care ; but she’s safer with you. Comes
from the mountains somewhere, | believe.
Guess ehe is going to seek her fortune.
She ought to find it, with that face. Isn't
ehe pretty ?” and he glanced admiringly
at the aweet young face now turned to one
side, with one hand under the flushed cheek
and the abort rings of damp hair curling
around the forehead.

“ Yes, very,” Gordon replied, moving
uneasily and finally holding a newspaper,
between Maude and the conductor’s
lantern, for it did not seem right to him
that any eyes except thoae of a near friend
should take this advantage of a sleeping

irl.

g The conduotor passed on, and then
Gordon fell asleep until they reached a
way station, where the sudden stopping of
the train roused him to consciousness, and
a moment after he was confronted by a
young man, who, atsight of him, stopped
short and exclaimed, “ Max Gordon 1as |
live I I’'ve hunted oreation over for you,
and given you up. Whero have you been
and why weren’t you at Long Branoh, as
you aaid you'd be, when you wrote me to
join you there ?”

“ Got tired of it, you were so long com-
ing, Bo | went to the Adirondacks with
Arohie.”

“ Did you bring me any lettera ?” Max
continued and his friend replied, “ Yes, a
cartload. Six, anyway,” and he began to
take them from his side-pocket. “ One,
two, three, four, five ; there’s another,
Bomewhere. Ob, hera ’tis,” he said taking
out the sixth, which looked rather soiled
and worn. “ | suppoae it's for you,” he
continued, “ although it’s directed to Mr.
Max Marshall, Esq., and it is in a school-
girl's hand-writing. It came long ago, and
we chapa puzzled over it a good while ; then
aa no one appeared to claim it, and it waa
mailed at Merrivale, where your Bister
spends her summers, | ventured to bring it
with the rest. If you were not suoh a aaint
1°’d Bay you had been impoaing a false name
upon some innocent country girl, and, by
George, | believe she’s here now with your
ulster over her 1 Bunning off with her, eh ?
What will Misa Baynor say ?” he went on,
as hia eyea fell npon Maude, who juat then
atirred in her sleep and murmured softly,
“ Our Father who art in Heaven.”

She was at home in her little white-
curtained bedroom, kneeling with her
mother and saying her nightly prayer, and,
involuntarily, both the young men bowed
their heads as if receiving a benediction.

“1 think, Dick, thatyour vile insinuation
is answered,” Max said, and Dick rejoined,
“Yes, | beg your pardon. Under your
protection | s’pose. Well, Bhe safe ; but 1
must be finding that berth of mine. Will
see yon in the morning. Good-night.”

He left the oar, while Max Gordon tried
to read his letters, aa beat he could by the
dim light near him. One waa from hia
Bister, one from Archie, three on business,
while the last puzzled him a little, and he
held it awhile as if nnoertain as to his right
to open it.

“ 1t must be for me,” he aaid at last,
and breaking the seal he read Maud’s
letter to him, unoonscious that Maud was
sleeping there beside him.

Indeed, he had never heard of Maude
Graham before, and had soarcely given a
thought to the former owners of Spring
Farm. Hia Bister had a mortgage upon it ;
the man was dead ; the place must be sold,
and Mrs. More asked him to buy it ; that
was all he knew when he bid it off.

“Poor little girl,” he said to himeelf,
“if 1 had known about you I don’t believe
1’'d have bought the place. There waa no
necessity to foreolose, I'm sure ; but it was
just like Angie ; and what must this Maude
think of me not to have answered her
letter. | am so Borry ;” and bls sorrow
manifested itself in an inoreased attention

Sweet Little Somebody.

Somebody crawls into mamma’s bod
Justatthe break of day,

Snuggles up and -whisper’s loud,
“Somebody’s come to stay.”

Somebody rushes through the house,
Never once shuts a door,

Scatters her playthings all around,
Over the nursery floor.

Climbs on tho fence and tears herclothes—
Never a bit cares she—

Swings on the gate and makes mud pies—
Who can somebody be ?

Somebody looks with rougish eyes
Up through her tangled hair ;
"Somebody’sme,” she says, “but then
" Somebody doesn’t care.”

Old Folks. s

Ah,don’t be sorrowful, darling,
And don’t be sorrow ful, pray,

Taking tho year together, my dear,
There isn’t more night than day !

'Tisrainy weather, my darling,
Time’swaves, they heavily run,

But taking the year together, my dear,
There isn’t more cloud than sun!

We are old folks now, my darling.
Our heads they are growing gray,
But taking the year all round, my dear,
You will always find the May 1

Wehad our May, my darling,
Andour roses, long ago,

And the timo of the year is coming, my dear,
For the silent night and snow 1

And God is God, my darling,
Of night as woll as day,

And we feel and know that we can go
W herever he leads the way.

Ay, God of night, my darling—
Of the night ofdeath, so grim ;

The gate that leads outof life, good wife,
Is the gate that leads to Him.

—Alice Carey, in Boston Tra eller.

Out of tho Darknese.

Out of the darkness—whence ?
Into the darkness—whither ?
O for the long suspense,
And the searching hither and thither
W hen the silver cord is loosed,
And tho golden bowl is broken,
How isthe light diffused
That has been, and leaves no token ?

The sound of atender strain,
The flash ofa crystal river—
Then into the never again,
Orinto the long forever ?
Is it life for the living, and naught
But death neath the sable curtain ?
W hence is the truth, and what ?
And where is it clear and certain ?

Fear not, for He is there,

And the curtain is withdrawn ;
The truth is bright and fair,

And tho light streams further on ;
W hile over the world’s dark strife

Sounds a voice of sweetdirection—
"1 am the way of Life,

I am the Resurrection.”

FIDELITY AND LOVE.

" Will  you take a sleeper ?” the
conductor asked and ahe replied, “ Oh no.
| cannot afford that.l’

So he found her a whole seat in the
common oar, and telling her that he would
speak of her to the new conductor, bade
her good-bye, and she was left alone.

