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IN THE STRAITS

TIP END OF LAND.

Life at the Southernmost Town on
the Globe.

A CONVICT COLONY'S GROWTH

In the Straits of Magellan—Good-Eys to the
Andes—How Punta Arenas Was Started, It
Struggles and Its Development—A Half and
*Half Island.

§row the Btar's Travelling Commissioner.
Pusrta, AneNas, PaTacoNIA

'\,‘.'HES WE ROUNDED CAPE FBOWARD—_—

which, as every school boy knowl.'ll
the southernmost point of the western hemis-
phere, Cape Horn being on a tiny island, two
bundred miles further south—the usual snow
storm prevailed, for we are months too early
in these waters for a pleasure trip, which

“anld only bLe made during their brief sum-

; time, in December, January or February.

. the right gleamed a stupendous blue-

~gen glacier, shining like glass between
sunowy mountains; on the left a line of 'ond_er-
ful craggy peaks, snow-crestedall, looked h_ka
stucco work against the wintry sky, or a series
of gigantic images done in plaster. Just ahead
s dark mass of rock loomed up from the
water's edge to a height of twelve hundred
feet, joined to the range by a low strip of lanfi;
and that black mass is Cape Froward, t.hcf tip
end of the southern continent, a phc_n familiar
enough inschool-day annals, but which few of
us expected to bebold with our mortal eyea,

“virectly south of it Mount Sarmiento—the

st striking island mountain of the whole
wehipelago—rears its almost perfect u;;nmmd
.000 feet into the blue. A hittle farther east-
ward is Mount Darwin, & a8 lottyq if not so
famous, and south of both runs Darwin sound,
on whose pouthern shore, in an English mission
station, a few devoted men and women are
striving (but without pronounced success) to
christianize the benighted Terradel Fuegoans.

THE LAST OF THE ANDES.

At dinner that day the captain happeneq to
remark that this was our very last evening
within sight of the Andes, for the ship’s course

" would change during the night so that those
mountains would no longer be visible. We
felt as if he had said that some old-time friends
were about to bid us a final adien, and though
snow was falling and a bitter wind coating
evervthing with ice | stole out alone from the
well warmed cabin, where others were waltzing
to the music of zither and guitar, for a last
balf hour with those glorious heights, which for
two vears bave Leen ever present companions—
u perpetunl deight and inspiration and an un-
failing solace when dangers of homesickness
assailed.

¥rom sailing due sonthward we had turned
*o the northeest, so that the sun appeared to

ve sunk in our wake, while a halo of crimson

ol gold jet lingered on the distant Andes—

jnsfigured mountains now, no lo \ barren
aud icy, but clothed in rosy tints like a true
“land of the sky.” But not for long. In less
time than it takes to tell it the brilliant colors
faded and they became mere ghosts of moun-
tains, shadowy and pale, wrapped in misty
shrouds. In the kepenll_l& ht they
seemed to be kecping tryst with one who loved

them well, standing on tip-toe and peering one
over the shoulders of another to return my
amta il
view.

darkness hid them from
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FAMILY OF TERRA DEL FUEGO INDIANL

The following morning we found ourselves at
anchor off the coast of the nineteenth province
of Chile, opposite Punta Arenas, the southern-
most city on the face of the earth: the home of
the penguin, the sea lion and the guanaco,
where wind and storm and cold prevail during
the greater portion of the year. And here we
disembark, armed and equipped with sundry
letters of introduction to the consul, the gov-
ernor and other persons in authority, purpos-
ing to spend three or four weeks (until the
*ext steamer of the line comes along and picks
48 up) in exploring what we can of southern

ia and the Islands of Terra del Fuego.
THE SOUTHERNXOST CITY.

The site of Funta Arenas, which is Spanish
for “Sandy Point,” was®certainly not chosen
for its beauty. It occupies s long spit extend-
ing out into the strait. backed by mossy fields
and low hills covered with charred timber, and
bebind these rises a range of loftier hills cov-
ered with perpetual snow, though their alti-
tude is barely one thousand feer.

Looking on & map of the world vou will see
that the town is considerably near to the south
pele than any other on the globe—nearer even
than the Cape of Good Hope or any inhabited
island—altogether too near for any sort of com-
fort, for when itis not snowing in the strait
itis always raining, high winds never cease
their howling and a raging surf in the shallow
bay prevents boats from landing about five
days out of seven. The captain's log book saye
that squalls off the land are so very strong
bhere as “almost to lay ships on their beam
ends,” and are known to seamen by the Puta-
pnninn name of williwauas. Soon as the local-
1ty is approached sais are closely reefed and all
light gear made secure, for the “williwauas™
usually eome on without the slightest warning
and for the moment blow with the fury of &

ne.

How did it happen that a town ever grew in
so distant and desolate s spot? Nearly half o
century in 1543, I think) the Chilean gov-
ernment, locking around for the most forsaken

and cheerless place where human beings could |

possibly exist, to which they might banish cer-
tain political offenders, chose this remote cor-
ner of Fatagonia, because from it there scemed
no way of escape but in speedy death: and im-
mediately afterward the penal colony of Port
Famive, whick had long occupied site of
San Felipe, the old Spanish town which Sar-
miento founded, was removed to this point.
Wheun the prisoners, most of whom were men
of intelligence and education, were driven from
their northern homes, a thousand miles away,
lhud' left bebind all truces of civilization as
well as all hopes of return. Here they had no
neighbors but the wild and warlike tribes of
Patagonia and the savages of Terra dei Fuego,
while on the west and soqth the wastes
of the Pacific stretched away half the width of
the world, on the north & great untrodden wil-
derness, and on the east an impassable wall of

EANLY HARDSHIPS AND STRUGGLES.

The history of their eurly hardships and
struggles for existence will never be known.
Nobody dreamed that they would sarvive gen-

of them bad been accompanied into exile b
their tenderly reared wives and families.

cept for the lack of tools they had no great dif-
ficuity in building houses from the trees of the
surronnding forest. Shell

grown during the short summer time if given
very carciul atiention.
Their earliest care was also to establish
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hides gnd fars to sell fo passing vessels. In
this way the desolate sand spit began to be
known asa trading post and certain ships
anchored regnlariy in the little harbor—the
English and French being particularly anxions
to secure supplies of celery and mushrooms,
for which they paid good prices. From time
to time other prisoners were added, and
though the new arrivals were not always agree-
able companions there is in numbers not only
strength, but inereased opportunities. Gold
was discovered in paying quantities and in due
time the counvicts organized themselves into a
town which they named Pnnta Arenas, under
certain rules and regulations. Later on a large
quantity of coal was found, and that discovery
marked a new era in the life of the lonesome
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WOMEN OF TERRA DEL FUEG), BETTEE DRESSBED
THAN UsSUAL.

tolony. They lost no time in communieating
the important foct to passing vessels—their
only way of advertising. Some Peruvian war
shipe were the first to purchase the commodity,
and before long Punta Arenaa became known
to all Enropean and American vessels in these
waters as a convenient place to obtain supplies.
DEVELOPMENT OF THE COLONY.

