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THE ESCAPE.

Alone by the sounding sea they sat,
He in his fiannels white,

Bhe in her gown and her jaunty hat,

- Fleecy and fufly and white. ¥

=7T've promised to marry you soon,” she said,
,  “And Imean it, so never fear;
‘But I wanted to ask if you knew,” she said,
“ That gowns like this are dear?

*# 1 mention gown. because, you see,
It fits me and feels so nice;

. I you're a good guesser, my dear, maybe
You'll hit right away on the price.”

* Why, eeminly dearest,” he laughingly
spoke,
i T'maware that yonr gowns are not low,
And of course getting married is never a joke;
Let us say twenty dollars or so0.”

She smiled. 'Twas a pitying smile she gave
“It was ninety-five dollars," quoth she;
And her lover rose as a great, green wave
» Came in from the sobbing sea

% Ninety-five dollars?” %e echoed. “Well, welll,

Excuse me a moment, my own;
Some one is calling me in the hotel,
But an instant I'll leave yor slone.”

' Ana he sped uway, and his bill he paid,
And homeward his footsteps set;
And as for the ninety five dollar maid,
« Maybe she's sitting there yet.
25 -~Tom Masson, in N. Y. Sun

5 \’-ii‘&s’f?mﬁ“

[Copyright, 1893, by A. N. Kellogg Newspaper Co,)

N, CHAPTER XVIIL
SET FREE.

Very affectionately did Mr. Bostock
bid me good night. He laid his hand
upon my shoulder and spoke and
looked kindly.

“This will be your work, Dorr. But
for your seeking her and loving her, I
might have gone on in the old foolish
way, without doing what is necessary
to make her what she ought to be.
After all, we are often led not by our
own choosing. Was it not something
more than a whim that led me ten
years ago up among the New Hamp-
shire hills to look,for my old school-
mate? Is it not something more than
accident or mere human design that
brings you here now, to prompt me to
do what I should have done -long ago,
but for my pride? I think so. I sure-
ly think so.”

I slept but little. ‘Lying awake for
hours, I reviewed all the strange
events of my life and the story of Mr.
Bostock and his family. I closed the
retrospect with a triumphant self-
gratulation. Everything was clear
now. My way was plain. My path
was leading straight to perfected love,
to wealth and happiness. I thought of
good Mr. Dorion, and resolved, in my
last waking moments, that I would
write to him on the morrow and tell
him all.

I slept light and woke early; so early
that nobody was astir in the house. I
dressed myself and descended, and
presently Le Fevre joined me. He
wished to ride over to Thibodeaux, as
Mr. Bostock had requested him to do,
before the heat of the day began, and
he stormed at the negro woman for not
having his breakfast ready.

The omelet, the corn bread and cof-
fee were soon prepared, and the over-
seer asked me to sit down with him.

“What's in the wind?” he inquired.

' “The old man askéd me just before he

went to bed to go over and get Mr.
Coteau, the lawyer.”

“l believe he wants some papers
made out.”

*“Will—eh?”

“Like enough.”

“0, I see, youngster. You know
more’n you want to tell. It’sallright,
though, if the old man is fixing it so
that his rascal of a son will be cut off.
Reckon I shouldn’t stand much chance
with him at the head. But with you
and Miss Coral it might be different.”

“It certainly would be, Mr. Le Fevre.
I'm not telling you anything that is
going to happen; but you would be per-
fectly safe with Miss Bostock and
me. ”

“The Yankee is coming out in you,
Mr. Jewett. You are making your
harvest with a vengeance. You've
been here only a few weeks, and, as
near as I can judge, you've captured
the handsomest and -the richest girl in
the whole La Fourche. Well, I con-
gratulate you. Hope there'll be no

I WATCIIED HIM A8 HE CANTERED OFF.

drawback. Now I'll ride over for the
lawyer.”

Iwatched him ashe cantered off on the
bayou road. Returning into the house
I met Coralie at the foot of the stairs.
She was so bright, so sweet, so tempt-
ing, and. the opportumty was so good
that I 1m(iproved it by taking her in my
arms and kissing her.

