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' BmiMI hMa have i 
Beautifol thoughts have we. ....... 

Stars shine high abore the sight - . 
Of earth's vague whispering 

Under the earth's broad bosom -
Never a beauty lies 

But shall burn its way to the rim of day, 
And flash to our wondering eyes. 

Beautiful gems lie hidden 
Under the fold of earth; 

Even the slime hides a thought sublime 
Till the time of the lily's birth. 

Even the birds went creeping 
Wingless and featherless. 

Till plume by plume, like the roses' bloom, 
They borrowed the singer's dress. 

• Beautiftil birds have plumage, 
Beautiful thoughts fly high; 

•The poet's song cannot slumber long, 
Its track is the boundless sky. 

Under the infinite heuven 
Never a wing unfurled 
i1 j1!^ Wfly *° the verge of day, 
And flash on Rome wondering world. 

—Laura Bell in American Magazine. 
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THE MOONSHINERS. 
The girl closed the door of the 

crumbling spring house. Her expres
sion was alert and expectant—her 
movements sluggish,almost dilatory; 
and yet a chilling wind whistled 
down the holes of the rotten roof, 
through the gaps and chinks between 
the worm eaten logs; it tossed her 
brown hair, crimsoned her pretty 
cheek, all unheeded. Miriam Sagsby 
did not feel the northerly 
gale. Her gaze fastened itself 
upon the thickets of laurel, sassafras 
and creeping bramble, where a nar
row path, only a few yards away, ab
ruptly disappeared. The spring bub
bled out from under a huge rock, be
hind which ran a deep ravine where 
sunlight never penetrated the great 
pines, even at midday. The spot 
could not have been more wildly 
somber; but .there was a safety in 
that black abyss, serviceable more 
than once within Miriam's memory. 
Her smile broadened into a pleased 
laugh as the lapping bushes were 
pushed aside, and a man looked 
warily about him before quitting 
their shelter—a man in the rough 
home-spun of a mountaineer, but 
bith the handsome face, soft hands 
and indescribable aspect of one used 
to ease and luxury. 

''It's you, Dr. Heathe!" she ex
claimed in well feigned surprise. 

"Who did you think it was.Miriam?' 
inquired Dr. Heathe, his keen, rapid 
glance darting with lightning rapidity 
into every dingy nook and remote 
shadow. There was something pain
fully apprehensive in the watchful 
scrutiny continually in those restless, 
suspicious eyes, as well as the firm, 
halt' menacing hold up the rifle always 
carried or at hand for instant use. 
"Have you seen any strangers?" he 
questioned. 

^'Strangers? How should I? Strang-
ew don't come this a-way, onliest 
fney're arfter the moonshiners,"' she 
nuglied. 
"Don't they?" he sa id, without echo

ing the laugh. "There are worse 
things than free stills." 

_ "Last winter when I went down the 
ridge to Odds Corner to school, the 
guv'ment men were arfter the moon
shiners. en' they met me one evenin', 
whenst I'se a-crossin' Diffikil branch, 
sn' offered me a new dress to show the 
way to ole Tim Skinner's" 

"Did you do it?" and again that 
sharp glance went off on its perpetual 
search for secret danger. 

"Do it?" she retorted scornfully. 
•'Do you think I'd tell of anybody?" 

"Perhaps yon didn't know?" 
"But I did know," she triumphant

ly asserted. "I knew jest' where the 
'still' was, en' I knew they were 
a-goin' off that night with a load, but 
I'd die bei'o' I'd tell of 'em." 

"Are you as brave as that, Mir
iam?" The modulated tone became 
earnest and anxious; his gaze rested 
on her fine, glowing face a full minute 
before it traveled away upon its tire
less hunt of something or some one 
never absent an instant from his 
mind. "Could you, at the peril of 
four life, save men tracked like wild 
beasts?" 

"If 'twur father, now, I'd like to 
see'em catch him while I'm about, «uliest father don't have no mo' to 
o with the free stills. When lie did, 

I kep' him safe, en' give him the sig
nal if ever a stranger prowled the 
ridge," returned Miriam; "but you 
ain't no moonshiner?" 

"No, Miriam, not a moonshiner; 
but would you stand by me in that 
way, my girl, and care what became 
of a stranger" 

"You have been on the ridge six 
months or better—you are "not a 
stranger," she interrupted. 

"No; not a stranger as these peo
ple see it," was the half ironical re
ply. "But, Miriam, would you care 
enough to marry me? I mean to 
stay here in the mountains all my 
life—spend my days in these pines 
where no one will ever see me. Does 
it matter to you that I don't want 
.any one to see or know of me?" 

A more vigilant apprehension 
gathered under the intensified sus-

Eense. She had hesitated and averted 
er face. The crystal surface of the 

water at her feet reflected the superb 
grace and manly beauty of this stran
ger, so unspeakably different from 
the rugged sun hardened habitants 
of ridge and hollow. The girl turned 
slowly toward him. 

