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A% the end of fivo years como back.
Rather sovero probably, but it is the
best trade wa can make undar the cir-
cumstances. Don’t look cxactly right
to deal thus in connubial futures—
thers, now, don’t blubber! Why, you
are swolling up like a toad. Shut the
door. That's right. Run along.”’

The abdve conversation occurred be-

tween Colonel Epimenides Harleyman,
a well known planter and ex-inember -
.0f the Arkansas sunate, and yonng .

Charles Woxall, son of a neighboring
clergyman. Ermance, the youug lady
in question, was a half frolicsome, balf

sedate girl. Btrange as it may scem, .
she was not beautiful. Sho had a thick
mass of yellow hair, so luxuriant that -
hor father often referred to her hoad as .
a patchof jute. She was a sudden kind |

of girl—sudden inall of her movements,
sudden in her exclamations. Tiere

secemed to bo nothing premeditated .

about her.
CHAPTER IL

If the sound of footeteps could oon- !

vey an improssion of sorrow, any one
hearing Charles as he slowly strode

along the garden walk must havy |
thought he was ou his way to peer ur- |
dor the rosebush where his last hope = easy endurance. Charles returned. He .

was buried. Turning a claump of Jlsc

“Sayl” exclaimced the colonel.
bushes, he saw Ermance swinging on ¢

the limb of an aopple tree. Springing

|

!

|

lightly to the ground, she ran to meet |

him.

4Qh, you look sosad!’’ she exclaimed.

“Ermance, I am sud.*’

“What did pasay? I've caught a
bean,’’ she broke off, plucking a dead
branch of rosebush from her skirt.
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come hack and claim you.
He kissed her.

“Quy ' exclaimed tho colonel. The
lovera started. ‘I forgot to insert a very
necessary clause.  You aronot to write
to each other. There, that's enough.
I've got a touch of rheumatism, under-
stand. Qoodoy, Charles.’’

“I am not gono yet, sir.”’

*Shut the garden gatoas yon goout,
Charles.”

+I tell you that I am n»t gone.”

““Take care of yoursolf.’” The young
man turned away, and the colonel con-
tinned, *“Never fear; shu’ll be ttne #3
you.”

“Qod bleas yon, sir.”

1300dby.**

“Nover mind. The fellow who used
to say that so well feil out of the stable
Joft and killed himself. Ermance. don't

blubber. Remember my theumnatism.*’

CHAPTER IIL

Five years do not clapse every duy, -
but they elapso overy fivo years. Along

dreary time of anxious and waiting

hearts, if they be anxiyue and waiting, “‘Charles,” she roplied, ker oyes shin-

ing with fervent !’ ht, ‘‘you make me

but anxiety has bes.n known to wear

away, and wiat wasonco painful wait- |

ing sometimes becomos a condition ot

had seen much of the world and had
collected a few dollars.

“So you have a lover &t home, eht"
a miner had said to him.

“Yes, a sort of lover,” ho replied.
«A good enough country girl, easily
sarprised and somewhat verdant. I
used to think a great deal of her, bat I
was a boy, youn know."’

“Your old lover will soon be home,
won't he, Ermauce?”’ a ycang lady
asked of the girl whose hend resembled
a patch of jute,

+I suppose so, but why do you refer
to him as my lover?”’

“Why, I thought that you were en-
gaged!”

“On wo wero in a childish sort of
way, but I kave put that all aside. Fa-
ther had more sense than both of us.”’

Charles did not rush over to the colo-
nel’s immediately after returning. Er-
mance, when she heard that he had re-
turned, went away on a visit. The
young man feli ashamed of himself. He
knew not what excuse to make, but one
day grasping all the courage within
reach, he went over to the colonel’s,
wondering as he went how he could
have been so foolish years ago.

“Why, my dear sir,”’ exclaimed the

" colonel, ‘I am glad to see you. You've

|

“What didn’t he say? Ho said ev- -
erything discouraging. He said that it
we want to marry each other we must -

part for five years.”'

“Fivo yoars!’’ shs exclaimed, open- :'

ing hier eyes.

. I
*Yes, five yearz,”” he repeatcdl sor-

1 viully.

*But u10w can wo part for fivo yenrs
it wo are always together? There'sa -

measuring worm on your slecve. Ob,
you are going to get a new coat!”’

“Ermance, this is scrious. Of course
wo can't part if we aro always togeth-
er, but we shall not bo together. He
says that I must go away."’

“Goaway! Bewas joking. Oh, your
hat isall covered with spider webs! You
must have been up in tho garret.”’

“I am going away, Ermance, and

got enough beard to disgnise an or-
dinary man, but you are not ordinary.
Littlo above fair to middlin, as the cote
ton u - 1 say.”

“I+ 1 glad to see you again, colonal, |

How's your rheumatism ?’*
“It got well immediately after that
garden scene. '’

*‘Foolish children,’’ replied Charlen, :
+Wel}, I should say s0,”’ replied the

colonel.
**How is, er—Miss Harleyman?”’
“Quite well, I believe. Sho wont over

to Ralston’s a fow days ago. I sent the

buggy after her this morning. 1 hear
her now. Yes. my rhoumatism is all

' right. First rate, for—Ermance, here a

bavecomo to tell you goodby.,'* hesaid, |

arawing her to him.
me all these years?”’ Her head sank on
his breast. “‘After all, wo are but chil-

dren. At tho end of five voars I will . Ermance was embarrassed because she |
*

*WVill yon love

minute. Do you know this gentleman "’
I think 80,’’ replied tho young lady,

advancing withont cxbtarrassment and -

extending her hend. “How is your
kealth, Mr. Wexall?”’

“Never better, thank gon.”’

