Chotce Litevature.

QN WOMNAN'S REVOLT,

Miss Janet Pierson tuned from the dusty highway, and
seated herself on the stone wall by the roadside,  She was
ured, very tired.  She always had been tired. [t had been
her fate to hve at the tiresome end of town always,  bhe held
m her hand o cnoular desenbing Ocean Grove and s sur-
roundings on the New Jersey coast.  This arcular, dropped
by chance from it passing carruge on the county toad, had,
for the tired soul, an absorbing interest.

Dr. Pierson, Miss Janets tather, had hved and practised
1 4 peater number of towns m the dtate of Connecticut than
any other man i s profession, the chaef obstacle to success
having been his own imptience. Tt was that that had pre-
vente 1 his remannng w any one place lon enough to secare &
hving prastice. At last De Prerson bought - small farm,
lived on 1t a year, and then moved an for the last tme, leav-
my s wife and three daughters—Margaer, Janet and Kath-
artne - the old farm-house, two mules from the village of
Templeton,

Margaret was satistied with the farm and farm hfe. She
cared for everytlunyg on a, and for nothing beyond it.  Janet
was tired of hving over and over the self same otd days, year
after year , but there seemed no way of getung away from
the farm for her 3 no means to get anywhere beyond sts infla.
ence. Kauhanne, the youngest daughter, taught the chuldren
of that district w the small schoolhouse at the cross-roads,
half way to the village.  Kathanne always had money enough
to po her own wiy at vadation tme ; to et what rest and
change she could, and then returned to her teaching agam, one
year baing very much hke all the otaer years. )

Miss Janet sat on the stone wall, thinking,  bhe was in
£l sight of the tarm-house 5 1n full sight of the kitchen win.
dows and of the table where Margaret was getung ready to
ke ceullers.  She kuew that Margaret was waiung for the
nutme;es 3 but, fur once, Miss Janet did not harry. She was
making up her nuad, and Jookny agamn and again at the two
or three leaves of the arcular she had found scattered along
the roadside as she walked up to Templetm, two hours ear
lier.

“ They were thrown right here for me,” she exclaned. 1
shall act onthe hint they give me”

“Maother ! 7 called Margaret from the kitchen.

“\WVhatis it * " questioned Mis. Pierson from her room.

13, loak up the road there and see Janet ! There she sits
on the stone wall as though 1 declare, 1t isenough to destray
the pitieace of 4 samt to see her* What she wanted to walk
all the way to the postotii. e for, this hot morning, 15 more
than | know. ' gaug to seesf 1 can make her hear”

Margaret calied, but the wind carrned her vace down the
hill in the oppostte direction.  Miss Janet sat stll on the stone
wall unttl 1t was her goad pleasure to cease the study of the
leaves, to arise 1 to 3o home,

When she entered the house 1t was by way of the kitchen
door.

“AVell, fanet ¢ said Margacet, enquiringly.

« } have made up my auad, Margaret,” responded Janet

« Out of what this time 7"

“ Ot of this fotever the same-day-after day year after-year
sort of hife that we have been hviny here. 1w jtomy to do
something, even if 1t 15 desperate,” announced Janet. 1 am
pong off toamorrow.”

“Where to, pray 77

«1 aa going to spend this very summer by the acean
somewhere and samehow, 1if 1 have to live under an umbretla
on the open beach i the day-time and under a blanket shelter
behind 2 sand dune at nszhe)’

“ Crazy ' Janet, | do behieve you e oroy’ Ihd you
remember the tei amd the nutimeys < \Where will you get your
umbrella, fanet >”

“Yes: I'm sane enaugh ta remember yonr ereamds, Mar-
patet, and | did think you would lend me your umbrella n
case 1 had not one of my own.”

During the hows of that day, 1t was the 1oth of May,
1853, hife went on 1ta accustomed round m the Prerson farm-
house. Not another allusian was made to Miss  Janet's
announcement of the marmng ; but that lady thought of hule
beside that.

in an old and well-worn saft leathern durse Miss Janet
had kept from the days of her early mirthood a few gold and
silver treasures : cowns that had been given to her in remem
brance, for luck, as heirlonms from her yrandparents.  Agun
and again, i the stress of her life, she hid taken out s
purse, lonked the coms over, and trnied to selert from the
number such as she cauld persuade nerself that she was will
ing to spend ; but always and cver she had decided 10 go
without the thing the money would buy, and the prec.ous
«oins had been shipped back, the clasp closed with a sigh, and
the purse returned to s hiding-place.