"I know yot've got sommut to 
hide from," she said quietly; "but 
for all that, Dr. Heathe, you're bet
ter than I am—you're quality breed, 
and I am only the old moonshiner's 
daughter" 

"Hush, Mariam! What does it 
patter what I was?" he broke in 
lassionately. "You're too good for 

me. Only say that you will marry 
me and care for me, scoundrel that I 
am," added the man bitterly. 
Jp^dauntless resolution depicted it-

HK.upon Miriam's countenance, as 
she lifted her lustrous eyes and held 
his shifting glances by the subtle 
farce and fire in their depths. 
ffrYes, I'll maiTy you, en' stand by 
you, too—stand by you en' help you 
—true en'faithful, ill am onliest a 
moonshiner's daughter, I'll say it en' 

!
>romise it, ef so be you're true en' 
aithful to me," 
The harrassed tenison of Heathe's 

countenance relaxed. 

bound ydtoselfto stand 
byjmeandloveme.»rilh6ldyou to 

"I want you to hold me to it, onliest 
I want you to do the saihe by me," 
she replied. 

Relinquishing his gun for a mo
ment, he drew ner into his arms and 
kissed her tenderly, then, with a guilty 
start and involuntary glance around 
him, released the girl and took up his 
weapon. 

"I'm a scoundrel to ask i*," hesaid, 
with a forced, angry laugh, ignoring 
tiie amending request. 

"Mirry! Mirry! called a shrill voice 
from the house. 

"Oh, me! That's grandmother! 
She 11 be after me in a minute!" and 
Miriam hurried off up the path. 
Heathe followed, easily keeping apace 
with her rapid steps. 
"Miriam, shall I inform Ab and your 

grandmother?" heasked. "You'll mar
ry me when there's a preocher conies 
to—Odds Corner, don't you call it?" 

"Yes; thej>reacher can come here. 
Father don't talk, -jn' grandmother 
don't ̂ go nowhere, Miriam replied, 
intuitively divining a reservation af 
doubt and caution under the phras
ing of his question. 

"Ab can hold his tongue, and there 
is no one here who cares to hear of 
me," he remarked, reflectively. "Ab 
is shy of strangers-" 

The girl laughed. 
"You need never fault father for 

talkin' to strangers. You haven't 
promised, though, to do good en' 
faithful by me"—But her lover had 
opened the door, and both went in. 

"Mirry kin tie ter whomst she 
pleases," her father said when 
Heathe, taking advantage of Mir
iam's absence in the shed, told him 
of his hopes. "Hit's a good leetle 
gal as you'll git, en she's a smart gal, 
Mirry is—h'ain't afgered o' nothin'. 
She'll stick ter you, spite o' ole Nick 
hisself, less'n you go back on her; 
'twouldn't be overly safe fur you 
then," and Ab chuckled, while the 
great quid of tobacco oscillated in 
his cheek. 

"She says that she will, and I sup
pose there are people who are true 
and can be trusted, though I have 
never had the good fortune to meet 
them," replied the stranger, a bitter 
smile flitting over his countenance. 

"Jes' so; they be skurce, en'pow'ful 
good ter come across w'en a sliurt 
en' pack o' Guv'menters kem at yo' 
els. The gal knows h'it—Mirry 
knows, she do. 

"You hev' mo' larnin' than we-
uns, doctor. You mebbe wa'n't 
fotclied up likewe-uns,en'I'm a-gwine 
ter say es you mought think yo'sef 
better'n me en' Mirry" 

"Miriam is better than I am—that 
is what I think—and you have been 
my best friend," interrupted Heathe, 
spcakin<r hurriedly, a hot impatience, 
almost desperation, in his manner. 
Old Abe looked pleased. 

"Then you won't be 'shamed 'o 
Mirry ur me. whenst von' luck tu'ns, 
en' you h'ain't 'hleeged ter hug ter 
the mountings?" 

"You are my only friends. There 
is no turn of luck con help me, no 
change whatever that I might wish 
to quit the mountains" was the de
liberate assurance. 

"Hit's all right, then. I' h'ain't 
much tried in my mind long o' whur 
you be foolin'nr no. Mirry's ekil to 
that ar; h'it's her lookout!" 

Abner relapsed into his moody en
joyment of the huge crackling blaze. 
Grandmother Sagsby came in, and 
soon dozed over her knitting. Miriam 
sat on the hearth opposite Heathe. 
The firelight glowed over her beautiful 
face and the strong, shapely figure. Ut
ter repose and the delightful warmth 
conduced to that half drowsy hazi
ness and abandon of perfect rest. The 
one exception was the stranger. Ap
parently he never rested. The watch
ful, listening, wide awake look seemed 
never beguiled away by any charm 
whatsoever. Two or three dogs that 
slept on the floor near Ab became 
somewhat restless. An old hound 
opened his eyes, and pushed himself 
nearer the door. The movement was 
slight and noiseless, but Miriam sat 
up and noted the animal for an in
stant, then left her seat and stepped 
slowly past him to the shed room. 
The dog followed her into the chilly 
starlight beyond. Then she stopped 
short and observed the hound. Lift
ing his nose high, he sniffed suspicious
ly and gave a low growl. 

"What is it, Miriam?" 
The girl started. Heathe was be

side her, an agony of apprehension in 
his countenance even as he grasped 
his gun and held it ready to fire. 

