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2 ANSWERED.
fomg days of sun, and rain, and bloom bhave
sped,

And on the fair, pure, golden head *
©Of youth, the silver hard of time
Has laid his touch, and the dark eyes

Look wistfully adown the coming years,

And while the smile of trust around the mouth |

Skines bravely, yet the tremulous tears
Will, spite of faith and prayer, at times arise.
“Yet, father, keep him brave and true, I pray,
And since we may not meet, still let me say,
And know my words are truth;

He is untouched, unsoiled by sin or crime,
True to his God, this faithful love of mine.”

Amid the scenes of war, and shame, ancd wrong,
‘With brave uplifted eye, he wends along
The cruel pathway of his life’s sad doom;
lndurlngl , Struggling, conquering thro’ the
gloom
And blackness of that prison life’s dark way.
Bometimes he almost falters—and to pray
Beems useless fable, and he cries aloud:
*]I cannot longer fight—I eannot hold
My own against the bitter fates that crowd
So strongly round me, to press out
The highest aspirations of my soul.
Let me but sink unto the level of these brutes,
Arnd take my paltry pleasure at their hand,
‘With conscience stified, hushed and mute.
Yethow 8o, could Ilook into her eyes
If, in the years’ slow onward roll,
Again we meet!"” And then with sighs
©Of anguished dread, he pleading cries:
“I pray Thee, Father, let me see
Her face-once more and keep her true to me!"
And thus in strength and truth he bravely
stands,
And so she faithful waits with outstretched
hands. i
~—John Sydney, in N. Y. Observer.
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CHAPTER IL—CONTINUED.

He brought her a thick gray shawl,
which he draped over her shoulders. It
quite covered her, and she looked
very small and odd.

“You look like a child in its big sis-
ter’s clothes,” Oliver said, abruptly
leaving her. He was not made of iron,
and she kept looking at him with
happy, affectionate eyes. ‘“Haven’t
you a shaywl-pin?”

“How could I, when I had noshawl?”
she laughed. ‘“Do you think women
are pincushions?” :

He departed and rummaged around
{n his room; then he returned in tri-
umph with a diamond scarf-pin.

*‘Some woman gave me thatatrocity;
it will do well for the shawl.”

“I am glad to talke it away because a
woman gave it to you. I hate to think
of anybody else liking you. Is Dr.
John a young man?”’

Oliver thought she was either an ex-
perienced flirt or the most innocent of

oung persons, but her liking was so
onest and apparent he felt the better
for it. :

“No, Mrs. Minny; he is an old chap,
like me.” ;

Y do not think you old,” with a tens
der glance. “‘Besides, I'm twenty my-
self.”

He put on his overcoat in silence and
turned out the lamp. ‘“Must the dog
go?” he asked, resignedly.

“Of course. I would die without
him.”

Mike was waiting with the horses.
*“Where will I be afther tellin’ the doe-
tor ye've gene, sor?” he asked, calmly,
es if a midnight elopement was not un-
usual.

“Tell him,” said Oliver, thoughtful-
1y, ‘‘that Mrs. de Restaud came to me
for assistance to get to the railroad,
and I took her there; there was noth-
ing else to do. He must say nothing if
De Restaud comes, and keep him from
finding out, if possible, that I helped
his wife. I trust to your Irish wit,
Mike, to send him away from the cabin
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THEY WERE GOING UP HILL—THE HORSES
PANTING HEAVILY.

in the dark. If I can make it I will be
back here by noon to-morrow.”

“The greaser livin’ foreninst the
wathz2r tank have a good harse, sor,”
said Mike, as he cautiously released
the horses’ heads and they ‘started
down the road at a gallop.

The night was warm and pleasant;
the chinook blew from far sun-warmed
plains, and myriads of stars pierced
the darkness. The road was fairly
good, though seldom traveled, and lay
mostly on an incline towards the
plains. It took all Oliver’s strength to
hold the horses, shut in for a day or
two and headed for Denver, where
they keenly remembered the comforts
of oats and a city stable. Mrs. de Res-
taud, as the buckboard swung around

often touched him; she caught his arm |

once with a little cry as they plunged

- into a hollow; but he talked distantly

of her journey, restraining any afiec-
tionate confidences on her part with
reference to the absent Aunt Hannah.