“Well,"" said the colunel, *‘youn must
excuse me, as I have busitess ount on
tho famw. Ermanco, our friend must
atay to dinner."’

Anawkward silencofoliowed. Charles
knew not what to aay Gor how to say it;

|
. he replivd.

gnew not how to oxpress the nothing
which she had to say.

‘“Have yout been at homeall tho time
sinco I saw you last?'’ Charles asked,
after muking several efforts to break the
silence.

*0h, no; 1 speut thres years at a
sominary.”’

“Enjoyed yourself protty well, I sup-
pose?”’

“Very much. I soon became interest-
ed in my studies.”’

Another emburrassing silence.  ‘Er-
mance—I suppose I may call you by
that''—

“Of course. Weo were children to-
gether.”’

“So we were, and foolish children,
too, doubtless.”’

“Yes,'' she replied, without hesita-
tion. “‘Father was wiser than we."’

The situation was no longer awkward.

«] thounght I loved yon, Ermance."’

¢And I thought that I loved you."’

#Childish fancy. You don’t know
! what & heavy weight you have lifted
from my mind. I don’t love you.’*

! happy. I have long regretted our en-

: understending is painless to you thrills
| me. Lat us be friends. Here's father."’
i “*Ah, hah!’’ said the old gentleman.
| ¢Founad that some one clse had attend-
| ed to my business. Are you folks etill
{ engaged?”’
i ‘No,”’ replied Charles
friends, but not lovers.”’
“Ah, hah!” said the old man, *‘sup-

“We are

| gagement, &nd to know that a perfect .

_ poes I had allowed you tomarry? Don’t

you see that & man sometimes has more
| scuso than a boy? Now you and Er-
. ynance are friends. If you had married

: five years ago, you wzald mow in all’
. prebability be enewies. Well, Charles, |

0o dinner. Wo >enerally have someo-
thing lying around, and yon may come
over and eat when you feel like it.

happy.”’

CHAPTER IV.
Neighborly visits were - pt up be-
tween the Harleymuns and Wexails.
Churles and Ermance rarely referred to
their childish freak of affection, and

| gratulate themselves. *“How many

! Charles, one evening ash. and Ermance

cruclest of men; now I think he ix one
a¢ the wisest.”’

*Yes, ho is undoubtedly a man of
Gne sense.’’

“Did he ever say anything, during
my uabsence, to dissnade you from our
purpose?’’

*“No; he slways spoke in a way di-
' rectly opposite. Ofte', at night, when
I went into tho library to attend upon
his wants—an office which none butl
conld dischurge. ho wounld stroke my
hair while I sat on the footstool and
tell mo of the dntics of a wifc—how I
shonld always love yan and how noble
sou wera. Yo never made fun of me,
- and at first, whon 1 used to sit alone,
© and—and—weep, ho wounld como to me
and tell me how I was loved. and how
happy I shonld bLe for having womr a
ticart so—so-—unchangesble.'’

“firmance, this is tho spot where we
utood five ysara ago.’"

“Yes. How chill the air is.”

*{ think there will bo {roat tonight,*’

!

friend, I am going back to the mines.
* I long to meet those strong and simple
' fellows. I have becomo strangely at-
tached to them."*

you neert feel no bogsitancy in remaining |

‘Why, Ermance, I never saw you o .

when they did so it was merely to con- .

| marringes result in disaster,”’ said .

walked in the garden. ‘‘Five years ago :
[ thonght that your father was the .

By the way, my dear.

19
“When are you going?'’
“Tomorrow.*’
“Then I know there will be frost to-
night.’’
He canght her in his arms. The yel-

low hair foll over hisshoulder. **Angel,
I cannot help loving you. I bave strug-
gled, but in vain, Lot us go to your
fathor.""

CHAPTER V.

“Come in,’’ said the old gentleman,
looking up from a mass of paper. *‘1
tell you, Charles, to make anything out
of this cotton business requires close
figuring. I ought to have mado 13,000
last year, but I didn't—young man, lot
me teil you that I didn't.”’

“How much did you make?”’

“Only #11,800, Charles. Bad crop
year. Sit down, both of you. You re-
mind me of pictnres hung in front of &
museum.

“Colonel, I bave decided to go back
to the mines."’

“Yes, well, of course. When a man
once forms a liking for that kind of
life, it is almost impossible to break
him of it. Yes, of course.’’

“Come {n," said the old gentleman,

“But if he were to remain away five
years the attachment would bo broken,
wonldn't it, father?’’ asked Ermance,
looking slyly at Charles.

“Well, dog my cats, I don’t know,”’
replied tho old gentleman, shoving back

his chair. *‘It wounld seem so, though,
e¢ht Well, blow mo up! What put the
five yoars proposition into your head,
girl?”’

“Nothing, only I thought that—
that"—

“Look here, is that the way for
friends to do? Puvt their arms around
aach other? Well, dog my cats, if she
hasn’t got her jute patch alt over his
fuce! Lot mo get out of here before I
haverhenmatism so bad I can’t hobble.*’

*“Wait, colonel. Wo are cngaged
aguin. It was impossiblo for na not to
love'' —

“*We couldn’t help it, father."

**And.”’ continued Charles, *‘wo have
dccided to marry at once.'’

+*Of course,’’ snid the old gentleman,
wiping his oyes. **Of course. Bad cot-
ton year, Charlea—of courso—well, dog
my catsl’’

Remedy For Diphtheria.

Tincture myrrh and capsicam com-
pound in twice the quantity of glycer-
in and water to dilute it according to
the ago and strength of tho patient and
tho soverity of the case vill cure almost
any cuso of diphtheria. It should bo
thoronghly sprayed into the throat as
frequently as tho case 1equires night
and dny. Uso a milk diet and keep the
patient at an even temperaturo.




