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‘Wed and Won,

B RETT WINWOND,

That “listeners never hear any gnod
of themselwes” v & proverb that Mar-
cia Lynn unwittingly iHustrated In
Ler own experience.

She had esdaped the Inanfties of &
group of admires clustered about the
piane and stolen into one of the deep
bay-windows for which Lake View
Uouse. was espesially remarkable,
where the heayy dammk curimine
conoenled her from view,

A tall, regal woman, superbly
forned, and ULeautiful as a poet's
tdesl, with intense bLiack eyes, bluo-
Visok hale, anmil clhieeks stalned with
suinpluous carmine—a wowan to
sarvel at, to adinire, and to love
with all your beart and soul when
vou had once penetrated the Impalps-
Lile barrier of reserve rhe knew #0
well how to throw around her.

She eat In the window-embrasure
Teuning forward with o listless, weary |
oxprasion upon her tace. Buddenly
fuolsteps drew near, pacing down on
the low verandn wlthout, and volces
Lecame sudible, 4

“Do you know Mias Lynn 2"

“No,” was tho brief answer, dellv.
ered very significanily.

“1 might have known. You have
not been hera long enough to mnke
ADY new aoquainlsuces ¥

Just iwo hours, Lawrence, That
is loug enough to renew uld friend-
ships.”

“True, I will presont you at din-
uor.”

“Don't trouble yourself, I beg.”

There wae a slight exciumation;|
then the Airst musical voico that 1al
spoken, smid, in accents of unfeigned
surprise:—.

“What do you mean, Deadidon?
Don't you wish to make Miss Lyunu's
scquaintance 7"

“No,” curtly, “ller vanity has
been fad sulllulently nirendy, I judgo.
At any rare, her name hus been ln the
mouth of every man with. whom 1
lLiave spoken ns yet. She must ride
rough shadl over the lesser beautics
of Luke YView lHouse.”

“*She does, Nhe's a womon smonyg
ten thousand, Biaddon."”

“HNMumph ! 1 have only reen hier at
a distance, and am certaiu not 1o like
her, | alwuys detested belles, Do
tulk of suwvathing or svmebuly clse,
Lawrence.'” Amd the two soung
wen sauntersd on ugein.

T'he colar lett Marvis Lynn's check
for an lustunt, UDer white teeth
closed vicieusly upon her full uader
lip. Turming swittly sho csmio fuce
toface with Love Weston, who lad
stolen unheard Lo hey side.

“What = plty that women have
ears In such & place as this,” she said,
with a toroe:', alekly smile.

“Quothat men haye tongues,” cried
Love, halt augrily.

“Oh, no "

‘It was.too bad of Mr, Braddon to
spouk of you like that."

| wae sure you haanrl.
not mind It very much,"

BShe did mind, though, In splle ol
ber brave words. A dull ache 1okl
her how derp the wound had been
when sho foumwl thine to realize i,
Anil thern was cause why she shiould
& ko Deaddons careless words to
L art.

But she kept her nwn connsel, and
hid her much troubled fuce in the
solitude of her own chinmber,

Two hours luter she camo down
atnire for her customary gallop over
hille. A vivhibeourlet burnwl in her
chueoka agaly aud hereyvs wera bright
aind buening, A grovwm met her on

itr terrnce stepa.

“Yopuranarehas fallen: lamo of one
fonl, Miss Lynu,” he said, wih s
troubled counfenance, **She. ha nol
fit te ba riddon.”

Maruols bai her Hp Impatient] 2.

“'I'here must be uther horsos In the
stntilen. Lale nyt wish fo be degrived
of my ride.”

*“There ia only Rhunderbelts Bat
no lady ever risles him.”

“Then | will be the firat to dv so,”

“But="" begsu tke groom, Iu a
sonred volee.

Sbe Interrupted him by an Ingperi-

Bat [ de

oun gobture.

tSaddle 'Thunderbolt this Instant,
If you plesso. 1 shall ride him."”

