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THE FAVORITE.

Fasauany 31, 2H
—_—

a

sroued gathered round the coush, whieh, by the
way, had n hurriedly made up out of such
stage cushion d properties as came to hand.
To the marshals he satd he wished that he conld
have died on the fleld of battle in the midst of
them. 8till, he was looking anxiously for the
King, whom, it 18 to be presumed, they did not
wish to disturb, and was listening eagerly for the
sounds of his arrival.

At last, about five o'clock, when the Duke
was beginning to sink, he cried out: «I hear
the escort,” and the clatter of cavairy was he ird
in the street. The narrow appr were

Then same one of those schisms which wo
often destroy the harmony and
long-tried friends.

selves the injured perties, the former deelaring

aught to do with the Homers.
And old Homer, equally ready to lay the

to renew the aoquaintance, now virtually at an
end,

haad,

orowied with soldiers, and the roused inhabl-
tants of the quarter saw with wonder the flaring
torches and the glitter of arms. Almost the first
weords of the Duke were an imploring appeal
for merey for the assassin., The King gently but
warily put it aside. ¢ My son, you will get bet-
ter. We will speak of this agaln. We must
think of you now.” The Prinoce murmured,
“And yet the man’s pardon would have soothed
my last moments.” It must be said that pablic
Justice might have made this sacrifice, as the
person most injured required it ; and sowne ex-
treme punishment, worse inseverity than death
itself, might have been devised to satisfy the
law,

The end was now at hand. With an ejacula-
tion, +Oh, blessed Virgin, ald me ! Oh, unhappy
France!” he expired. But he had made one
speech which almost imported the element of
romance into the ghastly scene. The malicious
while giving credit to the Orleans family for
deep grief and sympathy, credited them with a
certaln complacency, human enough, which
found comfort in thinking that this catastrophe
had effectually ocleared the road to the throne.
Had such a feeling been in their breast, it must
have been chilled by the strangely dramatic in-
eident that occurred. When the Duke sgw the
Duchess overwhelmed with anguish at the sar-
glcal operation they were performing, and vain-
ly trigd to console her, he suddenly said, in a
strong voice, * My love, you must not let your-
self be overwhelmed with sorrow in this way.
You must take care of yourself (or the sake of
the cbild that you bear next your heart!”

At these words, continues the account, a sort
of electric flutter passed over all present, with
the exception. it might be insinuated, of those
whose interests the news promised to affect.
There was something, indeed, mysteriously
apropos in this sudden announcement of life in
the midst of death, A strange mystical being
who had vi~ions had been brought to the King a
few months before, and had uttered a sort of
exalted prophecy, ¢ Out of death should spring
life ! ” These words were now recalled over the
stage couch on which the dead Prince was
stretched.

No announcement of the kind, or of such im.
portance, was, perhaps, ever made under such
cireumstances, or 80 much apropos; and thus
mysteriously was the ocoming of the Count of
Chambord announced to tife world.

KITTY RYAN.

"It was a sultry afternocon in July, and Kitty
Ryan was growing drowsy over her sewing,
when her mother came briskly upthe box-bord-
ered walk and entered the cosy sitting-room,
near one of the vine«draped windows at which
the young girl was seated.

Mrs. Ryan and her daughter were as unlike
each other as mother and chiid ocould well be.

The widow was tall and angular in form, with
flinty black eyes, and hair of the same oolor,
glossy and straight, and always combed from
the low, broad forehead with critical precision.

The broad mouth was firmly drawn down at
the corners, while the whole contour of her face
betokened an inflexible wiil and a firm adther.
enoce to any formed opinion.

‘While Kitty was short in stature, slender and
sylpblike in form, with deep blue eyes full of
me tenderness,

Then she had the curliest aubarn halr, and
lips that in their smiling carves bespoke a yiell-
ing disposition.

«Kitty,” sald Mrs. Ryan, as she took off her
sun-bonnet and wiped the perspiration from her
heated face, ¢ the geese have ali got into Ralph
Homer's wheat, and you wiil have to go and get
them out.

