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WHAT TRING HAVE YE THAT WAKE? ’ with ashy lips and tongue cléaving to her
T mouth, she staggered to the nearest
neighbor's house, just managed to says
*The well-—Lysander,” and fell upon the
floor in a dead faint.
For hours after this several neighborg
| worked very hard digging away the
earth, with better knowledga of its pro.
pensity to return whence it came than the
gailor had had.

WHabBing have yo that wake for us that dream?
. Wuat hour thut 1s moro fair than those that seemt |

t pleasire that shall vanish not in pain?
What bliss to come that shall not puss again?

In dream!and wave lie all things ¢
NThere mu«ic lulls the sorrowing L art of eur

Thers she, whom love may u silent stands
With eyes unwondering and i plosing hauds.

n and fair;

g touoh of lips that here shall never meot: ‘They came to his hat at last. TLen
T!\ strange, fair blossoms lowering at our feot; they came to water—or rather mud and
Voloas we'!l 1oved that stir t) toars water. Tk could do no more.

With thought of old and uureturning years, |  The generul verdiet was tliat the

ground was soft there below, and thet
Lysander had sunk in it and stuck there.
* a week's excitement end
much drugging and probing of the hole,
they decided to fill the hole up and mark
the place as a grave. This they did. A
slab setting forth the virtues of the de-
arted, covered the spot, and Mrs, White
ng put on widow's weeds, Three
mouth's afterward a baby boy—Lysander
over again—was born into the world:
and Esmeralda, as she nursed him on
her shoulder, began to believe his de-
parted father a model of all perfection,

“She lived,” £he sald, “aud would live
for her boy;" but life was worthless
without her excellent and devoted hus-
band. He had been so kind, It was in
digging a well for her that he lost his life,
And she told all who cared to llsten how
he had drawn the shade down and gone

There song €0 sad {n trinmph that we weep

That its whole joy shall pass; there, perfect eleep,
Long rest laid ily on aching
That weary of the sunsot and suz

ise,

What thing have ye tkat wake for us that dream?

Long life 1 little laught Ye that deen

The erown of life sad wisdom and despair,

We kmiow this only, thet our dreams are fair,
—Herbert Dates Boston Transerips.

SSEEIN' 1S BELIEVIY.”

BOUT the time Ly-
gander Whiting,com-
ing into « small prop-
erty an! alittle ready
nmoney very unexpeoc-
tedly, made up his
mind to leave the

sea, which he had | out softly to hiswork that she might not
“followed,” to use | be disturbed. !

his own expression, Finally she began to believe that he
ever since he ran | had eald something very kind as he went
\way from home at | ©ut, and she repeated that. The boy

was taught, as he grew able to under-
stand, that he had had a « saint for a
father, and all poor I; der's queer
ways that had troubled her much, were
forgotten. She had his bLroud-tfaced tin-
type, taken when he was only half sober,
and grinning from ear 1o car, eniarg
and finished in pastel, vory pmk and
white, with a minlsterial gravity of de-
meanor, and an angelically subdued
smile, and taught the boy to call it ““Dear
Papa;” and meanwhilo she cared for the
farm, and prospered. Now and then
somebody proposed to the widow, but
she always gave a gentle negative.

““Her heart is down that theve well,"”
sald an appreciative friend who had
never seen Lysander, “and if Mr, Whit-
ing was as handsome as that there ple-
ture, 1 can't wonder, for he looks like
the wax figures in the Institute fair, if
not prettier.”

Most of the suitors, being widowe
touk their refusals easily; but one for-
lorn youth of immature years, who had
remarked to the widow that ‘it was her
nitude that fotched him,” fell into the
depths of despair on receiving a decided
negative, accompanied by a reference to
his early years, and left the town to
“ship for <ailor and get drownded,”
with a view of haunting the widow alter-
ward ; and coming o the city dock- where
sels lay m afaring man of joliy
ct, to whom he put a few questions,
*“*You see,” he said, I don't kuow jest

14 years of age, it
also occurred to him that it was incum-
bent upon him to choose a wife for him-
self— one who should cook his dinners,
iron his shirt boso.as, keep his house in
good order, darn his stockings, and go to
church with him on Sunday. It was very
well, as he gaid to himself, for a sailor to
have a sweetheart in every port, but a
landsman with property should cultivate
the domestle virtues. Accordingly he
1 to Esmeralda Archer and was
I

It was not a love match. Esmeralda
had given up the idea of matrimony years
before, and had settled down as the vil-
laga taiioress, She could, Fowever, turn
her hand to anything, and coming to
Mrs, Connover's one morning, had helped
her to get breakfast. Lysander Whiting
boarded at Mrs. Connover's, and as he
sat at table he watched Esmeralda goiny
to and fro with her light, true step and
bright emile. Her face, flushed from the
warmth of the kitchen, out of its us
paleness, and that satisfaction in serving
a meal to hungry folk that is as natural
to some women as their love for babies,
giving her a pleagant, hoiclike look.

