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Every Man whose watch
has bcelt: rung out of the bow
(ring), by a pickpocket,

Esfel‘y Man whose watch
has been damaged by drop-
ping out of the bow, and

lgvery Man of sense who
res the old pull-
the new

merely com
out bow an

will exclaim: “Ought to have
been made long ago!”
Itcan’t betwisted off thecase.
Can only be had with Jas. Boss
Filledand othercases stamped
‘with this trade mark @

Ask your jeweler for pamphlet,

Kepstone Waich Case Co,
Philadelphia,

MY MOTHER'S MEMORY.

There Is ona bright star In heaven
Ever shining in my night,

God to me one gulds has given,
Like the sailor's beacon light.

£et on every alioal and danger,
Sending out its warning ray

To the howe bound weary stranger
Looking for the landlocked bay.

In my farthest, willest wanderlags
I have turned meo to that love,
As a diver ‘noath the water
Turns to watch the lght above,
~John Boyle O'Rellly.

A BIG RUNAWAY.

Vilien Tom Raufiles took the queen’s
whilling at St. George's barracks in
Trafalgar square and fonnd nimself
duly enlisted for Indian service, he be-
lieved that his career was made.

He pictored the day when he wonld
returm to his native Norfolk village
wearing an cificer’s uniform and the
Victoria cross. This was a foolish
dream, but his 20 years had been spent
entirely in the country.

Tom was a genial fellow, with many
good traits, and the blind bravery of a
Ghazi fanatic. Under different cir-
cumstances all that was best in him
might have come to the front. But he
went to Indin in a time of peace, He
fell among bal companions and became
addicted to drinking, gambling and a
host of minor evils. His popmlarity in-
crensed among the men in proportion to
bis bad record amaong the officers,

At the end of a year Tom Raffles was
considered the worst scapegrace in the
regiment—in all India, some did not
scruple to say. Half his time was spent
in the guardhouse or doing extra duty.
Mora than once he tried to reform, but
failed. Then he became reckless and
took life on the fatalist theory,

In thres years he served at as many
different military stations, Then the
heavy battery—for Tom wus a gnnner
—wis transferred to Lahcre, away up
in the Punjab.

The officer under whose command the
battery mow ecame was Colonel Strat-
ford, a rigid martinet, but withal n jnst
man. His affections were centered on
his 17-year-old son Bertie, who had re
cently come ont from England. Bertie
was a8 handsome and plucky a lad as
one could wish tosee. He did pretty
mnch as he chose and was idolized by
¢fficers and men allke.

Bertie immwediately struck nup an ac-
quaintance with Tom Raffles, and it
epeedily ripened to fast friendship.
Eoth hailed from Norfolkshire, and they
had many & reminiscent chat abont
sailing and fishing on the famous
Broads.

RafHles believed that Bertie was igno-
rant of his bad repuatation, so he Le-
haved himself admirably for a whole
month, The colonel was seeretly
pléased. He sometimes allowed Bertie
to ride on Raffles’ gun carriage behind
the two elephants.

But evil days were coming. Bertie
went north to Rawal Pindi on a visit,
and the next day it was reported offi-
cially that the Black mountain tribes
wete not going to fight.

This donble blow was too much for
Raffles. In a freak of madness, in-
duced by intoxication, he surreptitions-
ly borrowed an officer’s uniform and
horse one dark night and rode out to
the cantomments.

Two days later a squadof cavalry
found him at the palace of the rajah
of Multon. He had just dined with
the native prince and was expatiating
on the merits of his host’s costly cigars
and wine.

This meant court martial, and Raf-
fles resigned himself to the inevitable
during the weck that he lay in a dark
cell,

Then it chanced that the governor
general and his staff come north on a
toar of inspection. A grand review
and maneuvers were ordered at Lahore
canfonuments,

‘Colonel Stratford was ina qnandary.
Hs had no gnnner whom he could trust
to fill Raffles’ place on so important an
occasion. Raffles had even more control
over the twoelephants than their native
drivers. Sultan, the leader, was great-
ly attached to him. 8o, rather than
run’ the risk of spoiling the review, the
colonel decided to establish a military
precedent by granting Raffles a short
leave of absence from the guardhonse,

At sunrise on the appointed day the
plain before the cantonments was a
scene of martial glory. Bodies of cav-
alry and infantry moved to and fro
amid asparkleof armsand equipments.
The heavy battery came last—six pol-
ished guns, mounted by six proud ar-
tillerywen. Each gun carriage was
drawn by two buorly elephants, and on
top of each elephant was a turbaned
Hindoo, with a steel prod in his hand.