‘'hat was enough. The groom
¢ mia baek after a brief atwence, lead.
ing spowerful Llack charger, which
was impatiently gnawing Its bit. An
jostant later Marcla Lynu dasched
down tho road llke mad.

Ralph braddon changed to be out
for & walk at that very time, lIle hnd
penelrated through numberiess thick-
ota that bordered the lake, and tnally
emerged luto the high roads, a long
distanece from the hotel.

O1 u sudden the thundrous thud of
hoof-bosts fell upon his ear. lle
lonked down tho roml, anil saw & sol-
Itary spol of black from which & pale
set fMcae shone star-llke—a spot that
shot toward him llke a finsh of light-
‘Iﬂ'c

Braddon saw 1t was a runaway.
Ho was no cownrd., Standing like a
rock In the middle of the roml, he
awaited for the flying steed and Its
rider to resch hiln.

Fortunately the rond was sandy at
this pomt, and Thunderbolt’s feot
burield themselves ot every bound,
But he kept on In his mad earcer, no
maore mindful ot the reln than s
though It hind bheen s singlo throsd.

Braddon's norves were of steel
Ile caught at the Uylng bridle. [Mlis
fucn whitened a littlo as the murders
ous Lioofs eat at hin breast, [le wae
dragged several yards in the saud, and
then Thunderbolt came 1o a stand.
still, trembling aud snorting, but con-
quered. Marcin sllpped from the sad:
die.

“You are very brave. Mr. Drnde
don,” sha sald, tottering toward him.
“f cannot thank you."

b Il turned and looked at her,

“And you are very foolhardy, Miss
Lyun,” e returncd, hall angelly,
“You should never have ridden that
fiery bennt.”

“| beg your pardon. [ rleked no-
body's lite but my own,'”

“And mive,”

The haughtiness diedd out of hLer
face, and sho extended her hand.
“True,"” she sald,in an humnble tone.
“Thunderbolt wus [rightened by the
near tlischarge of a gun. When 1 de-
olded tu ride himm, 1 aid not think uf
Involving anybody elso In my folly.”
He took Ler hand in his, lvoked at
it an Instant, then uttered an exclas
mation,

“You are bhurt, Mies Lynn !

“] bellove so—a little. 7t was try-
lng to curb Thunderbolt,”

The duinty glove was hall fllled
with blood, DBraddon tere It off, ca-
rossed the larcersied togers pity.
Ingly. n wmoment, then wound his
handkercnief about them,

I am vory sorry,” ho lultered, with
white lips.

“So am [. Please help me lnto the
saddle agaln, aud I will return to the
hotel.”

He did so. She held ous her baud-
aged hund tor the rein,

“You esnnot have 11,'”" he esald
firmly. “lshall not trust Thunder-
bolt or you.”

Hur lip curled an haughly scorn,

A8 you please, Mr. DBraddon. 1
am not used o belug trestod liko a
ehld,"”

Then sho sat still, and cold, and
voleoless as u Ptatue, while Dradidim
turned ber horse's hioad, and walking
by his side, prepured to leand him
homeward. Whaen thay reached the
terraco slep he lifted her down, snd
sulil, qulckly,—

“L shall send a surgeon to look st
your hani.”

*Don't trouble yoursell, [ pray. I
have friends enough, without becom-
g Indobted to you more than I wm
now*" .

Then she glided away, loaving him
dumbfounded slmost,

The girl was a puza'e, Why did
her taco hannt him so. presistently,
ke the mrmary of n half-forgotien
|dream?  Ilad he ever scen her be-
furnl

Then bis; thoughts wont far bLaok
Into the pust, when he, was & lad of
elghteon, ;and hwl known a girvl in
plunfores who had u (noe that might
have developed tntw such marvelour
lovelinuen,

“Pehaw ! he mutterod at lost: “It
can't bLe.her! Bhe ls deadi-long)
sluce I Imin & fool.for connacting tho
two,”

1le d1d wot see Murols again fer
two days. Then she made her ap.
pearance In tho parlors, shining
among the other besuties like & dia-
monil dropped among tho globuies of
worihless ginen,

Some subtle magnetlem drew him
to her mide. lle conld not reaist 1t.
VYaln, heartloss coquetie or not, in n
singlo hour she had woven s spell
such as he could not shake off with
ail his strength of will.

