. home.

‘reccgnized her.
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CHAPTER X.
DEAD CR ALIVE?

Ghostly fell the snow!

' Like a curtain, a shroud, it had closed
about the devoted form o Edna Deane
that wild, tempestuous night, when the
poer child - of destiny had sunk ex-
hausted and despairing at the very
threshold of safety.

The siren-hearted Bea.tmce Mercer
had sped to sunsh.ne, luxury and gold,
with no thought of ths real fate of the
girl whose name she had assumed,
whose loyal lover she had determined to
win.

More merciful than she, the soft snow
had drifted gently over the inanimate
wanderer, striving to shut out from the
rigor of storm and tempost the frail
form that had succumbed to the chill of
winter like a tender lily.

Upon that same eventful night another
figure braved the storm, and,,breasting
its fierceness, took his way along the
same road, down which Edna Deane’s
dumb guide had so nearly led her to
shelter,

“A night to get housed. I pity the
homeless or belated}” hreathed hearty,
puffing John Blake, as he struggled
through the deep drifts. “Ah! nearly
There’s the dear old wife wait-
ing to welcome me with a warm sup-
per, I'll warrant.”

Farmer John neared the unpreten-
tious cottage that reséembled a Lapland-
er's hut, with its eaves hung deep with
snow festoons. A doleful neigh from
the wagon-shed aroused his humane
heart, however, to turn from his path.
He found there the exhausted animal’
that had led Edna hither, bestowed the
wandering brute in its stall, and started
again for the house.

“Ho, there, my dear!” sang out the
bluff, great-hearted old fellow, as he
made up a huge snrowball and sent it six
feet away dashing against the door of;
the cottage.

It opened. An eager, motherly face
showed in the lamplight.

“Dear, dear! Is it you, John? I've
been 8o worried. Always a boy, throw-
ing snowhalls and singing out like a pi-
rate.  Will you never mend:”

“Never while this jolly snow reminds
me of our schoolday sleighrides, and
your pretty, blooming face, you dear old
girl!” retorted happy John.  “Come,
throw me a broom to beat a path, so I
won’t be dragging the snow all over that
rag carpet you think more of than you
do of me.”

“Did you ever!”

“Been lonesome?” sang out John, in-
dustriously sweeping a path o the door.

“Terrible! Did you justcome, John?”

“Did I just come? YouwazerI haven't
been promenading around for fun, with
snow chuck two feet down my neck, and
that nice warm supper on the table!”

“Because 1 thought 1 heard some one
cry out a bit ago.

“Pigeons, maybe.”

“No. It wasa human ery for help.”

“Pshaw! Fancies. The wind toots
like an engine-whistle to-night—lawsy
me!”

Farmer John uttered a sharp cry,
stumbled, Tecoiled. The broom fell
from his hand, and there he stood star-
ing blankly down at the ground at his
feet.

“What now, John?” ejaculated his
wife, peering, too.

“Something in th path. Bag of oats
—a sheep—no! Jane, look!”

He had leaned over to examine the
object at his feet.

His great, soulful eyes glowed like
two stars.

Into view he had dragged a human
hand, limp and nerveless.

A soggy dress-sleeve followed ‘and
then a terrible ery rang from his wife's
lips.
Out into the snow she dashed. Down
beside the inanimate form, disenshroud-
ed from its snowy mound, she knelt.

“John! John!” she wailed, peering in-
to the white, cold face of the insensible
Edna Deane—“it's a woman—a young
girl. Oh, John! look at the bonny face,”
and the quxck tears rained down in wild,
motherly pity.. “Oh,John! dead or alive
—which?”

CHAPTER XI.
PLOTTERS IN COUNCIL.

The false Alice Ralston, the real
Beatrice Mercer, went stra.lght to Hope-
dale after 1eavlng the home where she
had found a father and a fortune.

She took no risks in her movements.
Ralston did not know of her destination,
had not known that she was at the
Hopedale Institution through the years
Rodoey, the man who had died at the
bridge, his friend, his advisor, had the
sole charge of placing the real Edna at
the seminary, for, as Beatrice knew,
when father and daughter had partea
years before the former was a fugitive
from justice.

She had told the anxigus Ralston that
she would return speedily. She had
secured a large sum of money. She
made sure that no one followed her to
the train. To break any possible trail
she changed cars at a large city midway
to Hopedale and made several' myterious
purchases at a costumer’s and at a hair
dresser’s shop.

When the next morning Beatrice
Mercer alighted from a sleeper on the
train at the nearest railroad town to
Hopedale, and took a carriage to her
home, her best friend would not have

¥For she was ecompletely disguised. |
She had come to aot a part, and she had
come fully prepared. In dress and face
she had effected a marvelous change,
and when she reached the Hopedale
hotel and ordered a suit of rooms, no
one formerly familiar with the trim
neat figure and rather attractive face of
the half-pay school teacher of Hopedale
Seminary, about the village, would for
a moment have suspected the true iden-
tity of this new Beatrice Mercer.