"Sommut strange is around. 
Leader never mistakes," she whisper
ed. creeping closer to him. "Do you 
think they are hunting for you?"' 

"Yes, I know it. They are on my 
track at last. They are hunting for 
me if they are hunting for anybody, 
but I'll never be taken, Miriam—nev
er!" 

"Taken? no. It's not many get 
taken in the mountings," was the 
scornfull reply. "Leader'il give ton
gue time enough; and remember the 
big hollow tree back of the clearing— 
the rope is always there to let you 
down m it," she directed, in quick, 
low tones. 

"Miriam," he whispered, "don't be
lieve their black story of me—don't 
believe it. I was there—I saw it—but 
I didn't do it. I never intended the 
worst. I can't prove my innocence; 
but I solemnly tell you, I am innocent 
of the worst—the very worst vou will 
hear." 

Miriam laid her hand gently on his 
arm—her face grew tender—lier voice 
soft and tremulous. 

"I care for you John, whether it 
were true or not. Go—now; Leader 
sniffs lower—quite there. Leader— 
sommut's closer!" 

The girl's startled,suppressed voice 
became suddenly shrill in its terror. 
Heath sprang forward with an agile, 
chamois like bound and vanished in 
the pines. The dogs inside the cabin 
as well as out set up a simultaneous 
howl. There was no doubt of an 
alien presence close at hand. Miriam 
rushed into the house and fastened 
the door behind her. 

"We know he's in there!" shouted 
a rough voice. 

"He's there! Give him up! We're a 
goin' to have him!" chorused rough
er voices. 

"Hit's better ter let 'em come, Mir-
rv. He's done swung hisse'f in 'gainst 
now." 

"Ab unbarred the door, and, open-

—o T- thethreshold inccrol 
contemplation of the scene. Instant
ly areTblver was »h eachsideof his 
gray head. 

"What be you after, shurf?" he 
asked, thrusting him aside. The men 
outside rushed rudely past him. 

"£ou might as well give him up, 
Ab, • answered the sheriff; "they've 
tracked him out here, 'en it's 'gainst 
the law ter sliulter a crim'nal. I 
don't want 'er rest a neighbor. Th» 
feller goes by the name of Heathe.'-' 

' We've got to search the premises, 
sheriff," bristled a ferret faced man, 
more than usually energetic in his ef
forts. 

The sheriff smiled significantly. 
"Ef you kin sarch these 'ere prem-

'ses, why jes' go ahead, Mr. Paxton 
—course, sir,'rlie dryly responded. 

"I've followed this Heath for a 
a year, and I won't be beat now. 
There's a reward out for liiin—dead 
or alive—so you may as well tell 
where he is." 

The man Paxfon turned sharply 
upon Miriam as he spoke. 

"Heathe is not his name neither, 
miss, and I'll make it worth your 
while to tell on him." 

Miriam heard him in silence, a set. 
resolute expression upon her face. 

"You shall have part of the re
ward"— 

"I don't touch blood money!" she 
interrupted fiercely. 

"It don't matter. I'll catch him 
yet. He's a cold blooded villian— 
wanted for murder." 

"Murder?" 
The girl shivered. Her face paled 

into a whiteness Ab had never seen 
blanch its deep, healthy hues. 

"Murdered an old man for 
his money. They're sure to 
lynch him if they get 
hands on him. Murder and robbery. 
I'm certain to nab him sooner or lat
er," added the detective, with the 
professional gusto of a man who had 
bagged human game. 

Miriam listened wearily while they 
told the terrible tale to Ab. She 
watched her father narrowly. The 
quasi moonshiner might condone of
fenses against the revenue but mur
der!—she knew that he had a super
stitious horror of a man with blood 
on his hands. 

"He h'ain'tfitten tergitoff,Mirry," 
he whispered, while the search went 
on in the angry thoroughness of 
threatened discomfiture. "He'll iotcli 
us turrible luck, ef he's done h'it, en', 
Mirry, he shan't hev you, noways. 
We'll git inter trouble long o'him ef 
we don't tell." 

"Father, I've helped en' stood bv 
you, liev'n't 1?" asked the girl, a 
passionate pleading in every linea
ment and accent. 

"True 'nuff, Mirry; you've helped 
me pow'ful: but 'twur never murder," 
he rejoined, uneasily. "H'it's no 
good a-hopin' murder." 

"No, no! I wouldn't do it neither; 
but he says he is innocent, father." 

"Innercent? Mayhap he is, en' 
likely he liain;t likely he's jes' a-fool-
in' wid you, ka.se he's sartin, vou'll 
help him oufn his trouble," shrewd
ly interposed Ab. 

"Father, he says he didn't murder 
—he says so," she repeated; "en' 
don't you tu'n against us." 

"Us? He sha'n't hev you." 
The girl clung to him desperate, 

terror stricken violence. 
"No, I won't never go with him till 

you give the say so, father," she prom
ised, recklessly. "But he didn't do it 
—he is innocent, en I'll hold to him 
till it comes all right." 

Ab turned away—his wrinkled 
countenance had grown hard and 
stern in aspect. He wished he had 
heard it all before they told Miriam, 
or before they had come into the 
house and the girl had reminded him 
of the time when her vigilance and 
devotion had stood him in good stead 
while "Guv'menters" hunted for the 
free distillery. 

