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V  Mss Betty was as pretty 

feAJPse; .her eyes were of
like threads 

n^TB^gf “ like a Catherine
e<Kt 0 *  su i-«  nothing more than a bundle!■ utoie man a ounate

J  Ms wrapped in apiece of parch- 
he was a native of Lorraine, 

slip '  married an Englishman, 
I tiA “ George,” whom 

foöittany a year. 
jj/f1’'’ J*fo romantic, anti it so de- 
NolitVJ^ § m ’S*; tot last yielded 
«W Li°- poor Fifine, that she 

ip riuU! leasiog a Lit of 
”  ’•üdlstntr, tyith a tumble-down 

so that hé
^  ——-  and -potato patch,

*u,<̂  ttoke ntee 
Miss Betty even 

* ed to go to them during the

George in relation to his garden, his po-. 
tato patch, his chickens, and wood
splitting.

truth to §ay, George had so 
studied the character and attributes 
of the noble Indian that he modeled his 
life upon it, so far as resigning all do
mestic duties to Fifine. He gave over 
to his spouse the entire supervision of 
the garden, potato patch, chicken-raisr 
ing, and even the wood-spl;tting. He 
was of a dreamy nature, and would sit 
for hours on a rude bench he had placed 
near the water, and there he would 
smoke and meditate until Fifine had 
tidied* up the house, and fed the 
chickens, and hoed the potatoes, and 
washed a couple of dozen pieces for one 
of her patrons, and split some wood, 
and got dinner upon the table; then 
George would come in and eat dinner 
with Fifine, and tell her of all he hail 
been thinking about while sitting there 
upon the bench under the trees.

Fifine was very happy. She knew 
that George was superior to her in mind, 
but he had told her time and again that 
it was right he should be her superior, 
and he loved her all the better for it.

But Miss Betty had her misgivings, 
and one day, when she was curled up 
like a lovely kitten upon the window
sill, she said to Fifine, “ What does 
George do, Fifine, toward the support 
of the household? It seems to me that 
you are always slaving and toiling. 
What does George do ?”

Then Fifine shrugged her shoulders, 
which had become somewhat crooked 
and bulgy from the heavy burdens they 
had borne all these years, and elevated 
her eyebrows, which were rather scrag
gy arid gray, and said, with a world of 
feeling in her voice, “ What does he do, 
my angel? He gives to me the happi
ness which is my all ; he gives to me the 
conversation which is beautiful ; he tells 
me of what is going on in the big busy 
world; he pities, he consoles—ah, my 
little one, he loves me!”

Miss Betty blushed and was silent, and 
thought, foolish child, that, after all, 
this was every thing. She left Fifine to 
iron the tucks and furbelows with which 
Mrs. Van Dyke delighted to adorn her 
daughter Betty, and went out under the 
grape vine, and walked to and fro, and 
thought that if somebody—and here she 
trembled and blushed at the thought of 
his name—if he would read to her again, 
would talk to her again, would tell her 
of the big beautiful world once more, if 
he would love her—ah, what would she 
not be glad to give in return ! She 
would work for him—ay, she would 
work her slim fingers to the bone, only, 
of course, he wouldn’t let her ; he was 
too noble and generous and thoughtful. 
But if the necessity should arise, how 
glad she would be to do even like poor 
Fifine, if only he would love her in re
turn.

But, alas ! the superiority of mankind 
was here also pre-eminent. He was the 
new minister, the Rev. Reginald Roake. 
The consistory had thought it best 
to get a young man, so that he could 
board around among the parishioners, 
and thus save the rent of a parsonage. 
Captain Van Dyke, Miss Betty’s father, 
had thought it best to economize in ev
ery way that they could, and had even 
taken the young man to board at first. 
He told his wife Uiey’d scarcely miss 
what the parson ate, and the church 
must be helped along as mueh as was 
prudent and possible.

But the Captain, after a few mouths, 
suddenly changed his mind. The young 
minister was very fertile in imagina
tion and quick in thought ; his sermons 
were speedily prepared, and the long 
summer days had so many sweet hours 
to fill! Miss Betty’s duties were also 
light ; her mother was still active and 
robust; there were two sturdy young 
women in the kitchen, besides the oc
casional artistic work of Fifine. The 
Captain’s sight was keen arid strong; 
when he was out sailing in the bay he 
could seè a couple of figures bending to
gether over some book in the summer 
house, or wandering among the rocks 
or along the sands upon tie  shore. The 
Captain would come home hot and vex 
ed, and take his wife to task for this 
misdoing.