She had come hither with an object,
a definite object. She had come to seek
a trace of the man she had loved, Ray-
mond Marshall. She had resoived to
win his love. Ruthlessly she had striven
to destroy his faith in Edna Deane, as
ruthlessly she had covered the trail of
the young girl, when she disappeared,
she: had robbed her trusting friend of
name, father and fortune, and now she
would steal her loyal, broken-hearted
lover from her. This was her plot, and
her spirit never quailed at the upbraid-
ings of an outraged, harden con-
science. :

“He shall be mine! Wealth is noth-
without him,” she had told herself,
forthwith she set herself at work to

consnmmate her designs. She had

ey—t.ha.t could buy information, co-

%mﬂ«m “She'had an ally in reserve,
d after renulnlng in her room to rast

in

.vivid changes of color and expression
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nnt#’#oou she dispatched a messenger
for D, Raphnel Simms.

This- man wasy. 2 physican who re-
sided near the village. He was a hard,
coarse-featured man of about 40, and
her only living relative in the world.
He had a very small practice, for peo-
ple generally disliked him. but he com-
bined with his profession a mortgage

e

anything except money. A half cousin
of Beatrice’s father, these two had
rarely met c¢ne another, but Beatrice
knew the man fully, and comprehended
that she could rely on his seerecy anc
co-operation where there was moneyed
reward assured him for his services.

At about 2 o’clock in the afternoon
Doctor Raphael Simms was ushered
into the parlor of the suite of rooms at
the hotel occupied by Beatrice. He
evidently supposed he'had been sent for
by a pat.ent. for bowing awkwardly to
her, he looked somewhat puzzled, as
he said:

“You are the lady who sent for me?”

“Yes, Doctor,” responded Beatrice.

“You are ill—some friend——"

“No. I want your personal services,
not your professional advice. You do
not know me? Look!”

Her visitor started violently as Bea-
trice removed the talse front of hair
and het glasses for the first time, re-
vealing her true ddentity.

“Beatrice Mercer!” he ejaculated in
genuine surprise.

“Your cousin. Yes. I need aid. I
do not know a person in the village I
can trust but you. First, I desire com-
plete secrecy. Next, certain informa-
tion you can glean for me. Perhaps a
week’s attention off and on will do. For
all this I will pay you $500.”

“You—will—pay—me!” gasped the pet-
rified doctor, wondering if the friendless
girl he had known as a dependent at the
seminary had taken leave of her senses.

“Five hundred dollars. Are not my
words plain enough?”

“Where would you get that sum of
money?”

His incredulity nettled Beatrice.

“Out of my pocket-book! Five one-
hundred-dollar bills. Count them. Take
them they Won't burn you. I pay you

in advance.”

She had extended the amount in ques-
tion. Its unexpected possession, the
munificence of the reward, {fairly
stunned the Doctor.

“Ican’t understand how you come to.
have so much money,” he began.

“Don’t try to.” interrupted Beatrice,
impatiently. “Briefly, I have come into
possession of several thousand dollars.
I choose to spend the money as I like.
I offer you $500 to help me. Do you
agree?” .

“Yes, indeed!”

“First, my identity and plans are to
be a dead secret between us, now and
hereafter.”

“Trust me for that.”

“Next, you are to obey me implicitly.”

“With such pay for my cervices, T am
your slave!”

“Very good. First and foremost, I
wish you to go now, and at once, and'
learn all you can about the whereabouts
of Raymond Marshall.”

“Eh!” ejaculated the Doctor, with a
start. “I don’t think he is in the vil-
lage.”

“ lhen ascertain where he is.”

“T'it try.”

“Next, tind out about the whispered
financial complications in the affairs of
his father, Col. Marshall.”

“That is more easy.”

“And report progress to me as soon as
you can.”

“There shall be no delay

Dr. Simms departed.
excited, suspenseful.

“The ball set in motion—oh! with a
trustéd ally and unlimited. wealth, I
r‘ana t fail in the scheme I ha\e
adopted.”

She counted the hours until late in
the afternoon. Her face underwent

; »
Batrice looked

as there was a knock at the door finally.

“Come in!”

It was her ally, Dr.
looked tired and excited.

“Wall?” she demanded impeuouqlg

“I’ve had an atternoon of it.”

“You have found Raymond
shall?”

“He returned home this morning,

“From where?"

“From a fruitless, heartbroken quest |
for that girl he was spoony on at the |
seminal)—the one who disappeared so
mysteriously.”

“Edna Deane, you mean?”

“Yes; that’s the name. He’s been
searching- for her everywhere, neglect-
ing busmess glowmsz so thin and pale
that they say he is fast breaking down.”

“And his father?”

