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MARY J.

(Senny Bank Farm)

CHAPTER X.—~1Coutinued.)

For an'instant 1 felt a thrill of pride,
to know that there was yat aught o me
which could interest bini, but ‘twas only
for a moment, Aand then there came Lp
pefore me thoughta of the strunger, aud
swing to soma anknown influence, which |
I shall not attempt to expluin, the doc
tor's puwer over me was from that mo
ment at an end; aad though 1 still ‘nln-dl
him, it was &8 would like any Iriend
who svinced & regard for me.

Of the steatger 1 often thought., won
deving who he was and whonee he cnne
but no one kuew, and all that 1 could
learl) wan thar Herbert anw him the next
morning standing on the steps of a horel,
and chaneing the snme afternoon to be at
the Worcester depot, he saw him enter
the curs hound for Albany, and heard
from one of the by-etanders that he was
8 Georgian, and had probably come to
Boston after “a runaway slavel" Beiog
a troe-born daughter of freedom-loving
Mussgchusetts, this lotelllgence of consee
had the effect of coollng my ardor sowe
what, and wishing In my heart that ev-
ery one of his negrees wonld run wwuy,
I banlshed him for a time from my mind.

After many Ingulries, and much con
sulfation with her particular friend Mri.
Ashley, my aunnt at last declded to send
me to a private school; while Anna, af
ter a4 two weeks' nsloge with dressonk.
ern, was Introdoced into society, where,
If she was not a reigning bells, she wis
at least a favorite; and more than oneo 1
bheard the most fattering compliments |
bestowed npon ber, whila it was |Iu~-ui.||
to be "a pity that her aistor was #o sinin
and unpretending In her appearance,”

CHAPTER X1

Aunt Charlotte, Annn aud mywsell were
sitting in the parlor one morning, abonl
four weeks after our narrivil in Boston,
when the door bell rang, and the servant
ushered In a young lady, who I readily
guessed was Ade Montrone, for thers war
about her an air of languor, as if she hod
Just arlsen from a slek bed.  All dmibt
on this point was eoon settled by my
aunt's exclalming, ns ahe hastencd to
greet her, “Why, Ada, my child, this Is
& surprise, How do you do?"

The volee which answered was, |
thought, the sweetest and most muslcal
1 had ever heard, and yet there was in
it something which made me involi-
tarlly shudder, 1 do vot know that 1
belleve in presentiments, but sure | am
that the moment I heard the tones of
Ada Montroee's voice, and looked upon
het face, | experienced a most disagree-
able sensation, as if, in some way or oth-
er, she wonld one day eross my path, She
wis beautiful, yet do what | wounld, 1
conld not rid myself of the lden that
alie was my evll genfus, though how in
any way she, a prond Southern bells,
conld ever affect me, a plaln school girl
of fourteen, waa diMenlt to tell, Bhe was,
ge | afterward learned, twenty-two yeurs
of age, but being rather dimlnutive in
plze, and affecting a great deal of ehild-
Ish gimplcity, she pnssed for four or five
years younger, and, Indeed, she heyself
give her age as eightosn.

Divesting hersell of her warm wrap
pings, which slie left upon the Hoor, nnd
shaking out her long curls, she [nforined
my aunt that sbe had come to spend the
\day, saying, by way of apologlzing for
not having sent her word, that “she Lad
veutneed to come without an invitstion,
slie felt herself so perfectly at home.™

Heveral times 1 fancied she seemed to
b listening for something, and when at
last I heard Herbert's voice In the hnll
pud saw the despening flush on her cheek, |
1 wis sure that she felt more than a com-

100 Interost in bim. In his usual good-
:uturud, off-hand way he entered the
Joom, tossing Into my lap s letter from
gy brother Charlle, and telling Anaa that
bier benu hadn't yet written; then, us hix
oye fell wpon Ada, he started back in
¢vident surprise. Boon recovering him
solf, howover, he snid, as he took the )it
te snowflake of a band, which she of-
fvred him:
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“Why, Ada, who knew you were
Jiere 7
I "XNot you, or you would have come

pooner, I reckon," sald she, looking up
L his face In a confiding kind of way,
which brought a frown to Anna's brow.