On this toth of May, 1853, Miss Janet apened the small
leathern prisan-house, and deliberately turned out the cony
wnta her Black stk apron, as she sat by the open window of
an upper ronm, inte which the sunlight was paueing ats May
pold, to burmish her little store,

“This tme 1t shall be dnne *” she sad, sclecting fiest a
three dollar paold prece. 'Let mie see” ‘This was jiven to me
by bratker Phihin with the worls, ° Keep that untl you

?want bread.”  Itas bread that 1 want ; the hread of 2 new
Wfe " sne viied, °* The tune far that s come”  Ajan she
poured her gaze nto the hiie hoard.  **No, not that" she
shivered farth, laving aside i voin that had been found on her
father's person afier lis sulden death.  Then she thougin
“§ will lose my eyes, and the fiist one my fingers touch
shall go  Sattlv sturing the shuning ity of metal with
clased eycs, she lud a vinger on an old silver dallar.  She had
had it ever sinze she could remember.  Her prandinather had
given 1t tn her. hut, her mnd made 4, that was laid beside
the three-dollar comn. Three addiions were male, one by ane,
1 the selected store.  These were lud an her prcket baok
the remainder went 10 thesr old home and were hidden away
for future needs.

The next mormng early, Miss Janet made hesself ready for
2 shant journey, announced her depasture with her beunet on,
and left the house before Mrs. Prersan, Margaret or Kathanine
cauhl recover fron their astonishment,

“"Where un earth do you suppnse she is gomg?” cried
Margaret,
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“Not far!  She will be back v an hour or two, 1 dare
say she 1s only going up for the mail,”" commented Kathanme.

“ You had better go after your sister,” said Mrs. Pierson.
“ Persuade her to come back. 1 am afraid she will do some-
thing foolish 1f you don’t”

“1 don't think Janet is persuadable,” slowly announced
Margaret, her eyes on the fast retreaung tigure of Miss Janet,
who was hasteming to catch the early train for New York,

Half-way to the village she met Mr Horice Hine Mr.
Hine was the great manufacturer of Templeton  He was 2
very unusual thing for lim ~walking in the same direction
from a cross voad to the same staton. My, Hine was going
to New Yok that mornmg.  He koew quite well who the
little lady was hasteming up the dusty road to thewr place of
meeting, and he pansed a moment to join her 1 their watk.
He offered to cary the small hand-bag she held.  Miss Janet
gave it to him, not because it was heavy, or she had been
conscious of a burden, but because it was so pleasant, so unu-
sual, ta receive & courtesy.

“ Are you hound on a shopping expedinon 2™ questioned
Mr. Hine, as they drew uear the station at Templeton.

“ No, not exactly,” rephed Miss Janet, growing suddenly
mnto colour and confaston of face, and then becoming con
sctouns that she had shown a sense of shame in that which
she was abont to do, she said boldly, * Mr. Hine, do you
think 1t s wicked, absolutely wrong, to seek something new
now and then > | don't, and | am gaing to look for a place
to spend the summer 1n, down by the ocean. 1 am going
down, I dont exactly know where, but somewhere on the
Atlantic catst, near Ocean Gove, to look about”

“ Are you pomny to take i cottage 2™ questioned Mr. Hine.

“oPake a cottage ! take a cottage ! The very suggestion
touk away her breath. How could she, and Miss Juanet
prnched, with all her aught, the gold cown, the silver dollar,
and the other coms that kept them company n her pocket-
book.

“1 never thought of such athmk !’ she sad ; and then,
grown suddenly confidential, she put the theee-dollar gold
prece mto Mr. Hine's hand with the reguest that he wou! 1 buy
her ticket.

He did sn, but she natced that he gave a bank-note 1 the
man at the tcket oftive.  Had she only been able to do that
she would not have trousi»d hin to make the purchase tor
her. She felt ashamed to uifer her precious bit of gold hoarded
since the war bepan.

The tram came in, the trun went o4t and twy boaes fue
as it was drawing near New VYork, Mr. Hine sought Miss
Janet.

“Can 1 do anything to ard you? " he said. 1 have
olenty of friends, who have cottages i Ocean Grove and As-
bury Park, but at this season they are not there.”

“ 14 you would direct me through the city 1t would be such
a rehief,” she said, and thea, Lughingly, she added, * 1 hegin
to think they are nght at home, that I am a hutle crazy to
start off on such an expedition, My heart begins to fail me
at the thought of tinding my way through New Yok, | am
such a stranger here”

“1pwill pive me pletsite to see you safely on your way,”
e sard, and presently they were speeding down the elevated
road.