At last the governor general and
staff arrived from Lahore, and the cere-
monies began, A certain order was

ven to the heayy battery. As thev
eil into motion Bertie Stratford Mapea

upon Rafles’' gun carri

Raffles wished that he conld sink ont
of sight. His face turned red and pur-
ple. **I—I thought you were at Rawal
Pindi,” he stammered. *‘I came back
last might," replied Bertie. "I say,
Raffles, I'm awfully sorry for you.
Whatever you to’'—

“I'm afraid you'll get in trouble for
this,” interrupted Raffles, pretending
not to understand. **The colonel will
be furious to see an outsider on & gun
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Carsiage al such & hime. Why, we're
right 1n the middle of the review."
**He don’t se¢ me yet,” said Bertie
*“He's too much taken with his lond.
ship. Anyway | can't jump off now.""
This was troe, since the battery waa
trundling along at a rapid gait. Rat-

fles ncoopted the situation without far-
WWET COlmIeut,

The battery was performing a cfr-
calar movement which was to bring it
in triumph past the governor general
apd staff. It was now on the opposite
eide of the circle and elose to the tracks
of the Peninsular railway.

Just as the leading gun carriage
veered off to left, the fast express train
from Peshawn came dashing along with
a lood jingle of bells and hissing of
steam,

It was » most nnfortunate encounter,
Of the whele 13 elephants but two were
unaccustomed to the railway. Bultan
and Nabob, who drew Raffies’ gun car-
ringe, both hated and feared the steam
cars. They reared and plunged and
trumpeted shrilly. Then, mad with
terror and deaf to the exhortations and
prodding of the native mabouts, they
broke out of line and dashed up a rocky
hillside, straight away from the re-
viewing staff and the rest of the force,

The disaster was instantly observed.
There was no lack of discipline, Tha
battery halted, and its commanding offi-
cer spurred after the fogitives on horse-
back. Then, by special order, a troop
of cavalry clattered over the plain., The
ambulance corps wisaly followed.

*This is serious, Stratford," said the
governor general. 1 know what mad
elephants are, The brutes will likely
plungs over yonder blaff.” Peering
throngh his fieldglasses, he added,
*There is some one on the carringe be-
side the gunner.”*

The colonel took the glasses with a
trembling hand. *‘[t is Bertie,'' he
gasped, and digging the spurs into his
horse be was off like a whirlwind.

Meanwhile the huge, panie stricken
elephants had actunlly gained on their
pursuers as they strode recklessly up
the hill, over rocks, bushes and every-
thing that came in their way. RafHes
realized the danger. He had but one
thought—how to save Bertie,

The lad's first impulse was to jump,
but Raffles canght and held bim.
“Yon'll break your neck if you try
that," he cried. **Trust to me,"

Side by side they clang to the nartow
seat. It was a miracle that they were
not pitcbed off. Finding they conld do
nothing with the maddened brates, both
drivers jomped at the same instant.
One poor fellow struck head first on a
rock and never moved, The other land-
ed in some bushes, but he was not far
enough out of the way. He uttered a
piercing scream as the heavy wheels
rolled over his leg,

Bertie shivered and clung tighter to
his companion, The-elephants dashed
on faster than ever. Just ahead was
the top of the hill. The other side
dropped down at a frightful angle for
several hundred feet, It sickened Raf-
fles to think of what wonld bappen
when the maddened brntesshonld reach
the verge. In vain he shouted to Sul-
tan. He looked back at the pursning
horsemen, No hope of aid there.

Then Tom remembered that aaond
led along the brow of the hill and final-
ly turned down to the River Ravi ata
point where the slope was not so pre.
eipitons., Likea flazh he formed a des
perate resclye.

**Hold tight, my lad, " besaid. “‘I'm
going to leave you. It it comes to the
waorst, jump off before we go over the
bluff, Do yon anderstand?”

Bertie nodded. There was a grim
and plucky expression on his pallid
face,

Thenest instant an agilespring land-
el Raftles on Nabob's back. By cling-
ing to the stont” harness he worked his
way forward, A second spring carried
him over the gap between the two ele-
phants, and he was quickly perched on
Sultan's neck.

Fortunately, the mahont had left the
prod sticking in the harness, With this
Raffles belabored the nnruly brute and
strove to turn him to one side. He
stormed and threatened and called him
by name. For o minate of keen sns-
pense the issne trembled in the halance.
Then, when the dizzy precipice was
only a few yards distant, Sultan obeyed
the prod and swung to the left into the
road. Raffles waved his hand at Bertie.

“Stick tight, lad,” he shouted.