“I was afraid it wouldn’t last tﬂl
morning, Dorr. When I awoke I feared
it was a dream. Is it really true?”

“This seems much like a reality,
Coral.” '

" She released herself, and ran part
way up the stairs.

“Dorr, I have just thought of some-
thing. Let us go up to papa’s room
together. It would be so nice, after

all thav happened last night, to go and
say good morning both at once.”
I agreed. We ascended the stairs

and went along the passage. She
knocked lightly at his door.

“Louder; he's asleep.”

She knocked agamn. There wasno
response. I opened the door and we
entered. The room was quite dark.; 1
spoke the name of the occupant; still
no reply.

I opened the window and unclosed
the shutters. The light fell across the
bed. Mr. Bostock lay motionless, his
right hand outside the covers, his eyes
etaring, his jaw fallen.

““He is asleep,” she said.
does he look so strange?”

I ut both arms about her again.

“But why

strong, now, my love, and trust_

in God Your father is dead!”

CHAPTER XIX.
THE CLOVEN FOOT.

Ileft her sobbing in her own cham-
ber and sent up one of the women to
attend to her. I was half stunned
with the suddenness of the blow, the
effects hkely to follow I had not the
courage in that hour to face. They
would come soon enough. I broke the
news to the house servants and soon
had cause to forget my own sorrow and
situation in the effort to calra them.
The word was carried over to the
quarters and the hands came trooping
tc the house. Never have I seen the
strong £motional side of the negro
character 50 displayed. They thronged
the verandas, looking into the win-
dows and wringing their hands, groan-
ing and crying with grotesque but
genuine grief. The house servants
crowded the stairs and gave free vent
to their feehngs

I tried to quiet them, but their n6ise
broke out afresh.

*“0, yo' nebber know how good a
maussa he was.”

“0, Lordy, Lordy, what we all do
now! What little missy do widout
him! What she do wivall us niggers?”

In the midst of the commotion Le
Fevre rode up with Mr. Coteau. The
overseer was shocked, as everybody
had been, at the news; but the habit
of authority was strong in him, and he
asserted himself at once. He went
among the weeping, clamoring people
on the stairs, and, with a few energetic
words, sent them to the rear of the

‘““ALL DE DARKIES AM A WEEPIN’.”

house. The field-hands and their
women and children he put to flight
summarily to their quarters, bestowing
a kick or a cuff where he thought that
obedience was mnot ready enough.
When this was done he took the law-
yer into the house, had his breakfast
got for him (for it was still early), and
sat and talked with him. When Mr.
Coteau had gone Le Fevre came to me.

‘“We may expect that fellow here
right off,” he said.

1 started. The fear of his coming
was shadowing me; but I had not ex-
pected it soon.

‘Do you mean Conrad Bostock?”

‘“Yes. 1 asked Coteau if he remem-
bered that Mr. Bostock had a son when
be was here years ago, before he
changed his residence. He said he did
remember such a person distinctly.
That isn't of great importance; but
what he added is.”

Le Fevre spoke slowly and with an
effort.

“He said that he met Conrad Bostock
on Dauphin street, New Orleans, two
days ago, and, though he had not seen
him for years, he recognized him at
once. So you see the fellow won’t
have to depend on unwilling witnesses
like you and Miss Coral and myself to
establish his rights here; he can get
people to identify him.”

““What do you think—”

“I don’t dare to think what ‘may'

happen when that brute takes control.
I won’t talk about it. We'll wait and
see. In the meantime I hope some of
his gambling friends will quarrel with
him at cards and shoot him.”

The telegraph from La Fourche
crossing took the intelligence of the
planter’s sudden death to New Orleans
that morning; it was published in the
afternoon papers. The arrangements
had been made to have the funeral on
the second day after. On the morning
of that day Conrad Bostock arrived,
accompanied by three men of his own
class, ill-looking fellows, whose ap-
pearance led me to believe that they
were armed. It occurredto me atonce
that the man had come determined to
assert his ownership here with force,
if necessary.