As the condition of the colony grew better
and better the land east of the town, fora
distance of several miles, was divided into
farms for the raising of cattle, horses, poultry
and such vegetables as will grow in this Iati-
tude. Wheat will not mature, but hardy
grasses were introduced from Germany, and
the eattle of the section became noted as
among the finest in the world, fat, round and
sleek, with peculiarly soft, velvety hair. A
church was built costing three thousand hard-
earned dollars, followed by a school house
commodious enough to hold all the children.
By this time Chile began to feel proud of her
distant colony and to pay it so much unwel-
come attention that the liberty of the exiles
was more and more restricted. A rather hand-
some government building was erected by
order of the president, also a new cuartel or
jail, and the settiement was put under military
control with forty additional soldiers in uni-
form, ostensibly to do police duty and be ready
for attacks from the long-friendly Indians.

At length, in 1877, the injudicious severity of
a federal governor of that day provoked revolt
among the convicts, whose numbers had been
80 many times augmented by reinforcements
of all ¢ of eriminals from every prison in
Chile thbat the respectable pioneers, to whom
belonged all the credit of ity, were an
unconsidered minority. rate revolt-
ers overcame their keepers, set fire to the
bouses and forced all the officials
inhabitants to fly to the foresta. Sor a time
pandemonium prevailed, until, by some fortu-
nate accident, a Chilian war vessel reached
Bandy Point while disorder was at ite beight,
when the insurgents were speedily overpowered
and the ringleaders executed. It happened
that the weather continued unusually mid for
this climate, so that the houseless refugees,
smong whom were many women and young
children, suffered less than might have been
expected while new homes were being con-
structed.

NO LONGER A CONVICT TOWN.

After this no more convicts were sent to
Punta Arenus. Now that the mail steamers
plying between Europe and the west coast of
South America had adopted this route through
the Strait of Magellan, bringing a rapid in-
crease of traffic, the paternal government
recogmized its importance as a station of call
and supply. In 1568 it made liberal grants of
land to immigrants, and sent outa new gov-
ernor, with Ju0 settlers. Timber for building
purposes was taken along, and plenty of sup-
plied to last until the immigrants could clear
and cultivate farms for themselves. During
the war with Peru, when Chile found herself in
need of all the soldiers she could muster, the
military guard was withdrawn from the old
conviet station, all the prisoners who would
consent to fight the Peruvians got an honor-
able discharge and ticket of leave and marched
guily away with their late keepers to cut the
throats of their neighbors. In 1868 the n-
lation of Punta Arenas washardiy200; in 1858
it was 2,000, and now it is little more than half
the Iatter number. In 1883 the district was
organized into a province of Chile (its nine-
teenth), and now it is no disgrace, though
somewhat inconvenient, to be a Punta Arenian.

WHY THE TOWN IS INTERESTINC.

A well-known Washington newspaper man,
who lately visited Sandy Point, says of it: “The
town is interesting because it is the only settle-
ment in Patagonia, and of course the only one
in the strait. It is about 4,000 miles from the
sonthernmost townr on the west coast of South
America to the first port on the eastern coast—
a voyage which ordinarily requires fifteen duys
—and as Punta Arenas is about midway of
course it ssed some attractions. There are
u few decent people here—ship agents and
traders, who came for business reasons, a con-
sul or two, and among them an Irish physician,
Dr. Fenton, who is the host and oracle sought
fuor by every stranger who arrives. Oceasion-
ally some yachting party stops here on its
vovage arcand the world, or a man-of-war
cruising from one ocean to the other, aud
steumers bound from Europe to the Pacifie
ports pass every day or two, so that commauni-
cation is kept up with the rest of the universe,
and the people who live at this antipodes,
where the sun is seen in the north aund the
Fourth of July comes in the depth
of winter, are pretty well informed as
to affairs at the other end of the
globe. The emotions that come with the con-
templation that you are about as far from any-
where as you can possibly go are novel, but in
the midst of them you are comforted by the
other fact that the world is not so large as it
looks to be, for here is a man who used to live
where you came from, and another who ounce
worked in the office where you are employed.
There is a news stand in Punts Arenas where
youecan purchase New York and London papers,
often three or four months old, but fresh
to the long voyager, and shops in which Paris
confectionery and other luxuries of life can be

HOW THE PLACE LOOKS
How does the place look? Well, there

sandy beach in front of & high ridge of

or four hundred houses are set in the mud

H

i

Ll:u There is & fort, a church, a ¢
use, and one or two other public

not omit the post office at which e
traveler in region drops leteers to
friends, simply because they will bear
est possible postmarks to the south pole.
governor now resides in what was once
convict barracks, and horses are corralled
what used to be the stockade. Adjoining
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shi y
would not be to tell you where they
came from, what their true names were in some
other part of the world, and most of whom
would not remain another minute if they counld
help it. There are a few women in the
le&t.lea:lent. but asfor most of the females here—
poor things! drinking, fighting, swearing crea-
tures of every muonsli?ys—uu least said about
them the better.
A HALF-AND-HALF ISLAND.

Directly opposite Punta Arenas, just across
the narrow strait, is the largest isiand of the
Terra del Fuego group, two-thirds of which
(on the western side) now belongs to Chile,
while the Argentine government eclaims the
remainder. Only on the Australian coast could
one find asettlement so completely isolated
from neighbors. On the Chilean side the near-
est permanent inhabitants are on the Island of
Chiloe, fully 700 miies distant in a straight line
and a good deal farther by the ounly practicable
route. On the Argentine side there is a miser-
able little settlement at the mouth of the Santa
Cruz river, where the government of that big
republic has thought best to hoist their pretty
blue-and-white banner in order to assert its
sovereignty over the worthless wastes of south-
enstern Pafagonin. It contains only hall a
dozen wooden sheds, where a few disconsolate
soldiers pass their weary daysin longing for
the more genial climate of Buenos Ayres. Itis
400 wiles between that place and this and no
communication is kept up between them.

Theretore, for all practicable purposes, the
neavest civilized neighbors to the lonesome
Punta Areninns are the English colonists on the
Falkiand Islands, where, in spite of the inhos-
pitable soil and climate, a number of thrifty
Britons have somehow managed to attain to
tolerable prosperity, chiefly by shecp farmin,g.
Bat, with an interval between of five hundred
miles of the stormicst ocean on the globe, mu-
tual intercourse 1s neither frequent nor easy.

Faxxie B. Warb.
—_— s ——
LOCK PICKING AS A SCIENCE,

An Expert Says That His Key is in Every
Man's Watch.,
From the Post-Express.

High up in the Wilder building, in a little
coruer room prettily furnished with rich car-
pets and hangings, more like a lady’s boudoir
than the office of a wide-awnke business man.
a reporter found James Sargent, the lock man-
ufacturer.