But the danger was not yet over, nor
had the elephants recovered from their
fright. As madly as ever they dashed
along the rongh road, at times swinging
perilonsly near to the onter verge., In
vain Rafies coaxed wnd threatened and
plied the prod.

Of their own accord the brutes took
the turn toward the river and swept
the heavy gun carrviage down the hill
at a frightful speed. Bertie had all he
could do to kzep his seat,

When the bottom of the hill was
reached, Rafiles vainly tried to turn the
elephants aside, They rushed madly
forward and clattered out on the pon-
toon bridge which spanned the river.
In midstream the frail structure gave
way, and elephants and gun went
through with a tremendous splash.

A plank struck Bertie on the head
with such force as tostun him: He
floundered  helplessly alongside the
struggling elephants, who were sub-
merged to their necks. From this
place of peril he was rescned by Raf-
fles, who caught his collar and swarr
with him for shore. The swift current
bore them down some distance, and
when Rafles finally landed with his
precious charge he was well nigh ex-
hausted.

A score of horsemen were quickly on
the spot—among them Colonel Strat-
ford, who bad been a witness of the
whole affair. As he clasped Bertis in
his arms he looked at Raffles, and that
look was a source of consolation in the
gloomy days that followed.

Of course the review was spoiled, for
it took the rest of the day to get the
elephants and the gun out of the river.

That night, and for several sncceed-
ing nights, Raffles slept in his old cell,
Then, instead of appearing before a
court martial, he was reprimanded and
discharged.

He afterward had a vrivate interview
With the colonel, and for a whole year
be was the best behaved soldier in the
cantonments,

Then the savages of the Chataquay
hills revolted, and Raffles went eagerly
off to war, It wasa little it of a war,
but it was desperate enough for him to
earn a corporal’s stripes and the Vic-
toria cross, which had been the ambi-
tion of his lile,

Rafiles attributes his good fortune to
Bertie, and be is not far wrong, —Wil-
liam Murray Graydon,

IT MAKES THE HEART GROW FONDER.

It waa In the early summer when my love and
I frst parted.

Sbe the seaside sought and left me in thecity
broken hearted.

I to awelter through the summer, she on sea
kissed shore 10 wander.

Bat ber last words gave me comfort, “Alsence
makes the beart grow fonder.”

How [ loved the litle letters that fram time to
time abe sent me!

As | read, [t ssemed that they & momentary
bresse lent me,

While she wrote of plenios, bathing, yachting
wipe, then bade me ponder

Well the truth of that old saying, “Absence

the heart grow fonder.”

Fewer still ware now her letters, and she wrate,
“I“m vary busy."

| ezpostulated--mildiy—with my wayward,
witching Lizsie.

Jnee mere came the same old answer—any oth-
er seetund beyond her—

“Dont yeu kaow, you stupld Willle, *Absence
makes 1he boart grew fondary ™

Ooe more letter yet she sent me, while she at
the seaside tarried,

Langhing at our “mild Girtation," telling me
that ahe was married.

And “twas thus her note concluded—as | read
my face graw yellow—

*‘Absence makes the heart grow fonder'—
fander of the other fellow!™

—London Tit-Bita

“FLIP.”

It was midnight, and tha tempera-
tare stood at 102 degrees F. in the up-
per room of & houss in Limassol,

““Ob, dash it all, Villiers, that's the
third time in the last 20 minutes! Fin-
ish ecarte for me tonight, Let's goonto
the verands. How hot it is, and how
old Flip is snoring—quite apoplectic!””

The speaker thraw down his hand and
passed bis fingers wearily through his
tumbled hair, Hig opponent, Villiers,
pushed back his bair, with a yawn, and
started drumming the devil's tattoo on
the table, while the sleeper snored more
apoplectically than ever, and he who
had watched the fall of the cards fin-
ished off his drink and shouted:

“Vasillit" .

“Sair!"

**Wake up, yon child of a bondwom-
an, and bring me & large brandy and
soda, with plenty of snow in it—the
cleanest yon can get—d’you hear?”

“Or-right, sair."

The sleeper muttered in his dreams.

“Poor old Flip—dreaming, always
dreaming of that heartless Jezehel,'
said Villiers as the trio moved ont on
the veranda,

Then spake he who had called for
drink and whose name was Jones—plain
Jenes—and said:

**I have never quite got to the bottom
of that affair. Cld Flip only spoke to
me on the sabject, and that very sketch-
ily, as we were riding through the pass
to Cophino, Do you know the rights of
the matter, Fidus Achates?”

“Oh, yes,"" answered Villiers.