“ By the way,’ sud Mr. Hine, 1 was 5o interested in the
pold piece you gave me tos mormng that 1 kepta. 1 have
qante a coliecton of wnns, but 1 have not one of these, tak-
w1t fro n his pocket, *and if you hke to part withat, 1t s
worth cansiderabiy more than its face value. 1 will buy 1"

Miss Janet blashed viveliy, as she sad, with utter frank
ness, = You will know, if 1 do not tell vou, that 1 was redaced
to the spending of th:ss 1 have had 1t many years, and took
it, with athers, from my Intle collectim, for this expedition.”

“ Dan't spead them, not ane of them, until 1 have seen
them ; please dony,” sad Mr, e, 1 do ot know the
evact vialue of this three-dollar prece of 13354, but you will let
me lend you some money until we find out.”

Miss Janet was so farly caught that she could not da
atherwise than to accept s atier.  Mre o Hine went to the
ferry with her, bought hier ticket for ) ean Grove and return,
encauraged hier expedition, and hade her gaod-by.

And now, for the first tme, Miss Janet was alone with the
wreat world of one ratway car, hee cheeks burning and her
whole nature tilled with the mst exq usite sense of shame, in
that she had revealed to Mr, Hine her poverty and her folly.
“f11s alt my own fault,” she thought, ** {1 had stayed at home
where | belong, | might have gone an just as 1 have doae,
and he need never have known.  Murgaret i night. She
helieves i being content 1n the sphere m which Pravilence
his placed her. She can be, | canant,” anl Mus Prerson
evhaled a sigh of satistaction as the train sped acrass the vast
area of salt meadows that were only jiast beginning to lose
their tints of silver gray for the new growth,  Samething
new and broad and vivid swept into her being and washed out
that nuserable little personal sense of shame At her poventy,
that had so overwhehned her for the first two miles of that
journey.

Ta be wild for the first time i her i Miss Janet was
thirty-two  to he gaing somewhere, alone, with no restraunt,
whatever, was enough to elate the much restrained httle soul,
and she felt all the exultation of 12, su long as the train sped
fast down the coast,

All 100 soon came tihe brakeman's «ry, * Ocean Grove
and Ashury Park.”  Miss Janet puked up her hutle hand
bag and hastened out upan the pluform. She had expected
10 encounter crowds of * hackmen ™ ; ciowds of eager passen
xers ; but tae station vas nearly as quiet as that at Temple.
ton. She evaded questions as ta her destinauon by yaing into
the winting soum.  Once there, she sat dowa as though she
were feehiny very tired indeed, then she gat up, jast as the
tr ket ot ¢ window wes cosing, and secured a4 tune table of
the road.  Yeg, trams ran so frequently that she could go up
at almast any hour.  There was no hurry. A giel of twelve,
ar thereabonut, entered the room. 1) you hire here " ues.
tianed Miss Janet.

* Near here, ma’am, aver at OQcean Park.”™

“What s Ocean Park?

“Oh, s a place that isnkt Ovean Grove, acrass the lake
yonder.  U'll show you when the nedt tramn comes in, if you
bike. I am waiung for grandmother.”

" Thank you,” sad Miss Janet, can we walk there?™

* Yes, al hut the lake, and we can go round by the shore,
anly we don't very often, ‘cause st's farther, and all sand, and
there's another way, tao, around by the turnpike, but that's
farther than any, and so we tow acruss the lake.”

* How long do you wait for the train ? "
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“* Half an hour.”

Now a row across a lake seemed to Miss Janet some-
thing 10 be greatly dreaded, and the walk along the beach
something greatly to be desired.

“ Could 1 nat, if you tell me the way,” she said, * walk
?lzng ,by the vcean, and meet you on the other side of the

ake?’

“ Course you can,” replied the young girl. * 'l walk up
a way and show you.  You can't get lost.  You go right up
the neat street, tll you com.e to the sea , then you tarn to the
right and keep along on the shore till you pass all the hauses
and pet to a great big bathing-house place ~they call it a
pavihon -that 15 Killgores, and that is where Fletcher Lake
empties into the ocean.  You go nght through that and then
you are on the wild sands. 1 had to go that way to school all
winter.  You keep down on the sands, oh, a quarter of a mile
or more, and then you will come to a preen looking, long
house, with a preat bulk-head of sand bmlt out in front of it
You can sit down there on a bench on the veranda and wan
tor me, if you pet there first.  Nobody hives there. It used
to be an Infants’ Home, but somebody didn't like it, and it
isn't hived 1 any wmore.”

“ You wouldu’t be afraid to go?” questioned Miss Janet.

