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™E DOG UNDER THE WAGON.,

* Come, wife,” -umounmom.
* Put oa yeur things, 'tis market day--
And we'll be of to the nearest town,
There and back ere the sun goes down.
Spot? No, we’'ll leave old Spot behind.™
But Shot he barked, and Spot ho whined,
And soon made up his doggish mind
To follow under the wagon

Away they went at a good round pace,
And joy came into the farmer’s face;

* Poor Spot.” said he, ‘‘did want to coms,
But I'm awful glad he’s left at home;
He’ll gaard the barn, and guard the cot,
And keep the cattle oul of the lot.”

“ I'm not so sure of that,” thought Spot,

The little dog under the wagon.

The farmer all his produce sold,
And got his pay in yellow gold,
Yhen started homeward after dark.
Home through the lonely forest. Hark!
A rebber springs from behind a tree—
* Your money or clse your life,” says he;

The moon was up, but ke didn’t see

The little dog under the wagon

8pot ne'er barked, and Spot ne’er whined,

But quickly caught the thief behind;

He dragged him down in the mire and dirs,

And tore his coat and tore his shirt,

Then held him fast on the miry ground;

The robber uttered not a sound

While his hands and feet the farmer bound,
And tumbled him into the wagon.

So Spot he saved the farmer’s life,
The farmer's money, the farmer’s wife;
And now a hero grand and gay,
A allver collar he wears to-day;
Among his friends, among his foes,
44 everywhere his master goes,
He fo!lows on his horny toes,

“Ube little dog under the wagon.

—N. O. Picayune.

CHAPTER IIL—CONTINUED.
“1 thereupon led the way up the

eteps and into the vehicle. Matt fol-
lowed; but, so soon as she caught a
glimpse of the interior, stood timidly
on the threshold. What is there in the
atmosphere of a house, even the rudest,
which places the visitor at a disadvan-
tage as compared with the owner?
Even animals feel this, and dogs espe-
cially, when visiting strange premises,
exhibit most abject humility. But I
must not generalize. The bearings of
this remark, to quote my friend Capt.
Cuttle, lie in the application of it.
Matt for a momeut was awed.

‘“‘Come in, Matt; come in,” I said.

‘‘She came in by slow degrees, and I
noticed for the first time—seeing how
near her hat was to the roof—that she
was unusually tall. I then did the
honors of the place, showed her my
sleeping arrangements, my culinary
implements, everything that I thought
would interest her. I offered her the
arm-chair, or turned-up bedstead; but
she preferred a stool which I some-
times used for my feet, and, sitting
down upon it, looked round her with
obvious admiration.

¢ ‘Should you like to live in a house
like this?’ I asked, encouragingly.

“She shook her head with decision.

* “Why not?” I demanded. -

‘“‘She did not exactly know why, or,
at any rate, could not explain. Wish-
ing “to interest and amuse her, I
handed her a portfolio of my sketches,
chiefly in pencil and pen and ink, but
a few in water colors. Ier manner
changed atonce, and she turned them
over with little cries of delight. It
was clear that Matt had a taste for the
beautiful in art, but her chief attrac-
tion was for pictures representing the
human face or figure.

‘“Among the sketches she found a
crayon drawing of an antique and
blear-eyed gentleman in a skull cap,
sopied from some Rembrandtish pic-
ture I had seen abroad.

¢ ‘T know who thisis!’ she exclaimed.
‘It’s William Jones’ father!

‘I assured her on my honor that
William Jones’ father was not person-
ally known to me, but she seemed a
sittle incredulous. Presently she rose
to go.

“¢I can’t stop no longer,” she ex-
plained. ‘T've got to go to Monkshurst
for William Jones.’

¢ ‘Monkshurst? Is that where the
polite Mx. Monlk resides?’

“‘Yes; up in the wood,’ she replied,
with a grimace expressive of no little
dislike.-

¢ ‘Is Mr. Monk a friend of yours?’

‘“Her answer was a very decided
negative. Then, slouching to the
door, she swung herself down to the
ground. I followed, and stood on the
threshold, looking down at her. .

¢ ‘Don’t forget that I'm to paint
your picture,’ I said. ‘When will you
come back?

¢ “To-morrow, maybe.’

‘¢ ‘I shall expect you. Good-by!

‘ ‘Good-by, master,” she returned,
~eaching up to shake hands.