**Then tell us the story.””

“Wait till the drink comes and
you've stopped yonr mouth with another
cigar, and then I will, thoogh it's too
hot almost to parley, "

As he spoke be thréew himself into an
easy chair, an example which was
gpeedily followed by his companions.

Presently the Greek serving lioy reap-
peared with the iced Huid, He did not
immediately retire, and on Villiers an-
grily asking bim what he was waiting
for hereplied hesitatingly in his broken
pigeon Englhsh:

“*Kalitsa gunia, signor, comey tn me
and say, ‘Inglese signor, Harvey, being
here?” DMe say, ‘Yes,' BSignora say,
‘(3o telly me, signora, Inglese signora,
wianty see—savey?” Me say, 'Or-right,’
and go plenty quick bring soda water.
Me coming back presently after by'm’-
by, plenty quick me coming—finish sig-
norat'’

**Oh, get along! Yon've been drink-
ing too wnch vino, you scoondrel!"

**No, me no drinky vino.

“Oxo!" snapped Villiers,
Greek withdrew,

As he passed throngh the adjoining
room the sleeper moved nneasily and
muttered a woman's name.

** Yon heard that?"’ inqunired the teller
of tales. *"Well, that’s the kaypote,
As far as I remember it was eight years
ago and doring Ascot week that the
tronble began. Fliphad been just three
months engaged to Lily Fane—ever mat
the Fanes of Ridley Manor?—and they
were to be married in the antumn,
Flip—you'd bardly know him now for
the ardent, impulsive old fool he was
then—worshiped the very ground she
trod npon, while she was nothing but a
heartless, grasping, scheming”——

‘Steady overthestones, '’ drawled the
hope of all the Joneses.

Then Villiers, with a short langh:

**Rather a waste of words perhaps
where one would suffice, She was a
woman, and can any good thing come
from a woman?

*Well, to the point, For a mere ca-
price, arising from an arrogant bet that
she conld dowith Flip asshe liked, and
yvou know old Flip's a pretty bard nut
to erack, she told him after lanch on
the cop day that be must go abroad at
the end of the wesk and not return an-
til a week before their wedding, which
was fo take place, [ believe, on Nov.
19, Of conrse he took it as a joke, but
that night she again repeated her extray-
agant demand, saying she was really
in enrnest; that some one had donbted
if bis love for her wonld carry him
such lengths at her expressed desire,

**Did he fly into a forions passion, as
would youn or I or any sane man? Nota
bit. Like the infatnated fool he was, he
said it was very hard, but that if =he
really wished sach extraocrdinary proof
of the affection she should never doubt,
and g0 on, Thelong and short of it was
the end of the week saw him at Monte
Carlo. Of conrse he went in for a little
‘futter,’ just for something to do,
Eqnally, of couarse, he won. He tried
again, and again he won. Then the
fever took him, and he played.

**He was very comfortably off and so
had no excuse for plunging as he did
and if it hado't been for that accursoc
girl he might bave been a happr, pros-
perous country gentleman today igstead
of a wreck in the government servies on

a miserable pittance of £250 a year in
this benighted island,

**Well, one onlncky night the crash
came, [ shonld be sorrv.to say how

As overheard by our reporter: “John
plense getsomse sugar st Black's; he gives
more for the monay than the other dealers:
to scono’'aize we must be oaraful to get me-
ney's worth of everything—and Oh! John,
don’t forget to stop st Saur & Balsley's drug
store for a bottle of Brant's Balsam: it only
costs a quarterand it cured my cough o
quickly before, [ have confidence in it, be-
aides it’s economical to use; the bottles are
oxtra large, while the dose it only a half tea-
spoonful.” Gel Brant's of S8aur & Balsley.

Me™'——o

and the

| many thousands melled (12 snow at one |

fell swoop. He was ruined—absolately
rained. He bad to sell every stick be
possesse<], and that done he wrote to his
girl and offered her her freedom,

**1 soppose from a worldly point of
view he was right, and she was right;

rity in throwing him over. People say
it was at the instigation of her family.

ward a parvenn with heaps of coin, but
if report saya true she bas lived to regret
ber folly and ber wickedness—] ean call
it by no other name,

*Wall, throngh the inflaence of a
friend Flip got & billet ont bhere, and
here I mot him en my arrival, to my
intense astonishment. Of conrse I had
heard the ouotline of his story, but till
he told me all 1 was really ignorant of
the details leading t bhis unhappy
smash. Until our meeting bers we had
not seen aach otbrer since the old Oxford
days, when we bad been fast friends,
thongh be was an exquisite of the * honse'
while I was n member of the stodions
Baliol. FEis, we bave loth of us
changed a deal since then!”