She would go to Colorado Springs;
the train passed through there; she
had a- friend—a poor woman—well,
their washerwoman when she and
mamma lived there that winter; and
4his washerwoman was really a nice
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not like to pay so much.”

“You need not spend it all, Mra
Minny, then; and, besides, the bills
are small; that's what makes them
seem so many. Now please put them
| carefully in your pocket, and don't let

the dog chew them.” :

She laughed merrily. *“Of course
not, you goose! Oh, this ride is lovely!
I never saw horses go so fast. Even if
he should follow us you would not let
him take me.” B8he clung to hisarm
but he freed himself, gently.

“I have to drive, you know,” he said,
coldly. He meant to do or say nothing
that the whole world should not know,
but it was very hard to be distant, she
seemed, such a child. He felt she cow-
ered away from him at his words, hurt
and frightened, but he forced himself
to be silent. At last she said, timidly:

realize all at once you are almost a
stranger; and I have asked of you more
than one should even require of an old,
old friend.”

“Please, Mrs. Minny, don’t. I am

journey, if we should miss the train, if
the washerwoman should be dead or
moved—for washerwomen are migra-
tory—if even Aunt Hannah should fail
you.”

Perkins, the depotmaster, is a neigh-
bor—his wife takes care of Aunt Han-
nah’s cat and parrot when she goes
visiting.”

‘“That, of course, alters things.”

“The only thing I fear from Aunt
Hannah,” she said, dubiously, “is a
long moral lecture about the duties of
married women and their hsaving
chosen a path—she says parth; they do
down there—and ought to walk in it.
She wouldn’t let me run away with
her.”

*Show her your bruises,” Oliver said,
hoarsely.

“I will; for she told me if he struck
me I could come to her; and some-
times, honestly, Mr. Oliver, I used to
tease him so he would and I might
have my chance.”

Oliver whistled softly under his
breath; he would not have liked Dr.
John to hear that last speech. ‘““You
must not tell her,” he said, quickly,
“about this ride and coming to my
house.”

“Wkynot? Iwouldlike her to know
how good you were.”

There was no need, but he slagshed
his horses angrily; then he said, curtly:
“I am sorry you cannot understand.
Could you explain it satisfactorily to
. Mr. de Restaud?”

‘““‘How cross you are! and I know you

mean about him—a sort of disgusted
impatience. But he is not a reasona-
ble being. Other people may be.”

“Would you have gone to those ami-
able friends of his for assistance to get
to the railroad?”

““Of course not. You know that.”

“Well, how is the world to know I
am any better?”

‘I suppose being alawyer makes you
so smart,” she said, in a melancholy
tone; she assured her dog in a whisper
he was the only being who loved her,
her only friend; that she was silly and
frivolous, Aunt Hannah said, and
seemed to be a great trouble to mers
strangers of good dispositions. Oliver
said never a word; a little smile exrved
his lips, but he did not turn his head.
Soon she grew quiet, and her head
dropped against his shoulder, the sott
wind lifting her curls to blow across
his cheek. The dog, ornamented with
the doctor’s cap, slept in her lap.

Across the level land before them
crept the gray glimmer of the dawn.
Rose-colored light flamed in the far
east, reflecting on the new snow on
distant mountain-peaks. Prairie dogs
hopped out of their "holes aud saton
their hind legs discussing local politics
and happenings, the bill to abolish
free rents for rattlesnakes, and the ex-
tortions of horned owls. The Skye
terrier disgustedly flung off the doec-
tor’s cap and barked angrily at the

slapped the Skye terrier.
“Do be quict, Skye. I am afraid 1
tired you, Mr. Oliver.”

thing to her—to most women he would
—Dbut his role now was that of benev-
olent friend; o he only answered
vaguely: ‘“Notat all,” as if he did not
know to what she referred. The horses
dragged themselves ‘wearily forward;

fifty miles over a difficult road in less
than seven hours. Two parallel lines
of iron stretched far in the distance;
the clumsy outline of a water-tank
loomed up just ahead. The goal was
reached, and away in the north & rib-
bon of smoke outlined on the sky pro-
claimed the coming train. Oliver lifted
Mrs. de Restaud down. Skye rushed
madly to the hole of a venturesome
prairie dog who had taken up a resi-
dence near the tank and was out en-
joying the morning air. The terrier
found only a vanishing, and vented his
annoyance at this and all the other
vagrant dogs in shrill barks. His mis-
tress was vastly amused; the strange-
ness of her undertaking had quite
gone out of her head.

