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—From the New York Telegram.

FEELING RATHER LONESOME

“Well, oldfellow, you look ss if you'd lest your last friend.”
“I have. The last one of "em has just been nominated for an office. ”'— Chicago News,
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English free trads has destroyed the industriesof Ireland. —
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DEMOCRACY—"T bat T can o the game thing on this side. " —Chicago ffer- Oczan,
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THE CHICAGO WORLD'S FAIR MANAGERS WERE TON BUSY TO ACCEPT NEW YORK'S
INVITATION, —New York World

COFFEYVILLE ENTERTAINS THE OUTLAWS —Chicago Tribune
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CHAPTER L
The Weoste:n wind was wild and dark with

funm,
Aod all alene woent she.

Weare st the sen. Change of air and
scene is absojutely necessary for the health
ol the orthodox Iiriton ouce a year. Our
tuther sugoested, that we shiould spend the
whole summer at home, in our lonely house
in Norfolk, «where there is nothing on earth
to do but your duty, Of course he talked
of poverty, bad harvests, reduction of rents
for crumbling farmers, and all those other
philanthropic stinginesses of which we
wotnen hear when we waat exira pin mooer
or extra amusement.

But we are a determined family. Ouar
opinions are as firmly established as the
Gorernment; we do not give way. My
father has fonr davehters who lead him in
the path which be shounld tread, the result
being that we are at the present time spend-
ine August at the seaside.

Toere are four of us—four Miss Masters
Mr eldesi sister, Millicent, is coosidered
handsome; ber fuce is certainly sweeter
than herleiisp{uition. her b:un eyes far
franker than ber tongue. She
what the poets eall (withont pnel.!c license
in her case) & wealith of golden bair; the
curls and eoile, the twists and loops were
miest expersive, for the color is rare, and,
therelore, dear.

I rank next in ageto Millicent. Iam 19;
no onue gdiires me so faras [ know. Though
wy nose in sharp, wy echin undeveloped,
my hair aubura, my weeth aggressive, my
reose of vision augumented by the use of
eve-glasses, aud my temper uncertain, yet L
have a preey wit which I love to exercise
on wy neizhbors,

My pareats, as would bedivined by an in-
telligent reader, lave som= originality of
mind, though their ideas run much—over
mueh—in one groove,

Havinz ealled their eldest-born Mil-
ligent, they named me, their sccond daugh-
ter, Milderd, their third Muriel and, ©n-
sble to shake off the fuscination of the M
they gratted a Frenoh name upon onr Eng-
lish stoek, and cxlled the babr Melanie.

We are an agreeably-sonnding quartet,
full of euphozy and slliterstion. ‘The
Misses Millieent, Mildred, Muriel aod
Nelanie Mastors roll ssnorously off the
tongue; our pames are u melody of maiden-
Bood, But, ws  Whose-his-name says:
“Things are not what they seem,” we
hiave very little that is harmomious and
melodious in our dispositions. We quarrel,
we jar and dispute among ourselves. How-
ever, we noanimovsly allow the: a woman
who lins ue temper has no chaincter, and
what woman, wowadays, could endure to be
clharacieriess?  Perhaps our surpame has
pome subtle induenes upon us. We are
earl one of us Mastors at prestunt,

“litlicent 1% 1o change her name in the
aviumn,  The wedding is fixed tor October,
put as her quarrels with her bet
Maur.ce Muenell, are incessant and some-
tune exeeedingly violeat, the engagemeut
o unnsually preearious one. I Mauariee
had Lod the sptrit of & dMasters, he would
lase thrown ber over weeks and weeks
I h-];l Lim s, but be said he voan Itll:“
LR L

Hsall paor hiles
For proud dospaty. "

A be thinks all that sort of thing about

"

Millicent e mnst be mad, and it is no use
arguing with a lunatie.