Very nervously she watched her fellow-
passengers as they came hurrying in,—
men, mostly,—it seemed to her,—a
rough-looking men, too, for there had been
a horse-race that day at a point on the
Harlem road, and they were returning
from it. Oooasionally some one of them
stopped and looked at the girl in black,
who sat so straight and still, with her
hand bag held down upon the vacant seat
beside her as if to keep it intact. But no
one offered to take it, and Maude breathed
more freely as the orowded train moved
slowly from the depot. After alittle the new
oonductor came and spoke to her and looked
at her ticket and went out, and then she
wae really alone. New England with its 3 ! !
rocks and hills and mountains, was behind to the girl over whom he adjusted his
her. Mother, and John and home were far Uulster more carefully, for the air in the car
away, and the lump in her throat grew Was growingvery damp and chilly.
larger and there crept over her such a sense It was broad daylight when Maude

A d reariness and home sickness that she  °vok-1 starting np with a smile upon her
face and reminding Max of some lovely

child when first aroused from sleep.

“Why, | have slept all night,” ahe
exclaimed, as she tossed back her wavy
hair, “ and you have given me your shawl
and ulster, too," she added, with a blush
whioh made her face, aa Max thought, the
prettieat he had ever seen.

Who was ehe, he wondered, and onoe he
thought to ask her the question directly
then, he tried by a little finessing to find
ont who ahe was and where she oame from,
but Maude’s mother had ao strongly
impreaaed it upon her not to be at all
oommunioative to stranger# that she was
wholly non-committal even while suspect-
ing his design, and when at laet Canan-
daigua was reached he knew no more oi
her history than when he first saw her
white and trembling on the boat. She was
going to take tha Ocenesee stage, she aaid,
and expeoted her uncle to meet her at

There were only six women in the car
beeides herself. All the rest were wolves ;
she felt sure of that, they talked and
laughed so loud, and spit so much tobacco
juice. They were so different from the
stranger on tho boat, she thought, wonder-
ing who he was and where he had gone.
How pleasantly he had spoken to her, and
how she wished She got no farther,
for a voice said to her, “ Can | sit by you?
every other seat is taken.”

“ Yes, oh, yes. 1 am so glad,” Maude
exclaimed involuntarily, in her delight at
recognising the stranger, and springing to
her feet she offered him the seat next to
the window.

“ Oh, no,” he said with a smile which
wonld have won the confidence of any girl.
“ Keep that yourself. You will be more
comfortable there. Are you going to ride

all night ?” ) . ;
“Yes, | am going to Canandaigua,” she ©Qak’s Corners, in Bichland. e
replied. Why that is funny,” he aaid, “ if it

were not that a carriage is to meet me, |
rhould still be your fellow-traveller, for my
route liea that way.”

Andthen he did aak her uncle’s name. She
surely might tell him so much Maude
thought, and replied, “ Captain James
Allen, my mother’s brother."”

Her name was not Allen then, and
reflecting that now he knew who her uncla
was he oould probably trace her, Max saw
lier into the stage, and taking her ungloved
hand in his held it perhaps a trifle longer
than he would have done if it had not been
so very soft and white and pretty, and
rested so confidently in his while she
thanked him for his kindness. Then the
Btage drove away, while he stood watching

“To Canandaigua !” he repeated, look-
ing at her a little ouriously ; bnt he asked
no more questions then, and busied
himself with adjusting his bag and his
large travelling shawl, which last he put on
the back of the seat more behind Maude
than himself.

Then hetook out a magazine, while Maude
watohed him furtively, thinking him the
finest looking man Bhe had ever Been,
except her father, of whom in hia manner
he reminded her a little. Not nearly as
old, certainly, as her father, and not young
like Arohie either, for there were a few
threads of grey in his mustache and in his
brown hair, which had a trick of curling
Blightly at the ends under his soft felt hat.

Who ~was he? she wondered. The Iit, and wondering why the morning was
initials on hia satchel were, Not quite so bright as it had been an hour
“M. G.” but that told her nothing. @2d0, and why he had not asked her point-

blank who she was, or had been Bo stupid
aa not to give her his oard.

“ Max Gordon, you certainly are getting
into your dotage,” he said to himself. “ A
man at your age to be so interested in a
little unknown girl ! What wonld Graoe
say ? Poor Grace, | wonder if I Bhall find her
improved, and why she has buried herself
in this part of the country.”

As he enterod the hotel a thought of
Maude Graham’s letter came to hia mind,
and calling forpen and paper ho dashed off
the following :

Canandaigua, September--—--—--—-—-- , 38—

Miss Maude Graham,—Your lettor did not
reach mo until last night, wheu ic was brought
me by a friend. | have not been in Boston Bince
the first of lastJuly, and the reason it was not
forwarded to me isthat you addressed it wrong,
and they were iu doubt asto its owner, My nawe
is Gordon not Marshall, as you supposed, and 1
am very sorry for your sake and your mother’s
that | ever bought Spring Farm. Had X known
what | do now 1should not havo done so. But it
is too late, and I can only promise to keep itas
ou wish until you can buy it back. You are a
rave littlo girl and I will sell it to you cheap. 1
should very much like to know you and wheu 1
am again m Merrivale I shall call upon you and
your mother, if she will let me.—W ithkind
regards to her | am, yours truly,

M ax GoimoN.”

The letter finished he folded and direoted
itto Misa Maude Graham, Merrivale, Maas.,
while she for whom it was intended was
huddled up in one oorner of the
crowded stage and going on as fast aa
four fleet horses could take her towards
Oak Corners and the friends awaiting her
there. Thus strangely do two lives some-
times meet and orosa eaoh other, and then
drift widely apart, but not foreyer in this
instance, let ua hope.

CHAPTEB V.
MISS ItAYNOnN.

How she hoped he was going as far as she
was, ahe felt Bo safe with him, and at last
as the darkness inoreased and he shut np
hia book, she ventured to ask,l1Are you go-
ing far 27

“Yes,” he replied, with a twinkle of
humor in his blue eyes, “ and if none of
these men get out | am afraid | shall have
to claim your forbearance all night, but 1|
will make myself as small aa possible.
Look,” and with a laugh he drew himself
olose to the arm of the seat, and leaving
quite a space between them ; but he did
not tell her that he had engaged a berth in
the sleeper, which he had abandoned when
he found her alone, with that set of roughs
whose charaoter he knew.

“ Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one
of the least of these ye have done it unto
Me,” would surely bo said to him some day,
for he waa alwaya giving the oup of water,
even to those who did not know they wero
thirating until after they drunk of what he
offered them. Onoe he brought Maude
eome water in a little glasa tumbler, which
he took from his satchel, and once he
offered her an apple which she deolined lest
ahe ahould BeeT too forward ; then, as the
hours crept on and her eye-lida began to
droop, he folded hia shawl carefully and
made her let him put it behind her head,
Buggesting that she remove her hat, as she
would rest more comfortably without it.

“ Now sleep quietly,” he eaid, and aa if
there were something mesmeric in his voice,
Maude went to sleep at onoe, and dreamed
she was at home witli her mother beside
her, oooasionally fixing the pillow under
her head and covering her with Bomething
whioh added to her comfort.

It was the stranger’s light overcoat
whioh, as the September night grew cold
and chill, he put over the girl, whose
upturned face he had atudied as intently
Bhe had studied his. About 7 o’clock the
oonductor come in, lantern in hand, and as
ita rays fell upon the stranger he eaid,
“ Hallo, Gordon ; you here ? | thought you
were in the sleeper. On guard | Bee as

About a mile from Laurel Hill, a little
village in Biohland, was an eminence, or
plateau, from the top of whioh one oonld
see for milea the rich, well cultivated farms
in which the town abounded, the wooded
hilla and the deep gorgea all alanting
down to a oommon oentre, the pretty little

usual. Who ia the lamb this time ?” lake, lying as in the bottom of a basin,
"1 don’t know; do you?"the man with its olear waters sparkling in the sun-
oalled Gordon replied. shine. And here, just on the top of the

N No,” the conductor Baid, turning his
light full upon Maude ; then, “ Why, it’s a
little girl the Boston conductor put ia my

plateau, where the view waa the fineat, an
eooentrio old bachelor, Paul Baynor, had,
a few years before our story opens, built

himself a home after his own peculiar ideas

of architecture, but whioh, when finiahed

and furnished, was a most delightful place,

especially in the BnTtTer when the flowera

and shrubs, of whioh there was a great

profusion, were in blossom, and the wide

lawn in front of the house was like a piece

of velvet. Here for two years Paul Baynor

had lived quite en 'prince, and then, sicken-
ing with what he knew to be afatal diaease,

he had sent for his invalid sister Grace,

who came and atayed with him to the last,

finding after he waa dead that all his

property had been left to her, with a
request that she would make the Cedars,

aa the place waa called, her home for a
portion of the time at least. And ao,
though city bred and city born, Grace had
atayed on for nearly a year, leading a lonely
life, for ahe knew but few of her neighbors,
while her crippled oondition prevented her
from mingling at all in the sooiety she was
so well fitted to adorn. As the reader will
have guessed Grace Baynor was the girl, or
rather woman, for ehe waa over 30 now, to
whom Max Gordon had devoted the years
of hia early manhood, in the vain hope
that aometime she would be cured and
become his wife. A few days before the
one appointed for her bridal she had been
thrown from her horse and had injuried
her spine so badly that for months Bhe
suffered Buch agony that her beautiful hair
turned white ; then the pain ceaaed
suddenly, but left her no power to move
her lower limbe, and she had never walked
since and never would. But through all
the long years Max had clung to her with a
devotion born first of hia intenae love for
her and later of hia eense of honor whioh
would make him loyal to her even to the
grave. Knowing how domestic he was in
his tastea and how happy he would be
with wife and children Grace had inaisted
that he should leave her and Beek some
other love. But his answer was always
the same. “ No, Grace, | am bound to you
juat aa strongly aa if the clergyman had
made ua one, and will marry you any day
you will say the word. Your lameness ia
nothing ao long as your soulis left untouch-
ed, and your face, too,” he would some
times add, kissing fondly the lovely face
which, with eaoh year, seemed to grow love-
lier, and from whioh tbe snowy hair did
not in the least detract.

But Grace knew better than to inflict
heraelf upon him, and held fast to her re-
solve, even while her whole being went out
to him with an intenee longing for hia con-
etant love and companionship. Especially
wae this the case at the Cedars, where she
found herself very lonely, notwithatanding
the beauty ofthe plaoe and its situation.

“1f he asks me again, shall I refuse ?”
ehe said to heraelf on the September morn-
ing when Maude Graham waa alighting
from the dusty stage at Oak Corners, two
miles away, and tho oarriage she had sent for
Max was only an hour behind.

How pretty she was in the dainty white
drees, with a Bhawl of scarlet wool wrapped
around her, as she sat in her wheel chair on
the broad piazza, whioh commanded a view
of the distant lake and the green hilla
beyond. Not freah and bright and glowing
as Maude, who was like an opening roae
with the early dew upon it, but more like a
pale water-lily just beginning to droop,
though very sweet and lovely Btill. There
waa a faint tinge of color in her cheek as
she leaned her head againBt the cushion of
her chair and wondered if she Bhould find
Max the same ardent lover aa ever, ready
to take her to hia arms at any cost, or had
he, during the past year, seen Eome other
faoe fairer and younger than herown.

“1 Bhall know in a moment if he is
ohanged ever Bo little,” she thought, and
although ahe did not mean to be selfish
and would at any moment have given him
up and made no sign there was a throb of
pain in her heart as ahe tried to think
what life would be without Max to love her.
“ 1 Bhould die,” ehe whispered, “and,
please God, | shall die before many years
and leave my boy free.”

He was her boy still, just as young and
handeome as he had been 13 years ago,
when he lifted her Bo tenderly from the
ground and she felt hia tears upon her
forehead as she writhed in her fearful pain
And now when at last he came and put her
arms arcund her and took her face between
hia handa and looked fondly into it as he
questioned her of her health she felt that
he was unchanged, and thanked her Father
for it. He waadelighted with everything,
and sat by her until after luncb, whioh
waa served on the piazza, and aaked her
of her life there and the people in the
neighborhood and finally if she knew of a
Capt. Ailing.