“ I don’t want any beggarly parsons 
hanging around my daughter,” said the 
Captain.

The good lady would look very much 
shrieked, and really tremble in her heart 
at the Captain’s temerity,for she thought 
It was almost temping Providence to

son owns her own house, and that will 
save rent for a parsonage.’”

The morsel upon Misa Betty’s fork 
remained untasted, and the Captain in 
this way spoiled manyr a meal for. his 
daughter.

And so the summer waned, and Sep
tember was at hand—September with
her soft bjup haze, and rich warm sun- heart. No, no; I can not hath 
shine; and though the widow had

cast a contemptuous word upon the 
» h t‘ '
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adorning, and advise

ing his evening pipe. Miss Betty stoop
ed over the sick woman, and said, “ I 
have brought you some ice, dear Fifine.” 

“ Ah, my angel! my angel of light!’’ 
said Fifine, “ thou hast of hearts tl|e 
most merciful; but, alas! I can Hot 
have the ice. I am too cold already, my 
little one. There is a cold hand at pa;

stopped at Fifine’*- r  The pbor creature 
was full of adoration for you, She call
ed tipon every saint ifi tne calendar to 
shower blessings upon.your head. She 
said that you had brought her some, 
beautiful ice and? some delicious jelly,

clergy ; but she had that wholesome fear 
of the Captain that she had never ven
tured to remonstrate with him. She 
sighed in secret with her daughter when 
the Captain managed to transfer the 
preacher to the care of a wealthy and 
comely widow in the neighborhood.

“ He can poach all he pleases in that 
domain,” said the Captain; and shortly 
after, he was delighted to see the rever
end gentleman riding out with the fair 
widow, and gathering grasses and ferns 
in the pretty woodland haunts about 
Granville.

“ We can’t keep a parson single,” 
chuckled the Captain at his dinner-ta
ble: “ the women won’t let him alone, 
do what we may. But the widow Ben

brilliant garden of her own, sheyyas 
fond of the w anton wild flowers that 
grew so luxuriously in the woods of 
Granville. She and the young minister 
filled the house with great clusters of 
golden rods and asters and big purple 
pokeberries. One day the ponÿ phæton 
stopped before the door of Captain Van 
Dyke, and the widow was led into the 
sitting-room, where she found Miss Bet
ty almost hidden by a mosquito netting 
which she was busily patching.

“ Come, child,” said the widow, “ put 
aw’ay that rag, and run get a pretty 
dress on. I ’vç promised myself this 
many a day w’e should take this drive 
together, and I declare to you it shall 
be the rarest one you ever had in your 
life. The day is made richly to order 
for it ; the balmiest air, the goldenest 
sunshine—not a cloud in the sky! Run 
away, and make yourself look as pretty 
as you can.”

“ You are very kind,” said Miss Betty, 
with a little trip of cold jealousy on her 
tongue ; “ but 1 must mend this netting 
for poor Fifine. She is sick with a fever,, 
and the mosquitoes arc dreadful down 
there in the wood. Mairimà says I may 
have this netting if I can make it do ; it 
is so badly torn,” said poor Betty, “and 
so perplexing! But I  could not sleep,
Mrs. Benson,” she added, with an air of 
gentle dignity, in which thert) was also a 
slightsnitV of reproach—“ I could nbt 
sleep in my own bed of luxury, and 
know that poor Fifine was lariguisjüng 
there, a prey to fever and mosquitoes.”

If the widow had thereupon ottered 
to drive to town with Miss Betty and 
buy for Fifine a brand-uew canopy, Mias 
Betty would have put the old netting 
aside ; but she was at heart very glad 
that the fine lady offered no such sacri
fice to charity, for she could not bear to 
find her altogether perfect.