“She'd make a good wile,” he said to
himself. And the propo-ul was the re-
sult of the conviction.

The tailoress szid to herself that the
ex-sallor had a good-humored face, and | V¢
would be kind to her. He had also a
home to offer her, which she could make

comfortable for him. The domestic at hat to do. I've pever followed the sea.
fections seemed very beautiful to the [ I've kept grocery in Togginstown all my
lonely, middle-aged girl, who had no |l!ife, and Idon't know as I'll get took

mto a ship anyhow.’
“You'll go back and
you'll take my adv g

relatives; and
in either heart, 1
future,
However, the ow Be«
when she declared that we
late on nothin’ airt
had passed over their

ore was no romanc
re was no fear of the keep grocery, if
saitdl the sailor.
Why, I used to live
you happen to know
“hiting down that way”

ott was right
kant. kaleu-

e

Before a yea:
heads the newly

dead

wedded pair began to find themselves five « IX years ugo cried
aunhappy. What happeuned exactly it is &r] never saw him, but I've
hard to tell. The man’s code of morals | beard enough of him /| ' on akout

and manners was not that of the woman, ntinual. It's enougl to make you
She, a Puritan of the Puritans, brought
up in a village, could not unc and the

sea-faring man, wi 1= nighuly 44808

aske

Agin him?"” l the
praisin’ of him,

sailo

said the boy;

of grog, his desirc 10 turow the parlor | “*Ho awlul good he a¢, and how
windows wide and let the sun in, his un- Well, h was  han'some.
conventional disregard of neighbors and | There's his pietur to ait.”

his horrible habit of kissing pre:ty girls ‘“You don't say »o0,” cried the sailor.
She tried in vamn w for him o 1 “But his goodness !
‘‘genteel proper. kie strove w i don't beheve he was such a salnt
disastrous ults, to induce her to b iou couldn't get mw 'the boy went
“sjolly eastto allow him to be so. n. *To see Ler sitting there holdiug
At last he secretly wished that ho had e boy."”
never le o gea, and thut she wer “What? Who?" shouted the <ailor
still a ta “T'he young son that wa nu, I'm
It was t out t time that the | told, after that—I mean after dr. Whit-
old well wave out. it had not been |ing got smothernd he well hol
sweet for le, and there could | don't want to o disrespectiul to the dead
be no dc Leen 1: but—well, you can hear too much of 'em.
a new one | was | She is all in bluck, ‘myv poor, dear, good
( whose | 1ysander, that k 1 himselt working for
L wi ave all |1 every minuts
a o e wn- | onah! I want to know!" eried the
ner; but i th | or, “Andl loes sho look?
would « . The tw r | *shelovely,” ciled the Cupid blinded
over this, argued over every- | youth, “so matoor, und has such dig
dhing, and ¢« agree as to the site "
of the w her it ghould have you ay woeet on her," said the
one or f certain prove- f ilor erce ¢ t deny it!
maent pump sort ¢ . And ‘What's t! to you if I am?" re-
at last Lysander began his work in utter | tort
ignorance of all autions taken by |
well-diggers, in the very worst spot pos- | bim
ible, Mg Was  gonoe
He dug a great deal, and accomplished | breath back and
vary little nd meralda indignant at | again
his anl < nsideratio 1 " Wi ng, wit er boy be-
fort, and | essness of her appre H bher kitehe peeling
val, never ! inspect his work, 1 s, 1 a shadow
fact, that weli seemed to be the straw | I I iloor.  She looked up
that brok the camel's back; the one (Y] ilor, th a
reed 1« i yund ul tool e
sL'm g et up ea finish | loc The re dropped
the d vEar swaing | hie I, and r | over the
mt five , as he pulle s shoes. | T kn ped glit
']l ex reakfust at | TR I
¢ “Very vl aid Esmeralda, crossly; | auder, ! she
LD YTRInS i n time toget iv; but 1 shall | 8
Eako avot ap now.” | meralda!" erie
She tuined on hex le and drew the | took herin his arms
eounterpane over her face. Afterwards | siould get back t
he reciembered that he drew down the | 1. “Ilefty }