“ Capt. Ailing,” she replied ; “Why, yes.
He lives on a farm about two milea from
here and we buy our honey from him. A
very reapectable man, | think, although 1
have no acquaintance with the family.
Why do you ask ?”

“ Oh, nothing ; only there was a girl on
the train with me who told me sho was his
niece,” Max answered indifferently, with a
vigoroue puff at bis cigar, which Grace
alwaye insieted he should smoke in her
presence. “ She was very pretty and very
young. | should like to see her again,”
he added, more to himself than to Grace,
who, without knowing why, felt suddenly
as if a oloud had crept acrOES her sky.

Jealousy had no part in Grace's nature,
nor waa ahe jealous of this young, pretty
girl whom Max would like to see again,
and to prove that she was not she asked
many questions about her and eaid she
would try and find out who she was, and
she presumed she had come to attend the
wedding of Capt. Alling’s daughter, who
was soon to be married. This seemed very
probable and no more was said of Maude
until the afternoon of the day following,

whioh waB Sunday. Then, after Max
returned from ohuroh, and they were
Beated at dinner he said abruptly, “ 1 saw
her again.”

“Saw whom ?” Grace asked, and he
replied, “ My girl of the train. She was at
church with her uncle’s family. A rather

ordinary lot | thought them, but she looked
as sweet as a June pink. You know they
are my favorite flowers.”

“Yes,” Grace answered slowly, while
again a breath of cold air seemed to blow
over her and make her draw her Bhawl
more closely around her.

But Max did not suspect it, and pared a
peach for her and helped her to grapes, and
after dinner wheeled her for an hour on
the broad plateau, stooping over her once
and oaressing her white hair, whioh he told
her was very becoming, and saying no more
of the girl seon in church that morning.
The Allings had been late and the rector
waa reading the firat lesaon when they oame
in, father and mother and two healthy
buxom girls, followed by Maude, who, in
her black dresa, looked taller and alimmer
than he had thought in the car, and
prettier, too, with the brilliant oolor on
her cheekB and the sparkle in the eyes
which met his with Bnoh glad aurpriae in
them that he felt something stir in his
heart different from anything he had felt
Bince he and Grace were young. The Allings
occupied a pew in front of him and on the
side, so that ho could look at and study
Maude’s faco, which he did far more than
he listend to the sermon. And Bhe knew
he was looking at her, too, and always
blushed when she met his earnest gaze. Aa
they were leaving the church he managed
to get near her, and aaid, “ | hope you
are quite well after your long journey,
Miaa ”

“ Graham," she answered involuntarily,
but Bo low that he only oanght the first
Byllable and thought that she said Grey.

She was Mies Grey, then, and with this
bit of information he was obliged to be
content. Twice during the week ho rode
past the Ailing house, hoping to see the
eyes which had flashed so brightly upon
him on the porch of the church, and never
dreaming of the hot tears of homesicknesa
they were weeping in the log school-house
of the Bush district, where poor Maude
waa ao desolate and lonely. Il he had, he
might, perhaps have gone tbere and tried

to comfort her, Bo greatly was he interested
in her, and ao much was she in his mind.

He stayed at the Cedars several days and Thia waa there introduction to each other

then, finding it a little tiresome, said good- and that night Maude dreamed of the

bye to Graoe and went hiB way egain, lovely face which had smiled upon her, ana

leaving her with a vague consciousness that the voice, the saddest and sweetest she had

Bomething had come between them ; a ever heard, whioh had spoken so kindly to
shadow no larger than a man’s hand, it is her.

true, bnt a shadow, and aa ahe watohed Two weeka afterwardB Grace's note wae

him going down the walk she whispered brought to her and ahe read it with her feet

sadly, “ Max is slipping from me." upon the etove hearth and the low January

CHAP1ER VI. aun shining in upon her.

Miee Baynor wanted her for acompanion

THE SCHOOL MISTKESS. and friend, to read and sing to and soothe

The Betting Bun of a raw January after- her in the hours of langour and depression,
noon was shining into the dingy Whioh were many.
Bohool-room where Maude sat by the iron  “ 1 am lonely,” Bhe wrote, " and aa you
ruated box-stove, with her feet on the know, wholly incapacitated from mingling
hearth, reading a note which had been With the world, and | want someone with
brought to her just before the olose of me different from my maid. ~ Will you
school by a man who had been to the Post- come to me, Mias Graham ? 1 will try to