“ Ten chances to one, my dear,” said 
the widow, “ you’ll have your labor for 
your pains. These poor* creatures are 
very superstitious and queer, and don’t 
know what is best for them. I ’ve no 
doubt, in any case, she has pretended to 
be sick to get rid of some clear-starch
ing for your good mother. Fifine would 
rather work a t hohife, sö that she can be 
with that lubberly lout-ef a husband of 
hers. She is the finest and best .of 
laundresses, and sorry should I be to 
have any thing befall her ; but you must 
not believe all that these wily French
women say.”

The color mantled high in Miss Betty’s 
cheeks as these slanders fell upon her 
ears, and she steadily refused to put her 
work aside.

“  You are a little goose,” said the 
widow at length. “  Must I tell you, 
tuen, that we shall have some charming 
company with us? We are -to stop at 
my house for Mr. Roake—there, now,
Miss Betty, run away and dress.”

The color fled from Miss Betty’s 
cheeks, and the needle trembled in her 
fingers. As she raised her blue eyes to 
the fine black ones of the widow, a tear 
or two trembled within them.

“ You are welcome to your charming 
company,” she said. “ I will go on 
with my work for poor Fifine. ÎÎ

The widow laughed heartily and went 
away, leaving poor Miss Betty to, strug
gle on with her troublesome trisk, which 
was more and rrioro irksome how that 
she knew how some other people were 
spending their afternoon. As rentafter 
rent yawned before her, and beiAtyeai'y 
little fingers grefv less and les# nimble, 
more than once the qu<*stà>ft!.Vr<l.se with
in her whether: it was bettor to g& 6n.
Since nobody cared f°r hep, why should'>her decision.. 
she care for any body ? But lier gener
ous heart conquered all these 
temptations, and nearly at 
she ran up stairs to slip on the pretty- 
muslin robe, all smoothed and crimped 
by the art and industry of poor Fiiinë.
The netting was not a heavy burden, 
but ah»* carried aBi/n kettle of ice with 
her and s  pot <A felly! She took thd 
road through the woods, and.though ft 
was growing darker, and her heart beat 
rapidly, and .she could not brush the 
tnosi 

. so fit
of rescuing poor Fifine. Since she eonld 
not save her from the stings of slander 
and reproach, she should at least be free 
from those of mosquitoes.

At hist through the trees she could see 
the chicken-coops of Fifine, and soon she 
was at the poor woman’s hedsnle: The 
heart of Miss Betty was tired with indig
nation when she remembered the cruel 
words of the widow. Fifine lay upon a 
rude bed in the corner. Always thin

‘• Very well, Fifine,” said Miss Belty, 
putting down the kettle which had been 
such a nuisance to her, “ you shall 
not be troubled with the ice; but here is 
some jelly.”

“ Ah, my blessed one ! ” cried Fifine, 
“ tbou art iike a  saint from Heaven; but 
talk not to, me of jelly. They have given 
me of jelly many years ago, after some 
bitter medicine, and I have since that 
time no hunger for jelly. Ah, my rose 
of the wildwood 1 it makes me sick to 
think of it.”

“ Then do not think of it, Fifiae,” 
said Miss Betty, putting aside the jar, 
that had grown heavier and heavier at 
every step of the journey. “ But these 
dreadful mosquitoes, they are devour
ing you.”

Ah, yes, my adored one, they are

and a net that was most wonderful. 
“  But she refused them an',”  said !dMiss

demons wit hout mercy ; they, have drawn 
all the blood from my body, amj their
dreadful song is madness to my brain. 
But rest tranquil ; death will soon put 
an end to my misery.”

, “ Brit see here, my poor Fifine,” cried 
Miss Betty, exultingly unrolling her 
precious net; “ now you can sleep in 
peace. We will spread this over yon, 
George and I, and not on© of the mon
sters can reach you. See, my poor Fi
fine, we will draw this over you—so;” 
and suiting the action to the word, Miss

George did not 
chopped up the ice in his milk, and had 
* f  l  m  ——jtiis bread, and

m the mosquito 
ae loilnga when 

we entered, snoring, as Eifine «aid, like 
an angel. Fifi îe was parched with 
fever and devoured' With- mosquitoes, 
but she declared to me that she was 
quite comfortable and happy. I  do not 
understand jut.”