shad, and went out of the roowm softly,
e with a kine ish not to disturb her,
Such a | kindness comforts u
rwom Esmeraldn began to think that
ther husband migh: have bang
«loor, or been cross about her taking an
nap, and she resolved to get him a

good breakl: King what

nould be, fell into a pleasint ep, th g
forgot all about it. Wuen she | got the waier ou ,
euncd with a start,the sun was high, tanding non
a tall clock the mantelpiece | nese, and v . i
I to the hour of | pio the Wuse
ildn’t be!” she said to b toos , » wn
g jumped out of bed and hurried derstand | I ! | how
‘ d herse e had never s ept o | the domin | o his
Lt ull her lif{v; and what would Ly- 3 ut be antipodes, ws he
ander say? He Lo a right, she though dhow Chiva was jost undoer

ry angry this time, and

spirit she <ot to

t, anid ! saw I'd g
nded by

i ihrough

good fortune in

n quite
Work at th

J I stirred the batter 1or se well, Waoh, I knew youd be
apjac and sliced the bacon Wh tihe consul and
as woing this she watehod the door it Wus sin-
r Ler husband’s entrance, and listened | o Alter a
for Lis step upon the porch; but ne 0 home, bat it
shadow fell on the clean, white floor, an i to go round the
no sound was heard except the chirping nnetimes thougut 1'd
of ths birds or the chatter of some soci wot It's over now, thank
ble squiriels. DBroakfast was roady ; =14 goodnes-, o that's the boy !
Lysander did not come, and thio ut He put one arin ahont his wife and
bersun-bonnet set foith to L, | one about the child, and at that moment

irting the house she came 1o 3
where e well was
Jjacket hung upon a

ot | the two middle-aged people mutaal
though silently, vowed to live happ
togaiher.

Lysander's
branch of an oid

dugz
lug.

y

pear tree, hut where was he How wueh of the story her and
Suddeniy <moralda began to be aware  1old her Esm ia believed, it o nard
of the fiei that the well Lole was not  to tell, but « vinly, as she deciaved,
there: the carth had fllled it to overflow- | China was right where the dowminie suid
ing: that ‘here had, in fact, been a and Lysander was back agunin, and
“slide,’ f that in all probability Ly- +«Beein’ was bellevin',” as everybody
gander win down at the bottom of the kunew.—N. Y. Ledger.
wall unce - a ton or so of earth.

With her heart beating, and her knees
trombling <he ran all about the place,
corenming Yoy hus s name. Then,

The embroidering of bath blankets is a
fancy work which occupies feminine so-
journnis at the sca-~ide,

4 DUIN, UNDER WATER.

Revenge of o‘m Upon Another [
With Whom 9

THE OLD CONNECTICUT TOWN CELE- SR amasxeied,

One of the bost divars L ever met was

BRATES ITS BIRTH. old Captain Comptol, who was mur-

A dered at the bottom of she sca, says &

v r s P . 3 och.”

Founded 250 Years Ago—The Oldest In- a}"“n\l\'ol'f:nW(}l!}li(llJ:; “;‘éb‘t‘;:‘ m“'al'lm Lhu

- 9 me on 0

habitable Houmse in the Country | wreck of an East Indiaman, in the At-

Within Its Boundary-—Relics of the

lantic side of Cape Cod, the peninsula
Well-Known Foet, Fitz-Greene Hal- | of Massachusetts. Amongour crew was
leck—Commemorative Tower,

a huge Haylian negro -known as “Nig-
The quaint old Connecticut town of | 86F Jack,” who had for some reason
Milford is now in tho midst of the cele- | taken & violent dislike to Compton. He
bration of the 250th anniversary of its '}"‘v(‘,l:\ll“gl,r’”‘ “1’1"“”““',')' of picking a
founding, and each and every inhabitant | dU8re. Htime and again they had tried |
feols that an added importance now ati- | (@ settle the matter with fists, the negro
taches to the quiet little place; but the

invariably getting the woret of the con-
Milford of to-day, in spite of one or tvo flict. On'tha occasion 1 mention Comp-
thriving industries, is as peaceful, as