“Maybe 1 shouldn't have come so
oo, he replied, laughingly, at the
snme time stealing a sidelong glance at
Anna,

“Here, sit right down by me,” sald
Miss Montrose, s sho saw him looking
fur a seat, 1 want to scold you for not
calling on me oftener when I was sick,
You don't know how neglected 1 tuolt,
Why didn't you come, hey?"'

And. she plagfolly pulled his hair, ol
lJowing her hand to remaln some *lpe |
ninong hix wavy locks. This was u kind
of Guguerry entirely new to me, nwl |
Juoked on in mmazement, while Annu,
wore distucbed than she was willing 1o
acknowlidge, left the room. When she
wus gone, Ada anid, letting her hand full
from Herbert's head to his arm, *“Tell
miv. is that the Lee girl who attracted so
munch attention at Mres. Gore's party ¥

There was o look of gratified pride on
Huorhert's foce us he answered, “Yes—
the same—don't you think ber pretty 7'

They had probably forgotten my pres
euoe—Ada most certainly bad, or wlse
ghialld ot eare; for she replied, " Protey
enuneh for some tastes, T suppose, Lnt
I ghe lacks pollsh pud refinement,
at all relnted to you "

"My stepfather’s uleoe, that's all." re
plivd Ilerbert, while Ada qulekly rejoin
gd in a low tone, “Then, of course, |

Is she
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different cups of binck tea, which had
been ordered expressly for her, and to
which she objected an heing too hot, or
too cold—<ton wenk or too strong. It
took but A short time to show thut vhe
was a spoiled baby, good natured only
when nll the nttention was lavished apon
her, and when her wishes were para-
mount to anll others.

Dinner wing over, Herbort, taking his
hint, went out Into the strect, in spite
of his mother's whispered effort to keep
him at home. ‘Thig, of course, vexed the
little Iady, and after thrumming n few
nutes hpon the piano, she announced her
Intention of returning home, sayiog rhat
“she wishod she lad not come.” At this
mowment the deor bell rang, and some
young ladles enme in to eall upon Anna.
They seemed surprised at finding Ada
there, anhd after Inguiring for ber health,
one of them said, “Dio tell us, Ada, who
that gevtlemnn was that enme and went
o siyly, without our ever weelng him?
Mura. Caeran snys he wan from Georgla,
and that 1s all we know about him, Who
wos het”

Adn storted, nnd turning slightly pale,
replivd, “Wlint do you mean? ['ve seen
na gontleman from Georgin. Wlere was
he? nnd when wns he here?"

“An much ns three weeks or more
ngo,' returned Miss  Marvin, " Mes,
Cameran got somewint acquainted with
him."

“Mes, Cameron!” repented Ada, turp-
ing alternntely red and white. ““And,
proy, whnt did she say ¥ .

I fnneled there was o aplee of malice
fn Nlise Marvin's natore: st Jenst, she
evidently wished to unnoy Ada, for she
repliod, "She said Le wae ngly looking,
though guite distingue; that he canme in
the afternoon, while she wag in the pub-
lie parlor tnlking with a Iady about you
nnid yourengngement with Mre. Langley,”

“The hateful old  thing,” mottered
Adn, while Annn torned white a8 e
ble, and Miss Marvin eontinued, "When
the lidy hind gone he hegged pardon for
the liberty, but asked her if she knew
you, Of course, she told him ghe did,
and gave him any further information
which she thought would plense him.'

“Of eourse she did—the
widow " ngnln  interenpred
which Miss Murvin
Cameron  didn’t mean to do snything
wrong, for how could she guess  thut
"twonld affect him in any way to know
you were engnged 1

“Aud she told him T was engaged! 1t
isn't o 1 ain't!" exclalmed Ada, while
the angry tears dropped from her glit-
tering oyes,

“What does that mean then?" asked
Miss Murvin, lnnghingly, pointing at the
ring on Ada's finger,

MHer first lmpulse was to wrench it
from hor hand and cast it from her, but
shie remembered herself in thwe, and
growing quite ealm, ns if to atteibute her
recent ngitation to a different eanse, she
snid: "1 wish people would attend to
their own affuirs, and let mine alone.
Supposoe I am enzaged—Iis that a reason
why Mrs, Cameron shonlid discuss the
matter with strangers? But what else
did she sny? And where is the gentle
man now ¥

muddling
Adn: ofler
proceeded —" M,

“Gone home," answered Miss Marvin,
glaneing mischilevously st her eompan
ions. “He went the next morning, and
shiv gnid he looked very mneh distuehod,
either at your illness or your engagemetit
~the former probobly—and that s why
I think it strange that he didu't stop to
gee you, though maybe he did™

“No, he didn't,” clhimed in Miss Mar-
vin's wister, “for don’t youn know she
siid he went to the thenter?"