“I watched her as she walked away

Vt.owards the road, and noticed that she

took bold strides like a boy. On reach-
ing the road she looked back and
laughed, then she drew herself to-
gother and began running like a young
deer, with little or nothing of her for-
mer clumsiness, until she disappeared
among the sand-hills.
» * * * * * *

*Thursday.—This morning, just af-
ter breakfast, when I had entered the
caravan to prepare my materials for
the day’s painting, Tim appeared at
the door with a horrid grin.

¢ ‘There’s a young lady asking for
ye,’ he said.

“I had forgotten for the moment my
appointment of the day before, and,
when I leaped from the caravan, I per-
ceived standing close by, with her back
to me and her face toward the lake,
the figure of a young woman. At first
{ failed te identify her, for she wore a
black hat and a white feather, a cloth
jacket, and a dress which almost
reached the ground; but she turned
=ound as I approached her and T recog-
=zized my new acquaintance.

“I cannot say that she was improved

her change of costume. In the first
p it made her look scveral years
oldev—-in fact, quite young womanly.
In the second place, it was iawdy, not
to =say servantgally, if I may coin such
an adjective. The dress was of thin
silk. old avd frayed and logked as if §¢

had suffeced & good deal from expos-
ure to the elements, as was indeed
the actual case. The jacket was also
old, and seemed made of the rough
material which is usually cut into sail-
ors’ pea-}:.ckets which was the. case,
also. The hat was obviously new, but
just as obvioutly homemade.

* ‘So you have come,’ I said, shaking
hands. ‘Upcnmy word, I didn’t know

‘““She laughed delightedly, and
glanced down at her attire, which
clearly afforded her the greatest satis-
faction.

“ ‘I put on my Sunday clothes, she
exclaimed, ‘’cause I was going to have
my likeness took. Don’t you tell Wil-
liam Jones.’

“I promised not to betray her to that
insufferable nuisance and refrained
from informing her that I thought her
ordinary costume far more becoming
than her seventh-day finery.

* ‘That’s a nice dress,’ I said, hypo-

critically. ‘‘Where did you buy it?”
** ‘T didn’t buy it. It come ashore.’
“ ‘What! When you ‘‘come ashore”

yourself?’

‘“ ‘No fear! she answered. ‘Last win-
ter when the big ship went to bits out
there.’

“ ‘Oh, I see!
of a wreck?

““Yes, it come ashore; and, look ye
now, this jacket come ashore, too. On
a sailor chap.’

‘“ ‘And the sailor chap made you a
present of it, I suppose?’

‘“ ‘No fear!’ she repeated, with her
sharp shake of the head. ‘How could
he give it me when he was drownded
and comeashore? William Jones gave

Then it was a portion

‘“WOULD YOU LIKE TO SEE THE INTE-
RIOR?”

it to me, and I altered it my own self—
look ye now—to make it fit.’

‘“‘She was certainly an extraordinary
young person, and wore her mysterious
finery with a coolness I thought was
remarkable, it being quite clear, from
her explanation, that all fish that came
to her net, or, in other words, that
dead men’s clothes, were as acceptable
to her unprejudiced taste as any oth-
ers. However, the time was hastening
on, and I had my promise to keep. So
I got my crayon materials and made
Matt sit down before me on a stool,
first insisting, however, that she
should divest herself of her head-gear,
which was an abomination, but which
she discarded with extreme reluctance.
Directly I began she became rigid ,and
fixed herself, so to speak, as people do
when being photographed—her eyes
glaring on vacancy, her whole face lost
in self-satisfied vacuity.

‘“‘You 'needn’t keep like that,’ I
cried; ‘I want your face to have some
expression. Move your head about as
much as you like, laugh and talk—it
will be all the better.’

‘“ ‘Last time I was tool,’ she replied,
‘the chap said I mustn’t move.’

“<Ah! I suppose  he was a traveling
photographer?’

‘“ ‘He had a little black box, like, on
legs, and a cloth on top of it, and he
looked at me through a hole in the
middle. Then he cried ‘“‘now,” and
held up his hand for me to keep still as
a mouse; then he counted fifty—and I
was took.’

“‘Ah! Indeed!
ness?’

‘ ‘Yes, master. But I looked like the
black woman who come ashore last
Easter was a year.’

‘“With conversation like this we be-
guiled 'the day, while I proceeded rap-
idly with my drawing. At the end of
a couple of hours Matt had becore so
fidgety that I thought it advisable to
give her arest. She sprang up, and
ran over to inspect the picture. The
moment her eyes fell on it she uttered
a rapturous cry.

¢ *Look ye now, ain’t it pretty? Mas-
ter, am I like that?’

*I answered her it was an excellent
likeness, and not too flattering. Her
face fell, however, a little as she pro-
ceeded.