Marecis's moods wore excesldingly
varinble. For a few daysshe encour:
aged him, ‘L'nen, of & sudden, with-
out suy spparent cause, who wrapped
herself In s mantle of lcy rewerve,
snd lavished all her smiles upon Law.
ronce,

Braddon grew savage under such
treatment. It brought his real pur-
pose to tho surface st once. Iils un.
ture was not one that can brook tri-
fling.

I1e met Marcia In one of the pas-
pages one morning. It was a rare
thing now for hiim to hnve an oppor-
tunity to speak »f word to her pri-
vately. llo meant to take thogadvan-
tage of this one chance she had
thrown In his way.

Hé stopped her.

stxlise Liynn, | wish to speak aword
with you.”

A rudden wave of color swept over
her face, loaving her very pale.

“] have no thne to listen,” she sald
coldly.

“Yon shall Jisten! I will know
your Intentlons. Are you ahieartless
flive, or do you Intend to marry Geo,
Lawience "’

oL cunnot tell you. Mr. Lawrence
hias never asked e to marey him."

The anawer struck Braddon dumb,
1o leaned agalnst the wall and stared
ut her, And while ho stond amd
stared, Marcin slipped past him, thus
mnking good her eseape,

A lew more days wore on, days of
uncertninty snd sgony to Braddon,
who found, when It was foo late, that
his whole heart wes wrapped up In
this queenly womnn whom hoe had
affected Lo scorn at first.

Finally an end czne. Ila caught
the flutter of her light drapery ln the
garden one day, snd knowling she
wans there, alone, ran down tuv mect
her.

She wan sitting In & grape arbor,
1o which there was but oue entrance,
When Draddow’s hamdsome figure
filled thix, and Ine shadow fell at Ler
feet, she looked up with durkening
eyen and parted lips,

“Now yoeu shull hear me!” o eried
impetuously. "1 love you to mad-
ness, and you know It. It s cruel to
trifle with me.”

Marcla rose slowly and confronted
him.

“Stop !" sho cried, sternly, *De.
fore you say another,word, snswer
me one question, Aro you _not ale
rendy a married man "

Iin face Nushed purple.

1 was married,” ho stammored, at
ast, “but my wifo s dead. 1am
free to buitow my affuctions whero I
wil”

**Aro you sure ?'* her red llp curl-
Ing.

“[ thought | waa. Let me tell you
all about {1, since you seem to know,

“Go on,” she suld, In her mort loy
mannor.

“When n boy of eighteen I married
a child of fifteen. Youcan pucss the
sort of mileh It must bave leen,.
I'here was property at the bottem of
it, Our purents nrranged the whole
shameful affaly, and we wers puppets
in thelr hande, There was not s par=
ticie of love on elther sldy"—

i r..' yen,

“L have not seen my shild bride
slnce the wodding day. I went away
to college, wnd since then huve bean s
rover. Dut I wae told that she died
of fever three yoars sgo."”

“It was & lle!" snld Marols sternly.
*“Your wifa still lives.”

Brudgdon staggered backward as bl
Le had bean niruck,

**Good God 1" he grosned, “I never
suspecied that! Oh, what & wrelch
'l would havae mpde of .myself ]!

* bave not told you, alfi'ty

"Yeou, 1knew you wero coming to
thfs pince. I camo here on purpose
fo mest you. I have done so—I have
won your love—and now [ eant It off
&% something uttterly worthlems. I
I have made you suffer as you dnl me
yeare ago, for you wers mistaken In
thinking that 1 dlid not care lor yon
thes, Dut now I hate and leathe
youl"

Ile slunk groaning away. The
mossure of her revenge was eoin-
plete, anid o she felt an she wenl
gliding over the lawn te the hotel.

"Lou Wueston inet her two hours
Inter.