“I suppose,” the reporter began. “that you
know all about Alfred C. Hobbs, the famous

lock picker, who died a short time ago.”

“Yes," said Mr. Sargent, “I knew of him. In
fact, at one time every one had heard of him.
In 1848 he opened the safe in the merchants'
exchange in New York in less than an hour,
although 2500 was offered to any one who
could do it within thirty days. Then he went
to England and picked the lock in the vault
door of Brown, Shipley & Co. It was uugpmed
to be the sirongest lock in England, but he
worked with his back turned and his hands
behind him. He picked a number of other
famous locks, and the British Institution of
Civil Engineers gave him the Telford medal,
its highest honorary award. But you must re-
member that Mr. Hobbs was seventy-nine years
old when he died, and lock picking was a much
easier accomplishment forty years ago than
now.” »

“Itis mota very profitable bnsiness, I sup-
pose, for an honest mau?" the reporter in-

uired.

““Well, that depends,” said Mr. Sargent.
“Now and then a man will offer a thousand
dollars to any one who can pick his lock,
another will offer £750 and another €300. Then
somctimes I make a bet that I can open a lock
within a certain time, and if I succeed of
course there is more money. Oh, honesty is a
very good thing after all. I suppose I have
earned upward of $6,000 in direct cash pay-
ments by opening locks.”

“Do you ever inil?"’

“No, sir !lneltm:d always tell whether or not I
can pick a and never iry or put n1
on a doubtful case. I hnhromint.op most
the strongest safes in the country, including
the vault of the Treasury Department at Wash-
ington. That I did inside of an hour, to the
utter horror of the officials.

“Once 1 went outto Des Moines. Thereisa
bank out there that has some eighteen smaller
country banks dependent on it. Once a month
the presidents of these country banks all meet
in the president’s office of the mother bank,
and at that time its safe is filled with thous-
ands of doliars. I found out the day of the
meeting. and when they had all assembled en-
tered the room us a stranger and said: ‘Gen-
tlemen, do you know that vou have thous-
ands of dollars locked up here in a
safe that a burglar could easiiy break in in a
night? He could take lvour money, change
the combination on the lock so that when you
came down in the morning you could not get
into the safe, so that you would have to send
to the east for the maker, and by the time he
had got all the way out here and opened the
doors and you had discovered the loss of the
money the burglar would be sailing over the
ocean to Europe. Now, gentlemen, I have
come here in broad daylight. You may go to
your safe and put on s different combina-
tion, and when you get ready I will
go to it and open it to prove that
what I have said 1s true.' They were very
much impressed by my statement, but having
perfect confidence in their sate were quite
willing that I should make the trisl. ‘I'he com-
bination was changed, I set to work, and they
returned to their room. sently the Im:i
was picked. Iuside the money was piled high
in bags of gold. 1 took one of the bags and
went into the president’s room. Holding it up
1 usked if that belonged to him. He and the
others were dumbiounded. He made a grab
at it, and then they all rushed out to view the
safe. ‘Lhere it stood with doors wide open.”
**What is the Lhardest lock that you ever tried

icks”

"_!‘i‘ was out in Cincinnati, but the trial was
hardly a fair one. The makers tried to play a
trick on me, sand manufuctured a lock whieh I
doubt if they could pick themselves. The trial
took place about eghteen years ago, and
made o great stir in the papers at the time.
The safe was put onatruck drawn by four
horses, and taken to the place where I was to
make the trial.  The conaitions were that 1 was
to open the sufe inside of 100 hours or forfeit
#3500, whick I had deposited with the committes
appointed to see that everything was square.
For every hour that I worked over 100 I was to
pay #5. Well, sir, that safe was open i
twenty-eight hours. I worked pretty bard
daring the day, and by night had got the
seeret of the combination. Lhen I weat with
some friends to tue theater. They tried two
dissunde we from trying turther. Youa L kill
yourself, Sargent,’” they said; ‘there 1s no usc
trying; the safe cannot be opeuned.” 1 kept
maw, and the next morning seus lor the cow-
mittee and the lock makers. ihere wasa great
crowd in attendance, and of course all the nows-
paper reporters were on haud. ‘Geutlemen,’ I
said, ‘1 am getting tired and feel indisposed to
make further edorts. You sve that ihe saie is ur-
terly uninjured, nccording 1o our contract.” As
1 sud this I turned the combination this way
and that, as though to show them its periect
condition. Then 1 gave the kuob » jerk, the
bolts flew aside and the great door opened
The excitement was enormous and we had a
big dinuer at the hotel that evening.” ,

“Have youa particular method of working,
Mr. Sargent?”

*Yes, 1 have devoted a great many years of
study to this subject, and am more or
miliar with all the locks made.
one mﬁi have f:tar told, but I do notb mind
saying that you bave, in your watch, a key to
ll.l’Y the locks that I have p:’c-kod."

Three Classes Keeley Can't Care.
Frowmn a Chicago Interview,
“There are three classes now attending there
who are not benefited. There is the wealthy
class, who go down there and are cured, and

have no intellectual pursuits and no longer see
the enjoyments of the race course or the club,
80 that in some
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NOVEMBER ROSES.

A STORY OF THANEKSGIVING
TIME.

Winfleld 8. Moody, Jr., in Harper's Basar.
EYIBTDOD‘!’ BAID IT WAS THE MOST

wonderful summer ever known in all the
hill country. The reproach laid by scoffers
upon New d weather had never been re-
ceived or even heard of in the rocky little town
of Harmony. The turning the year was an or-
derly procession in that simple place, and the
winters came when they were due jfist as the
darkness came down regularly, and all the
people went to sleep in it, like the birds, leav-
ing the moon to govern the night without
watching. Things went along pretty peacefully
in Harmony, and there were few surprises and
no shocks.

So when this particular summer came and
continued and ran clear past its proper bounds
till October was still heavy with midsummer
heat there was much specunlation about it. Al-
most everybody in town was weather wise and
had his own idea of how it had come about and

what it boded. The only thing nﬁreed upon
was that something uncommon would come of
it. The farmers in Harmony got in their late
erops as with loins girded. watching each day
for the expected change and reasonably thank-
ful for every mow of Lay or grainsafely housed.
The minister had made a potable preachment
early in September upon the weather, likening
the mgzrel of the endaring summer to
divine ? ntience with the impenitent, and it was
enlled a master-good discourse. But as that
month streiched out and still the sun shone
July warm, certain light-minded ones said it
was clear that there must be some very hard-
ened sinners in Harmony to keep the season
open 8o long. And this talk came to the minis-
ter's ears, and forthwith he preached a sermon
to scoffers, which did him good to deliver and
probably did somebody good to hear. Amid
all thiz wonder and questioning somebody met
the professor one day und nsked him what he
thoughbt of thelong warmspell, and e said, quite
simply, that he thought the world wasa very good
place” ir summer time and that his flowers
seemed to keep on blossoming just from
pleasure in being alive in so kind an air, and so
be was glad of the warmth without troubling
to reason it out. And he who had asked the
question turned awsy smiling becauso the
professor talked so much like a child.