'Office in the village at the foot of the lake. Make you happy ; if money ia any object |
It waa nearly four months since she first Will give you twice aa much aa you are now
crossed the threshold of the log ahool-house, receiving, whatever that may be. Think of
taking in at a glance the whole drearineaa it and let me know your decieion soon.
of her surroundings, and feeling for the * Youre very truly,
moment that she oould not endure it. But “ Gbace B aynoii.”
ehe was somewhat aocuetomed to it now, (To be Continued).
and not half Bo much afraid of the tall girls
and boys, her scholara, as she had been at
firat, while the latter were wholly devoted
to her and not a little proud of there . |
“ young Bchool ma’am,” as they oalled her. Dressed in Sfains.
Everybody was kind to her, and she had In the summer of 1882 W. C. Hart, the
not found “ boarding round” Bo very geologist, and two other enthusiastic col-
dreadful after all for the fatted calf was lectors of specimens were encamped near
always killed for her, and the best dishes the lava beds between the head waters of
brought out, while it was seldom that she the Cache de la Poudre River and North
was called upon to share her Bleeping room Park. Itwas a rough, broken region, and
with more than one member of the family. the desolation was heightened by the
And etill there wae ever present with her proximity of the crater of an extinct vol-
a longing for her mother and for Johnnie cano, while bare rocks and dead timber
and a life more congenial to her tastea. Wwere everywhere. The hops of securing
Dreaming waa out of the quoetion now, rare formations for their cabinets attracted
and the book which wae to make her the gentlemen to the uncanny spot, for
famoua and buy back the old home eeemed e€very one averred that Cameron Pass was
very far in the future. Just how large a haunted by the spirit of an emigrant’s
portion of her thoughts waa given to Max daughter. Joe Shepler, a well-known
Gordon it was difficult to eay. She had mouQtaineer, who was pilotiDg the party
felt a thrill of joy when ehe saw him in through the hills, had often seen the ghost,
ohuroh, and alittle proud, too, it may be, of and promised his companions that they
his notioe of her. Very minutely her should view the strange apparition before
cousins had questioned her with regard to returning to their homes. He said the
her acquaintance with him, deploring her spirit was a thief, and frequently stole food
stupidity in not having ascertained who he and furniture from the camps of hunters
was. A relative most likely of Miss Baynor, who ventured within her uninviting do-
in whose pew he sat, they concluded, and main. At dinner on August 2nd, 1882,
they told their cousin of the lady at the Shepler calmly announced that the spirit
Cedars, Grace Raynor, who could not walk of Cameron Paes was approaching, and
a Btep, but was wheeled in a ohair, some- pointed to a strange being which was
times by a maid and aometimea by a man. swiftly moving toward the camp. The
The lady par excellence of the neighborhood Mmarauder came within 500 yards of the
she eeemed to be, and Maude found hereelf men, and seizing a haunch of venison which
greatly interested in her and in everything had been placed on a stone, ran off with it.
pertaining to her. Twice she had been Hart picked up his rifle, and, calling on his
through the grounda, whioh were open to comradesto follow started in pursuit of the
the public, and had seen Graoe both timea thief. She—they were Bure it was a wo-
in |the diatance, once eitting in her chair man—led them all a lively race directly
upon the piazza, and once being wheeled in toward the lava beds. Being close pressed
the woode by her man servant, Tom. But the hunted creature dropped the meat and
beyond this ahe had not advanced, nothing sped onward to the opening of a cavc.
could be farther from her thoughte than The pursuers entered the cavern on the
the idea that ehe would ever be anything heels of the strange robber and found the
to the lady of the Cedars. Max Gordon’a warm body of a dead woman. The fright
letter had been forwarded to her from and exertion had killed her. The corpse
Merrivale, but had created no suapioion in Was that of a woman about 25 years old.
her mind that he and her friend of the Her only clothing was a rude gown,
train were one. She had thought it a little fashioned of skins. Her hair wasvery long
strange that he should havo been in Canan- and she was sunburned and barefooted.
daigua the very day that sho arrived there, The remains were buried decently. An ex-
and wished she might have seen him, but the ploration of the cave disclosed the fact that
truth never dawned upon her until sometime it had for some time been used as a habita-
in December, when her mother wrote to her tion by the alleged spirit. The ground was
that he had called to Bee them, expressing covered with bones, and, although there
much regret at Maude’s absence, and when Were cooking uteneils about, it was evident
told where she was and when she went, thatthey had never been used. The un-
exclaiming with energy, aa he sprang to fortunate girl had subsisted on stolen
his feet, “ Why, madam, your daughter meats, roots and leaves. She had dried
was with me in the train,—a little blue meat for winter use. For several years
eyed, brown haired girl in blaok, who said she was thought to be a spirit.— Chicago
she was Capt. Alling’e niece.” Herald.

“He eeemed greatly excited,” Mra.
Graham wrote, “ and regretted that he did
not know who you were. Ho got an idea
somehow that your name was Grey, and mutual attachment betwggn hgreelf and a
said he reoeived your letter with you asleep Man Whose taates and position in life are
beeide him. He ia a eplendid looking man, suited to hera, she can do no better than

with the pleasantest eyes and the kindest 00nfide her thoughts on the Bubjeot to her
voice | ever heard of saw.” mother, or if Bhe be motherless, to some

" Ye-eB,” Maude eaid elowly, as she Wwoman who ia much older than heraelf, and
recalled the voice which had spoken Bo UYPOn whose sympathy and wisdom she can
kindly to her and the eyes which had 'ely. If the older person approve, there
looked so pleasantly into her own. *“ And &ré many ways of arranging opportunities
that was Max Gordon | He waa going to [Of the pair to become better acquainted,
the CedarB, and Misa Baynor ia the girl for and to discover whether their firat impres-
whom he haB lived eiDgle all these yeara, Si0nS of each other were correct. A wise
Oh-h 17 mother can easily arrange the social setting

Sho waa conscious of a vague regret that °f her ohildren. - If she gathera about her
her stranger friend, waB the betrothed ©ONIY such young people as shedeema fitting
husband of Grace Raynor, who, at that COmpaniona for them, the most natural
very time, waa thinking of her and fighting consequence is that ties are formed which
down a feeling as near to jealouey as it will be satisfactory to parents as well as
waa posgible for her to harbor. In the BaTe ohildren. .
mail with Maude’s letter from her mother 1 heé young man finds easy and natural
there had come to the Cedars one from Ways of expressing hia regard for a young

Max, who aaid that he had diacovered who 9irl, and by a kind of intuition she oan
was hia compagnon da voyage. usually satisfy hereelf from the first of the

“ She ia teaching Bomewhere in your nature of his feelings toward her. He will
town,” he wrote, “ and 1 judge is not very show oonsiderateness, deference, and a
happy there. Can’t you do something for Preference for her society at all timeB, and
her, Grace ? It haa ooourred to me that Y&t he will carefully avoid anything that
to have a girl like her about you would do Might convey to others the impression
you a great deal of good. We are both tha_t he believes her to hold the BaTe
getting on in years, and need something attitude of preference toward him. He
young to keep us from growing old, ana Will —alwaye acoept her sooiety as a
you might make her your oompanion. courtesy which she has g‘raomualy con-
She i very pretty, with a soft cultivated ferred, and apart from which he haa no
voice, and must be a good reader. Think ©laim. [Indeed, in all manly and chivalrio
of it, and if you decide to do it, inquire for Ways he will testify his admiration for

her at Capt. Alling’e. Her name ie Maude her, until he feels a sufficient assurance of
Graham. ' her interest in him to warrant him in

putting the vital question to her.
“Max.” If ahe be an ingenioua and high-minded
. , . ) girl she will admit or deny with kindneaa
This waa Maxa letter, which Grace read 5,4 candor that ehe values aa he wishes
as ahe eat in her cozy sitting-room with i geyotion to her. If her oonsent ia ob-
every luxury around her whioh money oould ¢oneq he will then seek the approval of her
buy, from the hot-house rosea on the_ atand parents or guardians. If her family ob-
beside her to the costly rug on whioh her j.q1e 15 the proposed alliance it is the girl's
ohair was standing in the ruddy glow of the ,ty o reserve her final deciaion, out of
cheerful grate fire. And as she read it Bhe reapect for them. If time and oppo'rtunity
felt again the cold breath which had swept ¢ 'ynowing each other better only deepen
over her when Max was telling her of the e regard, and parental dieapproval con-
young girlwho had interested him somuch. ;e the girl haa two altérnativea—patient

