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BY CLARA

CHAPTER 1.

RCH Trevlyn had
had a good day.
Business had been
brisk. The rain
bhad fallen steadily
since daybreak,
and the street
crossings in New
York were ankle

deep in mud.
The little street
sweeper's armas

ached fearfully, but his pocket was full
of pennies, Interspersed with an occa-
slonal half dime.

The clouds were breaking in the west,
and a gleam of sunshine gilded the tall
tower of St. John's. Arch shouldered
his broom, and whistled a merry tune
as he took his way homeward. His
bright dark eyes sparkled as he thought
how the sight of his earnings would
cheer his feeble mother, She could
have tea now, with real milk and some
sugar In it, and an orange, too, Only
yesterday she was wishing she had an
orange.

Arch’'s way led past a horticolturist’s
store, and his eyes wandered longingly
over the display of flowers in the win-
dow. He must have just one wee white
rose, because, only the Sabbath before,
while he sat at his mother’s feet, she
had wept in telling him shout the aweet
roses that used to grow under the win-
dow of the little country cottage where
her happy youth had been spent.

The white rose would be llke bring-
ing back to her ever so little a bit of
the happy past. It could not cost much,
and Arch felt wealthy as a prince. He
stepped Into the store and asked the
price of a white rose. The clerk an-
swered him roughiy:

“(el out of the store, you young ras-
cal. You want to steal something.”

“1 nm not & thiel, sir,” sald the boy,
proudly, his sallow cheeks erimsoning
hotly. “l want a rose for my molher.|
| guess 1 can pay for -

“It's hall a dollar, If you want I~
sald the man sneeringly. “Show your
money, or take yoursell off this min-
ute'™

Arch’s countenance fell. He bad not
half a dollar In all. He turned sadly
away, his head drooping. his lip quiv-
ering. Ob, how very hard It was fo
be poor, he thought, looking eny lously
at the costly carriage with a palr of
splendid grays, standing before
door,

“Srop. little boy!” mald A sweet volee | o opp,

from somewhere among the roses and
hellotropes. “ls your mother sick T

Arch removed hia eap—some Inborn
apirit of conrtesy prompling him (o be
reverent toward the glorious vizlon
which burst upon him. Feor A moment
he thought he saw an angel, and al-
mo#t expected that she wonld unfold
her silvery wings, and vanlsh in a gold-
en cloud from his sight. But after the
first glance he saw that she was A little
girl about his own age- elght or nine
years old, perhaps—with yellow ecurle,
deep hazel eyes, a mouth like A rose bud,
and a blue silk frock. She repeated the
gneatlon

“Ia your mother aick, Nitle boy?”

“No. she Is not siek, for she always
aits up, and sewn But she ls not
strong, and her cheeks never have any
color in them, like yours™

“And does she love flowers?

“Yegs. the loves them dearly. Bhe
kisses them alwaye, when she has any.
And that's not often.”

“Does she? That's nice, Just like 1
do'" aaid the little girl in A pleased
volee. “Mr. Burna”—to the gruff
clerk—"here 18 a dollar. Glve me 2ome
real nlee rosea, and two or three aweel
pinks. The lady shall have some flow-
ers. Tell her | sent them.™

“Who shall T say sent them?”

“Margie Harrison. Wil she know
me, think?’

< gness not. But It's all the same.
1 shall tell her yon are one of the angels,
any way. She knows about them, for
ahe's told me ever so much about them.”

The little girl langhed, and gave him
the flowera

“Pon’t soll them with your grimy
hands™ she =aid a Httle gancily; “and
when yon get home—let’s see, what's
yonr mame?"

“ Archer Treviyn.”

“Why, what a nice name! Just like
names In A story book., I knaw some
elegant people by the name of Treviyn.
Buot they live in a big honse and have
flowers enough of their own. So they
can’t be your folke, can they?”

Mo, they're not my folks,” replied

{he hoy,with a touch of bitterness in his |

voice,
“twell, Archer, when yon get home,

you wash your face, do! It's so dirty.”

The boy flushed hotly. Tf ome of his
companions had saild that to him, he
would have knocked him down instant-
ly. Bat he forgave everything this lit-
tle girl said, because she was 80 beau-
titul and kind.