“Added trouble there! Dark rumors
say that his business integrity is at
stake, that a financial crash threatens.
I made circum<pect but close inquiries.
He is at the office of the lawyer now,
strivmg to adjust affairs. You see-——

“You need not tell me more,” inter-
rupted Beatrice, impatiently. “I know
more than you do, probably, about that.
At the lawyer’s oﬁice7" she continued,
arising and putting on her wraps, ‘Re-
port to me here about eight o’clock this
ev enmg

“You are not going?”

“To the lawyer’s office myself.”

She left the hotel alone. In ten min-
utes she entered the outer room of the !
offices of the lawyer her informant had
referred to.

Simms. He

Mar-

”

loauning office, and cared very little ior |
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o & slould violato my dnty to my cl-
ents if I deferred it a dglonger

"Ihen-——-.

“To-morrow I go into court and sub-
miit these document. They represent a
personal indebteduess of ' $3,000. They
represent your .indorsement for $2, 000
more. The dxstressmg feature of the
latter amount is that thé alleged maker
of the note denies its \alidlty In other
words, it is a forgery.”

A groan rang from the lips of the un-
happv man. -

“You are right,” he murmured in a
 hollow. hroken tone of deep despair.
“My.personal indebtedness does not wor-
ry me. Ishould never have been called
upon to bear it, for I never personally
contracted a dollarof it. However, pen-
ury, destitution myself and family might
honorably endure, but dishonor, never!
It that two- thousand-dollar claim is
-pregented in court——"

“You will be accused of forgery.”

Colonel. “You believe me?”

“I certainly do, but will a jury? Those
documents go in as evidence, on their
face showing you are responsible for
them.”

“But I have explained to you! That
scoundrel of a partner of mine drew out
of the firm a’'few months since on the
pretense of ill-health. He took nearly
all the ready cash, and not until after
he had got safe in a foreign land did I
learn toat the alleged valuable assets
he had left as my share of the business
were only waste paper. Worse than
the burden of debt, he left thoso forged
notes. I hypothecated them.' Now I
am accused of uttering them!"”

“Can you not take them up?” insin-
uated the lawyer.

“Impossible! I have vainly tried to
borrow. My son, a dependence usually,
has lost all interest in business and
wanders about half-crazed over the dis-
appearance of a heartless jilt. No, ruin
stares me in the face—worse, the pris-
on-dock, dishonor, death'“

“I am sorry for you.”

That was all the lawyer could say,

|TO BE CONTINUED. |

The Bgby Had to Go, Too.

A man, a woman, and a baby—the
man and woman on @ tricycle and
the baby sleeping in a_basket swung
from two arms in front of the ma-
chine—weregoing up the west drive in
Central Park yesterday morning, says
the New York World. Several pack-
ages were strapped to the machine
and the man and woman were dressed
as if for an outing. It was quite
early, not yet 6 o’clock, 28 they came
up Eighth avenue and entered the
park at 59th street. The few people
who ‘were on the street turned fo
gaze at the queer outfit, and smiled
as they caught sight of the infant in
its swinging -basket. Above ' the
basket was a canopy like-that of a
baby carriage. At the entrance to
the park the man stopped to tighten
the straps on a package. He was a
sun-burnt, athletic-looking young fel-
low with pleasant gray eyes and a
full dark beard. His wife, who sat
behind him, looked pale and thin and
was dressed in’blue flannel. . “Yes,”
he said, in answer to an inquiry, “I
had this machine made to order.
My wife's health has not been good
lately and we decided to take our va-
cation in this way, and,” turning teo
his wife with a smile, “of ecourse we
couldn’t leave the youngster behind.
Wife said he would have to go too, so
I had the basket rigged up for him.
No, we shall not camp out. ~“We ex-
pect to travel morning and evenings
and rest in the middle of the day
when it is hot, and at night we shall
put up at some farm house or country
hotel. We expect to be gone about
two weeks, and have no particular des-
tination, but shall travel about in a
leasurely sort of a. way and try to get
back my wife’'s health. Name? = Oh,
no. never mind that; but don’t 3ou
think it i3 a good idea?”

A Custom of the Past.
- Western people, who are eminently
practical in their ideas, are doing

at funerals, giving as a reason that it
endangers the health., Aside from
this a funeral, as it is conducted
nowaday, often leads to serious re-
sults. A delicate member of the
family, who, perhaps, has not been
out of the house for weeks, worn down
and prostrated by the care and grief
incident to the loss of a dear relative,
is subjected to a long, slow ride on a
cold, inclement day. Custom has
had its way; the victim following the
custom, thinking it a duty. returns
to her home, not to go out again un-
til she is followed over the same road
to the last resting place by perhaps
others who fall victims after her.
“I am a comparatively young man,”
says a physician, “and yet I have not
fingers enough on which to count
cases of this kind that have come un-
der my observation and in my own:
experience, and I have resolved to
raise my voice against this custom
whenever and wherever I may have
the opportunity.”