Tha speaker ceased,

“The devil!" soddenly exclaimed
Jones, starting forward and peering
nver the balcony.

No one noticed the nofseless approach
of Flip from the inner room.

**What's np?'* drawled Villiers,

“A woman in black jost left the
doorway and is crossing the street,”

“Poob, sit down! The heat's been
toomuch for your never too strong work-
ing brain.”

**There! She's standing at the corner
and looking up at us—Vasilli!"

*‘Sair,””

*Who jnst left the honse?”

‘‘Me no savvy, sair."

A wave of hot nir soddenly swept
with a bullow sonnd throogh the room,
like a breath from the angel of death,
then all was donbly still,

“Good beavens! Lill'" gasped Har-
vey, who had now glided to the front
and looked over the balcony.

Before any one conld say a word he
was off, down the stairs and out of the
bonse like a madman,

The dark figure at the street corner
seemed to be beckoning.

“*Whew!"" whistled Villiers,

Again that stifling blast of air swept
over Limassol, It was followed this tima
by a rumble like the faroff roll of heavy
artillery. The grumble swelled to a
roar; the haleony seemed to shiver; the
hoose swayed like a ship in a storm and
then becamesteady, jnst as a deafening
crash of falling masonry roased the still
night into hideons wakefulness, Weird
figures flitted here and there in every
dishabills, shrieks of terror mingled
with cries of anguish, all was wildest
confasion,

The first shock of snrprisa over, Vil-
liers and his companions rushed down
and ont into the street, the far corner of
which was one vast debris.

Fallen houses blocked the readway,
and here and thers moans issned from
under masses of timber and masonry.
A= well as they could Villiers and his
friend allayed the panic and organized
a species of relief party to clear the
wreckage cansed by the severe shock of
earthquake, for this it was, and free the
wonnded and separate the dead.

Among the latter just as the day was
breaking they lit on the mangled re-
mains of their late comrade, Flip Har-
vey, But huntas they wonld they conld
discover no sign of the velled strunger.

& - & L . -

Months afterward when we had all
gone our different ways and I was fill-
ing another pest in Madeira, 1 received
8 letter from Jones inclosing the follow-
ing newspaper clipping:

About 2 n. m. on the morning of Aug.7, 157—,
the private yacht Marie, belonging to Sir
Henry Winter, was driven by a squall of wind
onto a sunken rock while running nmong the
Ionlan fsinnds, She ls suppossd to have foun-
dered immediately, and so far no trace of ber
crew has been discovered. We regret to add
that Lady Wioter was on board,

It was close on that bonr when tha
earthqnake shock was so disastronsly
felt at Limassol, and Lady Winter bhad
been Miss Lily Fane!

I bave altered the names in this
strange story, but for the rest—well,
there are more things in beaven and
earth than are dreamed of in oor phi-
losophy. 'The remembrance of these re-
markable Incidents has caused me many
a sleepless hoar, and [ confess my in-
ability tu explain them. Let those who
may chance to read the story explain it
if they »an.—London World,

The Rough Bark of Trees.

The practical enltivator understands
that nature makes provision for getting
rid of the bark of trees as the trunk in-
creases in size.  On the growth of the
past season may be seen small olive
spota, These are formations of cork
From year to yeur, in subsequent devel-
opmen%, these little patches spread, real-
Iy eating their way throngh the bark
This iz the provision which natare
makes for finally rifting the bark in
each specius of plant, These cork cells
havetheir own special lines of develop-
meng, and this is the reason why each
kind of tree has its own particular bark,
The characteristics are so prominent
that clover observers can select difforent
kinds of trees by their bark even at
midnight. As it is the evident inten-
tion of nature to got rid of old bark, it
is a great help to the tree to assist na-
ture in this respect, and any washes or
treatment which aids the plant in get-
ting rid of it is a proctical advantage.
Sonpy water washes or lye water is use-
ful, and even scraping has been found
of great advantage.  Ina roogh sort of
way, lime wash is frequently used, the
only objection being the white and glar-
ing color. It is, however, the cheapest
and the best of all bark treatment.—
Meeban's Monthly.

All In One Breath.