Oliver, in some concern, gave ner ad-
vice regarding her journey; he was un-
cer tain of his horses about the train |
and had to stand by their heads; so
Mrs. Minny frisked about with her
dog, entirely confident her difficulties |
were over.-

“You must send me word to Denver '
when you get to Maine,” he said, “and
be sure and make no acquaintances on |
the cars.”

“One would think I was just out of i
boarding-school.”

“The primary department,” he said, !
crossly. *“I wish you would be reason- :
able a2dd listen a moment. 1 shall

lady, who could buy her some proper | tell the conductor you are one of

«clethes.

“Fut the money!” she eried, in dis-!is ill at

may. ‘‘Have you got any with you?”

‘frame thrilled.
“This secems a great deal.” she suid

. They were going up a hill, the horses ' catch the train.you had no time to get
Eanting heavily. Oliver took a roll of | ready. If I must tell wrong stories for

ills an¢ put them in her hand. As his you, Mrs. Minnp, please don’t make
fingers met hers; every nerve in his  me out in a lie the first thing.”

a8 camping-party and your mother
Colorado Springs— that
you had to leave in such a hurry to

“How good you are!” she sald, softly.
*“1 shall never never forget what you

*“I know you hate me, and I seem to |

silent because I'm thinking of your |

“But the town will be there, and Mr. |

look just as you did when I talked |

small dogs. Mrs. de Restaud lifted her |
head with a little start, blushed and |

He would have liked to say a sweet |

it was six o’clock, and they had come |

!
i

. “Perhaps Aunt Hannah weuld | have dome for me. Ishall say to my~

self: ‘Minny,” you may be frivolous—
Aunt Hannah says as unstable as water
—but one big, handsome man is your
friend and always will be.*”

“Always, Mrs. Minny, to the end of
| my life.” Z
| The rush of the near train terrified
| his horses*almost beyond control, and
| he was obliged to send her for the con-
; ductor when .the train stopped for
| water. The obliging official showed
{ no surprise at Oliver's ingenious story;
' he was used to camping parties. He
i imparted the welcome news that the
| stateroom was vacant—she could have
| that—and accepted two fine cigars.

“My daughter is unused to traveling

| alone,” Oliver said, gravely; ‘“so will
| yon telegraph for a carriage to meet
| her at the Springs, and see that she
| gets out at the right place?”
| The conductor would be very happy
| to oblige. Then the young lady asked
| meekly if a dog, a very little one,
{ might also ride in the statercom.
{ *“He might,” said the official, *‘if
| hidden under a shawl; for, if this pre-
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| *“ @00D-BY,” SAID OLIVER, HOLDING OUT
| HIS HAND.

| caution i3 not taken, on the next trip
| all the women in the train will be
| bringing along their dogs. And I guess
| it’s time to get aboard.”
| “Good-by,” said Oliver, holding out
| his hand.
| Mrs. Minny picked up her dog: with
| it under one arm, she took Olivers
] hand, reached up, and shamelessly
kissed him, a ghost of a kiss touching
his cheek.

“‘Good-by, papa,” she called, running
to the car, and from the step waved
farewell until the train wvanished in
the distance.

Oliver, as he drove along the road by
| the track in search of the Mexican who
had the good horse, was almost dazed.
He could not forget that farewell. He
{ was haunted by the presence of the
| little lady of the Troublesome. He had
| not returned the kiss—well, there was
: no time—but how thoughtless, in front
of the train! and was there ever an-
other woman like her? He had never
seen one. Trying as she was all that
long way, could any man have played
the role of honest friend better? ‘‘Not
even Dr. John,” said Oliver.

|
!
i
i
|

CHAPTER IIL

cards as the chill gray of dawn stole in
the window.