He was very like s child, too, in many ways—
this gentle, simple, wiso old man. For nny
years Profassor Churchill bad occupied the
chair of English langnuage and literature in
Harmony College. That chair was not an im-
posing one, nor was the college itself a very
uncient foundation, but amoung its faculty were
some men of gentle scholarship, not bitten
with the new learning nor fond of noisy enter-
prise. Notable among these was Professor
Churchill, who stood, frank and unconscious,
for simple culture and unworldly wisdom.
Truly this is a delightfnl kind of man to be
friends with, and one who is & monument of
the “happier age of gold,” but such a man
is often heedless of passing years and
of new fashions in thonght and action.
And so it was with the little professor. He
had no knowledge of the New Criticismn. He
Lad never discovered that to be original one
must needs be aboriginal or that imagination
is & vain thing. He never even suspected that
strong romantic fiction is not literature, and he
kept up a cordial friendship with Herrick and
Ben Johnson, while the writers of “‘teacup
verse'’ were not even names to him. He was
not at all up te date. He wounld not even have
understood the phrase, it is likely. When he
had learned the language people had said “up
to the times.’ and entertained some dread of
being in advance of them.

S0 Progress. inevitable and in fine new
clothes, came and sat down iu the scat of the
ecornful, opposite the professor. And one
duy he became conscious that there was some-
thing raw and unfamiliar in the air he wns
breathing, ns if the east wind had suddenl
blown into the chambers of his sensitive nou.z
And, following the forewarning, the hard thing
came, and he understood, when the president
called upon hir1 one day in his shabby little
house, and told him elaborately that the col-.
i?je remembered his long years of work grate-
fully, and feared that he would tind the burden
too heavy to carry longer, and that they beg-
ged he would accept the title of pro-
fessor emeritus, and deliver an annual
lecture to the graduating class, and permit the
coliege to print it, and to keep the manuseript
in the college library. The first words brought
a flush to the withered face, and his old arm-
chair a little like.s-ship oun troubled
water, because it had never crossed his mind
that his work and his way were not just as good
and acceptable now us they had becn thirty
years before. He had kept company ounly
with the saints in literature, and the saints are
always the same.

But on that day when he was formally sa-
luted as professor emeritus, and a big parchmen:
was given to him, witk wax seals on it, and
8 es were made, and the young man from

xford sat in his chair, he stood up straight as
a soldier and as proudly, too, and at the end of
the speech-making he saluted the presidentand
all the others with the old-fashioned awkward
bow which the students knew so well, and said,
in his simple childlike way, that they did him
too high an honor. He mado little of his own
work and magnifieC the office of his successor,
and at the last he turned to the students and
said, just sz he had ll::j’l done at the end of
every lecture he delivered, that he begged leave
to thank the gentlemen for their courteous at-
tention and wished them & good morning.

The students cheered Prof. Churchill again
and again and again, until the president
fidgeted a little in his chair and coughed and
adjnsted his cap, and the little professor came
from his corner once more and bowed low and
lower with his own little jerky gestures of
deprecation, while his eyes filled with tears. 1t
muade no difference to the students then that
they had been wont to think and speak with
& langhing indulgenco of the little man and to
raise all manner of mild disturbance in his
lecture room. The profcssor had never vecn
it, nor would he have believed that any wilful
disrespect had ever been shown to him or to
his oftice. Aud the same boy who had oftenest
made sport of the professor cheered longest,
and finally subsided into half audible remarks
to the effect that it was some sort >f shame—he
didn’t speak very dirtinc:liy.

And so Prof. Churchill went home that day
and sat down for a while in his old-fashioned
clhnir among his old-fashioned books and
thought it all over. He explained it carefully
to> himself, as to another child, until he was
quits sure he understood it. And he had the
cheering to remember, and the affectionate
good will which had beamed out upon him
from all the boys' faces, so he comforted him-
self. Aud nearly all the boys came to wish
him good-bye before going home for the long
vacation, insomuch that the door of the smull
brown house on the hill side was kept swinging
all day long. The professor felt very proud of 4
this. e had always been glad to believe that
the boys had liked to listen to his lectures, but
80 strong u showing of personal regard touched
him very much. He walked out through the
garden to the gate with every one of his guests
and made each of them a formal little speech
of farewell. And when the last of them had
come and gone he went wandering among his
roses, halt consoled in thinking that now he
wuntid have all the more time to care for them
aud to be among them.

They stood to him for wife and children—
these flowers of his. They had been Mrs.
Churchill's loving eare at the first: and when,
many years ngo, been borne out of the
cottages with her own white roses on Lier breast
the chuldless man hud come back to find Lis
deavest comfort in the faces of the roses she
bad loved. .

He used to hover around them like a queer
gruy moth, somelimes almost burying himself
in a _big bush, then slipping out and
darting along the myrvie border of the path
where his violets hid in the spring, then across
to his rainbow of sweet

Denslow, whose garden lay down in the
and was not nearly so exposed to the
P i R o
a
any rod bud and
of the marvelous beauty
s
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been known to compass. He had never told
and no amount of skillful interrogation

tion had ever been able to winit
He was over seventy;

and
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ther in the
his ribbon and, lo! with it came Lucy
There was a fine wedding for those days and
these two went away, of youth and hope
and the plans that come with both. Baut in less
than a year the old house received her agnin.
still a slip of a woman, bnt now gowned in black
and going heavily enough for one who had fled
away so blithely. The judge died after a few
yeurs and still she lived on in the old honse and
moved about the big rooms and kept the circu-
lation of the old place healthy.

‘There was a goodish patch of lawn land
sloping slightly from the road to the river, and
back of the house were famous gardens full of
old-fashioned flowers. There were quantities
of phiox and verbenas and murigolds and lady
slippers and a whole army of tiger lillies pre-
senting arms along the walks. And she, too,
had great clumps of rose bushes, and she

tepped about a g them with an animated

face and the high manner of a princess playing
soubrette. There was a wonderful vivacity
and touch of youth abont her, and even in
these later days, when she wore little gray
gowas and dainty white caps, she wore them
with an air and didn’t look in the least like
other little old ladies, howsoever lovely they
might be. Her black hair was now softly gray,
but her eyes were as bright as of old, her
wrists were still rounded and her hands were
white and firm.

It was the 15th day of November in this year
of spummer when Mrs Denslow looked out
upon her shady lawn and over the sunshiny
old hills, and was minded to go out to the edge
of the town and see if she conld spy the end of
the summer comiug up over the ridge. The
sky over the hill country was so deeply blue
that if one watched it for a while the great cup
scemed to darken, and then keep turning in-
side out like a moving slide in a magic lantern,
only it wus always blue and deeper blue.