ton, Jack and auother diver were sent
Tk
primitive, as contented a community as d“x':ﬂ':'f"“;'!:'i & sHOTEh X
it has been any time within the memory | _ U s liad ol S d gy *O_negro
of living men—or of women either for that h|l'1(410lll_) drow e ""‘(f“.“"“' SPinaing
matter. The basis of its modest thritt 1, | 8% Compton, made a viclous plunge Hiv-
husbandry of the rich bottom lands on his right side, hoping to cut “'k:.”“"'",l‘,““
‘hich Rev. Henry Whitfleld and his canvas coat and dispose of him. he
(‘a‘n]ip s c‘om'pnny pitched their tents 250 old captain was too quick for him, how-
years ago, and husbandry of those har- | &V°T Ho caught the ussussime “".“‘”‘;“‘l_
Ves'sthat the diurnal seasons of the sea th:ew him off, at the same time drawing
;):f;lb l:: their “"\:I‘:" SER his own weapon. Then Iw;:.\f. a Ltle
ool o tho _sevords, Capt| 0 1o beneath Che waves. e ceplain
Thomas Tibbals discovered the present j"“‘l“"\ [“,‘_“ Bohind ’i ‘"‘ Pt 'l‘“.”m;
site of Milford, the river Wopowage, the | I e o i
narrow gorge and its cascade, during the

and knew that the life of one or the

1S Sty enalty of { ) Yind
Pequot war, the Indians retreating to 'I."‘lx"l' would soon pay the penalty of the | :::Hl-\\lrl:\”.‘:| '.‘_'“‘]'“'_
the Fairfield swamps in 1638, A party i .xin and again the negro sprang at ost?” "
9’ .st:l!u{mllzmir,';f‘d. :;;l]]ll:l l:\l'h:n{;hr“llxxll;li‘:ll\. Comipton, nnly’;u find his blows ‘[v:urwd; Gerty Fane sat
::3:111‘1‘1“(“,) nuﬁ I:"ndwl lth»- town of _\IY . | around [“:'“Y circled, "““7"";" h'x‘", ‘:""l | (\)\lllu “ ”\ l:’:
ford, August 28, 1630, The bridge and :1‘;1;;‘1 « ln {\llx - ‘:‘x” "": nd 1: Jl‘umi 1 lindor \\lil< " half
tower that have ’f"'”“ v‘u:ct;-u hl, com- | el suddenly a xn;,sh of water into o S Hidden “in tall,
mcln_ol‘ntn ‘1.,)11-5 ,(-i\lim', u,w,”‘] }"“ l,'-’T: 9 Compton's pump told us that his pipe | plumy ferns, and
granite. Tho m,lil’!fl "W_”H ll\' [H,;‘“z.l',“ had parted. Quickly I sprang to the | whete the trem-
mIm"." at the : ERO Al A SINGLO ";LLL 7 hoisting ropes. intending to raise him be- / bling July sun-
Ttmu-ﬁ Ao k'vl““d tugn'.hmr, A4 t.m 1 y , | fore the air in the helmeu gave out,but, to heams rained
is not & n'x'-|l;?l)t ]|{1‘n in any |14nn. “x“ my horror, they were glack, showing | bt
fm'”d musnm‘y. ¢ lh:) ?oulnv‘ lt(,";"'{ l that they, teo, had parted. At this in- | oIt summer fo-
{‘,\‘El"'\i:[:.,‘lll“:,l{:i”.l;,t;’.‘,:p(,‘,\uh:‘::‘:{ h stant came the *“‘quick hoist” signal on | like a cas
I:, ita conleal roof. bein v composed of | the line of the other white diver, and, | cade of gold. Ap
top, l.j '9“‘ . 8 I wild with fear, we grasped the ropes and | artist would
Spanish tiles soon had him in the boat. Quickly we | have painted her as a wood nymph,

removed his helmet and plied him with
questions. For a moment he could not
then he gasped: “Compton's
dead ; the nigger killed him; he cut the
pipe and lines,” and The
shock of the submarine murder had been
too great for even this ftrong man.

\Wo tested the ne line &
still taut, and ourselves
with hoisted the murderer to |
the boat—he offered no opposition as we |
remove:ld the suit and sccurely bound
OLD STONE HOUSE—1639-40, h I instantly dressed and descended |

A huge bultress coatinues Leyond tic | fet Complons body. Lhe I
tower, completing the eurve of the para- him was tinged with blood and as 1 bent |
pet tulld descen I."v,,..um sly until it end wver nim 1 noticed, with horror, that the |

y i e gy /| [ his jacke LU OO "
in the old millstone useéd by Willian | rontof I_'l jauket had actually been b [
IFowler in the first grist mill ever erected _pleces, no less than a dozen wounds
n the colony. This store serves as a | Peing afterward found upon his body.

A i v Wi, e negr ed od L
soat for the farer, and bears an iu- | Li¢ BERro was tried d, but

speak ;

fainted,

hey

were

clubs we

aler around

aud cor

i

1 'd suieic v aboking i \1f
seription telling «ts history, Incorpor- | ;“’“"““‘i{ £ ““:‘1 by )"_‘ king himself
ated in the masoury are the memorial | With the sleove of Lis shirt.