Angry and disappointed of the gains 
for which they served justice, the de-
tectives came in from their futile 
search. They had found the two or 
three brush thatched outhouses an 
infinitesimal shred of the "premises," 
compared with the black ravine, the 
dense thickets, the great pine forest 
stretching away into untold laby
rinths. 

"See here, old man,*' threatened 
the ferret faced detective, "you'd do 
well to tell the truth. We're sure the 
fellow is here, and we're a-goin' to 
stay till we catch him, so you niight 
as well own up at once." 

"Dunno but 1 might," acknowledg
ed Ab. 

"Heathe was here to-day, wasn't 
he?" questioned the man, in boiling 
exasperation. 

"Jes' so, capting; he wur here ter-
day." 
• "Thought so. Ghn'me the truth, 
now. He's here now, ain't he?" 

Ab tore off a long leaf of tobacco 
from a home grown twist and held.it 
in tempting proximity to his mouth. 

"Nat'ral 'nuff, capting, ef he hain't 
guv you the slip he be lfeah yit." 

"Confound the fellow, we might 
a-known by their takin'it so cool that 
he bad vamosed; curse the whole busi
ness!" anprily retorted Paxton: but 
Ab had stowed the tobacco leaf' safe
ly into his mouth and lazily dropped 
into a chair before the fire. 

His talk was over for the time. 
The lukewarm sheriff and enraged 

detectives had taken themselves off. 
down the ridge, some time before Ab 
said, with a satisfied chuckle. 

"Twan't no lie es I tole 'ein, Mirry. 
I knowed them pow'ful sharp fellers 
wouldn't believe h it; but mind you, 
gal, you hain't got my say so* ter 
tek' no man commits murder, en' 
you'll never git h'it, kase he don't 
mean you right, en' h'it's onlucky. 

The girl knew her father too well to 
remonstrate. Slie knew, too, that 
Heathe was only safe while she ad
hered to her promise not to marry 
him without Ab's permission. The 
cold winter tightened its grip, and 
still an uneasy sense of surveillance 
and danger hung over them. Theold 
moonshiner's family had once been 
full of expedients for deluding doubt
ful visitors. They seemed to come 
back to Miriam, along with thou
sands of ingenious devices for the 
comfort and safety of her lover. All 
the winter long he was neither' seen 
nor heard of at Ab's cabin, but all the 
winter long neither rain, nor snow, 
nor raging tempest—the tempest 
of the mountains—prevented the girl's 
daily pilgrimage to the hut- in the 
blaekravine. Ab would watch her go 

so. 

out in tbe whirftng mow wreaths; 
with the basket on heranu, but he 
heverqu^bn^hOTe^nC^'tS 
winter dragged its ice cpld lengths 
away. Thellne frosty flakes of snow 
betokened a fierce storm coming over 
tlie .ridge—already it had sifted like 
white powder into crack and crevice, 
shutting out the rigid wind roaring 
savagely among the pines outside, 
but passing almost contemptuously 
the warm, substantial cabin crouch
ing beneath them. The snow dead
ened all sounds without, the dogs 
gave no howl nor warning, when sud
denly the door was thrown open, and 
with the sweeping gust and snow two 
men came in. They were the sherifi 
and a stranger. 

"Don't make no stir, Ab!" shouted 
the sheriff. "It's all right—t'other 
feller's confessed. Heathe didn't doit. 
This here's his brother—t'other fel
ler owned up when he's a-dyin'." 

Ab smiled grimly. 
"I wouldn't hev tuk nobody's wu'd 

for h'it but youa'nr shurf." 
"Yes; we've kem a-puppose ter get 

lnm, tho' it's cold es blazes," added 
the satisfied sheriff, "You seeHeathe 
kem in on'em, en' folks knowed thar's 
bad blood 'twixt 'em so they pitched 
oh him, en' wouldn't believe nothin' 
else. 'Twur a clear case 'gainst him; 
but he's innocent, and me'n his 
brother kem for him.. Hes' all right 
now." 

'Fotch him, Mirry—hi 't's my say 

"You had a close call, young man; 
they'd hev hanged you sure, if they'd 
caught you," the sheriff said, an hour 
later, when explanations had been 
made, and Heathe stood among 
them, beside his brother, free and 
innocent. 

"I must have had an inevitable 
and final call this terrible winter but 
for this true and loving woman," 
answered Heath, as he looked down 
into Miriam's lustrous eyes and 
beautiful face, softened and aglow 
with joyous tenderness. "And how, 
Ab, there is nothing to hinder—we 
will be married to-morrow." An0 
they were.—Inde in Frank Leslie's. 

Tl > •• 
Another Story of Gen. Sheridan. 