He made no display of his intentions

before the funeral; he sat quietly with
his companions through the sad cere-
monies, and walked with the others to
the grave. Absorbed in supporting
and trying to console poor Coralie, I
took little note of him. When the last
rites had been performed, and we had
returned tc the house, I was called
from the side of the woman to the par-
lor. Conrad Bostock was there with
his retainers, and the overseer sat
stiffly by himsel{..
" “I want you to umderstand,” said
Conrad, in 3 bullying tone, “that my
rigicts here will be well cared for. I've
got a lawyer down at the crossing
that I brought from New Orleans, and
he’ll came up as soon as necessary. If
my tather left a will, one of you ought
to know it. Did he?”

I looked at Le Fevre.

“Tell him,” he muttered.

*We have reason to believe,” I said,

r“that the late Mr. Bostock did not

leave a will.”

A gleam of savage joy shone in the
man’s face. He slapped his knee with
his hand.

“Good, by —!” he cried. “I thought
there were peculiar reasons why he
wouldn’t wish to do it; but I
couldn’t be sura. Well, then, it seems
there ain’t to be any dispute about my
rights. Both of you understand well
enough that I am my father's sole
heir; there’s nobody to contest it with
me. I take possession here now. Mz,
Le Fevre, a word with you! Somethm%
disagreeable occurred In this 165
Tong ago. Fthink you were to blame!
but I don’t want to lay up grudges. I
want you to remain in charge of the
plantation and the people, for awhile,
at least, till I can get the hang of
things, and put one of these gentle-
men in the place. Idon’t know what
you've been getting; I'll double it,
while I want you. Is i a bargain?”

“No,” was the curt answer. “I
leave here to-morrow. I wantnothing
from you but the balance of two hun-
dred and fifty dollars which is due me
from the place.”

The new proprietor drew a thick
roll of bank notes from his pocket,
counted out the sum named and
handed it to Le Fevre, saying: “I
want a receipt.” The latter {ook a
blank leather-bound book from his
breast pocket, wrote the receipt and
handed it over.

Conrad Bostock looked inquiringly
at the book.

“Have you a list of the people on the
place there?”

“Yes.”

“T'd like to see {t.”

Le Fevre cut out several leavés with
his knife and gave them to him. He
read aloud at the top: ‘Field hands
and children in the quarters, seventy-
nine; house servants, thirteen.”

*Is this all?” he asked.

«“Yes. We've never cultivated the
whole plantation in any year; and I
was here some years before Mr. Bos-
tock came back.”

“H'm, h’'m, h’'m. Joe—Israel—Jerry,
Lucy, Vie, Esther, Prue.”

His eye ran rapidly down the list,
and he spoke a name here and there.
When he came to the end he folded the
leaves, put them in his breast pocket
and lit a cigar. His companions fol-
lowed his example, and soon the parlor
was filled with smoke. Le Fevre
looked at the lounging, loaferish fig-
ures and then I saw that his gorge
was rising. He rose and threw open
the windows.

‘Do you want anything more of me?”
he asked.

“Yes. I want to know how you hap-
pened to omit one name from that in-
ventory.”

“Nothing is omitted. Itis a correct
list of the negroes belonging to the
place.”

“I correct you. The nameé df Coralie
Bonfant, daughter of one Louise Bon-
fant, who died the slave of my father,
is nowhere on these papers.”

I started up, almost speechless with
passion.

*‘Coralie was his daughter, you know
that?”

The man merely glanced at me; he
took no other notice of my interrup-
tion.

“That girl is one of the most valuable
properties on the place; probably the
most valuable. She appears to have
been treated rather too much like one
of the family; but that was my father's
way. Gardette, you saw her at the fu-
neral—the slim girl in black, with the
long veil, that this chap here was mak-
ing some fuss over. What should you
say she’s worth?”

The man addressed suspended his
smoking long enough to give a shrill
whistle.

“Why, the devil! You don’t mean to
tell me that ske's your mgger?”

“Just so.” f

“She’s worth twe!ty-ﬂve hundred
dollars. -She’d bring twb thousand at
the block any day.”