The Rev. Andrew Juckson Potter, the
gentleman who arcse from behind a pul-
pit in Uvalde, Tex, several years ago,
with two big six shooters in his hands,
and informed the andience, mostly com-
posed of the toughest of toughs, who
had been in the habit of running every
minister of the gospel who came there
out of town with rotten eggs, or escort-
ing him out to the suburbs on a three
cornered pole, that if there was any flop
eared, swallow mouthed galoot in that
andience who had the aundadity to pre-
sume that he wore a big enongh shirt
to put him out of a pulpit to step forth
and take the hot medicine or, on the
other hand, to keep his ba%ooclosed, and
also wound up #h:¥ with the help of
God and those two forty-fives he held
in his hands he proposed to preach to
that peopls that day, has announced
himself o candidate for sheriff and tax

collector of Tom Green county, —Ozona
Conriar.

bot, considering all the circomstances, |
she nead not bave displayed such alac. |

At any rate, she married shortly atter. |

LOVE AND THOUGHT,

What bath love with thought to da?
Etlll at variance are the two,

Love is sudden, love ls rash,

Love ls like the Jevin flash—

Comes as swift, as swifily goes,

And Lis mark as surely knows.

Thought is lumpish, thought s alow,
Welghing long ‘tween yes and no.
When dear love Is dead and gone,
Thought comes creeplng {n anoa
And in his deserted nest

Eits to bold the crowner's quest.

Since we love, what need to think?

Happiness stands on s brink

Whence too easy *tls to fall

Whither's no return at all.

Have a care, half hearted lover;

Thought would oaly push her over.
—James Russell Lowell

AN OLD MAID.

Everybody wondered how Mlle, Ange-
line Majolin bappsned to be an old maid.
They all admitted that she was charm-
ing, Her head was bound with heavy
braids of glossy hair, and her beauntiful
black eyes wars full of a pathetic gentle-
ness, She lodged in the fourth story of
& tenement on the Rue Boursault alone
with her blind mother, whom she attend-
ed constantly, These lndfes received no
company, but although t sought to
attract no attention at any time who-
ever met them conld not help feeling in-
terested in them and that some sad mys-
tery surronnded their seclosion.

The familf of Majolin was 80 years
ago one of the richest and most inflnen-
tial in the province. Unhappily M, Ma-
jolin was o gambler, Ha engaged in all
sorts of specnlations in order to recover
the money which he had lost in play.

When he saw ruin staring him in the
face, he killed himself. Mme, Majolin
was doubly stricken by the loss of for-
tune and the violent death of her hus-
band, whom, although he had caused her
much sufiering, she still loved dearly.
And, alas, her misfortunes did not end
here. Her eldest son had inherited the
unfortunate failing of his father, At
last, in order to evade justice, ho fled to
the colonies and was never heard from
again, The only other remaining son
perished in a hunting accident,

The poor lady then had left to her but
a single child, her daughter Angeline,
They removed to a small farm, which
was attached to thegrand castlein which
they had once lived. There they man-
aged to subsist on the produce pf the
place and a few rentals, all that*emain-
od of their once ample fortune. Here
grief and tears soon caused Mme, Majolin
to lose her sight, which day by day grew
duller until she became blind.

Notwithstanding the isolation and sad-
nesa in which these two women lived,
the beanty of Angeline, in spite of ita
somewhat serions and melancholy char-
acter, conld not fail to attract attention.
Asshe approached her twentieth year
two young men began to show a marked
admiration for her, One of themin par-
ticular was very essiduous,

It was their cousin, Maxime de Grand-
lien, & young mun of noble presence, a
delightful eompanion, talented, strong
and high spirited. He had just finished
his studies and had come to the country
for a senson of rest befors entering upon
the brilliant career which he had marked
ont for himself and which his great for-
tune rendered possible,

The innocent aud tender heart of An.
geline responded at once to the young
man's evident affection. A mysterions
but delightful bewilderment would pos-
sess her after a waltz upon Maxime's
arm. Enchanted by the music and their
own happiness, they loved to linger for
a moment's talk by themselves in the em-
brasure of & window, or they wonld ex-
change the flowers that they wore, she
taking hers from her corsage and he his
from his coat.

They had still other joys together,
Among these not the least were their
rambles among the flelds, bathed in the
delicious light of sunset, When they
were tired or desired to study nature
more attentively, they sat down at the
base of the great trees and rested nnder
their heavy shadows. Since their souls
were simple and united, they spoka little,

At other times, when the sick mother
gently complained that she was left alone
too often, they remained together in the
parlor, where the majestic portraits of
their ancestors looked down npon them
with a sort of grave indulgence, If he
delayed to eome, she wonld advance as
far as the stairway, holding in her hand
a bunch of white roses, When he began
to climb the steps, she would playfally
pelt him with the white petals.

Smilingly he would advance under this
snowy avalanche, happy in the knowl-
edge that he was beloved.