In ordinary years a grayer shade would have
erept into the sky long before the middle of
November, but so far it had not come. The
leaves hung on bravely, though they were
garmented with dust, for no showers had fallen
for two weeks. The air had no suggestion of
sharpness in it, but as Mrs. Denslow stepped
away down the street she noticed a certain
fresh motion among the lenves and found that
the breeze was cooler than before. A little
crooked road turned out of the main street
near her house and went straggling up the
hill to run along the ridge for sume distance,
and then turned back to join the turnpike
again.

Mrs. Denslow went lightly along the path,
for the slope was gradual. She stopped every
little while to peer out between the trees and
listen to the soft noises inside the woods. She
was on terms ol fntimacy with a lot of chip-
munks that used to scamper to and fro acrosa
the road before her when she went that way.
Moreover, she had some distant acquaintance
with a pair of gray squirrels who inhabited a big
maple tree that stood well back in a fine park of
elder bushes. She had never spoken to these
gray squirrels, but the chipmunks and she were
gossips. And then she had a saluting friend-
ship with an old and reverend woodchuck, to
whom passing years and the despite of man bad
left only three legs and a fraction. Tlus
patriarch lived among the rocks in a sugar
camp nearly at the top of the hill, and when-
ever Mrs. Denslow passed his demesne she was
pretty apt {o see hun sitting gravely around
thinking about the weather. He wasn't pro-
gressive or neighborly, but he had always lived
there and Mrs. Denslow was pleased to see him
still above ground and thinking.

It was late in the afternoon when Mrs. Dens-
low stood on the crown of the ridge and looked
eastward across the deeper valley. Ihe slope
was rich with many soft greens, and the rocky
pasture land wuas warm in the sunshine. The
colors were so softened and shaded together
that the grass looked graylike the ledges where
ther cropped out into the sunlight, and then
agnin reddish-brown to match the few cattle
straying slowly along the slope. The bottom
of the valley was already in shadow, and down
in the midst of the mass of durkest green stood
a maple tree, which waved toward her a single
yellow bough.

Mrs. Dena!o: observed this manifestation of
change with honest regret, tempered with s
“dds: complacency in that she was the first
person in Harmony to see the signal of the
end of the long summer. If it had to come,
sbe reflected, it was worth something té have
seen it, and not merely to have heard about it
from anybody. And soshe took a last look at
the sweep of woodland and passed along the
ridge, then turned into the main road again
and down toward the village. The sumn had
dropped low, and the level beams came boldly
into Lher shining eyes and made her raise her
little black silk parasol. Mr. Abbey wonld have
been very glmi bad he seen her beside the
broad white road in her little gray gown and
black lace shawl, her tiny feel condescending
always a little lower as she came down the hill,

But Prof. Churchill looked up and saw her
from his gurden. where he stood by the rose
trees. His face lighted up, for he had just
conceived a new idea. He came outand stood
by the road with hand outstretched to welcome
her, and she came floating down to him as
graciously as a fairy princess and as fine.

Bome such thought sprang into his mind, for
he made her one of his profoundest bows and
gaid- *'1s this Mrs. Denslow or the good goddess
of the long sumwmer come to smile npon a rose
garden?” !

“Why, Prof. Churchill,” said the little lady,
“did you ever see a goddess with an umbrella?
Besides, I am not fit to pose as goddess of sum-
mer, for I have come us the voice erying in
the woods before the north wind. The leaves
are beginning to turn in the valley, professor.”

“*Oh, 1 am sorry,” said he anxiously, *'be-
cause I had hoped to #ee a wondertul thing.
There are so many little buds on my largest
red rose tree, and I believe that they will all
come along in about two weeks if the cold
does not kill them. And then, Mra. Denslow,
Ishould be able to walk here in my garden
und see roses blogming on Thanksgiving day.”

“What a delightiul thing to think of! Do
let me come in and see them,” said Mrs. Dens-
low. “Your spells musthave been more potent
than usual this year, professor. I really be-
lieve it is you who have delayed the cold days,

ust that your roses might outdo themselves,

ut you must keep the sunshine here, en-
chanter, or your roses will fall upart into hand-
fuls of leaves, like the magic money.”

A queer little look of lonelinesss fell on the
eager, thin face. **But I am not enchanter
enough to hold the sunshine,” he said; *it only
visits me now and then.”

Mrs. Denslow gave n swift, startled glance at
the professor. *‘bLut the suunshine plays sad
tricks with nature’s ways,” she said, **when it
brings the red roses of the year’s youth into its
fuding days.™

Something new had come into the professor’s
face--somethigg which she had never seen
there before. It was flushed like one of his
own red roses, and full of strange eloquence.
He took one step nearer to her. *‘Are they
tricks,” hLe asked, ‘‘when they are nature's
doings? Does not nature know her lessons, now
she isgrown o old? If the roses—and the red
roses—bloom in November, who shall say that
1t is not a manifestation not of nature’'s trick-
ery, but of her own sweet self, so rarely seen?"”

rs. Denslow’s eves wer® cpst down that

o frightened child. She was startled out of
all composure. And Prof. Churchill stood be-
fore her for un instant mnte after his sudden
outbarat:and then, while she played nervonsly
with ber parasol, he made another grave bow,
with the old quick gesture of deprecation, nti
stood aside. She went swiltly past him, sa; 3
in a confused way, that it would soon be

£
2

gk

Ruggles.

And then he turned back
at the red rose bush for a little, and went into
the shabby old house.

Litue Mrs. Denslow had insomnia that night.
Not for many years bad she been so strangely
disturbed. Ble wondered and was
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as ever; and then suddenly the fog

blow away, and the clear light fell on every-
once more. Mrs. Denslow determined to

go fora walk.

Half-way down the lnwn she met a man who
did odd jobs here and there in the village.
stopped and saluted her, and hand
letter. It was addressed to her in the haud-
writing of Prof. Churchill. With serene [ace
she broke the wax. The letter was very short:

“The roses are in bloom. Shall I send them
or may I bring them?"

Mrs. Denslow turned back to_bher desk and
the messenger took a note to Prof. Churchill
And that late November day was notable in
Harmony above all the other days of the long
summer, for then did the see the little
professor walking swifily down the hill towsrd
the village, bearing in his hand a branch of a
rose tree, whereon clustered great cri
cones whoee fregrance filled the air, and he
went straight down the street to the old house
where the front door stood wide open to wel-
cum}L him, and Mrs. Denslow waited in the
pore!

UNCLE NAT'S COON HUNT.

Why He Determiued That He Would Carry
& Gun Next Time.
From the New York Post.

“I useter be the coon fighter of Kittle Creek,”
said Uncle Nat, as he leaned back in his chair,
“an’in my day I've seed mo’ ups an’ downs
then Jeff Davis an’ all his legions. I had the
masterest coon dog what ever broke up a settin’
hen, an’ you mought jes' bet yer sweet soul
when that ar dog opened hit wer’ no col’ trail.