Moorish Locusts Feed Man and Beast.
The British consul at Mogador, while

-~}

“Which I never committed!” cried the | |

~away with the custom of baring heads |-

on an excursion inland, about a day’s
journey from Mogador, met flights of
locusts. He says it was an astcnishing
and interesting though painful sight,
the air being in some parts so thick
with them that they formed a dense liv-
ing brown fog, through which he could
hardly find his way, while they so com-

She sank to a chair near to the half-
open door of the compartment marked |
“Private,” adjoining. Then she bent
her ear and llstened eagerly.

Volces sounde | quite clearly. Her !
eyes glowed with satisfaction as she
realized that accident had enabled her |
to enter the office and linger unper- |
ceived. Her heart beat quicker as she |
recognized the broken, pleadmg tones
of Colonel Marshall, Raymond’s father,
and the words he uttered were:

“Ten thousand dollars! Impossible!
I tell you that unless I have time, un- !
less those documents are suppressed or
destroyed, I am a ruined man!”

“Just in time! I shall win. Every-
things favors me!” fell in a baleful,
triumphant murmur from the lips of the
confident Beatrice Mercer.

CHAPTER XIL
SAVED.

Beatrice Mercer drew nearer to the
half-open door, as those ominous words
sounded forth:

“Unless those documents are sup- |
pressed or destroyed, I am a ruined
man!”

A strong man spoke them, but the
voice, while mournful, bore a token of
pleading, despairing agony.

The listener knew that the speaker
was the father of Raymond Marshall.
What she already knew of his business
complications had brought her to Hope-
dale. It was through the father that
she relied upon reaching the son.

There was the rustling of papers, ani |
then the lawyer’s voice reached her |
ears:

“I am very sorry, Colonel Marshall,
but I have my erders to act.”

“Yeu can defer action.”

' about in the most frantic manner, leap-

‘' not flat, as in plants generally, but in a

pletely covered the ground that the ut-
most caution was nécessary in walking,
as he could not tell whether be was
I treading on soft sand, hard, slippery
rock, or what.

Many birds feasted on the insects, in-
cluding large flights of gulls frem the
sea, and beasts evidently enjoy their
share, for in the middle of the densest
swarm he saw a fine red fox dancing

ing and snapping up dozens of locusts
in the air, until, seeing the stranger, he
suddenly dropped on all fours and quick-
ly vanished in the live fog. Not only did
the barbel get their share of the novel
food (the consul used the locusts sue-
cessfully as bait for them) but some of
the fish of the Atlantic were found
gorged with locusts which had been
blown off the land by easterly winds.
As usual, they were extensively eaten
by the native population, both Mpham-
medan and Jewish.

Ox the Western prairie is found:-what
is called the compass plant, which is of
great value to travelers. The long
leaves at the base of its stem are placed,

vertical position and present their edges
north and south. The peculiar propen-
sity of the plant is attributed to the fact
that both surfaces of its leaves display
an equal receptivity for light, whereas
the upper surfaces of the leaves of most
plants are more sensitive to light than
the lower; the leaves thus assume a
vertical position and point morth and
i south.

TruckEE, Nev., had a shaving con-
contest recently, The successful artist
seraped his man in forty-five seconds.

and no vblco( was shed.

GOOD old - fashioned
Chris’'mas, with the
' logsupon the hearth,
“The table filled with
feasters,an’the room
a-roar 'th mirth,
With the stockin’s
crammed to bu'stin’,
an'the medders plled
'ith snow —
A good. old-fashioned. Chris'mas llke we
had so long agol

Now that's the thing I'd like to see ag'in
afore I die,

But Chris’mas in the city here—it's dif-
ferent, vh my!

With the crowded ‘hustle-bustle of the
slushy, noisy street,

An’ the scowl upon the faces of the stran-
gers that you meet.

Oh, there's buyin’, plenty ot it, of a lot o’
gorgeous toys;

An’ it takes a mint o' money to please
modern girls and boys.

Why, I mind the time aja.ck-knlte an' &

toffy-lump: for me

Made my little heart an'
chock-full of Ohrls mas glee,

An' there's feastin'. Think o' feedin’ with
these stuck-up city folk!

Why, ve have to speak in whispers, an' ye
dar'sn’t crack a joke.

Then remember how the tables leoked all
crowded with your kin,

When you couldn’t hear a whistle blow
across the merry din!

You see I'm’ so old-fashioned-like I don't
care much for style,

An’ to eat your Chris'mas banquets here I
wouldn't go a mlile;

I'd rather bave, like Sclomon, & good yarb-
dinneér set

With real old friends than turkle soup wllh
all the nobs you'd get.

There's .my next-door neighbor Gurley—
fancy how his brows 'u'd lif¢

If I’d holler «Merry Ohris'mas! Caught, old
fellow, Chris’'mas gift!"

Lordy-Lord, 1°'d 1ike to try it! Guess he'd
nearly have a fit.