“I am a stroet sweeper, misa™

“Oh, that accounts for it, then. It'a
very muddy today, and yom must be
tired. Hark! there's Florine calling me.
Coed-by, Archer.”

She vanished and a moment later
the boy say her disappear within the
glittering earriage, which, loaded down
with fragrant blossoms, was driven
slowly away. He gtood a little while
looking after It, then, pulling hias eap
down over his eves, and grasping the
stema of her flowers tightly In his
little. purple hand, he started home.

Home! It could hardly be called so,

erid’ yot it was home to Archer. Hisl
r | 1 tore her cap off.

#other was there—(he dear moth

{ the cold hand;

the |
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who was all the world to him, It was
a poor part of the city—an old, tumble
down wooden house, swarming with
tenants, teeming with misery, filth and
¢rime.

Up a erazy flight of steps, and turn-
ing to the right, Arch saw that the door
of his mother's room was half open, and
the storm had beaten in on the floor.
It was all damp and dismal, and such
an indescribable air of desolation over
everything! Arcn’s heart beat a little
slower as he went in, His mother sat
in an arm chair by the window, an
uncavered box in her lap, and a min-
lature locket clasped in her hand.

“0Oh, mother! mother dearest!” crled
Arch, holding up the flowers, “only look
what I have got'! An angel gave them
to me! A very angel, with balr ke the
gsunshine, and a blue frock, all real silk:
And I have got my pocket full of pen-
nlea, and you shall have an arange,
mother, and ever so many nlce little
things beside., See, mother dear!”

He displayed a handful of coin, but
she did not notice him. He looked at
her through the gloom of the twilight,
and a feeling of terrible awe stole over
him. - He crept to her side and touched
her cheek with his finger. It was cold
as lce. A mortal pallor overspread his
face: the pennies and the flowers rolled
unheeded to the floor.

“Dead! dead' My mother s dead!™
he cried.

He did not display any of the passion-
ate grief which is natural to childhood
—there were no tears In his feverish
eyes. He took her cold hands in his
own, and stood there all night long.
smoothing back the beautiful halr and
talking to her as one would talk to a
pick child.

It was thus that Mat Miller found him
the next morning. Mat was a little
older than himself—a sireel sweeper,
also. She and Arch had always been
good friends; Lhey sympathized with
each olther when bad luck was on them,

! and they ¢heered Justily when fortune

rmiled,
“Huarrah, Arch!’
burst intoe the room,

cried Mat, as ahe
“It ralns again,

and we sball get a harvest! (Gopod
gracious, Arch! Is—your- mother -
dead *”

“Hush”™ sald the boy, putling down
“1 have been trying 1o

warm her all night, but It's no use,

Only just feel how like lce my hands |

are. | wigh | was an cold all over, and
them they would let meo stay with my

“(th. Areh"™ erled the girl, alnking
down beaide him on the desolate hearth,
“it'a a hard world to live In. 1 won-
der Il. when folks be dead, they have
to aweep crosaings, and be kicked and
be ctiffed ronnd by old grandmas when
they don’'t get no pennies? It they
doat then | wish 1 was dead, ‘oo,
Arch'”

“| guppose it's wicked, Mat. She used
in say so. She teld me never lo get
tired of walting for God's ewn time
her very words, Mat. Well, now her
time has come, and | Am all alone—all
alane' Oh, mother—mother!” He
threw himsell down before the dead
woman, and his form thook with emo-

tion. but not a tear came 1o hia eyes
Only that hard, stony look of hopeless
despair. Mat crept up to him and took
his head In her lap, smoothing softly
the matted chestnut hailr.

“Don’t take on 80, Arch, don’t?" she
erled. the tears rmaning down over her
annburnt face. “I'lll be 4 mother to ye, |
Arch! 1 will, Indeed! [ know I'm a Mit- |
tle brat. buat I love you, Arch, and some
time. when we get bigger, I'll marry
yon, Arch, and we'll live in the countiry.
where there's hirda and floweras, and it's
just like the park all roumd. Don't
feel po, don't"’

Arch pressed the dirty Tittle hands
that fluttered about him-—for, next to
his mather, he loved Mat.