“The coons got so bad roun’ my place that I
jest wer' mos® afeared to ventur’ out o’ nights
'thont my dog an' gun, an', in fac', it wer’
almos’ onpossible to git away 'om that ar dog.
He'd lay roun’' the do’ steps with his eyes ha't
shet, an’ "ud bardly git up to eat his sop an’
tater, but you jest let me put on a coon look an’
whistle, an’ ol' Ruler wer’' up an' agwine in less
time 'n’ you conld bat your eyes.

“One evenin' I wer’a walkin’ the foot log
‘eross the run, not more'n a quarter fom the
house, an’, jest as I nighed the othereen’, a big
bar coon ris up, with his ha'r all turned wrong
sid’ out'ards. I seed right thar that the insig-
nificant ol’ cuss wer’ up fur a fight, an’ says I:
‘Ol feller, ef t{:r want nn_nhinq out'n me you
kin git it, an that durned quick.

“‘I retched roun’ fur a stick, but the log wer,
slippery, an’ I couldn’t turn roun’ to git to the
bank, an' ther’ wan't mothin' in han’ retchin’
of me, an’ I jest made up my min’' to take it
out in kickin. With that I sidled up tell I wer'
shore of gittin' in my work, an’ IP fetched a
heave at '1m wid my foot: but I furgot that [
had a hole in the toe, an’ that blasted ol' wretch
grabbed me by the necked flesh an’ jist sot his
teeth. The other foot slipped, an’ kersouse I
went into the run, with that cussed coon
a-chawin’ my toe, an’ me a-cussin’' an’ him
a-cussin’, An' when I riz he riz, an’ es I
crawled out on one bank he crawled out on
"tother; an’ he give me sich a look of reven-
gunce, an’ shuek ‘is head so batefully that hit
seem lack he wer' a-sayin’, ‘Oh, yes, consarn
you, you bain't made nothin' out'n me nether,
an’' I jest dare yon to try it ag'in !’

*“I up wid a lightered knot an’ flung it at *im;
but he dodged it an’ kin’ er bowed up his back
and says, ‘A-a-gh.' I wer' so allfired mad I
couldn’t see, an’ I jest intermined right then
an' there to fix that varmun*.

“W'en I got to the house hit wer’ sunper
time; but I wor’ too mad to eat much, An" jest
es soon es Ruler had et a bite I called him, an’
grabbed up the ax an’ a torch o’ fat splinters,
aL' started to the creek. I knowed dat sullen
ol' scounder! couldut'a’ got fur, beca'se he
wer’ busy a huntin’ crawfish "long the run.

I p'inted Ruler to the spot where he sot
w'en i flung the chunk at him, Raler seemed
to ketch on, an’ went off in a lope down the
thicket, an' I went out to the high land to cut
me a better torch. Isplit the splinters lon
an’ keerfully, so’s to have a good light w'en
fotch that ole coon to bay.

“A'ter a good long while I hearn Ruler
open "way down the run, an' I knowed he'd got
a fresh trail, an’ I knowed it warnt noth'n else
but the same ole cuss of a coon. 1 picked up
my light an’ fetched a whoop to encou the
dog, an' away I went down the creek. wer'
in a bigger hurry than common, for 1 wer'
afear’d liuler'd ketch up wid the coon an’ the
Ef:.t ‘ud all be over afore Icould git in a

**But I ealkilated too shore. The dog kep'a
yelpin' and a yelpin' tell he'd run fully a mile,
and then I hearn him openin’ in a cont di-
rection, an’ I knowed ths coon wer' a doublin’
on us. lkep’ mp as nigh as possible, but the
dog kep' a twistin' and a turnin’, fast one way,
then t'other, an’ up an' down an’ back ards an'
for'ards, till I wer' a pufliin’ and a snortin’
wus'n a ballused hoss. At last the barkin’ tuck
& straight c'ose way up to'ards the swamp, an’
I knowed Mom the way ha wer’ a barkin' that
the trul wer’ gittin® hotter.

“Tllgit you now, blams you,’ I thonght.
‘You're  gittin' tired nowan’ you'll take a tree
presently.’

*I walked an’ run an’ stumbled over the logs
tell I'd gone near 'bout two mile, when I
heard Ruler a barkin' fierce, lack he'd treed.
I whooped to “im to hol’ fas’, and then I struck
out through the swamp to whur he wer’, an’
every step I tuck 1 cussed that coon fur leadin’
me sich a worrisome rackit. Bimeby 1 busted
into a slash and waded across, an' thar sot
Rauler at the footof a stoopin” bla’ gum a lookin®
up an’ a barkin' every now an' then to keep
me posted as to his waarabouts,

‘**Ah, you dinged, infernal ol' corn eater,
I'll git you now,’ says I, and I begun to pre-

re.

p."Rnler Jumped up an’ down wid e:ei@emunt‘
whilst I walked slowly 'round the tree u tryin
to shine the varmint's eyes.

“At last I located 'em in a thick bunch
o moss an’ leaves, jest whar the tree bent
over, ‘an’,’ thi 1, *them's the masterest
coon’s eyes dat ever Ishined in all my borned
m!"||

*The gum wer" a big un, an’ you know they's
the toughest trees that ever growed, an' I di
dread to tackle that'ere tree. I thought p'r'aps
the thing mougiit be holler; so I laid my light
keerfully on a little tussick behint me, and I
ﬁuhd off wid the ax an’ hit the tree a jarrin'

ick.

**‘SBwish—sh!" Sump'nbreshed my head, an’
knocked my hat off, an’ struck the hght kerdab,
an’ squinched it like & flash; an’ the nex' minit
I felt sump'n rake me down the back, an’,great
Je-ru-sa-inm! i . The

“It wer’ dark as sin, an' as hot
ou'dhal‘urfonlnng ways to fin' &
‘er place. 1 fell down "'mongst the coals
swinged umhii;hu. an’' the coon lipt
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HE WENT ONE BETTER.

The Policeman Was Given a Pointer Which
Explained AlL

From the Detroit Feee Press.

People in the waiting room of the Detroit,
Grand Haven and Milwaukee depot were more
or less interested, the other afternoon, in the
oonduct of a middle-aged couple who were
evidently very much in love. As they mat to-
gether on a seat the man had his arm aronnd
ber waist and she leaned confidently on his
shoulder. The depot policeman might have
looked at them rather sharply as he passed
through the room, for scon thereafter the man
came outside and queried-

“Do you remember_me?"

—
TOLD BY AN OLD RAILROADER,

Kindly Acts, Like Chickens and Evil Deeds,
Come Home to Roost
From the Arven ine Lepubidie.