Hang this city stiffness, anyways,
get used to it

Then yous heart i¢ kept a-swellin’ till it
nearly bu’st your side, .

An’ by night your jaws were achin’ with
you smiles four inches wide,

An' your enemy, the wo 'stone, you 'd Just
grab his hand, an’ say:

“Mebbe, both of us was wrong, John. Come,
let’s shake. It’s Chris’'mas Day!»

Mighty little Chris'mas spirit seems to
dwell 'tween city walls,

Where each snowflake brinks a soot-flake
for a brother as it falls;

Mighty little Chris’mus spirit! An' I'm

* pinin’, don’t you know,

For a 'good old-fashioned Chris'mas llke we
had so long ago

—Century.

bOMElH[NG TANGIBLE.

E.was tired; the look
ot ennui on the
stern, cold face, the
drawn expression

I can'’t

listless pose of the
body, the aimless,
uncertain wander-
ing of the thin, ner-
vous fingers bespoke
it, verifled it, made
it certain. i

" Yes; he was tired.
'As he glanced abont,
his elegant offices,
now deserted by the
elerks for the New Year’s holiday,
the suggestion of wealth, power, and
high financial standing had no charm
to evoke enthusiasm. To Richard
Pepnrith the handsome balance in the
ledger, the princely securities locked
up in the mass/ve safe, the plump
bank account at the great trust insti-
tution across the way, were no more
at that moment than heap of
dross, a bundle of withere® autumn
leaves.

One o’clock in the afternoon; the
¢lerks had gone home, and he sat lost
in gloomy, profitless, motiveless rev-
erie. Two—nhe still stared at vacancy,
thinking of nothing, of everything;
wishing the wheels of business would
pever stop, feeling as lonely and out
of his element in the festive pros-
pects of the next day, as if he was an
uncongenial spirit from another
world. :

Three o’clock. :

From the stone-paved court below,
there was wafted to his hearing the
merry voices of young clerks and
messenger boys engaging In the
pranks and capers that followed the

last “settling up” of the year. The
hearty,  boyish accents made
him wince. How long it seemed
gince he was'‘°"8' boy! How

many years since ‘he ‘put love, emo-
tion, every human sentiment, into a
sealed casket, buried i&_tathoms deep,
and became a sordid, money-making
machine! With a sigh, bitter and
resentful, he put on his hat, hurried
from the office, stepped into his hand-
some carriage at the eurb below, and
was driven homeward down the mag-
nificent boulevard, one of the richest,

certainly the most wretched, of men,

in all the great city.

The portals of his princely home
opened to admit him to luxury and
comfort a king might covet. His
sister, who'directed in domestic af-
fairs and well maintained the social
status of the establishment, met him,
attired with .the elegance of a queen.

“Richard, weﬂshall need you to-
night.”

He frowned irritably.

“What is it now?” he queried.

“A reception. I expect two gesaer-
als, an artist, and some of the best
people of our set. Do try and come
out of your shell of uncongeniality
for once.” :

“And shrivel in the hypocritical
glare of false friendship and hollow
pleasure?” 'he interrupted bitterly.
“No, sister. I thank you, but a quiet
corner for me. I am tired—I am
weary of all this show, vanity and
vain labor. Five years a drudge, five
more a cynical, flint-hearted money-
maker. and what is the recompense?”

His -sister stared at him in amaze-
ment. The rmmme!
man going mad? Wealt
vence, a proud name!

heights

stockin' jus'

about the eyes, the’

Was the|

could possibly lay beyond.that pinna-
cle of earthly grandeur and success?

“Excuse me for 'to-night,” pleaded
Penrith. “I am tired of it all. Oh,
if out of it all I could extract one
grain of comfort, one genuine emo-
tion of enjoyment—something akin to
the old boyish zest—something tangi-
ble!”

Something tangible! He dwelt on
the words at the stately dinner table.
They lingered with him as he tried

| 'to settle down to a quietsmoke in the
library. There arose in his mind a

picture of the ‘past. It was poverty,
obscurity then; but a thaught of the
bare-footed rambles through the
woods, of the real coziness of the lit-
tle attic-room back at the old home-
stead, of ambitions tinged with ideal
sentiment and glowing hopes, glori-
fied the years now dead.

He glanced from the window at
the dying day. Mournful, inexpres-
sibly cold, repellant, unlovely, seemed
the. wilderness of stately mansions
and stiff, precise equipagés on the
street without. How .different the
dear old village ‘where he was born!
The narrow streets, its quaint homes,
its heart-warming people floated
across his vision now, and seemed
part of another world.

It was not so very far away. That
little country town nestling among
the hills was only an hour’s ride from
the great metropolis, 'Was he getting
sentimental? What was this strange
impulse that lured him to steal
thither like a thief ashamed, and try
to warm the frozen currents of his
dreary life at the ashes of a dead past?

