bas made me beastly huogry. Loet's see
‘what the old chap hss for us.’

We dined in a long, low room, hung
with spurs prints, souvemirs
of English days, the iest couple in
California.

In its lack of exate:en:im ranch lite
proved disap ing. Lynchings were
nhon—hnpti‘i:":gd desperadoes con-
spicuous by their absence.

So life flowed on. smootbly, monoton-
ously, till after the birth of Billikins. Ah
Ging then announced his departure.
‘Better girl cook,’ be declared. ‘No
likee baby. Heap trouble. Alles time
cly.’ . :
y’.[‘he next Celestial left aftera basty
glance at the kitchen wall. ‘Me flaid,’ he
explained, pointing to a red hieroglyhic
untortunately unnoticed by us. ‘Ab Ging
he write, *Debbil in this houte.

‘He meant the baby,’ suggested Cedric.

‘He say debbil. Me go No china boy
stay here. Heap scared of debbil.’

) ‘zl‘rylgirl,’ implored Cedric. ‘It's no
joke driving ten miles a day to the station

We tried, in turn; Gretchen, who left
within the week to ‘learn religion ;' Bridget
who declined working uader an Eaglish-
man ; the widow, whose tears, as she ra-

ted her woes, sizzled over the stove;
Dicie, who disliked low wages, though she
found no fault with me, and Samsn'ha,
who objec'ed to the lack ot ‘scenery.’ Use-

- less to point out the Brush Hills’ mel-

lowcharm, distant mountain. o:k-dotted
dows, S tha r ined obdurate.
It may svit you, Mrs. Allandale,’ she con-
tinued, pityingly, ‘to seenothing but land.
I like it, like 1t was in Tulare. There you
kin see houtes thick as peas in a pod an’
ople passin’ all day. That's the scerery
f:r me, 50 I guess 11l pack my freight.’

Which she proceeded to do, and hid
barely driven out of sight when a young
girl, tall, elim and neatly dressed, stepped
on the veranda.

‘If you please, ma'am,’ she quietly said,
‘I heard thst you wanted a girl ; can I have
the plac:

I heard her bistory, which was simple.
The previous year she ha come from Eng-
land to join her brother on a claim, had
fallen ill, had gone to the county hospital
at La Huerto, had come thence to me.
While hearing these details, Cedric retura-
ed. But one conclusion could be drawn
from his utter dejection. ‘No girl,’ was
stamped on every feature. Samintha had
recommended me to Odessa Green, who,
lees exacting in regard to scemery, was
willing to leave the family pig pen for a
month's change, provided the washing was

ut out, Mrs. Allandale helped with the

ishes, the afternoons were free, and a
horse every Sundsy was at her disposal.
I knew the type, ignorant, slatternly,
familiar. Contrasting with it t.e new-
comer, my resolution was taken. ‘No,
Cedric, 1 bave a servant already.’

‘Where did she come from?’

‘La Huerts, where she has been in the
hospital.’

‘Is she pretiy P’

‘That's an irrelevant question. Yes,
rather—blue eyes and short, curly yellow
bair.’

‘You know nothing about ber.’

‘But I know that Billikins has the whoop-
ing cough. Imust nurse him, and you can
not cook. Help is needed, and behold
Anne.’

‘So that’s her name P’

‘Yes, Aune James.’

He still demurred.

‘Prudence is an admirable virtue Ced-
ric, but you carry it to an extreme.’

Cedric yielded, still holding to his own
opinion. *Keep her! Keep her!" he cried ;
‘but remember, if anything happens, be it
on your head.’

Since the days of Ah Ging, life had not
been worth living. Auonie came, and com-
tort followed after. Capable, retiring, a
vague sensa of mystery pervading her, she

, proved in our mono‘onous existencc a
source of inexhaustible interest:

I scent a romance P’ Cedric declared;
;when Apne draws near, find out about

er.’