‘“‘Heavens!” he muttered, “what a
night I’ve had!”

He pushed the chips away, for he had
been a heavy loser, and staggered to
his feet. He flong the banker at the
game a roll of bank notes and fumbled
{ in his pockets for gold. The villainous
| faces of his four companions looked
| sallow and hideous after the long
‘ hours. His own head was aching, his

mouth dry and parched. He leaned
. out the window, drinking in the fresh
| chill air as icy water. The room be-
{ hind him was foul with cigar-smolke
and the smell of dregs of liquor in
many glasses.

“Go to bed,” he said, weariedly;
“you know your rooms. I've played
enough, and you’re all winners; you
ought to be content.”

i One man muttered about giving hima
chance, but De Restaud shool his head
impatiently, and they all went away.

“l was ugly fo the little girl last
night,” De Restaud said, half aloud.
| “What did Ido? 0dd I can’t remem-
' ber. I wish she would keep away
| from me when I'm not myself. She
| has no more sense about some things
| than a child. I'll go see her.”

He tried her door; no sound, not even
| the angry bark of her inseparable com-
{ panion.
| “I wonder if I killed the dog when I
! kicked it. Wish I bad; but she’d never
forgive e.
to see that fellow—thinks of him all
the time. I know in my heart she’sas
innocent as a child about it, just out of
school when I married her, but he will
! think she’s like other women and take
| her nonsense in earnest. A man of
| the worid, evidently. He had better
keep out of my way. Those boorish
Americans—he has a fist like a black-
smith.”

He went muttering down the cor-
| ridor to his own room, and flung him-
! self, still dressed, on his bed. The house
| was silent for hours. Annette in the
| Liwentsoftly about her work, monsieur
was 80 dreadful if awakened. Louis
currying the horses in the corral
scarce spoke above a whisper, but tac-
iturnity had become a habit with him.
The poultry, however, clucked merrily
in the back yard; the gobbler gave his
views, and the hens, women-like, cack-
led about it, while the ducks enjoyed
the bonanza of deep mud and pools
after the rain. The cows, loath to go
upon the hills, huddled near the barns.
Annette, round-faced, beady-eyed, neat
as a pin, stood in the door, her hands
on her hips. She looked with pride on
her fowls—how well the plump darlings
repaid her care—then she glanced
across at her husband, ten years her
junior—the beautiful man who had

. spent der dowry and told her sc charm-

ingly he married her for that money,

. and who had broughv her to this wild
. country. She smiled to herself in sat-
' isfaction; iu this wilderness mo girl
' could take him away. Those Paris

girls were such wretches, brasen
things. The ranchers’ daughters here,
howevez, were woll behaved; ne matter

M. De Restaud looked up from his’

She riding down the road |

[ what eyes Louis made, they* weuld

have none of him. The young girls of

Lonis was so fascinating.

out on the plank walk, ‘‘madame is

the roof of the corral and look in her
window. She never would open her
door to us.”

been thinking all the morning some-

gambling and losing all day. The dog
must be dead; he hated Lomis, and

window early to bark at him. Louis

crossed and looked in the open window.
Aunette watched him, shading hereyes
with her hand.

‘‘She is there, Louis?”

He shock his head and dropped to
the ground at her fecet. *No; she is
gone. The bed hasn’t been slept in.”

“Heavens!” cried Annette, wringing
her hands. ‘“Monsieur will be ter-
rible.”

“He ought to kill her, the little cat.
You need not pity her; she makes
game of you always because you can-
not comprehend her Eaglish tongue.
I must wake monsieur.”

& whisper, he knocked at monsieur’s
door. No answer. Then he went in
and shook the sleeper gently.

“Monsieur,” he said, tremulously, as
De Restaud sat up dazed and haggard-
eyed, “I hate to tell you, but I must;
madame is gone.” .

“Liar!” cried the other, leaping to
his feet. ‘‘She would no% dare. Get
my caat. Gone! Where? Who would
take her in? Ah, I know. 1 was not
far wrong all the time. It is madden-
ing. Break in Her door, Louis; I have
no strength.”

[TO BR CONTINUED.]
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GENEROSITY EXEMI_;LIFIED.