«If young Homer should find them
they would all come b with broke
Ralph is jast such another as his father was be.
tore him. .

«There never was any good in any of the
Homer stook.

« 8o run aiong and get the geese home before
he sees them. Strange that George and Will
always happen to be away just when they're
wanted at home.”

Soon Kitty was walking down the maple-
shaded lane which ran between the two farmas,

The wind murmured musically through the
leaves of the trees, and the little brook, whioch
skirted the roadside, purled over its stony bed
in soft and harmonious responses,

And Kitty heard, and, natarally enough, gave
way to musings quite foreign to her errand.

But though the geese running riot in Ralph
Homer's grain were forgotten, the young master
of the domain himse!f was not.

Kitty’s memory ocarried her back to thedays
when, as schoolmates, she and Ralph Homer
had been all in all to each other, and the time
when the boy, then grown to young manhood,
came home from the academy to set her
childish heart fluttcring with his lover.like at-
tentions.

there

of both families were mouldering back to-
dust, and yet the neighbors kept aloof from each:
other.

All this, and a great deal more, came to Kit-
ty’s mind as she walked, and she wondered

ways Lo be as strangers to each other.

tions in pursuit of the truant bipeds.

A goose has either less brains, or more obuii-
naoy—or both—than any other creature, and
these either eoula not would nos see the

when her foot caught upon a stone, causing her
to fall to the ground.

B8he attempted to rise, but a violeut pain in
her ancle rendered it impossible.

In another moment Kitty was lying upoa the
ground in & dead faint, .

‘When she recovered she found herssifiin the
shade of & huge maple, which overhung the
brook, with somebody who was bathing her
head with water from his hat.

And somebody’s eyes'looked tenderly into her
own a8 she opened them; and then, seelng she
was 80 pale, a stout arm encircled her waist for
support, -

Kitty was in the care of Ralph Howmer.

And with his arm still about her, and his face
80 cloee to hers that their hair almost mingled,
Mrs. Ryan found them as she came in quest of
Kitty, whose protracted stay had somewhas
alarmed her,

The widow's face grew dark with passion, and
her eyes had a ferocious gleam in their black
depths as they rested upon the frank thougb
now slightly flushed face of the young maan.

¢ Kitty, I am utterly astonished at you; and
for you, sir, your presumption is only equalled
by your stupidity. Never dare, sir, to speak to
my daughter again.”

*¢ And why, madam ? "

“You know very well why ; if you do not let
your memory of tue past help you to the knew-
ledge. Never attempt to span the gulf that
years ago came between us. Come, Kitty,
what alls you? Get up and come away at
onoce.”

Then Kitty found the use of her tongue, agd
stammered forth the cause of her non.return.

+ Well, I can oarry you home,” sajd the wi-
dow ool ily, her pity for her daughter’s suffering
1ost in her anger at finding her in company with
the man she considered her bitterest enemy.

She was bending over Kitty and endeavori ng
to Iift her, when Ralph pushed her gently aside,
and with a low.spoken « Permit me,” addressed
more to the daughter than the mother, he lifted
the suffering girl in his arms as though she had

n & mere child, and bore her homeward,
Mrs. Ryan following close in his patb, silently
anathematising both the young fariner and the
unlucky accident which had made his assist-
aND0e Necessary,

When they reached the widow’s oottage,
Ralph.deposlbed bis burden on the sofa, re-
oelved Mrs. Ryan's formal and Losincere  thank
you,” pressed Kitty’s hand in a way that sent
the wa.m blood in & rosy flush to her pale face,
and departed.

But If Mrs. Ryan flattered herself that here
the affalr would ead, she was douvmed to disap-
pointment, for every marning during Kitty’s
continement to the house, Ralph was with ber,
and Mrs. Ryan, though very angry, made no
open opposition to his visits, but muttered
something about ¢ farmers leaving their work
to take ocare of itself, while they foroced their
ocompany where their room was better.’’