“‘She is 8o reticent—a contrast to Saman-
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‘Teach her something. Learning un-
locks & woman's tongue.’

So Anne was instructed in more house-
wifely mysteries, and grew more commun-
icative. But Cedric received all details of
her past with scorntul incredality. ‘Papa’
was a barrister. Anne herself bad beea
born in the sacred precincts of the Temp-
le. Their crest figured as s dove. ‘Faacy
one’s parlor maid having a crest,’ he ejacu-
lated. For a brieflees barrister he had
done singularly well, marrying & niece of
the celebra'ed Countess ‘of Melligan.
Many a torrid afternoon was whiled away
with descriptions of the Irish castle where
the weddiog took place, the beauty of .the
bride, the accentricities of the noble aunt.
Cedric scoffed still crying for more. -

One languorous mber day, en-
sconced in the veranda's shadiest nook, we
gez2d on the Brush Hills and sighed vainly
for a ‘breeza, Cedric broke the stillness.
‘What about Anne P No news of late P’

‘She h'amwm in Fn?oo and
is possessed of i meaus.
reproach shot from his dask-
*You told me thac last week,’

'ﬁe'l

it plainly: itful i
i;.l deed. Better watch her, Mrs. Allen-

0.

My suspicions were not excited. In
&ﬁl{)min nothiog ie i ible. Had not
a scion of a lordly house died on & neigh-
boring ranch—a lonely. neglected lh::s
berder ? No. It was the uneasy air
restless look increasing day by day. I
beartily wirhed for somé pretext whereby
Cedric, dispatched into La Huerta, might
inquire into the antecedents ot the Honor-
able Anne. Chance favored me.

‘McPherson has been telling me,’ began
my spouse, a few days later, ‘about some
bloodhounds in town that belong to the
sheriff. They are Al at tracking criminals

—borrow them all over the State. Beastly
thame it's such a journey—it would be
rather jolly to sce them.’

*Why not go? A change would do jyou
good.”

" *Go! And who would milk the cow P’

I, myselt.”

‘You? Nonsense !'

*Who is the sheriff? I 1dly asked, medit-
ating my next move the while.

‘Weite—Hiram Waite.

‘Our Honorable,” who had entered
bearing that ranch stand-by, a smoking
bowl of ‘mush,’ started, growing visibly
pale—fresh food for uneasmess. Clearly,
to learn ths art of milking was imperative.
The woman won, as usual, and Cedric,
betore was over. started for La Huerta,
with strict ipjunctions to interview both
hospital superintendent and sheriff.

In charge of the ranch were myself,
Billikins, and the Honorable Aune. Un-
eventfully passed the first few days; but
on Monday, trom the verands, I espied a
band of men, who, leaving the county
road, came slowly up the drive.

Anoe, perceiving them, grew white to
the lips, and, beiring Billikins, precipi-
tately flad.

*Good evening,’ the leader began, as he
lifted his sombrero. ‘We're a kinder rough
sight for a lady. You see, we're & poess
over {rom Tulare, trying to find a man
named Smith. His tracks, they seemed to
pint this way. Ain't seen any stranger
round here lately P’

*‘No, indeed.’

‘No wood chopper nor nothing P

‘No, none bat bas this man done?
What does he look like P*

‘Real nice and young and kind. Not
more’'n & boy. Murdered a man over
there. Here's his descripton,” and he
banded me ¥ coarsely priated ‘Reward.’
Well, boys, get a move on. We're on our
way to La Huerta,’ he added, *to borrow
Waite's dogs. Well, good day, ma'am.
Better not harbor any strangers.’

A moment more and, leit alone, I
thought over the situation. Cedric gone,
no neighbor near, and a murderer at large
whose steps ‘p'inted this way.’ Suddenly
it was borne 1n upon me that Aunne was
the fugitive.

A firm believer im woman’s intuitions,
yet hoging desperately that mine was at
tault, Tunfolded the paper the sheriff gave
me. It tallied well.
ion, all were explained.