All this time my interest in the un-
known CGreorgian had been increasing, and
nt this last remark 1 forgot myself en-
tirely, nand started forward, exclaiming,
“Yes, be was there; 1 saw him and spoke
with him, too."

The pext moment 1 sunk back upon
the ottoman, abashed and mortified, while
Ada gave me a withering glance, nand
sald, scornfully, “You spoke to him!
Aud, pray. what did you say?"

An explanation of what 1 said would,
I knew, oblige me to confess the fainting
fit, of which 1 was somewhat asbamed,
and so | wade no reply: nor was any
expected, I think, for without walting
for my answer, Adu sald to Misa Marvin,

“AMres. Cameron, of course, learned his
name, even if she hnd to ask it out
right?”

“Yeg, she made inquiries of the clerk
nt the hotel, who wouldn't take the rrou-
ble of looking on the bouk, but sald Le
belleved it was Field, or something like
that," returned Miss Marvin,

As if uncertainty were now made sure,
Ada tirped so white that In seme nlarm
her young friends arked what they shoald
do for her; bot she refused thelr offers of
aid, saylng “it was only the heat d6f the
room, sod she shionld soon f!'l.ll better:

“And is it the heat of the room which
affects you, Miss Tee?" nsked one of the
glrls, observing for the first time the ex-
treme pallor of Anna's face,

“Ounly o hendoehe,” was her answoer,
as she prossed her hand upon her fore
head

SheYywas fearfully pale, and T knew it
wis no common thing which had thus
moved her, and when not long afterward
the yvouug Indies left ue, T was glpd, for
I felt that botly shie and Ada needed to

be nlote.  The moment thoy wers gote
Anng left the parlor, while I, frightened
by the pgonized expression of her fies,

soon followed her: but the dopr of our
rooiy wis locked, and it was in vain [

shnn't bave to cousin her

“Probably not,” was Herbert's an
swer, which 1 interpreted one wuy
Ada another,

Her next remark was & proposnl that
Herbert sbould that afternoon take her
+ut to ride; bat o this he made some
sbjection; whereupon she pretended 1o he
ungry, leaning back on the sofa and it
1oring that “she didn't belleve he cared o
Lit for her, and he might as well confess
it nt onece.”

Here the dinner bell rang, and offering
ple arm to the pouting benuty, Herbert
Wi ler to the dining room, where she
Wis somn restored to good bumor by my
piint, “vho lavished upon her the utmost
 witeuiinn, kamering every whim, and go-

" fug w0 far as to prepare for her four

elled on hier to pdmit me, for she ouly
ntewersd i n volee choked with Tenre,
“io nway, Hosn: 1 rather b
| nlone,”

wonhd

S L left her and returned 1o the par-
lor, where 1 found Ada weeping passion-
ately, while my sunt, who had not beon
present during the conversntion which
hidd #0 affected her, was treylng in valn to
learn the enuse of her grief.

“Nothing mueh,"” was all Ada wounld
Ay, oxcepting that “she wanted to
go e

In the midst of oor excitement Her-
bert eame in, He had repented of his un-
graclous refusal to ride with Ada, and
now the carrlage stood at the door; but
she refused, saylng petulantly, when
urged by wmy nunt to go, that “if she

| couldn't ride when she wanted ta, an.
wonldn't ride at all.”
"Where's Anua? Bhe'll go, 1 know,”
sald Herbert, glancing round the roum,
! and adding In a low tone, which reached

‘m.r ear only, “sand 1'd far rather she
would.”

When I explained to him that she bad |

n headachs, and did not wish to be dis-
turbed, he exclulmed, “What uils all the
girla today? Anything the matter with
you, Rosa? If there lsn't, put on your
| boninet and 1'll show youn the ecity, for I
um resolyved upon riding with somebody."”