"It was only last winter that 1 
mot Gen. Sheridan," said Col. Mosby 
to the San Francisco Post's Town-
Talker, "and Ilnet him at Senator 
Stanford's house in Washington. I 
had gone there to call upon Mrs. 
Grant, and the Sheridans were call
ing upon the senator that evening. I 
met Mrs. Sheridan in the drawing-
room, and when I was introduced to 
her I laughingly remarked: 'I once 
tried very hard to deprive you of 
your husband, Mrs. Sheridan."' Mrs. 
Sheridan replied: 'Now, I do not 
think I ought to be pleased to meet 
you, then.' 'Well,' I answered, you, 
must remember that your husband 
tried very hard to deprive my wife 
of her husband. The general was 
hot in the room at the time, but was 
with the senator in the smoking-
room. Toward the end of the even
ing Mrs Stanford took me into the 
smoking-room and introduced me to 
Gen. Sheridan. I found him a very 
agreeable companion, and I have al
ways regretted the fact that I had 
not seen more of him. We were op
posed to each other in the war, and 
Gen. Sheridan had made it his l/oast 
that he would drive me out of Vir
ginia, and I was equally as determined 
to stay. He was a gallant soldier 
and gentleman, and 1 feel very blue 
about his illness. He was the fore
most soldier of his day, and it will be 
too bad if he is carried off at this 
early age. He is a young man yet, 
but it seems to me that there are 
very few of the old veterans being 
left now. The day is fast approach
ing for all of us to leave this earth." 
And Col. Mosby stepped well into 
the street and took a look at the 
roof of the army headquarters, which 
are located in the Plielan building. 
"Thank God," he said, "he has not 
passed away yet." 

A Snake Which Killed Heifers. 
A number of young cattle belong

ing to Frederick GressofTod town
ship Pa., came home from pasture 
one evening. Gress noticed a 
foreleg of one of the cattle was 
badly swollen. The next morning 
the animals leg was three times its 
natural size from hip to shoulder, 
and the body was also swollen. The 
animal, a valuable young heifer, lay 
on the ground moaning in pain, its 
eyes being red with blood, and froth 
dropping from its mouth. It died in 
a short time. The next evening 
another one of the herd exhibited the 
same symptoms, and died in the 
same way. A third heifer died with 
the mysterious ailment a day later 
There are many rattlesnakes in the 
locality, and the general opinion 
was that the cattle had been bitten 
by these venomous reptiles and died 
from the effects of the poison, 
although no previous cases of the 
kind were known thereabout. 
A snake about three feet long 
of a dark brown color, and with a 
spur like protuberance on its tail, 
was killed where the cattle had been 
pasturing. A couple of rattlesnakes 
were also killed in the same place. 
The horned snake is an entirely new 
species in this region, and the farm
ers of Tod township believe that 
it was responsible for the death of 
Gress's cattle. A snake with a horn 
on its tail was killed a few days ago 
near this place, on John S.Wilson's 
farm,by a neighbor, who was helping 
him haul stone off the field. 

What the Czar Heads. 
In the library are a large collection 

of books and magazines, most of 
them on technical subjects, the En
glish, French, German and liussiun 
language being represented. I saw 
Longfellow's and Whittier's poems, 
several of Howell's no vels whichlooked 
familiar, and the Edinburg print 
of Frank Stockton's "Lady anil the 
Tiger." This, I was told, was the 
favorite story of the Czar, and Minis
ter Lathrop afterward informed me 
that "TheCasting Away of Mrs. Avle-
shire and Mrs Leeks" has l>een read 
with absorbing interest not only by 
the family of the Czar but by all the 
court, and the remarkable adven
tures of those ladies was the theme 
of much conversation at dinner par
ties and other gatherings in Russia. 
—[W. E. Curtis, in Chicago News. 

E PLURIBtlS UiNUM. 
;  - J  

"HiLLBociifK PiACK, .Feb. 7. 
"Dear Jack—The far colit is 's prom1unced 

success. I saw yon to-day when I was driv
ing, and was forcibly reminded of SolomoL 
his glory. Have yon forgotten your 
of old in their clothes also of old? On# would 
think so, as it's been ten days since you weiv 
here. 

"The rest of the family ore going to the 
Porters tonight, but I sii:ilIstnyathome and 
console myself with Beethoven. Siduey Lanier 
and you, if you'll come, for I hnve something 
to show you. A woman's heml. painted from 
a photograph, which I finished only yester
day. It isu't bin]. 

Affectionately, CARA." 

"THE C'Lrn, Feb. 7, '86. 
"Dear Cara—Tours just received. It seems 

almost unnecessary to tell .vou how glad I 
shall be to come. Devotedlv, JACK." 

"It isn't" says Cara a few hours 
later, as she pushed the ottoman to 
an easier distance, and turns a beau
tiful, fire-fluslied face toward Jack, 
"it isn't that this winter has been 
much worse than the other two, but 
I've been thinking, and as its a luxu
ry I don't often allow myself, I have 
mental dyspepsia as a result." 

"Mental dyspepsia!" says Jack 
scornfully; "it's the result of setting 
out all the square dances with Will-
ougliby in that draughty conserva
tory of the Marstons. 

"I refuse to understand," savs 
Cara, smilling. 

"You can't! Your intellect," won't 
allow you. 

"Speaking of intellect," vicious
ly, "somehow makes me think of 
your Mend, Miss Marston. How is 
she?" 

"I don't know why it should. She's 
well." « 

"Do you intend to please your fa
ther and marry her?" 

"I don't know, Cara. If the worst, 
comes to the worst, I suppose 1 shall 
have to." 