Did Anne guess that her identity was
known, my life, I feared, would pay the
penalty. To ignore the situation, live
through the night if possible, and trust to
someone turping up in the morning was all
that could be done.

Milking-time brought {iresh terrors.
How guard one’s self, with both hands en-
gaged letting down floods ot warm, inoo-
cont milk P Dinner wes eaten hurriedly,
with the same feeling ot uneasiness. Bill-
‘ikins tucked in his crib, Anne retired ear-
ly, and, every sense on the alert, I was
left alone to watch the nursery door.

It fascinated me. Who would open it ?
Anne, to hide among the cannons till the
posse had returned to its Tulary home P
Or Heory Smith, to make an end of me
and flee? Truly, the ranch monotony was
broken at last. Solemnly the clock tick-
ed, slowly the hands went round, an hour
pasted. A movement in the adjcining
room, and literslly my blood ran cold.
That had hitherto seemed a mere figure of
speech. The sound ceased, and still I
watched the vursery door. At last, when
my brain would have turned with more, I
heard a sound which, faint at first, grew
londer and louder.

*Oh, heaven,’ I cried, ‘the bloodhounds!’
and tell senseless to the ground. \
L] * L] - » L

oroseness, agitat-

Slowly returned to conscionsness, my
gaze fell on Cedric, the La Heutra sheriff,
and Anne—Anne aoxiously applying re-
storatives ! .
|, ‘Take him away,’ I gasped , he will mur-
der us.’

“You ave raving I" cried Cedric; ‘that is
Anne.’ .

‘No; Smith, the murderer. Tbe blood-
hounds tracked bim to the very door.

0. :
po‘anu I can straighten out this kink,
Mrs. Allandale. You did hear the hounds,
there up at the barn now. Your busband,
hw‘ st L;‘Hnl:hwmbuﬂ;'
n) t t coun 80 he
Jit out for bome thiakin’ you'd R

Hill, and the Tulare boys took him back to
Your husbsnd and was

Here Hiram Waite thought fit to inter- |

We cavght our men hidin® by the Dobe:

cousins, and I was sfnl?
-who I was.”
‘Your stepfather?’ \
*Yes, ma'am, mother married Jim Waite
the second time, and it was him that came
with the posse and ivightened me. He
was such 8 bad cruel man thatI couldn't
stand i*, s0 I ran away.’

*How did you happen to reach Vaquero
Water?

“With some friend in one of those big
wagons they call ‘prairie schoomers.’
Thulare folks go to the coast every year;
but they don't dare go there straight, it's
too much change. ‘I'hey always stop at
the Iron Spring to cool off first.’

To cool off at ninety in the shade!

*Soon as we came to the spring. I heard
a})ont, you, and though I'd try for the
place.

‘But how much better to have told me
the trath.’

‘I knew Mr. Allandale was English,
ma’am, and they are that particu'ar1 was
afraid he send me bome.’

*Surely the story ot Lady Emily Brown
Wwas unnecessary.’

Annie'’s eyes flashed. ‘It's every word
true, ma’am. Notv thatI eversaw her;
she was by father's first marriage; but it's
true. Why, they lived in a beautiful
house in St. Jobn's Wood, and the night
before they went to Paris the Prince of
Wales dined with them.®

*And do you believe it, my dear P’ asked
Cedric on bearing the last version.

‘She belhieves in the family traditions.
Baut she will care less about such nansense
when she is Mrs. Hiram Waite.’

‘Why, she met the man only last night.’

*Something will come of it, trust & wom-
an’s intuition.

‘Thanks, no ! he retorted, with & cheer-
fulgrin. ‘No telling into what mare's nest
I might be led. Never mind, darliog, you
did your best. We can’t all be born de
tec'ives.’