But gradually, as she saw more of the young
man whose daily visits always brought such a
happy light to Kitty’s eyes, Mrs. Ryan, almost
unconsciously to herself began to like him, and
as this new feeling grew upon her, she ofien

dewn the maple-shaded lane to rest on the
broad stretch of meadow and upland beyond.

It was the finest farm around, the widow be-
gan to acknowledge to herself.

acknowledgment, vis., that if Ralph was a
Homer he waa not so much like his father after
all, but more resembled his mother, agalost
whom personally Mrs. Ryau could remember
nothing evil.

The widow was standing in tae doorway over-

became settled in her mind,

Probably the undulating stretch of the well-
tilled acres had its influence in bringing about
this deoision.

Be this as it may the next moraning when
Ralph called a« usual to learn how Kitty was
dolng, instead of sending the little maid to ad-
mithim, with injanctions tostay with her young
mistress until Mr. Homer left, Mrs. Ryan her.
self met him at the door, and conducted him,
with encouraging smiles and pleasant words, to
the oool parlor were Kitty was reolining.

Of course, after such a generous and nntooked-
for reception, the young man's visit was longer
than ecommon; and before he left he was made

good.will of
Mrs. Ryan apd her husband considered them- ]

that henceforth neither she nor hets should have
blame on the Ryans, forbade his family ever’

Beveral years had passed since then, and the |

with a litle sigh whether Ralph remembered i
her as she did him, and whether they were al- |

But the great flock of geese were doing mifs- |
chief surely, and Kitty soon forgot her cogitar !

broken board throngh which they bad entered: -
and Kitty's patience was becoming exhausted

found herself glancing with admiring eyes ]

looking the Homer estate when the conclusion '

)

hapgpy by the assuranee thas Kitty's love and
her mother’s consent to an early union were
his,

And all this through the predatory proolivi-
ties of a flock of geese.

O~

MBS, SPRATT'S STORY.

“ Lobelia,” said pa, ¢ don’t you never have
uothin’ more to say to that young maun.”

You see pa was set 1n his ways, and when he
sald a thing he meant it.

Lobella had been going about oconsiderably
with Nathan 8poke, and, pa, he hadn’t any idea
of Nathaa.

“He ain’t very forehanded, and eomes of &
poor stock.”

That's what he used to say, anyhow ; and he
bhad no idea of our Lobelia throwing herself
awWay on Lim.

Lobelia ; yes, that was our daughter.

I dunno whether it's a curlous name or not.

Abeat the time she was a week old, there

came intoour part of the world a botanistical

1 Lobelia felt.
And then came, though more tardily a second |

gentleman with a box that he had put leaves
and flowers and things into, and he sald Lobelia
would be a nice name to give her, and we did.

Dowmine, he larfed, and axed pa it he was so
fond of his pipe as that.

I dunno what he meaut

Anyhow, he christened her all the same, and
she'd growed up to be sixteen years oid, and Na-
than Spoke, as I told you, was casling sheep’s
eyes at her, .

8Bhe was a pretty gal was our Lobelia—oouldn’t
find a prettier im all the world.

Well, when pa said that, Lobella sat down
and began to ory.

« He's my steady oompany, Pa,” she said.
st Plense don’t ask me to give up my steady
ocompaay.”

+1 call him your onsteady ocompany,” sald pa.
«There won't be much steadiness in him, if he’s
a obip of the old block. Mind what I say. No
more of his visits for you. And mebbe when
youocan bake acake a body can eat without
spiltting it with a hatohet, and can sew on @
button 8o it won’t blow off, I'll hunt up a deceat,
Lusband for you—one worth money.”

Well, I telt sorry for Lobelia.

She was my only gal, and such a timid orit-

A oross word frightened her to death, and she
wouldn’t go upstairs in the dark alone, and &
wmouse was enough to give her convulsjons.