‘“‘Are my cheeks as red as that,
master?”

*“‘Youare red, Matt,’ I replied, flip-
pantly; ‘so are the roses.’

‘“‘She looked at me thoughtfully.

‘ When it’s finished, will you give it
to me to keep?

“<‘Well, we shall see.’

‘I gave t'other chap a shilling for
his, frame and all, but I’ve got no
more money,” she continued, with an
insinuating smile, which, as a man of
gallantry, I could not resist. So I
promised that, if she behaved herself
properly, I would, in all probability,
malke her the present she coveted.

‘ ‘You must come again, to-morrow,’
I said, as we shook hands, ‘and I'll
finish the thing off.’

‘*All right, master. 'll come.’

*“And, with a nod and a bright smile,
she walked away.

“During the whole of this interview
Tim had not been uunehservant, and so
soonas I was left alone he looked up
from the work he was engaged upon,
viz., potato washing, and gave a know-
ing smxle

“‘Sure she's a fine bold colleen,’
said
is?

* ‘I have not the slightest idea.’

* ‘They're saying down beyant that
she’s a say-fondling, and has neither
ht.h.f nor motkler, nor sny belong-

Was it a good like-

ne
‘Does your honor know who she

“‘Pray who was your informani?

“‘The man who picked her from the
say—William Jones hisself.’

“That name again. It was becom-
ing too much for flesh and blood to
bear. From the first moment of my
arrival I had heard no other, and I had
begun to detest its very cound.”

CHAPTER 1V.
INTRODUCES WILLIAM JONES AND HIS FATHER

My story is now bound to follow im
the footsteps of Matt, who, on quit-
ting the presence of her artist friend,
walked rapidly along the sand-encum-
bered road in the direction of the sea.

Skirting the lake upon the left hand,
and still having theocean of sand hills
upon her nght she gradually slack-
ened her pace. A spectator, had he
been by, would have doubtless observed
that the change was owing to maiden
meditation; that, in other words, Matt
had fallen into a brown study.

Presently she sat down upon a con-
venient stone, or piece of rock, and,
resting her elbows on her knees, her
chin in her hands, looked for some
minutes at vacancy. At last she rose,
flushed warmly, and murmuring some-
thing to herself.

The something was to this effect:

“His hands are as whiteasa Indy’s,
when he pulls off them gloves, snd he
said I was as pretty as my pinture.”

I can only guess at the train of
reasoning which led to this solilogny,
and express my opinion that Matt had
well developed ideas on the subject of
the sexes. True, she was not above
sixteen, and had little or no experience
of men, none at all of men who were
both young and good looking. Never-
theless, she was nost insensible of the
charms of a white hand, and other
tokens of masculine refinement and
beauty.

By a natural sequence of ideas, she
was led to stretch out her own right
hand and look at it critically. It was
very brown and covered with huge
golden freckles. The inspection not be-
ing altogether satisfactory, she thrust
both her hands irritably into the pock-
ets of her jacket and walked on.

Leaving the lake behind her she fol-
lowed the road along a swampy hollow,
down which the very shallowest of riv-
ulets crept along to the sew, now los-
ing itself altorrether in mossy patches
of supicious greenness, again emerging
and trickling with feeble glimmers
over pebble and sand. Presently she
left the road and came'upon a primitive
wooden bridge, consisting of only one
plank, supported on two cairns of
stone. Here she paused, and, seeing a
red-legged sand-piper running abouton
the edge of the water just below her,
made a gesture like a boy throwing a
8 stone, whereon the sand-piper
sprang up chirping and tlew along
out of sight.

By this time she was in full sight of
the sea. Dead calm, and covered with
rain-colored shadows, it touched the
edge of the flat sands about a mile
away, and left one long <reamy
line of changeless foam. The sands
themselves stretched away to the west-
ward as far as the eye could see. Butto
the left and eastward, thatis to say, in
the direction toward which she was
going, there was a long, rocky promon-
tory, with signs of human habitation.
Breaking into a swinglike trot, Matt
hastened thither, following a footpath
across marshy fields.