“Mr. Draddon has gone,” sald Leou
sbruptly.

Marcia oaught her breath sharply.

“Gone!” ahe echoed,

“Yen. They say he lutends to leave
for Europe by the first steainver.
I here must be some causo for his
sudden resolution,”

Thon she shot Marcia » awhit
glaney, it the composed faco she
saw told lier nothing.

Bome hours wure un. Then Georgoe
Lawrence caine to her with & coun:
tenance whito as that of the dead,

“[here has been an accldent,' he
wald, briefly. *“Lhe train upon which
Draddon took pussogo ran off the
truck., e lles at tha farm howseo
sbout twonly miles below, bndly
wounded, Ile has telegrapbued for
you.”

Marcis uttered no moan, IDiL on
her way tothe station,jo which Law.
rency drove hor, llmtl. white sl
mute, awd the ono thought that Mled
her lieset wan this

“Ir Raslph Beaddon dies, I am his
murderess.”

A second trum was Just making up
to ko 1o the sceng of tho disaster, 1L
seeiied an age of agouny until Mar-
cin stoudl by Braddon's bedsidu in the
house 1o which he had been earrvied,

“God forgive me!” ehe mounud,
bending over him, withe her whaole
heart In her face. “Live, Ralph, live
for my snke! | cunnot give you np!
[ love yuu better thau I thought,”

Braddon kiesed her hnml, amd
sunilod a smile of ineftsble pouco.

He did live., How could It be oth-
orwlse, sinve love und happiness both
awulted him this stde of the grave.

-
0id 8i on Hell
[ Atianta (Ua.) Loustitution.]

Whiie they were restlug Irom work
at novn yesterday, Amos sald ¢

S0 hesh'd er white tan rendin’ Inde
paper dis mormn’  dud foike was
‘hatin' whedder dero wuz enny hell
or nut "

“Bhucks " sulidl old 51; “you'se got
dat wrong vend 10" inust, sho "

“No, sub j dat wuz what le ved In
do paper I

“*Whudder dere wuz euny hell 2"
ropeated Si,

*Yue, sub ; whndder, when er mun
give out up hyse he went ter hell, or
Jens dlusolved ter dun' ugin 1"

“Looklvo heah! 1 dun’t want ne
Tsputo wid nuboddy, but ef guny mun
come foolin® "round me wild that sor.
tor Skriptur, he's gwine te hesh e
git up yander inter shuutin' toues !”
sald Bl

“Why ls dat ?"

“Kuise tulnt gwine tor do! Yor jess
muku or nigger blebo dur sint no
heahacter an’ seo what yer coines ter,
Euvery wovon’ house’il bo wr couris
lLousu nn’ de houses twixt "em'll Le
Jale-houses.  Hits moughty hund o
Keep "o steate now wid de shoerltt
an' hull bof alure dar eyus '

“Dun you'se on de dide ob de lah
an' brimstone "

“You'se right honey! Ef you tink
you'so gwinu tor lecbo dis wurld tur
play suow:ball sumowharv, you'se

wreng, LDuar's er warmn plave jess be-
yaut buuh fer de msmgers ob e
Freodmman bank an' chickin-litlera
glurully, elee 'so gwine ter swap iy
blmbook ter er puck er kyards,”

—— A —- -

“No gle) ever shot hierael! hiecause
ahe was In love with Muark Vwaln,”
N.Y. Heralid, “Perhaps no girl ever
sul hor cap for him, Bee the perouss
slon ¥""—Loulsville Cuourler-Juurnsl.
‘Fubie sure.

! The Philadelphia Mirror deseribas

wanboi, dn & colil, hard ¥al
namo Is.uot Lyan; 1t be LN
I.am the -child/ you M

Clara Mogris »s *“ihe aviress

' SRaking Memeries.