1 am not engaged—nobody has chosan me
—but T have a partiality, a mere mild par-
tiality for Mr. Close, our agent. The girls
don’t care for lum: be is in appearance like
my Bcotch terrier, with & reddish face,
smothered in rough, sandy hair and ruddy
‘beard, but not neariy so likely a companion,
for be does not follow me abont like my dog
—in fact, he does not foliow me at all—and
he is very quiet and reserved. However,
he is coming down here with my father this
afiernoon; he shall take me out sea fishing
wiien he comes; the girls are not good sailors,
snd it is dull to zo alone. Maurice will be
here by that time, snd two more young men
from the barracks who are coming partly for
the teanis tournament, and partly to make
love to Muriel, who is a most abomiuable
coquetie,

Vur lodgings are A the cliff, close to the
ses. A zigzag path leads down upon the
rocks. Our rooms sre very dear and very
dirty. They get dirtier every day; seaside
lodgings are irritating. The bedroom which
I share with Millicent smells of shrimps
and mildew. Our chest of drawers wobbles
and the wood has warped. That chest of
drawers is a sermon on tact and a lesson in
patience. You maost maneuver and comx
this sort of furniture, Onee grow annoyed
and you are lost; for when the drawers
come out with a run they come out wholly
and stay out.

Our dnsty water juz holds a meazer pint
of water: the basin is shallow; the towels
are fibrous and small: the bath is & frying
pan; the window rattles all night long; the
bed is not illed with potatoes, as I was led
tﬁ::-ncy. but scantily stuffed with hay and

Millicent sod I have stormy times there
together, very stormy times, if the looking
glass is ouly half & ioot square and cloundy
there is no reason why she should monope-
Ih’;'i:t i d h

ere is wind enongh to-lay to blow yonr
head off, as well as _\'fnr hat, 4 §
“If tempers are r
With :e’::lns: np‘:-:'Ey.

And tempers ure shiort in the worning,™
It is mo wondler that a spirited family shonld
heve a difference of opinion. We Lave had
more than differences of opinion: we have
:nd & domestic riot, with a violent conclu-

on,

It happened 1 this wise:

The sca was rough; so rough, indeed, that
the bathing woman hersel:, to the loss of
her datly bread, advised us to forego our in-
tended bath; but we lind not risen at 7
o'elock in the worning for nothing. Wedo
not eare for advice, ner o we shrink from
danger; we are courageous

Still, as we stood in the break of the
waves, holding on to our ropes for dear life
and trring to preserve our ioot when we
were buffeted and beaten, when the breakers
dashed spray into ouwr when our feet
were ent as the lores of the water drew the
shingle from beneath them, when the cold
wind whistled in our ears, I don't know
which of us enjoyed herself, but [ own that

“:nlld e §

mter Mel 1t H
ks 10 b thought deteate e o sior of
fact, she isnot robust—so when s great
wave onme rolling in like a green mountain,
wd, leaning omh‘tbﬂlh"-ll her s blow
an the ehest whieh rolied down
the pebbles, she thought her Jast hour
come A soon &x ber head was out of

TREAS URYY]

==

TRE SPECTACLE OF “CALICO” CHARLES FOSTER LATGHING AT WALTER Q.
MANY BEPUBLICAN CONEDY FEATURES OF THIS CAM-

GRESHAM IS ONE OF THE

‘ PAIGS.—S{ Louis Republic.

water she shrisked, let go her rope, and
throwing up her arms, behaved as though
she was ng so eflort to get drowned.

I cannot swim, but I was near her, so I

lunged her way, and, gripping ber by the
r, I tugged her to her feet. As she was
too trightened to stand firmly the next in-
coming wave knocked her down for the see-
ond time. She dragged me over, too, and
and as I was sereaming at her when 1 fell,
I swallowed & quart ofsalt waier and & peck
of saad.