8 8. each bearing the y of e iy
tones. each bearing the name of a Remarkable Will Pewess

founder.
The key
tower door be:
in war costums
“Wopowaye,’

“Wopowag: Rive

. Three stories were told in Boston over
ystone of the arch over the | . A gl :
the head of an Indian | after-dinuer cigax 5 the other day, W-
P ks ¢ HHCLIL L ih g the power of man's will. One was
ud over it the word, | .2 " s Ry
the inscription: | V% & young oflicer in the Lnglish army
¢ g I o8 | who was peculiarly stubborn and irasci-
Near by s a iablet

b e. He had been confined to his bed
announcine th t is - lace ra | ¥ :
pUouRE ) ,] i,hl ’\l)l ‘tlnl 4 uler a severo attack of the heart and
%14 "\‘ the enat en vas unable to move. His physicians |
! o | noked one of his fellow ollicers to warn |

of the bridge is auother millston which

. i that he would never got out of be
once served Go norJonatian Law as 4 hat he 10 [ " ved

wilad 4 aguin, that he might arrai affairs |

-.‘.'l'!;\l“lu.;‘l¢-u\'rl‘;]“xyn.l- ‘;\lu-"”\jgn‘ l\i‘l\n “.\”: oro death. When the sick man was |
anite in memory of Peter Prudden told what the doctor had said he arose in
vt hedtor ot Milford's fiest oli: rob bed excitedly um_l r:ml:_ “I will never
yreached his it sermon in the o get up agaii, eh? I will walk ‘(‘n the
vpril 18, 1635, at. New Have and octor wmysclf and show him. He
1'56. Lhe tower door is ornn | Jumped to the floor, walked across the

mented by an anecien ocker, and w | foom and fell dead.

The other was about a sheriff out west

t stunds beside it 1o the mer ‘ 5
tTre who was for thirt who, when arresting a man, was stabbed
overaor and deputy governor of Con wrough thic Lear.. He 8¢ ized ‘Lhu au |
3 o by the shoulde after the blade had |
oeacut colony. 4 I hi X N g |
truck him, pre 1 him to the ground,
drew his revolver, and deliberately

hirusting it down the struggling man's
turoat, pulled the trigger at the instant
ke himself died.
The third story was regarding another
er who w I lown a thief.
e wman thought tha. he had given his
pursuer the slip, but just us he entered
loor of a railroad car the ofllcer
ppeared in the other. The thief in
stautly fired, the bullet penetrating hi
pursurer's brain.  The oilic returned
tue shot, bringing his mau vo the ground.

» then drazeed himself along the aisie

ar, firing as ne (

i FOWLER HOMESTEAD 1 ]
er was caply., He was dead when
y Connecticut b ester e thi b, 4
. The Connecticut homestead, like the |}, "\ picked up & second after ho |
Now England  character, presents a [ 7 )
. who! " ; b, el ' d to shoot.—New York Star
sUINewlL n cxterior 1 |
8 at the wealth of od or a S |
) e thal rtatistics of Pedestrlans,
' ithin. Even in theirl : ;
‘M" y A recent statistical publication of the
i g city of Berlin gives information concern-
to 1o 5 : 1] ing the nuwover of persons who daily
Iy puss along the most crowaed tuorough- |
; d wes ol berlin, Londou, Paris. 1
\ 30z} g 5 the Leipzigoer stra Berlin, between |
ng Inors overlap, as il o |
p Bl l. . the L er Yia and the Wilhelm |
L passers-by o A g
A February, 1878, were 44,u1+
{ persons every oighteen hours; on
! unowitz bridge dur every eight
”‘ hours in De wiy 1 were 36,000 per-
afTord sons. At the same time some 50,000 per- |
sons  were  passi over the Oranien |
ar ridge. In April, 1854, o8, 743 passed
B at 9 vvery sixteen hours through the Munz
y 1520 between the Granadier and the

and the prose

Kaiser Wiih

i~ !l of the town
g Hobol Vi In the month the number of
R | wa for ma > & TRkl S
! etlestrion a short streteh of th
L i A traudien 80 was 47,000 every wix- |
| (1..““ QUL “l',“'i teen hours. The daily travel of pedes- |
A it “ hom the)oa over the London bridges 1s esti-
e 0 iy e i mated 10 be: Ove :Al.nnuwn\l-ri«t_;--, 110,- |
N 3 } . Blackfriars, 75,193; Westminster,
5 n ho X
\ ‘\\, :“' : ! Li 400U arerioo, 32,815, In the work,
M\ W ‘," 3 )08 Traveaus publies de France,” Paris,
e o lebrati 4 ?
i\ I birt g 1574, the number of persons daily cross
}' [ "HI.‘;"I_l A ing the Pont Neuf, in 1812 alveady 50.-
/ // Fe 5 A U, is estimated to Lbe about 150,000
/) perhaps, t ks LR R
W { The Homes of the Cabinet.
5 Lo cabwet odicers have rented |
/ ' ot ¢ ho next winter, and the ollicial |