“1 will go ont now and call some-
body,” she sald; “there’'s Mre. Hil) and
Peggy Sullivan, if she ain’t drunk.
Either of them will come!" And a few
minutes later the room was filled with
the rnde neighbors.

They did not think it necessary to
call a coroner. She had been afling for
a long time. Heart complaint, the |
physician said—and she had prebably
dled in one of those spasms to which
ghe was anhject Ba they
robed her for the grave, and when nll
was dome, Arch stole in and lald the
pinks and roses on her breast.

“0Oh. mother! mother”" he sald, bend- |
ing over her in agony, “she sent them
to yon, and you shall have them'! I
thought they would make yon so hap-
py! Well, maybe they will now! Whe
can tell®™

The funeral was a very poor one, A
kind city missionary prayed over the
remains, and the hear=e was followed
to Potter's Fleld only by Mat and
Arch—ragged and tattered, but sincere
movurnera,
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HEN theyr came
hack Mat  took |
Arch's hand and
d led him inte !hr-l
wretched den ehe !

called home. |

“You shall stay |
here, Arch, "“with
Grandma Rugg
and me. She said
yon might If you'd
ba a good boy, and
¢at. Grandma's a

the
rough one, but she ain't kicked me since
I'm too big to be | by Missourl,
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kicked now. 8it down, Arch; you
know you can't ptay at home now.” .

Yes, to be sure he could not stay there
any longer. No one knew that any bet-
ter than Arch. ‘The Ilandlord had
warned him out that very morning. A
half-quarter's rent was still due, and
the meager furniture would hardly suf-
fice to satisfy his claim. Hitherto, Mrs.
Treviyn had managed to pay her own
expenses, but, now that she was gone.
Arch knew that it was more than folly
to think of renting a room. But he
could not suppress a cry of pain when
they came to take away the things, and
when they laid thelr rude hands on the
chair in which his mother died, poor
Arch could endure no more, but fled
outt into the street and wandered about
till hunger and wearlness forced him
back to the old haunt.

He accepted the hospitality of Grand-
ma Rugg, and made his home with her
and Mat. The influences which sur-
rounded him were not calculated to de-
velop good principles, and Arch grew
rude and boisterous, like the other
street bovs. He heard the vilest lan-
guage—oaths were the rule rather than
the exception in Grigg Court, as the
place was called—and gambling, and
drunkenness, and lHeentlouaness
abounded. Still, it was singular how
much evil Arch shunned,

But there was growing within him a
principle of bitter hatred, which omne
day might embitter his whole exist-
ence. Perhaps he had cause for it; he
thought he had, and cherished It with
jealous care, lest it should be annlhil-
ated as the vears wentl on,

From his mother's private papers ho
had learned much of her history that
he had befores been ignorant of. She
had never spoken to him very freely of
the past. She knew how proud and
high his temper was, and acted with
wisdom in burying the story of her
wrongs In her own breast.

Her father, Hubert Treviyn, had
come of a proud family, There was no
bluer blood in the land than that which
ran In the velns of the Treviyns. Not
very far back they had an earl for their
ancestor, and, better than that, the
whole long lineage had never been tar-
nished by a breath of dishonor.

Hubert was the sole child of his fath-
er, and In him were ocentéred many
bright and preclous hopes. His father
was & kind pareat, though a stern one,
who would never brook a shade of dls-
obedlence In this boy upon whom his
fontest hopes and aspirations were
fixed.

When Hubhert was about twenly-four
he went into the country for his health,
which wans never very robust, and while
there he met Helen Crayton., It was
n case of love at first alght, but none
the leasn pure and steadfast on that ac-
eount. Helon was an orphan--a poor
seamatreas, but beautiful and Intelll-
gent beyond any woman he had ever
mel, They loved, and they would not
be cheated oul of thelr happiness by
any worldly oppouition, Hubert wrotle
tn his father, Informing him of his love
for Helen, and asking his consenl lo
their unjon. Such a letter as he re-
celved in return! It bade him glve up