But Miss Betty did. She nestied 
closer to the arm about her, and lifted 
her flushed and raihapfc face to the one 
above her own.

“ My sweet little Samaritan!”  he 
whispered; and although the widow 
could not understand the happiness of 
Fifine, it was quite ’eTfsdV'KTthe heart of 
Miss Betty.—Harper>s Whekty.

Wish Mr Was Here.

Betty pulled the net over the high post 
of the bedstead, when suddenly a ter
rific look upon the sick woman’s face 
stayed her hands, and she cried ont to 
Fiji no, in dismay, “ Don’t you want the 
net over you, Fifine?”

“ Ah, life of my life !?’ said Fifine, “  it 
is sad, it is terrible ! I know not how 
to deny thee, after' all thou hast done 
for me ; but, oh, my little one, I can not 
have it over roe. I have tried, for tbÿi 
dear sake, to bear it. I  told myseHith t̂t« r
I would «ay no word against it—at Içast 
tiil tliön Wert gone, when George èould 
pull it away-^but I can not even for one
little moment. Ah, my angel, wait until 
I am dead, and then they can draw oyer 
me the pall, and put candles a t my head 
and feet,'arid do with me what the/\vill ; 
but while Ihm  yet alive I  can not be 
treated like a dead body.”

Miss Bett}7 said no further word of 
entreaty or remonstrance, but let the 
miserable flimsy thing fall out of Ufer 
hands upon the floor; and having 
smoothed Fifine’s pillow, and held some 
milk to her lips, and promised to coÀei 
again in the morning, Miss Betty took 
the woodland road home again.

It was now qnite dark, and big shad
ows seemed to threaten every step of her 
way. Her heart was heavy within her, 
and her poor little feet seemed scarcely 
able to carry7 even her light weight 
along. What a wretched, abortive at
tempt had been hers to alleviate the 
misery of poor Fifine! I t was as the 
beautiful widow had said, she had had 
her labor for her pains—the beautiful, 
mocking widow, who was no doubt rid
ing home through the gloaming with 
the Rev. Reginald Roake.

At that very moment Miss Betty 
heard the tramping of hoofs behind her, 
and stopped aside to let the light-limbed 
pony of the widow pass by7. The basket 
sides of the phæton were filled with 
wild flowers, aaul the white- hands of 
the minister held a bunch of shy, sweet 
forget-me-nots as blue as Miss Betty’s 
eyes. re ; "

• The widow drew up her ponv, and 
bade Mise Betty get in by hen side; lest 
’tha lipbi

It appears that a  yourig man named 
Jubal Shine arrived m Detroit two days 
a<ro on one of the up-river boats.* It 
also appears that îô due cônrsé Of time 
he was found drunk in p i alley and 
taken to the Station-house, and fro pi 
thence to the H6u.se o f’Correction fo r 
SO days. He left heippd.him a memo
randum book. It Would seem from the 
entries that Mr. Shinois a young man
who desires to keep himse.f posted, and 

sr of thinethat ho is also a close observer of 
and a warm friend of hi» mother.
first entry was m^de as soçn as he 
rived. It reads:

“ Beats any th in g Ieveç saw! Saw 
four locomotives just now in one yard! 
Saw more’n a hundred barrels of flour 
in one pile ! Saw twfifcfri»1ykorfl©°

às Bere.
After an internal of half an ftonr he 

wrote jjgjüàYi r e . .
“  Counted 347 priöpleon the streets in 

ten minutes, and tisn*t Eourth of July, . 
either ! Saw ovér 8tK) grindstones ftiled 
np before one place ! Counted eighteen 
telegraph wires on one post! Wish ma 
was here.” ' ‘

He probably waited awhile again be- 
fore making his third entry, which, 
reads: ; - jrrei ff ‘>-

“  I ’ve counted more’n . sixty Pores 
already! Meyer saw such à place for * 
stores in all my life ! Believe T’v» seen 
’over two hàndrèd women! Just went
by a store where over'thtoyipM rs of 

hanging out! Wish mabreeches were 
was here.”