“ Afraid ?  There’s nothing there but the tide, and you
needn't walk too near the edge.  You can see when a big
bieaker 1s coming and keep aut of the way.”

Ocean ! sea! ude! breakers® How ghbly this twelve-
year gurl talked of them, as though they were, one and
all, intimate playmates of hers, and here was this woman of
two-and-thirty years, with her very nerves a-tremble at the
sound of the words and the consciousness that she was, for
the first time, about to be ushered into their presence.

She passed on, by all the ways and avenues of Ocean
Grove, came to Kiligores, which she instantly recognized,
lnoked down at the turbid stream emptying the dar. waters of
I'letcher Lake into the brizht ocean, and then passed to the
region left from the beginning, to the hand of Nature. There,
for the first tme, she saw the sand-dunes, piled, and piling
in, with every wind that blew, the old, twisted sand grass of
the former years, matted nto the sand, the long, lonely
stretch of pale yellow, shinmg tawny in the May sunshine,
the three-breakered seas tunning in and out over it with
boom and quivering thud. At list she was alone with the
ocean i its own home.

Down the coast she saw the Infant's Home, and hastened
on. Elzabeth, the friend of an hour ago, was already there
waiting for her.

“Have you had your dinner?” was the first question
Elizabeth asked.  “Dmner ! {aughed Miss Janet. * Why,
do fotks down here yet hung.y 2"

“ Asfully hungry © Wiy, even the tishes eat each other,”
said Khzibeth,  ** Mather to!d me to fetch you home to din.
ner. Wil youcome?  Itasn't far. It is this side of them
pine woods, over by the lake yonder.”

Miss Janet suddenly became conscrous of a hitherto unfelt
want, and a desire to accept the invitation given so promptly.

* Mother sard,” continued Ehzaibeth, “that, hike as not,
you had come down to get a house for the sunner —maybe,
to keep boarders. and [ was to show you over the cottages.”

“ Do many folks come that way?”

“Oh, lots of ‘em! You'd better keep to the board walk ;
1w's kinder damp up here aways.  More of 'em than | can count
on my fingers. These five cottages here, close by the Home,
they belang to tolks what hves 10 them themselves ; though,
mother says, there’s one of 'em that can be had «f asked for
by the right party. It's this one, right here. Just been painted
up fine.  Blue winders to the prazzas 1s what most folks like.
Want to see it?  Mather's got the key.”
| “"\\'h:u does 2 cottage cost 2 1 mean the use of one down
ere.

“Oh, past as much as folks is wilhng to pay, but ao as
much as they do acras: the lake,  Overin the Grave they 1s
pretty igh; and at the Park prices 1s just awful,” informed
Elizabeth.

* But this little one - -not more than sin or eight rooms in
1, Scribuer, [ think you told me was the name of the owner -
what do yon think it could be had for 2"

“Well,” smd Elizabetly, * 1 koow just what she will ask
you, and that's two hundred dollars ; but 1 heard her tell my
mother that she would rather let 1t lor one hundred and
twenty-five than have it stand wdle.  The furniture inside ain't
much, though. There ! the next house after we get by three
more s ours, and they was going to wait dinier for us.”

* How kind ! sael Miss Janet, hastening hee steps. It
wias so sweet walking between the breath of the seq and the
breath of the pines. She wondered whether the time would
ever come when she ~hould tire of it,

Five nunutes later Miss Janet Iierson was diing com.
fortably and pleasantly with 4 fanuly of whose very existence
she ®new not when she awoke that mornng,.

Mrs. Raapp, the mother of Klizabeth, had lived in Ocean
Park since its beganiag, tifteen years hefore.  She was the
very eurhiest hiving inhalatant of the place, and tigh author.
ilw‘:eg.mlmg the begining of things, from Deal to Spring

ake.

The keys of half the cottages at Ocean Park (there were
about thirty cattages) were left in her keeping, and she acted
as real estate agent far their owaers in every way, except as
to salary,

Miss Janet felt ike an impostor xs she sat at table and par.
took of food with a keener retish than she had suppused
cauld come 10 her.  she longed to say ont at once that she
hadnt money enongh to pay a month's rent of the poorest
shanty an the coast.

* Are you lonking for a cottage !’ questioned Mrs. Knapp,
as the dinner ended. .

Wiath a quick Iittle gasp Miss Janet laughed, and felt called
upan to give her history ;-

“* My name” she sanl, *1s Janet Vierson,
a physician, 1 livein Connecticut with iy mother and two
sisters. 1 came down to see what this region was like, and, if
any way opened 1o me, to spend the suniner here.”

“Oh * looking for board, were you ? "

(7o be Continucd,)
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