Melanie’s long, lean arm eclutched me
round the neck like a vise. Handicapped
thus I could not regein my footing., The re-
treating wave su shingle from be-
neath us—we were drawn out. Melanie's
panic was infectious,my shrieks joined hers,
and were onlv silenced by a dashing eolumn
of water, which broke upon us, and then
liﬂinﬁ us on its breast, as though we were
globules instead of women, rushed off with
us inland. This time I clung to Melanic’s
plaits and struggled violently.

Well, we were not drowned, but we were
washed beneath the wheels of the bathing-
mnchine, from whenee the bathing-woman
extricated us more dead than alive, As
soon as I could speak I attacked Melanie,
“’l‘iﬂ lay on the shingle, gasping and deadly

ale.

3 “It was all vour fanlt,” I sputtered, my
teeth “You lost your healas
well as your footing. Just like you.”

Her lfps were blue, and she could hardly
articniste, but & Masters is only silent in

ungn:n..

“Why did you pull my hair?"’ she re-
torted raising herselfl upon her elbow.
“\Vhat made you tug like that? The pain

mede me screams. There was no danger,” - -

**No denger, of couree,” [ snapped; ‘oo
danger for fishes at the bottom of the sea,
and so no danger for ovsters and the other
idiots""

““Now, now, voung ladies,” said the
bathing woman, “don’t you stay ecatching

our death of cold to argufy. There iy a

ong day when Ioa are dry and in your
clothes to spend in argufying.
She had reason on her side. We driel

aod dressed and argued, too, My sisters
sided with Melanie, and $itieel her pale
face. No one considered the gallon of salt
water which she had compelled me to swal-
low. Injustice of any sort annoys me—
righteously and violently annoys me. Our
argument lasted throngh the breakizst
hour, at the end of which I lost all that re-
mained to me of my tewper, and, after
throwing the tea cosy at Muricl, I broke
out of the room in a passion, and flew up,
three steps at & time, to our bedroom, tur:-
Infltha key in the lock behind me.
due eourse of time Millicent followed
me thither. I kocwshe would. Ilay on
the bed, grinning with malice, not at the
new movel in wmy hand.  Her lover,
Maauries Mitchell, was momentarily ex-
pected. She was tomeet him at the sta-
vion, and she had neither hat, nor coat, nor
carl She beseeched, prayed,
cajoled me to unlock the door. I made no
se. I listeued to her moans, lLer
whimpers, her humility, her threats—they
were sweet in my cars,

*Aill, dear Mill; you cannot be so eoruel,
IfIdo not meet Maurice he will be mad;
he won't come here; he will go back by the
pext train; he has such » temper,”

Silence.

“I will never forgive yon, Mill.”

Still silence. ™

“Let me in, Mildreld. I have only a
nt::ﬂmt to spare, you may carry a joke tco

Q"Zl“ 50 fur ms I cou
*Mill, if youwon't let me io, at least
‘t‘hro-' me my cons aud bat from the win.

“'.Il

I lau a.fd.n.

oy llf you little beast, I have nothing to
Wear.

“Borrow,” I snggested, grinning sardon-
jeally, I was i:t‘ pullhlgﬁh ‘!i:. ::l
mb::?.u fond of Molanie, wear her

o

f laughed. It was l:':r joke; I should

At this she meled on the
door pane v lnl:::n and
o time flew and I was ine ytm
heard hier clat the stairs and
calling to the Presontly I had the
satislaction ol weeinyg hurry out towar!

I*"
a m&ﬂ'

It was a pity I was too sulky to go to the
tennis tournament; though the day is wild
end boisterous, yet the courls are so shel-
tered by the ellg that the wind will not in-
terfere with the plav, I feltnpangas I
who both looked very smart snd smiling,
set off in the direction of the ground. I
watehed them out of sight; I saw the wind
blow my mother's bnnoet on onpe side; I
saw it beat about the girls until it loosened
their hair and generally made away with
their smiles and smartness. ]

Now that I was alone in the house, now
that all my share in the fun was over, now
that nothing awaited me but Maurice's
anger and Millicent's execration, I felt de-
pressed.

