0 iholarly t• .1k: win. had gathered around a

\u25a0 tarian college. There was little wealth ami no
display among these kindly lazy folk Their ding)
old housi i had I Iapart for nearly a century,
each meditating among its trees and gardens of
vegetables and roses The work of the t< >\\ ti was
<!i.n<- by a few slow going Negroes When, I
fore, ..n old Scotchman i«-n t«•<Ione ol Colonel
Weems' houses and hung outside \u0084i the kitchen a
sign stating that "Alexander McGinn, Hauler and
jobber, Would Repair House, Set Out Garden

Dig Wells, and Tram 1)...v.;; at the Lowesi Rates,"
and that "Hannah McGinn Would Go < >ut to Sew
by the Day, Dye < >ld Clothes, anil Weave Rag
Carpets on Reasonable Terms," the village st ired,
laughed, and promptly gave the newcomers work
enough to till tlx-ir days and their poikets.

It was soon discovered thai the McGinns had a
mystery in their house The two old people lived in
the kitchen and the room above it The n-st of the
dwelling was occupied by a young girl, a quiet, deli-
cate little body, who, the village dec-idea, in
looks, manner, and voice incontestable proof of high
breeding. She was treated by the McGinns as a
much lo><d mistress would be !>v faithful servants.
She lived wholly apart from them Her chamber
and little drawing room were simply furnished !>ut
kept m dainty order by the old woman, who waited
on her, and no matter how tired she might !>c
in\iisal down in the girl's presence.

His Peculiar Actions

M'GINN treated her withprofound respect; but
he never spi .ke > >t her. and was angry and swore

hotly when the trades people showed their curiosity.
His wife, on the contrary, was anxious to talk of
her, and told her story whenever she could find a
listener. She said that she and McGinn, before
emigrating to the States, had lived in a lonely «. >.i t
village in the north of Scotland. There a young
Englishman named Saltere and his wife had ap-
pe.iivd. twenty veais before, ami had taken board-
ing with them, intending to stay for a few days.
Hut ilav^ stretched into weeks, and weeks into
months, ('aptam Saltere. who stated that he was an
officer in the Kn^lish navy on leave, came and went.

After some months their child was born. The
mother lingered for a few weeks, and then died.
Captain Saltere was broken down by grief. He
buried her in the lit11« \u25a0 graveyard by the kirk, and
ere( ted a costly monument over her; but, to the
wonder of the village, had only a single word carved
on it

"
Ellen."

The child Jane was given into the tare oi the
McGinns, and a large sum reached them quarterly

direct from ;t L • lon ban The Captain
came \u25a0 nee or twice each war to see her,
always saying that he was jiiNt .a home
from a voyage. As the child grew she was
sent to a private school in Edinburgh
and later to a convent in France.

When Jam-, then aged sixteen, came
hack from France, having finished the
school course, the payments suddenly
stopped. Captain Salten did not return
that fall. Ile wrote to Jane once or twice
during the next year. But he never
<-ame back, ami for three years no wcrd
had come from him.

After a time the McGinns made inquiry.
and found thai there was \u25a0••\u25a0.•. and
never had been a Captain in the English
navy named Reginald Salt< Hut itcame
tolight that Hannah McGinn's sharp eyes
had seen a crest tamped on some of the

Saltere books They at once decided that the Cap-
tain was the heir of a noble house and had been
under a cloud while living. He was dead now,
without doubt, anil his rank and fortune were
waiting for his daughter

The McGinns then advertised they consulted
lawyers, they poured out their little hoard like
water. Four years crept by in this doubt The]
couple tried tosupport Jane in theold luxury,but they
steadily grew poorer. At last they were convinced
that there was no chance for them but in emigration.

So here they were with their mystery, working
steadily for her, jealously keeping her idle, paving
her the homage that a Chinaman does to his joss.
The village received them and their idol with en-
thusiasm. They saw in Jane the high bred, wronged
heroine of the old romances long so dear to them, and
the fidelity of her guardians was only a reproduc-
tion of the lory of Scott's ideal clansmen.

She Was Infuriated

ONCE it is true, Doctor Weems did venture to
hint to Mrs. McGinn that lane could get a fair

price for her pretty little sketches of the ••!.! null
and the river, it she would sill them But she
flamed -i to sudden fury.

"Do v'ou know who
'
Miss Saltere is? We expect

to hear from her kin any day. They'll come claim-
ing her. We left the ease in the hands of an agent
in Edinburgh. And there's a standing advertise-
ment in 'The London Times. Her kin might be
here to-morrow, or to-day. Every time the stage
comes down that street I'm lookin1 for them. They
may be barrowknights or dukes. And are they to
find her working to earn her living?"

