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LIFES CHANGES.

LY MARAH ROCKE,

{Concluded.)

“Yes,Jyes Forey;  Aunty'll tote ‘em all way, jist yo' shet yo' cyes and
g0 to sleep,” snd pressing a napkin wot in cool water over the hot eyelids
and throbbing brow, she hurried downstairs and hurried Unclo Jim off after
the doctor with all poseible speed.

‘_‘Mind yo' don't lot no grass grow under yo' feet, ole mapn,” were her
partiog words, as she went back to Mabel, whose side she never left for
many a weary day, save for necessary food and articles nceded, taking what
rest she could snatch on a low cot at the foot of the bed.

. “Typhoid fever,” was the doctor’s dread verdict, and slowly now the
sick girl talked in a confused way of the scenes that ran riot in her fevered
brain. Wearily, for the fierce fever had well nigh burned the life from the
dark stream coursing so rapidly through her veins. She was growiog very
weak now, and the dread of the bright autumn leaves as great as when first
she was taken, and ran like a sad refrain through all her babblings.

Ooe day, when Aunt Chloe had left her for a few minutes to prepare
some beef tea, a 18p called ber to the door, and opening it, she saw Mr.
Harry Vane, whom she had not forgotten. e had never been a favorite of
hers, and she regarded him with suspicious looks, and in a reply toa
requesst to see Miss Mabel, said curlly :

“No, sah, yo' can't see her. She's dun got the tifoad fevah, and de
doctah tole me xot to let nobuddy come neigh what'll ixcite her.”

*Ob, that explains why I have not heard from her so long.”

“Mebbe so; she aint writ no letters this long epell,”

“I must see her, if only for a moment, I promise you not to excite her,”
he said, but Aunt Chloe was obdurate and he was obliged to be content with
the promise to see her in the morning, if she was more quiet, and so took
his leave,

Early next day he called, and as Auot Chloe led him to Mabel’s room
ho was shocked to see the change herillness had made. She lay quiet this
morning, a wet bandage covering the head from which the soft, wavy curls
had been cut away, the pale cheeks, hollow and sunken, the eyes closed,
and the wasted hands crossed on her breasts, as if in her last, long sleep.

Could this be the preity Mabel of whose wild-rose beauty he had been so
proud? He could pot realize it, and sat down where he could watck her
and be himself unseen. Suddenly she opened her eye.

“Ray, Ray,” she called, shnlly, “I want youto get me some of those
great, while 1oses, quick, they sre 20 fresb and sweet,  There are such heaps
of them, and all white, pure and cool—not red, burping red. The leaves
are red—hateful red and yellow—and they come dropping down on me so
fast tbey choke me. See, they have coversd me almost up,” she said, and
she pointed to the white bed cover.  “Oh, I forgot. He's gone and I'm
so lonely."”

Her eyes were 1ovirg around the room excitedly, and Aunt Chloe inter-
posed her portly figure between the bed and visitor, as she motioned him to
leave the room. Soon the eyelids drooped, and she was again in a stupor,
and following him out, Aunt Chloe found him standing just outside the
door, waiting for her.”

“I tole you' "twould be just dat way. She can't b'ar for no one to be in
dar ’cept me," she said.

“Iv's terrible to sce her like that, Is there no hopet”

De doctah ses as how she'll pull frough, mebbe, wid good nurein’, and 1
cal'late she'll get dat.”

“Who {8 this Ray she calls so much!(”

“QOb, dat’s her dopted brudder. He's gore away, row, Went just’fore
Miss Mabel was tuk sick. He'd teel pow'ful bad to know how bad dc pore
chile is. Het'ou't 8 pow'ful heap ob Miss Mabel. Yo' kin fiod 50' way
down well nuff” aod she went back 1o her patient.

He passed on dowa the staircase, and as he passed the op2a parlor door,
his eyes fell on a cabioet photograph, which occupied an easel on the parlor
table. Stepping in, be took it in bis hand and gozed long and earnestly at it.
The dark eyes, full of conscious power, looked back into his. The broad,
white brow showed the possession of a rare intelligence, and the firm mouth,
shaded by a silky mastache, indicated a pature noble angd firm in hiyh re-
solves. At the bottom was written : “Ever yours, Ray Ventnor.” Near
by lay & parcel of uoopened letters, directed to Mabe), which had accumu-
lated during her illness, and readiog the addresses one by one, he came on
two of his own, and several in a clear-cut, masculine hand.

“From ‘Brother Ray,’ no doubt,” he thought, and with a sadden pang,
he thrust them in his pocket. “I guess it's just as well that she doesn’t
see these. I thought there was some explanation of the cooi manner in
whlc\:ih she treated mo of late,” he said to himself, as be passed ont and closed
the door.

CHAPTER II.