That view of lite which makes this
world an arena for money-inaking,
and the other view which makes of
heaven & mere bank of deposit for
treasuros which nelther moth nor
rust corrupt, and where thioves do
not break through nor steal, are allke
Ignoble. The higheat heaven whicl:
weo may hope to atinin when we quit
the Iife that now ls, Is not above the:
altitude of our own minde, and the:
lowest hisll ls not deepas than onr
own bosoms, What or where heaven:
may be wo know not; but there Is no
warrant In revelatlon or In reason
for belleving that Itexiata for tmapart
from our characlers and sapacities.
We must tako heaven with us il we
wish tefind It. Imperisimblo treas-
ures are vot mccumiinted to our’
oredit in u distant locslivy, To follow
the figure, every man opens hin ne-
eount in tho next lite with the deposis
he tukes with him,

In thie view of It, the businoss of
mnking memories s abott the most
nerioue 1n lite. Nobody yet knowns:
enough of the laws and the nsture ot'
Mimi 1o affirm whth eonfhlence that
tho memory is perishulie—thst e
forgets, 1le may not resulest—he
can not say thut he dues ned remem-
ber, A venwrable msan whom we
know, wonlidl repest rome slory or
tine, and wny, with his sad, sweoce
wmile: “1 bave not thought of that
belore In sisty yoars,” *“I'lie 1ablets
of memory,” he war wont to say,
“are of brass, amd the record In tme
perishable. We think we have for-
goiten, untll wome brenth of ciraum-
stance, or some touch ofiincident, suil«
dandy removes the dust of years, and
tho weiting e piain.”

Ile went upon one oceasion, n patris
arch of 70 years, to visit s mo:her,
who was atid hving, past 80. She
did not know the man, but she re-
membercd her boy 3 rod sho woulit
gizo steadfostly st him with  her
mildly beaming. far lulooking eyes,
and then walk with feeble atep to the
wickergate where he had played
more than three score years Lelore,
anid ealk nottly, in the true mother-
tone: “Eanch, M, M's time 1o come
In!" Awdthen shoe would ehide or
praige children that had been dend
for flity years, und talk Lithely with
invisiblo guests, speaking nomes wnd
making allusions to evenin that wers
ull strange 1o two geverstions pres-
ent, but which the old man recalled
trom the dim pust of his awn boy.«
hood as those of thewr neighbors, anid
as relnting to her duily 18e 8o long
ago. The experience of secing the
dead prst live ngain, ws the white-
linired mother bending under her cen-
tury ot yeava, talked 1o her gray-hulred
wou, tisde upon his mind an fmpres-
slon ot the deathlessieas of Mewmory,
thnt he soug™ to convey, as his pipest
wisdom and eholeest connsel, tv the
younyg and careless,

The season tor memories—the holi.
duy 1ime of the year nnd of the heart
—inapprosching. Without being in
the least morbld, or In sxny way tog
serloussminded, mnay we notull protit-
ahly consiilur what sory of n record
Memory 1o making tor us? Wil our
pleasures staml the st of being
liyed over in the mind? Are our
friendships noble and frew from seli-
lshines? Are we livirg too muah to
aurselven, sud omliting from thecons-
duct of ouy lves the divine rule of
service for othera? Ave wo dolug
ool ne well ue belng goml 2 A joy-
bringing memory lu ubovae the risk of
losa, and beyond the resch of time,

Ouy souls have sraveled 1o ue rom alur,
And what we laye been akes W Wit we
ure.

—Golden Rule,

There 1a nothing that will 1and 1o
maku & man forget 10 wak a blesslng
o the breaktnst table quleker than to

the cook lelt on Lhe chsir wuun shiv
thed hor shoes,
— e ] A ——
Lineoln's life waaraptldened bacating
the Amorioan poople hwd sugh n unle
versa) pusnion 1o hold ufllee,
the highest office hlmnsulf, he had thy
less control over his feglings,
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are.10 Aha Jaris exhibiijou,
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‘Prasa.

v on a plate of solk-holled egys thsy

linving .

General ‘T'oomba Is recommendan |
by Algzander I, Stephuns and other .
Georgiane, to represent thelr aiuiy .
ad ong of tha hoporary conyggisdons. |
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