And in a way Graoe, too, had interested waitin :
. k g and an unhappy aeeumption of the
herself in Maude and through her maid had ooneequence of disobedience. Each girl

ascertained who Bhewas and that Bhe was 5t ‘determine thia matter for herself,
teaching in the_ southern part of the town. remembering, however, tbat no one can
An(_:] there her interest ha_d ceased. ) But it paye a more uneelfiah interest in her happi-
revived again on the receipt of Max’s letter ,qocs than her parents.

and Bhe said, “ | must see thiB girl first and
know what ehe is like. A woman can judge
a woman better than a man, but | wiah
Max had not aaid what he did about our
growing old. Am | greatly changed I
wonder ?”

She could manage her chair herself in the
house and wheeling it before a long mirror,
she leaned eagerly forward and examined
the face reflected there. A pale, sweet face,
framed in masses of snow white hair, which
rather added to its youthful appearanoe
than detracted from it, although she did
rot think Bo. She had been eo proud of her
golden hair, and the bittereBt tears ahe had
ever Bhed hid been for the ohange in it.

“I1t’s my hair,” Bhe whiepered sadly,—
“hair which belongs to a woman of sixty,

I am Mias Baynor, and you are Maude
Graham.”

THE GHOST OF CAMERON PASS.

It Turned Out to be a Wild Girl of 25,

Courtship's Progress.
When a young girl detects the eigne of a

Youra lovingly,

A Difficulty About Witnesses.

“Mr. Smith,” said the electrio light
manager to his foreman, “ we want some
men to testify to the absolute harmlessness
of the electric light ourrent as used by wus.
You might send Roberts ”

Foreman—He waa killed while fixing a
wire last night, eir.

“Well, Jackson will do then.”

“He accidentally grounded a wrong wire
laBt week, and is soarcely expected to live,
sir.”

“ Such awkwardness? Send Williams.”

“Sorry, eir, but he wae paralyzed while
fixing an electric lamp on Thursday.”

“Really. It’e moet annoying. Employ

! X some new men at onco and send them to
rather than thirty-three, and there is a teetify to the committee before they have
tired look about my eyes and mouth. Yes, (ime to get themselves killed.”—Wero York
I am growing old, oh, Max—,” and the a4,
Blender fingers were pressed over the beauti-
fulblue eye«, where the tears came eo fast ;—
“Yee, I'll see the girl,"” she said, “ and if |
like her face, 1’ll take her to please him.”

Original aud Attractive.

Bev. Charles Spurgeon, a son of the
celebrated London preacher, who is deliver-

She knew there waa to be an illumination ing religious addresses throughout the
on Chrietmas Eve in the church on Laurel States, takes “ Nails ” as the subject of one
Hill and that Maude Graham was to eing a of his discourses, and usea a number of
Christmas »nthem alone. theae articlea ae illuatratione of human

" 1’ll go, »nd hear, and see,” Bhe deoided, character. With ahidden electrio battery
and when the evening came Graoe was to resreaent Divine love he causes the nails
there in tie Baynor pew listening while to approach and cling to asmall steel croea,
Maude Graham Bang, her bright face glow- thue giving at the same time a lesaon in
ing with excitement and her full rich voice theology and natural science.
rising higher and higher, dearer and clearer,
until it had filled the oburch as it had never
been filled bsfore, and thrilled every nerve
of the woman watohing her Bo intently.

“Bbight’b Disease has no symptoms of
its own,” says Dr. Frederick Roberta, of
University College, London. First get rid

“ Yea, ahe is pretty and good, too ; | oan- of the kidney disease by using Warner’s
not be deceived in that faoe,” she said to Safe Cure, then the effects of symptoms
herself, and when, after the services were \ill be removed.
over and M&ude oame up the aiele past the

ew where she waB sitting, ahe put out her W ife,emphatically—* Did you say marri-

and and said, “ Come here, my dear, and ago waa a failure ?* Huaband, humbly—
let me thank you for the pleasure you have “No, my dear, | did not. A married man
given me. You have a wonderful voioe and doesn't have to eay what he thinks, does
sometime you mast come and sing to me. he ?"

THE SCIENTIFIC WORID.

Items of Utility and Curiosity for Every-
body.

The second elevator in the Eiffel
hae been accepted by the committee. The
four hemp ropea temporarily used to
auatain the load of eleven tona were cut
aimultaneouBly in the teBt, allowing the
load to drop eight inches, and the safety
wedges were found to stand the strain.

A discussion of the mythical *“ joint
snake” is going on again in herpetological
circles, the popular idea being that there
exista a snake which, when broken to
pieces joins itself together again. There
is, of course, no suoh reptile. The delusion
owes its origin to popular credulity, and
so much of faot as is found in connection
with the habits of the ophisaurus ventralis, a
epecies of snake lizard with a mere rudi-
mentary development of lege. It ie very

Tower

brittle and a Blight blow breaka it into
fragmenta. If only the tail is lost a new
one iB sprouted, but the self-mending

powers are purely mythical.

Becent tests at Manchester, by burning
in oxygon, shows anthracite coal to give
the highest yield, emitting 8,340 Centigrade
units of heat.