In due time she came out upon a
narrow and rudely made road, which
wound along the rocky promontory,
at low water skirting the sand, at high
water the sea. The first honse she
reached was a wooden life-boat house,
lying down in a creek and, it being
then low tide, at some distance from
the water’s edge. On the roadside
above the house was a flagstaff, and
beneath the flagstaff a wooden seat.
All was very still and desolate, with-
out a sign of life, but a little further
along the road was a row of cottages
which seemed inhabited, and were in
fact the abodes of the coast-guard. In-
stead of lingering here Matt proceeded
on her way until she reached what at
first sight looked like the beginning of
a village or small town. There were
house on each side of the road, some
of them several stories high; but close
inspection showed that most of them
were roofless, that few of them pos-
sessed any windows or doors, and that
nearly all were decayed and dilapidat-
ed from long disuse, while not a few
had a blasted and sinister appearance,
as if blackened by fire. And still there
was no sign of any human soul. Sud-
denly, however, the street came to an
end, and Matt found herself on a sort
of rocky platform overlooking the sea;
and on this platform, shading his eyes
from the blazing sun and looking out
seaward, was a solitary man.

So intent was he c¢n his occupation
that he was unconscious of Matt’s ap-
proach till she was standing by his
side.- He turned his cyes upon her for
a moment and then once more gazed
out to sea.

A short, plump, thick-set man, with
a round, weather-bteaten face, which
would have been good-humored but
for its expression of extreme watchful-
ness and greed. The eyes were blue.
but very small and keen; the forehead

low and narrow; the hair coarse and

sandy; the beard coarser and sandier
still. He might have besn about fifty
years of age. Ilis dresz was curious,
consisting of a yellow sou’wester, a
pair of seaman’s coarse canvas trousers
and a blue pilot-jacket, ornamented
with brass buttons which bore the in-
signia of her majesty’snaval servieo.

Presently, without turning his +7es
again from the far distance, the man
spoke: in a husky, far-away whispex:

“Matt, do you ses summat ut von-
der?”

Matt strained her gaze through the

¢ dazzling sunlight, but failed to discern

any object on the light expanse of wa-
ter.

“Look ye now,” continued the man;
““it may be drifting weed, or it may be
a wreck; but it'ssummat. Look again.”

“Summat black, William Jones?”

“Yes. Coming and going. Now it
eomes, aaud 1t’s black; now it goes, and
the water looks white where it was.
If it isn’v wreck, it's weed; if it ain’t
weed, it's wreck. Ana the tide's flow-

Ing. and it'll go asnore afore night at ' eylinders.

Caldron point, if I walit for . But i
shan't wait,” he ndded eagerly, “I'll g«
and overhaul it now.” :

He looked round suspicious, and then
said: ‘

“Matt, did you see any of them
coast-guard chaps as you come along?”"

“No, William Jones.”

“Thought not. They’re up Pencroes |
way, fooling about; so there'sa chance |
for an honest man to look arter his liv- |
ing without no questioning. Youcome
along with me, and if it is ammnst., i i
gie thee tuppence some o’ these fine |
days.” }

As he turned to go, his eye fell for ,
the first time on her attire. ‘

“What's this, Matt? What are you
doing in your Sunday clothes?”

The girl was at a loss to reply. She
blushed scarlet and hung down her
head. Fortunately for her the man
was too absorbed in his main object of |
thought to catechise her further. He |
only shook his fat head in severe dis- |
approbation and led the way down to
a small creek in the rocks, where a
rough coble was rocking, secured by
& rusty chain. !

“Jump in and take the paddles. I’ i
sit astern and keep watch.”

The girl obeyed and leaped in; but
before sitting down she tucked up her
dress to her knees to avoid the dirty |

MATT BTRAINED HER GAZE THROUGW m
DAZZLING BUNLIGHT. ’

wuter in the bottom of the beat. (WVil- '
liam Jones followed, and pushed off
with his hands. Calm as the water
was, there was a heavy shoreward
swell, on which they were immediately
uplifted with some danger of being !
swept baclk on the rocks. Matt handled
the paddles like one to the manner i
born, and the boat shot out swiftly on |
the shining sea. 3

The sun was burning with almost in- &

sufferable brightness, and the light
blazed on the zolden mirror of the was
ter with blinding refracted rays,
Crouching in the stern of the boat,
William Jones shaded his eyes with
both hands, and gazed intently on the
object he had discovered far out to sea.
Now and then he made a rapid motion
to guide the girl in the rowing, but he
did not speak a word.

|TO BR CONTINUED.] '