Ah! the dear old town. IHow
natural it looked! The old red
school-house, the rickety depot, the
broad common-—once again, for the
first time in ten years, Richard Pen-
rith trod his native soil that night.

He wandered about the place like

an uneasy ghost haunting the scenes
of former experiences. He felt a
keen pang of actual envy as he peered
through the frost-crested windows of
the homely village store, and saw its
proprietor, happy, serene, all one
glow of perfect delight over the:
gathering in of an extra few dollars
for holiday business., Why! a turn of
stock in the city oftep meant a for-
tune for him, and yet scarcely stirred
a nerve!
- All heart, all sympathy, all human,
simple felicity! What a paradise,
compared to the hot-house, superfl-
cial life of the city! He paused as a
name spoken by a bent, old man,
passing with a c¢ompanion, struck
his ear with a shock.

“It's all Miss Naomi’s doings, sir.
Bless her dear heart! She's nursed my
wife back to health, she’s got-my boy
a ‘situation, and we ain't the first
that angel of charity has helped.”

“Miss Hewitt is a great friend to
the poor; yes.”

Naomi — Miss Hewitt! Richard
Penrith stood stock still on the snowy
street. ~ ‘A 'slight flush surmounted
his brow, his eyes grew larger, then
tender.

Strange how he had forgotten her
—stranger still that after all thege
years the sudden recurrence of that
once treasured name could stir his
nature as it had not been moved for
nearly a decade! -

He tried to smile at the memory of
their boy and girl love, but failed.
Something choked him as he walked
on, and paused to peer through the
windows of a neat, pretty cottage.
Yes, there was the “best room”
brightly lighted, and old Mrs. Hewitt:
seated knitting, surrounded by cozi-
ness and warmth, There was the
pretty rustic porch. How often he
had kissed Naomi good-night under
thedew-spangled vines surrounding it.
All was the same, only the vines were
dead and drooping now, All was
the same. His heart gave a great
bound as the vivid lamplight showed
a little framed portrait on the wall;
his picture as he had been, treasured,
esteemed faithfully by the winseme
lass he had sacriflced to the cold,
cynical demands of gold.

He fell to wondering how Naomi
looked now. She was not visible
about the house, and he strolled re-
luctantly on, and passing people
stared suspiciously at him. He fol-
lowed the concourse. Ah, apother
reminder of the past, the old church,
its glowing portals an open welcome
to all the weary, and hungered, and
penitent.

He entered and glided to an ob-
scure pew. It took him back ten
years. How a certain watch-night
meeting one New Year's Eve long
ago came back to his mind! Naomi
was there then, and he was her “com-
pany:” Why! Naomi washere now!
Yes! his heart thrilled as he made her
out.

Changed? Yes, as gentle years of
sympathy, and purity, and love for
fellow mankind change the face of a
saint. The glory of perfect woman-
hood in her kindly beaming eyes
made~Richard Penrith shrink at a
sense of ‘his  own callous unworthi-
ness.

Angelic influences were here to-
night, surely. The white-haired
preacher seemed to appeal to his
heart as to. a brother's. He was dis-

tressed, awakencd, and then a peace-

tul calm swayed his soul—he hated
the things he had loved, he realized
the hollowness of the bright bauble
he had striven for, holding at its-call
only bitter dust and flight.

How his heart beat! It must have
been dead for years? New Year's
chimes ringing, he stood on the
church porch, he, . timorously ad-
vanced to the side of the trim, lov-
ing, fond woman he had watched all
the evening.

“Naomi—Miss Hewitt, do you not
remember me?”

Her face paled, her little hand
trembled as he grasped jt. Then her
soul beamed out in honest welcome,
and then——

They were boy and gi“ agaln.
“keeping company,” walking home
from watch meeting as of yore, and
the holy stars smiled down. %

Richard .Peorith bade Naomi
Hewitt good-by at the cottage porch
only to return the next day. ;

At evening he returned to the city
to be greeted with dismay at his un-
explained absence by his sister.

“You have aiarmed us, mmr&
So unlike you, too. Butb you 1 0k bat-

pb e &

; ter.

I drsf otrb’nven‘r. neomod
like yourown:gself for "an age. Naw
Year's resolutions,’ Richard?”

2 thghcd archly.

Yes,” roplied the brother, his eyes
sparkitng; “I mwe»dat,ermmed to turn
over a new leaf,”

“Indeed. Give'uwp your cigars—-
come out in society?” _
*“As a married man, yes.” s

“Richard!”

I mean it, sistér,” spoke Richard
Penrith, solemnly and earnestly.
“This New Year's day has taught me
to value the true pleasures of life—
not wealth, not power, not pride.”

“Ah! You have found something
else, Richard?®”

“Yes,” replied Richard Penrith,
tenderly. “Back at my boyhood's
home, back where Naomi is waitin
for me to claim her as my wife, g
have found—something tangible—
love!” MAnaAnm- MAHAV

CHRISTMAS ON THE FARM.