As for a thunderstorm, the minute she heard
one, she'd scamper after e, wringiug her hands
and screaming—

* Oh, ma, lemme hide my head somewhere !"

And she wasn’t contented until her head was
hid—generally by putting & pillow on it.

I often told her it was sinful to be so fright.
ened when we were in the Lord’s hands, but she
couldn’t help golnug on 80 any more than a baby
could help orying-—that she ocouldn’t.

Pooc litue timid thing !

I felt sorry for her when pa spoke so about
Nathan,

I badn’t any dislike to the young feliow, for
my part.

Well, after this, of course, the poor girl dido’t
let him oull on her.

As far a8 I knew, she never saw him, and
Dean Grimes, a widower, and worth his hundred
thousand, came over almost every evening, und
PR made up his mind that was the match for
Lobelia.

8he dido’t not say uothin’, poor thing, but it
wasn't likely a girl of sixteen oould take much

\ of & notion t0 & man of his age, and e'en a’most

28 big us the fat geutlewan they exhibited in

the circus last year, tuat oouldn’t get out of

;he teut when he once ot in antil they took it
own.

'Twan’t for me to interfere, th h I
her, and let her kunow that Ie;wo:u:y u.ff‘m
I dido’t want to rile pa up, .

Pa ain’t pleasant when he’s riled.

Bat one day, when she asked me to let her go
and take her knitting and spend the day with
Fannie Brown, I was so glad to see her look so
chipper and feel like golug out once more, that
I said yes right off,

Well, she went about nine o'clock in the fore-
noon, and about ten there came up & most aw-
ful thunderstorm.

The lightning zigzagged, and the thunder it
bellowed, and the rain it poured down like cats
and dogs.

I was frightened myself, and I knew just how

“Obh, pa,” says I, * I know how she’s a—-oar-
ryin’ on jJist this minute. Shouldn’t wonder if
she'd do something ridiculous.”

“ Women folks are always doing something
of that nature,” say« pa, It woulda’t be any .

T thing out of the common 1 she did.”

8o I got no comfort there.

After a while the storm calmed down a bit;
4 least 1t went further qff—the thuader did ...
and 1 sat looking throolh the rain, out o’ the
front winder, when who shouid I
along the road but two people ¢ —
a girl,

see coming

& man and

He was walking pretty fast, holdi
u}n:enlll, and doing his best to keopugh: pm‘:lx
off her.

8he was tugging on to his urﬁx, and every time

the lightning filashed hidi
the us! 0g her head in his coat

I knew she was our

Lobel| -
ltn dress and her it is, by her blue mus

o .
I could not ETay saeque, but at first

£U08s Who the man was,
In 4 minute more I saw it was Nathan Spoke.

Yes, and there was pa a-looking too?

s«It’s that feller,” says he.

“ Well,”says I, * see how 1t’s storming, pea.”

“ Ah,” says pa. “Iam glad ofit. Il sho¥
Lobelia how to disobey me.”

And out he ran into the ball.

Ifollowed bim, and what was he doing bub
locking the door ?—and arter he'd done that D®
flew to the kitochen door and fastened that.

He didn't leave & place to get in at before be
was dene, not 80 much as the ceilar way.

Aund he put all the keys In his pocket and
walked Into the parior and sat down on the s0f8
and began to read the newspaper.

I was nearly dumbfounded.

“Ob, pa,” says I. « Ou, pa, dear; oh, yo®
ain’t going to lock your own girl out in a storm
like this.”

“ Hold your tongue, ma,” says he,
master in my own house.” .

¢ But she may be struck,” says L. « She may
be struck, pa.”

‘ Women never have any sclentifics,” says
he. «Don’t you hear the thunder revomberiat

ing away over there. If it strikes anybody, I'®
a ”

w'm

* But she'll be skeered to death,” says I.

“Jest what I want 1s to skeer ber,” says P8
“I'll skeer her out of sparking with Nathad
Hpoke.”

And jest then comes bang ! bang ! bang ! at
the door, and my poor Lobelia’s volce come¥
through the key-hole.