“Stay!” I exclaimed. My voice was
hoarse, and I shook with emotion.
“Conrad Bostock, she is of your own
blood—your’s father’s daughter. The
last evening of his life he gave his con-
sent that I should marry her. He sent
for a lawyer to draw her free papers,
and to draw a will, leaving her every-
thing. The lawyer arrived here after
he had died. Mr. Le Fewre here knows
this. Coralie will go with me; you
have nothing to do with her.”

An insolent laugh from Bostock’s
companions greeted my frantic protest.
Conrad looked on me with undissem-
bled contempt.

“Young man, your stay in this house
will end right now. Your effects and
those of your friend, Mr. Le Fevre,
will be set out on the veranda. As
for all this foolishness about the girl
you've been preaching, I've nothing to
say. It’s hardly the thing in Louisiana
for a white man to marry a slave; the
law don’t permit it. If it did, do you
suppose I would be fool enough togive
you twenty-five hundred dollars’ worth
of property? Not I. If it will make
you feel any better, I'll say to you,
that, if the girl behaves herself, I'll get
a good master for her. If not—if she/
goes into any tantrums—off she goes
to the Orleans slave market.”

My head swam, my heart seemed to
stand still. I saw the faces of leering
devils through the smoke wreaths. A
strong hand grasped my shoulder. Le
Fevre stood by my side.

“I make you a proposition,” he said
to the proprietor. “I will give you
twenty«five hundred dollars for her.”
”NO.”

“Three thousand dollars.”

*“No. Sheis not at present for sale.”
“Four thousand dollars!” Le Ievre
cried, with an excitement that I had
never known him to betray. ‘Four
thousand dollars; every cent I own in
the world I will give you for her. She
is nothing to you more than her money
value; she is everything to Dorz. Con-
sidering who and what ske is, you
ought to be glad to let her go in this
way.”

‘The fiend shook his head. I could
bear it no longer. With fists clenched
apd wusecles strained, I dashed at him.
The iron hand of Le Fevre restrained

the great commonwealth have removed

me and dragged me from the room. !

As the door was closed behind us, I

heard a roar of laughter from within. g
[TO BE CONTINUED.]
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A SAFE TEAM. |

The Foreman Cousidered It 'l'horouhly‘
Reliable.

Mr. Theodore Roosevelt, writing of
“Cowboy Land” in the Century Maga- |
zine, says that there is nothing more
refreshing than ths Tight-hearted be- |
lief er*irtained by the average manl
that any animal vw{dch by main force
has been two or three times saddled |
and ridden, or harnessed and driven, |
is a ‘‘broke horse.” Mr. Roosevelt's
foreman is firmlr wedded to this idea, !
as well as to its complement, the be-
lief that any animal with hoofs, before
any vehicle with wheels, can be driven
across the country.

One summer, on reaching the ranch,
I was entertained with the usual ac-
count of the adventures and misadven-
tures which had befallen my own men
and my neighbors since I had been out
last. In the course of the conversation
my foreman remarked:

“We had a great time out here about
six Wéeks ago. There wasa professor
from Ann Arbor came out with his
wife to see the Bad Lands, and they
asked if we could rig them up a team,
and we said we guessed we could,
and Foley’s boy and I did; but it ran
away with him, and broke his leg. He
was here for a month. Iguess he didn’t
mind it, though.”

Of this I was less certain—forlorn
little Medora being a ‘‘busted” cow-
town, concerning ‘which I once heard
another of my men remark, in reply to
an inquisitive commercial traveler:
“How many people lives here? Eleven |
~~counting the chickens—when they're
all in town.”

My foreman continued: ‘By George,
there was something that professor
said afterward that made me feel hot!
I sent word up to him by Foley’s boy
that seein’ how it had come out, we
wouldn't charge him nothing for the
rig; and that professor he answered
that he was glad we were showing him
some sign of consideration, for he'd
begun to believe he'd fallen into a den
cf sharks, and that we'd give him a
ranaway team a-purpose.