However, repioing is useless, and Mr.
Close would console me. 7The train by
which he and my father were to arrive was
due. I would go and meat them.

My hair was still damp; I twisted it up

saw wy mother, with Muriel and Melanie,

AX INALIENABLE RIGHT.

“Mr. Ardbroke,"” said the landlady, “you pay up yvour board bill that's bsen a-run-
ninz now for more than six weeks or you leave the house to-nizht.”

“Madawe,” eried Mr, Ardbroke, indizna
doing? Why, this ia a terrible outrage, If

utly, “madame, do yon know what vou are
1 mave bafore eleciion dav T lose my vote

This is worse than bayonets at the polls. How dare you madame?""—Chicago Ners- Record.

“Do you?" easting n meaning glance at
the sea. “I want to go to the tennis"’

“I hate tennis; 1 like boating."

“Bat you wouldn't like drowning, wonld
,’ﬂ'l.l‘.". £
““There is no question of drowning.  Will
‘you take me?"

“Where?"

“Out in a bont?"

“Ceriainly not."*

“I want to go.”

“I see you do.""

“I am not allowed to go alone,”

*Of course not."

“And vou won't take me? You refuse?"”

I distinetly refuse, Miss Masters.”

These smiling rejoinners—the sort of*
superior way.in which he pooh-poohed my
wishes—vexad me, I stamped with annoy-
ance, and after having said some rude
things in & very rough voice, I turned
away from him and ran off down the zig-zag
path to the beach, making my way to the

(TR

FOR THE SECOND TIME I SAT DOWN ON THE SEAWEED,

into 8 lump as biz asa loaf st the back of
my head; to this lump I attached mv sailor
hat with l:.:i rlns. I put on my rough
serge coat, hus equlmd 1 set oft for
the station. As I turned eorner I met
Mr. Close, Ie was holding on his straw

the wind bad divided his beard into
:::' and blown it back over his

shou

“Halloa!" 1 said; "“there are at last.
Wae At th o grend
-m;-um-au;.uu." —

g you ars coming to see me?"’

'-@-ummw bow was Lt

rvﬂoﬂu“l“

lonely ridge of cliff at the western extrem-
ity of the bay.

Never glancing behind me, I clambered
round the corner of the roeks. Out of sizht
of Seacombe and 118 revolting inbabitants, T
seated myself upon a bed of seaweed and
wiped my eyes. Girls of character weep

angry tears cccasiopally and tifiably.
Everything o Ilul.:n doc{ is just i:u: 9
CHAPTER IL

- “and sonie haveo loft me,
And some are taken from me; all are de-

narted."”
y feelings I had gone
further from Beasombe than 1 had intended

from the world I hated, and to have no wit-
_ness to my weakness,

Tmagine my exasperation when Mr. Close
rounded the corner of the roek on whieh I
was perched. 1 jumped ugl: as I did so my
eg'_eglamu swurg round, the jerk severei
the elastic to which they were hunz; they
fell on the pround at my feet, and were
broken into fragments—this loss was a seri-
olls one,

The wind and waves thundersd and
¢lashed all round; Mr. Close shouted 3t me
®thro” the diu: 5

“Why on earth have you some here?"

“For a walk.""

"“Yon must be mad. Yon ecan see ihe
danger-board behind won. You know that
Foph have been drowned here before now.

nolhardiness is not pluck.”