*Oh, ma, lemme in! Oh, ma, lemme in!
The lightaning seems as if it was a-trying 0
strike me, and it will t0co. Lemme 1o, and
lemme hide my head in the pillar. Oh, lemin®
hide my head in a piliar.,”

*“ Your pa has took the key out, Lobelia,” say8
I, ¢ and won’t give it t0 me.”

#Oh ! oh!” says Lobeita. «Oh, ob, desr !
Is be mad at me for coming home with N&~
than ?”

¢ Yes, dear,” says I.

Just then came & orash and a shriek.

*That one most struck me,” says Lobells-
#Oh ! Oh! Pa, dear, lemme In to hide my bead
somewhere. I was 8o skeered I'd have ocom€
home with any sort of feller. I dida’t care hoW
horrid he waa, #0’t he had an umbrella. Lemme
in, pa.”

But he wouldn't.

I told bim I'd bave highstrikes, but all he ssid
was—

“ Well, thiy are easy cured with a bucket Of
oold water,”

Aund I knew he was equal o doing it, though
I bad my new Japanese poplia on, ’

“ After the storm is done I’ll let Lobelia 10,
says he.

“ Not a mite sooner. I'll oure her of sparking
with Nathan Spoke,”

Well, I sat down by the door and cried and
listened, and oried and listened.

Atter a while I didn’t hear anything more, s8¢
in an hour or two the storm was over.

But pa never budged until dinner—_time W8
come.

Then he took down his hat, and throwed B©
the key of the front door, and went out the bad
way himseif,

1 rushed out, and I lovked up and I looked
down, and [ eouldn’t find Lobelia.

After a while pa began to look (oo,

But there was no sign of her.

8he wasn’t in the wood-shed.

She was anywhere.

* You've killed my poor girl,” says I. §

« Dead folks i to be found. They don’t vanisD
like smoke.” ;

But he was as white as a ghost when he "':.
it, and after going down oellar and up attic, #0%
over to neighbor Jones’s, he put on his coat, 88%
I got my bonnet, and we harnessed up the hors®’
aad chaise, and rode down into the viilage.

Kverywhere we asked they shook thelr hesds

8he hadn’t been here—she hadn’t been therér
and we were ulmost frightened out of our sensesr
when at last what should we see but Natb8d®
8poke himself coming out of the inn with t¥0
Plutes of dinner {n his hand, and a tin ketti® °F
ooffee on his arm. )

“ Hullo!” says pa.

“Hullo! ” says he.

“Where's my girl ? ” says pa.

“ Hiding her head ! " 8ays Natham

«“Where? »” 8ays pa. .

“Up lo my room,” says Nathap, «I've beed
keeping bachelor’s hall at Widow Gunter’s over
the way, Bhe's up there, hiding her head,”

“ How darst you take her there ?" says P8
“ You shall be punished for this, Here, where i#
she ? Fetch her down.”

“QOan't be did,” says Nuthan. «See thes®
plates, don’t ye ? One of'em is for me ; One ‘°:
my wife. I married Lobelia just as that bigge®
clap of thunder came — the one that sound
like a thousand of bricks, and struck somewheres
sartin sure.”
 Married ! " says pa.

“ Married ! ” rays I,

“ Yes,” says Nathan. « It's all your doing;
Bhe begged to come In and hide ber head, 8
you wouldn't let her. Then she says to m&’loﬁ
“+Let me hide my head somewhere ; OB

me hide my head somewhere !’ vs

*¢{Lobella,’ says I, ¢ there’s one place—tha h
my bosom. Just come to Parson Grey's With
me, and he'll give you the right to bide it t.h:l“
for ever, as the bauns have been out & Week-
“She says— »
“¢Oh, anythiog, 8o I can hide my head.”
“B80 we weat to the churoh. There's thoe 00F

“ I brought her over here afterwards, and sb®

hid her head a¢ much as she liked. s
“ I've jus been out for some dinner. I'll