"I should think that would be an 
exact statement of the case—the 
worst coming to the worst." 

"Don't be any more severe than 
you can help," says Jack, laughing. 
"You don't know what it is'to be 
poor." 

"I almost wish I did." Cara an
swers; "I might then have amounted 
to something as an artist." 

"You need hardly wish that, for, 
as it is, you are the bf»t amateur." 

"That's it" Cara breaks in im
patiently. "Amateur, amateur, al
ways amateur! I want to be an ar
tist. Of late I have had thoughts of 
giving my money to found a home 
for other weakminded women, and 
living in Paris on ten sous a dav and 
the divine afflatus; only as Haw
thorne says: "J' ae great obstacle to 
being heroic is the doubt whether one 
may not be going to prove one's self 
a fool."' 

"One doesn't like to be too precipi
tate after a remark of that kind," 
says Jack, meditatively, after a little 
pause, during which Cara has risen 
and seated herself at the piano, 
where she is lazily striking minor 
chords. 

"Is that what has kept you from 
being too precipitate? Jack, what 
makes you so lazy?" 

"Lack of incentive. Don't scorn." 
"I wish I could make you feel your 

possibilities for yourself as I feel them 
for you." 

"I asked you to try once, and you 
refused." Jack laughs when he says 
it, but try as he will his voice falters 
when he speaks. 

Cara blushes, and then says: "If 
we hadn't outlived a great deal of 
the nonsense of our lives, we could 
not be the thoroughly good friends 
we are now. Come and let me intro
duce you to a woman who, I think, 
is worth a man's love. She's over in 
the library. I remember your dislike 
to climbing, and had her brought 
down." 

Jack offers her his arm, and to
gether they walk the whole length of 
the drawing-room, across the hall to 
the library, the greater part of which 
is in shadow, the one bright light di
rectly over the picture. 

Only a picture of a woman's head 
and the curve to the shoulders; ruddy 
chestnut hair that curls mistily 
around a face in which sweetness and 
firmness are strangely intermingled, 
great irised gray eyes, eyes with all 
the poetry and passion of Ca band's 
\enus; a clear, qlmost delicately 
colorless skin, save from a warmth 
in mouth and cheek; and yet, with 
all the yielding beauty of woman
hood, there is an intellectual vigor 
and stlength in the lace which one 
seldom sees save in the faces of men 
who have suffered and been strong." 

"It is by far the best thing you 
have ever done," says Jack, after a 
few moments of admiring silence. 
"May I see the photograph?" 

"It's behind the Mona Lisa, not a 
very good one. It must have been 
done by some amateur photograph-
ler, judging from the finish. But, 
Cara, how much the eyes here are 
ike your own!" 

"They toil me so. All! Jack, I re
gret to see that you are regarding 
her more as a woman than as an ar
tistic production. 

"I'm afraid I am. Do you know 
her well? Why have I never seen 
her? 

"Now," says Cara, "youliavemade 
me jealous, and, like a wise woman, I 
refuse to talk of my rival. On Thurs
day night the five members of our 
art class are coming with Herr Blum 
to my box to hear Bernhardt. We 
will come to a little supper; you will 
sing us some Scliul>ert; Eugenie will 
play us the "Apassionata;" you will 
meet your ideal; we will persuade 
ourselves that 'every loss has a gain 
to match,' and forget"—"how mis
erable we shall feel in the morning," 
Jack finished for her. 

"Pessimist!" says Cara, smiling; 
"will you come?" 

"Do I ever refuse an invitation from 
you?" as he rises preparatory to tak
ing his leave. 

"Then it is settled. If you care to 
you may take the photograph with 
you." 

"Thank you," he says, slipping it 
into the pocket of his great coat. 

"Now I am going back to the bread 
and butter part of existence. There's 
something almost dreary in the per
sistency with which one and one are 
two, isn't there?" 

"There have been cases"—what a 

coquette the girl is!—"there hare 
been caws where one and one made 
one." J -•' • 

He had taken her hand to say 
good-niglit as she speaks, and a pas-
sionate light comes into his eyes at her 
.words. "Ah, Cara," he says impul
sively. "I only thought—" 

"Don't think," she answers, "con
sult the proper mathematical au-
t. lorities." 

-On Thursday night Jack, having 
mat le a very careful toilet and mis
laid i everything with a cheerful sense 
of the entire responsibility of Betty, 
the cha mbermaid, takes a last look 
at tbe photograph which occupies 
the place of honor over his dressing-
case, befor. ? setting out to meet the 
original. • Something will probably 
have happen ed to keep her at home, 
or something*" he soliloquizes as he 
leaves the lious 

It is the middl? of the first act when 
he reaches the bo.x. Cara smiles as 
he enters. The res t of the party are 
completely absorbe d, but he can see 
that she is there. Her back is to
ward him,, but surely only one wom
an could have liai'r iike that, and 
wear black lace the way she does. 
Jack suddenly remembers liis ideal 
costume for a woman has always 
been made of black lace. 

And Cara? Well, Cara is a veey 
beautiful woman, but then she eouM 
never give much love to anyone, and 
what emotional gymnastics she-
would require of the man to whom 
she was married. 