‘““That made me hot, callin’ that a
runaway team! Why, there was one
of them horses never could have run
away before—it hadn’t never ' been
druv but twice; and the other horse,
maybe, had run away a few times; but
there was lots of times he hadn’t run
away. I esteemed that team full as
reliable not to run away as to run
away,” said my foreman, as though
this were as good a warranty of gen-
tleness as the most exacting man. could

require. ‘
A TERRIBLE HOME.COMING.

A Mother Unwittingly Kills Her O;vn Son
for His Money.

A ghastly crime has just bee com-
mitted at the town of Balta,§:
dolia, says the PhLladclphm Tele-
graph. A young man who, when
little more than a child, went to
America, where he made a for-
tune, recently returned to Balta,
His parents kept an inn there, in which
he took up his quarters without in-
forming them of his return. "

He then proceeded to havea bath,
leaving all his money in charge of
the landlady. Tempted by the large-
ness of the sum, the woman conceived
the idea of murdering her lodger and
appropriating his property. The young
man meanwhile returned from his
bath and went to bed, and she, seizing
the opportunity, murdered him with a
kitchen knife while he slept, and then
deposited the corpse in a cellar.

The proprietor of the inn, who was
absent while this tragedy was being
enactcd, returned home on the follow-
ing day, when his wife informed him
of what she had done, and tock him
into the cellar, where the body lay
concealed.

On his way through the town the fa-
ther had heard of his son’s return
from America, and, after a close scru-
tiny, recognized the corpse as that of
his own son, notwithstanding his
changed appearance after many years'
absence. The wretched woman had
hardly looked at her visitor, and mur-
dered him, without suspecting who he
was.

The unfortunate father,overwhelmed
by the horrible discovery, fell down
dead on the spot, while the police, who
were informed of what had passed, im-
mediately arrested the woman, who is
now in prison awaiting trial.

FARMER’S ARCADIA.

Where ¥ences Are Needless and ﬁlowlng
Fields Extend to the Turnpike,

You can’t see cattle, sheep or hogt
running at large in any of the publie
highways of the Empire state nowa-
days, says the New York Sun. A few
years ago the legislature passed a law
prohibiting the pasturing of stock in
the public highways of the state, and
the people everywhere ‘have liked the
law and lived up to it. Asa result the
residents of many of the villages in

their dooryard fences, and the long
stretches of park-like front yards are
the most noticeable feature to visitors
from other states. The property own-
ers don’t need to be on the watch fos
stray cattle, and their gardens are
never overrun by vagrant cows and
hogs. Everybody is pleased with the
law, and therefore no one breaks it.

In the agricultural districts of the
state a great many farmers have torn
down their road fences where they
don’t need to pasture stock in field ad-
joining the highways. They till the
ground right out to the wagon tracks
and uproot the weeds and grasses
where the fences stood. Grassgrows
as thriftily along the roadsides oppo-
site the meadows and pastures as i,
does in the fields, and the farmers util
ize it by mowing it for hay. The ¥oad
side hay crop of the Empire state this
year will amount to tens of thousands
of tons. :

—Painted fire needs no fuel—a dead
and formal profession is easily kept

up.—T. Manton.
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ANYONE CAN

At the expense of little
money and his spare ‘
time obtain a fair wovk,

ing education. |
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10-Dyspepsin, Billousness, Constipation.
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14—-Salt Rheum, Erysipelas, Eruptions . .25
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16-Malaria, Chills, Fever and Ague...... 25
19-Catarrh, Influenza, Cold in the Head, .25 '

20-Whooping Cough
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30-Urinary Weakness, Wetting Bed..
HUMPHREYS' WITCH HAZEL OIL,
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Dn. Humpankys' MANUAL (144 pages,) MAILED FRKE.
HUMPHREYS' MED, CO,, 111 & 118 William Bé,, NEW YORE,

SPECIFICS.

Caveats, and Trade-Marks obtained, and all Pat.
ent business conducted for Moocnﬂ FEes.
OFFICE IS OPPOSITE U, PM’!a T OFrice
-n We can secure patent ja leu those
remote from Washington,
Send model, drawing or photo,, with descrip~
tion. We advise, if patentable or not, free of

charge. Our fee not due till patent is -ocured

A PampuLET, ““How to Obtain Patents,” with
cost of same in the U, S, and foreign countries
sent free, Address,

C.A.SNOW & CO.