I nsked him defiantly what intercst he
had in my eoncerns

My !riem]uhir for vour father,”" he re-
turned, as though he wonld have implied:
“No other, I assure vou,"

*'Then vour duty to my father is done;
don't waste auy more time on me, Go baeck
to the tennis; I'm going on.*”

My remark, no doub:, was partly smoth-
ered by the storm. Tarning my back on
Mr. Close, with my face set westward, I
continued to clamber over the roeks in the
dirsetion contrary to that *of Seacombe. I
was fairly sure of foof, and T walked
rapidly vot looking baeck, until I had
reached the point of the olifl, and rounded
the rugged and perpendicular peainsuls,

I had thought that Mr. Closa wss follow-
irg me; however, when I glanced behind
me I found my mistake. He was not in
sight. I was alone—alone, and a littie
frizhtened. I could in sucer Wrave death
when I hoped to puoish msnkind in
general by doing so; in ecold blood, where
none but a seagull was witness to my daring,
such pluck as I lmve possesssd cozed out
from my finger tipe

I looked out to sea; sullen waves, moun-
tain hizh, aund erested with foam, came tenr-
ing in upon ik broken crars, breaking with
a crash like artillery upon the recks I
wos blind without my glasses, when a
shower of spray fell npon my uptured fzoe,
delugive me from hend to foot, a panie
seized me aud I burriedly tnrned, intending
to retrace my steps, in doing so my font
slipped; no doubt my dim eyes, my sudden
fear, my haste combined in making me un-
steady of gait. On the slimy seaweed T
tottered, tried to save myself by eatching at
the jageed splinters ot rock and failed

I fell, fell on my side, and rolling over
the edze ol the rock npon which [ had been
sinnding, alighted a dozen feet below upon
a ridge of rock which lay uncomfortably
uear to the angry and incoriing sea

Juse for & moment I lay thare, where I
{fell, half-stunned and breathless; the pain,
the agonizing shoots of pain in my left arm
turned me sick. DBut the instinet of life
preservation roused me. I stroggled to my
feet and began—thongh every movement
inereascd the pain 1 saflered—to clamiber
up the rock out of reach of the waves

My injured arm hung like a log, vseless
and maimed, by my side. My skiris, sati-
rated with water, elung cloze and heavy to
my limbe

The rock which T endeavored to senle
slanted somewhat; its surface was broken.
Under other eireumstances [ could have
clambered to the top inamoment. Now,
with elouded eves, awimming head, tremb-
ling limbs, my progress was slow indeed
If I eould pot retrace my steps mors swiltly
than this, how in the name of heaveu shauld
1 reach and cross the gulleys before the sea,
by its mdvance, cut oft :he possibility of re-
treat!

My courage had been faintinm; it now
cxpired. 1 gave vent to shiricks for help—
shrieks so shrill and piereing that they rose
nbave the fioise of the storm, and brovght
the aid for which I clamored to my side.

Mr. Close, bardly less agitated than I was
wmyrelt, stood beside me.

“Look at mr: arm,” [ velled, “it hanes
like that; it burts we fearfully. Why dia
you go away? Il you nad siaved here it
wonﬁ, not have happensl You had ne
right to leave me. "

'ﬂlarnhwu l'l¢| "inlenl m:uuinn.f ::l : r
sym ¥, nothing to soothe my 4]
Mﬁlr. Clase. Thers was no approval
nothing like it in his eyer. 1o was
neither words nor time, but roelin,

muttering that it was, in truth, hroken,
bound t, bath above

and below the frae-
ture with our several

my sem

o do, but it was & comfori to be so faraway

| waiking stick. saki .

HER ONLY CHANCE,

Oh! Naney Hanks, vonr sfurdy shanks
Have jost thelr gzlpr ¥y now!

For Juhuson's wheel bas pas=ed your heel,
And jed your uose, I trow!

-

During this operation I dld not seream as
loud!v as I conld have done, but my moans
and groans dizcomlited him.

“Poor gir),"" he said, it hurts badly. 1
am clumsy, but there is no time to waste—
wa must be quick. We ean't walk twe
nbreast, there is barely footbold for = gull.
Biat, if you keep your hend zon are 8 good
climber. ~Yes, yes, I sec the full bas upset
vou, but summon all your pluck, there is
not a moment 1o spare; we must round the
elift before the sen gets to the point. Come
on.'"