The Prodigal Liberality of the American
Duchess of Marlborough.

It is said that the most prodigal
giver in England at Christmas-time to
rich and poor hospitals and almhousas,
as well as to relatives and friends, is
the American Duchess of Marlborough,
formerly Mrs.Louis Hamersley, of New
York city, who is spending her first
husband’s millions very liberally in
the country of her second spouse. 1t
is not the custom in England to sacri-
fice so lavishly on the altar of Santa
Claus and the Christ-Kind as it is here
and in Germany, and the duchess’s
generous gifts called forth much sur
prise and observation. At Hamland,
where she was living at that time, she

she had a gigantic Christmas tree for
the children of the parish, laden with
toys, pictures and sugar plums, as well
as more substantial gifts of food and
clothing. She had also Christmas tea
parties for old men and women, at
which, after a substantial feast, tea
and tobacco were presented in large
packages to each of the beneficiaries.
The duchess has recently taken Deep-

years, thus indicating that she will
never return as a permanent resident
to her native land. That the poor of
the neighborhood will have reason to
hail her coming with delight, the gen-
erous spirit that she has shown during
her residence in England puts beyond a
doubt.—Harper’s Bazar.

A Scenioc Route.

““What are the objects of spegial in-
terest around here?” asked a party of
tourists going through Arkansas on
horseback.

‘““Wal, thar’s var’ous things wuth
lookin’ at. Thar’s Bud Jackson’s bull
pup, only six months an’ kin lick any
year-old daug in these parts. An’then
thar’s Si Dobson’s twins, both on ‘em
got twelve toes an’ twelve fingers. An’
if ye wanter see 'a reel curlosity ye
orter ride over to old Ben Hobbses an’
see a calf o’ his’'n with four horns an’
no tail, yes sirce! An’ I kin pilot ye to
the identikal spot whar Bob Higgins

cutters, an’—”
selves on their way, and the native
said in a tone of disgust:

“Reckon they’re lookin’ fer waters
falls an’ natchrel bridges an’ mounting

is queer.”—Detroit Free Prass.

At the Barracks.

of soldiers, one of whom was resd-
ing a letter aloud while the ether
was listening, and, at the same time,
stopping up the ears of the reader.

“What are you doing there?” the pus
zled officer inquired of the latter.

“You see, colonel, I am readipg to
Piton, who can’t read himsalf, a Jetter
from his sweetheart.”

‘‘And you, Pitou?”

“Please, colonel, I am stopping up
Boquillon’s ears with both hands, be-
cause I don’t mind bis reading my
sweetheart’s letter, but 1 don’t want
him to know what slie writes.”—La
Famille.

A Chinese Description of the Plano.

A Chinaman, lately returned from
a trip to Europe, treated his country-
men to the following description of
the piano: ‘“The Europeans keep a
large four-leggzed beact, which they
can make to sing at will. A man, or
more frequently a woman, or even a
feeble girl, sits down in front of the
animal and steps on its tail, while, at
the same time, striking its white teeth
with his or her fingers, when the crea-
ture begins to sing. The singing,
though much louder than a bird’s, is
pleasant to listen to. The beast does
not bite, nor does it move, though it is
not tied up.”—Das Neue Blatt.

A FOUNDLING ayslum in Moscow, es
tablished ever one hundred years ago,

by Catharine II., has been

the mountains were brave and good. | 80 Portable . . .
How they must suffer, though! for |

“Louis,” she called, softly, stepping |
not yet dwake, nor the little dog. It !

is a strange silence for them who are |
usually out so early. You climb up on |

The man hurriedly obeyed. He had |

thing was wrong. 1f she were dead— |
monsieur was wilder than common last |
night, and so hasty; he had been |

generally made his appearance at the |

climbed up one of the posts of the roof, |

Followed by Annette, who prayed in |

was known as the fairy godmother, as |

dene, one of the most beautiful estates |
in England, on a lease of twenty-one |

an’ Bill Jeffries fit a duel with corn !