Cedricto the contrary. my prophecy came
to pass, .and cur Honorable Ance was trans-
formed into Mrs. Hiram Waite. At last
accounts she was was well and hsppy, sup-
plying the boarders at: Wait's Hotel with
meals at ‘four-bits & head.” While we on
the ranch are still wondering whether the
Countess of Melligan and the Lady Emily
Brown are myths.—The Argonaut.

WHY MIKE STUPPED DRINKING.
It Cost Him $300 to Reform but it was well
Spent.

Mike Bryan is now a highly respected
well-to-do farmer in a Western ccmmuity,
but he bas not always been so highly re-
spected or so well-to do. In times past
Mike, as he is familiarly called, spent his
spare money in the saloons. The story of
his reformation is given in the words of an
old heighbor and friend :

*Yes, Mike drank a good deal in them
days, and treated more than he drank.
When old Judgs Henry came: back from
the legislater, we made up a purse and
bought him & handsome gold watch to show
him our 'preciation.

‘That night, in the saloon, one of the
boys said that Mike ought to have a new
gold watch, too; for if he hadn't gone to
the legislater he had raised the firat sack ot
oats in the county, and raising oats for folks
to eat was much better than making laws
for them to quarrel over.

‘Then somebody #aid that he would sub-

SICK HEADACHE

Positively cured by these
Little Pills,

They also relieve Distress from Dyspepsia,

Indigestion and Too Hearty Eating. A per- |

fect remedy for Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsl.
ness, Bad Tastein the Mouth, Coated Tongue
Pain in the Side, TORPID LIVER. They
Regulate the Bowels, Purely Vegetable.
Small Piil. Small Dose,
small Price. :

; Substitution
the fraud of the day.
See you get Carter’s,
Ask {r Carter’s,
Insist and demand

Carter's Little Liver Pills.

L

and fresh and sweet,
little rubbing.

~ ase.
Dont fordet the name. SURPRISE.

scribe ten dollars. Mike was that pléased
that he called all the boys up for a drink;
and threw down a twenty. .

‘Some one else subscribed another ten,
and Mike treated again, throwing down
another twenty. He had just sold his crop
and bad nothing but twenties in his pocket-
Ot course he never got a cent of change
back, nor wanted any, he was feeling so
pleased.

‘Well, they kept on subacribing, and
Mike kept on treating, until he had spent

over three hnndred dollars. The boys
went and woke the jeweler  up tbat very
night and bought the watch. Mike went
to bed as proud as a peacock.

‘But the next morning, when he cam» to
take a good look at his watch, he tound
that it was only an old brass thing, worth
about two dollars and a half. Mike walk-
ed straight out to the river-bank and thraw
it into the water. - Since then he has never
been inside a esaloon. It was the luckiest
three hundrad he ever spent.’

A STRANGE OUSTOM.

They © te Judas® Betrayal by
Flogging & Man,

Two men, one evening last spring, were
strolling through the winding streets of the
ancient town ot Florence. One of them was
& native of the old Tuscan city, the other an
American. They entered a plaza, or square
surrounded by porticos. On every side
were statues or busts of the old rulers of
Florence, and on the walls the blue and
whité bas-reliefs ot the Robbias and some
frescoes by the great masters, covered now
with glass to preserve them. Hoyt, the
American, paused before them. ‘Ot course
this is marvellous art,’ hesaid ; ‘but do you
know, there is something childish to me in
the incessant repetition here of religious
subjects. I-do not want to see the torture”
of some martyr at every turn! I can read of
it and then put it out of my mind.’

*Ah, certainly P’ cried the Italian. his
eager eyes and face talking as esrnestly as
his tongue; ‘but you forget that ancient
pictures and statues were the books of the
poor. They told the story ot the lite of
Christ and his followers to those who
could notread. You will understand our
art and our customs better if you keep that
in mind. By the way, I can show youa
singular custom which is practised only in
this church in Florence, and only upon
this day ot the yoar.’

The day was Good Friday. Since dawn
devout Italians had crowded all the church-
s, but now the tide of people set into this
one, splendid in ancient frescoes and noble
chapels.