J. E. Thiokston, Metuchen, N.J., pre-
dicts disaster from the escape of natural

gas in the Alleghany region, beside which
the Johnstown calamity will appear
trifling. His theory is that the esoaping

gaa is not, as in the caae of oil depoaita,
compeneated for by the influx of water,
and ho anticipatea a collapse or an ex-
ploeion.

The manufacture of starch from the
cassava, whioh frequently, under cultiva-
tion not the beat, yields forty tons per aore,
is becoming an important industry in eome
parts of Florida.

The Egyptian Exploration Fund ex-
penditures since 1883 have been about
#8,000 per year and have yielded rich
reeulta.

“ Bapid dentrificee ” aro to be esohewed,
as the basis of all aro acids, whose action
on the enamel and bony Btructuro of the
teeth is most deleterious. Preoipitated
chalk, flavored with powdered orria root, a
little powdered myrrh added, and rubbed
with fine Caatileeoap, ie aB good a dentri-
fice aa can be had. Begular and careful
brushing, with the uaeof agood quill tooth-
pick, is safe dental treatment—always pre-
supposing a dentist has firet put the teeth
in goo~condition.

The beat cement for glass is glue. When
it fails it fails through the action of mois-
ture. This may beobviated by treating the
glue with bichromate of potash, adding (in
a dark room) one tenth the weight of the
dry glue to the solution ; apply in the dark
When exposed to light the glue willjharden
and effectually resist tho action o mois-
ture.

The U. S. Government recipe for per-
manent whitewash is: Half bushel lime,
slaked under cover ; strain and add one
peok Balt diaaolved in warm water, and
three pounda rice flour boiled in water to"a
thin paete ; half pound Spanieh whiting
and one pound clear glue diBBolved in warm
water. This should stand several daya and
then be applied hot.

The cleanly housewife will find an
almost odorless liquid 3tove blacking, cheap
and effective in the following : Mix two
parts of copperas, one of bone black, one

pulverized graphite with enough water
to make a creamy paste.

Uranus was in perihelion in 1883 and
will not be again until 1906. At perihlion
it is distant from the sun 1,081,864,000
milea. Neptune's next perihelion will be in
2048, when it will be 2,755,207,000 miles
distant from Old Sol.

Farmers will find the following table of
(inside) dimensions convenient : A box
8.4x8 in. and 4 in. deep holds half a peck ;
one 7x0.4 in. and 12 in. deep holds a peok ;
one 12x11.2in. and 8 in. deep holds half a
bushel ; one 16x12 in. and 11.2 in. deep
contains a bushel.

Some bitcrary BwiMotp..»

The following, said to have been copied
verbatim et literatim from a eign at Barnet,
Eng., is found in a file of the Caledonian
Mercury for 1789. The inscription shows
that business was not so subdivided 100
years ago as it is to-day : “ John Nusfc,
Operator in Ordinary and Extraordinary,
Mender of Soles, Uniter of the Disunited,
Restorer of Order and Harmony though of
ever so long and wide a separation. N. B.
—Gives advice gratis in the most desperate
6ases, and never pockets his fee till he has
performed a cure.”

Dean Alford tells of a certain set of in-
structions posted by a railway company
for the guidanoe of engineers, which read
as follows : “ Hereafter, when trains mov-
ing in an opposite direction are approach-
ing each other on separate lines, conductors
and engineers will be required to bring
their respective trains to a dead halt before
the point of meeting, and be very careful
not to proceed till each train has passed the
other.”

Newspaper literary blunders are plenti-
ful, but none familiar with the circum-
stances under which matter for the daily
press is prepared will be hypercritical.
Taken all round it is creditable to its pro-
ducers. One reflects on this when he
thinks of the sad blunders of eminent
authors, whose work has all the advantages
of oareful revision. A notable instance
occurs to me, where Mr. John Morley tells
us that “ Carlyle teaohes us that silenoe is
golden in thirty-six voinTtes.”

How to Manage a Plot.

The work in the garden is mostly done in
the spring,and the seed is carefully planted,
the ground kept clean, the early crops taken
off and the ground abandoned to weeds.
One of the most unsightly objects is a plot
of ground overgrown with weeds; and as
the garden plot is usually made rich the
weeds grow very rank and soon mature.
As they are allowed to die down, and the
ground cleared off the next spring, the re-
sult is that the ground is so covered with
seeds that it is almost impossible to eradi-
cate the weeds the succeeding year. Leav-
ing the garden in such condition also
affords excellent opportunities to insects of
all kinds, and the drawbacks are, there-
fore, multiplied. The proper way to man-
age a garden is to keep some crops grow-
ing in it from Bpring until the frosts appear
late in the fall. Several objects will be
gained by so doing, among them the
destruction of all weeds, a finer condition
of the soil, and a supply of fruits and vege-
tables for tho [table, as many vegetables
grow quickly and give a supply in a short
time after the seed is planted.

Warner s Safe Cure cures both malaria
and kidney disease by taking out of the
blood the poisonous malarial germs, and by
putting the kidneys in a healthy condition.

Raspberry vinegar is a luxury that may
be indulged in by families living in the
oountry who have an abundance of fruit.
Put four quarts of berries in a stone jar,
with one quart of the best cider vinegar,
and mash to a paste with a wooden pestle.
Set in the sun twelve hours and then place
all nightin a cool place. Strain off the
juice the next day and pour it over four
quarts of fresh berries. The second day
strain, and to each quart of the juice allow
one pint of water and five pounds of granu-

lated sugar. Heat over a slow fire until
the sugar is dissolved. Bring to a boil
slowly, skimming off the scum. As soon

as it reaches the boiling point, strain and
bottle while warm, sealing the corks with
wax. This syrup, or cordial, although too
expensive for ordinary use, is a delightful
drink for summer-evening gatherings. Put
two tablespoonfuls in a glass of ice-water
and embellish with any fruit in season.

The Queen Regent of Spain is an expert
embroiderer and has done some remark-
ably beautiful work with her needle.
Many of the dresses of the infant King are
the produot of her bauds.

FACTS ABOUT INSOMNIA.

Those Who Always Practice Punctuality
and Those Who Do Not.