As the curtain falls the orchestra 
begins "Weber's Last," and Cara 
motions him toward her. "Eugenie," 
she says, leaning forward, "Eugenie, 
let me present my friend—" Jack 
doesn't hear the rest, for the lady 
turns and he sees afascinatinglyugly 
woman, with a delightful directness 
of gaze, who acknowledges the intro
duction in the middle of a remark 
which she is making to the Lieut. 
Willougliby. Jack glances appealing-
ly at Cara, who is rather suspicious
ly engaged in a leisurely survey of 
the house through her glasses. 

"There's Mrs. Dunbar," sayB 
Cam's aunt, leaning forward for a 
better view. "She has succeeded in 
engaging her daughter in the army." 

"Did I hear you say," laughs Cara , 
"that her dearest wish is accom
plished?" 

"No," snys Mrs. Lorrimer. "One 
doesn't say those things my dear." 

"Let us consider, then," says Cara, 
demurely, "that no one has spoken." 

"I have been having something of 
that sensation all the evening," says 
the lieutenant. "Bernhardt's French 
must be provincial; 1 can't understand 
her." 

There is a little laugh in th*e midst 
of which Jack pauses abruptly; for in 
M'lle Le Croix's face, as she smiles, lie 
suddenly sees, almost ghostlike, an 
expression of the photograph. It is 
gone before he can be certain, and 
she has turned from him to Mrs. Lor
rimer, who is saying plaintively: "I 

ul< 

thing he sa; 
It relieves him 
fc?dnybfflty," "Mrs. 

to 

amiably to Jack. And;; as she ̂ dt~. 
®°> with a sniiUing,' stroxi^ reetiW ^ 

wish Bernhardt would play in En
glish." 

would suggest it to "If some one 
her" says Jack, "She would probab
ly sit up late one night and learn the 
language." 

"Did I ever tell you," says Eugenie, 
turning so that Jack again has a full 
view of her face, "of an experience I 
had when I Avas first learning your 
English? No? I was just at the point 
where I found for myself that you 
wrote one language and spoke anoth
er, when one evening J had the good 
fortune to meet Gen. Lawson. You 
know his reputation as a conversa
tionalist, and I wished to convey to 
him an idea of the pleasure which I 
felt at meeting him, so I said impres
sively in broken English, 'lamglad to 
meet you, general, as I am making a 
special study of American idiots." 
His composure was superb. He nev
er faltered for a moment. His face 
had all the calm of one eternal Sab
bath, as he answered, suavely: 'This 
is the only time in life, mademoiselle, 
when I feel that I can fully justify a 
prejudged opinion." 

Jack had watched her while she 
speaks, and again sees the subtle 
something that reminds him of the 
picture. A curv£ to the cheek, an in
definite something surely suggesrts it 
to him, and yet,as Cara sat listening 
with a half smile on her lips, she 
might herself have been the theme of 
which the painting was the finished 
harmony. 

"If this thing keeps up." said Jack, 
my mind will be a mosaic. I shall 
speak to Cara about it when I get an 
opportunity." But he doesn't get 
an opportunity, but just then Cara 
announces, "Ah! there is Helen now, 
Eugenie, ami our cousin is with her." 

He takes a long breath and feels 
himself a sane man again. Here, at 
last, is a solution of the problem. A 
mutual cousin is the original; nothing 
more likely. He returns Cara'stance 
in a manner which intimates that he 
understands the situation at last, 
and awaits with interest.the entrance 
of the two ladies. There is a little 
rustic just outside the box, a man's 
voice heard in a tone of remonstrance, 
a woman's low and self contained, 
and the lady herself stands at the 
door of the box. A woman in the 
prime of'liie, with that repose of man
ner which comes after one has found 
that things are neither white nor 
black, but only neutral tint, and lias 
ceased expecting much, one whose 
social angles have been rounded into 
curves, and who is seldom found 
holding those unsatisfactory opinions 
which we denominate "opposite." 

"Mrs. Carter," says Cara. 
"Delighted," murmers Jack. 
"Helen will be here in a few minutes. 

She stopped at the Marstons' box to 
settle about some engagement with 
them. Dick will bring her over here." 

"She seems to have a great many 
engagements with them of late,"says 
Miss Le Croix. 

"Only one—with Dick—I think," 
laughs Mrs. Carter. 

"Bless their innocent hearts, these 
children! They think I don't see." 

"You have missed the best act of 
the play on account of that'At 
Home,'" says Cara. 

"I know it," the lady responded. 
"I am a martyr to my friends, but 
Herr Blum said something almost 
witty, and that consoled me. He 
says," she continues, turning to Jack, 
"that Bernhardt's full face looks like 
a profile." 

"It was Heine who said it first," 
says Herr Blum. 

"He always attributes every-

face, Jack grasps nervously at the < 
chair on which he sits, as if to steady 
himself, for, incongruous and inex-' 
plicableas it may seem,-she also're-'f^^Mrr 
minds him of that picture. Not in, 
th® lines of the face, certainly, botf' 
rather m its entirety, its strength. ^ 
its repose, its— ' 

"Well, the worst has come," think® 
he, rising with determination. "While 
the last faint spark of intelligence re
mains I will make my way home. If 
I don't go soon I will have to be tak
en." 