\ 2 cason is expected Lo far surpass that of
y n J ¢ Cleveland rogime. e, Blaine had
| L | some diltieulty at frst hou.o
o | tohis choies, but at las upon
Y $ | 1 old cward 1 on reyon
2 o) o ¢ avenue and rigat from the Whise
¥ pras Wiie {ouse tate dej ment.  Iuis large
Voeds u | and old-tushioned, with green blinds to
L:’ ) 12 L b SR R the windows
, bR ter-General Wunamaker has
FEIOGEEARS S IDORSCa0) (O the house of the cabinel, Soon
ERORS BhNO srldee Wi i aiter his appointment he purchased the
house in the ba) 546 1 s kb I Becretar Navy Whitney,

vimen every Jodenn | rators and carventers have beva
summer. Secretary Tracy ha
H large house occupled by the
postiister-ganeral of tha late admini-
mration.  Secretary Windom has not yet
dreidod upon his house, but it is wore
than likely that he will oceupy the same
ane he ha'! when senator,

Uncle Jerry Rusk has the houee on

ston® tan-ion 1
pilgrim will 1y side to in
makes the dis e of
Whitlied strect i the
Shore Line jailway station to
center,
Until recent years
Augustine, Fl: ontri
but that was hap ilv

all
ht the lar

At it he
hal: « !
vers

|
proamitive |
i Ligcwe |
he v.iage |

one Lonse 1n
alled tids in age,
demoiished in

time or the purposes of the Mitfor cel Massachuseits avenne formerly occupied
ebraio | by Mini=ter Lincoln when secretary of |
The +Old Stone House' was erecty war. Soecrotary Noble is the last cabinet
some period in 183V-30 Ly thn | officer to rent. . He has leased for three |
prominenes in the affairs of this world vear Ho fine house formerly owned vy
good Pareon Whittield, and i< stilt, »-| Bon Holliday. Taken altogether, the |

though the oldest Fouse in the couuntry
in a fair state o7 preserva io

cabinet is well provided for.

The black ribbon collars now seen on
light dresses are fastened with »mall
Rhine stone buckles. |

The receding gun-ale is a favorite
feature in the Gerien warehip.

| “But with a glorious wituing, culled frow

THAE LADY OR THE TIGER.

The clock struck nine, and Pontifex was studying
what to do.

Five dollarg was his worldly wealth—his marri.ze
set for two.

“Which shall it be?” he pondered, as with the cash
he played;

“The girl against my luck at cards—the tigcr or
the waid?

“Pive dollars pays the parson, but when the Ruet
is tied

My rope is run, there's nothing leftto give the nuw
made bride,

the
tiger's lair,

No present were too hundsome to give my lady fuir

“Yet, if [ loso—ay, there's the rub—"tis a far cas
thit

The b leot may walt in vain the lover aud the

ring

He tried his luok, the tiger won, and yet, I think,
the maid
far than if the youth in better luck

Py T —

GERTY

~Chicago News.

 ELOPEMENT,

UNDERSIAND,
s then, you mean
- an clopement?

Oh, s

rely,surely,

vith her hair of braided sunshine, her
deep, limpid eyes, and the beach-like
bloow upon her perfect choeks,

And et this dew-eyed beauty was
neither more or less than a factory
who worked a machine in the big
gray stone chimneys 10se out ol
the hollow below, at a dollara day: a
girl who had grown up on a diev of yel.
low-covered novels, and dreamed o!
knights and ladies and perilous adven-

ures

shoy

whose

“Yes,” said Gerty, lifting her dew-
blue eyes, *an elopenent. Isn't it ro
mantic? And isn't hoe sandsome?

Sarah Wiili= looked =audly down inte

the eyes that were so like blue owers,
“Gerty,"” <aid she, 1 «ch of you
to think twice about this business, Have
you forg en Franets Tryon?"”
“Fraves Lryon!

Only a cutter in the

shop !

““An honest, hon ble man,” sa
Sarah, impressive

“Why don't you take your
il he is such raragon retor
Gerty, =auci

Because he loy no one but you.