“Ldon't believe » good action goes unres
warded,” said an old railrosd man the other
day to the writer,

“About twenty vears ago I was shoveling
black dismonds to boil the water in & locome-
tive on the Woabnsh reilway between Latayette,
Ind., and Danville, Il Near Attica, Ind.. there
was an overbead wagon bridge neoross the track
that had killed no less than five brakemen in
five years, and one durk, stormy night, in com-
ing down the bill, | happened to remember that
we had & gresn brakeman ahead, who was un-

““Can’t say that I do,” replied the officer,after | scquainted  with the road. 1 spoke o
& careful scrutiny. the engineer about i, but be msid: “Oh,
“I was in here last summer let him go: bhe's all right Put 1
- O GR TGN Ldsan's fet” e letting o Seliow mertel
“Yea." take any such chances and started back over
“Had a with me—girl long curls the train, crawling from car to car in the Egrp-
& white dr-::',“ P -l aan darkness, and came nesr being blown of
“Yen" soveral times, o it was blowing great guns,

“She was a widow's danghter, and had forty
Mﬂ;s of land in her own name.”

“That was the best I conld do at the time,
bat that's the widow and mother inside and
she owns the rest of the furm and all the stock.
I've gone one better, and do you blame me fur
khdlelr :qu::xing around, even if folks do

Al us;
e officer assurred him it was all right, and
according to Hoyle, and he returned to busi-
ness much relieved and encouraged.

Politences Meets Ilis Koward.
From the Chicago Tribune.
“Take my seat, madam.”

Cyrus Barker was in a crowded car. He ad-
dressed the remark to & young lady whom he

saw standing near him.

She took the seat without the slightest glance
at Cyrus, but that made no difference. Being a
suburbanite and accustomed to travel on
was used to that sort of

.
“That young woman.” he mused, resting
self against the end of a seat and looking
contemplatively out of the window at » fiving
scape consisting chictly of street crossiugs,
coal sheds and freight ears, *is probably |
twenty-five years younger than I am, and ws
well able to stand ‘as auybody in the car, but
Not
exactly a young gentleman, it 1s true,” and he
shifted his weight on the leg that was not quite
“but 1 don't
and if there is one thing 1 won't

crowded trains he

she's a woman and I am & gentleman.

80 rheumatic
show my age,
do it is to keep my seat 1n & car while—ouch !
h:ih‘ conductor

as the other one,

regular traveler on that line Cyrus was ac-
customed to that sort of thing also, and, bastily
shifting his weight on the rheamatic leg ugnin,
be went on communiug with himself in that
well-known exaltation of spirit that accompa-
nies the performance of a good deed.

“*Rather than see an ¥ woman, young or old,
stand in a crowded car and keep my scat, as
thexe ili-mennered animals all sbout me are
doing,"” he said to himself, 1 would stand up
frem Archer avenue to 92d street. Twen ty-five
or thirty years hence,” he contin ued, with a
rash of ﬁmrom feeling warming him all over,
when I have begun to——"

The soft, musical voice of a matronly woman
& few fect nway broke in upon bis reflections:

“Tommy, my son, I am ashamed of you! Get
up and give that nice old gentleman your seat ™

—_————-— -
The Mean Old Thing.
From London Thoughts.

Husband (kindly)—* M ¥ dear, you have noth-

ing decent to wear, have you? ™

Wife (with alacrity )—+ No, indeed, I haven't ;

not a thing. I'd be ashamed to be seen any-

where. My evening dress has been worn three

times already.”

Husband—*Yes; that's just what I told Bifkins

when he offered me two tickets for the theater
for tonight. I kuew if I took them they'd only

be wasted, so I just got : "t miud
i!lhun;,-on'?“j got one. You won't

Would Be a Ten Times Jacob.
“Do you love me as dearly as men have ever
loved women?" said Mabel, finding an easy

u'nclmnga for her check about the latitude of
his upper vest pocket and the longitude of his

left shoulder.

“More,” said George, with waning enthu-
siasm, for this was about the twenth-fourth

ded since 8
far nom,m Oh! ever

encore to which he had
o'clock. ““More,
80 much more !

“Would you,” she went on, and there wasa
tremulous impressivencss in her voice, “‘would
and wait for me, as
Rachel at the weil, seven long

you be willing to work
acob waited for

in passing through the car
il stepped on Cyrus tocs and gone on bis way |
without expressitg any sense of obligation or
eévincing any emotion whatever, but being a

and old No. 53 was fanuing that train fifty miles
per hour down the summit Back twelve care
trom the engine | found ‘Drakesy,” who was as
tall, bandrome & man as you could ind ina
thousand, and be was twisting up the sinck of
those brake clains with neatuess and dispaich,
while the wheels made a regular torehlighit pro-
ocession ulong the ratla. He was  badly soared
when he tiest dimcovered me by the hght of bis
old lavtorn, erawling slong the ruuning board,
with my face s black as the ace of spades from
the du-f,r dismonds,
st down ! st down!' Ieried, so lond thas
1 almost imagined the wiistle was sounding
for Attica: und down he sat, so hard and quick,
that Le bit his tongue, and the next moment we
flew under the bridge, while his lamp seemed
to burn brighter as it disciosed those heavy
timbers over our heads that had  killed many
poor brakemen. He came near fainting when
e clasped my hand, and we sat for several
momenis on the wet deck of the ear, and
neither of us spoke a wingle word, bat we were
ns white around the eyes as the ghost of Ham-
let's tathor.

Bin years afterward I was in Fort Wayne,
Ind . st the Wabash depot one morning, the
| most disconsolate man on God's earth. | Wad
l been hurt on the road several years before,
wis unable to work, and was trying to get back
| home to old Lafayette, Iud., as 1 thought, te
die. I was hungry and tived and didn't have s
| cent in the world, and to see poople step up to
the lunch counter and call fur hot cofles thad
wag smwlling to beaven was chough to set &
poor” flat-broke dnvaiid erazy. | Lsd begun
%0 think that all my friends had been conven-
tently translated bodily from earth to hoavon,
when a tull, bandsome conductor, with a silver

lamp and gold-banded cap, approsched me
and mguired

* *Dudn’t you fire an engine about five vears
Ag0 on the wertern divicion of the Wabash?'

“Yes” 1 replied, “and it was & sorry day thas
I ever went to railroading.”

** “bo you recoguize me?'

“No, wir.”  Aud yet 1 thought hisface began
to assame the angelic, -

* Well, I will refresh your memory. Do voa
recollect of risking your life one dark. stormy
night in crawling over a freight tram to warn
o green brakeman about a daugervus vverhead
bradu‘o below Atticar

“*You bet I do! Bat ‘re mot Buil . J
brakeman?” S -

**No, sir! No more Billy in mine: it's Will
—sweet Will - conduetor on the through pas-
senger,” and he broke out into o musical laugh
that vearly ratied the dishes on the lunch
counter.