Are you afflicted with insomnia ? Per-
haps you have too much time for sleep.
Perhaps you depend too much cn sleep for
rest and recuperation. For sleep is not the
sole rest of used-up nerves. Sociability,
congeniality and the enjoyment of good
oompany rest the body quite as muoh as
sleep. The dreary monotony of life in
many a household, involving this tumbling
into bed with the mechanical regularity of
a maohine at 9 or 10 o’clock in the evening,
does not always rest weary bodies. “ Early
to bed and early to rise” does not alwaye
make a man healthy, wealthy or wise.
Numbers of organizations aie only capable
of five or six hours Bleep at a time, and
their early lying down to rest is often
succeeded by an early waking up and
a consequent restless tossing for hours pre-
ceding daybreak. The practicers of
punctuality aro often surprised after
breaking their own cast-iron rules, and
paseing two or three later hours of mirth
and jollity past their usual bed time, to
find themselves even more refreshed in the
morning than usual. The relaxation of
sociability had rested them more than
sleep would or an attempt to sleep. But
these are conditions not so easily reached
in the average family. In fashionable life
we have a formal, exhausting, mechanical

evening of more or less dissipation. On
the other hand the evenings of many
families are monotonous humdrum. They
involve the aesemblage of the same
people, the same surroundings, the same
paterfamilias yawning over his paper,
and  the same querulous mamma

overladen with family cares. Fresh people,
with fresh thought, fresh atmosphere, any-
thing to etir up and agitate the pool of
domestic stagnation, are sadly needed and’
sadly Bcarce. There needsto be also a con-
stant succession of such fresh people to
bring about these results. The world is
full of men and women, and in a better
regulated life it would be their business
after the day’s work was done to entertain
each other, and give each other fresh life.
As it is now, hundreds, if not thousands,
of our households are little better than cells
for the incarceration of each family. Thou-
sands are thus worn out prematurely from
utter lack of domestic recreation. There
might be written over the graves of hun-
dreds of thousands : “ Bored to death by
the stagnation of domestio life.”—The
Christian at Work.

W here Old Shoes Go.

Ifct may have been noticed that nowadays
very few old shoes and scraps of leather are
observable lying in our streets or dust-
heaps. This is in a great measure due to
the collections of old soraps of leather,
which are taken to Tiii3, wherethey are cut
up almost into fine dust. To this is added
about 40 per cent, of Indian rubber, and the
whole is then subjected to a pressure of
G.000 or 10,000 pounds per square foot.
The substance is then oolored, and is sold
at prices some 50 per cent, below that of
natural leather. It is manifestly a very
poor substitute, and it is wholly wanting
in fibre ; in fact, if it were not for the
insane craze for cheap articles, whioh
buyers vainly hope to substitute for those
which, though the original cost is greater,
areyet in the end cheaper, we should never
hear of this compound, which might
almost as well be made of saw-dust as
leather-duBt. In consequence of the manu-
facture and sale of large quantities of in-
ferior leather many old established tannera
are now stamping their’s with a trade
mark, which is some guarantee to the
buyer, as he may be sure no man will put
his name or trade mark on an inferior
article. It is hoped by this means to enable
those who desire to buy the b3st quality of
leather to be able to secure what they want,
namely, a reliable article at a moderate
o0oBt.— Shoe and Leather Review.

“Ishe's

We heard a young girl make the above
remark the other day about a lady with
whom we are slightly acquainted. It was
not true, yet the lady in question actually
does look fivo years older than her husband,
although Bhe is really several years his
junior. She is prematurely aged, and
functional derangement is the cause. Dr.
Pierce’s Favorite Prescription would cure
her, and should borecommended to her, and
to all others who are in the same condition.
If the reader of this chances to be asimilar
Bufferer, let her get the “ Prescription.” It
will bring back her lost beauty, and, better
still, it will remove all those distressing
symptoms which have made life a burden
to her so long. Money refunded if it don’t
give satisfaction. See guarantee printed on
the bottle wrapper.

A Popular Error Corrected.

There is awidespread popular impression
that a very large proportion of deaths from
disease take place in the early morning
hours—between 4 and 6 o’clock. That this
is an error is well known to most medical
men. From time to time careful observa-
tions have been made in hospitals which
have resulted in showing that the act of
death takes place with fairly equal fre-
quency during the whole 24 hours of the day.

$500 Not Called For.

It seems strange that it is necessary to
persuade men that you can cure their dis-
ease by offering a premium to theman who
fails to receive benefit. And yet Dr. Sage
undoubtedly cured thousands of cases of
obstinate oatarrh with his “ Catarrh Rem-
edy,” who would never have applied to him
if it had not been for his offer of the above
sum for an incurable case. Who is the
next bidder for cure or cash ?

An Understanding at bast.

Old Mr. Widower had been sitting silently
alone with Miss Autumn for fifteen minutes.
Finally he spoke : “ Miss Autumn, you are

pretty—” “Oh, Mr. Widower!” *“You
are pret—" “ How canyou, Mr. Widower ?”
“ | started to say you were pretty—" *“ Oh,

you horrid man, stop I “ Condemn it all,
woman,” shouted Mr. "Widower, rising and
breaking for the door. “ 1 wanted to say
that you were pretty near as old as | am.
Now, demme, 1think you’re twice as old.”—
San Francisco Examiner.

I stands for Piorce, the wonderful doctor,
Providing Baferem edies, of which heisconcootor,
Pleasant to taste and easy to take,

Purgative Pellets now “ bear off the cake.”

—“Hurry to the door, Mary, and let Mr.
Smith in. He has rung twice.” “ That
isn’t Mr. Smith, it is the other young
gentleman.” “ Well, wait a minute, then.
I must change the photographs on the
mantel.”

—Mrs. Phunnyman—If that Eiffel tower
should fall the damage would be irreparaj
ble. Mr. Phunnyman—Oh,l guess not;"
there are too many newspaper correspon-
dents over there. They would soon write
it up.

—Lawyer—My conscience troubled me a
little last night about that fee | charged
Jones yesterday. Friend (astonished)—
Your conscience? Lawyer—Certainly. |
was afraid that 1 had been unjust to
myself.
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