As my aunt made no objection, 1 wus
soon ready and seated by the side of
Herbert in the light vehicle, which he
Idruw himself, 1 think he exerted him-
pelf to be agresabls, for 1 never saw
him appenr so well before, and in my
heart 1 did not blame my poor slster for
lking him, as [ was sure she did, while
at the same time | wondered Low he
could faney Ada Moutrose, Ax if divia-
Ing my thoughta, he turued suddenly to-
ward me and said: “"Hosa, how do yon
ke Ada?"

Without stopping to reflect, I replied
promptly, “Not st all.”

“Frankly spoken,” said he: and then
for weveral minutes he was silent, while I
wis trylug to decide In my own mind
whether or not he wan offended, and [
was about to ask him when he turned to
me again, saying: “We are engnged-—
did you know It 7'

I replied that 1 had inferred as much
from the conversation which 1 had heard
between her and Miss Marvin, saying
further, for lLia manoner emboldened me,
that *'1 was surprised, for 1 did not thivk
her such n one a8 he would faney.”
“Neither in #he,” snid he, nguin relaps-
Ing Into silence. At last, rousitig up, he
continwed, “1 must talk to somabudy, snd
uy you seem to be n senuible girl, I may
s well make a elean breast, and lell you
nll about it. Adn enme up here from
Georgin Inst spring, and the momont
mother saw her shie picked ber out for
her future duoghter-indaw. I don't
know why it is, but mother has wanted
me to get married ever since 1 began to
shave, | belleve she thinks it will make
me steady; but [ am stendy enoygh now,
for I haven't drunk a drop in &lmost a
year. 1 should, though, if Ada Montrose
was my wife. But that's nothing to the
point. Mother saw and liked her. 1 saw
her, and liked her well enough at flrsy,
for she s beautiful, you know, and every
wan {8 more or less attracted by that.
They say, too, that she Is wealthy, and
though 1 would sg soon marry & poor girl
a8 n rich one, provided 1 liked her, 1
shall not deny but her money hod [ts in-
fluence with me to a certain extent. And
then, too, it was fun to get her away
from the other young men who flocked
around her, like bees rounad a honey jar.
But, to make n long story short, we got
engoged—henven oply knows how; huat
engaged we were, and then——" Hao
he paused, as if nearing n painful sub-
jueet, but soon resuming the thread of lis
story, bhe continued: “And then I stopped
writing to Anna, for I would not Le dis-
honorable. Do you think she fult 7"
The question was 6o unexpected, that
I was thrown quite off my guurd, and
replied: “Of course sbe did; who wonlda't
foel mortified to huve their letters un-
answered 7"

“rpwns wrong, I koow,” sald he, *1
ought to have been man enough to (ell
her how it was, and I did begin more
than n dozen letters, but never Lnished
them. Do you think Anna likes me now,
or could like me, If T was pot engnged,
and ghe knew 1'd  never get drunk
ngnin ¥"*

Could he have seen her when first she
lonrned that his affections were given
to another he would have been suthciont-
ly apswered; but he did not, and it was
not for me, | thought, to enlighten him;
so 1 replied evasively. after which he
continued: “As soon as 1 was engaged
to Ada, she began to exact so nuch ot
tention from me, neting so silly, and np-
pesring so ridiculous that 1 got sick of it,
and now my daily study is how to wvid
myself of ber: but 1 helieve U've com
menced vight, Can I make a contidnnt
of vou, and feel sure you'll not betsny
me to any one, unless it Is to Auna't”

1 hardly knew how to answer, for if
it was soything wrong which he medi-
tated, 1 dld not wish to be in the secrot,
and so 1 told him; but it mude no diffar-
ence, for Le proeveded to say: ‘1 shall
never marry Adn Montrose, nevar; ueith-
er would it break her heart if 1 shouldn't,
for she's more than half tired of e
now."