"Y'ou are not going?" says Cara. 
jNot before Helen comes, anyhow. 

See! she is here now." 
Jack takes one look at the giri who 

enters, and turning to Cara says: 
"My dear girl, I am losing either 

my brains or my eyesight." 
"It must be your eyesight," laughs 

CtlllRv 
"Olv!" says Jack, desperately; "yea 

don t understand. Isee resemblances 
to that pictured face ics section® 
everywhere. In you, in MiswLeCroix, 
m this Helen, and just now I notice 
that even Herr Blum lookoa little 
like it." 

"You have the photograph on. 
your brain," answers Cara, go that 
Eugenie hears.. 

"Speaking of photographs"" says 
Blie, "makes me think of a new theo
ry of Herr Blum. He thinks if we 
eould get a composite phot ograph of 
people's brains, as we can of their 
faces, it would be an easy way of get
ting the average intelligence." 

"A composite photograph!" Jack 
caught at the phrase with frank hope. 
"A composite photograph is—" 

"A composite photograph," echoes 
the professor, settling himself to be 
instructive, "is obtained bv exposing 
different photographs of "the same 
size, for the same time, on the same 
sensitized plate. These ladies were-
taken in this way recently, and it 
made a beautiful face. How could it 
do other?" he added, simply enough. 

"Apropos of your explanation, pro
fessor," says Jack, "I have a story 
to tell of a friend of mine who was the 
vict im of an unparalled hoa x." 

"Mrs. ," said Cara rising, "is 
beckoning to me. and I thing I shall 
go and speak to her for a minute, if 
you'll excuse me. Will you come, 
lieutenant?" 

"You had better stay and defend 
yourself," says Jack, "for I'm going 
to tell." 

"I shall need no defence here . I am 
sure," she says, laugliing softly. "Au 
revoir!" 

^ Three weeks after, as Jack and 
Cam stand before the newly-framed 
picture, he says: "It was rather 
shabby of you to do it, but I forgive 
you, and am just as much in love 
with it as ever." 

"That's discouraging," says Cara. 
"You can't marry them all." 

Soniclliiii? About lloniton Laee. 
S.'il iinliiy Ut.'vhiW. 

Honiton lace has a curious chequer
ed history with many fluctuations. It 
is said to ha ve been first introduced 
by the Flemings, who took refuge in 
England to escape the persecutions 
of the Duke of Alva. Many Flemish 
names are still to be found in the 
neighborhood of Honiton—namely, 
Stocker, Murch, Maynard, Trump, 
etc. In 10(50 there was such a de
mand for it that France thought it 
necessary to issue a royal ordinance 
providing that a mark should be af
fixed to imported English thread 
lace. Two grea t fires at Honiton in 
1756 and 17<57 gave the first great 
check to its production. Queen Ade-
lade tried to revive it after twenty 
years of severe depression by order
ing a skirt, made of sprigs, copies of 
natural flowers, commencing with 
the initials ofher name; fora very de
based and hideous set of patterns 
had come in. This does not seem to 
have produced a great revival of the 
trade, and when our present queen re
quired her wedding lace, it was found 
difficult to provide the workers; but 
eventually a dress worth £1,000 was 
made at the small fishing village of 
Beer. The English royal family have 
been most constant patrons of Hon
iton lace, and have done immense 
good in keeping the trade alive. We 
will end by quoting a few quaint 
words from Fuller's Devonshire 
worthies, which sum up the plea for 
the revival: ' Hereby many children 
who otherwise would be burthenso 
to the parish prove benificial to.tl 
parents. Yes. many lame in th| 
limbs, and impotent in their ar 
able in their fingers, gain a livelil 
thereby; not to say that it sofveth 
many thousands of pounds ykirly, 
formerly sent over seas to fetch lace 
iu Flanders." 

t 

"Unfortunately, no. Utah is re
mote. I might do it in turn. Who 
sat first?" 

"I refuse to tell you," says Cara; 
but colors slightly as she speaks. 

"Your eyes have told me already," 
he answers, and there, for a minute, 
they regard each other steadily. She 
has so much and he lias so little! 
She has refused him once before, and 
yet—of late, he has almost dared to 
hope— 

"Do you think, Cara—that you 
ever could love—" His eyes finished 
the sentence for him, and he reached 
his hands toward her with infinite 
longing. 

"1 think," she says, smiling a little 
as she lays her hands in his, "that I 
niight—if I were sufficiently urged." 
And then, with one of those passion
ate veerings which he knows so well; 
"I think I have always loved you, 
Jack." 

Ten days later she receives a note, 
over which she smiles, as it has been 
but a few hours since he has left her: 

"To Mrs. Jack Hannaford (that 
will be): 

"When did you say that you would 
help form that composite which will 
make you Madame Me? I want to 
see a statement of tho fact in your 
own writing Yours, JACK." 

To which she answers: 
"You H|xik(> of next, month when yon 

were lii'ic. Let it In- on tlic 11't.li. With all 
M.v love JIii<J synijuitliy for the terrible future 
Ijfl'oru you, 

'•Lovingly, CABA." 

—Washington Star. 
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