Some hours must have elapsed before 
be agàin, as he began :he wrote — , ------  _

“  I ’ve seen morn’n a million tmWgs ! 
Believe I ’ve seen over -ri» hundred peo
ple Î I ’ve , walked aver & falle; and 
haven’t come tç the end of the city yet ! 
Boys and girls Walk right along the 
same as any body else, and 1 beard a 
boy sassirig a man who sells' peanuts ! 
Guess I ’ve heard as many as seven bells 
at different times, and I  came pretty 
near seeing three dog fights! . Darned
est place I ever see for house*!,. , Them 
things thèy call street cars riiii 6ti Wheels 
and won’t turn out for nothing ! ‘ Wish 
ma was here.” * L * ’

Some time during -the evening he 
wrote :

“ Begin to feel as if I had always lived 
here. Man asked m o  what time ’twas,

your 
: ’fused,

_  ei“ l  amuobafraid of hobgobiins,” she
»sc bitter y aid, thinking iu her heart there could 
night-fall be none so greedy and rapacious as the 
1—  — ;i bèautiful widow herself.

“ Now what is to be done with this 
obstinate child?” said the widow. The 
minister had long since leaped, from, the

and I told him just as naturally as if I  
had lived here 10 years! Gq| two of 
the darh’edest best meals I ever had! 
Let a feller take as much butter as he 
wantéd to! Just had a drink! Green
horn from the eountry wa» treatffigiftié 
to beer! Wish mawas heria,!1 , ‘ 2 

His last entry: was perhaps made hy- 
starlightj2 after getting iqtb

" i t - ’

wagon and approached Mis* Betty; but 
she turned her back upon him, perhaps

i ' t b  ffidé the tears Of wretchedness which 
were falling out of her eyes.

“  Pick her up and put her in here by 
aje,” said the widow. “ I am myself a 
little afraid of the satyrs of the wood. 
Come, ohHd ; do not be a goose anfiget. 
jealous of your grandmother. <3%ë gen
tleman there has gpfieredaprdttj7 rfoee- 
gay of forget-me-nuts for you that were 
left over from spring. Wq have been 
looking for you far arid Wide, and he 
kteffohe nothing btrt taftr to me of jfis 
love for you till I am siyk of thë «drain.

The hand was finsteddy, *nd some of 
the words ran clear across the page.' It

ie“JSaw. nioc’n a .hypdred greenhorns 
From the country ! riM, down here tq 
eool off an’ klect my thoughts! J)raak 
lots of beer, but itTs h ird w tf ie  befer as 
on me! Sheems be good placé hfeffe— 
guess I ’ll sthay all nize! Woaief-t 
Wozzer—where—-Wfh—wUh » a  wafc— 
hie—here ! ’ '—Detroit Free. Pres*.

| i

Ire

Betty turned a swift, melting glance 
behind her. In ä twinkling the mmis-

v hnrl î»rrt* trt Ino umiAnr’a cidoter had lifted hfer to the ’widow’s, §ide.
Àn/1 ♦/-* t o l r / S  Vfl£l O  \XTCt t T  '  T'and brown, she might now have been ! and forgot to takë his^^fti away: *JJ; 

taken for an exhumed Queen ofTEgypt, was quite dark, and the only star tttkt 
and Miss Betty could not imagine liow ! shone in the.,fhj wst3 that of Vénus, 
all these mosquitoes could find it in \ They drove rapidly on. Miss Betty’s 
their anatomy to prey upon poor Fifine ‘ heart thumping in unison with the 
when the fat and unctuous substance of ; hoofs of the pony.
Geonre was temptingly at hand upon “ I told you,” said the widow, “you’d 
the bench outside, where he was enjoy- ! have your labor for your pains. We

Settling Up of, JUktalmhu

The Lake Shore anff Michigan 
Southern has indemnified the rel
atives and heirs o i 65 entethwtil. per
sons who losbtjieir UveSjûn the. bridge 
accident af, Ashtabula, ’The balança o |vaccidental Ashtabula, ,:T he balanoao* 
the claims in a fair way of speedy 
settlement. The làigeat amount paid 
to aayonfe pggty ira*
Mrs. Rogers, a  new’

P*
.Mr; find

-

H i ”

• Il'VT

tlieir' wedding 
iesbttr

tour* were k ï
their bodies 
yet their lives have been settl

rned beyond recognition;.
lea for at

generally 
Chicago Times.