“The tears came to my eyes in wpite of mmn,
for 1 was weak, wenry and heartsick. He no-
ticed them, and, clasping my band, said in the
sweetest words that ever fell on mortal ears:

“*Come, come! Shut bher off and oil the
valves," and e led we to s stool at the lunch
counter and said:

***Now, you sit heve and 6ill up. Lot a fow
biscuits it the chair aud you will be all righs
again.

“He stepped into the dispatcher’s office to
get his orders, while 1 poured down coffce thus
would discount the noctar of the gods.  He ap-
peared in about ten minutes and said: “All
aboard for Lafayette " took me by the arm and
led me to o conch, and then steppod back to
the platform and waved bis moss agste st the
engincer. leurled up in the seat when the
train startod to hide the tears that kept welling
Up in my eyes, and for the first time in twenty
Joug years I could bave cried like s baby. [
believe in @ special providence since that ter-
rible night and the morning | was heartbroken,
Aud Ball is still puling & beil cord in the var-
niched cars on tue old Wabash.”

S
Pecullarly a Chicago Incident.
From the Chicaro Sunday Tribune.

Itis at the Union depot, Chicago. A trein
bas just pulled in. Outside the great fron guten
is & burrying throng. One woman, who | ansen
westward, atiracts attention. She possesses the

A remains of patrician besuty, Her silken gown,

years? covered Iilg. t jot, glitters lik
“Seven !" he cried, in a burst of genuine de- ol e R S

votion. “Seven: Aye. ladly ! l'ul.‘::d o’ Liamonds finsh at ber throat. There is rouge

Even until seven times seven !
seventy, and prove my devotion '

the T & few mingtes later, and it looks now
a8 though he would bave to wait 700 years be-
fore he saves fuel by toasting his toes at the
grate in that parlor again.
———
Written for The Eveninz Star.
Charitys

His eye was dim and his hody bent
With the burden of INaDy years;

His clothes were odd and shably and rent
Andthemhjectdmnhlndm

My heart went out to this good old man,
Decrepit, furlorn and dismayed,

With comfort ending where age
And I stopped to offer him ald.

“A pleasant day,” quoth 1 with a nod:
But his mind seemed wand'ring away.
I heeded not his behavior odd,
h reg _." “wA ¥ 2 dl,'-.

He looked at me with a mournful stare,
Yetmnswered me never a word.

Methought he was deaf and unaware
Uf the music that others heard.

I smiled and bowed and pointed o’erhead
Andshouted, “A pleasant day!”
“Well, who said it wasn't*” is ali he sald
As he turned and trotted away.
—CLIFFORD HOowWaRD.
Washington, November 26, 1591,

Profit in Clam Operations.
From the Lewiston Evening Journal,

In Oldtown is a man who is‘making money
fast out of clams, though he is at present feed-
ing the clams to his pigs. He keeps a hotel,
and bas bonded a clam flat down around Mount
Desert. His clams arrive each day. He keeps
them two weeks, feeding them on celery meal
and Indian meal They langh and grow lat.
Then he boils them, s buskel at a time. He
puts in & quart of water and takes out cight
quarts. The water is strained and set aside tor
& day in a refrigerator. Then it is hested,
seasoned with salt and pepper, and sold for 5
cents a glass. He bas a big trade. A bushel
of clams delivered costs 60 cents. Ie fecds
them 40 cents’ worth. He gives a four-ounce

Let's make it
Somehow or other he was alone when he left

on ber cheek. Her iuscient evesare artisucally
darkened. \

“Robert ™

The cry is wrung from her. A man with
hair prematurely gray bas just descended the
broad steps. He holds a girl of six by thse hand.
She is duintily dressed in suowy maull. A great
shirred white hat makes « buckground for the
smiling little fuce, the innocent blue eyes, the
golden curls. The man tries to pass.

**Only this once I the woman pleads.

“You may speak to ber.” He steps aside.

“We bave come,” crics the child in joyfal
confidence as the strauger leaus down, “ 10 weet
mamma.

The woman pales under her paint.

“Not my own mamma, you know,” in swees
explanation.  **She died long ago.”
he-'_l‘.lu you," low and fiercely, “remember

4

**A little. Bhe was like you! But she had
not such @& shining brovch or such pick
checks.

The woman shrinks as if from a blow.

“Do you love this —this mamma? "’

“Yes; she is good, but she wants me
and,” with wistiul sincerity, 1 do love my
own mamma best.

There is & vibration of the mils. A shriek.
The train thusders in. The womun leans to
kiss the rose lips of the child. She draws back
suddenly. Ii would be sacrilege. Muy no#
God's angel record this mowent as one
of maguificent expiation? The tram dis-
gorges. lho man takes the chiid's hand. ble
looks back at the lovely lady.

“Good-bye,” she cries, laughingly. The eyes
that foiiow ber are wet and tender.

“Why s sbe crying, papa, sod why are

you:

“Hush, dear!™ He takes & sweet-faced
woman in his arme.

“We have missed you so ™

“Have you, darling?” she asks the child.

“On, yes!"”

Her stepmother caresses the soft curls; kisses
ber gently. -

The woman by the stairway sees it all.

Then they go howe.

! Getting the Stuffing Keady.
From Harper's Bazar.

“What's that you've got there?” asked the
doorkecper at the parquet entrance of s mag
who beld by its legs a live turkey in one hand
while he profiered su sdmittance ticket with
the other.

“That's a turkey, my friend. A specimen of
the gallinsccous fowl known to ormi
as the Meloagres galiopare. The bird is & native
of America, boing found—"'

* Well. that's all right, but you can't take him
into the theatre with yoa.™

*This is & winstrel show, isn't it 7"

“It :.,md Lwcul can just take ﬂntlub!
away. Youare keeping a lot of people waiting.

“] understood the
minstrel show, and

hon‘htlhhbird.“

summer. On the return voyage an incident “lake it away. It isn’t & poultry exhibition
happened which is well worth tellingof. To be- | Btand aside, please.
guile the tediousness of the voyage it was pro- :k‘.{m"_?““-‘-
Mbﬁ"l“hh““h‘l’ “ But koow Thanksgiving is coming.”
—an entertainment to which all capable of amus- «Y-.mlhw that -ba.-.h:un.-

their contribute. Mr. | behind want to get in.  Move away, now
Eymumunmou-dh “u!ﬂuup.m-lﬂh.h %
poema, and of course he agreed to do | and it is my iutention to eat l-hyﬁ
#0. Among the number present st this mid- et
m-&ua.-tmmm“,m!
worthy gentlemen en route from the land o
cakes to the of biscuits upon a tour of in-
vestigation. twain shared that enthusi-
asm with the auditors Mr.
Riley's recitations. marveled
that so versatile a genius could have arisen in &
land for uncouthness and savagery.

“Is wonderfu' Donal’,” remarked one of
these braw Scots, “that a tradesman suld be sic
llﬂ:ﬂr‘

“And is he indeed a tradesman?” asked the

“Deed is he,” answered the other, “Did yeno
hh&&ﬂ-&.hh’“

Just think of it, mon—just think o’ sic a