Idid not “come on,” I sat flat down on
the seaweed, and, rncfiiug myself to and fro,
eried violently.

“This will never do. Come, Mildred."

“I won't come. I daren’t move. 1 am
afraid to stir. You must earry me.”

He looked at me in s kind ot ‘breathless
horrar.

**To ettempt steh & thing would be death
to both of us,” he eried. ‘'Carry yon along
this slippery ¢lifi? A sheer impossibility!
You are so plucky, Mildred, come, you are
not afraid.”"

This appeal did not toueh me.

“T am atraxd. I amawfully afraid, and I
shall notcome. You have not got o broken
‘mll

“I can't earry you,” he said—he did not
look angry, only ratber white—“but, per-
haps Ican belp yon. Staniop*

nid so, then he took off his neecktie,
which he slipped thronzh wy leatizern belt
at the back, and holding the ends of this
support in his hand he drove me ca ahead
of hine. ‘Though I stazgered and tottered,
and thouzh my head reeled, vet the firm-
ness of his grasp was resssuring and I
clambered o, All the rade and angry
things T said to him in my pain and fear
may bave been drowued in the din of the
storm; at any rate, ke never answered me.
Any man would have shown forbearance
with the owner of & broken arm.

It was a terrible elimb in the teeth of the
wind. I do notsuppose that Mr. Close was
s coward, but when we reached the jutting
eliff and found that the sex bad submerged
the golley, in which the breakers scethed
and roared, he torued white as death and
set his teoth, groaning with as deep a gronn
as any which my shattered arm had wrungz
from me.

I began to ery afresh.

“Look ! iook !" I said, “the mea is deep
upon the path, the tide has turned betore

its tipe, 1 kpow it has. And I ean't swim;
no one could swim jn such a sea.  We shail
be drowned, we must be drowned; nothing
can save us.'’

M. Close's words were more reas=uring
than his face. He saii that on hisway he had
met two fishermen, who, on hearing whither
he was bonnd, had warned him of the tide
snd of the danger of the rocka _

“I told them why I went,” he said; “no
doubht they’ll kesp a look out for us, and
when we don’t come back they will ander-
stand.””

“T nderstanding is no good," I sobbed,
““they can’t save us, no boat could toke us
ofi: the storm is fearful, and I ecan't bo
itauled up the eliff with a broken arm; it
woul.d be sgony.”

A wave, bizzer by far than its fellows,
came tearing up the gulley at a gallop,
drenching the roek on which we stood,

“We must go back,” Mr. Close said,
*“this place isn’t safe now. We must elimb
o= far up the clifl as possible; with luck we
may ba ubie to reach high wuter mark and
save ourse}ves without the belp of anyone. ™

For the second time I sat down on the
sexiteed and refused 1o move; the pain and
terror drove me frantie

Mr. Cluse scolded, beseeched, implored,
threatened me. I was immovable. Finally%
he resorted to a measure which undid ug
both; he was pala cs ashds, and his rough
voice ﬁru- teuder, a geutleness softened his
shrewd eves I held my breath, and stopped
ury sobs and listened,

“‘\fildred,” he auid, “‘von are & woman,
You must have beneath these ehildinh vazar-
fes n womni's lieart, 1t you won's think of
vour life, think of wmine, whieh s net
wholly mine, for I have given it away—and

*
1 arose slowly to my feet, and went & stép
in the direetion ha indicared.
My own voles was not sweet, it eroaked,
hut it was very low. “Given up lite?
What nonseose!  Who 2"
“Tosome oue for whom I must keap u“:m-
% :o nke It Is worth keeping.

 and

—

e

T*ut here's & chnnee for nimble Nance,
The taturs holds in siora! !
Onee in the swin, sha'll distance him, l
Two quarter posts or more! '
—W. B. G. In Pusk. |,

I thousht T knew the snswer—my arm
ceased aching as I listened,

“You do not know her?"”