However, o shadow invisible to Ange-
line menaced her happiness even while
she was in the first bloom of her new
felicity,

Maxime, naturally averse to every-
thing that was dolorons and dismal,
gradually conceived a strong aversion
for Mme. Majolin, The sight of her
melancholy face spoiled all his joy. He
was one of those who are chilled and re-
pulsed by grief and infirmity, as if a
deadly contagion lurked within them.
The young girl, entirely wrapped up in
her love, was slow fo perceive the dis-
like which Maxime evinced toward her
blind mother, Even if she had observed
it, she would have called it simply the
natural neglect resulting from his ntter
absorption in his love for herself,

At last one evening an explanation
took place, They were on the terrace,
Maxime de Grandlien had taken Ange-
line's hand and fpr the first time had
Icissed it very tenderly and passionately,

“My dear one," he gaid, *‘it is time
that our lives were blended together, for
our hearts are inseparable. 'Will you ac-
zept my name and my fortune? We will
travel. Your sad childhood has been
full of mourning. Yon will perhaps for-
get your sorrow in my love. For the re-
mainder of your life you shall know no
deprivation. We will goall over the world
rejoicing in our affection. Then we can
make our home in Paris. Your mother
san live here on her property, and we
can watch over and see that she wants
for nothing. Of course she would be
ont of place in the midst of our elegant
life, where her infirmity wounld be a blot
and a shadow. Yon will' be fitted to
pdorn soctety, and I shall be a constant
worshiper at your shrine.”

The pale moon shed its perfidions rays
upon the face of the young man ashe
uttered these words, Far away the trees,
grouped together among the shadows,
resembled spirit beings pretending to
caress and press closs to each other,

Deeply moved, Angeline remained
quiet. The hour seemed very solemn to
her. Finally she raised her head and re-
sponded in & low voice: “Maxime, I will
reflect on what you have said and will
answer you tomorrow, Adien.”

. Bhe passed & wretched night. Her
mother weat $o bed and to sleen. breath-

e S ———————————————————

Ing with the reguiar respiratich of age, |
which resembles so much that of a child,
but the young girl in her little chamber
barstintosobs. Her emotion wasstronger
than she was, and for awhile she allowed
it full sway. A veil had been torn from |
ber eyes—a veil which for 20 years had
covered from her sight her own heart.
She had not realized before the shocking
selfishness which filled it

Ah! Her beautiful, simple dream! How
it disappeared in the awful sternness of
real life, never until now wholly reveal-
ed to her! In the first place, she waa
poor. She had felt it keenly this even-
ing from the way in which Maxime had
spoken of his own wealth. Until now
she had thought little of it, for she had |
but few wanta. The beauty of the earth
—its akies, its trees, its flowers, its birds,
its free air—sufficed for ber.

If she married him, she must, as an
obedient wife, follow his own gay, active
life. The requirements of marriage with
him appeared distinct and hsrd. It
would be necessary for her to leave this |
poor, infirm mother—the vietim of s0
many misfortunes. She conld no longer
comfort her with tenderness snd daily
ministrations. Her mother, who conld
barely endure her child's absence for an
hour, would in solitude become more and
more unhappy and wounld end her days
in the charge of someimpatient and mer-
cenary hireling, Certainly there could
be found no one to replace the affection
and attentions of & davghter.

Angeline wept for hours, and some-
times in the midst of her tears there
wonld appear fo her her father, with a
revolver in his hand. Ah! Did all men
resemble each other, and were they all
executioners of their wives? “Unhappy
thoss who desire the joys of Hymen!"
she thought. **The best destiny for wom-
en is to lve solitary or devoted to an-
other of their own kind, far away from
men!"

Day down still fonnd her a prey to
these lugnbrious thoughts, Calm came,
however, slowly and frightfully.

Apgeline had taken s decided resola-
tion. She would never marry. She
would remain as she was, having but one
object. She wonld never leave her moth-
er, ill and blind, She would remain a
maid, satisfled with the joys of an approv-
ing conscience and cheerfully perform-
ing the geuntls charities which came to
her hand, Perhapssomeday the wounds
of her heart would heal, She would re-
gret nothing, and she could after saying
her prayers slesp with clasped bands,
thanking heaven for according to her
peace of body and mind.

Quickly she wrote some words of re-
fozal which would admit of no reply.
Then she occupled herself with gather-
ing together some effects and with per-
sunding her mother to remove to Paris,

No; she wished no maore to live in the
country, where she had sufferad so mach
and where every object wonld remind
her of the past. Mme. Majclin yielded
to what she thought a caprice of Ler
danghter and conformed withont miiel
complaint, She never kuew the sicm
fice of Angeline in her bely

This is why the young gis

shut her heart Lo thiings without
first and omiy lova is the seul of Loy«
tnde.