OPP, PATENT OFFICE, WASHINGTON, D, C.

Cor. 4th & Columbia Sts., La Fayette, Ind,

Practical Business Methods, No Copying from Text-Books,
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J. CADDEN, President.

INACQUAINTED WITM THE OEOORAPHY OF THE COUNTRY With
OBTAIN MUCH INFORMATION FROM A mmovmworm

i

":i" A

GREAT ROGK | |s|.mn ‘ROUTE

(o.,n.x.ar.mo.,x.ar. l'n.)
West, Northwest 1

E.ST.JOHN, E.A. HOI.BROOK.
Gen’]l Manager. Genl Tkt. & Pass. Agh,

WEBSTER

McCLURE’S

MAGAZINE
For 1894,

The editors of McClure's Magae
sine aim to publish the

Best Literature ',"

.AND THE...

. Most lntarest'ng .\"emdgn

and to make every line in the magas
gine both instructive and enter~
taining. §

100 NEN AND WOMEN PFAMOUS IN

LI'IBRA'IURB AND ACHIEVEMENT will be

ented McClure’s Magazine, either

as authors of articles or as participants In

dialogues and Interviews, or as nhlccu o
articles.

Stevenson’s New Novel.
A ROMANCE OF THB
BOUTH SEAS, by bert
Leals Stevepson and
O:zbourne, will run through {our
Bumbers, beginning with Jan-
r:ry This story is one of thrill.
adventure and mysterious
bappenings, reminding one ef

* Freasure Island,” and of * The
Wrecker.”

Willlam Dean Howells ! :

Wil contribute a serial
to run through three numbers,
fioré é&upecially for younger
readers, and, like all his storles
for young people, it will be juss
as interesting to their elders,

Short Stories

will be contributed by many
ven-knawu writers, among others s

Bret Harte, Joel Chandler Harrls, |

Conan Doyle, Frank R. Stockton,
Harriet Prescett Spofford, ‘' Q'

Clark Russell, Rudyard Kipling,

Octave Thanet, and I. Zangwill,

Real Conversations.

Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, and!
Studies of (reat MMen in Actlon, will continue
10 be marked features of comln( issues. Under
this heading are announced the following :

D. L. NMOODY, the lMan and his work, by
PROFESSOR HENRY DRUIMIOND.
This is the first complete study
of Mr. Moody's career which
has ever been prepared,

(ladstone,

As a Leador of Men, I
By HAROLD FREDERIC.

Philip D. Armour.

By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr, Armour e pro-
bably ‘the greatest merchant in the history of the
world, He is also a great philanthropist. This
article will present the many sides of his active
Ities, and will be fully illustrated,

Bismarck,

At his Greatest,
— Y —

ARCHIBALD FORBES.

~ Ruskin at Home.

LA By M. M. SPIELMAN.

Pierre Loti,

A personal sketch, by
MADANE ADAnN.

Jules Verne,
Sardou,
Andrew Cargegle
Archdeacon Farrar,
Dumas, the Younger.
Camlie Flamarion,

L and

CHARLES A. DANA

are the subjects of articles is
the form of interviews, in which
the matter is mainly autobio-
graphical, Thesearticles in many
cases give full length portraits
of their subjects, the stories of
their lives, struggles, achieve-
mmdmeu-. These articles will be fully
lustrated.

Famous Contributors.

In addition to the special announcements above,
important contributions, some of which are uniqus
are in preparation by:‘
Prof. Henry Drummond,

Herbert D, Ward,

William Dean Howells, Bret Harte,

H: H. Boyesen, M. de Blowitz,

Thomas Nelson Page, Frank R. Stocktom. .

W. E. Henley, Andrew Lang,
Deland, Archdeacon Farrar,

Robert Louis Stevenson,
M‘. W. Cable.
Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

Edge of the Future.

Articles under this head will deal with the Mam
velsof Science, and interesting subjects in the fields
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