The Day Should Be One of Joy and Hap-
piness in the Rural Home.

Because the regular routine ot
chores has to be gone through 365
days a year is no reasan why Christ-
mas'and other holidays should not be
days of gladness and good cheer upon
the farm.

Make the same provision the day
before, for the lessening the amount
of work that must be done, as you do
for Sunday: then let it be done'up as
quickly as possible as thoroughness
will allow; and we believe in showing
“good will” to even the dumb brutes
by giving them an extra allowance of
feed, either in quality or quantity--
not that we think they have any ap-
preciation of the day or motive that
prompts it, but they will appreciave
the fact. The work done up, turn
about to have just as good a time as
po:sible—a day full-of joy and happl-
ness because the pleasure of others is
sought more than the gratification of
self.

If the home consists of only “wife
and 1,” see that wife has as much at-
tention and “walting on” as when you
were courting her. If there is sleigh-
ing the old times can be all the better
revived, if not, and the wheeling i8
not good, just make the day one of
the best in which to see' your “girl.”

It vhe home nest has blrdlmgs in it,
hayg, i fomp with these: it the “bird-
lings” have grown to be “great strap-

ping feilows,” show them that father |-

can be a boy with them and have a
good time at hunting, trapping, or
whatever they choose.

If those  who bless your home are
falr maidens of ‘‘sweet sixteen,” or
any other age, consult their wishes
and tastes as to’how the day 1s to be
used. Ip either of thé last three
cases be sure the wife and mothet is
consulted and her wishes put, first.

Where thereis hired help, have, the,
day a glad one for them, too, whether
they wish to seek .enjoyment else-
where or in the home of their em-
ployer.

Americans do not take enough
holidays. American farmers do not
unbend often enough or long enough.
Try taking more leisure, begin with
New Year's, 1893, and continue at
intervals through the year, and see
if Christmas '93 does not find you
younger and less worm out than
Christmas 1892 did.

Hints for WChristmas,

Don't ask your child what he wants
unless you intend giving 1t to him.

Though money makes thée mare go,
it makes Sunta Claus come.
.. Don’t. buy your best girl a present
on the installment plan, as she might
JiIt you before you had wade all the
payments. ;

Rub the price mark off the present
unless it is an expensive one,

If you wish to surprise . your girl

#
|

never ask her what she would 1ike’

for Christmas.

When you have the Christmas tree
up, it doesn’t mean that you have it
fixed up.

At Christmas time it is well enough
to ape the English as far as the plum
pudding is concerned.

Some persons never wish you @
merry Christmas unless they think
they will get romething for doing su

Santa Claus would never make g
school-master.  Whatever is good hc
puts at the foot of the stocking.

The bachelor who -puts his thum?t
into the boarding-houre Christmat
pie is apt to pull out a collar button.
~—Judge.

Last Year's Christmas Gifts.

I wonder where last year's Christ
mas presents are? A great many o!
them have gone into the shades of
the dust bin, a great many of them
are nuisances around houses, a great
many of them have been kept to give
to somebody clse this year., I suppose
some of them have been and are re.
ligiously kept. Everybody has some
little keepsake, often the least costly,
that he does not want to part with,
Who knows? A little hand has
wrapped it in silk paper and tied it
with blue ribbon, and the ribbon is
around it yet, perhaps the paper, too.
There is a little tender note in the
packet signed with a little tender
name, and it carries indestructibly
the whispers of a tender love. The
little hand has possibly slapped him
since, and rested affectionately before
the minister in another’s palm; but
that little package recalls a lot of
sweetness, and in the seclusion of his
thoughts, even in the edstasy of a new

love, he says to himself, “If I badn’t |

foutyd | ‘her oub”' — San Francisco
Chonicle.

The New Leaf. i

January 1. Swore off.
3 2. Caught cold.
8. Bad cough.
Was told
Rock and ry». .
'D knock it high
'Er'n u kite.
Friend anl I
Sat all night,
Good aud tight, :
4. Painted town a5
Rosy red.
5. Broken down,
Large head.
Aching sore; e
Don't think e
Ever drink- f 5
Any more,
—Winnipeg Siftings.

“Now, JOHNNY, y6tf'te had a merry
Chrlstmas, and you must be good till
next Christmas to pa¥ for it.” “Oh,
yes, of course, be good. [ don't be-
lieve you can hire. me to be good 2
whole year for a tin horse and a story
book just like what Bill Jones was
going to trade me for three marbles.
Not much!”

: THE reward of one duty is thb mc
to fulfill acother. :

SETRNEY L

«she )

‘| and even affectionately. - :

One of the queer thlngs in t,he oloo-
tion of 1882 was the choosing’of Miss
Ella F. Knowles, by a large majority, .
as Attornéy Gen-
eral of Montana.