1 thought of the dark strenger, and felt
that he was right, but 1 sald nothing,
and Le went on: “Bometimes [ thought
I'd go up te Bunny Bank, tell Anna ll
about It, usk her to marry me, and so
settle the matier at once; but then 1 did
not know but she might have grown up
raw, awkward, und disagreeable, so 1
devised a plan by which I could find out,
Mother would, buen her right hand off, 1
belleve, to save me from a drunkard's
grave, and when | wish to win her cvon-
sent to any partieular thing, all 1 huve to
do Is to threnten Lhier with the wine cup.”
“Oh, Herbert! how ean you?' [ ex-
clnimed, for 1 was inexpressibly shoek
o,

“It's & way U've got into,” said he,
Innghing at my rueful face, “And when
1 suggested that Anna should spend the
winter here, | hinted to the old Indy that
if she didn’t consent, 1'd go off with a
party of youug men on a4 hanting sxeur-
slon. Of course she slelded at onece, for
she well kuew that if 1 joined my former
boon companlons 1 should fall" |

“And so we are indebted to you for
our winter in Boston," sald I, beginning
to see things In w new light,

“Why, no, not wholly,” he answered;
“mother consented muich easier than |1
supposed she would, The fact I, he's
chunged some since she was at Suuny
Bunk. She's joined the chureh, ond
though that In my estimation  don't
amiount to much, of coursd, she has (o do
hetter, for it wonldn't answer for a pro
fegsor to put on so many nirs."”

It was nearly dark when we roached
home, and as the lamps were not vel
Hghted in the parlor, | went fumediotely
found

.

to my rown, where 1 Annn lying
apan a &ofa, with her face burled in the
cushions, 1 knew she was not asleep,

though she wonkdl not answer me until
I had thrieo repeated her name.  'Plhion
lifting up her head, she turned townmnl
we a face as white us ashes, while she
sald, motioning to a lttle stool near Ler,
“8it down by me, Rosa; 1 st teli to
some one, or my heart will break.”
Tuking the seat, | listened while she
told me how much she had loved Herbert
Lungley—how she had struggled o over
come that love when she thought he had
slighted her, and how, when she saw him
Jdaily in his own home, It had returnad
upon her with all lts former strensth,
unt{l thers came to her the stastling

| uews that he was engaged to snother. '

“I eannot stay here,” sald she. “I am
golng howe, [ have written to mother— |
soe,” and whe poigted to a letter which |
lay upon the tuble, and which sbe bid |
me read. It was a wtrange, rambling
thing, ssylog that “she should die Iif she
stayed lunger o Bostou, and that she was
comlog back to Sunny Bank."”

Thera waa the souud of footsteps o
the hull, aud Herbert's voice was heard
at the door, nsking for adwittance. He
bad often visited us In our room, nnd
now, without consulting Auna’s wishes,
I bid Wi enter, going out myself and
leaving them alone. What pussed be-
tween them [ never koew, It the sup-
par table walted loug for Merbert, end
wua Hoally removed, my aunt thinking
he had goune out, “to see Ada, porbaps,”
whe aaid, and theo she asked mao how 1
liked her, telling me whe was to be Her
bert's wife, and that she hoped they
would be murried early in the spring.

I made her no direet reply, for | felt
I waa acting a double, nay, a treble pirt
ln belng thus confided in Ly thres: but |
could not well help It, and 1 hoped, hy
betraying neither party, to atone fn a
measure for any deceit 1 might be prac
ticing. After that night there wis
groat change in Anns, who hecame so
lively and cheerful that nearly sl ob-
served It, while Herbert's attentions to
ber, both at home and abrond, were ro
macked an to arouse the jealousy of Ada,
who, while she nffected to scorn the ilea
of belng supplanted by “that awkward
Les girl," an she called ber, could not
wholly coneeal her anxiety lest “the Lee
girl"” should, after all, winu from her ber
betrothed hushand,

(Ta be econtinned.)

SOME POINTED QUESTIONS.

Put Youraelf in the Other One's Place
and Answer,

The great task of sound ethics Is to
stimulate the soclal hmagloations. Wae
must be continually prodding our sense
of soclnl consequence to keep it wide
awnke, says a writer In the Atlantle
Mugazine. We must be asking our-
gelves at each polnt of vontnet with
the lves of others such polnted yues
tlons as these:

How would you like to be the tallor
or washerwoman whose bill you have
neglected to pay?

How would you like to be the cus-
tomer to whom you are selling these
adulterated or Inferior goods?

How would you like to be the Inves.
tor in this stock company which you
are promoting with water?