“Then he may leave off loving me
his leisure, 1 werty.  “ldon'teare
fig for him, and never shall. T an go
to marry Mr. Montressor: and 1
would have told you of the elou
if I had supposed yvon wert o

s0 il natured n
Lnj

\ alc
eoand -0

we him as you

ven toit”

LRIV RS | |

Ana Gerty Fane tried to vail her e |
tation beneath a tone of injfury as she |
rose up and began to her v |
through the tall ferns, Satath looned |
wistfully after her.

A spoiled, harmless little beauty !
she suia to herseif.  “But Mr. ‘Iryon
was kind 1o me when Ieame h f
less and alor Mr. Tryon |
for hissake [ 0 nd i
and =ce her 1t

“You sea," Ger wd to 1
coniidentially, “Iam to go I |
0 vednesday, just i
father will not su-pe anything, a
then Iam to feign a headache, just at

1

there L s

comes t! Dex re
married ; ¢ L
togn, or Noewport r Brar o1
some of those aristocratic | 1
won't 1t be charmi |
But Sar shook her head dubl- |
ously.
«I don't like Mr. Montressor's looks,"
said sho |
“He's just esxn | that picture, |
‘Lord Byron,” in the oets of Eng- |
nd, retorted Gerty, trivmphantl |
Hois only & ! ranle |
3ut he's to Lo a paru n tu i
fall. He told nu him=a' and ne |
vwed me the photograg . |
ployer's daughter, who 1
vith him."
*Why don't he marry her, then?

And now Gerty dimpled into radiant

consclous=ness. |

I suppose beem he lizes ma best,”
said she.

‘Oh, Gerty !—am

; ' sighe 1, despi

1ch aloy ourselt,” yotorted |

Ger y, frowning wr eurls like a
lovely, willful «

Ana then i abandoned t

task of 1e1

the thought ol i L s heat
break lay sore and L y o at bt
soul.

she may go to rain her owr
thow. ' Sarahb; b Il not o
him vy with her 105800
tressor—1 kuow I have 1+t the nams
seanew hero—it eanie . veable re- |
membrance with ber now!
It v aw Mre. Monty ' o honreded so |
lony with Aunt I wrker, und then |
w iy Lho his scors
George Gondon that  was |
the name! 11l ) Awnt Polly thi

very night, 1« !
train by 9 o'clock, a1

for work tomorro morning Arel Qf
there isanything to he found ou, I'll
find 1t! Francis Tryon was good to me

ance, s 1 shall nover forget 1,

*Can I speak Lo you tonight, Gerty?'

Gerty Fane was urrying away from
the great workrooo where the buzz of
whoels was gradualls decreasing,
the givls were b inning to look tor th

hats and shawls, when Francis Tryon
advanced toward he:. !
“No!" ghe retorted, peiutantiy. *I'm

in a hwrry !
“Then I will walk along toward home

with you.
I'd rather

goalone!

He cast one =au, reproachful glanca to. |

ward her and siepped back.

“Georty—" began he,

“I'm not Gerty, I'm Miss Fane.”
the girl half defiant, half frightened,
“And I'll trouble you to keep your dis-
tance.”

And away she flew llke an arrow out of
abow,

She was just in time for the train that
paused a minute al the solitary little de-
pot in the woods, and, leaning back 1
the seat, reflecied joyfully thut she was
already beginniug the elopement.

|
all that, |
i

| of the Ix
| hair's br

Pretty, blossom-like little fooll How
little had she calculated the end of her

resh experiment! And yet to her it
ecemod that she was beginning to live
romance,

It was toward 10 o'clock at night
when the train stopped at Pittsburg.
The Hapgood house wus nearly opposite
the terminus, a comfortable, old-tash-
foned wooden structure, its windows
gleaming with lights, like the shine of
friondly eyes; and thither Gerty bent
her footsteps.

“Oh!" said the plumr, motherly land=
lady, *“it's the young lady from Wardham
vilinge as a rovm was engaged ior hy
Iy Montressor. Number 16. Yes, it's

uli right, Miss, Please towalk up. The
lady's there, waiting for you!”

*I'he lady?

« Mrs. Montres=or, von know,” sald

the landlady. “And a fine, handsome
person she is, only a tri stout, as we
¢1l is, when we jets toward 40 odd.

Gerty stood as still and whiie as if she
was turned to stone.

«His mother, I suppose,” she told her-
self, regaining courage. “How kind of
Y to send her here to welcome me !

At the same mowment the landlady flung
open the door of number 16, a small cozy
room, with a bright lamp burning on the
's the young lady, mem!" said she,
lipping a courtesy.