WOMEN AT SENSATIONAL TRIALS

Only an Indication of the Pervslstence of
Primal Nature. |
Among the crowds that pack a
steaming, ill-ventilated court-room at
& sensational murder trial there are al-
ways numbers of women, says the New
York Sun. None more persistent than
they in gaining entrance, whether by
the use of shoulders and elbows in the
crowd, or by discovering ecircuitouna
routes, by means of introduction or ae- |
quaintance, through the side door.
Through all ghastliness‘of detail they |
sit, the most interested of all specta-.
tors. Neither the comments of men
nor the criticisms of newspapers dis-
turb their presence. This manifesta-
tion of unwholesome interest on the
one hand and of indifference on the
other has been regarded as a new and
inexplicable transformation in the
womanly nature, which is by nature
gentle, tender, and averse to witness-
ing human suffering. Any possible
solution of the development of such un-
lovely traits is referred to lher new-
born ideas of emancipation and in-
dependence and assumption of the
rights and privileges of men. This
view seems hasty and ill-founded.
Without ransacking history it is suf-
ficient to recall Gerome's picture,
‘“Pollice Verso” and the faces of furies
that the vestal virgins wear, a8, with
thumbs turned down, they give the
signal for a fight to the flnish. Who-
ever has read Walter 8eott knows how
women . thronged to see the poor
wretches swing. No stage representa-
tion of a witch burning or a Puritan
scaffold would be considered correct
without eager women surging about
{he base. In Spain no woman hesis
tates to go to a bull fight, and the peril
of the bull fighter only gives zest to
the scene. Hangings are now private,
the bull fight is prohibited in this
country.. The court-room has taken
the place of the arena in those spee
tacles of human anguish, of dea.dly
dramatic conflict which no gloss of civ-
ilization has yet covered from view
in the human breast. The rise of the
novel, with its pictured woes, hasdone
something to fili this need, buv imagin-
ation fails to satlsfy where the cye
can rest and the mind can feed upon
the actunl spectacle. When women
throng the court-room their presence
is only the indication of the persist-
ence of that primal nature that they
hold in common with mern.

A Locomotive's “Cough.”

The cough or puff of a railway en
gine is due to the abrupt emission of
waste steam up the stack. When mov-
ing slowly the coughs ecan, of course.
be heard following each other quite
distinctly, but when speed is pat on
the puffs come out one after the other
much more rapidly, and when eighteen
coughs a second are produced they can-
not be separately distinguished by the
ear. A locomotive running at the rats
of nearly seventy miles an hour givea
out tweniy puffs of steam every seo
ond—that is, ten for each of ita twe

.
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For 1894,

The editors of McClure’s Maga.
kine aim to publish the

Best Literature
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Mast Interesting Knowledge
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 Stevenson’s New Novel.

. mumbers, beginning with Jan-
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!
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A ROMANCE OF THB
BOUTH SEAS, by Robert
Leals Stevenson and Lloyd
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wary, This story is one of thrill.

* Treasure Island,” and of * The
Wrecker,”

William Dean Howells
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Short Stories
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Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, and|
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to be marked features of coming issues,

this heading are announced the following :
D. L. MOODY, the lMan and his work, by

PROFESSOR HENRY DRUIIIIOND.

| This is the first complete study

| of Mr., Moody's career which =]

has ever been prepared. g

Gladstone,

As a Leader of Men, i’
By HAROLD FREDERIC.

Philip D. Armour.

By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr, Armour is 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
Itles, and will be fully illustrated,

Bismarck,

At his Qreatest,
— PY -

ARCHIBALD FORBES.
» Ruskin at Home.

P e By M. H. SPIELMAN,
Pierre Loti, ct

A personal sketch, by i
NADATE ADAN,

Alphonse Daudet,
Jules Verne,
Sardou,

Andrew Carnegle
Archdeacon Farrar,
Dumas, the Younger,

Under

CHARLES A. DANA

iy are the subjects of articles is
the form of interviews, in which
the matter is mainly autobio-
graphical. Thesearticlesin many
cases give full length portraits
of their subjects, the atories of
iSelr lives, struggles, achieves

ments and succeases. These articles will be Mb*',

fllustrated.

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,
Wiiliam Dean Howells, Bret Harto,

H. H. Beyesen, . de Blowitz,
Thomas Nelson Pago, Frank R. Stocktem.
W. E. Henley, Andrew Lang,
Margaret Deland, Archdeacon Farras,

Rebert Louis Stevenson, Charles A. Dana,
George W. Cable, QGilbert Parker,
Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

Edge of the Future.

Articles under this head will deal with the Mam
velsof Science, and interesting subjects in the fields
of Rallroading, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating te
the Prolongation of Life, Explorations, etc.

NOTABLE FEATURES of the Magazine: Timely
articles, Papers of Adventure, Progressive Portraite
ure, Stranger than Fiction, which have proved se
popular, will continue to charactérize coming issues.

The regular price of McClure's MNagazine
— s —
$1.50 a Yean

Hnw t0 Get this Maaazlnc.
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