So Jane's white palms never were stained by
money which she had earned.

She was welcomed withenthusiasm into
the littlesocial world of the county. It
never had km>wn such aher« >inc. She was
a grave, slow moving girl, with no sense of
humor whatever. She had absolute faith
in her own high birth; but having also
warm, kindly blood, she met the rest of
us, black and white,

—
less lucky folk thai

herself,
—

with friendly tolerance.
Two or three of the students in the

academy, sons of good families, promptly
fell madly in love with her, but were
dismissed with pitying surprise. "What
would my family think if1 should make
such a mesalliance?" she said gravely.

After a year or two, however. Walter
Gardette (one of the Louisianian Gar-dettes, not the Canadian) was taken into
partnership by Dr. \Veems. There was
littlesickness in the county thai year;
so the young man had plenty of time to
assist Miss Saltere in her search for
orchids. She was really almost a fanatic
in her devotion to botany that summer.

constitute a cardinal principle of th<- Christian
religion. Iam at a loss ••

\u25a0 know what does.
Picture to yourself in imagination the frightful

wrecks daily caused by this rock of scandal, and
the number of families tii.it are cast adrift on the
ocean of life] Great stress :-; justly laid by moralists
on the observance of Sunday. Bui what a mockery
is the external rejwse of the Christian Sabbath to
the homes ... which domestic peace is banished,
\\ liere •\u25a0•.:'\u25a0.\u25a0\u25a0 heart is broken, the father's
spirit crushed, where the children cannot cling
to one of th<ir parents without exciting the jealousy
or hatred of the other And these melancholy
si are followed by th«- final a> t in the drama;
when the family ties are dissolyed.ahd ....
have vowed eternal love and union lire separated
to meet no more.

This social plague i.th !'>r a radical cure, and the
remedy an be found only in the abolition of our
mischievous legislation regarding divorce, and in
an honest, application < \u25a0! the teachings oi the Gospel.
I: persons contemplating marriage were persuaded
that once united they 'Acre legally debarred from
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By REBECCA HARDING DAVIS

A STRANGE TRUE STORY

Jane was not a zealous scholar. Hitherto r
studies had been limited to two <>r three xoh
of poems and some large K>oks which lay • n
parlor table and which had been bought by i
McGinns years ago. They were "The Baronet;
of England." "

Burkes Peerage.*' and "'The «'< i
Families of Great Britain." She never <•: <•

these books now, »> absorbing was her botanic .
Young Gardette was frankly madly in love,

whole village took a keen interest in the atlair, .
rejoiced when, late in the tail, the engagement
announced. Curiously enough, from that *!.r.
interest t>t the doctor and Jane in botany was ..'
lutely dead.

A little incident which happened on the
of her betrothal made the people of the vill
feel that they never had known Jane before. Man;
her friends, old people as well as young, gatkt 1
in her parlor in the evening, "that the child mis it
not feel lonely, as if she >!<\u25a0,.il alone in the worl

Doctor Gardette, Hushed with his triumph . !
joy. said.

"
1 have telegraphed for my father urnl

mother. They willsoon be here to welcome J.;; c,
with her noble kinsfolk."

Her -Real" Father and Mother

S! 1 laughed with the others, ami then looked .:t
him thought fully for amoment. Then sheopen «i

the door into the kitchen where old Sandy McO .:i
was sitting by the tire, ami Hannah was busy with
her knitting. \u25a0"Walter." she .-aid. "it is all \<;v

well for me to look for my family among the pcir-
age. It's like a pretty fairy story. Hut there are
my real father and mother. They have given their
lives to me And Inever will go into a family
which does not receive and honor them. I—l1

—
Inever

will marry a man," here she began to s. -!>. "who
willnot love them as 1 il>'."

On which there was much crying among the
women, and many promises and protestations irons

Walter. Old Sandy McGinn was annoyed by ;_* the
fuss." Hut it seems to me through the years t<»
tocome the old woman's face must have been happier
because of those words of Jane's.
I am sorry

—
but that is the end of my story.

There was no dramatic denouement. No peer nor
prince ever appeared to place a coronet on Janes
brows. She became the mother and grandmother
of a large family of capable, energetic men and
women, who now are scattered through many
States. In each family there is a legend, more or
less definite, of nobfe ancestry. Some of the
younger people have a crest an.lcoal »>• amis.
and are ready to claim their progenitors among the
great heroes in English or French history. But
Jane died with her riddle unsolved

They Wa. Fanatical in Iheir Dcvouon to Botany.
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