‘It is the church of the Annunziata,’
said the Florentine. ‘They sing the ‘Ten-
ebr®’ here to-night.’

The church from the bigh sitar to ths
farthest portico, was a eolid mass of
human beings, dimly seen, for all lights
bad been put out except twelve great
candles which barned around the crucifix.

Ag the story of the day was chanted, one
after another of these lights ‘went out, and
the darkness deepemed into, might. Baut

one remained, typical of Him Who huog |.

upon the cross—the Light, of the world.
‘This was the way,” whispered the
Italisn, in which the stpry of the cross,

was toldto those who could not read.’
The cbanting ceased. vast, kneel
ing crowd prayed silently, wi& sobs

and tears. When ths last flickered,

the women's faces grew pale. They

prayed in agony,’ ssit they could, .even
th of Jesus. \

now, hinder the 3 : \
grew dimmer and

8. \
-The next moment the night was d
with & furionsclsmor, 8 tempest of
blows. . man and  wompn
rmed with.a whip, and was beating th
ground or
Hoyt

teach him. After all, we caunot under-
stand the art or literature or the life of an
man unless we try to see with bis eyes

for a time witll'ﬁl brain, and feel with his
heart.’

DOOUMBNTARY EVIDENOR.

The Serious Uses to Which One May Pat
a Diary.

There are serious uses to which a diary
can be put, although it is commonly kept
mostly as a record of one’s personal ex-
periences, impressions, and dislikes, or
daily expenses.

Mr. Grumbull came home from his
office one day in July and threw himself
on the lounge with the remark that it was
the hottest day he had ever lived through;
he had never s2en the like in all his ex-

perience.
perience.

I think you mistake, dear,’said Mrs.
Grumball, opening a small drawer in the
secretary and teking out an indexed
blank book ot pocket size.

‘[ find,’ ehs proceeded to say, after
examining it » moment, ‘thaton the 30th
day of June last year the mercury stood at
92 degrees. It is now'—aund she come
sulted the thermometer hanging on the
wall—*87 degrees.’

‘Well,’ rejoined Mr. Grumball, slightly
taken aback, ‘at any rate, I never came so
near melting as I have to-day.’

I think that is an error, too. On the
13:h day of August in the same year, you
were ‘absolutely melted.’ There can't be
any mistake about this. I wrote it down
at elhe time.’

“I suppose you think that's smart,’
he growled, fanning himselt Ps:'.gmmy.
“All I know is tbat I mever suffered from
:il:e l'»'elt in all myjlife as 1've suffered to-

Y

'Poor George !" feelingly responded his
wife. ‘Your sufferings must be terrible. I
find you made that precise remark on the
4tb, 6th, 9th. 10th, 15th, and 27th of last
July, and she 18th and 17th ot last Sep-
tember.’

And poor George didn't say anything
more tfor a long time. »

——
HEART RELIEF.

Efght Years Hanging Between Life and
Death with Acute Heart Diseasr—And in
30 Minutes After Taking First Dose of Dr,
Agnew’s Cure for the Heart, Relief Comes
—What it Did for Alfred Couldry, West
Shefford, Que., it Oan do for Any Suffercr
from the Same Oause.

I had been suffering from acute heart
trouble for over four years. When doctors
had tried sud failed to give me relief, I

red Dr. Agnew’s Cure for the Heart.
thirty minutes after the first dose 1 had
relief, and although mine was a case: of
long standing, eight bottles effected a per-
mauent curs, and I firmly believe, after
knowiog what it bas done for me, that
there is o hopeless case while this great
cure is to be had. I cheerfully sanction

the use of my testimony io whatever way.

it may do the most good.

‘Oheeriog Iudioation,
The fact that $14,225, the largest
amount ever paid at one time into the
‘conscience fund’ ot the United States

Governm:nt, has been received within the
last year, is a cheering indication that some

men are growing better instead of worse.
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