But the tourists had piloted thems |

lakes an’ trash o’ that sort. Some folks

The colonel, on his tour of inspeo- |
tion, unexpectedly entered the drill- |
room, where he came upon & comple |
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| Runs superbly equipped Express Trains, daily,
b Chicago, 8t. Juseph, Atchison, Leaven- |
w Eansas City, and Minneapolis ond St.
Pa The popular tourist line to the scenicrosorts

IPILO'r PU

MAGAZINH
For 1894,

The editors of McClure's Mage.
sine aim to publish the

Best Literature

«..AND THR.,,

Most Interssting Knowledge

and to make every line in the maga~

tﬂuo both instructive and entese

taining.

100 NMEN AND WOMEN PAMOUS IN
LITERATURE AND ACHIEVEMENT will be
represented In McClure's Magazine, eithes
as authors of articles or as participants
dialogues and Interviews, er as subjects

Stevenson’s New Novel.

A ROMANCE OF THER
BOUTH BEAS, by Robert
Leals Stevensom and Lloyd
Ozbourne, will run through four
sumbers, beginning with Jan-
uary. This story is one of thrill-
ing adventure and mysterious
bappenings, reminding one ef
“ Treasure Island,” and of * The
Wrecker."”

William Dean Howells

WIIl contribute a serial
to run through three
more

:

P
mbw

especially for younges
readers, and, like all his storles
for young people, it will be jusy
as interesting to thelr elders.

& Short Stories

Wowelts will be contributed by masy
well-known writers, among others
Bret Harte, Joel Chandler Harris,
Conan Doyle, Frank R. Stockton,

Harrlet Prescett Spofford, Q"
Clark Russell, Rudyard Kipling,
Octave 'l“lunot. and 1. Zangwill,

Real Conversations.

Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, and|
Btudies of (reat en In Actlon, will continue
to be marked features of coming issues, Undes
this heading are announced the following :

D. L. rNOODY, the Man and his work, bp
PROFESSOR HENRY DRUIOND.
This is the first complete study
of Mr, Moody's career which
has ever been prepared.

Gladstone,
As a Leader of Men,
By HAROLD FREDERIC. /

Philip D. Armour.

By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr, Armour is peas
bably the greatest merchant in the history of the
world, He is also a great philanthropist. This
prticle will present the many sides of his acsive
kles, and will be fully illustrated.

Bismarck,

At his Greatest,
— Y

ARCHIBALD FORBES,
» Ruskin at Home.

i By M. H. SPIELNAM
Pierre Loti,

A personal sketch, by
MADANE ADAM.

Alphonse Daudet,

Bardou,
Andrew Carnegle
Archdeacon Farrar,
Dumas, the Younger,
Cumlle Flamarion,
9 and

CHARLES A. DANA
are the subjects of articles i§
the form of Interviews, in whichh
the matter is mainly autobiey
graphical. Thesearticlesin many
cases give full length
of their subjects, the atories
thelr lives, struggles, achieves

[
ments and successes, These articles will be fully
| Wlustrated,

Famous Contributors.

In addition to the special announcements above,
fmportant contributions, some of which are uniqu§
are in preparation by:

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward,
William Dean Howells, Bret Harte,

H: H. Beyesen, n. de Blowitz,
Thomas Nelson Page, Frank R. Stocktem.
W. E. Henley, Andrew Lang,

Robert Louis Stevenson,
George W. Cable.
Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

Edge of the Future,

Articles under this head will deal with the Mag»
wvelsof Science, and interesting subjects in the fieldg
of Rallroading, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating i@
the Prolongation of Life, Explorations, etc. ;

NOTABLE FEATURES of the Magazine: Timely
articles, Papers of Adventure, Progressive Portralts
wre, Stranger than Fiction, which have proved 8¢
popular, will continue to characterize coming issuas

The regular price d“@wClm'l MNagazine
15 cents a Copy. $1.50 a Yean

How to Get this Magazine.

We Have Made Special Arrangements
With the Publishers,
S. S. McCLURE, Limited,
OF 743 AND 745 BROADWAY, NEW YORINKg
Whereby We Can Offer the

People’s Plob

AND NcCLURE’S MAGAZING

In (ombination for Only

$2.25 a Year, Payable In Advanea

E, Bubseribing for the

People’s Pilot

You Cin Have this Splendid Mags
gor Quly 81.25 a Year, ¢ w

il g e R R
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