' the girl at once and return home, If

he ever apoke of her agaln he was dis-
owned forever'! He might consider
himself houseleas and homeleas
Hubert had some of the proud Trev-
Iym blood In his composnition, and this
letter roused it thoroughly, A week
afterward he was the husband of lielen
Crayton. He took his young wife lo
the city, and, having something of a
talent for painting, he opened & studle,
hoping to receive safficlent patronage
from his friends te support hia family
in comfart.
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NEW SUBMARINE BOAT.

e

Im Which Threa Mem (an Live Unde.
Water Twelve Homrs

Yet another snhbmarine boat has been
invented, or ia it an old friend under
an assumed name? Be this as It may,
a submarine boat, ordered hy the Bra-
zgilian government, waa to he tried thias
week on the S8eine, and the irials heing
satisfactory other and larger wveasela
are to he built, gays the Covrt Journal.
The new boat, which = named the
Ganboet, s some tewenty-six feet long,
abont 5 feet § inchea in diameter in the
center, and has & displacement of about
ten tans. The motive power i3 supplied
by electricity, and the screw also servesq
the purpo=se of A rudder, the shaft being
joined so as to enable it to he turned
elther to the right or to the left. Three
men, the inventor claims, can live an-
der water in the Gownbet for twelve
hours with the supply of compressed
air. This has, of enuree, to be proved;
but in the event of anything going
wrong. a lead keel, weighing over a
ton will be dropped, and the boat will
at once come to the anrface like a cork.
On account of electricty being nsed for
supplving the propelling power, the
sphere of actior of the new boat must
of necessity be very limited, as rom-
passes cannot be used, but it could do
all that iz required of it, if taken on
board a veseel and launched when the
snemy's ships were in sight. The Gon-
het's mission ix to throw torpedoes, anid
if the arrangement for throwing these
projectiles can be relied upon, she will
prove a formidable antagonist. To
aink the Goubet water i2 let inte com-
partments in the lower part of the boat,
and when it {s sunk to any required
depth in that position it remains ex-
actiy, the arrangement for sinking the
veasel heing so beantifully and ecare-
fnlly arranged. Ome ounce of water—
mare or less—will cauge the hoat to sink
lawer or come nearer the surface,
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Flooda of the Nlle.

The floods of the Nile are so regnla,
in their coming that for hundreds of
vears they have not varied tem days
in the date of their arrival at a given
point. The Nile mud, which renders
Egypt a habitable country, is said to
bear a striking resemblance to that
which every season la brought down

13 ﬁm- rese . this season's
harvest of golden graln will pour a
streiiin of spund money ime the pock-
ots of every Dakdta farmer. |

South Dakota hag thousands of acres
of cholce farming and ranch land lylng
east of the Missourl river, and within
one day’'s ride from Chicago or Milwau-
kee which can pow be bought reason-
ably cheap, but which before the end
of another year may be advanced In
price. = =

The stock raising industry in South
Dakota Is profitable, and eastern capl-
tal is now belng Invested in cattle and
sheep growing In that state.

Diversified farming, the growing of
live stock, and the products of the
dairy, are placing South Dakota fore-
most im the ranks of the successful
western states,

Those desiring full information on
the suhject, and particul

Jand, are requested to correspond with
W,  Powell, General Jmmigration
10 Old Colony Building, Chica-
go, 111, %¢ H. F. Hupter, Immigration
Agent fo uth Dakota, 296 Dearborn
Bt., Chicago, Il

Borrowing In India.

India is a nation of pawnshops, ac-
cording to Gen. Booth, The people
think the cleverest man is he who de-
vises the largest number of ways by
which to borraw money. They put in
pledge their lands, oxen, jewelry, them-
selves, their children and their grand-
children, and cases have even been
known where a father, to obtain mon-
ey to defray the expenses of his daugh-
ter's wedding, has pledged as collateral
the first child to be born of the unlon.