How would you like to be the em
ployer whose tlme and tools and ma-
terlal you are wasting at every chance
you get to lonf and shirk and neglect
the duties you are pnld to perform?
How wonld you like to be the clerk
or saleswoman In the store where you
are reaping extra dividends by lmpos-
ing harder conditions than the state of
trade and the market compel you to
adopt? .

How would you llke to be the stoker
or weaver or mechanic on the wages
you lmpose?

How would you like to be the busi-
ness rival whom you deprive of his
little all by using your greater wealth
in temporary cut-throat competition?

Conscientions Omolal.

“There |s nothing like the authorlty
of even the lesger officlals on the con-
tinent,” sald a tourlst who liad Just re-
turned from Europe. “In Germany the
lenst clerkling In the employ of the
government assumes the right to Inter-
fore with your smallest private affalrs.
“When I 'was in Parls,” he says, “l
had a little Joke with a friend of mine
about an old felt hat I wore on our
walking ours. A month or so after,
when 1 was In a little town In  Ger-
many, |t huppened that my part of the
joke was to send the hat to him. So |
tied 1t up and took It to the postoffice, a
gmall box of a place with one old Ger-
wman 1o attendance. He asked me what
was In the package.
*Merchandlse," 1 sald.
“sWhat kind of merchandise? he
asked, and then put more and more
questions, untll I told bim it was an
old felt hat,
*‘[HHow much is It worth?
“I thought this was part of the reg-
nlatlon, so I told blw it was not worth
anything.
“iAnd you are going to send It by
mall?

'y ‘Ye..'

“‘“YWhen It has no value?

“‘Yes, But It has a certain kind of
value.’

“How much?

“aNothing thnt 1 can estimate.’

“Then It Is not worth the postage,
and you had better not send It

#eBut 1 want to send It

40t Is folly, mein herr, and I cannot
allow It.'

“Qn 1 had to go to an express offiee:
and send It that way. Now that Is u
paternp]l government for you,"

Overtime.

Grumpp—Is there such a thing as o
“planists’ unlon?"'

Reglster—I1  never
Why?

Grumpp—1 thought if there was one
I'd like to eall It to the attention of the
YOUNE womnn next door and get her to
joln. She works at her plano more
than elght hours a day.—Philndelphin
Press.

heard of one.

Snuff Using Is Increasing.

The snull users of the United States
have Inereased In number about 6 per
cent o year for gevernl years, taking
the nnouil consumption of snuflf ns the
basls of ealeulation, The aggregat:
welght of pinches of snuff taken last
yoar was 18,000,000 pounds,

) There Are Exceptions.

“It Is sald that all pursons’ sons turn
out to be worthless, Do you belleve 7"

“Oh, dear, no! Some parsons have no
sons, you know."—London Kling.

Auu-mulﬂlu aud Iynching parties
travel &t a break-neck pace.
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Johin Burns of Gettyaburg,
Eave you heard the story that gossips
tell
Of Burns of Getiysburg?
well;
Brief is the glory that hero earns,
Briefer is the story of poor John DBurns;
He was the fellow who won renowti—
The only mun who dido't back down

No? Ab,

town,
But held bis own io the fight next doy,
When all his townsfolk ran away.
That was in July, sixty-three,
The very day that General Lee,
Flower of Southern chivalry,
Batled nnd beaten, backward reeled
IFrom a stubborn Meade and a barren
field,
I might tell you how, but the day before,
John Burns stood at his cottage door,
Looking down the village street,
W liere, in the shade of his peaceful vine,
He hieard the low of his gnthered kine,
Aud felt thelr broath with Incense sweet;
Or I might say, when the sunset burned
The old furm gable, he thought it turned
The milk, thar fell in n babbling Hood
Into the milk pail, red ns blooed,
Or how he {aveied the bum of bees
Weore bullets buzging nmong the trees,
But all such fancifol thonglits as these
Were strunge to s practical man like
Burns,
Who minded only hLils own concerns,
Troubled no more by fancles fine
Than one of his calm eyed, long-talled’
kine—
Quite old-fashioned and matter-of-fact,
Blow to argue, but quick to act.
Thut was the reason, as some [olks say,
He fought so well on that terrible duy,
And it was terrible. Oun the right
Raged {or hours the heady tight,
Thundered the battery's dounble buss—
Ditticult music for men to fuce;
While on the left-—where now the graves
Undulate Hke the living waves
That all that day unceasing swept
Up to the pits the rebels kept—
Round-shot plowed the upiand glades,
Sown with bullets, reaped with blades;
Shattered fences here and there
Tossed their splinters in the wir; ‘
The barns that onee held yeilow grain
Waere heaped with haevest of the slaing
The cattle bellowed on the plain, ‘
The turkeys screamed with might and
main,
And brooding barn-fowl left their rest
With strange shells bursting in each nest,
Jast where the tide of battle turus,
Erect and lonely #tood old Jolhin Burns.
How do you think the man was dressed?
He wore an ancient long bull vest,
Yellow as saffron—but his best:

And, buttoned over his muanly breast,

Was a bright-blue coat, with a rolling

collar,

And large gilt buttons—size of a dollar—

With tails that the country-folk called

“swaller."

He wore a broad brimmed, bell-crowned
hat,

White as the locks on which it sat.

Never had such a sight been scen

For forty years on the village green,

Sinee old John Burns was a couutry
benu,

And went to the “quiltings" long ago.

(Close at his elbows all that day

Veterans of the PPeninsula,

Sunburnt and bearded, charged away;

And striplings, downy of lip and c¢hin—

Clerks that the Home Guard mustered
in—

Glanced, as they passed, at the hat he
wore,

Thet at the rifle his right hand bore;

And hailed bim, from out their youthful
lore,

With scraps of a slangy repertpire:

“How are you, White Hat?" *1'ut her
through.,"

“Your heud's level," nand
you!"

Called him “Daddy"; begged be'd dis-
close

The nume of the tallor who made his
clothes,

And what was the value he set on those;

While Burns, unmindful of jeer and scoff,

Stood there pleking the rebels off—

With his long brown rifle, and bell-crown

“Bully for

hat,

And the awallow talls they were lungh-
ing at.

"T'was but for a moment, for that re-

spect

Which clothes all courage their voices
checked,

And something the wildest could under-
stand

Spake in the old man's strong right hand;

And his eorded throat, sod the lurking
frown

Of his eyebrows under his old bell-crown;

Until, aus they gnzed, there crept an awe

Through the ranks in whispers;, nod some

: men saw

In the antigue vestments and long white
hair '

The Past of the Nation in battle there;

That the gleam of his old white hnt afar,
Like the crested plume of the brave Na
varre,
That day was the oriflamme of war,
80 raged the battle, You know the
rest:
IMow the rebels, beaten and
pressed,
RBroke at the fingl charge and ran.
At which John Burng—u praoctical mon—
Shonldered his rifle, unbent his brows,
And then went back to his bees and cows,
This is the story of old John Burns.
This is the moral the reader learns;
In fighting the battle, the
whether
show a hat
feather!
—Bret Harte,

backwnrl

question's

You'll that's white, or n

TOBOGGANING INTO A BEAR,

Dangers of Bear Hunting on an ey
Northern Island,

A member of the Wellman palar ex-
peditiop of 1808.4, Paul DBjoervig, Is
described by Mr. Walter \Wallman, In
“A Tragedy of the IPar North," as u
man of superior courage, of uHexawm-
pled fortitude and of inspiring char-
neter, If there was a bit of danger-
ous work to do, he was sure to be
the first to plunge in. He sang and
lnughed nt bis work, If he went down

Success I the only road om the may )
that leads W prosperity. '

luto a “porridge,” half lee and half
salt water, and was pulled out by bhis

When the rebels rode through his native |

The very trees were stripped and bare; | spoke,

balr, he came up with a Joke about
the lcewcream freeser.

One day three men were out bear-
hunting on an lsland. Two of them
had rifler, the other had none. The
last was Bjloervig. They found a bear,
wounded him, and chased him to the
top eof a glacler., There bruin gtood
at bay. One of the hunters went to
the left, another to the right. Bjloervig
laborlously mounted the lece-pile to
goare the beast down where the others
imluht ket a shot. But one of the
Lhunters becama Impatlent, and started
{tn climb up also, On the way he lost
| nis footing, fell, and slid forty or fifty
| feot Into a pocket of soft snow.