Three months have passed slowly away since the visit of Mr. Vare.
Mabel mts by the bright wcod fire, fur the days are chuly now, and she is
still fecble, though the sott glow of returniog health is begning to show faint-
ly oo her cheeks,  Her head is covered with a sbort growth of crinkly fuzz,
in timoe to replace the wavy crown of which she wasshorn. Sorrowfal
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events have followed cach other rapidly in the last few months. First,
Ray’s departure, then her own dangerous illness, and just as as she was con-
sidored out of danger, poor Uncle Jim bad succumbed to the terrible fever,
and bis poor, worn-out frame made but a feeble resistance to its terrible
advances. Intwo short weeks they laid bim away to rest in the quiet
churchyard, and they were left alone, she and poor Aunt Chloe, who
scemed lost without her “ole man."

During the long days of convalescence, Mabel had thought much and
deeply. She better understood her own feelings now, and the ciuse of the
strange unrest which had fulled her beiog, and when at last she was able to
meet Harry, she told him as gently as might be, the change that had takea
placein her own heart. The love she had felt for alm was but a girl’s
romantic fancy, and not the deep, truclove that should fill her whole being if
she were:o be his wifc He had refased to relese her at fiest, but she
remained firm, and he at Jast left her {n aoger, with the taunt that probably
“Brother Ray"” might know something of the change in her feeliogs.

The hot blushes burned on her cheeks as she recalled it and wondered
where he was, and if he Fad quite forgotten her. Nota word had she heard
from him since he had left her, though she had eent to the office many times,
but always in vain. Two or three lctlers were given her by Aunt Chloe
when she got able to read, but none from him, and she had given up hope
Dow.

Perhaps they would never meet again, for in the spring they were going
toleave the old home, sheand Aunt Chloe, and go back to her childhood
home awsy in Tennessee. Her mother's sister lived there still, sud wished
her to come and take the place of the daughter she had lost and missed so
sadly, and they had decided to go. They were only wailing to sell the farm,
or arrango matters in some satisfactory mauoer.

* * * * ] E 3

A large conmodious dwelling in the dietant suburbs of Memphis., Wide
verandas surrousd it on all sides, onto which open tkte narrow, French
windows. They are 8ll open now, as if to woo the cool breezs which has
sprung up, and which flsats softly ip, ladea wi:h the perfamed breath of
the great, odorous magnolla blossoms. Sweet and refreshing it seems to the
weary lnvalid jost escaped from tbe fierce clutches of “Yellow Jack.”
Hotly contested was the battle, but a naturally good counstitution, aided and
abetted by the united effarts of old Aunt Chloz and Mabel, have combined
to gaio the victory, and Ray Ventor is once more on the royal road to
health.

Aunt Chloe, on one of her trips to the city, had recognized him as he
was :ntering a hotel, and waddled home to Mabsl with the news, Forget-
ing the long years of silence between them, and thinkiog only of the olden
days when they were so dear 1o each other, she lost no time in goiog to
him the next day, but found an eatliez visitor had been there. He had been
suddenly taken ill with what the physician foared was an attack of yellow
fever,which had been epidemic, but had disappeared from the city, and she
insisted oo having him cobveyed to her home, a former attack having
reodered the inmates unlikely to absorb the poicon.

He is out of danger now, and all the cld misunderstandings and silence
have been explaioed, together with the true and feavent love eich had felt
vompelled to hide deep in the recesses of their own hearts, and wbich had
outlived all the weary p .ic ofsilence and separation. S sweet it is to Mabzl
15 bave bim with her once more, and know that for them there is to be no
more partiog, and as Ray leans back among his luxurious pillows and
watches the dear form with all its old-ime grace flntiog aboat, as she
mimisters to his comfort, his heart goes out in thanksgiving that he has found
her at last—his heart’s delight.

One puzzle they canoot solve, acd thatis, what became of the letters he
had written to her while yet in her porthern home. Many more he had
sent her duriog his wanderiogs, telling of the good fortune he had stumbled
upon ip locating a mining claim, which had proved to be a valuable invest-
ment, and which had yiclded him an ample incoms. Then during the two
years e had passed in school at St. Louis he had written again with the
ssme result, and becoming discouraged, had written to the postmaster, to
fiad that she had long been zone, he koew not where, And now, ere he
started on a trip to Geimany to complete his musical edacation, he had de-
termined to go himself to the old home and try to trace his dear little sister,
never apsent from his thoughts sicc: he pressed a good-by kiss on the sweet
lips so long ago, under the trailing jasmine,

“You will zever find her now, Ray. Aint you sorryl”

“No,” he whispered, a3 be drew ths fair head dowa beside his own, “no;
for I have found—my wife.”

———
THE BEAYV 'RAP
HE BEAVER TRAP.

Phioeas Parker was awake before the first streak of dawn, one cold wia-
ter morning of 1710. Phincas was a bright-eyed 1ad of twelve, stout of
beart and strong of limb, and no little help to his father in those days whon
liviog, in Connecticut Colony, at leaat, mzant plenty of hard work for every-
bady.

The Parker house was, Iike most others of the time, a log-house, well
built and well fuled with children. It was pleasantly located near the Hop
River, and commanded a beautiful view up snd down tho valley. Behind
1t the forest stretched for many miles, broken by an occasionil clearing, in
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