Miss Knowles
was born in North-
wood, Rocklng-
ham coun’ty, N.
H:, and 1is the
daughter of David
Knowles and
Louisa Knowles.
Hér mother died
when she was 14

MISS KNOWLES. years of age, and
she graduated from the Northwood
Seminary at the age of 15, and one
year later from the New Hampshire
State Normal School. Afterwards
she went to Bates College, Lewiston,
Me., from which she graduated in the
class of '84, receiving the degree of
A. B. TFour years later Bates College
conferred on her the degree of iA. M.

In 1885 Miss Knowles commenced
the study of law in the office ot
Burnham & Brown, Manchestér, N.
H. She prosecuted her studies there
about a year, when, on aecount of ill
heaith, she went West, and took the
chair of elocution and Latin in Iowa
College. Being advised by physicians
to go among the mountaing, she went
to Helena in the fall of 1887. She
taught one year in the central school
there, and then resumed the study ot
law. There was considerable pre-
Jjudice against allowing her to prac-
tice. So the little woman went to
work among the members of the last
Territorial Leglslature, that of 1888-
'89, apd had a bill introduced and
passed to admit women to practice
law. She was admitted to the bar
on December 1, 1890, Now she has
a practice of which many men would
be proud, and is peculiarly popular
among them,

KILLED BY A BEECH NUT.

Pecullar Accldent Which Ended the Life
of a Chaflineh,

There have been instances of deer

méeting death by having their ant-

lers inseparably locked together dur-

OHAFFINCH KILLED BY A BEROM NUT

ing a fight, and also of wading birds
being captured and slowly killed by
the occupants of ‘bivalve shells on the
geashore. The illustration represents
the only known example of an ani-
mal being killed in this peculiar way.
The bird 18 a chaffinch, and he has
lost his life by pecking his lower
mandible through a beech’ nut that
.he was valnly endeavoring to open.
The shell became tightly wedged on
the beak so that the unfortunate bird
was unable to scrape it off, and death
by starvation was the inevitable re-
sult.

How Kamous Rulers Died.’

Louls XVII, titular King of
France, the unfortunate dauphia.
died in the Temple of Paris of abuse
and neglect. His body was identi-
fled and certiflod to by four members
of the Committée on Publio-Safety
and by more than twenty officlals of
the temple. The remains were pri-
vately buried in the cemetery of St.
Marguerite and every  trace of the
grave was carefully obliterated. \

Herod the Great was attacked by a
vile disease, which caused his bodysto
mortify even before death,  When
aware that "he was near ‘his end he -
‘commanded all- Ahe most noble and
prominent men of- the Jewish nation
to be’apprehended and confined in a
theater near his palace and gave or-
ders that as soon as he was dead they
were all to be slain. He intended,
he sald, to have mourning-at his
death. They were released after he
had breathed his last.

William the Conqueror was a man
of very gross habit of body, and at
the siege of Nantes was hurt by the
rearing of his horse, the pommel of
‘the saddle striking the King in the
abdomen and causing injuries from
which he died in a few days. Before
his death he was desertéd by all his
attendants, who stole: and carried oft
even the coverings of the bed on
which he lay. 'T'he bodyremained on.
the floor of the room i’ which the
King died for two days before it waa
buried by charitable monks from &
neighboring monastery. 4

Willlam ' Rufus was killed by an
arrow, either accidental or with mur-
derous intent. He died in the New
Forest, his body was stripped by
tramps, and the next day was found
by a charcoal burner, ‘who placed the
naked corpse on his cart, hoping to
receive a reward.  On t,he way to
Winchester the cart was upset and"
the King's body fe]l in the mire.
Covered with filth aand black with
charcoal it arrived in Winchester,
‘where it wasburied in the Cathedral.
A few years later the tower fell and’
crushed the tomb, and 600 years after
the. Puritans riﬂed the  grave and
played foot-ball with the ch’-
skull.—Globe-Democrat. .

Lady Henry Was Cnrtoul. £ ; 4

When Lady Somerset first came to
‘America, she was patticularly :nxroul
to become acquail with all the
American customs and to take part
in everything American. Her appre-
ciation of America was intense.

“Now, will you tel¥ me,” said she
one day to a friend, “why the chest-
nut has been selected as a natiopal
nut, ‘and-why it is so:dear:to the
hearts of every one? 1 notice that
all, be they old or young, boy or girl,
man or woman, speak of the chestnut
frequently, and always pledsantly,

“To-day, as I was seated in one ot
your horse cars, a little boy began
telling another one some -shotrt anee-
dote, when suddenly the other little
boy sprang to his feet andl shouted,
‘Oh, chestnuts!’, Later in the (hyli
saw one man whisper something im
the ear of :a friend, to which the.
friend only - roplied, “Oh, vm l
chestput!” .3 :

“How plomnt.te hve motm,
of which every ong is so tomi.. But

Is it that