Her mother, whom ghe pever anin

and whose eyes siis closed in deatl, |
long ago pissced beyond this Hie, A
pow, her Inat duty accomplivhed, Ange
line Majolin continnes to live nlous—uu
old maid.—Frows the Frencl,

A Question ol Mediend Etnies,

A question of medical ethies is raised
in The Woman's Mediceal Jonrnal of
Cleveland by Dr. Anita Newcomb Me-
Gee. It is o well estublished principle
in the American Mpdical association
that **all practioncrs of medicine, their
wives and their chilidren, while under
the paternal care, are entitled to the
gratuitons services of any one or more
of the faculty residing nenr them whase
assistance moy be desired, " The ques-
tion is whether women physicians bene-
fit by the mle or whether it is ignored
when the relative of o womnn physician
requires treatment by a medical man
Instances have come to Dr. MeGee's
knowledge in Washington where bills
were sent to women physicians and
paid, and she is of the opinion that *'if
this is & common experience it may be
considered wise to maintain the prinei-
ple of sexnal equality in the profession
by asking medical associations for an

BHE CAME TO HER LOVER'S RESCUE.

A Schooltescher Exeentes the Fire Drill to
Accept a Propusal of Marriage.

Miss Isabel McGallon was a“teacher
in a public school. She had a young
man friend who was nervons and diffi-
dent.  She knew that be was in love
with her, but every time he started to
propose bo stammerasd and stattered and
became S0 cmbarrasesd that she fels
obliged to change the snlfect.

The young mua realized his failing
and was moch bumiliated thereby.
Night after night he went up to Mis
McGallon's house, determiined to ask
ber if she would not consent to giva up
teaching school and become his wife, and
night after night he made a frost of the
operation. One day he was passing along
the street on which the school in which
Miss McGallon tenches is sitnated, and
ha felt that if he could ses the object of
his adoration at that time he would
have nerve enough to ask the momen-
tous question. He thought the matter
over and became §rmly convinced that
he was equal to the emergency. Thers
was nothing to do then but try the ex-
periment, and he walked boldly into
the school and asked to see Miss Mo-
Gallon.

The janitor escorted him to her room.
She bad a lot of youngsters in front of
ber, desp in the mysteries of decimals,
when the young man came into the
room. She came graciously forward to
meet him. He blushed a bit, but his
tongne did not go back on him.

“How do you do?'" ghe said, with o
charming smile. **To what am I indebt-
ed for the great pleasure of this visit?”

The young man grasped ber hand
“Miss MeCallon—I=zabel, " he said fer-
vently, *'I have called here this morn-
ing because I have something very im-
portant to say to you. It is somothing
on which depends my bhappiness for all
my future days. I want to ask''—

“But," interrapted Miss MeGallon,
“if it is =0 important us that, would it
not be better if we were along?"'

““Yes, tut I beg of you not to tum a
deaf ear to me because these children
nre here,””

Miss MeGallon smiled again.  Then
she walked to the desk and rang o big
gong thres rimes. At the sound of it
the children all rosoe and marchod out of
the room.

““That,"" she said as che turned to the
astonished young man, *‘is the fire drill
Now, if you hustle, you will have time
to say what you want to say before they
get back. "

And he had just received the be-
trothal kiss as the children came troop-
ing throngh the hall on their return.—
Buffalo Express,

A Story With a Eesonant Moral,

Young men ought not to play poler—
or old men, for that mater—at any time,
and when poker is ployed im business
hours the heinousness of the act is fla-
grant. Sowhen President Warren Elliott
of the Wilmington and Weldon railway
came unexpectedly upon a group of his
young men playing poker, with coffee
beans for chips, the othor day, he aec-
cepted their explanation that there wos
no work on hand and the gome was
“Just for amusement.” Ar some remote
perioil of his existence Mr. Elliott had
been initiated into the intricacies of the
game, and so he drew up a chair and
watched it with interest, Each young
man had in front of him npile of cotfes
beans, which, as they were careful to
explain to the president, were of no
volne whatever.,  As o watter of fact,
they had been bought of the bunker for
25 cents each. The president of the
road watched the game with mild in-
terest and from time to time absently
helped himself to a pinch of beans from
the different piles on the table, masti-
cating them with the indifferent air of
o man who knew that unground coffee
was only 40 cents a pound. The an-
guish of the young men, who saw their
chips melt away, was poignant, but no-
body dared to expluin. When the presi-
dent had consumed all the beans in
sight, he said good night in the most
uffable woy and went off with an inno-
cent smile on his rosy, cheerful face.
The gentleman who kept the bank and
had no chips to redeem is now s warm
admirer of the president.—New York
Press.
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