And a fat woman, gayly dressed in cot-
, velvel and imitation lace, waddled
oward,

+Oh!” said she, ‘‘good evening, my
ear, So you the gal that's goin' to

warry my husband?
“Your husband?” echoed Gerty.
“Don't be alarmed,” said the fat
woman, busying herself with the strings
erty’s hat. **We was divorced eight
urs ago.  He couldn’t support me, and
| wasn't goin to suppori him, He's had
wo wives since.  But don't worry. He's
got bills from both of 'em. One of 'em
rank, and t' other one said he drank.
uess they was both true! And now

Le's shined up to you! Well, I guess
you'll get enough of him,a great lazy.
irinkin® vagabond, as was raised in Pork
il workhouse, and served two ters in

for forgin'l
3y '8 ne to a check for $50.'
Gerty stood pale and shocked.
©It is talse!” gasped she. “You are
saventing these lies to estrange me from

awyer Ou-

e penitentiary

siess your heart, my dear, no T
nt, id the fat woman, with a com-
ivclable, chuckling laugh, “What shouid

ain by estrangin’ you from him? |
o't care, I've my marriage lines to
ow, and my papers of divorce, and
rdy's welcome to mariy as many new

ves as Bluebeard, for all I care.
ty turued to the landlady.

How early does the first train for
Wardhaia start in the morning,” said

(ver

At 4 o'clock,” said the landlady. “The
railroad hands n on it.

“So will 1," said Gerty.

\nd how about the g

d the rooms?" questioned Mrs.

“I'll never gpeak to hi

rty. with spirit

i again!™ sal

hine

She was at her the next
ning, as usual, when  Frank
i moeame | vked up shyi
1 Lie said, ““wont
Jive m ol g O Cro wit
1+ dast nigh i—1 am very
wad if you can wals Loiue with 1
ight—"
[hat was enough for Mr. Tryon. Tley
ere engag as an

before the moon

night!

ancy could not endure the

¥ rth or fifth wite 1

n who had once g :d the penite

vy, and Mr. Montres-or never la .

y hancee aguln

And Sarah Willis kept t
lopement well.—N. Y. Lo

pret

secret of

Ghosts in the Sanctem.
Augusta, Gu., has an editor
ared into several weeks' illne y &
he Atlanta

OUrnmi U

the reporters ol tk tells of it u

The sickin with now,
1 the cause of it l 0 I'ne
vne of the editor who red elf
) s0 badiy lrigit o,
I itis a g {00 id is

for what it is worih,.
During reconsiru

sl was arres

wily, and put
Livetto house, wh

the Chronicle

ofliee s
pt an eye upon the imprisoned citicon
uring the night the 1 | tread o
ssenlry was brough i oy a
i 9 0 { i i sLius
Kt ad the prizonet
ol av it Lias never boen
1 ! e . -
W week
hat edilors
and AL ne ek
alter the re ) e
©OWARS e
heew e d ol
Y i
k to him. il ciiend
vard the almo=t noi-eles '
gor. Theu h ek U
uard wa
ts the Kulle bl 4 ]
t, the huitied =t >
or and I
o
0 nwii i
bt
0 bued, v It

tenadined f W
enrly killed i

Am Eagle's -1iach on o Bone

Onr senior edit thid Nat spent
crab ays receniiy o the ses coast
with his family, wheee he me 1 D
uilly, Bailey Mathis wnd A e Walker,
P + Uraw dvilie T "o
en leinen el witn o ugt v (X8
sehrps vl oy ocen mh
ot cevinde,
Woaile oud in the bay tishing
| ey espied o arge B
ity toward thein N
1= cpationad queen’’ w \ e
1o make D O subjects, toe
mietly eout nued to throw ou h
lines; but wp S NOVeD geape
~ il reached iho bont in whieh they were
lishing, it took an upward flig w
goolly distance, when all al onee dowe

It cains
inz at Mr. Demilly, who sat in
L, nssing

adtn, It m
attacks, bul was vigor

euld | Killed by Lightning ina Hollow Tree.
aged 17
a resident of Willinmsport, was
overtuken by a storm and took refuge on
w recent evening in a hollow tree along
struek
the tree and young Sievenron was in-
His lifeless body was
following moruing standing
tree. — Beltimore

Frank Stevenson, colored,

Years,

the Conococheague. Lighwing
stantly killed.
found the
upright in
Ameriean.

the

with a tromendons swoop, strik-
the how
head only “hy a
several oiher
usly beaten off by
| the use of their fishing poles,