At that moment, unfortunntely,
Bjoervig frightened the bear. Leaving
[ the summit of the lee-heap, the beast
slipped and slid stralght toward the
heipless man, who was floundering up
to his armpits below. Apparently the
wan's Hfe was not worth a half-kroner,
In a few seconds the bear would be
111[1:)“ bim, and would tear bhim to
pleces,  The brute was wounded, furk
ous, desperate,

Bjoervig saw what he had to do,
e did got hesitate,  He followed the
| bear. rom hiz perch at the summit he
|l'rm_—w himself down the precipltous
slope. e rolled, fell, slipped stralght
down toward the blg white bear. Hae
had mo weapon but an onken skees
stoff, a mere cane: nevertheless he made
sgtralght for the bear,

Down the hilloek slope he camey
bumping and leaping, and yelling af
the top of his wvolee, His cries, the
commotion which he raised, the vision
the bear saw of a man flying dJdowny
at bim, frightened the beast half oul
of his wits; diverted his pttention from
the fmperviied bhuntor to the bold purs
suer,

This was what Djoervig was working
for. The bear dug hils mighty claws
fnto the lee and stopped and looked af
Bloervig, but Bjoervig could mot stop,
The slope was too steep, his momentumn
too great, He dug his hands into thy
crust of the snow: bhe tried to thrusi
his skee-staff deep into the surface,
It was In vnin. Now he was almos|
upon the Lear; the benst erouched tg
spring at him.  Another second uuq
It would oll be over., Crack! the rifig
The man down below had had
| thme to recover his equilibrinm,  Ane
other shot and the Laitle was overn
Doervig and the bear rolled down to
gethoer,

“You saved my life,"” =ald the mag
with the gun, when Bjoervig had pleked
himself up.

“No, no,” responded DRjoervig, whip
ping the snow out of his hair, *“you
saved mine,"

Money in Rsilroading,

A New York boulevard car wag
going north one day recently when,
with a sudden far, the current wag
thrown off and the passengers were
butnped rudely togethier. The car camae
to n standstill, The motorman, snyy
the New York Times, threw open the
front door and ran back to the con
ductor on the rear platform.

They exchanged a few words, then
both ran through the ear to the fronj
platform. Every passenger sat muty
willh surprise. Suddenly the ear start
ed and then backed. Then it started
nealn, and more backed. Then
It stopped. O jumped motorman ang
conductor, and as the astonished pas
gengers  looked ont of the windows
they saw the *wo men down on theh
hands amnd kpres trying to erawl une
der the ear, Presently, with an execla
mation of dellght, the motoriman, cov-
ered with nead and  grime,  slowly
emerged. Eotering the car nod holds
ing up for hepection n ten-dollar bill
he snid:

“Excuse me passongers, for jarring
you and keeping you walting, but )
came near raaning over this ten-dollag
bill, and I hnYed to do it and leave If
for the molo wan on the car bebind
me.'

Onece

Cha ged His Mind.

It I1s & witde father who knows jus
which story to tell In regard to hlg
own child, dpckson, like other men
has a horror of Infant prodigies as 1-:(..
ploited Ly their proud papns, The New
York Tlmes tells of his wmeeting hig
fricud Wilk'as, who greeted him withy

“Hello, Jarkson! What do you think
my little gixl sald this morning? She's

the bLrightest four-yenr-old in town
She sald
“Excuse we, old man!" exelalmed

Jackson, “Fm on my way to keep ap
engugeinert, Some other thme—"
"She s, “Papa, that Mr. Jackson

And some of the soldiers sinece declare ! {8 the havalsomest man | know! Haw|

haw! Haw's thiat for precocity, oh

And Juckson replled, “Wilking, I'm
a little enrly for my engagewent, That
youngster certainly 1s a bright one
Come Into this toy store and help me
select A few things that will please a
givl of hee taste, and Ul send them te
ler, if yeu don't mind,"”

The Autolst on Horseback.

Automesllist—1 wish thig confoundes

thing weuld run out of gasoline,

A llean .\l;lll._
“He's the weanest man In town.”
“Wha hns e done?"

“Why be permits his wife to accep

jallmony from two of her former hus

bands.'"--Ht, Louls Post-Dispateh;

No wuiﬂ.u:_sl_ml—:h_j_laugh it & “Joke*
on ber husband.