“Don’t 1, realls.”

“No; you havd feverseen her. Sheis s
eousin of my onn,"” \

The pain came throbbing baek futo my
arm, and darted [arther, hot and sharp, in
my side. I Jocked at him. He met my

ze with a couseions emile, which means

ut one thing in the world. ‘ilhe blood came
rushing 1o my head, turding me dizzy.

Y do not know her!"

Iii'u“

*“You onlv want her?"

YOniy her."”

Again that smile which meant so mueh
maddened me. I had hatted dead; I fels
Lim pulling at wmy belt to indace me to
maove Gn.

“Leave me alone,” I eried, :tmgll:ng to
free myself. *“*Let mego. How you
touch me, 1 dou’t want vou to save me. I
wonld rather die. Let me go.””

As he but held me the closer for my
struggles, I lost all attemwpt at selt-control;
I wrenched viclently st his restraining
hand, wrenching myself free.

e made s grasp at my skirt, which I
leaped asids to aveud; for the second time
that dav my foot slippad; tor the second
time I fell. But this time there was no
rock beneath; nothing between me and the
raging sea—nothing between the furious
waves and me.

When I struggled painfully back to s

iniul existence I found. myself in an une
inown room. Many davs passed beiore I
had strensth to feel interest in the plﬁ
present or iuture. I lay passive, lull
into quieseence by the narcoties given me
oy the doctor, who haunted my bedside as
this period.  Dut the dreamy indifference
was not to last; gradually my facuities re-
awakened. wy powers of suffering and
thought returned. [ was considered equal
to hear what must be told me, and so the
story was told.

My mother broke the sad part of thas tale
slowly ami eounsiderately 1o ma Bus
whetlier one is lowered gently into the arms
of sorrow or flung hurriedly thither, pain
wears the same grim aspect fnce to face.,

Tt seemed that at the same moment as I
fell into the sen the Gshermen of whom I
had henrd eame in =ight ¥ SAW e
fall—saw the great wave which engulfed
mie a4 I fell, saw Me Close spring after me,
eaw him grasp me by the hair, saw us rollad
over and over in o surging breaker. Saw &
second wave break upon us and wash us te
their very feer. They caught me the

skirt and pulled me out upon the rock in-
sensible and, so far as they knew, dead.

I was saved, but my comrade, a8
he wax, could make no headway in thet

wild sen. He was dashed again and agmin
azninst the crazs, so that when they found
his body soise time Izter in a creek beyond
the bay he was so bruised and hari, se
ll;l;n and battered as to be hardly recognis-
able.

This was the story they hroke to me and
to which I listen It was the kind of
story whieh goes drumming on in your
always telling, never told. It s in
ths hours and days of life to swell itw full-
ness, I have not finished hearing it, and
my hair is gray. The winds whisper it in
every storm, and the bLinds singit. Ibie
always near, %o that I eannot forget. "

She has forgotten, that consin of Lix She
wore widow's weeds and made a great
and then she married, snd is very haopy,
8o [ hear, and very prosperous,

My sisters, too, are married. I soe them
but seldomn. They nre wo p
mairons than as girle No one has
wished to marry me. Sa I have Jiesl
llnll{.-mt me, aud mylmmmy hl

ve alone, quite alone, save lor my sere
vant and mrglr parrot. My neighbors -'
that polly and 1 are the most
oid people in the parish. This may be
true, for J know nothing of the m
The+ don't comre my wayr, and I o
dou't wigh tuat they shonld,

I hitve grown thin, wrinkled and
In the winter 1 feel tiwe cold. | have |
more to do with tempers than  hearts in
day; and rempers are oold esmiont
road downwardeaiterall, | wesr n
neektie around my neek,
washed out of it yrars snd rears

I R |
bit of warmth | feol —sometimen,
(Tun Exn )