The Ladles

The pleasant effect and perfect pafety
with which ladies may use Byrup of
Figs, under all conditions, makes it
their favorite remedy, To get the true
and genuine article look for the namas
of the Californis Fig Byrup Company,
printed near the bottom of the pack-
m For sale by all reaponsible drug-
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Toa Affectionnts,

“How was poor Mr. Wilkes so badly
burt 1™

“He was engaged to Miss Berkshire,
and she bad en a pair of those pneun-
matic sleeves. When she met him at
the station he was so overjoyed that he
bugged her a little too hard, and they

burst.”—Harper's Bazar.
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Very low rates will be made by the
Missour!, Kansas and Texas Hall-
way for excursions of Beptember
15th and 29th, to the south flor
Homeseekers and Harvesters, For
particulars apply to the nearest jocal

agent or address: B

The oldest national flag In the world
is (Mat of Denmark, which bag been In
use sloce the year 1219,
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Mails Catarrh Care
Is taken internally. Price, 7o

In what plm:u_ did the cock crow
when all the world heard him? In

Noah's Ark,
T Rl G Hares
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Band bo Da. Kuase, W Arch BA,

Blenaed 'h—q-;n who ull; a clean shirt
on for he may wear his vest unbul-

tomed,

Ir ths cAnewt and best It hrwad up m Oebd qrkeine
reilakia Try M

ham anything of b llll-l-n_

Every oné Iﬂﬂilllﬁi--h!ﬂ hard,
elose-faled timen will not last forever.
I ihe Raby ta I'.'lnltln;"l-"-'ll.

sure and wee Ml ol and wall triad” resedy  Naa
Beacrrmren TYecr Ffar Childres T il il
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0, friend, as long as | study and
practice humility, 1 know where I am.

Piso's Cure for Consnmption is the best
of =l corea — 0 Lots
Fabucher, :‘tjuﬂtﬂ, 199X

A I!'I~pttlﬂr§!lhlﬂ has very little
fo crow aver.

'ANNA IVOR'S REQUEST.
Personal Jotters reach Mra. Pinkham
by thousands; some askiog advice, and

others, like the following, telling of
what Lydia E Pinkham's Vegetable

Compound has done and whl ever con- |

tinue to do in eradicaling those fearful

female complaints so little understood
by physicians.

All womb and ovariam (roubles,
jrregularities, whites, bearing-down
pains, displacements, tendency to can-
ecer and tamor are cured permanently
v 1 feel as if I owed my life to your
Vegsetable Compound. After the birth
of my babe | was very miserable. I
had a drawing pain in the lower part
of my bowels, no strength, and & terri-
ble backache. Everyday I failed, My
husband said if I would try a bottle of
your Vegetable Compound, he wonid
get it for me. The change was won
derful. After T had takem the firs’
half bottle 1 began to have great faitl
fn it. When [ had taken three bottles
1 was well and growing stont. Itisa
pleasure for me to write this to you
1 only ask women in any way afflicted
with female troubles to try it."—Mna
Awna Ivom, Pittsford Milla, Rutland

Co., Vit
MORRIS PERFECTION WELL POINTS
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ly those who
wish Lo seek a2 new home or purchase |

hmuaﬁm-im -

tunity to see the .
Western states and s

ing settler to secure & , the
cago, Milwaukee & St. Paul R'y. has
arranged to run & nrlr ox-
cursions to South an otm,
and to other states in the West, North-
west and Southwest on the following

west and southwest om the fol-
lowing dates: September 15, 29,
and October 6 and 20, at the

low rate of two dollars more than |

one fare for the round trip. Ticketls
will be good for return on any Tues-
day or Friday within twenty-one days
from date of sale. For rates, time of
trains and further details apply to any
coupon ticket agent in the East or
South, or address Geo. H. HedWord,
General Passenger agent, Chicago, Il

The volcano at Kilauea, in the Ha-
walian lsles, §s in brilliant eruption

again and has created a great Jake of
liquid lava.
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STANDARD OF

Colnmhbia Catalogues, telling of of
machines :lﬂhulr prics, hl_m any

are recognized all over Europe and America as anequalied, snapproached.

POPE MFG. CO., Hartford, Conn. |
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Premium No.

cle made by

For Imitations of Walter Baker & Ca.'s
1 Chocolate.

ask for, and see that you get, the arti-,

WaLtez Baxer & Co., Ltd,, Dorchester, Mass, ;. "

Always.
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